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Hi. My name is Tim, and this story is about my college girlfriend Louise and me, and what college was like for us at what I will just call RDU.
RDU was a relatively modest-sized school, but strong academically and unusually strong at sports for its size. It was a private school and attracted a lot of well-to-do students from good families-- like me and Louise.
Louise and I actually met the summer before college, on an orientation trip, and only as we got into freshman year did we learn the secret of how the school had such competitive sports teams.
All colleges recruit with lavish scholarships under certain rules, etc., etc. Well, at RDU they had worked out an elaborate sex club to keep all the star athletes happy, and they shared it with recruits, too!
All the most beautiful girls on campus were offered the opportunity to participate-- and most did.
To be honest, even though Louise was more cute than gorgeous and more of a "7" or an "8" -- to be crass about it-- than a "10", I was still nervous about losing her. She was really cute --5'2", sandy blonde hair, blue eyes, sparkly, perky face, nice curves-- with a truly sweet personality and admittedly a really full, bubble-shaped backside that I often catch guys staring at. And her tits are a healthy D cup, large for a short girl. Also, it wasn't just the 10s that made it into the club. If enough of the athletes fancied her, Louise might get invited. And she had such a nice attractive way about her. I was certainly smitten with her! She also had taken to sex quite avidly -- I was her first -- once we got started a couple of months into dating, and we had sex almost every night.
Finally, after a few months of my worrying about whether Louise might get invited to 'The Club', as it was referred to on campus, the date of the invitations approached near the end of freshman year. I confronted my girlfriend with my anxiety as we lay in bed one morning.
"Sweetie," I asked, "I don't know if you've thought about it, but I think there's a pretty good chance you might get invited to the Club. I'm worried about it. I don't want to lose you."
I waited for her reply as I held her in my arms. She propped up on an elbow and after a long pause said, "Honey, you know I love you. I really do. I've been wondering the same thing. In fact, my girlfriends seem to think it's going to happen. You know, just based on the rumor mill--what they hear from the guys on the teams and the comments they make about all the freshman girls, our looks, personalities, and bodies."
She gently stroked my side. "So what are you going to do if you do get an invite?" I asked, knowing that I really didn't have any say, it was all up to her. I had a massive pit in my stomach waiting for her answer. I did not have to wait long.
"Well," she said, "I've been giving this a lot of thought. And while I do really love you... Well, the older girls say it's just such an incredible experience to have sex with the athletes. And if you don't accept their invitation when it's made, then you are out of luck and the athletes boycott you entirely. You only have that one chance. It's a one time deal. And I have heard from a couple of girls who turned it down that they regret it. I have been really thinking hard about this, and I have made up my mind... While of course our love is special, I just won't be able to pass up this opportunity. It's too unique, and you know how much I like sex. If you really love me, you are going to need to understand my need to do this if it is offered."
To my surprise, my dick hardened and tented my PJs as she spoke. This moment that I feared was actually turning me on! My girlfriend wanted to become a slut for the college athletes--and I liked it!
Louise notice my growing tent pole and reached to stroke it as she continued:
"So, Tim, I figure as consolation, you can play a role, too. I don't know if you have heard. But a lot of the girls who enter the Club have and keep their boyfriends. They don't have sex anymore. That is forbidden. But they get to watch, and the girls all get together to give them a variety of mercy handjobs. I hear the boys who stay involved really like it! And clearly something about this situation is turning you on, isn't it? Are you excited that your sweetheart is willing to become a slut for the school athletes? To share herself with them freely as they request and demand? It excites you, doesn't it?"
I nodded and smiled feebly as her hand squeezed on my rock hard cock. And in that moment the decision was made for me, too, that I would stay with her.
At the time I wasn't sure why I was turned on, but as I considered it later, I think it was many-layered: I liked the idea of my girlfriend, who I loved dearly, reaching yet a further level of sexual fulfillment than I could give her -- with me able to watch and participate. And I was also excited to be near the extreme sexuality of the college athletes. It wasn't that I was gay, or even exactly that I was bi, it was just that the athletes represented the pinnacle of sexuality -- and especially the ones with very, very large cocks. Well, even though not turned on to men overall, the really huge cocks were a turn on. The idea that Louise would go to another level of pleasure with the fantastic athletes and some of the time some huge cocks -- well, that was just something that I was excited to be a part of.
Fast forward a few days, and sure enough Louise was invited to the Club. Jerome, a star on the basketball team knocked on her dorm room door one night while we were hanging out. Her roommate Lynne and her boyfriend Brad were also home.
Jerome --who was a truly nice guy as well as a gorgeous, massive black adonis, by the way-- was invited in and quickly explained his presence: "Louise, I am here on behalf of the Club to invite you to join. Probably you have already given some thought as to what you will say, but we need to be sure you are clear on all the ground rules. We are inviting with witnesses (as he passed me a phone in video record mode) to record all of this. If you say 'yes,' you are agreeing to have sex with any male Club member at any time that does not interfere with your studies or employment. You will not pick and chose. No condoms will be used. You may use the pill only for the first four months, and after that you must drop out of the Club or risk pregnancy. You cannot use a diaphragm or IUD because it can interfere with penetration from many of our members due to our extreme size. If you get pregnant, you must carry to term. Alumni donors will make sure you and your baby or babies want for nothing, or you may put them up for adoption. Most female members have only two babies over there three years because you are allowed additional contraceptive periods after each baby. Most women keep their babies rather than give them up to adoption. You can be sent abroad while you are pregnant if you wish, to avoid parental issues. Is this clear?" Louise nodded. Interestingly, she seemed unsurprised by these details--which were certainly new to me!
"Your boyfriend, Tim, as nice as he is, will now be cut off from intercourse with you until after you graduate--if you choose to return to him at that time. Most female club members choose to maintain their new lifestyle. Some do have celibate marriages with their prior boyfriends. Tim, if he chooses to stay with you, is allowed to witness your couplings whenever he wishes, and you must give or arrange mercy handjobs for him. Is that clear?" Louise nodded. "You will allow male Club members to use all of your openings, and even to cause you pain. All that is not allowed is significant bodily harm. Is that clear?" Louise nodded. "You will make yourself available immediately, and if you are not yet on the pill, that is your problem. Is that clear?" Louise nodded--and she was not on the pill!
"Now I need you to say to me 'I, Louise Philips, wish to join the Club and will abide all its rules until graduation.'" And she did-- with both excitement and trepidation in her voice.
Jerome continued, "OK! So, strip bitch! Get everything off but your panties and get on your fucking hands and knees right now you stupid slut! Right by the sofa. I'm going to hang out on the sofa and talk with your friends for a while while you slurp on my cock!"
It was surreal. Louise completely complied. Jerome made it seem like it was no big deal while he chatted with the Lynne, Brad and me for a few minutes about the team's upcoming big games. After a few minutes of this he said to Lynne and Brad:
"Folks, you don't have to stay if you don't want, but it's important that I get Louise accustomed to her new role--and Tim, too--but you can hang out and watch if you think it will turn you on. Let me know, though, because this is the right moment for your to leave for the flow. A few minutes from now would be disruptive."
They both eagerly opted to stay.
Turning his attention to Louise, Jerome barked: "Ok, bitch. That was pretty good. You need to learn how to suck me all the way, but that was good enough for now. Time to fuck. Tim, take off her panties for me." Jerome ordered. And I did. I was rock hard and totally turned on by this.
It was so exciting to be commanded by this adonis athlete to give my girlfriend away, and to accede to his wishes. It was thrilling to have a choice -- for there was nothing menacing about Jerome or his commands -- but then to willingly subordinate myself to their sexual desire for each other, to help my beloved Louise go to the next level of sexual fulfillment at the cost of my own control of her body and of my own manliness. I was now the beta male at best.
"Louise, I've been looking at your hot ass all semester, I'm going to love giving you my cock," Jerome continued.
And quite a cock it was. It was a solid ten or eleven inches of dark brown massive meat. It was pretty thick, but the length and rigidity were amazing, and it was covered with ropy veins!
Louise's panties were drenched, literally soggy in my hands as I peeled them off her fine legs, with her help, and we could all smell her pussy juice throughout the room.
"OK, bitch. Talk to me. Beg me to fuck you and make you into a black cock slut."
Louise was consumed with lust, and boy, did she beg: "Please, please fuck me, Jerome! Fuck me with your huge black cock! Push deep into my womb! Fuck me deeper than anyone ever has! Please! Stop teasing! Do me! Make me into a black cock slut!"
"OK, bitch. That's pretty good. Beg me to re-size your pussy so it only fits giant dicks!"
"Please, Jerome! Stop teasing!" He was rubbing his cock on the outside of her pussy. "Please, re-size my pussy for giant dicks only! Do it, Jerome! Do me so I'll never even feel a regular size dick in me again!"
Jerome just did her simple missionary this first time. I think he wanted to look at her surprised face while he fucked her.
He didn't have much trouble with the first few inches. I am guessing Louise had secretly been working herself with something bigger than my dick in preparation.
Then Jerome seemed to get stuck. "Shit, girl! Your pussy sure is hot, wet and tight! But we're stuck only half in. I'm going to have to push harder now. I hope you're ready!" It was part command, part question.
"I'm ready, Jerome! Do what you need to do! Stretch my pussy out! Ruin me for regular dicks! Fuck me deeeeep!" Louise moaned as she had a mini-orgasm.
Jerome shifted his pelvis further into Louise and ground harder. Louise's ample hips seemed to spread out and around his lean athletic body as her legs wrapped up around his lower back.
Jerome ground and pushed. Louise groaned in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Drool forming at the corner of her mouth. Her eyes seaming to lose focus. Beautiful, dewy perspiration accumulated on her face.
Finally Jerome made a big shove that must have ripped through her cervix because Louise shrieked the loudest yet as he finally managed to thrust balls deep into her cunt.
Their coupling was noisy, hot, sweaty and juicy. Certainly the couch was going to be ruined. But the scene was so hot that nobody gave a crap. Me and Brad and Lynne were just staring in awe as I rubbed my own bulge, and they were masturbating each other. Everyone had their pants and underwear off by now. Why not? Brad had a bigger dick than me, too, adding to the cuckolding, although both he and Lynne were too nice to make fun of me while Jerome was tearing my woman from me for good. Thank goodness for small kindnesses!
It was so hot to see Jerome's whole log get buried in Louise's tight cunt. I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it myself, but he really did get all eleven inches into my little girlfriend. It must have been up past her belly button. It had to be past her cervix--or something was just getting stretched and stretched!
Louise was on fire. I had never seen anyone so turned on as she--live, in a porno, or whatever! She was begging him to fuck her harder and deeper!
She had started coming well before he was balls deep, and now that he was giving her his whole staff, it was almost like one continuous orgasm, with her calves shaking and super deep groans.
"Jerome!! Fuck! I love this! This is incredible! I love you! Never stop fucking me! You're doing it! You're ruining me for regular cocks! You're re-sizing my poor little pussy! Keep doing it! Ruin my pussy! Fuuuccckkkk! Fuuuuccckkkk! Fuuuuccckkkk!"
My cock had never been harder than watching this spectacle, and I was leaking precum galore. I was trying to keep from coming until they were finishing, too, but I wasn't sure if I would be able to last much longer.
Louise wrapped her arms around Jerome's neck and pulled him down to french kiss her, jamming her tongue feverishly into his mouth. Her little legs again trying to wrap around his buttocks and pull him in tighter.
Jerome said to her, "Louise, you're fertile now, aren't you? Aren't you!? I think I can smell it!"
"Are you ready for your first black baby, Louise? You better be! It's coming soon! I'm going to fill you with my seed all night, and you are totally going to be bred before I leave!"
"Yes, Jerome! Yes! I probably am fertile! Almost certainly! Fuck me deep! Give me your fucking baby! Just keep fucking me! It feels so good! Don't you fucking dare pull out, Jerome! Give me a baby and promise me you will always fuck me!!!"
And she orgasmed again, screaming the whole time.
"I will, sweet Louise, I will always fuck you as your baby-Daddy. I promise I will always have you as mine! But first, there is one more thing that needs to happen to sanctify our relationship."
Jerome slowed the pace of their coupling for the moment, putting Louise temporarily on "simmer" rather than "full boil."
"Tim needs to shoot his seed uselessly into a cup and drink it, showing his agreement. If he does this... Then I will make sure you get pregnant by me before you go on the pill or couple with any other athletes. If he will not, I will make sure that you do not get pregnant by me ever. You need to ask him to do this--and then he needs to do it."
Louise barely waited until Jerome was done talking: "Tim, please! Please do this for me! I'm going to get pregnant anyway soon. Jerome is handsome, smart, nice, beautiful--let me bear his child! Please??!!"
I nodded almost imperceptibly. Of course there was no way I would deny her this. And it was so exciting to think that I would be--in a way--still the trigger man for her baby.
"Louise," I said, "After coming this far, how would I deny you?" And I was so excited that with three more strokes of my hand my dick exploded. I was so excited that my orgasm was almost painful. I had never come that much before, and it seemed to last longer than a minute. Most of it made it into a glass. Some of it spurted across the room onto Louise and Jerome. They smiled, they didn't care. And then I was downing my cum from the glass, and Jerome resumed his pumping.
"Louise," he said, "You pussy is like paradise, you are so sweet and beautiful-- And now you will receive my seed!"
"Aaaarrrgggghh!!!!" He bellowed as they came together explosively for what seemed like minutes.
I'm sure Brad and Lynne came, too, but I didn't even notice when.
When Jerome and Louise caught their breath, the room was filled with the stench of sex, and there was a puddle of fluids--sweat and cum from both of them--on what was now a trashed sofa.
Jerome invited me over to them. "Dude, another thing I forgot to mention--another privilege boyfriends have-- you all can lick out your girlfriend's pussy or ass after she gets fucked. It's the one way you are still allowed to get close to her pussy or her ass."
My cock actually--much to my surprise so soon after cumming--stiffened at the thought.
"Most of the guys find they like it -- for different reasons -- and the girls like it, too. Why not come over here and give it a try?"
I did. I lapped away at the well used pussy of my sweet girl, between her inviting thighs. She wriggled quite a bit--still turned on from the massive fucking she had received. The jizz didn't taste too bad, and I lapped it up.
Next, I was invited to clean Jerome's cock with my tongue, which I also did even though cock sucking was a total first for me -- partly to please Jerome as the alpha male of the situation, partly to please Louise -- who was vocally encouraging me -- and partly because Jerome's enormous cock, shiny with their juices, simply just seemed really beautiful to me, and I was drawn to it like a magnet.
And it was an amazing experience sucking on Jerome's dick. He was tender with me, sensing it might be my first time, and gently cradled my head in his hands as he offered encouragement on how best to lick and suck him. It was a deeply erotic, arousing, and yet tender moment at the end of Louise's initiation. I got a proud thrill from being able to excite and stimulate Jerome even after he had just taken my sexy girlfriend. And I'll always be grateful for how classy Jerome was in including me without being degrading.
As I slurped his cock and massaged his nutsack, Jerome's cock eventually got rock hard once more. But I will leave the next round of sex of the evening to tell about another time.
Suffice to say, both Louise's and my life would never be the same, and I could tell we were both thrilled to be going on this new adventure together -- starting with Jerome and continuing with many other athletes at the school, some of them even sexier than Jerome.
What an interesting new life we were in for!
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Hi, this is Tim again, and this is a continuation of my adventure with my then-girlfriend Louise back in college. Previously I shared how in our freshman year, Louise became a black cock slut and I, her cuckold. We were both indoctrinated into the "Club" on campus when Jerome, a massively-hung black adonis athlete fucked my girlfriend in front of me and knocked her up, really with both our consent. It was incredibly hot to watch and be a part of, and you should go read my prior journal of the event, honestly, before you read this. This journal entry discusses what came next...
While we were all pretty sure that Louise got knocked up that first night with Jerome, truly neither she nor I wanted to take any chances: If she didn't get pregnant by him, she would surely get pregnant by one of her lovers soon after, and since both she and I thought Jerome was a swell all-around choice for breeding, we wanted to make sure she didn't miss out and end up with a lesser genetic donor and potential part-time father of her child.
So to that end, since Louise and Jerome were both pretty horny people, for the next five or six weeks, they were more or less fucking up a storm-marathon sex sessions once or twice a day at Louise's dorm room, frequently with me joining in in my new cuckold capacity and often with Louise's roommate, Lynne, and her boyfriend Brad watching as well. Believe me that it was often just as good a show as that first night of passion that we had all watched together. Lynne, by the way, was a friendly, sweet girl, with a nice figure if a little bit plain-looking. Brad was a regular guy, also nice, and a pretty bland accounting-major type of person.
I became a loyal bisexual cuckold to Louise and Jerome and often partook of Jerome's twelve-inch cock in my mouth and down my throat-and occasionally even in my ass-as it struck his fancy. Louise was a bit jealous of how well I could deep throat. It was pretty obvious that I could get Jerome down deeper than she could.
One time Louise and Jerome even invited over some of my frat brothers to watch. Because my brothers knew of the "Club" and its rules and everyone knew Louise had been indoctrinated, the whole thing was a little less humiliating than it might have been-but not much. It was still extremely embarrassing-yet also a turn on-when four of the brothers were at Louise's dorm, and Jerome decided to fuck my ass in front of all of them! It was only a few minutes into him and Louise making out when Jerome ordered me to pull down my pants and show everyone my small five inch erection and how throbbing it was, and then, I think quite spontaneously, he told me firmly: "Tim, get down and present your ass for me now, please." I did as I was told, and with but a bit of lube, I was soon getting the fucking of a lifetime. I didn't want to admit it to myself at first, but it was incredibly hot to be the receptacle for such a gorgeous and powerful man, to be the object of his attention and obviously bringing him pleasure, as he grunted and groaned about how great my ass felt on his cock.
After a few minutes, I reached the most embarrassing moment when I screamed like a girl in heat and shot my load all over the floor right in front of my frat brothers. And to top it off, Jerome had me lick my ass juice off his cock before he even cleaned it at all. It was humiliating-and a turn on-and my little dick stayed rock hard.
It was only a few days after that that we found out that Louise was pregnant, and it only could have been Jerome's. He decided that we would celebrate by letting Brad and Lynne who had been so accommodating of our presence in the dorm in on the action for the evening. They had been clearly hoping for the invite but too intimidated to ask. Brad was allowed to fuck Louise with his decent-size eight-incher, although he was so excited he did not last long inside her. And Lynne got her first dose of massive black cock in her mouth and pussy from Jerome until she was begging him to knock her up, too. He dismissively said he would think about it, and would only unload his cum in her throat for now, just in case she was ovulating. She did a great job of sucking his pipe down for a first timer, and got nearly eight inches of his rod down her throat, it seemed.
Brad and I beat off intensely watching that. I was sort of hoping he would invite me to suck him off, too, but I didn't push it. To my surprise, I was becoming more and more interested in cock as I got deeper and deeper into the cuckold lifestyle.
The next day we all knew would be Louise's first chance to go to another level of black cock sluttiness. For the first time, she was going to fuck multiple new huge black cocks at a single party. I was invited, too, since I was at this point well-established as a well-behaved white cuckold.
As all of us woke up in the apartment that Saturday morning-Jerome, Louise, myself, Brad and Lynne-we shared coffee and talked about what Louise had in store for her that night. After briefly going to the other room for a phone call, Jerome interjected to let us know some big news.
He addressed Brad and Lynne. "Brad and Lynne," Jerome began with coffee casually in hand, "It was really hot including you last night in the action. It was a really great time. And especially you, Lynne, you were an incredible fuck-much more sensual, hot and giving than even I had expected. So I have consulted with my friends, and I have an unexpected surprise-but unfortunately it's a mixture of good and bad news. The good news is that the 'Club' has decided to offer an additional membership to Lynne. Everyone loves your personality, and when I told them how hot a fuck you are, Lynne, they were really enthusiastic. My sorry news is that we already have too many boyfriends who opted to convert to cuckolds, so unfortunately Brad is not being invited to join you on the journey. I'm sorry." Jerome was confident, but not quite arrogant, "Brad, I'm sorry that you will not be able to accompany Lynne in the 'Club' should she choose to accept it. And, Lynne, you have until I finish my coffee and get dressed to decide. Brad is to be deprived even of breakup sex, I'm afraid. I want to bring you over to my friend Harmon's house for some serious fucking, Lynne, and we all want to get started. Sorry Brad. Your cock isn't too little so hopefully you won't have too much time finding a new girl.."
We were all shocked and our mouths agape. Brad looked like he'd just seen his own ghost. He really loved Lynne, who the rest of figured he was set to lose for good in about three more seconds.
And we were right. Lynne burst into tears, as she quickly gave Brad a peck on the cheek, "I'm so sorry, Brad! I'm so full of mixed feelings. I have really loved you. But last night I also fell in love with Jerome and his fabulous cock. And I can't possibly give up that much sexual opportunity just to be with you. I'm really sorry you can't come along, and I hope you'll understand one day. I have to do it. I have to join the 'Club', too!" She gave Brad one more hug and then turned from him and hugged Jerome tight, "Thank you! Thank you so much! Oh my, God, I'm so grateful! I never thought this would happen for an ordinary girl like me! I'm so glad you like my pussy so much! You can do whatever you want with it from now on. I promise you!"
And believe me, Jerome did!
"OK, Lynne, let's give that promise a first try!" Jerome said, and he hauled her into the living room to fuck her from behind with her bent over the back of the sofa. He made me chase Brad out of the room and explain to him that he had five minutes to pack his things from the dorm and give me his key. I got a bit of sadistic pleasure, I hate to admit, from kicking someone to a lower rung on the new social structure than even myself. But so be it. It was the natural order of things in our college world.
Jerome gave Lynne a terrific fucking. She loved it and howled in pleasure as she orgasmed with a touch from his hand as he reached around to her clit. In the meantime, Jerome had me lick and suck on Louise's pussy and ass to get her ready to go next. It was nice to get a chance to be close with my beautiful girlfriend-even if my little dick wasn't going anywhere near her-and she fondly caressed my head as I prepared her for her gorgeous true stud. I couldn't wait to see her get fucked next.
To be continued...
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I hadn't been this excited since the night of my high school prom, when I was about to give up my virginity to my boyfriend, Dave. You see, this was the night I was going to get my first taste of a really big cock-a really big black cock, to be more specific.
My name is Jen. I'm 28-years-old, 5'6", brown hair and eyes, and 36C-24-37. People consider me very pretty. Probably a 9 out of 10. My face is cute rather than sleek, is what keeps me from being a 10, but my body always gets lots of nice stares-from men and women-whenever I wear anything tight. Why downplay it in my own journal, right? My plump round ass and shapely thighs especially attract attention. Usually I dress modestly, but sometimes I intentionally wear my revealing yoga clothes around town if I feel like a little extra attention.
My husband, Mike, is 5'11", also dark hair and eyes and generally considered nice looking. He's a successful 30-year-old lawyer. I'm in IT. People consider us a nice match. But what friends and family don't know is that Mike has a pretty mediocre dick. We've been married three years, and up until recently, I might have been gentler in saying so. But not anymore.
Beside being only five-inches long, Mike's dick is pretty thin and he can't get it up more than once a day. He has been attentive with his tongue, but after a couple of years of marriage, it started to get on my nerves that the sex wasn't better.
Mike is a sweet guy, and we truly love each other. He could tell that I was getting frustrated. I had a steady diet of nice boyfriends before Mike and most, though maybe not all of them, were better lovers. But Mike and I fell in love at the time that I was ready to settle down. I figured that I would get used to his smaller dick with time.
Anyhow, one night we were cuddling after making love-it was disappointing again-and Mike knew I didn't get anywhere near close to coming. So I sprang it on him:
"Mike, Sweetie. It's no use. I know you can tell how disappointing our sex is for me. It's got to change. I'm not sure how you are going to like this, but I've done some asking around, and I found out about a nice guy just a couple of towns over who specializes, for a small fee, in meeting the needs of ladies like me without threatening their marriages. He's supposed to be really nice, and the husbands are welcome to watch. My friend Melissa and her husband Joe see him once in a while, and they swear by it as a boon for their marriage. Joe has a small dick, too."
Mike wasn't thrilled, but he agreed to give it a try rather than risk losing me.
"One more thing, though, honey. For me to participate, we have to have you in this cock cage except for once a week when I will beat you off into a jar that we will keep in the fridge and keep for a special occasion."
I could feel Mike stiffen in my hand, actually, as I told him this part. That was surprising!
"If you are well-behaved, the cage will have enough space so you can comfortably get hard. If you become a problem, I am to put you in a curved cage that would make any erection that you might start to get become extremely painful."
I reached into Mike's pajama bottoms and could feel his little woody leaking pre-cum- even though we had just fucked an hour ago! This was incredibly rare for Mike. I was so happy that the plan was exciting him.
Anyhow, now it's two weeks later. Mike has been in the cock cage for two weeks. He came a couple of times in his sleep with it on, but otherwise only once, a week ago, when I took it off and gave him a handjob with latex gloves on. I wanted him to know that my skin was not going to touch the skin of dick ever again. It was nasty, I know, but it actually seemed to turn us both on. I wouldn't kiss him while I did it or even let him play with my tits. Actually, I made him keep his hands to his sides while I jerked him off and scooped it all up into the jar for the refrigerator.
Tonight, his cage was on, and locked securely. I made sure he saw me put the key in a drawer at home so that he would know that him getting touched while we were out was to be completely out of the question.
Mike was as excited as I was for the night, it seemed. His little pecker was bone-hard inside its cage as he helped me dress. Mike dressed in an ordinary business casual outfit. I dressed somewhere on the dividing line between classy and slutty-in a tight skirt that showed off my ample bottom and a tight-fitting top. Nice make-up. Hair up and out of the way. I knew I looked fuckable. Mike said so, too.
We drove in silence with just the radio on for the thirty minutes to Mel's house. We had the cash that was required. Mel said it would be only $500 for the night, since I was good-looking.
The house was gorgeous house in an upscale neighborhood. We rang the bell, and it was opened by a 6'6" black adonis, who introduce himself as Mel. My panties started getting moist right then. He was so handsome, with a gorgeous smile and equally outstanding physique. I could not believe my good fortune. He was naked accept for a pair of boxers, which obviously had something major waiting for me underneath. I couldn't believe my friend Melissa was being so generous in sharing Mel with me!
Next, to my surprise, Mel stepped aside in introduced another gorgeous man, Rob. Rob was black also and "only" 6'4" but otherwise was equally as beautiful as Mel. He was also in his boxers, which were bulging large, too.
"Hi Jen, Mike. Why don't you both come in and let's have a drink?" Mel asked.
We did as suggested and the four of shot the breeze for a little while over wine and beer in the living room, with the hunks still wearing just their boxers.
Then, Mel decided to further break the ice: "Listen, we all know why you're here. Jen needs some serious fucking, and Mike isn't big enough for the job. Sorry, Mike." It was one of the only times Mel even acknowledged Mike's existence. "Let's see that envelope with the dough, and then we'll proceed." Meekly, with head bowed, Mike handed Mel the envelope. Mel didn't even bother to check it. He just said, "Thanks, chump," and tossed it in a drawer.
"Sorry, Mike. But you've come to the right place, and while I intend to get your delicious wife hooked on large cock, we won't try to get her to divorce you. However, if you want to really be a man, you should pull her by the arm right now and get both of you the fuck out of here! If you want to be a pussy, limp-dicked loser, but you really also want to help your wife have a better sex life than either of you ever imagined possible, you will obey me and Rob tonight-and every night. So what's it going to be? Either flee-in the next five seconds-or pull off your shoes, pants and underwear and show us your little caged-up dick, Mike. Come on! What's it going to be?" Mel barked.
Mike paused but a moment, looked at me and said, "I love you, Jen, and I know you need this." And with that he pulled off all his lower clothes and showed all of us his five-inch, thin, caged, but quite stiff hardon. The other guys snickered at it, and then stopped themselves.
"We're sorry for laughing, Mike," Rob said as he exchanged glances with Mel. "We shouldn't laugh at you. Having a small dick is tough enough without being teased. You're brave to be here and to give your wife over to large dick. We're impressed. I couldn't do that. Could you, Mel?"
"Fuck no." Mel said, "No way would I give over my gorgeous wife, someone as fine and beautiful as Jen, to get her pussy all stretched out and re-sized by a couple of cocky sons-of-bitches like us! This is one brave little-peckered dude!" Mel and Rob high-fived each other as they laughed.
"Lucky for us!" Rob said.
"Rob," Mel said, "You know, Jen is nice-looking and all-and she sure has a great caboose-but I think the girl coming over next is probably going to be hotter. I've done a lot fucking today. Do you mind fucking Jen tonight, and maybe I'll take care of her next time? I need to recharge a little."
"Sure thing, bro." Rob said. "She's more my type. Plus, I love fucking a girl who was expecting you instead and making her feel like just a fuck bag to be passed between us."
"Jen," Rob continued. "Do you hear that? To us, you're pretty much a commodity. Just another fuck bag. You'll always remember me and Mel as your first decent fucks of your little life, but you're scarcely better than a hole to us. Ha! Ain't that divine?... Oh, and look... Hubby's cock is twitching over there at hearing this humiliation!"
"Fuck girl," Rob went on, "Pull your pussy hubby's head over here to suck my cock hard to fuck you." I paused but brief-briefly disbelieving what I heard-but then did as I was told! All this trash talk, all their humiliating, thoroughly derogatory treatment made me so fucking wet! I wanted to be used! I wanted them to stretch out my pussy and make me their fuck bag! I loved the idea that I would always remember their cocks yet I would mean nothing to them. It was thrilling! And I loved that they were going to abuse Mike by making him suck at least one cock tonight, and who knows what else!
I obeyed Rob, and pulled a somewhat reluctant Mike onto the couch next to Rob and shoved his head right into Rob's semi-hard eleven-inch dick. Mike could see there was no escape. He started to blubber about how "this wasn't part of the deal" but Rob told him to shut up or he would beat the crap out of him.
"Mike, shut the fuck up and get sucking, or I'll beat you up and you'll be even more of a pussy-boy loser in your lady's eyes. And you'll fuckin' hurt! I'll hurt you bad. You want that?" Rob barked.
Mike cried a little as he finally got to work sucking on Rob's cock, while I pushed his head up and down on it. I felt bad, but at the same time it was a big turn on for me to see my sexually useless husband turned into a bi, oral slave like this-and especially a turn on for me to play a part in it, what with me being the one to push his head up and down.
Rob was starting to get very excited, and it seemed that he had to struggle to keep from blowing his load down Mike's throat.
"So cum bag slut-Jen or whatever," Rob barked at me, "If you're the natural slut I think you are, I bet your pussy is soaking wet. Dip your fingers in and show them to me." Of course I obeyed, and my fingers came back sopping wet and gooey. "Great, bitch. Time for you and me to fuck."
"Little dick boy," Rob ordered Mike, "take the bitch's panties off for me and stuff them in her mouth." My little-dicked boy did as told. Rob then flipped me over onto all fours on the rug. "Bitch, we're going to go doggie first, because I can get the deepest whether you like it or not."
As Rob easily maneuvered me into position, he took control of me by the hips. I was his now, at his utter mercy. He slid his huge rod into me just a little at first. I was more wet and turned on than I'd ever been before in my life, but it was still painful. "Aw, fuck!" I cried out.
"You ain't felt nothing yet, bitch!" He replied. And he jammed the next third of his cock up into me. I had never felt so full and so feminine. I had never been so turned on in my life as I was now, while now at the mercy of this massively hung stud, a stranger to me until an hour ago, now fucking me deep right in the middle of his friend's living room floor. And the friend I had only known an hour as well.
Rob only had maybe two third of his cock in me, and already it was more dick than I had ever had in my life. Longer and wider. He had an astonishing eleven-inch man-tower and, just guessing, the eight inches in me now we're wider than any guy even before my marriage.
These guys had promised to stretch and resize my pussy, and they weren't kidding. And I loved it. My whole body throbbed in excitement as my pussy spasmed as it stretched around the massive invasion. I came hard and deep, as my cunt, hips, and legs twitched as Rob squeezed yet another inch up inside me.
He was pushing up against my cervix hard now with every thrust. I turned to the side briefly to see my husband on a chair nearby. On the other side, Mel was casually sipping his beer and stroking his semi-rigid python-it looked even longer. Mel had tied Mike up in his chair so as not to have to worry about him. A piece of tape was over his mouth.
"Rob, you're doing such a fine job of priming this bitch for large dick," Mel said, "it's a turn on watching you two. I think I'm going to have to change my mind and fuck her next instead of waiting for later so try not to fuck her up too bad, ok? I'd like to use her pussy, too, and then maybe bust her ass cherry, also. So take it easy."
"Sorry chief," Rob yelled. "You snooze, you lose. I'm going to fuck this cunt up good." And with that he rammed the remaining two inches of his massive cock up into me.
I couldn't believe it, but it actually tore through my cervix. I felt it rip. There was a sharp pain, and I could feel my insides tear as he fucked all the way up into my womb. Despite the pain, I didn't mind though. The pleasure was even more intense.
Right as Rob tore through my cervix, I came again, screaming madly, "Fuck, Rob. So amaaaaaazing! So amaaaaaazing. Argghh!! Don't ever... stoppp!!" I quivered and shook again around his python, as my arms gave out and my shoulders collapsed to the carpet. To my disbelief, this allowed him to get even deeper, even as blood from my cervix tearing started to mix with our juices.
"Fuck bag, I tore your cervix, didn't I?" Rob bragged to me. All I could, at that moment, was simply grunt in the affirmative. I was too lost in the sexy feeling of having all of my womanhood plundered by this stud: pussy, cervix AND womb! Fuck! It was so intense!
"You're never going to be able to go back to needle dicks after this, cunt. You know that right?" Again I grunted.
Finally I found myself able to form words again. I screamed at Rob, "Fuck me, Rob. Stretch my cunt!! Resize my pussy!! Cum in me!! Fill me with your load!! Knock me up!! Fucckkk meee!!" He fucked me with deep thrusts as I yelled at him.
Then after a few more moments, Rob lodged himself even more deeply and started fucking me with short thrusts. Then finally he started to shake in orgasm, in the midst of which he bellowed, "You fucking cunt bag!! Fuccckkk!!" and pulled and twisted my hips. He jammed his fuck meat even harder up inside me for what felt like forever. He beat me on my juicy ass with his fists in the final moments of his cumming.
I came again, too- am not really sure if I ever stopped coming- as Rob shot his huge load deep inside me. "This," I said to myself as Rob brutally fucked me with no inhibition, "is what it means to be a woman. This is the way to get fucked!!"
And out the corner of my eye, hazily in the distance, I then noticed Mike's body writhe and twist while bound, as his little stiff pecker got deeper red and twitched a load out with more force than ever I had seen before-even with no touching. It was impressive for his little dick, as he exclaimed his acquiescence-no, really his approval-with his impressive ejaculation. It was his sanctification of the event. His way of blessing that I was on my way to becoming a slut for large cocks.
Rob pulled out of me after his nice, super long cum. He took me to the sofa and cuddled and kissed me. He cautioned me that I would be black and blue the next day where he had been grabbing my hips and beating my ass, but that I would soon mend. However, getting bruised up during sex was something that I would need to expect now that I was going to be having sex with real men, with athletic, strong men with big dicks. I smiled and told him that I look forward to that. We french-kissed some more, and I could hear Mike behind me witnessing the intimacy and moaning in anguish into his tape gag. Oh well, that was his problem. He had his chance.
This was simply nature taking its course that it should end up this way. Mike wouldn't have to participate in the future, and he would be free to divorce me, although I guessed that he never would.
This was the beginning of a whole new life for me and for Mike, although I don't know I would call it much of a life for him.
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It was a few weeks after that hot weekend when Jerome brought Louise's roommate, Lynne, into the "Club" alongside my sort-of girlfriend Louise, who was now more realistically Jerome's. (You really have to read the prior two chapters of my journal first. Sorry, but it's too tedious to repeat the key details.)
The four of us were now living in Louise's and Lynne's dorm apartment, with two bedrooms and some living space. I slept on the sofa or at the foot of one of the beds, and Jerome slept with whichever of the two young women he was inclined to on any given night or sometimes with both.
Right after Lynne was brought into the Club, Jerome fucked her mostly for a while. He was extra turned on by her amazing, curvy figure and great, tender love-making skills. And the fact that her face was kind of ordinary made her a more exotic lover for him in a way. It made her great body and great skill as a sex partner somehow surprising and more standout than with Louise and her much prettier face. Everyone would expect Louise to be a great lay. With Lynne, it was-for Jerome-a nice surprise.
Make no mistake, I was not allowed anywhere near either girl with my dick. I was relegated to servicing the girls with my tongue, either to get them ready to be fucked or to clean them up afterwards. Both their pussies and their asses. The two girls were both really turned on to Jerome, however, so my servicing them before he fucked them was more for their enjoyment than for necessity, except when it was to help lube their assholes with my saliva.
The three of them had discovered they enjoyed tormenting me by not letting me come too often. To my initial dismay, they had found a kind of cock cage that could be worn throughout the day. It was made of very hard plastic, and if my dick would get part way hard, it would hurt and fail to get fully hard. For special occasions, they would switch it for a roomy cage that would accommodate my small five-inch hard-ons but still wouldn't allow me to touch myself.
They discovered that if they didn't allow my dick any direct stimulation for several days in a row, that after about four or five days I would ejaculate with no touching at all while going down on one of the girls. Or if Jerome decided to fuck my ass, which he did usually about once a week, that would always make me come without any touching, so it got so that I would really look forward to that. Of course they would make me lick up and swallow my cum from wherever it dropped-the cage, the carpet, wherever.
When they were really feeling generous, they would let me go without any cage for a session of watching Jerome fuck the women and playing with myself, and I could finally enjoy feeling the sensation of my hand on my little dick. Never would the women touch my dick, but occasionally Lynne-not my girlfriend-would sit next to me and whisper taunts at me while kissing my neck and ear and encouraging me to beat off.
"Come on little cucky! You can do it! You can make some jizz bubble up. We know you can!" And after just a few minutes of humiliating encouragement, surely I would shoot my load out of my little dick and up onto my hand and belly. They would all congratulate me and have a giggle before making me clean myself and eat the cum and putting my cage back on.
The whole thing was rather stimulating, and I did tend to have incredibly strong orgasms from their treatment of me and from watching such sexy people in action.
After a few weeks of this humiliating yet incredibly exciting pattern, one morning we were all hanging out at the breakfast table when Lynne broke a news item.
"Tim," she said, "The three of us have been talking about your role in our odd little sexual existence in this apartment, and we want to update you on some new plans we have."
I was instantly terrified. Were they going to throw me out like they had done with Lynne's boyfriend, Brad? I couldn't bear the thought. It wasn't that I exactly loved every aspect of this lifestyle, but I loved Louise still, I loved being in her life, and the sex was meeting most of my needs-admittedly even some that I was quite ashamed of!
Lynne paused for effect but soon continued. "So, I think the 'conscious' Tim is not going to love our plan, but the 'unconscious' Tim is going to be thrilled." I still didn't know where she was going, but I was a little less scared now because at least it didn't sound like they were about to throw me out.
"You see, we know that the conscious Tim still thinks himself to be a little bit of a man and doesn't really love all the humiliations we have placed upon you. You don't fully love having Louise being turned over to Jerome. You don't fully love having your little penis encaged so much of the time. You don't fully love being the lowest on the totem pole around here."
Lynne continued. "Yet part of you does love those things."
"Well, we have decided to deepen your humiliation, to further lower your place in life, to further quash your hopes for a normal future and a normal love life. You see, we have decided that most importantly this will be fun for us-that Louise and Jerome and I will get a thrill from debasing you even further. And our rationale is that you will enjoy it enough and hate it only a little bit more so it will be worth it for all of us in the total."
"You are probably wondering what possibly could we come up with. Well, actually, we have a number of ideas in mind. We actually intend to make your life worse and worse over time until you break-or perhaps break free."
Jerome spoke next. "You see, Tim, we want to squash some more of your hope. It's one thing for you to lose Louise into our lifestyle. It's thrilling for us to experience the part of this living situation that makes you suffer. But we know-because Louise told us-that there is another girl you have loved also, and for whom you have also may still have feelings. It's Emma, your high school sweetheart. We know you carry hopes that maybe you might be with her again one day, if not Louise. So Tim, to deepen your humiliation, and to extinguish some of your hope, I am going to fuck Emma, and we are going to convert her to black cock, too. So she also will never want you as a lover again."
Everyone paused speaking as they soaked up the ashen and stunned look and my face. I was speechless. I had no idea these people could be so cruel. Yet at the same time, I was conflicted, and my cock stirred in my pants. It was totally erotic to imagine my petite Emma, now a freshman in a college two-hundred miles away, becoming another slut to Jerome.
Jerome and Lynne smiled at me somewhat cruelly. Only Louise seemed to feel at all badly for my situation and stared at the floor, mumbling that she was so sorry. She hadn't realized it would go this far. She didn't realize that Jerome and Lynne would want to do something so cruel, but now she had to admit that it turned her on, too. It was almost like an emotional castration, said Louise. And they were all turned onto the idea of eviscerating my emotional life.
Louise went on. "And besides, Tim, you have really taken to this lifestyle. I bet if you really search into your soul you would realize that inevitably we would do this to you, that inevitably we would push and push and take and take. That we would work to squash your manliness and eviscerate your hope for love-and also that you secretly want this. You secretly want to see every woman you care about plundered by superior black cock and made a slave to its awesomeness-as a first phase."
"We are going to get Emma here next weekend for a visit. The arrangements are already made. You have a week to prepare yourself to see her get fucked and plundered by Jerome, and made a whore for huge black cocks. We believe she will be fertile then, too, and we plan to send her back to her college with a black baby in her belly."
As she said that, Louise reached under the table to feel my twitching cock that betrayed my true excitement and said to the group, "Lynne, Jerome- You guys were right. Tim's going to love this. We're going to crush his soul, and he's going to love every second."
To be continued...
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In my last journal entry, I told of how my now-black-owned former girlfriend, Louise, her also black-owned roommate, Lynne, and our shared black dominator, Jerome, had made a big decision on my behalf: They had decided to kill my hope of ever having a so-called normal sex life in a committed relationship with a woman. They were going to proceed next towards this reality by seducing my high-school girlfriend, Emma, and converting her also to huge black cocks as well as take other steps yet to be made known to me. I was both excited and scared by the situation.
While Louise, Lynne and Jerome were primarily motivated by their own enjoyment, they were right. The idea did turn me on. I was excited about soon seeing Emma getting fucked by Jerome's huge dick and seeing her turned into a slut for him like the other two girls--or for any black cocks as Jerome might choose. She had never had sex with me, and the idea of seeing her give it up to this animalistic stranger was really hot.
Very sweetly, my three dominators, as I now thought of them, did have some hesitancy. So they arranged to send me to a sex therapist for evaluation. They wanted to be sure that I would find my new life as satisfying as they believed I would.
So a couple of days after being told my future, Louise gave me my appointment time and the name and address for Dr. K's office. I was really touched by their concern, and a bit relieved as well. It sounded like they had much more in store for me potentially even beyond Emma's conversion, and I was glad to know a professional was to be involved to help make sure this was the right move for me.
Dr. K was a nice looking thirty-something woman. Very business-like in manner, she was short, dark-haired, curvy--quite sexy, truthfully. She had me undress immediately after saying hello. I was wearing my more restrictive penis-cage. She was not surprised but quickly unlocked it. I guess she had a master key or something. She lazily examined my little penis with a few fingers as I stood before her, wearing a mildly repulsed look on her face. I got rock hard immediately.
"Tim, I see you react positively to feelings of humiliation. Interesting." She continued. "Let's get you settled in this chair. I don't really want to handle your tiny little dick much, so I will demonstrate on this plastic penis how I want you to attach these sensors. Then we're going to have you watch some videos as I record and monitor your reactions. OK?"
I nodded and complied, got the sensors attached to my still hard little dick and settled into an easy chair, covered in medical paper, to watch videos. Dr. K proceeded to show me an immensely wide variety of pornographic material: interracial, bi, homosexual, power games, urine, feces, maiming, dismemberment-- a truly huge variety of material. I must have been in that chair for two hours, for some of the material involved story lines to provide context. Dr. K studied her laptop the whole time. My little dick stayed hard at almost everything--other than normal sex between a loving couple, which I guess didn't really surprise me.
When finally the videos were done, Dr. K had me put my clothes back on and sat me down for some guidance. "Tim," she said, "I have some news for you. You need to take this as you will. There is nothing good or bad about it. It is just informational. Well, Louise told me about the lifestyle you have been living as the bottom submissive to Jerome, her and Lynne. My findings are that this has rewired you sexually to a very thorough extent from what would typically be considered within normal ranges. At this point, you are aroused by almost anything other than having a normal relationship with a woman. You need more stimulation than that to be satisfied, and you are also acclimated to being passive, to not having to exert any control or provide any leadership or to taking any leadership risks in sex. That's for starters..."
The doctor continued. "You are especially turned on by situations where you lose power or stature or are humiliated. For you, these are especially erotic. Now, you should also know that when measurements are as strong as yours, these qualities are not very easily changed. In other words, if you were try to have a 'normal' life again, you would probably find that very unfulfilling. However, if you were to permanently be in the role of a humiliated cuckold, like you are now, that could be very stable and fulfilling for you. In other words, you all have my blessing that whatever 'damage'--so to speak--is done, is done At this point, you may as well continue with their plan to debase you. You will feel some twinges of negative feelings, a blend of sadness, melancholy, insecurity and inferiority, but at the same time, you will probably be able to function and you will likely reach a level of profound sexual fulfillment in this manner. You and your so-called friends all have my professional blessing for continuing forward from where you are now. Good luck to you, Tim. I should say that there is some small risk that you will circle inward and downward, but more likely you will be fulfilled. Before you go, I do have something I need you for, however."
The doctor went on to explain that she had anticipated this outcome and in lieu of cash payment had arranged with my dominators--my "masters," really--that I would serve her as an exhibit in her women's group. Dr. K led me into the next room, where about a dozen nice-looking, professionally-dressed thirty-something women were milling about, drinking martinis and chatting with each other. She led me to the center of the room and got everyone's attention.
"Girls," she said, "This is Tim. He just came to me for professional evaluation and for payment agreed to join our party this evening. To start with, he needs to be humiliated for having a small penis. Who would like to expose his small penis for all of us?"
My dick, still cage-free, was hard instantly. A beautiful red-headed woman came by and remove my shoes pants and underwear. My dick stood proudly at its best skinny five-inches of hardness. At least it was rock hard.
The redhead played with it a little, looking not that all that interested. Dr. K chimed in: "Ladies, why don't you all come over one-at-a-time and flick Tim's tiny dick a little." And they did so. I turned bright red and the exciting humiliation made me leak a little pre-cum. One of the women noticed it and pointed it out to everyone. "Hey girls, he's starting to leak a little pre-cum! I wonder what we should do next?"
"Well ladies," Dr. K went on, "Tim is extremely into any kind of humiliation, but the thing I think we would all enjoy the most is to see him made to ejaculate without anyone touching his penis. Wouldn't that be hot? If we have my friend Frank come over with his ten-inch cock and ass-fuck Tim, the action on his prostate will probably make him shoot off... Tim, why don't you leave your dick out and serve drinks while we wait for Frank." To my embarrassment, my dick did twitch back and forth and leak a little bit more just from hearing the plan.
To make a long story short, Frank was a mean-looking incredibly hung black guy--easily the thick ten inches that were promised. He treated me like a thing, not once talking to me directly, only speaking with women as he made me swallow his cock and then ass-fucked me balls-deep. Indeed, I loved that I was just a sex object to him, and the aggression with which he took my ass. Before too long, his pressure inside me did trigger a massive orgasm. Dr. K made me lick my cum off the floor. Then she had me lick and even suck on Frank's ass while a few of the women fucked him. His ass was pretty revolting as he hadn't done any special cleaning beforehand, but the humiliation of it was a huge turn on. Dr. K took pictures that she said she was going to email to Jerome and Louise.
We still were not done. Next, a few of the girls decided they liked how good a job I did of rimming Frank's hairy black ass so they had me do the same for them. None of them had done any cleaning in advance, so it was universally disgusting, with little bits of toilet paper, hairs, and fecal matter present in nearly every case. But honestly I loved it anyway--and maybe more because it was so debasing--and it made me rock hard. They made me beg to be allowed to masterbate myself for relief before being put back in my penis cage. And they heckled me about my small inferior penis as I beat off.
To my astonishment, one somewhat plain woman did come forward and tongue my balls and ass while I was beating off. This was the first direct contact another human had had with my dick in months, besides painful flicks or briefly stuffing it in a cage, and it sent shockwaves through my system. It felt so incredible that it made me feel briefly angry at my situation, until the good sensations rapidly overwhelmed me and I shot my second load of the night all over my stomach. It was a thrilling evening and one I will never forget.
Dr. K handed me my wallet but then shoved me out the door of the apartment building with no bottom clothing. Just when I thought I was going to have to hail a taxi half naked, someone tossed me my underwear from the window at least, but they had smeared some diarrhea-like poop inside it. It was truly revolting, but I had no choice but to wear it home.
What a thrilling evening! The whole party had been so deeply satisfying sexually. And I was so happy and relieved to know that I was well-suited for the various torments that Jerome, Louise and Lynne--I might as well call them my masters--had in store for me. My heart was racing with excitement for the thrilling perverted life I had ahead for me! Despite having cum twice in two hours, the blood was coursing through my small member as it poked around the poop in my underpants.
I was also full of love that my masters had cared about me enough to have Dr. K make sure I was ready for things.
To be continued...
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I was getting really tired of being single and not getting enough sex. But it's a difficult situation. You see, I'm a sexy forty-year-old woman, and while in some parts of the world that would be easy to manage, here in New York it is a royal pain in the ass.
The gender dynamics just work against you, and the dating scene is horrible. It's not that hard to find married men at a bar or at work--or anywhere--but that brings challenges, too.
Before I go further, let me describe myself so you can visualize me as my story progresses. I'm Valeri. Again, 40. 5'2", 120 lbs, 36D-26-37. Brown hair, a cute round face, bright brown eyes. Full lips. A lush figure, but very enticing I am told.
So sure, I can catch a fling with a married guy-- but who wants to be a homewrecker? And guys flirt with me at work, but who wants to screw with that?
Then one day I was complaining to a girlfriend of my situation and she told me about this 'Club' she had heard of--but was chicken to join.
It was a club of really hung black guys who service women once a week at a rotating location.
To join, you had to first submit photos and an application then an interview, and you were on probation the first few times. The men all submitted to regular health exams and were sworn to only date female members of the club--if at all. Women members could be on the pill for one year and then had to go without protection, although you could get your tubes tied if you were determined. The men in the club were tight knit and coalesced to assure that none of the women were hassled or given a reputational issue.
This sounded like the place for me! I really loved hung black guys-- or at least the three times I had been with a hung black guy. It was just too difficult to meet them casually-- and seemed too risky to focus on. My friend told me that the club had a really good reputation for being safe.
I had a photo shoot taken with another friend, sent in some sexy shots, and the club agreed to interview me. The interview -- with this gorgeous adonis named James -- went well, and although I was expecting to get fucked right there by the interviewer, he explained to me that the club preferred to build suspense, and that I would have to wait to get laid until my first meeting. I thought about pleading with him, but didn't want to risk turning him off so I just said that I understood.
Just a few days later, I arrived at the first meeting and was quickly disrobed by the sexy white girl and hunky black man who greeted me. Luckily the physical heat was cranked up in the posh apartment. A clothed white waiter brought a tray of shots of vodka. I downed two.
James came up to me -- also naked -- reached for my hand and said simply, "Shall we?" I nodded, and he led me to a dimly lit room brimming with multi-colored velvet cushions and said, "Valeri, I would like to restrain you doggie style over this sex furniture for our first encounter." He was so polite and well spoken. "May I?" Again I nodded meekly.
He bent me over this low cushioned platform, cuffed my wrists and ankles into place -- and to my surprise also my knees -- and placed a blindfold over my eyes. The angle of everything left my pussy maximally exposed. "The blindfold is to help you focus on your other senses," James whispered. He proceeded to stroke my back and sides. He nibbled my ears. He turned my head so we could french kiss for a few moments.
Then James retreated back behind me also on all fours and ate my pussy with a vengeance for several minutes. I loved it! It must have turned him on as well because next thing I knew there was a huge, hard cock pushing at my little love hole. Boy, did it feel huge even with just the tip in!
"Valeri," James asked, "What's the largest cock you have had before, please?"
"About eight inches, I think," I replied.
"Well, I think you are in for a treat then. My cock is ten-and-a-half inches. And with your nice figure, I have a feeling you will be able to take it all."
I swear that I must have gushed a quart of juice just from hearing him say that while his tip probed me in little circles and tiny plunges. I could smell myself, and I am sure he could, too. And I could feel my own dampness nearly running down my thigh. My breathing was getting faster, too.
"Tell me, Valeri, would you like me to fuck you with my whole dick? It might re-size your little white pussy on the very first fuck. It might spoil you for smaller men. Would you like me to ruin you for regular dicks?" James calmly asked me. He wanted to take me, but he wanted my buy-in, too.
I was so wet from knowing what James had in store for me. He was such a nice guy. And although I was restrained, he was not threatening me. He was offering me a transformative experience. Something that I knew would take me to a new sexual level, and he knew it too.
"Yes, James. Please do fuck me with your massive cock. I am ready to be spoiled for smaller cocks. I am ready for you to stretch me and re-size my pussy. I am soaking wet for you and your cock. Please fuck me! Please do me now and fuck me deep! Please!"
And he did!
I think I must have started coming when James was about five inches in--not at all deep, but because I was so excited, and he was such a skilled lover, and he was so wide, too.
"Fuck! James, I'm cooommmminggg alreeeaddddyyyy!! Fucccckkkk!!"
I screamed loudly. He paused.
"Valeri, you know I am not even one half inside you. I think next I should push as hard as I can on one thrust so you will have the full drama of being taken. Would that excite you, Valeri? Shall I do that?"
"Yes, James..."
And before I could finish my sentence, he had pushed another few inches into me with such force, and it was incredibly exciting!
I didn't even have time to yell out my orgasm-- I just shook and shook, with my juices now oozing onto my thighs and my legs shaking.
We both paused for a moment as James bent down to kiss and nibble on my neck and ears and kiss a little. My tongue lept into his mouth when it was near enough.
Then he leaned back up, still probing my pussy doggie style and got a new grip on my hips.
"Valeri, you are so delicious. You are the sweetest fuck I remember having in so many months. I hope one day I may breed you. Would you like me to breed you?"
"Yes, James. You are so beautiful and kind and gorgeous--and obviously you are smart and successful. I would love for you to breed me! Please, would you breed me?"
James had been gently fucking me with slow, sensuous strokes while we spoke. Now he slowed yet further and leant in to kiss me again and looked me in the eyes.
"Valeri, what if I told you we could do something extra special tonight? It would include breeding you, but it would also include an even hotter, deeper fuck than I could give you otherwise?"
He long and deep stroked me while we spoke.
"What is it James?"
"Well, I don't know if you can tell, but I'm having trouble getting the last two inches of my dick into you. Your cervix is just too tight, and you are not feeling all of me. We can fix this with a quick shot of a more-or-less harmless drug. But with one important side effect: It is 99% sure that it will make you ovulate and that I would make you pregnant. But in the process you will get your deepest fuck ever as well."
"I promise you our child will want for nothing Valeri, even if we never see each other again. I have vast resources, and I swear to you our offspring will be well maintained. Shall we do it, Valeri? Would you like the hottest and deepest fuck of your life and to get pregnant by me?"
I was so carried away by the scene, and James, his promises, his tenderness, my yearning pussy, and my desire truly to finally have a child:
"Yes, James! Give me the drug! And give me my deepest fuck! And let's make a gorgeous baby together!"
And he fucked me deep as I came again, drenching his cock.
"But I want to be bred missionary so I can look you in the eye as we make a baby!"
"No problem, Valeri. You got it!" And he quickly set me loose and I scampered onto my back pulling him towards me.
"Hey, little lady! Give me a sec! I gotta get the drug."
With his gorgeous, cream-covered ebony hardon waving in the air, he walked across the room and got a little bottle out of a fridge and handed it to me to drink. I downed it quickly. It was tasteless and wasn't an issue.
"So now Valeri, we do have to give it a few minutes to take effect, so how about I go down on you for a few?"
"How could a girl complain about that?" I teased with a big smile.
And James was phenomenal! I totally lost myself in his teasing and mini-orgasms he gave me with his tongue--although it paled in comparison to our fucking.
After about ten minutes, we knew it was time, both of us.
James was rock hard from being turned on to pleasing me which was so nice. He loomed above me and said, "Valeri, if my cock enters you now, it will not leave again until you have been filled with my seed and likely made pregnant-- as well as your pussy permanently re-sized by the deeper fucking it is going to receive. For me to do this, you must ask me to do it. Will you please ask me?" James paused like the gentleman he is, and I answered:
"Dear James, I am totally hot for your giant, sweet cock. Please fuck me with it until you shoot your load and breed me with your baby. Please fuck all the way into me with your cock until my pussy is forever re-sized and no one lesser will ever do! Please do it! I beg you! Please do it nowwwww!!"
And James finally did fuck me like there was no tomorrow. He was right, my cervix did give way. The sensation of having him probe that deep into my body was more intense than even I imagined. I climaxed with silent super intense climaxes where I couldn't even breathe and my limbs would just quiver.
I felt so full, and so much more like a woman than I ever had before. And it was romantic, too, as James would dip his head down and french kiss me as he utterly possessed my body.
My legs, which seemed so small in comparison to James were doing their best to wrap around his body and pull him in deeper. My generous hips helped in the valiant struggle to pull him in deeper and deeper.
Ultimately his whole shaft was in me, and at least two inches must have been in my womb and up past my belly button.
His balls were hotly resting up tight against my ass. I started to feel them tighten, his pace changed, and his breathing got deeper. He was going to explode in me soon!
Then something else incredibly sexy happened: I felt a sharp pain in one of my ovaries! An egg was actually being released! Almost exactly at the moment of James pending orgasm!
The thought was so hot it put me totally over the edge again and I called out to him:
"James! Fuck! I just ovulated! The fucking chemicals worked! You are in me balls deep and I released a fucking egg for you! Do it, James! Fuck me more and release your seed! Breed me, James! Now, you fucking asshole! Do it! Fucking breeeed meeeee!!"
I quaked in orgasm as my legs grasped at his ass and lower back and I scratched my nails into his arms. I arched my back as I came with all my strength and then it happened:
"Valeri! Fuckkk!! Here it comes! I'm coming in your sweet pusssssyyyy!! Fuck! Gonna fucking knock you up good! Fuccck! Breeding you nowwww!!"
James shook and jerked spasmodically. Not like a regular orgasm. More like an uncontrolled and extended chaotic explosion.
After what seemed like minutes, our orgasms subsided. We started to catch our breath. We laughed at how the furniture we were on was certainly ruined-- it was so drenched in the juices of our love-making.
Then James turned to me and said, "Valeri, you are some fine piece of ass. Thanks for a fantastic fuck."... [to be continued?]
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Hi, my name is Sally. I'm a tall redheaded professional woman living in a major American city, in my early thirties, recently engaged to a terrific guy, Tom. Tom is also a professional, and we're very much in love.
I never in a million years would have expected the events I'm about to describe to have happened to me. I'm a straight-laced girl. Sure, I have had a normal number of relationships--and even been married before for a few years. And, yes, I'm considered quite nice looking. I have a cute face, and--if I do say so myself--an outstanding figure. Imagine curvy, with good-size breasts and a pert rear-end--and very long legs. Tom flatters me that I'm built like Scarlett Johansson but with long legs.
Life was going smoothly and uneventfully. I was looking forward to our wedding in a few months, and our careers were going well, too.
Then I met Jerome. It was on a flight home from a business trip. We were seated next to each other on a five hour flight in first class. I had gotten lucky with an upgrade. Jerome was a successful entrepreneur who routinely flies first.
From the moment I laid eyes on him, I was struck with his rugged and dark handsome appearance and physique. Not extremely handsome in the face, he nevertheless had rugged good looks. He was a dark chocolate black color with a neatly shaved head, perfect teeth, and 6-6 of pure muscle. I had never had the nerve to date black guys, but I was attracted to them.
We only chatted a bit early in the flight but starting about half way into the flight, I was finding Jerome charming and entertaining. He had me laughing. He waited until we are taxiing at the gate--like a gentleman so I wouldn't feel cornered--and asked me out. I reminded him I was engaged, and he replied, with his bright smile: "...but not married yet... Just honor me with one date. It'll be fun. Nothing need come of it." I couldn't resist his charming way and gave him my number.
Nothing came of it for a few weeks, and I had started to think maybe he had just enjoyed flirting with me. And then, unexpectedly, he did finally call. He was so warm and charming, I figured what harm could it do to enjoy one or two more dates before getting hitched? (I soon learned!) So anyway, I said yes, and we agreed to meet for a drink after work one day when Tom was going to be out of town.
Well, one drink and many laughs led to another drink--and then another. We were seated in a cozy dark booth in this upscale bar near Jerome's place-- another part of town from where Tom and I lived. Jerome had all the right gentle touches. Then he leaned in and kissed me. And I liked it so I kissed him back. We kissed and cuddled for a long time, and then--throwing caution to the wind--I let him convince me to go up to his apartment.
When we got there, he continued to be very amorous-- and I have to admit I matched his enthusiasm. 100 percent. We were making out on his sofa quite energetically when he finally guided my hand to what seemed like a hot metal cylinder in his pants. I couldn't believe the size and heat of it.
I lost track of things from there. It was a whirlwind. Next thing I knew, we were naked with him thrusting inside of me, bringing me quickly to orgasm, then subsiding a little and then orgasming again. A couple of time before I had orgasmed twice during sex, but never again and again like this!
Jerome and his glorious shaft possessed my pussy more profoundly than I ever thought possible. His cock reached places deep up inside me that had never been touched before. We looked so erotic all intertwined. He was more powerful and manly than anyone I had been with before. Our combined juices soaked his bed. All while his tongue and lips deliciously danced with mine, and his arms and hands groped me everywhere and made me feel so totally desired and loved. For a few minutes, he would thrust rough and hard, and then for a brief period he would go soft and easy--and then he would do it again-- and again and again.
He lasted a good long while before he came. He was a gentleman and asked me where I wanted his cum. There was only ever one option-- "Deep inside me, Jerome! Cum inside me!!" Of course his burst of cum set me off on yet another deep orgasm. I shouted so loud with my orgasm, I was embarrassed, actually!
There was never any condom. I was on the pill, and I was too comfortable with Jerome and caught in the moment for me to have paused to ask him to wear one.
Sex had never felt this good ever. I felt so taken and possessed. And I loved it!
When we paused and were cuddling, he said to me, "Sally, you really hadn't ever been properly blacked before had you?" I shook my head meekly. "Now that you have, do you think you can ever settle for anything less?" No, he was right. If what we had just done was called "me being blacked," no, I could not imagine not being blacked again and again and again! In fact, I wanted that intense blacked feeling all the time! And I told him so. "Please, Jerome! I loved, loved, loved being blacked by you! Will you please black me again and again and again?!"
Now he turned a little serious. "Sally, my darling, I'm so touched. Truly I would love to black you again and again. I would love to make you mine. In fact, I would love to own your pussy. But are you sure that's what you would want? It comes with more conditions than a date and a romp. I have very definite expectations for a fine woman like you if I am to black her routinely."
"Anything," I told him, "I cannot possibly go back to boring white sex after this. Tom isn't bad--but he's nothing compared with being blacked by you! What do you need from me?"
"Simple," Jerome told me, "You and your Tom need to agree that you will go black only. That your pussy will be only for me and---you will grow accustomed to this---for my black friends. And neither Tom nor any white man will ever touch your pussy again. You have to go strictly black. Oh, and there is more. Do you want to hear the rest of it?"
I practically begged to hear the rest of it. I was a little pathetic. But the sex was just that outstanding. It was like you mixed your best ever sex with a white guy with winning a lottery ticket while eating a bowl of ice cream, all in the middle of a tropical vacation--it was just an orgy of great feelings. Almost indescribable.
"Yes, Jerome, what is the rest of it?!"
And so he laid out the following.... (1) Tom would need to accept his sexless role or leave me. He might sometimes be allowed to eat me out to clean up cum from my pussy or ass, but that would be Tom's only contact with my pussy and ass. I could still blow him--but with Jerome's permission only. (2) Whenever I was alone with Jerome or any black man, I would have to be naked or immediately get naked. (3) I was never to refuse him sex, but if one of my openings--mouth, pussy, or ass--was uncomfortable or tired, I could offer him another. (4) Yes, I would have to give him my anal virginity--and that "option" would regularly be on the "menu." (5) Eventually, I was to be shared with his friends--but only good guys who were his close friends, he would be picky on my behalf. I could be selective with his friends, but if I turned one down, I might be denied sex with Jerome for as long as a month. (6) Everyone would be bareback. I could stay on the pill at first, but eventually Jerome would require me to flush my pills and he might give them to me-- *if* he wished. (7) If Tom did leave me or we broke up, I was to work towards marrying another white guy to be my cuckold. Jerome did not need a wife to support, and he found it much more arousing to own a white guy's wife.
I got wet, my nipples hardened, and my face flushed just thinking about these delicious rules...
As for the very first rule, and going black only.... And Tom having to accept that... I knew that Tom secretly looked at porn a lot, and I was not sure whether he would stay with me or leave me. I knew a lot of white guys fantasize about their women hooking up with black men... Becoming black owned, like I was now considering was quite a bit more than just a hook up! But having just had such shockingly amazing sex, being blacked by Jerome, Tom was a very dim concern. He just wasn't that important to me right at that moment--sad as it might be to say. Not compared to being blacked!
I loved the nasty idea of pivoting to being for Jerome and black cocks only. It made me tingle to think about! And it turned me on to think that together we would be dominating Tom--or another white guy--as my cuckold. Delicious!
When I further envisioned how demanding Jerome planned on being-- both for himself and his friends-- frankly, I shuddered a little from the excitement of how nasty it was. How vulnerable I would be! How deliciously used and possessed I would be! I never knew I had this side before-- but now I did!!
I pondered it only a few minutes before hugging Jerome, kissing him, swirling my tongue deep into his mouth, while groping his cock-- and telling him a super big YES!!!
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Author's note: You won't be able to follow without first reaching Ch. 1. Peace!
After that first incredible night of being blacked by Jerome--my first black sex ever--and even though I was ready to swear my life away to black cock, Jerome sent me home with instructions to "relax and think it over" because it's a big step to do all that he required, to give up the possibility of a "normal" life with my fiancé, Tom, whom I had previously thought of as the love of my life.
Jerome was right of course. It was a giant step to consider. And once the bliss of that first night (and next morning!) together had faded for a little, some genuine angst started to set in.
If I really did agree to becoming black owned and follow through with it, it would be a huge change in my life. Yes, of course, nothing would be the same with Tom. But the changes wouldn't stop there. Inevitably everyone I know would find out. I would certainly start having black babies before long. My parents would find out. My brother and sisters. Aunts and uncles and cousins. All of my friends from high school, from college. My friends from grad school. Indeed, with my having little mocha-colored babies, my coworkers would find out. Same with my bosses and the "big bosses" at the consulting firm where I worked.
Not only would people put together that I had a brown "baby daddy" (and then maybe multiple daddies, depending on what Jerome wanted!) but they would probably also learn of my total lifestyle, as I would be expected to find some white fellow to marry, and he would also be in the picture.
For a first brown baby, we might be able to get away with a story about a sperm donor. But how about a second brown baby? Who would believe that we had picked a brown-skinned sperm donor not just once, but twice or thrice? Or if we tried a ridiculous tale about two sperm donor mistakes in a row? Of course I would be sunk from hiding my lifestyle once I had a second brown baby. And if I got hooked enough on Jerome to have brown baby #1, it only stands to reason that I would also go for brown baby #2 (or maybe even more!)... Jerome had mentioned that he never planned to stop breeding any woman he possessed, and if the babies became too expensive for my future husband and me to keep, adoption would be the expected option. (I guess I figured he would relent and not TOTALLY turn me into a baby factory!)
Although we lived in sophisticated suburban Boston and not some Southern backwater, or what have you, this kind of thing still would be viewed at least as quite "unusual"--in fact, without me being married to a black man, it would be viewed by others, I am sure, as quite bizarre, and by some certainly as "perverted."
I thought about how, realistically, I could end up shunned by some people. Maybe I would even lose a good chunk of my family and friends to this? Maybe I would lose my own Mom and Dad? Maybe one or more of my siblings?
Yes, that's what seemed most likely. Probably I *would* lose a bunch of people--including people I loved dearly and counted on in my life. Would I gain others? I mean, besides my new Black "owner" and his handful of good pals would I really gain anyone? Jerome had mentioned that he had several friends and associates who owned white women the way that he proposed to own me, and that I could meet some of the other women and make friends. But he also cautioned me that few, if any, of them were as educated and professional as I, so I might not feel like I have that much in common (except of course our sexual needs!).
So probably while my sex life would explode into this new level of satisfaction that I had never before even conceived of, the other parts of my life, my social life and family life, they would shrink.
Could I make that sacrifice?
I went on a lot of long walks over the next week--while Tom remained away and Jerome had me thinking it over. Each walk ended the same way. I had a bittersweet feeling of impending loss--but at the same time soaked panties.
Once I would round the corner and see my apartment building door, the prospect of some relief through self-pleasure would get so great that I could swear that once or twice not only were my panties soaked, but I was almost panting! Only a long session with my new big brown dildo would then take the edge off. After this went on for three or four days--and Tom mercifully was still on the road--I did realize the clear conclusion: I had to do it. I had to go black. I had to let Jerome own me and my pussy (and mouth, rear end, and everything!). Now that I had sample the sexual nirvana of being blacked--at least the nirvana it was like for me..... and even though it would mean some real personal losses.... At the age of 32-and-a-half, I, Sally XXXXXX--clean cut professional white woman from Massachusetts--I would be going all the way Black. There was absolutely no way I could call Jerome and say anything other than "I'm in."
I called up Jerome to tell him. I was excited as I had ever been for a phone call. "Jerome, I've thought it over. I know there will be a lot that will change in my life. I'll have to plan to accept some losses, including probably losing some people who are important to me. But the connection with you and being blacked by you is just too exciting. I have to do it--if you still also want me. Let's do it. Let's have you own my pussy... and I guess the other parts of me, too!" That last part I added a little bit sheepishly, I admit! As turned on as I was, I was also a little bit scared of what I was getting myself into!
"Hey, Sally. Fabulous news! I thought that's what you were going to decide, but I'm glad you took a few days. Absolutely fabulous. I'll be over in an hour so we can celebrate. Why don't you put on some music and pour yourself some wine, and I'll be right there..."
After pausing for a beat, Jerome added, "...Hey, you know what else, actually?... Listen, my buddy Rex from my time in the Marines is hanging out with me tonight... We were catching up and watching the game... He's a good man, and a dear friend... The kind of friend I told you we would include... How would you feel about getting started? It would be VERY special to me if we celebrated your 'Decision Night' with one of my best friends."
I only hesitated for maybe half a second: "Sounds good to me, Jerome... Is there anything special I should do to get ready?" Jerome proceeded to give me some detailed direction to put just some skimpy lingerie and a robe on for him and his friend...
I, too, had already been thinking about this scenario--it was a daydream on most of my walks even! So I had a question ready for him as well: "I've been meaning to ask you, by the way... Would you like me to call you 'Master' when we're in situations with other people? I've been thinking it might turn you on.... And, well, um... It would turn me on, too, actually... And, well, you pretty much are my master now, aren't you?" I cooed.
"Yeah, babe. Sorry I forgot to mention. I got so caught up in the big stuff. Definitely you should call me 'master' or 'sir' in the presence of others. Thanks for catching the vibe. You are special, aren't you?! Damn!! We'll be there in a little bit. You remember your other rules?"
I was getting so excited just talking about him and Rex coming over! I can't remember ever being so turned on from just talking on the phone! "You know, babe, I might not be exactly sure of all the rules... Why don't you email them to me to study later... In the meantime, when you and Rex get here, you can just make me do whatever you want!" And I really meant it! I knew they weren't interested in hurting me--just blacking me... blacking me thoroughly and deeply with their big black cocks!
Jerome added, "One more thing, babe. I'd feel more comfortable in front of my friends being a little nastier than when we're on our own. It's more in my gang's mojo, if you know what I mean... You gonna be okay if we call you 'slut' or 'bitch' or 'whore' or even the c-word?"
I seriously double-loved this! I loved that my new black owner was going to be both sweet and rough, both kind and callous, both gentle and hard. This combination, together with his amazing physique, his rugged handsomeness, and his huge cock--the whole package was exactly why I was so excited for Jerome to own me!
It took me only a minute to get dressed to Jerome's liking. Then I couldn't help but stroke my pussy some while I waited for the two men to come over. I made sure to sit on a little towel that I could quickly throw behind the couch when I would run to answer the door--and that towel was sure going to get wet!
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Hi, my name is John, and this is the beginning of my story about how I became a happy bbc cuckold. It started with my wife, Ann, and me gradually getting drawn to interracial porn.
For background, we are a not-atypical early 30s professional white urban couple (unlike many of our friends, we have no interest in moving to the suburbs), I'm a nice looking 5-11. Ann, however, is an exceptionally attractive 5-10 red head. Very long legs, mostly. Cute everything. A winning smile. Nice curves, and an exceptionally attractive grabbable bubble butt. Modestly on the shy side--or so I thought. We don't have kids yet, but we were thinking about starting a family where this story starts... Which is on a weekend with us watching some porn together.
We'd started watching porn on Saturday nights some months ago and gradually discovered that the interracial videos excited us both the most.
Well, a few weeks ago, after some incredibly satisfying (for me, anyway!) porn-stimulated love-making, Ann laid something interesting on me in conversation as we cuddled. "John," she said, "You know my friend Alicia, the cute young analyst in my group at the office, the little blonde girl?" Yes, I replied, as Ann slyly moved her hand onto my crotch to see how I might respond. "Well, she's been telling me some pretty interesting stories over lunch and during our breaks."
"Oh?" I queried.
"Yeah... " Ann continued. "Apparently she's a member of an interracial sex club. You know, like the plot in some of our videos." I hardened. Ann smirked. "She goes to their sex parties once or twice a month and services handsome big black men who she swears are every bit as attractive as in the pornos. She says it opened up a whole new world of sexual satisfaction for her, that the sex with big blacks and their massive cocks is like a gourmet banquet compared to sex with a white guy being more like an old sandwich--even her hubby, who she says approves of the whole thing now! The Club's men--known as masters--all have big cocks; it's a requirement for them to participate. Alicia is deliriously happy with her participation. She says she's always enjoyed big cocks, and that I don't know what I'm missing. That the contrast in skin color and the assertive black attitude only adds to it. She's so deliriously happy with it and so she's telling every attractive pal she gets friendly enough with! Oh, and also she's expected by the black masters to find 'new recruits,' to boot!.... Oh I almost forgot this last bit... At the black master's requirement for advanced participation, she's also now 'black only.' Her husband Jeff's main intimacy with her now is limited to eating the masters' cum from her ass and pussy! Can you believe it!"
My cock twitched and Ann's smirk broadened into a grin. "Ha!" she exclaimed to me. "I *knew* this would excite you! I just knew it! I bet you are imagining *me* going to this club, aren't you?"
Of course I could only confirm, and I sheepishly said so with a thin "Yeah... I guess that actually is pretty hot.... Um, as your fingers can tell."
Fast forward a bit and Ann is explaining how the club works. Apparently the big black men (and their giant cocks) are incredibly in-demand among sexy white women, and so they are able to set the rules to their liking. The women are categorized into "levels," by number--zero through four. They get their level number attached on a metal collar when they arrive any evening, with their name on their collar, too--like a dog tag. They are all called "girl," "slut," "bitch," "whore," or any degrading term the men might like--rarely referred to as "women" or "ladies" by the way. "Slut" is the most common term. And all the sluts are to address the black men as "sir" or "master" at all times, I'm told. The masters only share their own names if they feel like it, but usually they are not bothered to.
A "level zero slut" is a newbie. These women are expected to keep their clothes on but do anything the men ask using their hands or mouth. A level zero is not allowed to play with herself except through her pants, and only after asking permission. She is not intended to receive orgasms--only whatever satisfaction she gets from knowing she is meeting the needs of a black master. Level zeros often spend their first visit with some making out and then being required to eat the asses of the black masters. And maybe only on a second visit they get to start sucking cocks as well. Often they are throat-fucked, apparently--not uncommonly by three or four masters in a row, to help them learn their place.
Level one sluts are a little better off. They are allowed to reach inside their clothes to play with themselves after midnight--after asking for permission--but the masters are not supposed to say no unless they feel a slut needs a little extra frustration or conditioning. A slut is generally kicked out or promoted to level one after three nights at the club.
Level two sluts are yet better off. After midnight, if they wish, they are allowed to beg to be fucked in the ass. And again, if they have been meeting expectations of the masters throughout the evening, the assumption is that they will be ass-fucked as they request. This level also generally is offered to a woman after enough time is spent performing well at level one. Promotions can be inconsistent, and the masters are so in demand, they may a point of throwing women out to keep those who remain on their "best game," so to speak.
Any master, however, can break the general etiquette if he wants and surprise a lower level slut by using her in some unexpected way. Anything other than bodily harm is allowed. Bodily marking does not happen until level three.
Level three sluts are nearly the best off of the bunch. Before starting at a club party at level 3, however, a slut has to agree to bodily marking--piercings and tattoos--totally at the clubs discretion (except not to interfere with her professional life). At club events, when midnight rolls around, level threes are allowed to beg to be fucked in the pussy. However, it will always, always be bareback. Black masters do not wear condoms of course! And after three months as a level three slut, the women are required to go off of their birth control--with proof of a doctor's note--and become level four breeding sluts, the ultimate level.
Another thing that makes level three more elite: Before the black masters will fuck any of the sluts in the pussy, they have to make a commitment to go black only. And "black only" for the club is a pretty strict definition: A slut cannot even make out with her husband or boyfriend. Only "light kissing" is allowed. The one intimacy that is encouraged between a level three slut and, say, her husband is for a cuck to clean his woman's ass or pussy of black cum when the slut returns from the Club. The husbands and boyfriends come to relish this servile act since poignantly it is also their greatest opportunity to have any sexual intimacy at all with their women.
Hand jobs for the cucks are not even allowed. A cuck masturbating in the company of a slut as perhaps she hugs him--that would be the typical intimacy that could be expected--and he would be expected to eat his own cum afterwards as a show of submission.
Promotion to level three usually occurs after four or five visits at level two. The reason for this long delay is that the black masters get a special kick out of ass fucking white women--women they know have probably never been ass-fucked before by any white guys--and they want to keep a stable of sluts around who are focused on anal sex mostly. It also beats it into the women's psyche that their role is one of subservience. Finally, it's also a courtesy that gives the slut and her cuck a chance to think over if they are ready for her to be black only.
While some sluts are thrown out of the club after a lot of ass fucking at level two because the masters are tired of her, almost never does a slut refuse to go black only, so powerfully exciting it is to be a woman at the Club.
All of the sluts have husbands and boyfriends who are white, knowing cuckolds, totally aware of what their woman is up to with the club. Women who are not in relationships with white men are considered not nearly interesting enough--and the black masters have too many options to be bothered.
Most of the time the cucks are not allowed to come and visit the club--which has its own posh facilities by the way--but sometimes there are special events where cucks are invited and required to participate in degrading ways. Sometimes the degradation is sucking the cock or eating the ass of a master while he makes out with the cuck's wife or girlfriend. Another favorite of the masters is to make a cuck lick his balls or ass while his wife is getting fucked. When the husband-cucks are not included, the Club is generous with sharing video recordings for each cuck, focused on his wife or girlfriend and obscuring the identities of everyone else.
The funds for the top scale facilities and also all the video editing come from selling the videos on the Internet. That's right. The other hitch is that every slut who participates has to agree to be showcased--including her face--on a paid porn site, and the white couple just have to *hope* that no one they know notices!
For three levels (one through two), sluts are given makeup that can help hide their identity in the videos, but for levels three and four--the "black only" levels--only ordinary light make up is allowed! The Club masters take satisfaction from extracting a real life, risky commitment from the white sluts. They view it as a kind of reparations.
Having explained all that, Ann then announced her intentions. "So, John, you see," she started--while holding my rock hard dick of course. "I've been giving this a lot of thought. I had a feeling you would react by being turned on. Your hard dick confirms that for me. I've decided to visit the Club next weekend for the first time, as a level zero slut." (to be continued...)
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We didn't have to wait long for Ann's first visit to the Club. She had slyly decided to tell me only a handful of days ahead of time--I think it was Tuesday for her coming Saturday visit.
For her first visit, as a level zero slut, I was to be denied the excitement and instant gratification of a live feed. Ann was to show me the video herself at a time of her choosing or at the club's instruction.
Ann did not have to put too much time into preparation. She was sure to wear form-fitting jeans, as instructed. She did her hair and make up differently from usual, as allowed for entry-level sluts. Her hair was much curlier. Her eye makeup was still tasteful, just different. Her perfume was light and classy. She gave me a light peck on the lips--a hint of my possible deprivation to come--and with a small and a wink was off in an uber. (She didn't want the stress of driving either direction, and she was headed to a far off neighborhood.)
My wait was long and tantalizing! Ann left home at 9pm. I couldn't help but look at the clock every few minutes. I tried losing myself in a movie--didn't work. I tried losing myself in a video game--didn't work. A long showe helped a little. Then a long walk. Finally I decided just to lie down and close my eyes, and by some miracle I did drift to sleep at what must have been well past midnight.
At about 3am I woke up when I heard keys in the door. Ann was disheveled but absolutely glowing. Of course all her make-up was gone. Her clothes were on but askew. She was jumping with energy and couldn't wait to start telling me about her evening. But first she gave me a big hug and a kiss. It was a hot kiss but I have to admit she tasted terrible! I couldn't even place what she tasted of for sure. Maybe a combination of cigarettes, weed, and big-black-ass? At least that's what popped into my mind, knowing what would have been expected of her!
Ann playfully pushed me back a few steps and gave me a gentle shove until I was seated on our couch. She straddled me amorously, caressing my head, neck, shoulders.
"Notice anything, Honey?" she purred. "What do you notice as you look me over?"
Her make-up was gone, I admitted. There were several obvious hickeys. Definitely mentioned those. Yes, I mentioned that her taste was "sexy but musky"--as I was feeling brave, myself. Then the stunner, "Um, honey. I'm surprised about this one thing. There seems to be a big wet spot at your groin. Golly, is that just from you being wet and turned on?" I asked.
"Well, Dear. Would you like me to tell you what happened, more or less? It did *not* go exactly as 'The Rules' would have predicted and prescribed!" she purred. I nodded wide-eyed.
"Well, it was a very swank, large penthouse duplex apartment, as I had expected. Nicely decorated. Modern. Dimly lit. The bouncer recognized me before I even said my name. 'Ann,' he said. 'Good. We're glad you're here. I'm tonight's greeter, slut. I mean no disrespect, but you need to get used to being called a slut, and so I greet all the new sluts this way.' And he beamed proudly at me. 'Also, you need to get used to this type of thing....' and he pulled me aggressively into him and started to kiss me, immediately working with his tongue as he grabbed my ass to boot. He was a handsome fellow, and I found it very arousing!! Shall I tell you more? Just nod--by the way--you don't need to speak unless I'm asking for something other than a yes/no answer, got that?" I nodded. My attention glued on her every word, as I swear I could feel heat emanating from her crotch and thighs on my lap!
"After a nice long smooch, the greeter let me go," Ann continued. "He said, 'My name is James, by the way... I see you are surprised to learn my name. Well, first of all, us Masters met this week and decided to change up The Rules.' Then James proceeded to tell me how they had decided to be more welcoming and friendlier, and more oriented towards making The Club right away an ecstatic experience for new sluts. 'You see,' he told me, 'We finally had a couple of the more mean-spirited Masters move out of town or retire, and our core group that remains is really much more into pleasing our sluts.' He smiled at me. 'We still intend to be quite dominant, but our core group now is much more turned on to the idea of giving our sluts pleasure beyond anything that you have ever dreamed of. Does that sound good to you, Slut Ann?' And I'll tell you, John, I could practically feel my pussy soaking through my panties as I listened to James. What a turn on!"
Ann stroked my neck, gave me a deep french kiss, did a quick check on my incredibly stiff woody before continuing.
"John then presented me with an initial agreement on a clipboard. 'However, Ann,' he told me, you may see that we want you to sign for perhaps a little more than you may have been expecting tonight. Have a seat on that little couch over there and take your time seeing if you could be comfortable with what we propose for you, would you?' I nodded and had a seat, exactly as instructed, and here's what the clipboard had to say, Darling!"
Ann handed me a copy of what she had signed. It was an official-looking form, even! Here's what it said:
Rules of The Black Masters Club for New Sluts
I, Ann ******, agree that....
1. I will try my best to let go and have a good time tonight with my new black Master lovers.
2. As long as I am here tonight, I will rebuff no Master so long as he is nice to me.
3. If one of my openings is tired, I can guide a Master to enjoy me a different way from his first choice, although so long as he is nice, he cannot be denied release.
4. After a Master comes when I am with him, I will kiss him goodnight and find a new Master to play with, until I have helped or made all twelve Masters here tonight come at least once. (They will help you count by removing the twelve small plastic bracelets that will be placed on your arms.)
5. I acknowledge that all my Masters will be bareback. They have been recently tested for their health, and so have I.
6. I accept the risk of pregnancy if I am not on birth control or do not use the morning after pill.
7. I will accept a Master at least once in each of my three receptacles.
8. I agree to shout out any orgasm I have, and acknowledge that the video system and computing technology will keep track.
9. I agree to be recorded, and the videos shared on the Masters website, with my identity obscured (for the first year of membership only!). I will receive a small share of the profits.
10. If I stay tonight per the conditions above, I still agree that I will be a "Black Queen," that is black-only for every hole, including kissing, for at least one year, whether I quit the Club or not. My partner knows that I am here and that this was a risk. I can give him chaste peck kisses for social purposes only.
11. I agree to collaborate with the Masters to turn my boyfriend or husband into a beta cuckold that serves them and me, including providing fluffing services and blow jobs. (The Masters have no use for white boy's hairy asses, however--other than perhaps to whip them.)
12. I agree to receive a Master that I have never met before, or a Black man the Masters select, at my home at least once a week, starting in the early evening, when my neighbors may see. So long as he is nice and kind to me, I will offer him my mouth and pussy. If he says specifically "now it is time for this Master to have your hot ass," I will offer him my ass.
13. I agree that you may send Black men who are acquaintances of my white partner male for his humiliation to enjoy my femininity. If you are able to learn of a Black man who is a rival of some kind to my white partner or with whom there is any antipathy, that is an especially likely choice to be sent to visit my home. (I understand you have an extensive network of Black men friends.)
14. Additional rules may be required along these lines, to satisfy you, and to humiliate me and the white beta.
15. Once I sign this, a one-hour foreplay period will begin, and if I stay past that one-hour, this full agreement goes into effect.
I read all this--but did NOT yet see any signature page. Did Ann sign this or not, I wonder? Meanwhile, I swear my average white penis was the hardest it's ever been and had started to ooze LOTS of pre-cum. I gave Ann a surprised yet loving look and waited for what she was going to tell me next!
"Boo darling husband," she cooed. "Which would you prefer to see first--the signature page, or perhaps the physical evidence?" And with that she slid off her panties--which were a totally drenched mess of sperm and her juices--balled them up and placed them in my hand. I was too stunned to move or respond. So Ann added, "We'll start with the physical evidence, I guess!"
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I'm Tim, a white college sophomore guy and deeply committed cuckold. I feel truly blessed to have discovered my purpose in life as a beta cuckold--or at least my purpose in my sex life, that is.
The others have been dominating me for weeks now, and for the past several weeks, things had been leading up to the events I'm about to describe. The weekend I had been both anticipating and dreading had finally arrived...
There was a buzz in our apartment. Jerome, our black alpha, had moved in, and he was continuing to cuckold me with my sort-of-girlfriend, Louise, and her roommate, Lynne, whom Jerome had also drafted into the campus' black athletes' sex club--typically just called "The Club." (You can read about it starting with "Louise Joins The Club" and continuing with earlier chapters of "We Go Deeper...")
The apartment was really more appropriate for a couple of people on their own, but since Jerome was a constant bedmate to the two girls, and I was to be humiliated by being made to sleep on the floor, it was an adequate size for all of us together.
Jerome and his Club pals had decided they didn't want a cuckold around for every young coed they indoctrinated. Lynne's boyfriend, Brad, had been sent packing when Jerome decided to bring Lynne on-board, exceeding The Club's female recruitment quota for the semester. Jerome really liked Lynne's personality and had discovered that the way she used her great body more than made up for her somewhat ordinary face. Not only that, but like Louise, Lynne had a really high sex drive and loved to suck and fuck--at least if a big black cock were on offer!
I didn't get so much as to kiss either girl at this point, not even my sort-of-girlfriend Louise, other than to clean a pussy or ass of Jerome's seed mixed with a girl's juices. The Club had strict limits on us cuckolds. They did allow mercy hand jobs--very occasionally--but never any kissing, sex, oral sex, or even cuddling. The Club wanted us thoroughly humiliated and "knowing our place as inferior white boys." At first, Jerome had fucked me in the ass, which to my great embarrassment I had loved, but he gave that up after his "honeymoon" period with us, saying that he wasn't really gay and had just done that to put me in my place and set a tone.
I had gotten used to my role as cuckold. On balance, I felt more at peace and more sexually satisfied than I had imagined that I would at first. At first when Louise had told me she was set on joining The Club, I remember being anxious and ambivalent, even though turned on. For a few weeks now, up until this weekend, my ambivalence had been in the background.
I really enjoyed watching the three of them in action. They were not cruel, not at all, and they nearly always allowed me to watch and beat off.
I did have plenty of cum-soaked pussy and girls' asses to eat, and I also enjoyed Jerome's giant black stick, too. I totally got off on sucking it, which he did continue to allow me to do--as an occasional treat for me. I felt so skilled and self-confident that I could get his dick as hard and make him cum as quick as the girls could. He told me that my blowjobs were great, he was glad to continue them, as my mouth didn't feel at all "gay" to him when he was face-fucking me. This was a relief for me, because I think it would have been emotionally hard for me not to have had intimacy with the leader of our little group. In sucking his cock, I felt more connected to Jerome, for sure.
Another thing I had noticed during these early months of our arrangement: I came harder beating off while watching Jerome fuck Louise than I did when I used to fuck her! It was such a turn on to see her orgasm so incredibly intensely--and also multiple times! She would yell her head off, and frequently neighbors were banging on the ceiling, floor, or walls, and yelling at us to keep it down.
Well, we were in a routine now, and the three of them had learned through observation, and also from having sent me to a professional evaluation, that I got off on humiliation. And they had long discussed how hot it would be to have Jerome bed my high school sweetheart, Emma. They knew that I still held out the possibility of a loving relationship again with Emma, such as I had had with Louise, and they wanted to crush my spirit a little on the outside, while bringing me intense erotic humiliation on the inside, by having Jerome claim Emma's pussy, mouth, and ass--her whole body, of course--for himself and turn her also into a permanent black-only three-holed slut, just like he had done to Louise (and Lynne). I didn't think Emma had yet taken it in her ass ever--she certainly didn't take my little dick in her ass. Jerome would definitely claim her "additional" virginity if all went according to plan. Actually, he teased me that he was going to take THREE virginities: First black-man-size cock in her mouth and pussy *and* first of any cock in her ass.
"Tim," he would say to me, "That Emma looks fiiine!! I'm REALLY looking forward to taking her bbc pussy virginity! Oh, and her bbc throat virginity of course! And then for the full package--the first dick to even to dip inside her cute little asshole AT ALL! YUMMMM!" And he would beam and shout in enthusiasm.
If he were not our dominant alpha, I might have poked fun at him, but instead I just looked at the floor and said, "Yes, of course, Jerome. Emma will be thrilled. You will certainly show her a world of sex that she never thought possible... I'm sure you'll turn her into a black-only slut within an evening." I had learned that the three of them like me better when I talked about girls becoming "black-only" whenever it could be worked into the conversation.
They had all been talking about this with me for weeks--Jerome, Louise, and Lynne--about how hot this was going to be to achieve, to achieve Jerome's conversion and conquering of Emma. And now, finally, Emma was going to be visiting for the weekend. Naturally, I had been made to promise that I would help with their plan.
One of our friends in the building was going to be out of town for the weekend, and ostensibly Emma was intended to be borrowing her place. Our group was scheming, of course, that she would see very little, indeed, of that apartment. More likely, we expected, she would spend more time on all fours on our living room floor or bent over the back of our sofa... But the apartment played a role in making her comfortable at first.
My "Betters," as I sometimes referred to the trio of Jerome, Louise, and Lynne, had succeeded in getting me excited about their plan, even. They are very persuasive when all three of them want the same thing. As their beta cuckold, I'm re-wired at this point so I naturally now want to do almost anything to please them.
Now, over at her own college, Emma did have a new boyfriend, Bob. But we all figured she couldn't possibly be too into him if she were willing to visit me three-hundred miles away at my college--especially as I had given her, as my Betters instructed, the impression that I was single now. We all figured maybe she wanted to ditch Bob and actually be an item with me again.
So that was the background.
I picked up Emma at the train station, and she gave me a nice warm hug and a kiss on the cheek--like you would expect from a close friend who was dating someone else. She looked as great to me as she always did. 5'6", dirty blond hair past her shoulders, cute face, a bit bookish looking with glasses, and on the thin side--but if you looked closely, you saw nice size breasts and a cute grab-able ass on her petite frame. Emma was "'10' for nerdy guys," I used to kid her. All my bookish pals in high school were jealous that I was dating her, and even some of the jocks would notice her. Imagine the cutest bookish girl in your high school class, make sure you give her blond hair and blue eyes, and you are close enough. Hot, right?? She is a pretty lusty girl, and once when we were all drunk at a party, I even found her making out with a jock--even though we were then an item! (I think if I hadn't found her, she likely would have ended up doing more, even!)
We went and got her settled in the apartment that she was to be borrowing; then a tour of campus; and then dinner and drinks in town. Finally, and after we were a little tipsy, I said, "Hey, Emma. There are some really close friends that would be nice for you to meet. How about we go hang out with them for a bit?" This was how "The Betters" and I had planned things.
Although shy, Emma was always up for trying to be sociable and said, "Sure, Tim! I'd love to see who you're spending your time with lately. That sounds nice!"
We then went to my apartment--although I didn't let Emma know that I lived there on the floor--where we were greeted by Louise, Lynne, and Jerome.
"Louise? I think I remember Tim saying he was dating a 'Louise.' Is that you?" Emma eventually asked--once we had all gotten comfortable and polished off a couple of pizzas with some beers.
"Well, Emma. Answering that would lead to a lot of very personal information for our whole group... And I do think we would like to tell you. However, it's very special information for us, and we would not at all be comfortable if you only got a part of the story. If we start to tell you, will you promise to stay with us this evening until at least, say, midnight? No one will do anything weird, but it is fair to say the story might make you uncomfortable." It was a slight fib, as certainly Louise has some "weird" things in mind!
Emma was perplexed. She turned to me, looking a little scared, looking for reassurance. "Don't worry, Emma. These are all very nice people. What we're going to tell and to show you may shock you, but no one is going to hurt you. I promise." And I reached out to hold her hand briefly.
Lynne--who, by way of reminder, is a tall and willowy brunette--had deliberately moved to the background, while Louise--a shorter, busty, dirty-blonde--snuggled next to Jerome on our bigger sofa, across from Emma and me, who were on our smaller sofa. I am sure what got said next had long been planned.
"Yes, Emma, Tim and I used to be an item, just as you and he once were. And he's still an important part of my life, but now in a new role. You see, someone came along who just had much, much more to offer me in life. That someone is Jerome. Jerome owns me now." Louise of course emphasized the word "owns," and Emma's face registered shock, we all could see.
Louise continued. "I'm Jerome's to satisfy him as he pleases. And never have I ever been more intensely happy and satisfied. Jerome takes me to levels of sexual satisfaction that I did not even imagine existed before meeting him... Emma, have you ever been with a big-cocked black athlete? And not just any big-cocked athlete, but one with emotional intelligence and personal intensity?"
Emma shook her head shyly. "I've only been with Tim and then my new boyfriend, Bob, who is also white, and more of an academic-type."
"Well, then, it sounds like you have not done that much living, have you?" Louise continued.
"I guess not!" Emma nervously admitted.
"Have you ever wondered about black athletes and big black cocks, Emma?" Louise asked.
Seeing what this situation was, Emma figured she could be honest. "Hasn't every girl?" she answered quietly.
At this, all of the rest of us looked at each other with smiles. We now had a sense that we were on the way to success-- or at least it felt that way!
Louise continued, "Okay, I guess probably! So let me ask you, when you have wondered about black athletes, well, how does Jerome compare to those fantasies? Don't be shy!"
Emma paused for a short moment. "Truthfully, Jerome seems to exceed my fantasies. Like you said, he has both an intelligence and an emotional appeal about him. He seems kind, but like there is animal energy beneath the surface that he can unleash if he wants." Emma looked Jerome right in the eye as she was complimenting him. He smiled faintly right back at her and allowed Louise to continue to drive the conversation.
"Well, Jerome is a lot of man. You've got that right. Right now, in fact, I share him also with Lynne. Still, he's insatiable. I can tell he thinks you're very cute. He's been thinking about you since Tim showed him pictures of you a couple of months back. And I know it also turns Jerome on that you're another girl that went out with Tim. He likes Tim, but he also likes humiliating Tim, and he likes taking things--or people--away from Tim. It fits his dominant streak--and it also fits Tim's submissive needs. Indeed, we discovered that Tim also likes to *be* humiliated. So Tim seeing Jerome owning me now works out well for all of us." Louise paused to give Emma a chance to absorb this.
When she saw Emma sitting there calmly and transfixed to her every word, Louise decided to say more. I think this part was adlibbed. "Emma, I don't want to say too much too quickly. Can I ask you a few more questions?"
Emma nodded.
"Emma, what's the biggest penis you've ever been with, would you tell us?"
"Oh, well, um. I guess that's a little embarrassing to confess. It was Tim's. And golly, I know you all know that's not so big, hunh?" Emma said sheepishly.
"No worries, Emma," Louise reassured her. "Everyone has to start somewhere. I think you may be ready now for another step. I can see you're a bit of a shy girl, how about if I stop asking questions from here and Jerome just starts to lead you through things non-verbally, as he prefers to do? I bet you would like that. Soon you must nod for me to express your agreement, Emma... Or we can just say our goodnights if this is too much for you. Take a moment. We have shared with you as we promised. Feel free to nod--or shake your head. Take your time... Keep in mind that if you nod, you are consenting to anything Jerome might like to do to you or with you from here--we do have this video-recorded--and all I can promise you is that you will not be permanently harmed. Just two other things... First of all, you do have the courtesy of a safe word. A phrase rather. All you have to do for Jerome to stop is shout 'Tim's dick is better' or 'white cock is better,' or anything stating that Tim or whites are superior lovers--then Jerome will stop and ravage Lynne or me instead... The second thing is an important warning... If you do move forward with Jerome tonight, you do need to know that it is likely to lead to you wanting more and more black sex. It might lead you to being owned also by Jerome, as he has been wanting to add a third girl here. It is highly likely to lead to you going black-only, perhaps only for a time, but more likely it will lead you to your sexuality being permanently altered and to you becoming permanently black-cock only... So take a few minutes, see if this turns you on enough to proceed, to risk your life as you know it for the possibility of something even more...."
Emma looked down for what seemed like an hour but was probably just ten or fifteen seconds before then speaking to me, "I'm sorry, Tim. I'm sure you have ambivalent feelings about what I'm about to do. But on the other hand, if you really didn't want it to happen, I wouldn't be here, would I? So I hope you turn out to be happy with what you've set in motion..." And then she turned back to Jerome, gave him a sly smile, a small nod, and then--surprising us all--she made the first move, to kneel right in front of him with her head bowed.
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This continues right where the first part left off... I had rushed to the kitchen to get a spoon so I could comply with Rex's and my wife's insistence that to rub out another cum that night, I must first be fed his seed from her holes... I was excited for it. Humiliating and exciting. I would be closer to her again in this whole kinky and super-sexual process!
I brought her a spoon and sat down right next to her. I struggled to keep track of how many spoonfuls she fed me. They weren't all a full tablespoon, but it had to be ten or fifteen spoonfuls of their mixed juices-- most from her pussy and then several that were slightly brown out of her ass as well. So disgusting and degrading... And it made me hard again right away to be so close to their intense sex experience. I gobbled it up. Then, to my surprise, Christina said, "Well, you've eaten a lot more of that mess than Rex and I guess you would, Honey! Rex said I could reward you with a tongue kiss-- but only if you hold this last load from my ass for thirty seconds first! Think you can do it?"
I think I surprised us both by making it work, and I got an incredible lusty french kiss like I thought that I probably would never get again from her. Oh, the thrill and excitement! Especially knowing that it was an act of rare generosity from our new shared black owner, Rex!
Then she gave me a quick pat on my hard-on and added, "Okay, Cucky, now we're done! Go get your bed and bath things and move to the guest area. On the double, mister!" And she added a playful wink. "Do it in less than five or you're not allowed to rub another one out!"
Suffice to say, I met her deadline.
I tried to take a while masturbating, but the visions in my mind of her and Rex fucking from the video were still so powerful. They looked so incredible and sexy together. My wife really looked like she was meant to fit with a powerful black man! His cock moved so well in and out of her, and he handled her physique so smoothly-- while bringing her so easily to one orgasm after another. Her excitement seemed easily ten times the most excited I'd ever seen her with me--or ever imagined from her. After just a few minutes of playing with myself this second time, I let out a second screaming orgasm of the evening--I'm sure Christina would have heard me... I was amazingly hard still afterwards but was clear on my orders: Only that one additional orgasm was allowed--and it was now done. I lay there in bed for quite some time but eventually faded off into a restful slumber.
When I woke up the next morning, I was surprised. Christina, who usually got a later start than me, had already left for the day, I saw. Her car was gone from our driveway. I took a peak into what used to be our bedroom together, and I noticed all of her clothes appropriate for the season were gone. "Uh-oh," I said to myself. "This might not be good!" Then I found her note on the kitchen table:
"Dear Cucky,
I'm sorry to surprise you like this. It was too much for me to tell you last night. Please do not be too scared. I'm not gone for good. Rex just wanted me to move in with him for the next few weeks or so... He's not sure how long. He says it's an important part of me becoming owned by him for me to move in and for him to fuck me and make love to me whenever he wants or needs to. He says he needs to get me deeply addicted to making love to him, being fucked by him, so I'll be thinking about him and only black cock whenever I have any sexual thoughts or feelings...
And this just seemed like a good idea to me, too. Correct *and* and huge turn on, to boot! He also says that he wants to get my holes a little more open for black cock, to make sure I get stretched out some so that even if I thought about going white again that I would realize it would be useless for me, that I wouldn't even be able to feel a white dicklet like yours again, barely at all. And it all sounds like an incredible turn on to me, truthfully, to become truly paired with him and less paired with you. My pussy is gushy, and I'm breathing heavily just from thinking about it and writing you this note! I'm sorry. It's not that I don't have feelings for you. I just really have this deep urge-- no, it's more of a NEED-- to pair with Rex and his amazing cock and to be truly owned by him and by big black cock. You understand, I am guessing, and I bet your dicklet is already super hard from reading this. Isn't it, dear? [She knew me!! My dicklet WAS rock hard at this point!]
Of course you also need to get used to doing without me at your beck and call.
We'll email you an audio or video file once in a while for you to masturbate to--if Rex feels like it. I shredded the DVD from last night, by the way--so you don't have it at your fingertips-- so to speak! :-) I wanted to leave it for you but Rex felt you should have to use your imagination for now, and of course he's right! Not that I would disobey him anyway.... Oh, and don't try calling me. Rex made me promise to block your number for now. If there's a life or death emergency, you can try to convince my slutty younger sister to contact me here... If you don't mind the humiliation, that is! She *does* know what is happening; she's looking forward to going black soon also; and she'll probably just laugh at you if you call-- as you would LOVE it, actually! You might want to update your emergency contact info at work, dear, to be someone else than me--since I could be gone for weeks. Maybe your friend Bob?
Sorry, Cucky... But I think this will be for the best... I know I'm looking forward to it anyway. And you did want my sexual needs and want to come first, if I remember!
Oh, I almost forgot... Rex doesn't want to be cruel, and he's not sure you could obey him anyway if he were too withholding, so you may masturbate once a day--starting tomorrow. Make it count! :-) And enjoy his generosity while it lasts--because you never know!
With love,
Rex's Adoring Receptacle"
I didn't hear from them for about ten days. It nearly killed me....
And then when I did hear, I was actually at work. An email popped into my personal account from Rex.
Hi, Cucky-boy Charles,
My pussy girl Christina--formerly known as your wife--and I want to send you our kind regards, best wishes, and an update.
Things are going great over here. Man, your wife is taking to her new life even faster than I expected. She's shouting her love for me when we're in the bed together. She's finding any little thing she can think of to please me. She's offered to divorce you, but I don't think so-- maybe I'll tell her to go through with it if you piss me off. But not right now.
It's really so touching and sweet how she is with me. My impression is that she's much more generous with me than she ever was with you. A few nights ago, she gave me her anal virginity. She was a little scared, but she even managed to come just from my cock in her ass, some dirty talk, and me holding onto her hips a certain way. Nothing touching her pussy other than the tiniest bit of occasional friction with a pillow. Dang, my new pussy--your wife--is a pistol! And then last night, she did another first. Yeah, I rimmed her first, but then she practically had a make-out session with my asshole. I didn't really expect it but it was incredibly hot.
She seems so happy that her holes have already started to stretch and resize for real cocks like mine. She thinks it's so hot when I remind her that we're in the process of ruining her completely for white dicklets, like your little dicklet. It makes her explode in orgasm when we're fucking and I remind her "whose my black only slut? Is it you, C?" that's my new nickname for her that we came up with. Yeah, it stands for Christina, but it has the interesting double entendre, reminding her what her top job is in life--being a willing cunt for me and whoever I decide-- so long of course that he's black. I'm not even allowed to order her to have sex with you or a white guy, did you know that?
We agreed together to have that been an immutable bond between us: no white sex for her ever, no matter what. Sex with white guys is totally forbidden for C for the rest of her life. Especially for you, Cucky--if that's possible. But if I command her to, she'll have sex with any black guy now, she says. Even if he's ugly. Even if she doesn't like him. She'll fuck any black I want. Isn't that hot? You're denied her--not for any good reason really--other than it enhancing her pleasure and mine. But any old black guy that amuses *ME* could get to fuck her all night if it pleases me. Golly, I'm even getting partway hard writing to you about it. We're not going to send you any video after all we decided, not for the foreseeable future. You're going to have to jack off just imagining what I'm doing to her and how completely C is giving herself to me.
Oh, another thing... You know how she doesn't like you to french kiss her too much? Well, for me, her mouth is totally wide open and available for as much tongue (or anything else that I might like). Gosh, french kissing her fully and deeply is such a turn on. Sorry, Cucky, that you didn't get that like I do!
Have fun wanking tonight, Cucky!
I'll get back to you when I feel like it. I think I might keep Christina here for some months even, not sure.
Be well-behaved and keep paying her credit card bills, Cucky, or not only will I never send her home, I'll command you into chastity for days--maybe even weeks--at a time.
And if I *do* order chastity for you, you *will* do it, because I'll break up with your wife if you refuse me, and I'll be sure she knows it's your fault. While C is special to me--she's totally replaceable if I don't control you both.
You may continue to masturbate once a day, Cucky. Make it count and know I may not always be so generous! Got to go now, C needs my cock inside her again. Hmm, which hole to start with?
Your wife's new owner,
Rex
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Well, that night with Rex and Jerome was something else. It's over now. I'm going to summarize it a bit quickly so I can sooner get to telling you all about something even more interesting: How I got Tom, my fiance, on board with my going black, becoming black-only and us both getting black-owned.
Here are the highlights of that night with the two guys, in a few sentences: It was an intense, all-night fuckfest with me as the object of attention. As soon as they got in the door, this new man, Rex, a stranger to me entirely, grabbed me in his arms and jammed his tongue in my mouth--and it felt like down my throat. He held me for a while as he groped me everywhere, frenched me aggressively, and then fingered me. I nearly melted in embarrassment at how soaking my pussy was by the time he probed it with his large fingers. It was such a turn on to be attacked like he was doing by this well-built--but frankly not very handsome --black man. I felt like such a sex object. He then pushed me over the back of the nearest sofa, pulled my panties down just enough, and stuck his 10" or 11" cock inside me in one slow thrust from behind. He held my hips firmly, and I loved it from the start. It was every bit as exciting as the sex with Jerome a few nights ago, but the sluttiness of being used by a total stranger instead of an acquaintance, whom I had at least flirted with and chatted with first, added a new dimension that was new and highly charged. Who would have ever imagined? I apparently LOVED being used by black guys. Yes! Apparently I *did* love being used by big black guys with big black cocks--and I didn't even care if they had a handsome face!
That set the tone for the evening, as I alternated sucking and fucking the two men. Much of the sucking was more like being face-fucked, to be real about it.
Between the two of them, they were able to last virtually all night, and it was probably 5 am or so by the time we were all fucked out. I was swimming in and caked with their cum and my juices.
Tom was still out of town, so when Jerome called me at 3pm that afternoon, after I'd gotten some sleep, it was no problem to pick up. I noticed my pussy felt warm and tingly even from just seeing his number on my phone. Wow!
"Hey, how's my number #1 white slut feeling this afternoon, Sally?" Jerome purred at me.
"Fine, Master, thank you." Even though we were in private, "Master" just felt more natural to me now that I had started to give Jerome so much control over me. The night before was so incredible, I just loved being a slut for him. The memories of all of the night's orgasms flooded through me.
"Calling me 'Master' even though we are talking privately, I see? Well, well.... We must be making progress. Hm..." He paused for a bit. I obediently waited rather than filling the silence. "I think we need to add some structure and build some momentum. Unfortunately, I have a rather busy schedule for the next couple of weeks, even though I'd love to come by and be using my new property as much as possible... I'll tell you what, let's make things a bit of a challenge. I'll be back in exactly three weeks from Friday, which would be three weeks from when I think your fiance is returning, right?" I confirmed it to him, and he continued. "Well in three weeks, I'll come by at 7pm, and you'll welcome me in with a French kiss and him on his knees ready to take my cock out for you. I think you can swing it. Okay? If you can't swing it, MAYBE we'll figure out another way forward, but I could decide to play with some other sluts and make you wait longer, got it? So if you want to get fucked by me more faster, that's your motivation, okay?"
My pussy tingled. I loved the image of greeting him that way with my Tom in that submissive cuckold role. I tried not to answer too quickly. "Yes, Master. That sounds exciting. I like taking on a challenge if it will please you, Master."
"Great. You're going to want some advice. When we hang up, I'm going to text you a few web addresses and also phone numbers of a couple of my friends' top white sluts, who you can go to for advice. I'd like my new slut Sally to succeed! Alright? Well, good luck with the next few weeks! Oh, and I almost forgot. You can only orgasm when needed to give Tom motivation and never in private, got that? In fact, tell him that you're only allowed to come on a phone call with me or while using a big black dildo, and use that as one of your tools to manage him." And of course, I acknowledge my Master.
"Slut, would you like to rub one out quickly before I go and this next phase begins? I have about three more minutes..." Jerome continued.
"Oh, yes, please Master!"
"Very well then, get busy, slut! I'm just going to read this sports article I have in front of me, and you have until I finish! I suggest you look at one of the pics of my cock on your phone to help you out."
I was so horny and excited about everything going on, I was so thrilled that I was getting even closer to being fully black owned by Jerome, with my fiance as cuckold, that it took me next to no time to rub one out. "Arrrrgh, yesss!!! Fuck, yesss!!!!!!! Cumminnnnnnnnggggg!!!!" I yelled into the phone, in about a minute.
"Excellent, babe," Jerome said to me. "I'm so glad for you that you're so excited to be taking these steps towards becoming my full time black only slut. Excellent!! This is a big turn on for me, too!!"
Jerome paused for another moment, and I could tell he was thinking of more ideas for me. "You know what," he soon added. "If you promise not to even let Tom's dick in your pussy not even one more time, not even in your mouth one more time--nor of course to give him your ass virginity... Well, then you can come ONCE more tonight. Okay. Now would that be worth it? Would you like that trade-off? Is coming now worth making him lose out on the proper sex-goodbye he deserves, are you turned on enough that you would take that trade-off? Are you selfish enough and devoted enough to being black-owned that you would do that to the man that you have loved??"
I was torn. I paused and thought about it for a few moments. And, you know what, it wasn't so much about how horny I still was--although I was VERY horny--it was about my sexual devotion that was growing to Jerome, so I asked him. "You tell me, Master... Would it turn you on if I *did* take that trade-off?? I'll let you decide, Master. If it's going to be a turn-on for you, and you tell me to do it, I'll do it."
"Yes, then absolutely, slut. You go take that trade-off. You rub another one out--and you promise us both that none of your holes will touch his dick again ever! He only gets handjobs--and only when I say, and only for the first twelve months, MAX! You do go for it, slut!"
I had already started rubbing while he was talking to me and it only took me a few seconds, "Oooohhh!!! FuckkkkK!!!! Crapppp!!!! Cummmminggggg alreadddddddyyy!!!!! Ungggg!!!!! Arrrrggghhh!!! Yyyyyeessss!!!!!"
"Nicely done, slut. I don't know if this is going to make it harder or easier for you to convert Tom to your cause, but you'll certainly have a very serious message for him on his arrival, eh?!? Haaaaah!!! I love it! Upper-class professional white guy comes home to find his fiancee is almost 100% black owned since he was away... Deeeeeeliiiightfulll!!!"
Hearing my Master so enthusiastic made my juices flow again, and I could feel them start to drip down the side of my thigh, even!
We got off the phone, and I knew I had my work cut out for me. I used the information Jerome had sent to do research, and I also talked to the girls at the two numbers he had provided. I got *lots* of seemingly useful information, and I came up with an elaborate scheme that I thought would unfold over about two weeks...
Then Tom came home and my whole plan went to crap.
He came in the door that Friday, and we gave each other a nice hug, but he could tell something was up. I was a mess, and I'm sure I looked worried and stressed--perhaps even the most stressed since he'd known me. "What's the matter, Babe?" he asked, "You look like you got a cancer diagnosis or something. What happened?"
"No, no! Nothing like that!" I started to reassure him--before realizing that maybe he would think the actual situation was even worse than if I had gotten cancer!
"Have a seat, and I'll tell you."
I shivered with excitement and ambivalence. Yes, I was upset that I was about to hurt my long-time fiance, whom I still loved--albeit now in a new, much more limited way. But I was also really excited to be moving further along towards my new black-only status.
Once I told Tom I was going black-only, then it would be even MORE real! It was so titillating to think about. And I flushed and started to breathe a bit heavily. I'm sure Tom thought it was quite odd.
I sat at the opposite end of our long sofa. We were facing each other. My whole scripted set of ideas left me, and I just spilled my guts.
"Well, Tom, I'm really, really, REALLY sorry about this!! But I'm afraid everything is different now. While you were away, I met someone else, and... Well, I made love with him. And... Uh, well, it's more than that!! I'm so, so, sorry, Babe!!! Well, you see, he *owns* me sexually now. I'm owned by another man... I can still be in a relationship with you, but only if you accept that my Master owns my pussy, mouth, and ass... He says that I can still give you an occasional mercy handjob though... uh.... *when* he allows it, and well... well... and only for the first year. He said that, too!"
Tom is not a wimpy guy, and his reaction was explosive at first. "What?!?!? What the FUCK are you telling me, Sally?!?!?!" He jumped off the sofa and yelled at me.
At least I knew Tom wasn't a violent man.
"Are you fucking kidding me??? Who does this kind of thing?!? I go away on a fucking business trip for a few weeks, and you ALLOW yourself--you GIVE yourself over to become the property of some Master?!?!?! Who the fuck is this 'Master'?!?!? What does he have, the fucking magic-most dick of the whole fucking UNIVERSE?!?!?!?!?!"
He paused, but he was pacing. I got up, too, just in case he did start to lose control and not just yell. Tom glared at me. Waiting for an answer. I was still mute. "Answer me, you fucking idiot!!!" Tom yelled at me. I could hardly blame him.
"Well, uh..." I started sheepishly. "Actually, he pretty much does have a magic dick," I finally blurted out.
Tom glared at me, waiting to hear more.
"I guess I should just spill it. My Master has a magic eleven-inches long and two-inches across giant, beautiful, monstrous, ginormous, and delicious... BIG... BLACK... COCK!! His name is Jerome, and yeah... He's fucked me so well and thoroughly, I really like his company... and so I agreed that he owns me so that he will keep fucking me as much as possible... I don't think he's going to be exclusive to me, but he one-hundred percent requires that I be exclusive to him!"
Tom slumped against a wall, and I continued--a tiny bit sad, but earnestly much more excited to be asserting my sexual needs over his.
"I don't even get to fuck him all the time. He's going to keep having other girlfriends, too... But just so that Jerome will continue to fuck me on-going-- I am hoping frequently-- I agreed that he gets to be 'Master Jerome,' and he owns all my holes--including the one that you haven't gotten to use ever-- that I was never going to give to you to use..."
Tom shook his head in disbelief as he resumed pacing, huffing, and glaring at me. I did wonder if he might start to break things!
"I'm so sorry, Tom. I didn't plan for this to happen. But he is *THAT* incredible to have sex with--sometimes fucking, sometimes making love-- I would have done anything to get him to stay part of my life, and that's what he wants... That's what he REQUIRES of me, is for me to be black-only and black-owned... And when he asked me to make the commitment he did give me a week to think it over, and the sex with him was so incredible-- and you know how much I love sex-- that it truly was not a hard decision for me at all in the end."
Tom processed some of this and naturally it angered and energized him further.
"What?!?!?!" He more or less screamed. "This is not just a short-term thing?? This is the end of us?? In the two weeks I was gone, Sally, you decided to be a black-owned whore for the rest of your whole fucking life?!?! You gotta be kidding?!?!! Who does this? Are you sure this isn't a fucking put-on??? I mean, it seems too cruel and twisted to be a put-on, but is it???"
"No, sorry, Babe. No put-on. He even had me agree to no goodbye sex for you. You're done with me except maybe my hand. I'm not even allowed to romantically kiss you, either, by the way. A sociable peck, sure, but no French kisses or sexual smooches. Maybe if you're good he'll generously tell me to kiss your ear or neck sometime, but I wouldn't expect it."
I was being a little cruel now with so much detail, I realized. But I loved my newfound power, and I found it turned me on to tell Tom how deprived he was going to be. I guess I had a bit of a sadistic side that somehow I hadn't tapped into before!
While Tom paced, I continued. "But also Master Jerome wants me to have a white cuckold husband, and I told him a lot about you... Both of us would still like you to be my white cuckold husband... If, of course, you can make peace with it. You would be expected to be a bi-cuckold of course. You probably wouldn't have to give up your boy pussy to Jerome or his friends, but there would definitely be oral duties... That's what Master has told me!"
I was a little surprised at how brave I was with all of this, but it was so exciting to lay out these radical expectations for my poor white fiancee!
"I can't believe this!! This is bullshit!!" Tom shouted, and he stormed out the front door and gave it a huge slam.
That didn't go quite as I had imagined, that's for sure. Somehow I had kidded myself that it might be a pleasant conversation.
However, I did realize that the conversation had more than met my expectations in another way: I felt incredibly HAPPY with myself, incredibly proud that I had asserted what I wanted from my sex life, and just laid it out there as the most important thing. And, further, I was more turned on and horny than I had imagined I would be!
With Tom gone, I more fully took stock of myself. My panties were drenched. I looked down and I could see the wetness even soaked through the entire groin area of my jeans!
Now alone, I felt a huge urge to get my big black dildo jammed inside me-- the best thing I could think of for while I was alone! I looked out the window to make sure Tom was gone, bolted and chained the door, and ran to the bedroom.
Unfortunately, before I could jam my big black dildo inside me and get off, I remembered my other promise to my Master: No cumming by myself. Only in front of Tom.
I don't know how I managed to calm myself enough to sleep the night. My pussy stayed drenched without the benefit of any release, and I couldn't keep from getting my PJs moist in the crotch. I tossed and tossed and tossed, and it must have been nearly morning before I finally fell asleep for just a few hours. Whatever was I going to do?



            

  
    My Cuckolding Deepens Ch. 02
  
  My Cuckolding Deepens Ch. 02

            Jerome converts Emma to black only for life, breeds her.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-cuckolding-deepens-ch-02

Title: My Cuckolding Deepens Ch. 02

Author: syn4321

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Jerome converts Emma to black only for life, breeds her.

Tags: breeding, black owned, black only, bbc, beta, cuckold, submissive, black master, cuckolding, humiliation

Series: My Cuckolding Deepens


Note: This continues from Ch. 01. It's bisexual interracial cuckolding, with humiliation. You've been warned. 🙂
—-----------------
Louise got up and moved me to a chair with a better viewing angle right as Emma--my really cute and usually shy former high school sweetheart, now a college sophomore--got settled kneeling in front of my alpha black master, Jerome, who remained seated on the sofa.
Louise--who you may remember also used to be my girlfriend until Jerome took her from me a few months ago-- quickly tied me up. She informed me that it would be for the duration that Jerome saw fit. I nodded in understanding.
Emma sloppily unbuckled Jerome's belt, unzipped his jeans and started to slide them down his hips and legs. Jerome encouraged her, "Take your time, slut. I'm not going anywhere!"
Next, she untied his shoes and took them off. She moved now at a gentle pace, like you would expect from someone subservient who had picked up on the preference from her master. She rolled his socks off and then worked to pull Jerome's pants all the rest of the way. She placed them gently to the side of her on the carpet. His boxers were still on.
"Let me help you,bitch," Jerome spoke. And he slipped his boxers off. His semi-hard giant, beautiful, ebony love stick sprang out at Emma, nearly hitting her in the face. Emma gasped and briefly shifted back on her heels. She was clearly in awe.
"Girl, it's time to get to know your new best friend," Jerome announced for her and the rest of the room. "Open your mouth wide now." And he pulled her mouth onto his cock, moving firmly. "That's right, breathe through your nose. Your throat is going to make a new close friend in a sec." And he pulled her some more, gagging her on his cock, as she had no experience throating anything approaching his eleven inches. My dick, for example, barely went to the back of her mouth the few times she had sucked me. Emma was tearing and gagging, and you could see that this was sensory overload for her.
I was incredibly turned on watching this scene. Ever since I had first watched interracial porn, a few years back in high school, I'd imagined how hot my bookish but sexy blond girlfriend, Emma, would look servicing a big black stud. And now it was reality in front of my eyes! My little dick was incredibly hard in my pants, and I could feel that I was leaking pre-cum. That happened quickly, and I sure hoped I wouldn't get too excited and cum way too soon!
Almost immediately the action recaptured my attention away from my own little dick. Jerome was now face-fucking Emma in harder, deeper strokes. As a result, her gagging was getting louder. It was so exciting to see her used this way!
"Don't worry, slut, I've been saving up for a few days so I would have several big loads for our first night together," Jerome announced. He perhaps could sense surprise in her eyes. "Yeah, we've been planning this. All of us had a feeling you would go for it--especially Tim. He said you really liked sex so it seemed like you would probably love my man-sized cock... I like this, too! So this first load won't take long."
Maybe it wasn't long in Jerome's book, but it seemed to be a good ten minutes that he face fucked Emma--at lot longer than I could have ever lasted. It took him a while, but he eventually got most though not all of his cock in her mouth and down her throat. Maybe even eight of his eleven inches? "Don't worry, slut. You're doing a FABULOUS job for a beginner!"
And then finally Jerome came with a roar. "Yessss, Bitttcccchhhh!!! So fucking good!! Your face-pussy feels niiiiiiiiice!!! Oh, yesssss!!! Unggghhhhhhh!!!! YESSS!!!!! Yeahhhhhhh!!!!" And he pumped ten or twelve pumps of cum right down her throat. When he was done pumping, he said, "VERY nice for a beginner, slut. Now keep in mind, whenever you suck off a black man, such as myself, you have to lovingly lick up all the mess afterwards. No hands... So get busy, your new best friend needs a bunch of cleaning!! Oh... and that hand you have about to go down your pants to your pussy... You cut that shit out! No playing with yourself--and DEFINITELY no nutting--unless I give the okay!!"
"Yes, Master Jerome!" Emma yelped briefly, before getting back quickly to cleaning his cock and--without even being told to, specifically--she licked up the cum from the floor, too!
While Emma tended to him adoringly, Jerome spoke to me and the room. "Tim... Thanks for delivering this slut to me. She's going to be a fine slut to break in. Not sure if I'll keep her yet, but I'm glad to be ruining her for white guys... So thanks, Cucky!! Much appreciated. Glad you're such a punk. I'm really glad. This is so cool taking another girl out of your picture for good. Delicious for me as a black man to do to you as a white guy. Reparations, man!! REPARATIONS!!"
Now that he had gotten his first orgasm, of course Jerome took a little time to gloat and humiliate me. "Oh, cool, loser.. I see your boy clit is hard from this. That's nice. I'm glad it turns you on to see your first love getting started on my giant black cock. I *so* love that this is the second girl that I'm taking from you! Maybe I'll take your Mom next! Ha! I can't believe I didn't think of that sooner!... But since you're a good beta boy and keep helping me take fine white pussy from you, you maybe deserve a little something out of this, too... Maybe I'll let you come a little later. Keep from causing any trouble, and we'll see if I'm feeling generous." Louise and Lynne giggled a little at my predicament, and I groaned into Lynne's soggy panties that they had stuck into my mouth when Louise had first tied me.
While I'm sure they seemed a little cruel to Emma, who was new to the whole scene, she was too busy loving on Jerome's dick--licking up the last remnants of his first ejaculation of the evening--to show any reaction. And for me, everything was incredibly arousing and hotly humiliating. I had willingly set this up and now this amazing black adonis, who outclassed me in every way, was taking a SECOND girl who I loved from me. Not only that, he was taking the FIRST girl who I ever loved--and someone for whom I still harbored deep feelings!! Damn!!! As I thought about it, I felt my precum ooze a bit more. Shit, I hope I didn't come too soon or without permission!
And fuck-- that comment about my Mom! My mom wasn't bad looking at all, and only in her early forties, I could imagine Jerome fucking her, too--taking her, too! Fuck!! That also was a hot idea!
After a few minutes, Emma was done cleaning Jerome's cock, and he moved the action to another stage. "Alright, slut," he said to Emma. "I want you to see what a fag your former boyfriend has become... Come here, Tim, you get to rim and fluff me while Emma and I make out. Get busy." Louise took out my panties gag, released my bonds, and I replaced Emma at Jerome's feet.
It was embarrassing for me to have my adorable Emma see me debase myself as Jerome's cock slave and literal ass-licker, but I couldn't help it. Jerome wasn't going to force me, but just like all the girls in the room, I too found his dick irresistible and rimming his whole ass area was just something I understood as the price that had to be paid for cocksucking privileges and a normal part of my life as the beta cuckold of the group.
Jerome's cock was so beautiful, masculine, sexy, and commanding. It got hard under my kisses and sucking almost right away. Jerome's unconscious knew I was good at loving on his cock. Then soon it was oozing precum into my mouth. Jerome had huge balls and could leak very large amounts of precum without diminishing his overall sexual performance.
I shifted to rimming Jerome and alternately licking his balls for a few minutes. I glanced up and saw Emma was staring at me surprised, until Jerome turned her head to him, and started Frenching her again.
Soon, Jerome let us all know what was going to be happening next. "Okay, everyone... Tim, you keep busy down there, but don't get intense on me. My next load is meant for this new bitch's nice little pussy... as *a* key element of stretching it and ruining it for white dicks... But before then, it's time for the slut and me to get more intimate... I want to get closer and more bonded to help make this night special. The slut and I are going to make out for a while. In fact, we are going to make out for the next HOUR!" He turned briefly to Lynne, "Lynne, slut, set a timer for us. We're going to get really horny and be tempted to stop sooner, but an hour will be exquisite for the new bitch and me."
An hour was an eternity to slowly service Jerome's cock, balls, and ass for me. I couldn't remember ever being allowed so much time to enjoy myself with his equipment. It was a thrill!
I took a quick breath every once in a while to look up to watch him and Emma making out. They looked at each other glowingly. Emma seemed like she was really falling for him. I remembered vaguely a time when she looked at me that way, and felt a pang of jealousy twitch through me, adding to my excitement and humiliation.
Even when I wasn't looking up, I could hear their hot little noises from making out constantly. Those noises from Emma sounded almost familiar, except that now that she was with Jerome, of course, she was much more intense, much more into it. It was "up a level," you could say.
They French-kissed, nibbled each other's necks and ears, put their hands all over the place, and whispered sweet nothings to each other. Emma had always been an enthusiastic and skilled kisser--and it was so incredibly hot to watch her work her magic on Jerome. It was really intense even with Emma still mostly clothed and Jerome with his shirt on. It kept bringing back memories of my teenage make-out sessions with Emma, myself. Golly those seemed like just yesterday, given the intensity of the moment!
It was erotic how Jerome looked so much hotter and more masculine than I ever did--as I compared them to the memories in my own mind. I was jealous of how hot they looked but even more so it was a huge turn on to feel like a sexual "nothing" by comparison to Jerome!
Emma was purring and swooning. Jerome's cock was practically shooting precum for me to lick up and enjoy--and I did. Her leaking drenched pussy showed through her jeans and the room also reeked of it! The room totally smelled of pussy juice--probably also from Lynne and Louise, come to think of it. Wow!!! What a scene!
Finally the buzzer went off. "Okay, slut. Wow, that was really lovely. Now it's time to take your pussy and resize it for blacks only... But we think 'consent' is cool, too, in our little group... If you want me to fuck you, own your holes, and resize you for black guys, you have to order Tim here to take off your pants and panties and kiss your pussy good bye, alright?! So you take a beat and order him or not!! Oh, and if you go forward, I expect you black only for at least a year--including making your ass available--and not to even kiss a white guy, you clear?!"
Emma didn't hesitate at all, she simply waited for Master Jerome to stop talking.
"Okay, Tim--or should I say, Cucky," Emma said to me, "You heard the man. I'm sure you can tell I mean to get fucked by him now, to have him take me black in every hole, to go black only. Get busy taking my pants and panties off, and then yes, you can give my pussy a goodbye kiss. That sounds good also. I want you to taste how wet and turned on I am--wetter than I've ever been for you!! You can go nice and slow while I kiss Jerome some more!"
I was shaking with excitement. I had no idea that Jerome was going to be so fabulous as to choreograph my giving her over to him and kissing her goodbye this way.
As I started with Emma's belt, Jerome spoke to me as well. "Cucky, this will be the last time you touch her unless it's to clean her of a black man's jizz..."
Hearing these announcements from the two of them made me even hornier, if that were possible. My dick felt like a little piece of hot iron in my pants.
Taking Emma's pants off revealed how incredibly turned on she was. They were soaked at the crotch. The smell was more intense than anything I had experienced with her when I was her boyfriend. Her panties were totally saturated with her juices, as I slid those off next. Then, kissing her pussy goodbye, it was like kissing a mouth, it was so warm and wet.
Jerome pulled back from kissing Emma for a moment and instructed her further. "Okay, slut, now you have to mark your commitment again. You need to beg *me* like you mean it."
Emma was quick but deliberate. "Certainly, Master Jerome. I beg you. *PLEASE* take my BBC virginity and ruin me forever for white boys. Make me into a BBC-slut... Take my pussy and own it. Stretch it to fit your BBC. Own me for your black cock. Make me black only."
As jealous as I was, as humiliating as this was, it was even more a dream for me, to have my first love dedicating herself to my Master's BBC like this!
"Okay, bitch. That was... adequate... It will be my honor to make you a real woman and show you the best night of your life... You're going to feel like you were only a girl before now. Sluts [Louise and Lynne]--let's move Emma to the bed. Put her on her back with her legs pulled back for me-- you know: my favorite position for making a girl into a woman." The girls set in motion.
Jerome added, "Tim, I'll flip the slut on top eventually later. When I do, you are going to fondle and lick my balls until I come deep inside her--don't forget! My putting her on top of me will be your signal. Before the signal, you can watch from wherever you like, but stay out of the way.... If--and only if--the other girls think you're doing a good enough job helping me nut into your ex-girlfriend here, one of them will make you cum as you're triggering my nut into your former love--my new black-only slut."
Addressing the lot of us, Jerome checked in: "Anyone have any questions?"
In unison, Lynne, Louise and I said, "No questions, Master Jerome! We are here to serve!" And we proceeded to play out instructions to the letter! We were used to attending to Master Jerome's instructions and memorizing them on the first go.
Emma was now laid out on her back, with Louise on her right and Lynne on her left. Each of those girls then pulled one or the other of Emma's legs up and toward her head, as far as she could flex. Emma practiced Yoga, so it was not hard for her legs to go up alongside her own head all the way! Emma was panting in anticipation. Her juices were visible, and a wet spot was already visible on the bedspread. They propped her head up slightly on a pillow, so she could watch Jerome.
Emma's tight little pink t-shirt and bra were still on. Noone cared. Maybe Jerome would rip them off her at some point if it mattered to him.
Jerome strutted to the bed. Without saying anything, he decided to eat Emma's pussy before fucking her. Emma orgasmed incredibly quickly, which, knowing Jerome, irritated him a little. He probably would have preferred to tease her... But no matter, because Emma was FAR from satisfied. She started begging Jerome to fuck her.
"Please, Master Jerome!! Please fuck me now!! I can't wait any longer! I so badly need to be fucked and taken!!! PLEEEEEASSSEEE!! I beg you!!! PLEAAAASSEEEE, Master, fuck me NOWWWW!!!!!!"
"Alright slut. I supposed I have made you wait long enough. This is going to be the best thing in your life ever. Brace yourself. You are going to think you were not even alive before, if you're anything like these other bitches."
Louise and Lynne murmured their agreement: "Oh, this is definitely going to be the night of your life, girl." "You're going to feel like you've been born anew once Jerome's inside you, slut."
Emma looked at Jerome with a combination of awe and adoration, well beyond anything I had ever seen her do with me! She looked like she was in love even! Even before he has started to fuck her!
Finally, Jerome was on her and sliding in. This was the moment all five of us had been waiting for all night, four of us had been waiting for for weeks, and I had been waiting for for YEARS!!
Jerome did have to push pretty hard at first, but then he was in!
"Yes!!! Thank you, Masterrrrrr!!!!" Shouted Emma, even just as Jerome got his first couple of inches inside her. She arched her back a bit and shouted, "Yesss!!! Fuckkkkk meeee!!!!! Soooooo incredible!! Fuuccccckkkk meeeee!!! Never!! Stop!! Fucking!! Meeeeeeeeeeee!!!"
At this point, Jerome gladly obliged. His strokes got longer and longer at Emma's encouragement--deeper and deeper!
Every so often, he also leaned down and frenched her intimately-- like an ardent lover and not just a quick fuck.
When Jerome was about six inches in and had five inches left, he was just getting past my maximum depth ever in Emma, but also was so much wider in her pussy than I had ever been. She was panting and groaning and writhing around him.
The eighth or ninth inch made her gasp and jerk in orgasm, and Jerome was still on just his initial penetration! "Oh, my god, Jerome!! This is so amazzingggg!!! You feel so fabbbbbullllousssss!!!! I'm cumminnnggggg allllreadddddyyyy!!!! Arghhhhhhhh!!!!!!! Yesssss!!!! Oh, fffffuuuuccccckkk!!! Yyyyeesssss!!!!!!!!! Yyyessss!!!! Yesssssss!!!! Unggggghhhhhh!!!!!"
"Looks like we got another screamer." Lynne unnecessarily observed. "Luckily our neighbors seem to be having a party, too, so scream away, slut!" She encouraged Emma.
To all of our surprise, Jerome got his WHOLE cock in Emma after only about ten minutes! She'd really loosened up for him faster than any of us might have hoped. None of us had been confident that Emma was going to be able to take all of Jerome, given her relatively petite frame. It was intense to see that he was balls-deep in her... It was a scene right out of my most pornographic personal fantasies!!
Emma's legs and hips were spread as open as she could, and she had her arms around her back. She was constantly trying to pull him in to take her as deeply as possible and to keep up her lusty open-mouth kisses.
Jerome took a moment to compliment Emma to her face. "Way to go, slut, you have all of me in you!! Shit, that takes most bitches many more fucks! And even then, some bitches can never take all of me! You were clearly made to become black owned... Happy Birthday, slut!!"
Jerome continued to monologue some. He was quirky that way. Sometimes he liked to comment a lot when he was fucking. None of us were in a position to tease him about it! He pulled out and lay next to Emma for this short speech, letting his rock hard cock bob in front of her face.
"You've come, what, twice so far? A nice beginning! I'm going to fuck one of the other sluts now though--spread the wealth... unless... Unless you offer me something more... How about you swear your loyalty to my dick now? How about it, slut, do I own your holes now, slut? Are you going to move here so I can have your cunt, mouth--and also your now virgin ass---whenever I feel like it? Are you ready to sign up to be my three-hole slut, personally, for as long as I might like, or should I go fuck Tim's other ex-girlfriend now for a while?"
Louise gave out a hopeful moan--although she knew she was not that likely to get fucked just yet.
"Oh, fuckkkk!!!!" shouted Emma. "That's so hot!!!!!! Yes, Master, you own my pussy now!!! Yes, whatever you say!!! Yes, you can own all my holes! Yes, I'll be your three-hole slut!! Yes, I'll move here so you can fuck me as much as possible..."
Jerome slid back into her and almost right away Emma came from the excitement of making her new commitment. "Thank youuuuu, Masterrrrrr!!!! Thank youuuuu!!!!! Yesss!!!! Arggghhh!!! Cumming again!!!! Yes!!!! So. Fucking. Ammmmaaaaaazzzzzzingggg!!!! Yyyyyessss!!!!! AMMMMMAAAAAAZZZZZZZIIIINNNGGGGG!!!!!! ARGHHHH!!!!! Unggggghhh!!!"



Even though I knew Jerome was an incredible stud, it still shocked me that he'd already made Emma come three times. I think maybe one time, she'd come twice with me, but not at all close together. Nothing like the phenomenal response Jerome was getting from her!
Next, Jerome flipped Emma onto all fours but with her head pressed into the mattress and pretty much just Emma's cute little ass and just-wide-enough-to-be-hot-hips right up in the air. He held her hips firmly and banged her from behind. I crawled over on the floor to see the ecstasy on her face and watch the drool ooze from her mouth as Jerome continued fucking her into a stupor. It was such a turn on to see my Master take my first sweetheart to true sexual nirvana---multiple times!!
She shouted out yet another orgasm. "Unghhh!!! OHHHHH!!! MMMMYYY GGODDDD!!! CANNNN!!! NNOTTT!!!! BBBEEELIEEEVE!!!! ITTTTT!!!! Cumming!!!! Agaiiiiiiiaaaaaainnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn!!! Awwwweeesssssooommmmeee!!!!! YYYESSSS!!!!! AMAAAAAZZZZINNNNNGGGG!!!!!!! Aaaaarrrrgggghhhhhh!!!!! UNGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH!! SOOO!!!!! AMMMAAAAAZZZZZZZIIINNNNNGGGGGG!!!!! UNNNGGGHHH!!!!!"
"Good job cuming all over my cock, you slut.... I'm going to pull out now and cum on your face *OR*... Do you want to cum in your pussy and really own you?? Usually bitches have to *EARN* me cumming in their cunts... You willing to earn me cumming in your cunt?? I'll cum inside your cunt only if you swear to be a black-only slut even if I get bored with you--only if you swear to be *PERMANENTLY* black owned and black only! Will you swear that you'll never touch a white dick with anything more than your hand ever again? You swear that you'll never kiss a white guy sexually again ever? You swear that you'll only touch a white guy if I direct you to give a mercy handjob??"
"Yessss!!!! Yes, master!!! I swear!!! NO. MORE. WHITE. GUYS. YES!!! BLACK ONLY!!!!!!!! YYYESSS!!! BLLLAACCCCCKKK OWWWWNNNNNNNEDDDD!!!!! YESSS!!!!!!!!! Just. UNGHH! Keep. UNGGGHHH!! On. UNGHHH!!!! Fucking. ARGHHHH!!!! Meeeee!!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSS!!!!! SSSHHHIIIITT!!!! SO!!! GOOOOOODDD!! FUCKKKKKK!!! CCCUMMMINNNNGG!!!! AAAAAGGGAAAAIIIIINNNNNN!!!!!!!!!!!" and Emma exploded in what must have been her fifth and biggest orgasm yet so far of the evening.
Jerome must have given her about a hundred times the pleasure that I ever had. And I had the privilege of witnessing it!
It was so humiliating and poignant to see my inferiority to Jerome played out in real time like this, and so exciting to see the girl who I had probably loved the most so far in life become his willing committed slut in just an evening. Even promising him life-long commitment to a new lifestyle! So intense!! My dick was oozing, and I'm sure it could shoot off with just the slightest effort at "tipping it"!!
One more promise was extracted. Jerome whispered in her ear, we didn't know what it was at first. Then he resumed banging Emma from behind.
He could tell she was about to have another orgasm. "I'm going to pull out before you come Emma unless... Tell everyone what you promised me if I made you cum yet again-- your SIXTH fucking cum, actually!! Tell them all!"
"Yes, I'll flush my pills, Jerome! Yes!!! You can start breeding me this weekend!!! Right. After. This. Fuck!!!!!!! I'll. Flushhhh!!!! Themmmm!!!!!!!! Arggggghhhhhhhh!!!!! I looooovvveeee YOU!!!!!! GOD, I LLLOOOVVVVEEEE YOU!!! KEEEP FUCCCKINGG MEEEE!!!! YES!!! PLEEEEAAASEEEE BREEEED MEEE!!!!!!!! ARRRRRRRGHHHHH!!!!! BBBRREEEEEEEEDD MEEEEE!!! YESSSSSS!!! AAAARRRRGGGHHH!!!!!"
This was an ultimate fantasy of mine, to see my bookish shy sweetheart become a black owned breeding slut. My little dick twitched and oozed yet more! I now had to focus to avoid cuming!
I think this finally started to get to Jerome, too.
As he promised at the start, Jerome laid on his back, and pulled Emma on top of him now. This position meant that I could access his balls comfortably and easily while they fucked. He had told me to be on the lookout and to tend to his nuts as he creamed her pussy, and I was looking forward to obeying him. I knew it would be incredibly hot for all of us!
I crawled right up into position and got the tip of my tongue going in a teasing motion, the way I know Jerome likes best when he's getting ready to blow his load. Jerome left his balls hairy, even though any of Louise, Lynne, or I would have been happy to shave him. It was yet another expression of his superiority to avoid shaving and make us put up with hairs coming off in our mouths. Neither Louise, Lynne, nor I dared complain. But we noticed. And it aroused us by reminding us of our lowly status compared to Jerome.
As for me being the one to lick and tickle his balls to help make Jerome finally cum... Well, of course anyone's fingers could have been doing this job instead of my tongue, and it would have been effective-- of course it could have been Louise or Lynne instead. However, Jerome knew it would be much more erotic for all of us to have me licking his load out of his nuts and right into my first love's pussy. It would be deliciously submissive, humiliating, and ironic. It *was* DELICIOUSLY submissive, humiliating, ironic, *AND EROTIC*!!
My own dick was rock hard for over an hour now. Precum had indeed soaked through my underwear and pants!
I could tell Jerome was almost ready. His nuts were already making tiny little contractions under my tender tonguing. I had intimately studied my Master over the months, so of course I knew the signs!
Louise could also tell it was almost time. And to underscore the irony of losing a second girl to Jerome, it was Louise--the first girl whom I had lost to him--who started to tease my dick through my jeans. Another love who was now moved on from me, Louise lightly tongued my ear and whispered, "Well, you've really lost your first love now, little guy. Your love is now a black-owned breeding slut, just like me. Now you need to cum for us to show us how much this excites you." So she stroked me just a tiny bit and only through my pants. "Cum, little man, so we all know how much you love losing another girl to your superior black Master."
It wasn't much attention, just a little tongue and touching, but together with her erotic taunting whisper, it triggered my own explosion in my pants. I let out a shout, too, "UNNGGGGHHHH!!!! FUCKKKKK!!!!!!!!! ARGGGGGHHHHH!!!!! YES!!!! OWN HER JEROME!!! OWN EMMA, TOOOOO!!!!! YESSS!!!! SOOO GOOD!!! TAKE!! EVERYTHING!! FROM!! MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!! TAKE EMMA, TOO!!! TAKE HER!!!!!!! YESSS!!!!!! AMAAAAZZZZINNNNGGGG!!!! Arrrrrrrrghhh!!!!! Yyyyyeessssssss!!!!"
My dick ejaculated several strong pulses into my underwear--the strongest orgasm I can ever remember having--and soaking my crotch. It was an almost painfully intense orgasm, and my little dick twitched afterwards.
Right after I came, Louise re-focused me back on Jerome's nuts. She shoved my head and said, "Get busy, Cucky, time to focus on Master again!"
I got back to the business of teasing Jerome's giant balls with my tongue--miraculously he had not cum yet--and after just a few more moments, he finally twitched and bellowed his own orgasm: "YESS!!! EMMA!!! TAKE THIS YOU SLUT!!! UNNGGGHHHH!!!!! YES!!!! YESS!!! YESSSSS!!!!!! AMAZZZINGGGG TOOOOO!!! MILK ME WITH THAT AWESOME TIGHT PUSSY!!! I LOVE YOU, TOO!!!! YES!!! I LOVE YOU, TOO, SLUT!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSS!!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!"
Seeing my first sweetheart get so owned by Jerome, seeing her become a dedicated black-only slut in a single night, seeing her also agree to start breeding, and hearing her and my Master declare their *love* for each other already—it was like an erotic dream come true. Beyond anything I could imagine.
When I recovered from my orgasm and from finishing off Jerome, I looked around at my friends. Everyone had orgasmed, it turned out! Without my realizing at first, Lynne and Louise had come from their own hands right around the same time, and we were all gathering our wits back.
Emma and Jerome were making out in their afterglow, but paused for a moment. We all had a relaxed moment together.
I was so moved. This whole thing had brought me erotic fulfillment beyond my wildest dreams really, so I did what any good guy would do: I thanked my Master.
He thanked me, too. "No problem, Cucky. I appreciate your handing over this fine bitch for me to breed and own... And apparently also for us to love one another! Very much appreciated it. So much so that I might wait a couple of months before we move on to taking your Mom from your Dad." He smirked. "Oh, and of course you have one more part still to play in this. Lie down and eat up!"
He had me lie on my back, sat Emma on top of my face, and had me suck buckets of their combined juices--mostly his cum--from my former lover's now distended pussy.
It took several minutes for me to clean up all their juices, and Emma even had one more little orgasm as I cleaned. Her pussy looked like a wreck. It didn't look like it would ever be right again for anything but Jerome's eleven-inch pole.
"Thanks, Cucky!" Emma said, "I'm so glad you had this perverted fantasy and lured me here to become owned by Jerome, bred by him, become permanently black only and black-owned--and even to fall in love... Jerome and the girls were right. I do feel like I wasn't even alive before!!"
As Emma said that, I realized that Lynne had taken my dick out of my boxer and through my fly and was treating it to some very rare skin-on-skin stroking. The sensation--and the scene--were overwhelming, and I had another huge-for-me orgasm.
"Oh, my, GODDD!!! YESSS!!!! THANK YOU!!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSS!!! It's like a DREEEEAAAMM!!!! THANK YOU!!!!!!!!! YESSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! THANK YOU!!!!!! YES!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"
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I suppose I have only myself to blame. I'm Nick. I'm the 5'11" nice-looking husband in this story, age 39. My wife, Ciara, age 33, is the hottie. 5'6", blonde curly hair, an incredibly cute and sweet-looking face, bright green eyes, and an amazing body--everywhere. Imagine a gorgeous and somewhat petite woman, just with D-cup breasts and an incredible bubble butt. That's Ciara. Also very smart. A little shy, which I find a turn on, too.
We've been together four years, and married three. We are the decisive types, having gotten engaged after just a few months and married within a year of meeting.
Starting a couple of years ago, I began occasionally pestering Ciara to try watching porn with me. I thought she might enjoy it, and that it might help us get a little more adventurous and be a little more excited in bed. Boy, little did I know!!
Ciara really got revved up from watching porn together. Way more than I had expected. It was obvious that big cocks fucking someone shy and married who looked like her excited her the most. And especially big BLACK cocks. It wasn't long before she had us watching exclusively interracial porn. I wasn't complaining. The idea of watching Ciara fuck a big black cock had long been a fantasy of mine and porn along similar lines was just fine with me!
And so it continued for maybe about a year. Until one day I pressed her for another step. We had just finished what had become for us a routine--if very satisfying--evening of interracial porn followed by straight sex. We each came robustly once. And that seemed to be enough for Ciara. And I guess I was okay with it, too. Well, honestly, I probably would have liked a little more variety. For her to talk dirty or something. Or a second round. But I was far from dissatisfied.... Well, *maybe* I was a smidge frustrated because--as we cuddled and even though I knew she didn't like to talk about sex--I did take a leap and ask her. "Ciara, my love... Have you ever thought about taking our fantasy with porn a step further?"
She took a deep breath, paused, and propped herself up on an elbow before answering. "Well, Nick, I was wondering if you might ever get the courage to ask. Are you sure you want to go there? Are you sure you're ready for whatever I might say?"
I paused before replying. "Well, I suppose 'yes and no' is the honest answer, Boo." Boo was our nickname for each other. "'Yes,' I'd like the answer, whatever it is. And, 'No,' I'm not sure if I'll be able to handle the answer. That's actually part of the excitement." I managed to stammer it out.
"Very well then, Boo Husband," she began. "Then I'll tell you how I have been thinking about this. And of course I have *definitely* been thinking about this!"
"I've been thinking that almost certainly, 'yes,' I would like to start enjoying some black cock... However, I don't think I will want to have sex with you as well. I want to be like the women in our videos--especially the ones that are submissive to a black lover. I think it will turn me on to be loyal to black cock and have you be my cuckold... How would you feel about that??!"
And she reached over to feel my extremely hard modest-size penis, which I'm sure was as hard as it's ever been! Still only about 5-3/4 inches, but *rock* hard!
"So this excites you I see!" She continued. "Excellent! Any objection to us starting this adventure? I think I've been waiting patiently until you asked, no? I'd like to get going!" She said with great enthusiasm and a huge smile. "You'll be included some, of course... as my lover--or lovers!--and I see fit!"
I was so excited that I let out a little groan, my whole body tensed a bit, and I'm sure I leaked some precum into her hand.
"So how is this all going to go down?" I asked her, a bit meekly, as I knew now she had the whole thing planned out.
"Oh, simple, Boo," she explained. "I'm going to start dating black men--and of course black men only--and when I find one I like well enough, he's going to become my steady lover instead of you. We'll still be married, but the physical intimacy between us, besides hugs and kisses on the cheek-- well, that will totally depend on what my lover is comfortable with, I think.... And before I find the steady lover, or between lovers, we'll just have to see how slutty I feel--or how 'generous.' I'm not really sure yet.... Isn't that what you would expect?"
"So wow, that's pretty extreme!" I whined. "How long is this going to go on, Boo?"
"Well, if you agree to it, and it seems that your body already has, it'll go on as long as *I* like... And I think that could be permanently!"
My body betrayed me as I groaned and arched my back again. We both knew that was my agreement.
"Would you like to go another round, tonight, dear?" Ciara purred. "It looks like you're still horny."
"Yes, please!" I of course replied.
"Well okay, but I think we're going to do this our new way! You're going to masturbate to the idea of me getting fucked by big black cock, and I'm just going to provide a little touching and the tiniest bit of encouragement, I think!"
That sounded so tantalizing to me, that I again groaned--totally betraying how excited I was by the prospect of our new arrangement.
We cuddled and whispered some things to each other. Ciara also tickled and teased my balls, but only ever so lightly, as I beat off--culminating in one of my best orgasms ever, as I envisioned her getting thoroughly fucked by an extremely hung black stud. I shot my load right when Ciara whispered to me, "Boo, imagine how much I'm going to love big black dicks filling my pussy instead of your little dick! Don't you think I'll really like the big ones?" Unghhh! So hot. That's what triggered it.
Fast forward a few weeks, and Ciara was just coming home from what must have been her seventh or eighth date with another man, since that fateful evening.
It was midweek, and even so it must have been approaching three in the morning, when I heard her key in the door. I didn't really have a chance to get up from the sofa to greet before she was in front of me--completely beaming.
"Oh, my, God, Boo!" she enthused. "I've met him! I've just now met him! I'm so excited from tonight. My date, Hakeem, is just PERFECT for me! I really think I've met my first black boyfriend! He's handsome, confident, a good conversationalist, successful in his field, interesting, a good dancer--and of course--really hung! We danced a bunch, and I almost couldn't believe it when he pressed his cock up against my hips and butt while we danced. But damn, it was big, hot, and hard! I almost took him into the bathroom to get it on!"
"We did go back to his place... I know I told you I was going to wait until a third date, but I just couldn't! He was so commanding! I was going to make him wait, but he said we needed to do it on our first date, or he would move on to someone who wanted him more instead! I couldn't pass him up so I was slutty instead. Can you believe it?! I mean, I made *you* wait to, what, the sixth date--but I fucked Hakeem on our first night out?!"
Ciara didn't wait for me to reply before telling me more. "Would you like to see some physical evidence, Boo, now that I've started to tell you about him?" She smiled at me coyly. I was dumbfounded and speechless and could only nod.
"Why don't you start by unwinding my neck scarf and work slowly down from there, Boo?" she said as she positioned herself in front of me. I did as she instructed.
Right under her scarf, her neck had several large hickeys on it. I smiled at her, and she beamed at me, a dreamy look of happiness. Next came off her top and slowly her bra. More hickeys, especially on her milky firm breasts, and her nipples were red and raw. Then I slowly undid her belt and slipped off her jeans. And this is when it became truly astonishing. Her crotch and legs were covered in cum--I guess from both of them. It had totally soaked her panties. It was still oozing through them, and it covered much of her inner thighs and even some was on her calves. Through her wrecked and drenched panties, it seemed her pussy was puffy.
"Next the panties, Boo," she encouraged me. So I peeled those down, too. I couldn't believe the sticky and swollen mess that was in front of me. Her vagina looked savaged and inflamed, and it gurgled out a soup of semen and her juices... And it was so incredibly sexy to me. I don't think a steel bar would have been any harder than my little dick just then.
"Hakeem said I should have you lick my legs, pussy, and ass clean, Boo... He says now that he *owns* my mouth, pussy, and ass that this is the only way you are going to get close to them is when cleaning--and then only my pussy and ass--so that you should enjoy it and be grateful! Maybe once or twice a year he intends to allow you to kiss me deeply on the mouth--by the way!"
With that she pressed me down on my back and sat squarely on my face. I couldn't believe the amount of juice mixed with cum that oozed out of her and all over my face, into my mouth, and much of it down my throat. It was humiliating. It was disgusting. And it was delicious! I was so turned on.
When I was done cleaning her, Ciara allowed me to masturbate myself to orgasm, while I watched her sponge off in the bathroom. My orgasm came quickly, and spurted high into the air. Higher and harder than I had since I was a teenager! It was fabulous. We both knew then that I was going to be loyal to her on this journey.
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Hi, my name is Jean. I'm a 5'6" blonde college sophomore at an elite college. Even though I battle some insecurities and shyness, I know that other people usually think I'm "the whole package"--both pretty, sexy, and smart. I'm not a "10," but I'm an "8" with brains and an attractive, warm personality. My curves are excellent. My face is more "cute" than "model-perfect." It's better than "plain," but I guess somehow I look a little sweet and bookish. I wear glasses most of the time and look like you might meet me in the library rather than out at a club. If your high school might have had a hot nerdy girl, that gives you an idea about me.
The school year is almost over, and I've been what can only be called "black-only" or "black-owned" almost since the start. This is the story of how it unfolded. I decided to write it down mainly for personal use, but it seemed it would also be hot to share it anonymously on the Internet, with you all. Of course, all the names and a few details have been edited to protect myself and others.
I started the year still dating my high school sweetheart. As a shy girl, this worked well for me since he, too, checked all the right boxes. Rob doted on me. Rob had decided to go to the same college as me even though he had gotten into one within an even more elite status. While I loved him to a degree, he was more of a smitten puppy dog.
Sure, Rob was nice, tall, attractive, considerate, and smart, and I liked our sex together. I even climaxed some of the time, which many of my girlfriends told me they didn't get from their relationships. At the start of the year, Rob had been the only guy I had ever had sex with, although I had made out with several others, during different family vacations or if Rob and I had been in a rough patch.
I gave Rob the go ahead to follow me to the same college because of my shyness, and I thought it might help me to focus on my studies if I stayed together with him, as well.
Then, one weekend when Rob was away visiting some high school pals at another school, my wild friend Allison took me to a Black frat party. Allison had been begging me to go with her to one since our first year in school, but I kept coming up with excuses--such as Rob. Finally, with him out of town for several days, I relented.
I had an amazing time at the Black frat! All the guys were really friendly and pleasant. Several were quite good conversationalists. Everyone was much better mannered than the white frat guys I had met so far on campus. Allison and I stayed for hours, and eventually I got really tipsy and lost my inhibitions. Apparently, I was plenty "hot" to the Black guys, who I think may have been more focused on my physique than whether I had the face of a glamor girl.
Before I thought that hard about it, I was alone in a bedroom with this black hunk Devin, who was visiting from out of town. I got incredibly turned on making out with him. After a long make-out session, a deep sexual hunger developed in me, and I decided to go all the way with him, especially since I wouldn't have to see him regularly around campus. So, I let him fuck me.
Boy, did I get fucked!! It was well beyond how Rob had ever fucked me! I came several times in the course of an hour, with Devin blasting his cum way up inside me twice. I was too excited to dream of asking him to put on protection, even though I should have, of course. Each of my orgasms was more intense than the best sex I had ever had with Rob. I loved getting blacked!! And just like the age-old expression, I was not going back!!
Devin was a gentleman both before and after we fucked. He walked me back to my dorm, and then to my surprise, he fucked me twice more in the bed I usually shared with Rob! I came a few more times, and Devin unloaded twice again as well!
Devin must have slipped out sometime in the morning instead of waking me. I was still sleeping off all that exertion when Rob got home and discovered me in bed all fucked out and the room reeking of sex. There was no hiding what had happened, so I laid out for him how I had met a Black stud and allowed him to seduce me and fuck me all night. I could see Rob get hard as I spoke to him as he sat next to me on the bed, but I pretended I didn't notice for now.
I also told Rob that I intended to fuck more Black guys since my first experience had been beyond the moon. I'm not a sneaky person, and if Rob didn't want to share me with Black cocks, I was ready to move on. I know it sounds cold, but I was young, horny, and pragmatic. Although most people think of me as a "nice" girl, I've always been a pragmatist. Even if I might have to move beyond my comfort zone as a shy person, I was determined to get more Black cock, and lots of it. Previously, I had liked sex but, with Devin and his BBC, I had loved it, and I now felt entitled to more great orgasms like I had had with Devin.
Rob begged me to still fuck him also, and I told him I would think about it. But I never did fuck him again.
Fast forward several months, and Rob has been staying around in the celibate beta cuckold role. Turns out he has a submissive side, too. Eventually he revealed that he had been fantasizing about me fucking black guys for some time. Rob also likes to pay homage to (to suck on) black cock, we discovered still later.
At lunch a couple of days later, Allison educated me that given my new interest in BBC, I really should try to join the "BAC"--the Black Athletes' Club--at our college. The members, the "BAC Masters," were widely gossiped about as being the best, and also the most demanding, lovers on campus, Allison said. If you liked Black guys, they were apparently the pinnacle. Allison confided in me that she prayed that one day she might have the chance to try to join the BAC--but so far, despite her efforts, they had overlooked her.
Allison also said that the BAC Masters liked my type of girl. Apparently they went first for figures, then only required cuteness, like I had, for faces. Further, they preferred nice, kind, studious, quiet girls like I had been so far. Allison looked blue as she told me this, as she knew she was both a little skinny and also probably too out-going and wild for the BAC Masters' taste.
Allison's best guess was that I had a 50% chance that the Masters might take an interest in me because I did seem to fit the BAC's general profile for a potential slut.
Apparently, for a campus girl like me newly into BBC, the goal was to *attempt* to become one of the BAC's long-term sluts, through an arduous and elongated initiation process. I always liked challenges, and this one sounded excellent for the new me! The BAC's initiation process was called "breaking in," and that's what I was hoping to be invited to go through.
To maximize my chances of being invited to be "broken in," I encouraged Allison to put the word out through her network of Black guy friends about how much I now loved black sex and BBC.
I had loved it so much--even though it was just a hookup. I had never felt as full or complete as a young woman as I did with Devin's beefy and long black cock deep inside my pussy, pressing against my cervix, and blasting cum right up into my womb. I never knew anything could feel so fabulously sexy as that. I had never dreamt that getting fucked could be so astoundingly satisfying. It was clear that it had to do with the whole package: Yes, Devin's big black cock. But also his athleticism. His confidence. The contrast of his Blackness with my lily whiteness. His thick lips and big hands. His assertive nature while never being unkind. The whole thing was beyond. And I knew a lot of it had to do with him being a Black man.
Allison was an effective gossip, and events moved quickly. In just a few days, the BAC found out I was looking for more BBC, and a lot of it, and I was lucky after all. Apparently a number of members found me sexy and interesting, and they immediately set about recruiting me--just as I had hoped. Soon, the BAC started "breaking me in" as another of their "white sluts."
None of the BAC Masters made the initial approach. No, that would not have befit their status on campus. Rather, this adorable, stacked, little brunette slut Sabine came up to me in the dining hall at the dinner hour one day. She took me aside to our own table and explained to me all the BAC had to offer, how incredibly lusty and satisfying it is to become owned by them, and all about the "Six Phases" of being "broken in." She let me know how it worked.
Sabine cautioned me that the BAC Masters were incredibly charismatic and skillful lovers--beyond being handsome, well-built, and having huge big black cocks. She let me know that if I started the break in process in earnest, that I was 99.9% likely to end up black-owned and black-only, and if that didn't appeal to me, that I probably shouldn't even show up to my first breaking in party--which, by the way, was scheduled for just two nights from then.
I asked Sabine if my shy and reserved personality might be a problem--as I was skeptical if Allison really knew. Sabine reassured me, no, that the Black Masters actually prefer shy girls, just as their reputation. Apparently, shy girls are more likely to adjust well to the dominance of the Masters and to learn their new place in life, to be focused on the Masters' needs and wants.
I got wet just hearing her explain things. I got wet even to the point where I was worried she might be able to smell my pussy... And in fact she did!
"Jean," Sabine asked, "Is that your excited pussy that I think I am starting to smell?" I blushed deep crimson, I'm sure, and bowed my head. "It is!" she continued. "My, this *is* probably going to be the right path for you! A soaking pussy from talking about this is a very good sign... You hold those horny thoughts. However, no cumming until you are next instructed to by a Black Master, okay? Say, 'yes,' or I'll tell the Masters you have failed to obey me. They might not be happy about it. Say, 'Yes, Mistress!'"
Meekly, I replied, "Yes, Mistress!"
Sabine went on to explain that the Masters wanted me to have 48 hours to consider my decision because of its likely lifelong implications. I awkwardly thanked her, and we parted company.
Fast forward, and I've been in BAC "breaking in" for about eight months now. The way they have broken me in as one of their "white sluts" has been incredible--and I'm not even fully broken in yet!
The Masters have gone about it so deliberately. The BAC Masters rewired me already, just through the initial several Phases, to be completely captive and submissive to Black men. If I go more than about twelve hours without some type of contact with BBC, I start to crave it, and thoughts of BBC occur to me at least every 15-20 minutes-- kind of like how often college guys think about pussy, I guess!
The first night of my initiation, of my breaking in, was incredible. I showed up at their Clubhouse--they had a huge house near campus to themselves--was shown in by Sabine, and immediately introduced to Malcolm. Malcolm was a gorgeous guy from my history class this semester. In addition to being a 6'3" black adonis, he was also incredibly nice, and a gifted athlete, even playing on the school's tennis team. Malcolm explained that he was my lead "sponsor." Every potential long term "white slut" had a Master who took the lead in running her break in--and in deciding if she got to continue, and when she would continue, from one phase to the next. Malcolm had identified me for the club, and he was to be my sponsor.
That very first night of my breaking in consisted of Malcolm introducing me to every Master in the Club--or at least all who were there that night. With each introduction, I was subject to a French kiss from the new Master and some combination of ass grabbing, tit groping, or finger fucking. Each Master spent just four or five minutes with me before passing me to the next. About a dozen Masters were there. It was so erotic how each Master in turn presumed to explore me as intimately as he so chose! I was more turned on than ever before in my life. I was the only girl in the room, and golly it sure started to stink of my pussy. My panties were a sopping mess, and I could feel my juices were drenching my panties and soaking my jeans, as well.
By the time the last guy, Moe, was done fingering me, I was nearly ready to explode. Yet all of them made sure that I stayed shy of orgasming. That was their plan.
Each man also briefly placed my hand on their crotch to get a quick feel of their huge packages, just before passing me to the next Master.
After that, Malcolm spent about an hour making out and chatting with me, explaining more of the details of the BAC than Sabine had laid out.
Finally, Malcolm sent me home. I had an explicit prohibition from touching my boyfriend--or entertaining "my own needs." He gave me a fitbit-style bracelet that he said would tell the BAC if I orgasmed when I had been instructed not to. It would also alert them if removed!
Malcolm then invited me back for the next night and said that from then on, the Club would often allow me to have orgasms--but not always. Malcolm also laid out some rules for Rob, that I'll share with you as my story here unfolds.
It was very frustrating to be sent home without an orgasm, especially because I had some tough news to tell Rob. Rob was not entirely unhappy with what I had to tell him-- more on that later. I could scarcely sleep, I was so turned on.
The next night and the following four weeks of my "break in period" (as the Masters called it), on an almost nightly basis they would let me have heavy petting sessions with them, with me clothed, at their parties, passing me from Master to Master for two hours or so, until about 11pm. I got immensely turned on, as they were so attractive and highly proficient at making out. But they would bring me no release. In fact, when they went near or on my pussy, it was only through my pants and underwear, and only to tease me!
Then from the heavy petting, next I would be required to rim a number of them, about three or four per night for about five minutes each. It may not sound like that much time--but why don't you let me know if you feel that way after *YOU* try rimming sweaty black ass for fifteen or twenty minutes every night! It might be erotic--in fact it *was* highly erotic!--but it's also disgusting at the same time. I trust if most of you try it, you will agree!
Most--but not quite all--of the Masters took pains to be clean and freshly showered. A few were "funkier"! We "white sluts" were on firm instructions to perform our rimming with enthusiasm on any Master who required us to, no matter what. And, finally, assuming they were happy with our performance, we sluts would be allowed to masturbate ourselves to orgasm for the final few minutes of the evening with the Masters. But we could only cum by reaching into our own pants--and we were required to be rimming as we did it! Clothing had to stay on other than loosening a button! (Shoes and outerwear could also be removed--but that was it!)
We were informed that our clothing staying on was important to remind us that we were there for the Masters' pleasure--and NOT for our own!
I was commanded not to have any orgasmic release when not at the Club. Also, sexual contact with Rob or any other white boy was forbidden unless very specifically directed by the Masters.
Once or twice, one of the Brothers was unhappy with me--or pretended to be as part of my training. Then, I was sent home for a break of an unknown number of days, until Malcolm--or someone acting on his behalf--would call me again.
The first so-called "bad-girl break" was just one night. The second break--about two weeks in--was five nights! After two nights without a call, I was distraught, fearful the BAC Masters had thrown me out. The protocol was that they might throw a girl out of the BAC without ever saying as much directly! But when I showed up after the break, they just teased me about how they wanted me to be clear on how important they already were to me... And they were right! I could scarcely sleep during those five nights without them, I was so anxious about getting back to my gorgeous, sexy, and dominant BBC Masters. I dreamt about them and their massive BBCs literally every night!
Overall, this "Phase One" was amazingly gratifying: from the sensuous and near-endless make-out sessions, to the submissive and degrading rimming--and especially that my only orgasms were from masturbating while degrading myself rimming!
The second "phase" of them breaking me in, we were to be used differently. We were allowed only fifteen minutes of sensuous making out, and then we were used as what the Masters called "face pussies." It would be wrong to say that we were required to give so-called "blow jobs." No, we were used much more than that would imply. We were face fucked.
As with Phase One, we were to remain fully clothed, except shoes or coats, at all times. This continued to debase and humiliate us, as our clothing served as a constant reminder that we were there to serve the Masters--rather than any significant way to focus on us girls' own gratification. Not yet, anyway. Although the make-out sessions were in a way mutual, we were continually reminded that their main function was to provide foreplay or relaxation for the Masters.
For example, during make-out time, it was not uncommon for a Master just to relax on a sofa and instruct a slut on how to kiss and caress him! On more than one occasion, I remember spending a couple of hours just kissing ears and necks, and not even having a single mutual kiss before rimming and even being sent home clothed and denied any orgasm!
Phase Two makeout time also was directed primarily to the Masters' pleasure. Sometimes the Masters coordinated not to kiss me on the mouth for several visits in a row, even! I'm sure they did this to other girls as well.
Of course, the Masters knew that giving them pleasure through kisses and nibbles was immensely erotic for us sluts anyway. The lounge areas of the Club that were used for make-out time reeked of excited young pussy juice!
My pussy oozed huge volumes of juice just like all the other girls--but I nearly forgot what I smelled like alone after several weeks, because several of us were always so excited!
The Masters explained that makeout time was highly coveted among the sluts, and it was a senior-level Club decision to deprive sluts during phase two of more than a small amount of it.
After the brief make-out sessions, as I said, Phase Two pivoted to face fucking.
The BAC had created a set of benches for those of us girls in this second stage of training. It was an elite group--as it turned out commonly girls failed Phase One for one reason or another. While the Clubhouse had five face-fucking benches, only three were used when I was in Phase Two. One was for me; a second bench was for this sexy and unusually buxom Asian girl, Elaine, who had also just graduated Phase One; and a third bench was for a girl, Penelope, a tall, curvy redhead who had been sent back near the end of her Phase Three to repeat Phase Two *and also* Phase Three, in order to teach her more submissiveness.
The first night of Phase Two, Penelope was visibly shaken and even crying. The Masters had been on the cusp of throwing her out, but when she pleaded that she would be more submissive with more training, they took pity and offered her repeating the last *two* phases. Penelope was stunned, she told me, at the severity of their offer, but was quick anyway to say yes. She was not prepared to give up on being a slut to the BAC.



Still, Penelope seemed traumatized when I met her! Even so... I could still see that the crotch of her pants looked soaked from her juices, so she also must have been very turned on! That's one seriously committed hot slut, I thought to myself--and with a sexy figure to die for... Perhaps even a better, plumper ass than my own, even... incredible hips... a gorgeous rack... and an adorably face with gorgeous curls.
The other two girls who I had started with, Melanie and Daphne, had been kicked out. Apparently Daphne had been caught masturbating to orgasm during a discipline break, and Melanie lacked sufficient enthusiasm at rimming,
The face-fucking benches were a rapidly adjustable height, and they had a special head support so that a girl's head would be supported while tilted back, while she lay on her back. It was rather ingenious, to be sure! This made it easier for a Black Master to push his huge cock down into a girl's throat--just like in those throat-fucking porno videos you may have seen.
If any of you reading this have been "face-fucked" or "throat-fucked," you know that even if you are skilled, it can be a rough time with a large cock in your throat! The Masters knew this, too, and mercifully only expected half-an-hour a night of throat fucking, every other night, from us three sluts while we were being broken in.
Most of the time, we sluts were allowed to masturbate ourselves to orgasm with our hands inside our pants before "de-benching"--the slang the Masters had come up with as though a face-fucking bench was a piece of sports equipment, like a balance beam in gymnastics, I guess. However, to keep us anxious and unsure, about every third or fourth face-fucking night--and sometimes even twice in a row--we would be made to go home without cumming. It was so stressful not knowing if all the sexuality would include some release or not!
Several qualities made this phase the hardest of the whole initial breaking in. First of all, it was hard to only be with our Masters for about an hour every other night. It was much less contact and togetherness than felt right. (Unfortunately, the Masters only needed a certain amount of makeout time, and they found it most effective to allocate it primarily to Phase One sluts, I later learned.) Second, being again punished with occasional "nights off" was grueling, just as in the first phase; it was even tougher to endure the anxiety that you might not be brought back to resume the course. Certainly, the visits with no orgasms were hard. Finally, even though the amount of throat-fucking per visit was manageable, it turned out that the phase was unendingly long in duration--a number of days that quickly stretched into weeks... that then stretched into months!
We dared not ask questions as to why Phase Two of our training was so long. At about day fifty, something snapped inside me, and I resigned myself that it might just last a year, and that I needed to live with that because being with the BAC Masters was worth it to me.
After about a hundred days, my spirit simply broke. Instead of feeling like a strong and independent young woman, like I had before starting on "breaking in," now I felt like little more than a convenient and disposable piece of "pleasure flesh" for Black Masters.
But in many ways, I didn't mind! Instead, I felt a sense of peace at my new identity as "BAC Masters' pleasure-flesh." Being their pleasure-flesh fit perfectly with my sexual and feminine needs. It's probably hard to understand for anyone who is not also a submissive slut to Black Masters.
Much of my personal ambition was slipping away now that I was so absorbed in being pleasure-flesh for the BAC Masters. I was still attending college classes. However, where I used to strive for As, now I was happy to get Bs and Cs.
The BAC Masters also dictated the sexual chores and sexual release to be accorded my white Cucky, as mentioned before. Yes, "Cucky," was what I called Rob once my breaking in had started. I found out later that if I hadn't kept Rob as a cuckold, I would have been required by the Masters to recruit one to stay in my dorm with me!
Cucky was ambivalent. On the one hand, he was embarrassed, degraded, despondent, and humiliated. However, on the other hand, he was incredibly aroused, excited, and enthusiastic. Cucky was a mess of different feelings! I am pretty sure he would have preferred if he could have had at least *some* mercy sex. I never did even fuck him once after my first Black guy, Devin. Never even "goodbye" sex, never "I'm sorry" sex, not even a single sympathy fuck!
Instead, an hour before I went to my first "breaking in" meeting at the Club, I gave Cucky a "goodbye" make-out session with a "goodbye" handjob--and only a handjob. I also made sure to taunt him during it. I let him know that this would probably be the last time I would ever French kiss him and the last time I would touch my skin to his little dick. My taunts seemed to really turn him on. He would moan, kiss me harder, harden yet more in my hand, and ooze more precum with each taunt. On some level, Cucky loved this!
Once breaking in started, indeed I kept true to those taunts and promises. I never did French kiss him again. I never did let his five-inch dick touch my skin--only a gloved hand, and only when ordered by Macolm.
Cucky's first requirement--besides celibacy and orgasm-deprivation, of course--was that he had to listen for ten minutes a night right when I got home from the Clubhouse to me telling him the highlights from being with the Black Masters each evening.
We would sit a few feet apart in my living/dining area; he was required to have his dick out; and I would regale him with the highlights. This would ALWAYS make him hard and cause him to ooze precum, and he would beg for release. I would set a timer, and sometimes I would taunt him by ending a juicy bit right when the ten-minute timer went off. It was a bit cruel. However, on some level, my sense was that he liked it!
On those nights where I had been allowed to orgasm, I typically told Cucky how just masturbating with my BAC Masters present, my orgasms were far more powerful than anything he had ever given me! And on those nights where I had been denied orgasm, I told him that just being aroused and near my Black Masters was more sexually gratifying than cumming from fucking him! He was constantly humiliated--and titillated!
After the first couple of weeks, the Masters also occasionally sent me a photo or short video clip to show to Cucky as I was recounting the night's activities. This further excited and gratified him. Frankly, he was lucky that the Masters directed me to do this. I'm not sure I would have given him the satisfaction if it were just up to me. Cucky got especially excited seeing pictures or clips of me mouth kissing with a Master I barely knew or had never met before--an intimacy that he was now completely denied with me or with anyone!
It was a given that Cucky was not allowed to masturbate in private or do anything sexual at all outside my presence. He was told that if he did, not only would I break off what remained of our relationship, but he would be publicly tormented using recordings I had been instructed to make of him masturbating to the interracial content.
There were various ways of deciding if Cucky would be permitted to masturbate to orgasm in front of me on any given night. Nearly all the time, he would be limited to beating off while sitting on an opposite chair in my dorm room, required to leave his shirt on, and with me fully clothed across from him. Even though watching him cum would turn me on a tiny bit still, I was not allowed to feed his ego by showing it, nor to masturbate myself. My next cum could only be at the Masters' party the next time--if then!
Cucky then had to sleep on the hardwood floor next to my bed, with just a thin yoga mat as a cushion. Sometimes the Masters told me to even withhold the yoga mat.
Commonly, I was to make Cucky pick a playing card from several in my hand. His odds would vary. I might only have two cards in my hand, or I might have ten! The rules would vary, too. I would always say "I'll tell you the rules after!" About once a week or so, the Masters would cruelly direct me just to tease him, to use, say, seven cards, and then tell him after he picked one, "The rules are there is no correct card tonight. You may not cum tonight!" A few times, to instill a little extra fear, I was directed to do this to Cucky two, three, or even five or six times in a row!
On nights where I was not at the Club, neither of us was allowed to cum, making us both even more worked up. And, remember, during Phase Two, I was at the Club being face-fucked only every other night! This interval served two purposes. Yes, it trained me to get used to orgasm denial, for sure. However, it also seemed enough time for my throat to recover from the vigorous workouts.
The Masters also made it clear that if ever Cucky seemed exceptionally turned on from my telling him about my time at the Clubhouse, I should feel free to torment him by either denying him masturbation--or even by ordering him to stop part way in. The latter was especially unkind, of course. I'm a little embarrassed that I enjoyed doing that to Cucky. Yet it seemed to satisfy him in some perverse way. When next I finally did allow him to come, sometimes Cucky let on that the earlier denial had sweetened it for him.
I did notice that whenever Cucky was deprived for more than a week, in the first few months, he would beg me profusely. I started to find his begging annoying and repulsive so finally asked Malcolm's advice on how to handle it. On his advice, the next time Cucky started to whine, I said, "No whining little Cucky! Master Malcolm said that if I tell him that you have whined again, he's going to visit us and punish you physically. He might do something disgusting and humiliating to you--or maybe he will just punch you in the chest until he hears your ribs crack. He isn't sure." Cucky Rob got in line and never whined again. He did whimper a little, though!
About once every three to five weeks, to help keep him emotionally connected to me--and only following long stretches of Cucky's good behavior--Malcolm instructed me to cuddle Cucky and kiss his ears and neck. However, absolutely no mouth kissing! Also I was commanded to beat Cucky's little dick off with my hands on these occasions, actually touching his repulsive short white dick, but fortunately wearing latex gloves.
I could tell Cucky appreciated this very infrequent and irregular intimacy. He would always thank me profusely, like a pathetic loser, and tell me to thank the Masters, too. I would always reply something like, "I will do you a favor and NOT thank the Masters! They would not appreciate being distracted by you and your pathetic little 'wants'! Just be glad that they want your minimal needs met and prefer you in the picture! If it were up to me alone, I'm not so sure!"
Once or twice, when I was feeling a little more beneficent towards Cucky than usual, I asked him why he did, in fact, hang around in such pitiful conditions. "Simple, Mistress," he would tell me. "It's incredibly hot seeing how aroused and satisfied you are by the Black Masters, and it connects right in with all my submissive interracial fantasies I have been developing in secret these past few years. Our sex life this way is **WAY** more satisfying than another kind of sex life that I might have. Just like your orgasms are better this way, admittedly mine are, too!"
I thought it was pathetic, but even though I pretended otherwise, I enjoyed having Cucky as a beta cuckold to boss around and torment. It was a good release for me to come home to him after an evening of being dominated by the Masters and then get to dominate him. I liked hearing him call me "Mistress" and doing anything I wanted without question. The Masters, in their wisdom, must have learned over the years that us white sluts would perform better for them in the long run with a white cuckold at home. It made a lot of sense to me, as the months unfolded.
But enough about me and Cucky--at least for now.
Finally, after about a hundred and sixty days of being a face-fucked throat slut every other night, FINALLY I moved on to Phase Three as did Penelope. Poor Elaine was left at Phase Two a little longer. The Masters found it amusing to be unpredictable with each of us. They tormented Elaine by telling her it was because she was a worse face-pussy. I privately wondered if actually Elaine was better at being a face-pussy, and they didn't want to part with her face and throat as quickly as mine and Penelope's... Or it might have been that my bubble butt and Penelope's are juicier than Elaine's, and after all, the next phase was centered on anal sex.
Of course, no girl can take anal at the amounts that inexperienced guys or girls might fantasize--nor without preparation. Every slut starting Phase Three was given a special four-week prep break to stay home. We were allowed to masturbate as much as we wanted--but it had to be while watching the Masters' selected interracial porn--and we had to use a series of progressively larger butt plugs to prepare our rear end. They also gave us some pills and a cream to help the tissues in our rear to relax and stretch.
During this break, I truly missed the Masters, but at least I had lots of orgasms from masturbating to take the edge off! And then Malcolm was very sweet and called me about once a week to check in and encourage me.
Cucky, too, had a holiday of sorts. He was instructed to watch interracial porn alongside me, and was allowed an orgasm roughly every third night while I was home. By his own hands only, of course. I still kept it unpredictable for him. What kind of mistress would I be if I made my beta cuckold's life easy?
Finally, the full Phase Three routine started. Penelope and I, and this other girl, Amanda--a sexy little young-Jennifer Anniston look-alike--started it at the same time. Amanda was a transfer student who was reassigned from the affiliated BAC at her prior school. We were to be granted a full hour of heavy petting at the start of the evening again! How exciting, and what a joy! Then, we would be moved to a "mount"--a custom-built BAC contraption that would support a slut comfortably on all fours, so we didn't have to worry about our limbs getting tired. We were also blindfolded so we didn't know which Master was doing what with us once we were "mounted." ("Mounted" was the dehumanizing and dominant expression the Masters used for when we got on the "mounts" for anal sex.) Many aspects of the mounts were adjustable, and the Masters usually chose to put us "face down, ass up" for their enjoyment.
This was also the first Phase during which we were allowed to remove any clothing, besides shoes or outerwear. In fact, as soon as we entered the Clubhouse each evening, Penelope, Amanda, and I were required to remove our pants or skirts. Dresses were not allowed, because they did not allow the Masters the slut-body access options they preferred. Our panties stayed on until a Master making out with us felt we had earned having them removed.
When a Master would remove my panties, I would always feel a sense of accomplishment, and a surge of pride and excitement would rush through me. Naturally, I would get even wetter then! It was difficult to hold back from begging to be fucked, but I knew speaking when not spoken to would be frowned upon and often punished.
Once in a while, I'm sure just to keep us uncertain and anxious, one of us would be sent home *instead* of having her panties removed. This was both insulting and intensely frustrating! It brought on a deep sense of humiliation, shame, and failure. Yet it had to be endured.
Within anywhere from two to twenty minutes after our panties were off was when we would be "mounted" for next steps.
Fairly consistently--but not quite always!--to get us primed and ready for anal sex, we would be masked and anonymously finger-fucked and our clits played with until we came! For the first time, the Masters were giving us orgasms through direct contact!! **YYYYYESSS**!!!!!!!
Getting fingered to orgasm felt so amazing after what was *months* of masturbation-only orgasms. Beyond that, it was psychologically a huge relief and intensely gratifying to feel--at last--that I had been deemed *worthy* by the Masters of being directly pleasured by them! While I knew on one level it was a practical step to make sure I was relaxed enough to be ass-fucked, that didn't diminish my satisfaction much.
Only a moment after the orgasm, an anonymous, massive cock would be in my ass. Not too fast at first, but eventually a hard, deep, and thorough ass fucking.
To my initial surprise, I found I liked the sensations from being butt-fucked. Yet even more than the sensations, I reveled in the feeling of accomplishment. I knew only special girls like us elite sluts--after the right training regimen and the right motivation--could accept and satisfy our Masters with our tight and forbidden holes.
I had never let anyone in my butthole before my anonymous Black Masters--not even to finger it. Now, anonymous BAC Masters were taking my ass regularly. It was hot!
I felt so wickedly submissive that I had volunteered to proceed into this third Phase of my initiation. It was so taboo! And it felt good! And I felt so proud and womanly that I could accommodate BBCs this way!
After just a couple of minutes of butt fucking, generally I would notice that I was moaning and drooling!
Cucky was incredibly jealous, by the way, that he had never been allowed to butt fuck me, and that now even anonymous Masters--some were total strangers from out-of-town, we were told--were routinely offered my ass!
It surprised me initially that every guy who butt-fucked me only lasted a few minutes. This seemed odd for a Black Master. Then I realized it was a strategy. The Masters got very close to coming through some other means--perhaps a face fuck--before fucking us sluts in the ass. They were shrewd and knew that not even the strongest sluts could physically take it in the ass for long. In total each of these nights, it must have been three or four guys but only about fifteen or twenty minutes of ass-fucking... It's a lot of time to be fucked in the ass, really. Anything more than just a couple of minutes was a lot of time, in my opinion!
As I mentioned before, I have a very feminine bubble butt, and nice hips to go with it, and I could tell everyone at my back door was excited to be there. I felt nicely powerful in my seductive qualities, even while it was such a degrading and submissive act. The contrast between the feminine seductive aspect and the aggressive, dominant/submissive nature of ass-fucking was poignant to me, and I got *very* excited EVERY time!
The Masters could tell how excited I got from their ass-fucking, and mercifully they would occasionally give me a second orgasm afterwards by their beefy fingers--sometimes quickly and other times quite slowly--before sending me home. Some of them wanted to do it more often, but Malcolm laid down the law, emphasizing that sexual frustration was a key component of breaking me in as "their slut."
By the way, just like my own masturbating at the Club, being finger-fucked by the Masters was also much, much more satisfying than even the best sex I'd ever had with Cucky. It was such a huge contrast. What's the right metaphor? Maybe Cucky was like moldy crackers from a garbage can while the Masters were like the best lobster dinner you could imagine? It's very hard to compare.
From the variety of sensations, I had the sense that perhaps once every couple of sessions, it was a guy besides our black Masters who was fucking me in the ass. I overheard a few things whispered that gave me the impression, followed by a dick that felt on the small side and/or came more quickly than the others. It did not seem that our Masters were whoring us out for cash, though. Rather, I got the sense that they were trading our asses for favors or influence.



Some of the new voices sounded like older white men. It felt so dirty! My hearing must have been accurate because there was a perfect correlation between me hearing a white-sounding voice and my then finding I was getting butt-fucked by a smaller dick.
It usually sounded like the more self-confident white guy got my ass or Penelope's, while a less confident and perhaps lower status white got Amanda's. This made sense because, objectively, Penelope and I did have more enticing, bigger asses and more womanly hips than Amanda.
When I thought about how white guys were ass-fucking me, too, it would mostly disgust me, and a shiver of revulsion would go down my spine. However, I also got a chill of excitement from knowing that I was WORTHY to be used in the Masters' transactions. I did feel valued!
During this Phase Three, for our health and recovery, the Masters only had us over to their Club every fifth night. In between, we were told NOT to masturbate. It was a long time to go without cumming, but I somehow was able to do it. Once, I orgasmed in my sleep. Luckily, while the Masters punished me for this, they decided that since I was sleeping, they would not make me redo the whole phase nor kick me out. Phew!! Instead, they made had me visit the Club in between two ass fuckings for four nights of alternating throat fucking and rimming, *with* making out as well, but no orgasms allowed--that was tough! I nearly orgasmed without touching myself, I was so turned on and worked up!! Mercifully, the Masters gave me a sedative I could take each night so I wouldn't cum in my sleep and be punished again!
The large space of days between each ass fucking session made those anal sex nights, when the BAC Masters usually made sure always to finger-fuck us to orgasm at the start, *extremely* gratifying!
On about the fourth ass-fucking evening, I noticed the Masters started to taunt the other three sluts and me--Elaine had joined up with Penelope, Amanda, and me at this point.
The Masters teased us about how we had been their sex slaves for *months*--and Penelope now for nearly a whole year!--and *none* of us had not even gotten fucked in our pussies yet!
It was so dominant and quite cutting! It was utterly humiliating for me as a woman, actually. And it stung to be confronted by my Masters about it.
They were right, though! I *had* become so subservient without even having my core womanly needs met--not even *one* of their cocks ever yet in my young, ripe, super horny pussy... not ever!!! I could see it was even tougher on Penelope, who was going through Phase Three for a *second* time! She looked despondent from some of the teasing. However, it quickly passed the next time a Master finger fucked her!
Lots of the taunting was right in the middle of our ass fucking, making it extra debasing!
After doing this for a couple of sessions, Malcolm, my sponsor, took the teasing to the next level with me.
This night, he had me mounted in a private room so we were alone.
By this time in my training, Malcolm had a keen sense of my personality and both my conscious and unconscious vulnerabilities and needs. As he plowed my bubble butt with his 10-1/2-inch cock, he let out something like the following: "Oh, slut, your ass is delicious. I could be happy just fucking your ass and keeping you a Phase Three slut forever... The Club might even let me, you know... I pay half the bills for this Clubhouse from my trust fund, for fucksake. I could totally see us keeping you in this phase... Or maybe we'll subject you to 'A Penelope'--and send you back up through Phase Two again? Oooh... Or we could pull 'A Joyce'--and send you back up to the beginning of Phase One, even!"
Malcolm let me marinate on that for a few minutes while he ass-fucked me silently. Then he continued. "Hmmm... If you want to be sure to progress, you're going to have to make some promises... Oh, about to cum... FUCKKKK!!!!!!!!! UNGGGGHHHHH!!!! ARRRRRRGGGGGHHHHHHH!!!! YYYYYYYYESSSS!!!!!!! ARGGGGHHHH!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!!!!! YYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!! ****UUUNNNNGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH****!!!!"
His exploding load felt delicious, as Malcolm grabbed my hips hard and rammed his cock forcefully all the way into my ass, where it pulsed and pulsed as he bellowed out his satisfaction!!
He had already gotten me off once tonight, at the beginning, and I knew the approach he was going to take to complement his verbal taunting... It was NOT going to be *my* first choice! He was *definitely* going to send me home all wound up and dripping for more release.
Yes, he did just that. He hummed quietly to himself while teasing his fingers along the insides of my thighs. He confirmed that I was dripping wet from my pussy. As expected, he taunted me about it. "Aww! The poor slut is leaking like a stream! Golly, you're NOT going to sleep too well, all excited like this, slut, not well at all! And tomorrow, and the next few days until you're back here, you'll probably be thinking about our black cocks constantly--and I'm sure my black cock especially!"
His taunting made me wetter *still*. I groaned and weakly stammered, "Please, Master!" Even as I knew that he would ignore my pleas.
The rule was that a girl could only beg once briefly. Anything longer than a single "Please, Master, Please do me!" would be met with consequences. The consequences were never physically painful. They were usually some type of deprivation, or occasionally something humiliating, like a video clip being sent to a white guy in one of our classes--or even to a professor!
On this particular night, Malcolm teased and tormented me for what seemed like an hour but was probably more like fifteen minutes, following cumming in my ass. He teased my thighs. He even fingered my labia and inside my vagina. He avoided my clit. Still, I almost came a couple of times, but Malcolm could sense it and backed off before continuing.
Finally, he abruptly got up, wiped his fingers off in my hair, like usually would, shoved his cock in my face for me to lick and suck it clean, and at last offered some quick final comments for the night. "Thanks, Jean. Your ass is fabulous! As I was saying! Oh... What was I telling you? Oh, I'll tell you more about it in a few weeks. I gotta focus on just enjoying you for a few more sessions! Thanks for being such a dedicated BAC slut, Jean!! Goodnight!"
It wasn't for another twenty five days--five sessions later that I was careful to count--that Malcolm resumed the conversation. Indeed, it seemed maybe I would be stuck in this Phase Three forever. Malcolm certainly seemed to be savoring his power over me, by not telling me more and perhaps being responsible for elongating the phase. All three of the other girls--even Elaine--had moved forward ten days ago now!
At this point, even though I was enjoying being so thoroughly black-owned, I was also *deeply* craving more. Just like the guys had been taunting, I was DESPERATELY craving getting fucked deep in my pussy by BBCs. DESPERATELY craving it!!! I would have sold myself and also my whole family into permanent slavery if it would have gotten me fucked in the pussy by the BAC Masters right away!!
The next Phase, Phase Four, was when girls did at last get legitimately *fucked*--as in fucked in the pussy. But the Club had such an ample availability of sexy white girls to fuck, they even occasionally led seriously sexy, submissive, and fully compliant girls through Phase Three and dumped them rather than moving them forward!!
Yeah, it seemed cruel, to be sure--to make a girl debase herself and then not even fuck her properly at all! But the Masters did it anyway. The word was out that this was a possibility. If a hot white girl started the journey with the Masters, she knew upfront that this exact kind of severe humiliation and deprivation was a possibility.
To add injury to insult, if the Masters dumped a slut before fucking her, they also put the word out that none of the other Black guys on campus or in the town should fuck her properly--not for a year, anyway. (It was impossible to keep horny guys at bay from hot girls' pussies permanently, of course!) Other Brothers could use an ejected slut's "face-pussy" or her ass. Indeed, ejected girls were desired for this because they were thoroughly conditioned to be horny for BBC, desperate for the approval of black men, and utterly submissive. But a brother could only make her come with his fingers until she was at least a year gone from her failed BAC "breaking in," extending the poor girl's denial, torment, and insecurity.
The Black Masters loved the power message that it sent to all of us BAC white sluts: that a girl could be required to serve for MONTHS, rim ass nightly for about a *month*, turn her beautiful face into a "face-pussy" for *months*, turn her beautiful ass into a BBC receptacle for MORE months--and then get dumped without even getting properly fucked a Black Master, not even once!! It was sadistic for sure! It only lacked physical cruelty.
I heard about this one girl, Lizzie, a statuesque and sexy blonde junior, who was ejected two years ago just at the end of Phase Three. The BAC Masters found out through some hidden cameras and microphones in her dorm that she gave her Cucky mercy handjobs when not instructed--and even occasionally French-kissed him! This clearly made her far too disloyal to continue with the Masters.
Rumor had it that Lizzie was so emotionally scarred from being ejected that two years later, she was *still* in psychotherapy over it--even though she was now a year into routinely getting BBC fucked in her cunt by all kinds of black guys... though of course not by the Masters. I sure didn't want to be another Lizzie! I heard that the other Black guys in the community just didn't have the charisma, good looks, charm, and cock size that the Masters did. Lizzie was still craving the "total Black Adonis package," only available locally in our BAC!
So, anyway, it was twenty-five days after Malcolm had first started talking about "promises," and Malcolm was about to butt-fuck me yet again. He was my first for the evening, so it was his job to give me the "warm up nut," which was how the guys referred to a slut cumming before they ass-fucked her.
Malcolm remembered exactly where he had left off. "Ok, Jean," Malcolm began. "So I'm going to start off playing with your pussy a little slower than usual and proceed slower than usual. We're going to take the time we need for me FINALLY to explain for you those 'promises' I mentioned a while back before I proceed to ass fuck you tonight. I am sure you have been waiting for this for weeks now!! Heh, heh!" he laughed, only a little cruelly, before continuing.
"Pay close attention. Ask any questions you want. This is one of those rare times where you may speak without being asked to speak. Before I complete your 'warm up nut' for you--before I allow you to cum--I'm going to need your answer to a big question. This will be the *only* time you will have the opportunity to say 'yes' to this. If you say 'no', this will be your last time at the Club and being involved with any of its members. We will also discourage all the Black guys on campus from fucking you in the pussy for a year, and typically these brothers are loyal to us, got it?"
"Yes, sir, Master Malcom, got it so far." I replied. "Unnngh, that feels nice, too, by the way!!!"
"You can end your time with Club at the end of the evening and walk away scott-free, no hard feelings, no worries, no problems... Or, you can commit to going black-only for the *entire* REST OF YOUR LIFE and continue with the Club... This means that you can *never* be intimate with a white man again other than the way you treat your white cuckold now, through a glove and some kisses on the side of his face, when and only when we tell you to... Never a mouth kiss... Never sex, never oral sex, never anal sex, and double-definitely *never* vaginal sex... Once in a while, black men may instruct you to have your cucky white boyfriend or cucky white husband--in a never-consummated marriage, of course--clean your ass or cunt of our cum... but that would be *it* as far as white guys are concerned..."
I think I may have asked a clarifying question, but I have no memory of what it was, and then Malcolm continued.
"We have the resources to keep tabs on you... You would be expected to belong to this Club or one like it in whatever city you are in... For the rest of your life--assuming you make it through Phase Six... You should not expect to 'age out'... Our Clubs are full of loving and horny men, and some of the men will feel a bond with you and want to fuck you even when you're an old woman!"
I expressed some surprise, but Malcolm insisted it was true!
He had still more to say. "If a Black man falls in love with you--and vice-versa--and you both wish to marry, you may do so and have sexual relations, but you must still be offered to the Club half the time, including for breeding privileges... When you are not in a relationship with a Black man, you are to carry on--with our standard restrictions--with a white cuckold... The Clubs can assist you with recruitment... Recruiting white cuckolds is very easy, we have found.... You are expected to carry pregnancies to term, assuming your health permits, at least four times before age thirty... Either the Club or your most recent Black boyfriend, if you are not in the Club, will decide when you will or will not be using birth control... You will have *no* say on who breeds you... You do not have to keep every baby... Quality adoptive parents are readily available to Club members... However, you may never hide a pregnancy nor your Black children's birth looks from your friends and family... They all must see that you are a Black breeder... You will diet and exercise as the Club specifies, with a Club-provided trainer, to reclaim your figure after each pregnancy..."
"Ooooooh!! I never heard about the breeding requirements before!" I managed to interject.
"Yes," Malcolm answered. "You are sworn to secrecy on that. Sluts are only allowed to learn of it at the end of Phase Three, and you must never share it with a soul."
"Golly," I asked. "I can't even pick the fathers?"
"No," Malcom clarified. "If you are married, your Black husband can be the father every other time. He can pick who the other Black men are from three choices the Club will offer him for each of the other breedings! If you are not in the Club, the Club still will direct your breedings."
"Oooooooh! That's so ***hot***!!" I purred. I was truly to be treated like breeding stock! Oh, my god! That was so demeaning, and also such a turn on!! I nearly came just from thinking about it!
Malcolm then continued. "Certainly your close friends and family would catch on with your second birth that you are black-owned... That's not our concern... We wouldn't stop you from having a full and enjoyable life... The Black men in our Clubs will never harm you--nor allow anyone else to do so... You'll have a more fulfilling sex life than you would have dreamed before you started this journey with us--though I expect you can imagine it now.... So I'm going to play with you now some more, slut... and, yeah, whatever your answer, I will take you to orgasm... But I'm not going to take you there until you answer.... I will give us a while--but not all night!--for this conversation... That's a good girl... Moan away... Un-huh! Good girl! Oh... You're getting a little too excited... I better back off and caress just your thighs and bottom for a bit..."
"Keep in mind that while you are promising yourself to the Club and to black men ONLY... We are NOT promising the Club to you yet... You still will have to pass three more phases to have our commitment... If you fail, however, you still must be black-only the rest of your life and have four black babies by thirty, just not with the BAC. Are you clear?"
I'm sure I grunted or groaned in the affirmative. He was teasing my cunt very assertively just then. I was not quite able to form words!
There was a lot to think about, and also I was enjoying all this focus on teasing my pussy for a change. I managed to take maybe ten minutes, and a few highly titillating starts and stops of Malcolm's amazing fingers in and around my pussy, before finally asking one more question. "What happens if I make a promise now and break it in five years?" I managed to squeak out.
"Oh," Malcolm quickly responded. He made sure to play with me more assertively as he did so--intensifying the situation. "Super easy. We take some of the audio-video footage we will have been capturing of you all along the way and deliver it to your white boyfriend or husband, your family, his family, your neighbors, your boss, co-workers, professional contacts, friends... anyone we can think of!"
"Ooooohhhhh!!!!" I moaned pre-orgasmically and also in response to the nasty discipline the Club could potentially wreak out. "Thhhaaaat soundsss terrribbbbblle!" I moaned out. It turned me on that I would be trapped, that my choice would be enforced forever!
Then Malcolm eased off again... "I think that should answer all your questions, Slut... I'm going to gently tease you for up to ten more minutes, and then I expect your decision..."
I struggled a little to make up my mind. This was a big decision! I was definitely making it under duress! But could I possibly imagine NOT having a life populated by BBC Masters?? And if somehow I did fail in the next three phases, didn't I at least want Black men over white??
I loved kids, and I didn't think I would mind if my kids were Black... My family would be shocked, but this is my life!!
Oh, golly, also... could I go without BBC Masters--or at least forgo pursuing BAC Masters--after coming this far? I mean, look how addicted I had gotten to them before even being FUCKED once properly in the pussy??!!??
It would be weird and kind of sad not picking the fathers of my children... Oh, but it would also be **HOT** not to pick!!! And, after all, I could marry a Black man in order to have *some* control over who bred me...
I knew there was only one possible answer.
As Malcolm resumed finger-fucking me one more time--and announced that I had three minutes left to decide--I moaned it out: "YESSS!!! THE ANSWER IS YES, MMMMALLLLCOLLLMMM!!!! OF COURSE IT'S YES!!! YYYESSS!!!!!! I WILL BE BLACK-ONLY AND B BLACKKK-OOOOWWWWNNNEDDDDD!!! I NEED TO CONTINUE BEING 'BROKEN IN.' I LOOOVE YOOOOUUUU, AND ALL THE MASTERS!!!!!!! YOU ALL CAN BREEEEED ME AS YOU WWWIISSSHHHHHH!!!! FINISH ME, PLEEEEAAAAASSEEEEEE!!!!"
Malcolm stuck two beefy fingers in me and up to my g-spot while his thumb moved to massaging my clit, and I exploded in my biggest orgasm yet--which was saying quite a lot!
My whole body shook, and I howled like a lunatic.
"YEESSS!!!! OWWWNNN!!! MEEEEEE!!!! ARRRRGGGGGHHHH!!!! YESSS!!!! ARRRGHHHH!!!! UUNNNGGGGHHH!!!!! ARRRRGGGGHHH!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!! YYYYYYYYYYYYYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!"
After several deep breaths and some rest, naturally I added a quiet, submissive, "Thank you, Sir!"
It was important to thank my Master as big black cock ownership of me became official... And I *still* hadn't ever been fucked in the pussy yet!!!
We relaxed for a few more minutes together, Malcolm and me. Malcolm left me mounted but brought me a non-alcoholic mango cocktail he knew that I like to drink and fed me two of them.
He french kissed me tenderly for a few minutes next, before starting to play with my pussy again, quickly getting me revved up... and then... FINALLY... after MONTHS of waiting.... FINALLY...
He came up behind, just as though he were going to ass fuck me as usual.
BUT!!
INSTEAD!!
HE!



FUCKED!
ME!
IN!
*******THE PUSSY!!!**********
********YYYYYYAYYYY**************!!!!!!!!!!!!
It was the most emotionally fulfilling moment in my life to date... It was the culmination of what I had been working towards in becoming a BAC white slut for about **EIGHT MONTHS**!!
Finally my sponsoring Master BLACK ADONIS was fucking me properly as a woman!!!
I had never felt so full nor so complete as a woman until that moment. Malcolm's cock stretched me, yes, but also felt like a perfect fit anyway. I felt like I was born for this, born to be fucked and owned by black cock. I felt so happy and lucky that I had discovered BBC for myself at such a young age! I heard that some women NEVER discovered BBC--and others only when they are much older. And here I was at only age twenty. So *lucky*!!!
Malcolm must have really been looking forward to fucking me in the pussy, too. It was only a few minutes before the two of us were wailing out orgasms together. It sounded ridiculous. Like a couple of werewolves were losing their minds. I was straining against the straps of my mount, and I could sense my fingers and hands, feet and toes flexing and unflexing--anything to express my joy and excitement. Malcolm was mauling my hips with a super tight grip. We were ridiculous how loud and animated we got. But we didn't care how silly we looked for the Club's gazillion cameras and the likely live audience behind the one mirrored wall. Rather, we were joyously celebrating and then incredibly satisfied.
Finally, Malcolm leaned back and pulled out of me. He had blasted my pussy and womb with what had felt like gallons of cum. Malcolm then shifted my mount and with it, my torso, more upright, and immediately his cum mixed with my juices rushed out of me and oozed sexily down my thighs. I felt like the sex object of the century--and I *loved* it!!
Of course Master Malcom then presented me with his delicious, enormous cock to lick clean. Only after that did he undo the buckles keeping me attached to the mount and allow my dismount. I was wobbly, and he steadied me. He brought me my clothes and even helped me get dressed. Malcolm explained that getting fucked by a sponsor in the pussy for the first time was supposed to be a poignant event, and that he was indeed to be my only sex partner that night. Malcolm even walked me back to my apartment and gave me a sweet goodnight kiss on the lips, a hug, and a friendly goodnight.
"Jean," he said, "I'm really glad you've made it this far. It's my privilege to be your BAC sponsor Master. I'm very happy that you've started Phase Four and will now get to enjoy the privilege of being fucked in your pussy--as you have well earned. Keep in mind that the Club has not yet committed to you the way you have committed to us. Maintain your focus. I'm rooting for you for these next three phases. They will continue to be challenging, but with determination, I think you can get through." We gave each other a warm hug and said goodnight.
Wow! What an evening!!!
Master Malcolm then sent a video recording to my phone that was about half an hour long (thanks, wifi). I fast-forwarded through it to see what it included. It was his whole discussion with me, where he explained my situation while toying with my pussy; where I then declared my loyalty to black cock; where I committed to being bred by Black men that others would choose; and finally where I came like crazy on his fingers. I wanted to treasure it for myself only, but Master Malcolm wouldn't have it. He commanded me to play it for Cucky that night. He did leave out our fucking, texting me that my "first fuck in the pussy with a real man's cock" was a moment "just for the two of us--- at least for a little while." I was touched!
Malcom said it was an important kindness to allow Cucky to masturbate to our video, through to Cucky's own orgasm. Malcolm said it would help bond him as my beta cuckold, which seemed to be something I might like. My Master sponsor was so thoughtful of my needs!
I did as instructed and played the whole half hour for Cucky. I stopped it several times for him to cool off in order to help him make it to the end before cumming. Golly, it took us into late at night because I had to stop it so often, and for increasingly long rest periods!
When Cucky was finally allowed to cum at the end of the video, when I did in the recording, it was intense. It helped that it was his first orgasm in five nights, I'm sure. Cucky sprayed several pumps of cum up onto his chest, some hitting him on his neck and face, even. He groaned and shouted and shook.
I felt so sexy and important and powerful that watching me promise myself to Black men to own, fuck, and breed was such an amazing turn-on to Cucky.
After he came, Cucky reported that it was the best orgasm ever in his whole life, better than he ever would have imagined he could orgasm, even. He was enthralled to see and hear me commit myself to going completely and fully black, witnessing my promise to be black-only, black-owned, and black-bred for my whole life--even if it might not be with my BAC Masters. It was exciting to Cucky beyond his wildest dreams.
I felt connected to Cucky in a new and deeper way as well, to see how he appreciated my commitment. Maybe I would keep him around since he was apparently profoundly supportive of my choices. We would see.
Then, to my surprise, came a call from Master Malcolm. He said I should feed Cucky his first creampie from my pussy, as a celebratory treat... I'll tell you about that next time. Maybe.
Would you like to hear more?



            

  
    Betsy & Me, Black-Owned Ch. 01
  
  Betsy & Me, Black-Owned Ch. 01

            Our journey to becoming completely black-owned.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/betsy-and-me-black-owned-ch-01

Title: Betsy & Me, Black-Owned Ch. 01

Author: syn4321

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Our journey to becoming completely black-owned.

Tags: black owned, black master, black only, black dominance, bbc, humiliation, submissive, bisexual, cuckolding, breeding




Note: If you do not like interracial cuckolding with humiliation and bi sex, skip this story, do not read this. If you *do* like interracial cuckolding with humiliation and bi sex, I hope you enjoy this piece. Cheers!
-----------
"My sweet Cucky," my adorable blonde wife of four years addressed me, as I chauffeured us across town. She could see I was apprehensive and to my surprise tried to comfort me. She noticed that I had just glanced at her positive ovulation test that was in her lap. Master Malcolm had commanded that we bring it with us and, to be honest, I think Betsy was enjoying brandishing her fertile status to me as we drove to meet him.
"Relax," she said, "We're not rushing into this. We have both thought long and hard about how badly we want this. You have allowed me to train you for a year towards this, towards consummating Master Malcolm's ownership of us both, towards us both being black-owned, towards you being celibate and me being black-only, towards me being bred by Malcolm and any other Black men that he may later choose... towards me being bred *only* ever by Black men. You've had numerous outs, and at each turn, you've decided to endure yet another 'step of acceptance' rather than to pivot away from this."
Betsy reached over and toyed with my obvious if small hard-on through my pants as I struggled to focus on the road. "See," she added, "Your little dick knows what it wants! You can't wait to see me black-fucked! You can't wait to take off my pants and panties--to see how soaked they are--and to give me to our new owner and his gorgeous giant black cock! You can already smell how turned on I am! This car reeks of my pussy, doesn't it? You can't wait to see our new Master stretch my pussy and ruin it for you and any other ordinary white dicks. You can't wait to see him resize my vagina for good. You can't wait to see him take my virgin ass. You can't even wait to suck his dick clean after he fucks me the first time, I am *certain* and then again after he fucks my virgin ass... You're looking forward to him fucking your face and your throat. Cleaning his cum from my pussy and ass will be your first intimacy with my body in months--I'm sure you can't wait for that either! But... Most of all... You can't wait to see Master Malcolm *breed* me. You're such a pervert that you can't wait to see our new Master knock me up even though you never have... even though you *never* will."
Betsy was 100% accurate in everything she said, and my rock hard dick and blushing face admitted as much to her right then.
We were on our way to our friends', Ben's and Allison's, house, where we were going to give Betsy over for black ownership, for black only, and for black breeding--and Master Malcolm would own me, as well. You read that right. We were going for the interracial cuckolding trifecta--"only," "ownership," and "breeding." It was really a "quad-fecta" when you counted the "husband ownership" as a key feature. Allison and Ben had the privilege of being an additional audience since they had been instrumental in our recruitment.
This "quad-fecta" was what Master Malcolm required of any new white couple under his dominion: Complete dominance and ownership from the start of his physical involvement. Any gradualism had to be *before* Master Malcolm started to have sex with a white married slut or her cuck. He literally would not lay a hand sexually on a white woman unless she had already promised him such total and permanent ownership--and gotten her husband on board, to boot. It was an impressive, intense, and commanding approach, that's for sure. Malcolm was one of just a handful of BBC studs in our city who could demand these terms, so far as we knew--and it was because of his amazing reputation as an extraordinarily well-hung, handsome lover and an intuitive, demanding Master.
It was as simple as the laws of supply and demand. Nowadays, lots of sexy young white couples craved a Black Master of Malcolm's stature, and there were many fewer Masters available than were in demand. So of course he could command the terms that he so wished.
I was to be owned as well as Betsy. No part of our bodies were to be off limits for Malcolm... nor for anyone Black to whom he might choose to offer us. The only promise to us was that we would not be physically harmed. We could be marked as well as outed publicly. If our careers were impacted adversely, the very wealthy Master Malcolm would make up any financial shortfall, even on a permanent basis.
Betsy was nearly a virgin so far as Malcolm was concerned--and as he required. She'd never had a "real" cock before--never a big black cock; her rear entry was totally unexplored; and she'd never been pregnant before, either.
Ownership was also to be permanent. If--or more likely, when--Malcolm eventually got bored with us, he would barter us to another Black Master for whatever they might agree to. Since Malcolm was both wealthy and skilled at attracting new couples, he had no need to barter an owned white couple like us for significant value. Yet it was a point both of pride and of sensuous dominance for Master Malcolm that we agreed never to be free again but instead to be permanently black owned. In fact, apparently once Malcolm bartered a white couple for just a piece of gum. In that particular instance, the point was to humiliate the owned white slut and cuck, which I am sure was achieved.
Betsy and I had done our homework, and we assumed we *would* be marked, publicly exposed and humiliated--and lose professional status and earning potential. Our commitment to getting properly black-owned was so deep, that we were not only at peace with this, the sheer submissiveness of it added to our excitement.
Malcolm would choose when and if Betsy could use any birth control. Unsurprisingly, for starters, the orders were that there would be none. In fact, two months ago Master Malcolm ordered us to flush all of Betsy's birth control pills so that the first time he fucked her we could--and would--time it for her fertile time, and with her system clear of any contraceptive residue that might harm Malcolm and Betsy's offspring.
Malcolm liked the "shock and awe" approach of breeding a new white slut immediately for multiple reasons. FIrst of all, it added drama, excitement, and satisfaction for him, the slut, and the cuckold to start off with "repo" sex between him and the slut. Second, it bonded the white slut--if not the couple overall--to him more fully and fastest. Third, as soon as he knew his seed had succeeded, Malcolm could start sharing the slut--imminently Betsy--with his buddies, secure in the knowledge that her first Black baby would be Malcolm's own, and not some other Black guy's.
After their first child together, Malcolm most certainly would offer Betsy fertile and unprotected to other Black men for breeding. The fact that we had no control whatsoever over who would breed her was fabulously arousing to both Betsy and me. She was going to be a totally owned breeding slut, in every sense of the term--and so long as I was obedient, it was promised that I would be allowed to watch. It was sublime.
Malcolm had us on a live feed to the Internet--only our faces not showing--as he had first Betsy and then me popping her pills slowly into the toilet, counting up until 60. He had commanded that I eat a few of them just for his jollies, as well. I did NOT feel well the next day, to say the least.
We had heard from Allison that even though Malcolm had spared her this humiliation, he was going to require us to introduce him to our families at Betsy's first baby shower as "our owner and Betsy's breeder." That our families would be horrified was titillating to think about!
How did we get to this point? The same way as any number of other modern couples is my guess: Initial recruitment followed by lots of preparation.
About a year-and-a-half ago, we had first met Malcolm casually at a holiday party thrown by our good friends Allison and Ben. Malcolm liked us as "potential property" right away, we later learned. He was especially taken with Betsy's cute and innocent all-American "girl next door" good looks (blonde hair, blue eyes, cute face), coupled with a pleasing figure and especially nice hips along with an outstanding medium-size bubble butt. He also liked our personalities, and that we were straightforward, clean-cut people. We were, and are, good conversationalists, and while we obviously didn't know many Black people, we didn't come across as racist or stuck up. Highly exciting to Malcolm, we also seemed to be the kind of relatively naive, straight-laced folks who probably never before considered anything extramarital--never mind becoming interracial submissives to a Black Master like him! Not until Malcolm put things in motion, that is.
We didn't know at the time of the party, but then Master Malcolm did own Ben and Allison already. However, privately he was tired of them, and he was not planning on fighting Allison's idea to relocate for her career in about a year. So, he ordered Allison and Ben to recruit us to replace them, as a condition of him supporting their move. They had known from the start that this type of effort could be required of them, and they obediently got to work recruiting us on Malcolm's behalf to become his next fully-owned white sex slave couple.
While he still owned Allison and Ben, Malcolm was spending more time with another couple he simultaneously owned, Vanessa and Pete, and Allison was getting fucked mostly by Malcolm's pals at this point--pals who also put Ben's face and throat to good use, apparently. Allison and Ben were also on call to entertain Black men visiting our town on business and lonely, if they were in Malcolm's extended network. We heard that Allison found it especially satisfying to slake the hunger of a strange, new big black cock in her pussy--especially if the stud simultaneously claimed her mouth aggressively with his tongue. She loved being an attractive white slut to some new hung black man for a night, a weekend, or a week.
Malcolm knew from his considerable experience that we could take about a year to prepare, so he set Allison and Ben to task right away after meeting us.
Ben started talking to me, and simultaneously Allison got talking to Betsy.
Allison told Betsy about how much more fulfilling a lover Malcolm was than Ben had ever been. More than "a thousand times more gratifying," was some of her specific wording, I was told. Allison also recounted that Ben loved to watch Malcolm pleasing her in ways that Ben never could, and that Ben learned to enjoy paying homage to Master Malcolm's giant phallus through blow jobs and getting face-fucked. Ben had even learned to enjoy the humiliation and submission of rimming Malcolm's sweaty Black ass on command, Allison said.
Ben told me the mirror image of the same things. He told me how incredible it was to watch Allison taken to sexual nirvana, a "galaxy beyond" anything that he, Ben, could provide, and how he, Ben, had enjoyed embracing his submissive side and becoming bisexual for Malcolm's "hypnotically enticing" massive black cock. I asked Ben if he was all-around bisexual at this point, and he said, no, that "little white dicks held no interest at all"--only "gorgeous giant black cocks" were sexy to him.
Soon, Ben's and Allison's sex life, as the property of Master Malcolm, came up for conversation when all four of us were out to dinner together, and everyone could tell that especially Betsy was energized and engaged by the topic. My feelings were a little hurt by her enthusiasm, but I also understood. Though tall and nice looking, I'm a bookish man, and my five-inch dick is nothing to shout about. Betsy's body is much closer to the ideal for women than my academic-style body is for men. So I could see how it would be so arousing to Betsy to explore "trading up" on the physical side of things.
Betsy seemed to think it was only fair for her to be allowed to trade up physically. She said as much to me several times. I'm not sure if she noticed, but this always gave me a hard-on to hear about.
Allison and Ben guided us step-by-step. Every week, they lent us new interracial videos to watch before making love. These gradually became increasingly themed around Black domination and white submissiveness. Many of the white couples featured even looked like Betsy and me. Allison was in several videos, always orgasming her heart out, while Ben was enjoying black cock alongside her. Malcolm appeared in several. He was as impressive as any professional porn star.
It was obvious that the videos were orchestrated to seduce Betsy and me down the Black ownership path, but in the early weeks, we kept telling ourselves and each other that it was only fantasy material.
After we had been watching the videos for several weeks, next came dildos that were modeled after big black cocks--embarrassingly, passed by Ben to me to give to Betsy. Betsy loved these more than I had expected she would! It was humiliating for me, but it was even more sexy to see how Betsy would rithe in pleasure from getting fucked with a variety of big black dildos--the smallest of which was bigger than my own dick, of course.
Betsy looked so gorgeous with a big black phallus jamming in and out of her small frame, plunging in and out of her formerly little pussy, stretching her pussy a little more each time.
I was surprised at how deep Betsy could get a dildo inside her vagina. It was only a few sessions before Betsy got "Max"--the nickname for her biggest and favorite dildo--balls deep.
While she started to crave an even bigger dick, she said, she had promised Allison, Ben, and Malcolm that "Max" would be her biggest dildo. Max was shaped like Malcolm's cock, but an inch shorter and a couple of millimeters thinner, Allison let us know. This would keep Betsy "virgin enough" for Malcolm's cock, for "when the time is right," Betsy teased.
It was easy to imagine how amazingly sexy Betsy would be getting fucked by a real live Black man. I started to daydream frequently about Betsy making love--sometimes gentle and sometimes rough--with Malcolm and other Black men. It was hard to keep it from my mind even when I was at work.
Soon, I realized that Betsy was masturbating more than ever. She used to masturbate only occasionally, was my impression. But now, with Max (short for "Maximus"), it was daily. She left the evidence in plain view, and she even would tell me when I got home after work how great her cumming "from Max" had been while I was gone that day.
Fucking between Betsy and me soon became a rarity. Our twice or thrice a week sex life fell into a new routine: we would start off watching an interracial video together holding hands, followed by my using Max on Betsy, followed by Betsy giving me a hand job.
It was painfully obvious that Betsy's orgasms from Max, the dildo, were stronger (and louder) than any she had ever had during lovemaking with me. It was a bit depressing--but it was also very satisfying to see her consistently brought to this new, much higher level of sexual satisfaction. I love Betsy deeply. Seeing her more satisfied truly gratified me as well.
Being limited to hand jobs was exciting for me at first. After all, hand jobs meant I now had lower status in our sexual relationship. And lower status meant I was just like all the husbands in the incredibly hot interracial videos we were constantly watching.
However, after a couple of months, I did develop some ambivalence about being limited to handjobs *ALL* the time. So I tried to get Betsy to have sex with me again. I started to climb between her legs one night after using Max on her. To my initial shock, she gave me a small shove and said, "Absolutely not, Rob! Can't you get a clue? We are *done* having sex. You are my cuckold now, Rob!"
With that, she pushed me more firmly away and clarified for me that she was on her way to becoming black-only, that we were getting ready for that. No, it was not going to be only a fantasy forever, she was firm. I would join her on the journey, Betsy said, or we would part ways. She said that she wanted to become Malcolm's next owned white woman, for when Allison and Ben moved away. Betsy preferred that I become "owned" along with her, but that she had her mind set to do it anyway.
I was flabbergasted, but after I took a beat, I did notice that my dick was still hard and, in fact, harder than ever. I think Betsy noticed, too. Her eyes glanced briefly at my crotch. For some reason she didn't say anything just then.
I pointed out to Betsy that she needed me as her cuckold or Malcolm wouldn't have her. She quickly retorted that she could find a replacement white cuck to be owned together with her in about a week if needed!
I thought a week was an exaggeration--but in my heart I knew it was pretty close.
I slept in the guest room for a few nights, of my own volition. I moped. I drank some. I tried reasoning with Betsy that it was just a fantasy for me, but she was insistent. I even spoke with a therapist, who rightly told me there was no knowable right answer for what I should do.
Every night, I had erotic dreams about Betsy and Malcolm fucking. I tried to wish them away as unimportant, but of course the opposite was true. Rather, they were telling.
In the end, Betsy prevailed on me to stay. I told myself that I felt too connected to her to move on. If I'm honest, however, it was as least as much the *HUGE* turn-on of visualizing Betsy getting black fucked and black owned. My dreams of watching Betsy with Malcolm revealed my true feelings.
The part about Betsy turning *ONLY* black and breeding only black only was something that I wrangled with. It was a turn on, yes, but I had been looking forward to having kids of my own. I had feelings of loss to work through. I was less worried about being denied Betsy's vagina and other openings--I had gotten acclimated to those losses.
Betsy helped me get through my sadness about not having kids that were mine biologically. She promised me--as did Master Malcolm--that I would be the kids' main Dad and Malcolm "their bio Dad." I would get to raise them and teach them. Somehow I found peace with this idea-- probably because the turn on was so compelling, but also because my wife was so keen and set on this path. My wife was determined only to be black-bred. You can't really argue with a woman about how she wants to be mated, can you?? I think I knew that my kids would likely look up more to their impressive bio Dad. But how could I expect my beloved wife to have other than her mating preference?
Malcolm promised her and me also that he would only mate her with strong, smart, handsome, successful Black men. It would be him, or someone else of excellent calibur... Unless we disappoint him, that is... A risk that, frankly, excited us both. Talk about your Master being powerful!
I was also ambivalent about the bisexual aspect of things. However, that was another way in which all the videos we had watched were helpful. I saw how much white guys who looked a lot like me seemed to enjoy serving black cock. I realized that, after all, I probably would enjoy paying homage to black cocks, too.
So after a few weeks of sulking, arguing, and fussing, finally I agreed. I said that I thought I could try being totally black-owned together and her being black-bred. Betsy said that was good enough for her--for now.
For several weeks we resumed our routine of me using Max on her for her orgasms and Betsy then masturbating me. I would ask her when we were going to go black in real life, and she would say vaguely, "one day, Honey, when I feel it's best!"
I started to hope that perhaps the day would never come. I got comfortable with how things were. The status quo was not to last, however.



Abruptly or so it seemed, Betsy started wearing a latex glove when she gave me handjobs. I got annoyed. But she reminded me that when we did become black-owned for real, she wasn't going to be allowed to touch my dick except on special occasions, not even with a glove on. Her gloved hand jobs would get me more used to my being on my own.
Begrudgingly, again, I went along with it. Her explanation was reasonable enough, I told myself. Again, I didn't really seem to have any say--and I definitely could not imagine leaving my adorable wife. After all, I loved her to the moon, and she had already gained my agreement that we would as a couple one day both be black owned!
Also, at this point I was profoundly craving watching Betsy getting fucked by a real big black cock. I craved watching her get black fucked more than I had ever wanted anything before. I absolutely *had* to watch it happen. I wanted--no, I *needed*--to watch her getting black fucked again and again.
I really had gotten fully programmed into being a submissive white cuck.
For a significant part of my psyche--some perverted, submissive, insecure, and subservient slice of my mind--the idea that my adorable little wife, married just four years, only thirty-years-old, scarcely fucked by anyone before we met... The idea that she was going to get black fucked, go black only, and even breed black only was an exceptional turn on!
Even though it was humiliating and scary, I could visualize how hot and sexy my wife would be if Max were Malcolm's live big black cock, attached to his big, brawny, handsome black physique! It was a smoking hot idea! It would easily be hotter than any of the porn we were so enjoying together, because it would star my own sexy little Betsy! My wife from real life would become my personal live-action porn star--and in the scenes I most dreamed about seeing!
The fact that access to this show would also require me to be a groveling submissive to her handsome black Master had also become a turn-on, even though I avoided admitting it out loud. I had grown secretly to love the idea that I would have to make love to Master Malcolm's cock and to be face-fucked and throat-fucked by it, as well. That I might get butt-fucked was a subject of ambivalence, and something that I just tried to put out of my mind.
Soon, Betsy continued to guide me through more "steps of acceptance," as she called them. Apparently this was a phrase she had learned from Allison, as Allison had learned from Malcolm's previous white slut.
The very next "step of acceptance" was that I was made to masturbate myself as my only form of release. Betsy cut out her handjobs altogether. Anything more intense, such as a blowjob, was *definitely* out of the question.
After that, French-kissing, or any amorous mouth kissing even without tongue, was off limits. I really enjoyed the intimacy of kissing, so that was a tough one.
After kissing being taken away, next was any touching of her body at all, including fucking her with her dildo, Max. She would impale herself on Max and also use a Sybian stimulation device with an attachment similar to Max. Again, Betsy wanted to stay "snug enough" for Malcolm in real life--even though she was already stretched permanently from being a useful size for hypothetical sex with me. Betsy ran the controls to the Sybian herself--or Allison and Ben would remote control it while Facetiming with us.
While I might enjoy touching one side or another of her pussy if by magic Betsy did deign to have sex with me, Betsy would get nothing out of it, she would taunt me. It was one of her many taunts about how sexually useless I now was, and how erotic big black cocks and big black men are by comparison. It turned her on to taunt me, and she could tell from how my dick would ooze precum through my pants, that it turned me on as well.
These various first steps of acceptance played out over several months. Betsy would wait until I was relaxed about my state of deprivation and then tighten things up a notch.
After no amorous kissing and no helping her with Max, came a step I hadn't thought of: I was no longer to see her naked, nor to watch porn with her, nor even to sleep in the same bed. Betsy called it, "Cucky's listening-only step of acceptance." I could sit on a chair outside what used to be our bedroom as she watched porn and satisfied herself. Lucky for me, at least Betsy was noisy.
At first, during this difficult "step of acceptance," with no sexual contact other than my hearing her pant and scream, I was allowed to masturbate myself to orgasm every night.
But then, about a month in, Betsy found yet another level of deprivation to inflict: going forward, I was only allowed to orgasm if she yelled out "Cucky, you may orgasm now!" following her own satisfaction.
I protested this measure, to lose this autonomy over my own release. But Betsy was firm. If I did not comply, she said, then even after all this, she would go black without my being able to watch at all--she would get a different white cuckold in order to be with Malcolm or perhaps stay with me (if I was lucky) and go black with someone else beyond my presence, such as out on dates. If I wanted *ever* to see Betsy black-fucked and black-owned, I would have to go with her lead on this, too!
I couldn't imagine missing out on seeing my adorable Betsy finally get black-fucked and black-owned, not after investing in so much deprivation already. I rationalized that I was 36-years-old, and I should be able to handle skipping orgasms for the sake of marital harmony.
Little did I know what Betsy had in mind, however! This phase of my training, this "step of acceptance" went on for months! I got a bit delirious with frustration, actually, and am not even sure how many months!
Sometimes, Betsy would let me have an orgasm several nights in a row. Other times, it was every other night. And then just when I would get complacent that I would get to orgasm frequently "enough," Betsy threw me a curve ball by only letting me orgasm only after five, six, or even seven nights of going without.
I was lucky that Betsy only monitored my orgasm-deprivation through my Apple watch rather than enforcing the deprivation through the dick cages that I knew also existed.
The one-time I deliberately disobeyed Betsy and masturbated against her wishes, the Apple watch did inform her, unfortunately. Betsy deprived me of listening to her masturbate for a whole week when that happened. It was lonely for me and got me in line. Another couple of times, I had wet dreams. Those were only punished by three nights of no orgasms for me.
At some point during all this, Betsy stopped calling me by my first name, Rob, when we were at home and started calling me, Cucky, instead.
It stung at first, but then I had to admit it was true--even though I was only cuckolded by a dildo and machinery so far, I certainly was her "Cucky," fair and square!
Then, to my shame and embarrassment, Betsy started calling me "Cucky" in public and social situations.
At first it was just in front of waiters and bartenders. She'd say something like "I'll have a Chardonnay and Cucky will have whatever light beer you have on tap." The waitstaff would look shocked, and I would blush bright red and lower my head in shame.
It was also titillating to me, the exhibitionist and humiliation aspects. I would get a hard-on that Betsy might--if I was lucky--lightly tickle through my pants. Then she would mock me about how little my dick is and tease me that probably she wouldn't let me have an orgasm for several days because of how pathetic I seemed. This mocking and teasing would only turn me on more, we both realized.
Then Betsy progressed to also calling me "Cucky" in more personal, higher-stakes situations. She introduced me at her last office Christmas party to her gal pals as "my Cucky, Rob... Can you see how cute he is, and why I keep him?" We were standing talking and even so I tented my pants, to my shame. "See his cute little tent, friends?" she added, then revealing more. "I'm training him to keep me company for when we both get black owned soon. If he's lucky, he might get to hold my hand as I get impregnated by a huge, handsome Black Adonis! Afterwards, he gets to suck the big black cock clean. If he does an excellent job, we might let him beat off. It will depend on our Black Master's mood." I looked at the floor but even so my dick hardened even more.
Not satisfied with my high level of embarrassment, Betsy then commanded me to look each of the four women in the eye, and in turn tell them why I was so excited to be giving her up to Master Malcom. "She's going to look so incredible with his huge BBC in her," I told Mandy. "It'll be hot to see her have the best orgasms of her life," I told Rochelle. "Licking his cum from her pussy will be the first time I will be touching it in almost a year," I told Evelyn. And, finally, to Christine, "I can't imagine anything hotter than giving up Betsy to being permanently black-owned and exclusively black-bred." My little dick oozed precum in my pants throughout, and the women noticed the dark spot that developed and laughed at me. I had mixed emotions. Yes, it hurt a little, but it was also poignantly exciting.
Out at lunch with her younger sister and our brother-in-law, Betsy also started to call me "Cucky." The first time they looked puzzled but the second time, they must have looked up the word, as they failed to suppress laughing at me out loud. While I blushed in shame, I noticed that my little dick got hard anyway. That I got hard, only added to my internal sense of humiliation. When Betsy proceeded to divulge that we were going to become black owned and how she could "barely wait to be mated with a real man," I nearly choked on a bite of food but also I felt precum again ooze from my dick.
I learned that calling me "Cucky" more and more and getting me used to public humiliation, including publicly discussing our plans--these were further "steps of acceptance" that Betsy had been taught by Allison.
Finally, after about a year of training, Betsy laid out yet one more "step of acceptance" and training. "Cucky," she said, "You've been a real trooper this past year as I've been training us both towards being black owned. You have only one more 'step of acceptance' before we're both going to get black owned! You have to be trained to worship big black cock, to suck it, to allow it to face fuck you, to allow BBC to throat fuck you. You even have to be conditioned so that you are comfortable cumming when you're sucking on BBC or being face- and throat-fucked by it. Malcolm tells me he will probably ass-fuck you before long so that you fully understand your low status, but he wants to be the first person or thing to enter and claim your rear hole, so it isn't a preparatory step."
"Because you're completely new to sucking cock, Malcolm requires you to be trained up before he can be bothered to claim us as his pets," Betsy continued. "For however many days it takes, he's going to send his friends and associates over here to train you on worshipping BBC... This 'step of acceptance' will continue until you can deepthroat a BBC and also happily cum while doing so... And it starts in ten minutes!"
My training as a BBC face slut and throat slut went surprisingly smoothly. I was eager, and I could tell it went a lot faster than my wife or Master Malcolm were expecting. I'm embarrassed to admit it, but I enjoyed it quite a bit!
Betsy noticed how well I took to worshiping big black cocks, and before long she was teasing me that I was her "secretly gay Cucky" because I seemed to have my best orgasms of all time with a black dick deep in my throat and gagging me.
After a mere three weeks of my sucking BBC and being aggressively throat fucked, Betsy and I found ourselves in the car at last, on our way to Allison's and Ben's and ready to be claimed by Master Malcolm. "Claiming" is what Master called it, the event and process when he would finally take ownership of us.
Finally, after about a year of preparation and countless "steps of acceptance," I was going to get to see Betsy consummated into total Black ownership. She would be taken to sexual nirvana and *fully* claimed by our amazing, gorgeous, and potentially permanent Black Master Malcolm. He would almost certainly breed her in this first encounter. And my own ownership would be consummated through cock sucking and pussy cleaning--as well as my lips and tongue cleaning both Betsy's and Malcolm's asses. I was almost shaking with anxiety, anticipation, humiliation, and excitement.
Would you like to hear what happened when we arrived?
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Author's caution: This story is interracial cuckolding with humiliation and explicit bisexuality. Skip it, please, if you do not like any of these concepts. Thanks.
----
I'm writing this for you all in Literotica mainly so that I never forget it.
I'm John. My girlfriend is Sally.
I had long had an interracial porn fetish, including all kinds of fantasies, but mostly involving big black cocks and white women--and including progressively more extreme cuckolding fantasies. The biggest turn on for me was when a white couple ended up with the girlfriend or wife becoming completely black only and even black owned.
Of course this wasn't something I could just spring on Sally early in our relationship. I waited until several months in. Until after one evening when I noticed her eying a handsome black guy at a club. Soon after that, I took the bold leap of seeing if she had any interest in porn. To my delighted amazement, she shyly admitted she did--but she was too shy to admit what kind. She agreed that I could rent some for us to enjoy together and "see how it goes."
I started small. Some basic white-on-white porn, and with simple, gentle plots that seemed non-threatening to me. She did get a little turned on, and so did I, and our sex improved a bit.
From there, I gradually took some more chances. For instance, finding some group sex and swinging videos for us to enjoy. We both liked those two.
Eventually, as I had long intended, I showed her interracial porn. Wow, did this light her up! I never knew or imagined my shy girlfriend could get so horny! It was impossible for her to hide the much greater effect the interracial porn had on her, so we started opening up about our fantasies.
I soon admitted that I had long been fascinated by giant black cocks together with white women, and even by the cuckolding kink, including humiliation and "black ownership." Sally did a little reading and then even confessed to me that the whole idea of becoming black only and black owned is a turn on for her--even while maintaining a white guy cuckold to watch and dote on her.
To her and to me, "black owned" means that white woman--and likely her white cuckold, too--are under the total control of a Black man, woman, or group. It's a greater level of life and sexual commitment for white people than simply the woman deciding only to have sex with blacks. It's "next level," so to speak.
We laughed and joked about how compatible our fantasies are and whether somehow we sensed this unconsciously when we started dating--as improbable as that could be. She also teased me that I could never handle it in real life-- and I teased her back that she would probably just faint from fear in the presence of a real BBC.
It was terrific fodder for our love life and for us kidding around and growing closer. Who knew if Sally would ever try a BBC, much less ever become black only or black owned? Even so, it was great to have this added dimension to our love life together.
In addition to having a compatible fantasy life, Sally is the so-called "total package" all around, and I was starting to think--and hope--that she might be the one for me, that maybe we would eventually get married. She was a little on the tall side for me, matching my 5'11", but she was so smart, fun, and gorgeous, I was okay with this one "imperfection," so to speak.
Also, despite her height, Sally was still kind of a petite girl, just with really long legs and beautiful D-cup breasts! Her flowing blonde curls are fabulous, as are her blue eyes and sweet smile. She has feminine petite shoulders, a small waist, nice wide hips for welcoming a fellow in, and a sweet, medium-sized bubble butt. A perfect feminine form.
It was not hard to visualize Sally taking on a perfectly formed big black Adonis, especially with those generous hips of hers.
Despite being gorgeous, Sally still has a shy side to her, and is usually a quiet girl.
We did eventually progress from us fantasizing about Sally being with a BBC to my using a big black dildo on her. I bought one, and one day when she was especially amorous after some porn, I took a chance bringing it out of my dresser. She squealed in excitement and fear both, and at first said no. But after I got her to play with it for a few minutes in her hands, and reminded her that I would go as slow as she wanted me to with it, she relented.
The dildo was modeled after the porn star Mandingo, whom Sally had seemed to really enjoy watching in action. To our shared amazement, she got it about half way in on the first thrust. After about ten minutes, I had it three quarters of the way in, and she had orgasmed twice! Another five or ten minutes, and Sally had the dildo balls deep and was thrashing her way to a third screaming and screeching orgasm--the biggest I had ever seen her have! She even went limp afterwards and drooled out of the side of her mouth. I don't think I'll ever forget the contented, fully-sated look I saw on her for the first time that night--but since then I have seen it often repeated.
Needless to say, that Mandingo dildo became a regular fixture, and I even had to remind Sally to fuck me also once in a while!
Within a few weeks, Sally barely fucked me at all. She teased me--or maybe she was serious, looking back now--that I should get used to only getting hand jobs or being made to masturbate. In fact, it seemed to especially turn us both on if she would refuse me any touching, and I would have to beat off in front of her--but only after I had used her big dildo, "Max," on her.
Once a month, Sally would still fuck me. Just to maintain our bond, she said.
Maybe half a year passed in this routine for us. Very little fucking between us, and Sally enjoying her giant black dildo "Max" several times a week. I think part of me hoped things would stay like this, while another part knew it was unlikely--and I even fantasized about things progressing.
Then, on a Saturday about ten days ago, we were at a house party being thrown by a college pal of mine, Roy. He's a nice guy, though not someone I happened to be super close with. The key events started a couple of hours into the party. It was progressing as a really fun evening so far for both Sally and me, and at times we were each mingling separately. I'm an extrovert and not insecure, so it worked for me. Sally enjoyed a little extra male attention now and again.
Still, I was surprised when Sally came up to me and pulled me aside. "John," she said, "I met the most interesting guy. Craig. You see him over in that corner--the tall black guy?"
I nodded in confirmation, giving Sally a chance to continue.
"We were dancing and flirting a bit just now, and he brazenly put my hand on his privates before I pulled away to come over here."
"Go on," I told her.
"It was hard and HUGE, John! I couldn't believe it! Just like we've been fantasizing about! And he's a pretty nice guy, to boot." Sally added.
Well, I knew Craig. He was not and is not a particularly nice guy.
Craig and I went to high school together, and he came to the same college for a year before transferring. In fact, Craig is pretty much just an ordinary guy--who likes to get laid, especially by gorgeous women like my girlfriend. Like all of us, he'll do his best to give the impression of "niceness" when it seems useful. I could hardly fault him. I do the same!
I explained this to Sally and she looked a little disappointed... until, that is, I added, "But, he's also not a bad guy. And we might as well get you black fucked--and maybe even black owned--by a decent enough guy, whom I've known a long time. Why don't you tell him about how we are thinking about getting ourselves on a 'certain' sexual path, and see if he'd like to come home with us tonight?"
Sally gave a small squeal of excitement, a little jump, and kissed me with a quick peck. "Terrific, Boo!" she exclaimed. "I'll be back!"
She practically ran back over to Craig and pulled him abruptly from some people he was chatting with. They talked together for several minutes while I watched from across the room. Craig was facing me. He kept nodding at Sally and smiling, occasionally touching her face or arm, or holding her hand. He glanced in my direction perhaps once.
Like when we were younger, Craig is still not much to look at, besides being big and black. His face is a bit misshapen--some might think him ugly even. But he can have a certain charm, and Sally seemed enthralled. Her posture and gaze did not once wander from being focused completely on Craig.
After several minutes, Craig led Sally to sit down with him on a sofa. Perhaps strategically chosen so I could easily watch from across the room. They chatted for but another minute before Craig pulled Sally's head close to his and he started French kissing her. She eagerly returned his kisses, using one hand to caress his head and another his body. They proceeded to make out for what felt to me like a week but realistically was probably half an hour, max. Several people seemed to notice. Some stared. I'm sure some remembered that Sally had come to the party with me, her white boyfriend. Sally's actions proved that she certainly didn't care if I might feel humiliated. Maybe she knew this would turn me on, or maybe she just didn't care.
Their making out gradually got more daring. Craig started with caressing Sally's breasts, first through her shirt and then up underneath it. A few minutes after that, he had a hand up her skirt and was obviously playing with her pussy. Sally stroked Craig's cock through his pants initially and then later through his unzipped fly.
They started taking more breaks from frenching to whisper to each other, and finally they got up in tandem from the sofa and walked straight to me.
"Hey, John," Craig started. "Nice to see you, man. I want to thank you for introducing Sally to interracial and getting her ready to go black. Way to go, man!" And he slapped me on the shoulder with a friendly smile.
Sally spoke next. "John, Boo," she said. "I'm guessing you've enjoyed watching Craig and me get started. I'm so glad! Look at your cute little boner in your pants, and you're all flushed!"
She leaned over and gave my hard-on a playful little poke.
"As you can tell, I'm at last ready to go black for real. I'm so glad we met Craig! He's quite dominant, and he says that if I want to fuck him--and I do--it's got be within the next few minutes, before we leave the party. There's a bedroom in the back that we can borrow, and we intend to! I'm allowed to give you a kiss goodbye now, but that's going to be your last kiss on the mouth so long as Craig and I are involved with each other at all. He's instructed me on this. I really want him and am not inclined to quibble--since being denied will probably turn you on anyway!"
I'm sure I looked dumbfounded while I listened slack-jawed and speechless as Sally continued to explain.
"I'm no longer going to be touching you sexually at all, John," she added. "I suppose I might feel bad for you, but I have a feeling this will play right into your fantasies, finally, Boo!"
"There are a few other things, cucky." Craig switched from calling me "man" to "cucky" now I noticed. "Your mistress, Sally, and your likely new master--myself--think that she should spell it out, though."
"What?!? What's this about 'mistress' and 'master'?" I whined, even though I should have seen it coming.
"Yes, cucky. If you're going to stay in the picture, you're probably going to need to get used to calling me 'Master,' 'Sir,' or you can use those as prefixes for my name, and go with 'Master Craig' or 'Sir Craig,' if you like... assuming Sally and I really enjoy our fucking tonight and choose to continue. If you fail to, you will receive discipline that I determine. Nothing permanently damaging, typically, but you won't like it. Of course, you will always be able to opt out of discipline, but then Sally will be obligated to choose between us. You should know that little white cucky dicks usually lose that contest... Do you follow?"
"Yes, Sir," I said. I didn't want to be on the wrong side of Sally's bull, that was for sure. He was a lot bigger than me, and I very much wanted to stay in her--and now "their"--life.
"Good! Now Sally has some more to lay out for you, wimp," Craig added.
"Yes, Boo," Sally added. "There are a few other key things you should know. First, I'm going to be the seventh white girl that Craig has blacked since he started a few years ago. None of them went back to white, we both want you to know. He would have done more, he tells me, but usually he only bothers with really hot girls--like me--and he fancies focusing on each one for several months. They all stayed with Craig until he was bored of them. Two are still his girlfriends. All of them were immediately black only--and all became black owned. Craig says I'll be swearing to be black only by the end of the night, maybe even within minutes of his first fucking me.... Second, if you do decide to continue to be involved with me--and therefore accept Craig as your Master, too--you are also expected to be a slave to his cock. You are going to have to suck him between fucks, to clean him off, get him hard, or whatever he would like. He may even fuck you in your ass to help you know your place."
Sally took a brief pause for me to absorb all of that, and then poked my rock hard dick again with a giggle.
"Ha!" she chortled. "Still hard! Even harder, I think! I'm not surprised!"
Then, Sally added. "To continue to lay things out for you... For the past couple of years, Craig's been doing this with the boyfriends or husbands, making them his cock slaves, and all the cucks want now is to watch the women get fucked or to suck black cock themselves. One guy also begs to get ass fucked. Even if you offer the cucks pussy instead, they'll go for the big black cock... So you should be ready to get turned gay. I can see from your bigger than ever tent in your pants that this turns you on. Excellent, cucky!"
I let out an involuntary groan, this was all so exciting to me!
"Oh, and a third thing," Sally continued. "How could I forget? If this all goes well for the next few months, yes, I will marry you. It sure looks like it will be a celibate marriage, but you'll have the sex life that you've secretly dreamed of, and in a bit of time--whenever Craig decides he's ready--you'll get to lick his nuts as he explodes into my fertile pussy and womb, and knocks me up with my first baby--who will be yours to raise. Naturally, if I stay black only and become black owned, all my babies will be black... And it will be the black owners deciding how many I have--we have--not you and me... Craig has other things planned to debase and humiliate us, he tells me, but these are the highlights that sometimes scare people off... But I'm okay with them... They are totally in line with my own fantasies at this point, having watched so much porn with you and talked about it together so long." She omitted mentioning her big black dildo. Maybe she didn't want Craig to hear about it.
"John," Craig jumped in. "None of this has anything to do with you personally, except maybe that if I didn't like you and find you a little bit feminine, I wouldn't want you sucking on my dick, and it would disgust me that I might have to ass fuck you into submission. Really, it's that Sally just turns me on a lot, and this is what I like to do with any white girl as hot as she is, and her cucky. It's all part of my attitude in seeking personal gratification and racial reparations, is all. And, man, your Sally is F-I-N-E!! Do you have any questions, cucky?"
"No Master, Sir Master Craig," I stammered out sheepishly.
"Here's your goodbye kiss, then, Boo!" Sally said next. And she gave me a short and only modestly sensuous kiss on the lips.
"Oh... Next, you have to take Craig's cock out here in this corner of the party room and suck on it for thirty seconds-- and lovingly... Since Black cock is the only thing you'll be kissing from now on, you have to prove to us that you can do that!"
I was dumbfounded but knew I needed to obey. I somehow managed to sink to my knees. Craig's fly was unzipped, but his huge cock could not make it through the fly.
He boomed from above me, "This cock isn't going to free itself, boy. Undo my pants, cuck."
As soon as I did, and Craig's giant black cock stared me in the face, I understood why Sally and I were both under this spell. It was amazing. It was simply the most gorgeous, strongest, sexiest, and most arousing piece of human anatomy I could imagine. About ten inches straight. Perfectly consistent thickness the whole length. Rod hard. Dark chocolate colored, with maybe a tinge of purple at the tip of his plum-sized glans. Pre-cum dripping, presumably from their make-out session. Balls nearly each the size of a plump lemon. It all looked delicious. I was salivating.
No one had to pull me toward it. I scooted forward on my knees, opened my mouth as wide as possible, and leaned into it.
I was immediately in love! If I had known sucking a big black cock would be so satisfying to me, I would have started years ago. Who knew? I guess Sally and Craig did. I sucked, kissed, licked.
I was thrilled to think that this marvelous man meat might be in my life routinely. I hoped Craig was gayer than he let on!
I guess thirty seconds flew by because soon Craig pulled me to my feet and put his cock away.
"Decent work for a beginner, cuck," Craig said. "And certainly it looks like you found your next love! But there will be lots more time for that later... Now, I'm going to take Sally's true virginity... You may wait outside the door and listen. I will call for you if I decide I would like your assistance... Oh, and no beating off unless and until I say so. Don't even touch your dicklet!"
He took Sally's hand and they left me for the bedroom.
Would you like to hear what happened next?
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Now the story...
--------------------------
Ten minutes after gaining my agreement to her becoming Ice's "main girl," Emily changed into a cute, tight-fitting outfit--a tight little green dress suitable for our summer weather--and left me to go to his place. "Don't wait up," she said, on her way out. "I probably won't be home until near sunup. This will be Ice's and my first leisurely fucking since our reunion started last week! Knowing that you are home thinking about it is going to make it even hotter for me!"
She wasn't kidding, I knew. And I didn't wait up. I beat off a couple of times before taking a sleeping aid to knock me out. Around nine AM the next day, a Saturday, I got a text from Emily. "Hi, cucky!" it said. "Thank you SOOO much! I'm getting the best fucking EVER! I'll see you Sunday evening! Thanks for understanding!"
This was followed by some pictures and short videos. These were the first that I had ever seen of Emily with Ice--or of Ice at all.
The pictures and videos were amazingly hot, easily rivaling any of the prior photos and videos from any of Emily's other black lovers that I had ever seen.
Ice was huge! His whole body, not just his big black cock--although of course that was huge as well!
Ice must have been 6'3" or 6'4". He was extremely well-muscled. As Emily had said, his face wasn't especially handsome. He had rugged good looks. He had rather African features that suggested less of the genetic melting pot that has occurred in the U.S. and more pure African genetic heritage. He was correspondingly a dark brown color. His hard cock was a thing of raw power and beauty, as long foretold and expected. It was ramrod straight and looked to be every bit of the eleven inches Emily had told me about, if not a little longer. It was a gorgeous medium thickness. The kind of cock that would probe deep and stretch a vagina but without threatening to rip it open--was the thought that came to mind. For some women, it would likely probe through all the way to their womb, it occurred to me. I imagined that indeed it reached well into Emily's womb.
It made my little hardon leak nearly a squirt of precum in my pants to think about how much further Ice's cock would get up inside Emily than my meager five-incher ever, every could. What a turn on! My mouth also watered at how good Ice's cock should feel once I eventually got it jammed down my throat.
Ice was either bald or his head shaved, and it suited him. He looked neither friendly nor menacing. He looked like a serious man focused on his lover.
My slight, petite blonde wife entwined with him in various sexual positions was a sight to behold.
Emily knew I especially got turned on from seeing her making out, so she had sent me a lot of photos and video clips of her french kissing Ice. Also there were several of Ice with his cock balls deep in her as they french kissed--in three different sex positions, I noticed: missionary, cowgirl, and spooning but with her head turned back so she could receive his tongue in her mouth.
My absolute favorite thing in the world was to watch Emily French kiss a black stud while he is balls deep. She always looked in love but knowing that it was with a man whom she really did love was so much the hotter.
Hottest of all were the video clips where Emily professed her love for Ice and how he owned her. She shouted multiple exciting variations of "Yesss!!! I looooove you!! I looove you sooo much, Ice!! You own meee!!! You own my pussy!!! I'm only yours!! Arrrggghhhh!!!"
I beat off three times on Saturday before sleeping fitfully one more night alone at our apartment. My cums were intense. It wasn't lost on me that my cums felt even more intense than when I had sex with a woman! I was truly becoming more and more of a cuckold!
When Emily came home late Sunday afternoon, she was more of a disheveled mess than I had ever seen her--and she had come home a mess many times over the past few years!
Emily's hair had cum caked in it. And her face had a fresh load of cum dripping from it--apparently Ice shot a load on her face right before sending her home to me. Her shorts looked like she had peed herself, but it was simply that the combined juices from her fucking Ice were still oozing from her pussy in quantity.
"Emily!" I started. "Oh, my God! You look amazing! You look like you got the fucking of the Millenium!"
"I did, cucky!" she replied. "Oh, wow! It was so incredible! Ice had his cock hard inside me almost continuously from the time I got there two days ago until ten minutes ago! It was so incredible! I've never seen him so insatiable! Apparently he saved it up all week for me. Also, he said he's really been missing me, and he is just so excited to have me as his lover again... Apparently, for whatever his shortcomings, he says I'm his favorite girl EVER! Can you believe that!? That stud is more turned onto me than anyone else EVER?!! It's unreal!! He even said the 'L' word to me a couple of times!!"
"You sure he's not putting you on a little bit, Em?" I suggested.
"No... I don't think so. If a man's dick stays hard for you pretty much constantly for a whole weekend, I think a girl can believe that she's actually his favorite! Oh my gosh!" she said. "Also, hot black studs like Ice are not known to throw the 'L' word around lightly--no, not at all! But before I talk to you more about it, Ice said to be sure you lick up all his cum and our juices with your tongue and mouth... The only part of me you don't have to clean is my hair... Let's go to bed, and you can get busy!"
I spent easily an hour, with me still fully clothed, first licking all of the surface cum and juices from Emily's face and body--it tasted delicious, thankfully--and with her then sitting on my face, rocking back and forth slowly to alternate me between her pussy and ass. Ice had filled her with cum in both holes, of course. His cum--and her juices--leaked and leaked and leaked down into my mouth. Emily came from my attention--or at least, admittedly, it was *during* my attention. It was a small little orgasm, but it gratified me that I could play a role in giving her one. "Cucky, please know that I came mostly from daydreaming about my reunion with my lover and his amazing cock--but I do appreciate your little role in it. Thank you!" she said. She wanted to make sure I wasn't too proud of myself. "I'm sorry but you do not get to cum now. Ice told me that he wants you to be extra horny when I send you over to his apartment on Thursday night."
Orgasm denial--for me--had at last arrived! I had mixed feelings. Part of me had long felt that this was inevitable--that Emily could not be my alpha, my mistress, without at least occasionally denying me release. Another part of me hoped it would never come to pass. The inevitably was the stronger sensation. Now that the denial arrived, I was hoping that I would overall find it additive to my life overall. Golly, was I hoping!
In any event, this first denial period did not sound too frighteningly long. Thank goodness! And thank goodness that I had drained myself so thoroughly while Emily was at Ice's!
"I'm going to help out," Emily added. "You're going to sleep in the guest room until then and be porn free as well for the next few days. It may be a little frustrating for you to overhear me masturbating, but you can always retreat to the guest room and put in ear plugs, I figure."
Waiting for Thursday evening was excruciating, but finally the moment arrived for me to head over to Ice's place. I was incredibly nervous. In the past, I'd mastered deep throating ten-inch dicks, but eleven-inchers like Ice's had been a struggle for me. Would I be able to please my wife's favorite and committed lover now that it was my time to service him? Or would he be dissatisfied with me? And if he were dissatisfied with me, would he break it off with me, her, or both of us? And what would Emily do? Is it possible they might just replace me and find her a new white beta cuckold? I was nervous with performance anxiety, for sure!!
When Ice answered the door, he was stark naked and to my shock and awe, his cock was already rock hard and pointing upwards. The physics of it pointing up made sense to me--I thought quickly. It was more like an obelisk and less like a cantilever.
"Come on in, cucky," Ice said matter-of-factly in his deep, commanding voice. "And get to your knees. Whenever you come into a room and find a naked black cock--whether it's mine or of a friend of mine--you are to drop to your knees until given more instruction. This is the one time you will be told this expectation. Remember it, will you?"
I got on my knees, silently. Ice continued. "Anytime I ask you a direct question, you are to answer it, cucky Jeff. You are to address me as 'Sir,' 'Sir Ice,' or 'Sir Izaak.' Usually I prefer 'master,' and I expect you to obey me as such. However, your slut wife prefers the idea of you as a 'servant' rather than a 'slave,' so 'sir' will do for the time being. If you call me 'Master' by accident, that will not be punished... And before long, *my* slut's preferences will be irrelevant--to me *and* to her... So... I repeat, you will remember that if you see a naked black cock, you are expected to go to your knees. Will you remember this?"
"Yes, Sir Izaak," I said weakly.
"Good, cucky. And if a black cock approaches your face, you will open your mouth to entertain it, using your mouth only." And he walked his cock right up to my face. I quickly obeyed.
I greeted his cock with my mouth and tongue as though it were the tongue of a woman that I was in love with. I don't think I ever treated Emily's tongue--or any part of her body--with any more ardor than I lavished on Sir Ice's cock. I licked it and sucked it, with passion and creativity, which--frankly--flowed easily as I was so turned on by my new master's impressive BBC.
I was gratified to sense that I was getting a positive reaction: master's cock hardened and leaked precum into my mouth. Still, after a couple of minutes, Sir Izaak backed off.
"That's a good beginning, cucky. You show promise. You may prove adequate. Let's sit and talk for a while. You can remain clothed while we go sit on the sofa together. I am not much interested in seeing your little dicklet."
We moved over to the sofa and pivoted to be facing each other. I noticed that Master Izaak sat on a towel to keep from soiling the sofa but of course I didn't say anything. I got the idea that I should only speak when necessary.
"So, cucky, you're probably wondering why I even bother to have you as a cock servant, given that my slut Emily is such a hot fuck, and I am not generally speaking gay," Ice began. "Well, it serves me on multiple levels. First, I can enjoy a white slut, like *my* Emily, more fully if I can relax in confidence that she has a beta cuckold to care for her needs that don't interest me. You will provide additional companionship, finances, and stability for the slut. I care because I have made her my main woman. I will also refer to her as my slut, bitch, whore, pussy, or cunt--or any term that might so move me. She doesn't care. In fact, my calling her degrading names turns her on, and you will certainly never challenge me on it... I am mostly a nice man, and I want Emily, as my main cunt, to have a good life. So this explains why a beta cuckold is in place. With that in mind, we come to a second reason... I really want to be sure that you, as the beta cuck, know your place, that you are not interested in distracting my main cunt from pleasing me. If I have you as a dedicated cock slave then my cock is your primary sexual focus--and not any pussy, Emily's or otherwise... If I don't sense enough focus on my cock, I can remedy that through training--usually quite easily! In your case, I doubt I will have any problem training you... After all, your initial few licks and sucks were quite amorous... and I can see you practically drooling at the sight of my cock as I sit naked before you... As you can see, my cock is indeed quite an impressive phallus, isn't it?"
Incidentally, Master Ice was casually fondling it this whole time, presumably to maintain its hardness. Indeed, I found it mesmerizing and majestic.
"Yes, Sir Master Izaak," I responded, having noticed the question. "Your cock is truly majestic, Sir."
"We will have it so that soon you will think of my cock, specifically, any and every time you are aroused, even if the initial stimulus is something else, such as cleaning my slut's cunt or ass. Your imminent obsession with my cock will keep you in your place and assure that slut Emily stays focused on my needs... Would you like to know the third reason that I require you to be my cock slave, cucky?"
"Yes, Master Sir Ice, please do tell me," I whimpered.
"Very well, then.... The third reason is the 'black power' dynamic of owning a white couple sexually--I very much enjoy it... As a black man, I'm determined to accumulate as much power over white people as my interests might facilitate... Since I like fucking white women so much, it is easy to align this interest with enjoying power over whites... Are you going to help me have power over whites, cucky, as I do *require* your assistance?"
I noticed the question so I replied, "Yes, Master Izaak, I will help you have power over whites. I promise."
"Good, cucky. I sense promise in you. I like the hungry look you seem to have when you glance at my cock. I like how you can barely look away from my naked cock at all and find it so compelling... Perhaps you will do... But you are right to have some anxiety. If I find you troublesome, I may task my bitch to replace you. I can sense the fear in you, and you are not without reason... I can be callous when called for. My hope is to be mostly beneficent, however. My initial plan to train you to your new desired sexuality is to have you over regularly... It will be when you are with a big black cock--and ONLY when you are with a big black cock--that you are allowed to cum... After satisfying me orally, or perhaps some friends of mine, you will usually be allowed *a* means of cumming. It might be a humiliating means but there will typically be a means. But also cumming after satisfying mine or my friends' cocks shall be your *ONLY* release--at least for some months, until I have you fully conditioned--until you are a true servant of black cock. Do you understand, cucky?"
"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir!" I replied. I knew I was going to continue to be quite horny, so I hoped Ice would have me over very often and not torment me too, too much.
"Yes, you are welcome, cucky. I am glad you see the righteousness in this approach. Now, go get your ass into my bedroom over there, lie on your back with your head hanging over the edge backwards and prepare to be face fucked! Don't be shy or coy. I know from my cumslut that you will like this! I hope you're as good at this as the cunt has said, or it could be a long rough throat fuck for you!"
I was on Ice's bed and in the required position in a flash. I opened my mouth, drooling, as I watched him walk towards me and aim his huge dick right on into my throat. I sucked, slurped and tongued him like crazy while he fucked my face with long, deep strokes.
My new master encouraged me and taunted me at the same time. "Yes, cucky!! Suck on the cock that owns your wife now!! Suck on the big, black cock that controls your wife's pussy, ass--and soul! Show me that you are serious about committing her to my cock and my needs! Love on this cock so I know we have your blessing and commitment! Make out with my dick like it's the love of your life! My cock is going to be your main lover indefinitely--show it your gratitude!"
After about ten minutes of goading me on and fucking me progressively harder, finally Master Ice exploded down my throat. He held himself balls deep in my battered face as he exploded in one of the longest orgasms I've ever seen from a man or woman. I couldn't keep all the cum down, he shot so much. It surged back up my throat, filled my mouth, and some even squirted up through my sinuses and out my nose. Wow, was that exciting to be a part of!
The scene was such a turn on. I felt so sexy and powerful to turn Master Izaak on so much. My little dick was next to exploding in my pants. I could feel the precum flowing wildly.
"Good first time effort, beta cuck!" Master Ice shouted as pulled his still hard cock from my face. "Hmm... How shall I allow you to cum tonight? Hmm. I think since you are just starting to learn your place, you can reach inside your underwear while licking and sucking me clean. You'll have to hope you are horny enough to cum without much range of motion... You can unbutton and unzip your pants but not take them off, and your underwear stays on... This will be your standard approach for your own cum when you have performed satisfactorily... You must also thank me abundantly while playing with yourself and tending to licking and sucking me... I want to hear it out loud--a lot... You saying all the things that you are grateful for about me will help cement our roles, so you will be a contented little beta white cuckold!"
"Yes, Sir Isaac, Sir Master. I'm so grateful to you for owning Emily spiritually, emotionally, and sexually... like I never could... and now also for owning me... Thank you for seducing Emily to the core and getting her addicted to your amazing phallus--and now for addicting me to your cock, in turn... Thank you for owning Emily's heart, mind, and holes better than anyone else ever has or ever could... Thank you for taking Emily to the highest of sexual heights... She's never been sexier than when she's taken you in all of her holes... She's never looked more in love than when making out or with you... She's never looked more sexually gratified than when you are fucking her hard and deep... Thank you for making Emily fall in love with you and worship you, Sir Izaak... Thank you for having the mercy and kindness to include me and also own me... I'm so grateful to have you own me, too, with your totally magnificent cock... I love your cock so, so much! Thank you for letting me make love to your cock... I don't need anything else to touch sexually because your cock is so satisfying... Sucking on your cock is more satisfying than I have ever found anything else... Thank you for the privilege of serving you!" And I prattled on, slavishly thanking Master Ice for everything sexual in my life and Emily's that I could think of. It was an immense turn on for me to say all these thoughts and feelings out loud while I tended to my new master's gorgeous BBC with my mouth and tongue.
I did clean up Ice's cock--and I also got it hard again. I also came in my pants right as I got him hard, I was so turned on. I was barely rubbing myself when it happened. I came with more force than I ever remember coming before. I dropped his cock from my mouth just to be sure I didn't bite it as I spasmed in joy from my own hand and the gratification of serving Ice's cock well. Wow!!!
I shouted out. "YYYYESSS!!!!! YYYESSS!!! SOOOO AMAAAAZZINGGGG!!! Unghhhh!!! Argggghhhhh!!!!!!! You owwwwwn meeee!!!!!"
When I finished spasming, I added. "Oh, thank you so much, Master Ice. That was the best cum of my life! Thank you so much! Thank you, thank you, thank you Sir Master Ice!!"



While Ice did get hard again, he said he was going to save it for Emily this time. He let me know that Emily was waiting in her car out front to switch places.
"I know what you're thinking, punk cucky," Ice said to me. "You're thinking 'dare I ask to watch?' The answer is 'don't.' I'll let you know when you've earned watching us live and in person. In a sec, you'll get the fuck out of here and send in my cunt. I've been allowing her to listen in to all your cooing in gratitude, and I'm sure it has her pussy drenched and desperate to get fucked. I will summon you again before long. Remember, you must not cum other than with me!"
As I got myself together to leave, Ice quickly fitted me with a smart watch and explained that it would let him know if I had any orgasms away from him--or if I removed it. Did I understand? "Yes, Sir Izaak, I understand, Sir."
"Okay, cucky. Scoot now. I'll summon you before too long!"
When I opened the door to leave, to my shock, Emily was already standing there totally naked--in broad daylight. She nearly ran me over in her excitement to go throw herself at our Master, Master Ice. Before he slammed the door in my face, I saw her tongue reaching for his mouth as she wrapped herself around him.
It was a Thursday night, and I knew Emily had planned to be off work the next day. Something told me I would not be seeing her until Sunday night... And I was not disappointed!
Would you like to hear more?
--------------
Author's closing note: This is fiction (unfortunately?). If you enjoyed it, feel free to leave me suggestions for future chapters in the comments. Thanks!
If you read to the end without enjoying it--golly, I feel badly for you! 🙂
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My wife, Elle, is the star of this story, that's for sure. Imagine Scarlett Johansson, with long blond curls, and a slightly more oval face--just slightly. That's my Elle. A total "ten." A slightly short and busty "ten," like Ms. Johansson. At 5'4" Elle is actually an inch taller. Her double-D breasts are nearly the same shape and size--as far as I can tell, that is!
Elle is brilliant as well, and has a terrific personality. A bit on the reserved side in most situations, Elle has a good sense of humor and many interests. Elle has a strong sexual appetite, too, and is a generous lover. I feel so fortunate to have her as my mate.
We don't have any kids yet. We're both thirty and want to wait a couple more years for our careers.
I'm Ron, and while I'm the guy who took the time to write this down, earnestly my role seems pretty "subordinate"--a word aptly chosen, I think you'll soon agree. I'm a modestly above average college-educated professional white guy. Successful. Okay to look at. Nothing special, in my opinion. Certainly my mediocre five-inch dick doesn't make me feel like I'm the stud of the century.
I don't think of myself as quite Elle's "sociological" equal. I suppose a rung or two down the scale from her--perhaps not a gross mismatch. My best guess is that after dating one too many creeps, Elle fell for my earnest disposition and easy-going personality. She does seem to laugh at my jokes. Maybe that saying is true, that the way to a woman's heart is through humor? (Humor and refraining from pissing her off, of course!)
There's another couple in this story as well. Jack and Darla.
Jack--like the rest of us--has a different name in real life. But Jack has a meaningful name to me. I call him "Jack" because he's nearly the spitting image of the porn star Jack Napier, and our "Jack" has a similar relaxed charm to Napier as well. Our "Jack" is also known for his porn-worthy giant BBC--measuring in at eleven beefy inches, Darla would boast. Darla had let the word out about Jack's massive cock with all her pals. *His* cock was apparently a point of pride for *her*.
I have a feeling that you can probably guess where this is headed. We'll get there soon enough. :-)
Jack's live-in-girlfriend, Darla, completes our foursome. Imagine Jennifer Love Hewitt, but with a paler complexion, blue eyes, and red hair--that's a pretty close match. Definitely gorgeous! Darla is a firecracker--and a troublemaker.
Jack and Darla have been involved with each other for about two years. We've known him for the year that they've been living together.
We all know each other because Elle and Darla are fast friends, who went to college together. Darla is also thirty. Jack is the old man of our group at age 42.
This is the story of Elle, my wife, getting it on with Jack, Darla's boyfriend. The idea came from Elle--and supposedly Darla, as well--although Elle says I planted the seeds, as I'll soon explain.
Elle sold it to me hard. I had NOT been planning on sharing her with anyone. It was a *fantasy* of mine to see Elle fuck a super hung Black bull, yes, but not one that I had expected to be fulfilled. Frankly, I wasn't self-confident enough to truly want to fulfill the fantasy of seeing Elle get fucked by a Black bull with a massive cock. At least ten inches involved--in my fantasy. I feared that my fantasy--if made real--could lead to me losing my wife, maybe completely.
Somehow I blurted out my fantasy to Elle one night months ago when we were horsing around and watching some porn together. Naturally, Elle never forgot it, and often brought it up in our lovemaking ever since.
She even had me buy a big black dildo. A thick nine-incher. She was too shy to buy it herself but not too shy to tell me to get it! She ended up naming it "Ricky" because it reminded her of Ricky Johnson's perfectly formed BBC.
She'd have me use "Ricky" on her and pretend it was him, or "Ice," "Mandingo," or "Rico"--three others of her favorites from porn--as we would role play. And, yes, Jack Napier--our "Jack's" look-alike--was another favorite.
We found that we had to wait a few days after using "Ricky" for her pussy to be snug enough for her to enjoy sex with me again. That was humiliating to discover--and somehow a turn on.
After she came one or two times with the dildo in an evening, Elle would take care of me with her mouth or hands--or once in a while I would fuck her right afterwards.
Even though I could barely touch her pussy walls when fucking her right after "Ricky," I was so turned on that I would come quickly anyway--in a vain effort to reclaim my territory, I guess.
The small proportion of the time when Elle and I did make love using my own dick directly, she would tease me still along interracial themes. "Wouldn't you love to see Mandingo fucking me, hun?" Or, "How long do you think I'd have to fuck Ice, to get him balls deep? Do you think I could do it the first time I fucked him?" Or, "Honey, Rico seems so kind and sweet besides being so hot. Wouldn't it be hot for me to fuck him? Do you think we could arrange it with his agent?" Or, "Jack [Napier]'s cock is so crazy thick. Do you think I'd have to practice on smaller BBCs for a while in order to fuck Jack [Napier] without it ripping my vagina?" Or, "Wouldn't it be hot if I went out and brought home a BBC lover? Should I do it, Ron? Maybe I should do it!"
Elle led the way in making sure interracial fantasy was an element of our sex life each and every time we went to bed together. I guess she enjoyed it, too, eh?
Elle had a great sense of how to pace all sex, and I found myself following her lead more and more during sex over time.
Elle teased me that while it could be hot to buy a bigger dildo than "Ricky," she wanted to make sure that if she ever fucked a live BBC one day, it might still stretch her out. Dang, that turned me on to hear from her!
Eventually--I'm sure it was triggered by us getting to know Darla's Jack--Elle decided she wanted to make the fantasy come alive. "It's become my fantasy now, too, Ron," she said. "I now want to get blacked for real! I've had enough of just kidding around about it and making do with 'Ricky'! Since we've been hanging out with Darla and Jack, I keep thinking about it more and more--especially how hot it would be for Jack to fuck me, specifically! I want him, honey! I want Jack bad!"
She paused before adding, with a playful smile, "I'm super hot--as you know--and I *deserve* more! I *deserve* to get fucked by Jack!"
Elle became convinced that the best idea *by far* was for her to fuck Jack. "Jack looks and seems so much like Jack Napier, who you know is one of our favorites!" Elle observed. "And Darla says his cock is just as big, maybe even bigger. Darla says Jack's an amazing lover, and that she'd be happy to share him with me in the right situation. Surely you can see the sparks between him and me when we meet up, how we're always sneaking little opportunities to flirt--you can't possibly have missed it! We've even kissed a few times... Not a peck, either... But long, sensuous make-out style kisses... Oh, golly, he is a good kisser!"
I kept listening quietly. This was usually best when Elle was explaining anything that she made up her mind that she wanted.
Elle having kissed Jack a few times was news to me. News that made my dick hard and my heart race.
"There are so many good reasons for Jack and I to hookup, dear. A whole bunch of them," Elle insisted. "First of all, you'll get to live out your deepest, biggest fantasy: seeing *ME* get blacked by an enormous BBC!"
I couldn't deny it. Indeed! Who could imagine,anything hotter than my gorgeous, curvaceous, and horny blonde wife making love with a black stud with a giant cock-- making love and getting fucked hard-- both! Jack was definitely a black stud with an enormous cock, that was for sure! Assuredly, it would be incredible to watch him fucking my Elle balls deep, then later making slow, sensuous love with her, too!
"Second," Elle continued. "I'll get to scratch *MY* itch, too--one grown *exclusively* from your own fantasy, Ron... So you only have yourself to blame... I'll get to learn what all the fuss is about white women and BBCs... Darla, as you know, has been carrying on ever since she met Jack about how it's 'the most amazing,' 'on a whole different level,' and 'in another galaxy' from little white dicks like yours, dear! Also, those girls in our pornos seem to have a truly incredible time... I deserve that experience, too!
Third, Jack should be 'safe' for me to fuck while Darla is away traveling... You know how in love he is with Darla. And I'm so in love with you... We have nothing to fear from me fucking him...
Besides, it will free up Darla to have hookups while traveling, guilt free... We all know she needs her hookup sex on the road to keep her sanity... so it seems only fair to her that Jack should be similarly 'entertained'...
Finally, it also comes back to that great chemistry Jack and I seem to have... I can feel it--from the flirting and the kissing... The sex should be amazing... I'm really attracted to him, and also Jack so badly wants to get up and in me... Surely you can see it when we're all together, can't you?"
I could scarcely fault Elle or Jack. Each was such a prime sexual specimen. It was only natural that they would be drawn to each other and want to fuck. No, I couldn't fault either of them!
Jack joined the selling effort recently when we were barbequing at his and Darla's place. "Ron, my man," he said. "Your Elle is so fine. She's so beautiful, adorable, sexy--and has such a great aura about her... Her face is so gorgeous, and her body is to die for! She will really enjoy my black magic, and I can't wait to give it to her... She'll still love you, but she'll feel like she was but a little girl and that my black cock made her into a real woman finally... She'll cum more than she ever has before... More often... More deeply... Elle will feel sex on a totally new plane when I fuck her, when I make love to her... I can tell from her build that she'll be able to take my whole cock... I might have to stretch her and resize her over the course of several fuck sessions... But Elle has the ass and hips of a woman who can take it, who will be able to take my full eleven-incher balls-deep... That's right, I have a thick eleven-incher, just like Darla has gone bragging! Your beautiful Elle will be kicking herself for waiting so long to get blacked... But that will be overwhelmed for her by the pure joy of the fucking I am going to provide... Elle will be forever grateful to you. And when Darla gets back, everything will go back *almost* exactly how it was. It will be a total win-win-win... Yeah, Elle is going to really love getting blacked, and so you should be prepared for her to keep getting blacked--for the rest of her life--but she's going to love you so much for it. It'll totally be worth it..."
To my surprise, I got hard listening to Jack wax poetic about fucking my wife. That was interesting! Hearing this stud talk about fucking my Elle turned me on quite a bit! Maybe this was the right path after all?
The idea that Elle would continue to get blacked was not lost on me. Of course I'd heard the expression "once you go black, you never go back," and I did imagine that seemed more likely than not for my horny, sexy wife, Elle!
The idea of Elle going black permanently excited me more than it worried me, and I found myself masturbating to it regularly. For example if Elle went to bed earlier than me, or if I was home when she was out at a work function, I was beating off a bunch more than I used to.
Over a period of several weeks, Elle, Ron, and Darla all kept selling the idea that Jack and Elle should have sex. Especially Elle. She was relentless and, as you can guess, ultimately prevailed.
While I was excited and turned on, I was also worried. On a "thinking" rather than a "feeling" level, I would have preferred that my gorgeous wife Elle would hookup with a Black bull stranger in a far off city. I knew that Jack was a risky potential sex partner, that Elle's friendship feelings for Jack, as well as her long-simmering attraction, meant that she had a real chance of developing an attachment.
But it wasn't up to me. Elle had her heart set on this particular set up, and even though the thought of her fucking Jack worried me, while thinking-- on a "feeling" level, the idea of Elle fucking Jack turned me on. It turned me on a helluva lot! It added another level of titillation and excitement. It was palpable, even.
Finally, Elle's and Jack's first date came around.
Elle had simply refused to take no for an answer. "It will work out great," she insisted. "You'll see. We're all going to be so happy that we did this. You're going to love hearing about me being blacked, seeing me being blacked. Jack is a true stud. I'm going to love it--and you're going to love it!"
It got to the point where I didn't really feel like I had a choice--unless I wanted to trigger serious discord with Elle--who, remember, loved me perhaps mainly for my easy-going nature... and *not* for being a killjoy.
And, besides, I rationalized, Jack and Elle fucking truly *could* work out as well as Elle was predicting. So I simply stopped fighting. It wasn't that I ever fully agreed. I just didn't demand a stop to it.
Intentionally I was home to send Elle off to meet Jack at a restaurant downtown, and their date would be free to progress from there. With Darla out somewhere on a far away continent, going back to their house afterwards was the nearly certain next step for Jack with Elle.
I tried to busy myself in the living room with the TV news and magazines as Elle got dressed.
When she emerged from our master bath to head out, she was a sight to behold! Gorgeous, cute, and sexy. She was in a form-fitting and classic-cut short green dress. Her hair and make-up were sexy and perfect. Her perfume was enticing. She was aglow with anticipation.
Elle gave me a chaste peck of a kiss on the cheek so as not to disrupt her lipstick. She said, "Of course don't wait up, Dear." And headed off on her date. A fancy car service that Jack sent came to pick her up.
I don't think I mentioned yet: Jack has been immensely successful in business and is incredibly wealthy, more attributes that made me nervous about his appeal to Elle.
I assumed Elle would come home only the next morning, with Jack's cum all over her face and hair and oozing out of her pussy--and maybe even her ass. She had never let me have her ass but I thought she might give it up to Jack. Part of me even hoped that she would! She would be a true black cock slut soon, either way, I was sure!
But to my surprise, NONE of that sex happened. No cum whatsoever was involved. Nor was staying out overnight.
Instead, Elle was home a mere four hours later, with her makeup a mess and her clothes askew, but no serious signs of sex--none except, I realized, her aroused pussy smell. I was stunned.
"Whoa! You're home quickly!" I exclaimed, before adding. "Did you go out on the date that I thought you were going on--the date with Jack??"
"Yes, honey! You know I did, silly!" she said. "But I've never been so surprised in my whole life! I thought that after all this build up and flirting these past few months, for sure Jack was going to try to bed me tonight--and you know darn well that I was intent on letting him! But it wasn't to be!"
"Well, what happened?" I asked.
"Well, we had a terrific dinner at 'Maxine's' downtown, and Jack did ask me back to his place after, like I expected and was ready for... But then all he wanted to do was talk and make out! I got very horny after about an hour of it--plus all these weeks of anticipation, to boot-- so I asked him why he didn't want to go further... He said, 'I really like you, Elle. And I *do* want to go further. But I want to ease into it. I want it to be 'making love' when we do it. I want it to feel really connected and special when we do it.'"
"Wow! That's unexpected!" I said. "How did you respond to that, Elle?" I reached out to hold her hand. I wanted to make a little more connection with her myself upon hearing this intended emotional intrusion from this other man!
"Well, I have to tell you, dear... If I was horny for Jack before... That managed to make me ten times hornier!! I felt even more of my juices flowing--and I could swear I made the whole house smell!! What girl doesn't want to be 'connected and special'?"
"Wow! So where did you go from there?"
"Well, we talked and made out... and talked and made out some more... For I guess another hour... Finally, Jack outright told me he wanted to be 'exclusive.' ... If he really were going to enjoy being with me, he said, it needed to be monogamous, it needed to be without me also sleeping with anybody else--even you, my husband... Jack said he wasn't sure that he could go through with making love otherwise... He was apologetic about it. He said he didn't mean any offense to you. It wasn't his intention beforehand but then it came to him in a wave of insight while we were out at dinner flirting... He's a surprisingly sensitive man, it turns out.'"
"What do you mean, 'exclusive'? You're married to me... How are you supposed to be 'exclusive' with Jack?!"
"I had the same question as you, dear! I was wondering the same thing... Jack clarified... He didn't mean forever... He just wants to be my only lover--my 'boyfriend'--for while we are in this special time, while Darla is away... He wants you and I to be abstinent with each other while she is away... So Jack can be my one and only 'boyfriend'! And, naturally, I'd be his 'girlfriend' for a while!"
"Wow! That's pretty ballsy! What did you say to him, Elle?"
"Well... I don't know if you're going to be happy about this... I am sensing that maybe not... But I told him 'YES!!!' an emphatic 'YES!!!'... I told him I need to at least tell you before we consummated the arrangement--before I made love with him--but that it was a 'definite yes'... I told him we had not waited this long and got so excited about things, him and me, that I would deny myself--quite the contrary... I told him that I would explain it to you, not even give you a 'sympathy fuck' to hold you over, and that he would be the next man that I would make love to... Yes, Jack will be the next man to be inside me... And the next one after that... Again and again... And again! Probably for several weeks! I told him that the idea of being with him exclusively for a time was really hot--and that it would also be easier for me... I have always been a monogamist, you know... This makes a lot more sense for me, truly... I know you can be understanding about it, dear..."
This was the self-focused side of Elle showing itself. I was taken aback but not shocked. I knew that Elle had this in her. It came up from time to time. It came from her growing up an only child, one who got everything her way. I was usually able to just roll with it. Maybe I would do the same thing now, was my first thought--simply take it in stride. For one thing, my little dick being super hard in my pants was arguing for going along with things!
Elle continued to spell things out. "... I'll still tell you everything about it, and maybe I'll even give you little cuddles--occasionally--as you beat off... Jack said I could still cuddle you as long as I don't touch your privates or allow you to touch mine... And I can give you some kisses, just not on the mouth... Oh, and if you behave yourself, you'll also be allowed to clean my pussy with your tongue... and--who knows--I might even give Jack my virgin bottom... And then you can clean my ass with your tongue, as well!
We might later make an exception about handjobs... To be honest, Jack says he doesn't really mind if I still beat you off, but I think that would be weird for me while I'm his girlfriend... So we'll just have to see."



Elle delivered all this news to me with a giant grin. She was one happy, horny--and selfish-- soon-to-be-blacked little slut!
I wish I could pretend I had some macho reaction, like being angry or repulsed or ticked off. But I could not. I definitely could not. By far and away my overwhelming feeling was... almost the only thing I felt was... AROUSAL!
Fuck! I was super turned on to hear that my wife was going to give herself over to a BBC stud, to a BBC stud that we were both friendly with personally, for his exclusive sexual partnership--functionally, to be his girlfriend... She and Jack were even using the words "girlfriend" and "boyfriend"! ... for no one knew exactly how long!
No, we did not have a definite return date from Darla, who had told all of us simply that she needed to go look after her Europe and Africa divisions of her business at least for "some weeks."
Elle finally took notice of my little dick tenting my pants as much as it could.
"Well, well, well," she said. "I see this situation seems to turn you on... Isn't that a convenient thing, dear? What a relief for me! No need for me to feel guilty if it's a turn on for you, is there, Ron? Yes!! How nice!!!"
I let out a little groan in reply. There wasn't really anything that I needed to say, was there?
Oh... But after a moment, I did remember a question. Something important that Elle had not spoken about yet. "Um, honey, uh... I do have a question." I ventured.
"Yes?"
"Will I still get to watch?"
"Oh, yes... Silly, me... I'm so sorry I forgot to speak to this! ... I know how important this part of it has been for you, your fantasy of watching me get blacked... You're not going to like my answer here, either... I'm sorry." Elle paused for a moment to gaze at me sympathetically.
"Jack isn't comfortable with that anymore," Elle further explained. "He really wants me to be his girlfriend, honey... He wants privacy while we're together, so it's as special as possible... We'll see... I'll maybe try to change his mind, or at least get you some pictures and videos of us... But I bet you'll still really love hearing all about it! And I know you're going to be excited to clean me of his cum! I can just tell!!"
She was right on that, and I admitted as much. "Okay, dear," I conceded instead of fighting. "I hear you, I guess. You're right that hearing about it and cleaning you will be awesome! But please get me photos and videos, too... Doesn't that seem only kind?"
Elle agreed. And she assured me she would sort it out with Jack. Even in her generally selfish state of mind, luckily my wife reserved a bit of empathy for me as her cuckold.
Elle then pivoted to a generous moment. "Well, dear," she offered, "Since you've been a good boy so far... and are obviously ready to give me over to Jack as his girlfriend for now... The least I can do-- before retreating to the bedroom by myself with my dildo-- is to help you get an orgasm... as much as I can help as another man's girlfriend, of course!"
Then she added, "Here, why don't I pull your pants and underpants off so you can masturbate?"
Elle was serious, now, it was clear. She was *NOT* going to be having any type of sexual relations with me other than a cuddle--or my cleaning her. Wow!!
Elle moved in to take off my pants and underwear without really waiting for my answer. I lifted my hips to help.
"Oh, there he is!" she said, as she snuggled up with the promised cuddle while avoiding my dick. "There's your sweet little prick! Okay, you know what to do! Time for you to play with yourself! Would you like me to turn you on by talking about what I'm planning to do with Jack next time I see him, would you like that?"
She clearly was waiting for my reply. I thought about it but for a moment. "Yes, please, Elle. Please!"
"Please what, dear? You have to be specific!" she teased.
"Please tell me what you are going to do with Jack and his giant black cock next time you are going to see him!" I yelped, while starting to stroke myself.
"Very well!" Elle replied. "You asked for it! First, I plan on making out with my new boyfriend as though he's the love of my life... He's such a good kisser! And he's so handsome and masculine and strong! I'll tongue kiss him as deeply as he might like... You know how I never do that much with you because it's not my favorite? Well, with Jack, I can't help but let him possess me any way he might want... So I'll let his tongue invade my mouth over and over and over. We'll probably make out for an hour... Maybe longer... His giant black cock will become so hard! I'm sure it's every bit the eleven inches that Darla told me about! I'll get so wet that the whole room will smell from me again. My panties will soak through, and my juices will probably even soak through my dress and onto his sofa!"
"Oh, fuck! So hot!" I shouted in interruption.
"Oh, good, Ron," Elle replied. "That's enough for you for now... You'll have to wait to hear more! You can beat off in silence from here... I'll stay and cuddle you, though-- I'm feeling beneficent! I might even blow in your ear a little!"
Then she cuddled me in silence, as promised, as I finished beating off right next to her. It was humiliating, tantalizing, and intensely erotic to beat off with her cuddled up next to me but only stroking my side, arms, and head (and NOT penis head!). Elle *did* blow in my ear a little.
I managed to have one of my best cums ever, from visualizing Elle and Jack making out and then fucking, and wallowing in my erotically submissive role. I shot several ropes of cum all the way up onto my chest even. It was the type of mess I didn't remember making since my early twenties.
"Impressive orgasm, little guy!" Elle teased me. "Golly, becoming my submissive seems to agree with you!"
I guess that Elle was right so far. We *did* both seem to be having a great time!
She handed me a box of tissues and gave me a chaste peck of a kiss on the forehead as a goodnight.
I was not going to have the privilege of participating in her sexual release. She sent me to the guest bedroom, where I was able to overhear her moaning her way to multiple orgasms with her big black dildo.
I was under orders not to masturbate again without permission--a twist that I agreed that Elle could add. I agreed to get Elle's permission any time I wanted to masturbate. It seemed to fit my current role in our marriage.
The next morning, there was no unpleasant tension between Elle and me. Perhaps the air was just more erotically charged? And why should there be unpleasantness, after all, at this stage? Elle was proceeding on the path that she was determined to. I was complying--and so far, I was *quite* enjoying myself as well.
Elle's and Jack's next date was six days away due to a conference Jack had to attend for work. We were both acutely aware of the wait. It was tantalizing. For Elle and me both.
Elle would tease me incessantly, and with regularity I would *beg* to excuse myself to go beat off in the bathroom or the guest room. Elle acquiesced only about half the time to my begging and the other half commanded that I hold off.
Only once more that whole week did Elle give me a cuddle alongside as I masturbated. Again, that was hotter than hot!
All week, Elle would say things like, "Ron, wouldn't you like to be fucking me tonight? Or even to be getting one of my amazing blowjobs? I bet you're so horny! Sorry, though! I'm saving all my holes for my new boyfriend--as promised! Saving my handjobs, too!" Or, "Oh, my gosh, Ron! I'm so wet! I have to keep changing my panties every hour or so! I can't stop thinking about the next cock that's going to fuck me! It's going to be... Big. Black. Hard. Delicious... And... Not! Yours! Yummm!"
Elle also enjoyed teasing me about how her pussy could be forever changed. "Ron, darling... I just realized... I've heard that fucking a BBC as large as Jack's can permanently change a girl's pussy... Did you realize that Jack could permanently stretch and resize me? You literally may never feel my pussy as snug on you ever again! Did you know that?"
Or another one of her sexy taunts. "Ron, baby... Did you know that 99% of white women who 'go black--never go back'? I will probably *never* stop fucking black guys, according to what I've been reading... Fucking Jack for a few weeks should turn me into a BLACK. COCK. SLUT! Or maybe it will even happen on the very first night?!"
When she saw how that both tortured me and aroused me, she added to it. "You know, Darling, I've heard that a lot of white wives... after they go black, if they keep fucking black for a few weeks or so, apparently a lot of them go black-only... Isn't that hot to think you're risking that we might *never* fuck again? Oh, honey... You must really love me to take such an incredible risk! I love you, too, Ron! Even if I'm *much* more in lust for Jack right now!"
The day before their date, on Thursday evening, Elle upped her taunts, if you can believe it.
"You know, Ron, I realized something else... As horny as I am for Jack now, if he's as incredible a lay as I think he'll be... I might really fall for him... I might fall for him emotionally, you know ... Maybe even the 'L' word... If I think back on it, I have pretty much always fallen in love if I've been fucked well for a few weeks in a row by a guy as nice, masculine, and handsome as Jack is... Wouldn't that be hot? If I fall in love with Jack, dear? Sheesh... You might even lose both my pussy and my heart to Jack! You're such a love to risk that just for my satisfaction... Hmm... Or could it be that this turns you on, too! Say... Is that a little tent I see in your crotch? It doesn't look like much... I wonder if I can be in love with two men at the same time? Maybe... I'm not sure, to be honest... Could I stay in love with a sweet little prick if I fall in love with a MASSIVE. THICK. BLACK. COCK. Hmm? Golly, that doesn't sound so likely, does it?"
Of course, Elle was observing the biggest tent I can get from my full five-inch maximum hard-on. It was immensely titillating to imagine her truly making love with Jack--while being really 'in love' with Jack. So exciting!
The risk that Elle might pivot her love for me into a love for Jack and his giant black cock-- it was terrifying as well as more erotic than anything else I could think of!
But-- I was genuinely scared as well as turned on. "I DON'T WANT TO LOSE YOU!!" I blurted.
"Aw, honey," Elle replied sweetly. "I know. I don't want to lose you, either... I guess it's a risk, but I have a very big heart... I bet I would find a way to love you and Jack, both! I was mostly teasing just now!"
I was relieved and said so. Then Elle comforted me with a third cuddle of the week up against my side as I beat off. Dang--it was sweet-- and hot! The whole time I was visualizing how hot she was going to look making out and making love with Jack, with his tongue possessing her mouth and his enormous cock balls deep in her pussy. Elle supercharged it by teasing me the whole time, talking about how immensely she expected to enjoy fucking Jack--both "hard fucks" and "slow, gentle lovemaking," she said. Dang! So hot!! "Oh, honey," she added, "Just think, tomorrow at this time, I'll have my new boyfriend's BBC deep inside me! I bet I take him balls deep on the first evening we fuck, don't you think so, too?
Elle even gave me a handjob during that cuddle after all. "Shhh! Don't tell my boyfriend, okay?" Elle whispered. "This is just our little secret... A little thank you from me... and it could be a long time before it happens again, okay?"
"Oh, thank you so much, Elle!" I said. "You bet. Our little secret!" I replied, softly.
Her touch after so much teasing and withholding felt as good as my first time fucking a girl bareback--just out of this world.
Three minutes later, I had a giant size orgasm. "Oh, thank you so much, Elle! THANK YOU!" I said to her. I thanked her profusely, as she grinned smugly yet sweetly.
Finally, Friday came around.
Elle is so gorgeous that she didn't really need to, but she spent easily an hour perfecting her hair and make-up and putting on her little black dress and jewelry. She looked amazing. Fit for the red carpet of a Hollywood premier. She had me zip her dress in back--even though I'm not really sure she needed me to, I realized later. I think she just wanted one more opportunity to tease me.
"Hey, honey... Do you realize? The next hands to touch that zipper will be Jack's. It will be my *boyfriend,* Jack, not you, who will be unzipping me to take me to bed... Isn't that hot? I bet within minutes of his hands on that zipper, his giant cock will be all the way up inside me. Isn't that so exciting?! He'll be more than twice as deep as you, dear! He'll be the deepest ever... He'll be the most volume ever by far... I copped a feel last weekend. He's super thick. He's going to fuck me deeper and fill me up way more than any of the hung athletes who fucked me in college, even! I only fucked the white athletes in college, you know... Guess I was chicken!" Elle goaded me, then added. "How do you think I will like it honey... It's been maybe nine or ten years since I've fucked a big cock... And even then it was a lot smaller than Jack's... Jack has three more inches--three more super-THICK inches--than anyone who has fucked me before! Oh my God! I'm getting so wet thinking about it, talking to you about it!"
Elle paused talking to slip her panties off and stuff them in my hand. "See how wet these are!?"
"Oh my gosh, Elle! You're soaked! Unghhh!" I groaned. "So humiliating-- and hot! You've never been this wet for me, I don't think ever!"
Meanwhile, my little dick went immediately to a painful level of hardness in my pants!
"Yeah, I *definitely* have never been this wet for you, Ron!" Elle rubbed it in. "Well... why would I? My unconscious knows that I don't need much moisture for your little prick, dear... I could probably take your tiny dick completely dry, even... Damn... I guess I better put a pad in this next pair of panties... It's going to be so humiliating when Jack figures out I had to wear a pad because of my juices--even in advance of leaving our house!! Ungh! So embarrassing!" Elle admitted.
"Ha! Well, well! You can't expect your end of things to be one thousand percent perfect, can you my dear?" I commented back. I was relieved to have something to tease her about for once. It was pretty minor by comparison, I realized a little sadly.
"No, I guess not, honey... My situation looks pretty close to perfect, though!! Studly black bull boyfriend awaits. Adoring white *cuckold* husband stays home, eager to serve as required... You do realize you're about to be my 'cuckold,' yes?" Elle asked.
"Yeah... I know," I grudgingly acknowledged. "It isn't exactly my first choice for you to do it with our friend, to be honest... but it isn't my last choice either! I want to see you satisfied like obviously I cannot... I'm happy for you honey... And as we've established, it definitely turns me on as well!"
"Yes! Honey, I've been so grateful and pleased to see how you have been adjusting to my needs and choices. Thank you. I really mean that," Elle said earnestly.
"I love you more than the world, honey," I said as I ventured a kiss to her cheek--which she allowed me. Then I moved to open the door for her, so she could launch out on her oh-so very hot date!
"I love you too, dear," she responded, then adding. "Oh... And *no* beating off while I'm gone. You're going to love having it saved up for while you're cleaning my pussy when I get home. And think how turned on you'll be if I give Jack my backdoor virginity, and you get to clean out my ass, to boot! I know you've always wanted to eat my ass--soon you might finally get to!"
Elle gave me one more peck of a kiss, on my cheek, and sprang out the door. She turned to offer one last parting remark. "Just think, honey... Next time you see me, I'll be a Black stud's girlfriend, for real! CON. SOO. MATE. ED!!"
Elle was off to her date-- her second date-- with her new boyfriend, her Black Bull, Jack. She was off to consummate their relationship, to get seriously fucked, to get thoroughly and deeply black-fucked. I wondered if she might even go black-only straight away. Ughhh!
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Hi, my name is Annie. I'm a cute nineteen year old girl. I'm very nice looking, but definitely not gorgeous. I have "nerdy" good looks, I think. I'm a bit slender, but my ass is cute and boobs are actually a well-formed c-cup.
Actually, that's not quite fair... I'm told by boys and girls alike that my medium size bubble butt and my hips that carry it are "amazing." So I'm especially proud of that.
I think my nose is a little long, but boys seem to think my face is pleasing enough. I'm medium height at 5'6". I suppose the main reason I think I have "nerdy" good looks is that I almost always wear glasses--other than for parties and date nights.
I've been dating my high school sweetheart, Jeff, on and off for a few years. We're now both freshmen at the local public college. It's a well-ranked university, and our families have been glad to save on costs and tuition.
About a year ago, right after my eighteenth birthday--and Jeff was already eighteen--we lost our virginity together. It was an awkward first time, but I was impressed. Jeff managed to last long enough for me to cum even, and it was tender and satisfying. Our sex life improved from there, and Jeff did a pretty good job of making me cum almost every time we made love. Still, I never exactly saw fireworks, and I hoped that maybe something would change in our lovemaking over time to "unlock" more satisfaction and excitement although I couldn't put my finger on what it might be.
After a few months, we stumbled into watching porn together. Well... I'm embarrassed to admit it, but it was my suggestion, actually--at the encouragement of a friend. That helped Jeff and me both get more excited, which was nice! And then we progressed to interracial porn, which luckily we BOTH found even hotter. It was a little hard for me to believe the size of those black cocks, but I could see that they were real!
I did start to fantasize about black guys and how hot it would be to fuck them. I definitely started noticing the black studs more around campus, and I found myself chatting with my girlfriends about the hot black guys now and again. Still, I loved Jeff, and I didn't see myself breaking up with him just for hotter sex.
This was my state of affairs, the so-called "steady state," for quite some time. Maybe four or five months?
Then, starting about four months ago, an adventure unfolded, for me and for us.
About four months ago, Jeff and I were at a party when this star football player at our college came up to chat with us. His name is Isaac but he likes to go by "Ice." His gorgeous black cheerleader girlfriend, Sherise, was with him, but he did most of the talking. She was quiet and pleasant. They are both very tall. Ice is about 6'5" and Sherise about 6'. I'm medium height, as you know, and Jeff at 5'11" isn't short, but he did seem small compared to the giant sized Ice, and Sherise is a little taller than Jeff, too.
While gossiping with the girls, I had heard from my pal Melinda that Ice, in addition to being a hunk, is an amazing lover with a huge cock. She told me that he especially made it a point of pride to seduce cute freshman girls with boyfriends--and that he liked to take control, even, of young white couples!
I tried to keep calm, even though these facts about Ice were quite exciting to me. I'd always been attracted to black guys--even before my recently increased interest--but had been shy to act on it. I knew my parents would be uncomfortable. It's not that they were racist, they just made realistic comments about the challenges of having an interracial relationship in America-- and of course it didn't occur to them that their little girl might want sex outside of the confines of a permanent relationship. All the interracial porn that Jeff and I had been watching also made me excited to be talking to Ice and Sherise.
Melinda had also told me that Sherise was bi, and that she enjoyed helping Ice seduce white girls, and that sometimes they seduced a white couple as a pair.
I guess I was a little surprised, but nothing weird or overtly sexual happened then and there at the party when we met--even though I could tell Ice found me attractive. I was a bit pleased with myself that a stud like Ice found me attractive!
Instead of anything overt, Ice and Sherise just asked Jeff and me if we might like to double date the next weekend. We could start at Ice's place and then see what spirit moved us, Sherise suggested. I could see Jeff was a little hesitant, but I knew it would look terrible if we didn't accept--and I was intrigued by them both--so I said, "We'd love to! What's a good time, say, 6:30?" And it was settled.
Friday came along and we arrived at Ice's place. He and Sherise were super welcoming. They suggested we have a few beers before heading out for dinner, and we said sure. What college kids don't like a bit of beer on a Friday night, after all?
After our 2nd beer, Sherise suggested we play a game. "It's called 'truth or truth'!" She teased. "No, seriously. There's no wriggly out of telling the truth--that's the main rule of the game. Each of us gets to ask a question in turn, and everyone is sworn to answer truthfully! I get to go first since it was my idea!"
"Are there any limits?" I asked.
"Oh, yes! Thanks for asking! Every question has to be related to sex--how could I forget?!" Sherise said with a smile.
I quickly agreed. I was kind of turned on to see where this might lead. Jeff was more hesitant but followed my lead. "Yeah, okay. Let's give it a go," he said.
"Okay then! This is usually a good first question," said Sherise. "Who gave you your first sensuous first kiss, and how did it go?"
Ice went first. "My older cousin, Nikki. I thought it was magical. I was floored!"
Then I went next. We were going boy-girl-boy-girl, we had decided. "Andy from two years ahead in school. It was disappointing!"
Then Jeff went. "Uh, I don't know why this is awkward. It shouldn't be, I guess... But it was Annie. I thought it was so amazing!"
Jeff sweetly gave my hand a squeeze and looked at me earnestly. I gave him my sweetest smile.
Then it came back to Sherise. "My handsome uncle Samson. I ain't gonna lie. I made eyes at him for months, hoping he would do something. All I got was some kissing, but it was some fine kissing!"
Then Ice offered to go next. "I should go next, since you two are still getting the idea of the game." Turning to Sherise, he asked her first, "Who did you lose your virginity to, and how was it?"
Sherise replied. "Well, that would have been my younger uncle, Alfred. Samson blabbed about kissing me, and Alfred wanted to show him up. I liked Alfred well enough, even though he is kind of funny looking. I thought it would be a sweet first experience, and I would feel safe. And I was right. It was very tender!... You next, Jeff!"
"Well, it was to Annie, and it was everything I had been dreaming for years, honestly! Although I'll admit I wished I had lasted longer!"
"And you, Annie?" inquired Ice.
"Yes, Jeff, and I lost it together. It was sweet. You really did your best, honey! I felt very loved! And you did get me over the goal line after all!" I offered, hoping it would make him feel well enough.
We went a few more rounds, with questions about oral sex, hand jobs or being fingered, staying overnight with someone else-- it actually started to seem kind of mundane.
Then Ice made a request. "How would you all feel," he asked, "if I just asked the questions for a little while? I have a feeling I can handle it in a-- shall we say 'pleasing'?-- way. Would you allow me?"
I was intrigued and said "sure!" Sherise was game. Jeff did not want to be the party-pooper and also said "sure."
"Who here has watched interracial porn?" Ice asked. We all admitted we had.
"Who here has been turned on by interracial porn?" Ice asked. We all again said, "Yes!"
Jeff was sheepish about it, but admitted it.
"Who here has had an interracial sexual experience?" Only Ice and Sherise said yes. Each with a very big grin.
"Who here would like to have an interracial sexual experience?"
Ice's and Sherise's hands went straight up. Jeff and I both sheepishly, modestly raised our hands and said yes, looking tentatively at one another.
"Who here has heard about--or in one person's case, seen--my GIANT. TEN. INCHES. OF. BLACK. COCK?!" Sherise's hand went up of course. So did mine. I was feeling not so modest at this point. To my surprise, Jeff raised his hand, too!
"What?!" I asked Jeff, astounded. "You've heard about Ice's cock, too?!?"
"Yeah," admitted Jeff, meekly. "It's legendary among the guys on campus... I would have told you, but I didn't think you liked that kind of gossip... And besides, Mark told me about how Ice and Sherise have been 'owning' him and your pal, Melinda... I've been hearing about it for weeks, sweetie...."
"Oh! That's rich! Melinda has only admitted to me that she 'heard' about Ice's cock. Figures! Girls are so untrustworthy!" I remarked.
"Okay, kids! Don't stress over it... Some girls like to have their secrets! Who knows, maybe before long Annie will have her own as well?" Ice said, amiably, smiling at all of us and then winking at me.
"I have one more question for now... Remember, the game is called 'truth or truth'... You *must* answer truthfully!"
"Yeah, we know, Ice!" I piped in. "Sure, go ahead... What's your next question?"
"Which of you white kids wants to suck my dick first?" Ice spat out.
He most definitely did not ask "if" or "whether." He most definitely *did* ask "which" of us "first." I was a bit stunned.
"Whaaa? Wha? Wha... what did you say, Ice?" I stammered.
"You heard me, Annie... I can see you're turned on... Your nipples are hard little pokers I can see through your bra and shirt even! As for your guy, Jeff, here... I can see his little hardon tenting his pants! You are both turned on thinking about my cock... So, I repeat... Which of you white kids wants to suck my dick first?!" Ice laid it out for us, quite matter-of-factly. He sounded a bit stern this time.
Sherise just sat there smiling at me and Jeff--a sly, superior-looking smile--and not saying anything at all.
I was still stunned by Ice's directness. However, his meaning was clear. I tried to quickly take stock and respond.
Was I turned on enough? Yes, as evidenced by my nipples, breathing, and my moistening crotch--and my own inner thoughts. Yes, I was plenty turned on. Check.
Was the mood conducive in the room? Yes, everyone seemed horny and revved up. Check.
Was it going to be okay with Sherise and with Jeff? Yes, plainly. Check.
However, apparently Jeff was less surprised and thought things through faster. Just before I could form affirmative words to volunteer myself, I heard Jeff. Jeff shouted out first! Jeff shouted out, "I will, please!!!"
That surprised me! Although I realized later that it shouldn't have. After all, I had noticed Jeff peeking at Ice's crotch quite regularly as our little game progressed... And I, too, had noticed Ice's considerable bulge, which seemed to get a little larger in his pants, indeed, as the game progressed.
Meanwhile, while I was processing all this, Ice and Sherise burst out into bellowing and amiable peels of laughter.
"Ha! Ha, haha!!" Ice chortled, kindly. "Golly, what is it with you white bois lately?? You're even hungrier for black cock than your girls are!!! This is the third time in a row where the white boi has been hungrier for my cock than his girlfriend even! Too funny!!"
Jeff was beet red, embarrassed, and looking at the floor now--but he hadn't taken anything back. He'd left his offer to suck Ice's cock first to linger out there!
"Well-- I'd have a mind to let you suck me off first, boi Jeff, for being brave enough to speak what you want... Maybe I will... But I got to ask your cute girlfriend something first, boi... Annie... Do you want to get fucked tonight??
I mean really 'fucked'... As in, fucked by my big black cock... As in, made a real woman for the first time... It's a 'yes or no' question, and think hard on it for several minutes now because there's no second chances... I'd *like* to fuck you... Sherise don't mind... She likes watching me make white girls into women... Your 'boi' friend here is in no place to judge you... He's begging, practically, to go gay with me... I *know* you want it... but are you brave enough?
Before you answer, there is a 'catch' also for you... If you go for it, you gotta agree that I can make love to you the rest of the night... bareback of course... in your behind, too--especially because you're a complete virgin there..."
I had revealed my rear-end virginity during our game of "truth or truth," naturally.
Ice continued.
"I'd also own you in your face and throat, of course...
And you gotta *agree*-- you gotta *COMMIT*-- if I make you cum at least three times before the night is out, you will come over and get fucked by me every night for a full month... I'll *have* Sherise playing with a few good friends for the month, if you're wondering...
There's about a zero percent chance that you don't end up totally hooked on black cock... So you are basically deciding if you are willing to end up a big black cock slut... a black cock slut who will have no future use for white little dicks...
Any questions, or am I clear enough, girl? Oh... And you can expect I'll be calling you degrading things like 'bitch,' 'slut,' 'pussy,' 'whore,' 'hole,' and even the nasty old 'c-word'... In fact, 'cunt' is my favorite nickname for a new white slut... I like my sluts to know their place, nice as I may otherwise be!"
Finally, the now animated Ice paused. I was able to squeeze in a small acknowledgment of my understanding. "Uh... I guess that's all clear, Ice... yeah..."
"Oh, and cunt, you'll be calling me 'Sir' or 'Master' from now on, too, as well, if you expect to get fucked... All my white cunts call me 'sir' or 'master' at all times!"
"Okay, Sir!"
"Good, cunt... You keep thinking for a few minutes... Again, definitely a one time offer... I don't have time to waste seducing bitches who ain't enthusiastic on the first try... So think about it... Meanwhile, I'm going to let your punk ass boi-friend suck my cock and give you a good look at what you would be getting, and Sherise is going to attend to you... You will let her 'on' you unless you are ready to say 'no' to my cock... Can Sherise start in on you, bitch, or have you decided already to say 'no' to me, slut?"
Ice was so manly and seductive. He was such a hunk. I had totally fantasized about guys like him for months now, ever since my boyfriend and I had started with interracial porn a few months back. Whatever I was, I was NOT ready to say "no" to Ice... definitely not ready to say, "no," and I told him so.
"Uh... Yeah... I guess Sherise can come get 'on' me, Sir Ice, sure... I'm definitely not ready to say 'no' to your offer, sir!" I squeaked through my anxious voice box.
"Don't worry, cunt," Sherise said to me. I was a little shocked that she was talking down to me, too--but I guess it made sense. "I'm going to sit next to you, and we're going to play a little, is all for now. I don't want to mess with your view after all... unbutton those jeans though so I can jam a hand down there, would you?"
I quickly and silently complied, as ordered. As I did, I noticed I had literally become sopping wet from my pussy juices. My panties were totally soaked through. I got a big whiff of my own pussy smell right away, and I noticed my pants were getting saturated, too. If I were to get up and walk around, definitely a wet spot would be visible at my crotch and maybe my ass as well. At the same time, I felt my stiff nipples hurting from being so stiff under my snug bra. I never remembered *ever* being this turned on before!
Sherise, being so much taller and with long arms, was able to drape her left arm around my shoulders and down to my breast--as she sat just to my right. She grabbed my left breast and began to massage it gently through my clothes. She had a terrific touch--I loved how she massaged my breast and occasionally tweaked my nipple!
Then Sherise also leaned in and started nibbling on my earlobe while her right hand reached into my panties to play with my pussy. Both touches were fabulous! Sherise had fantastic instincts for how to turn me on! Between being so beautiful and having such an amazing touch, Sherise got me even more fired up!
"Oh, slut," she said to me. "You have such a nice wet cunt already! Nice!! That ought to help you make up your mind!" Turning to Ice, she added, "Hey, honey, this cunt is already so wet for you, it's *amazing*!!!"
"Cool, Sherise, you do your magic and get her even more revved up. Thanks, 'MS'!" Ice replied.
I managed to whisper a question to Sherise about "MS."
"Oh, 'MS' stands for 'main slut.' It's the Master's nickname for me. Isn't it sweet?" she said.
Ice continued to run the show. He maintained his newly aggressive demeanor--a contrast from the easy-going guy of just ten minutes back. In time, I learnt that alpha black guys always get more aggressive when they are going to require pussy on their cocks soon. Indeed, pretty soon Ice was going to demand some pussy!
Ice barked at Jeff. "Come here, boi. These pants aren't taking themselves off!! Crawl over here and get my black python out so your face and throat can meet their new best friend!!!"
If there were crawling contests, surely Jeff could have won one! He got across the living room to Ice in about half a second and started peeling the Master's pants off. Ice was going commando. His massive cock leapt out and nearly smacked Jeff in the face.
It was a thing of true beauty, Ice's cock. It was like a flesh monument. Tall, proud, sculpted-looking. It was ramrod straight. It truly looked like an idealized cock a sculptor had imagined and carved from dark brown wood. Except it pulsed and twitched with an energy you wouldn't see in a sculpture. Ice's cock rivaled all my favorites in porn.
I noticed my mouth watering at the sight of Master Ice's fabulous huge black cock. I was jealous that Jeff got to be with it before me. I got even more turned on with it now in full view. Sherise noticed right away.
"Oh, sweet little cunt! I got your number! You're juicing even more on my fingers! Your nipple got even harder, too! Isn't it incredible to see?" Sherise remarked.
"Yes, it's amazing!" I whispered to her.
"Louder, slut, so everyone can hear you," she said.
"Master Ice, your cock looks amazing!!!" I yelled out, following Sherise's command.
"You got that right, cunt!" Ice replied. "Not too many bitches can resist getting fucked once they have laid eyes on it... We'll soon see about you! Meanwhile, boi... You get a little higher up on your knees here. Get high enough so I can pull your mouth down onto it, okay? I'm gonna guide you. I know you're a virgin at this. Just keep your mouth open as wide as you can and your teeth out of the way. Got it?"
"Yes, Master Ice!" Jeff replied as he got partway up from the floor. He stayed on his knees. This way, he was at the right height for seated Master Ice to pull his head on down. Jeff opened his mouth wide, as instructed.



Ice added, "Ok. That's a good start. I'm going to grab your head in my hands in a sec. You're going to want to resist me. Don't! You work as hard as you can to relax your neck and let me do the work. On three... 1. 2. 3."
And then Ice grabbed Jeff's head like it was a piece of fruit with an opening or something and just started bobbying Jeff's face up and down on his cock. He didn't do it rough. He didn't do it softly, either. Master Ice just bobbed Jeff's head up and down like Jeff was a "thing" instead of a person.
Ice did this for several minutes before releasing Jeff to give him a breather. "Take a breather, boi," Ice said. "I want you to take stock of how you're feeling right now. Tell us, how do you like it?"
"Uh... Well, it's actually amazing, Master! Your cock feels so dominant and sexy inside me!" Jeff admitted.
"Good job being honest, kid. I give you props. Now get up for a minute and take off your pants and underwear. I want everyone here to see your little dick right now."
Jeff instantly obeyed. His five-incher was as hard and inflamed as I'd ever seen it. It was bright red from arousal. Precum was dripping from the tip.
"Cunt," Ice said, turning to me. "Have you ever seen your boi this turned on before?"
"Uh, no, Sir! No I haven't! The boi must really like sucking black cock! Seems maybe he's found his calling!" I teased.
"How about it, boi. Is that true? Have you found your calling? Answer the wrong way and you're done sucking my dick--now or ever."
"Uh... Yes, I guess that's true, Sir. I love sucking your cock, Sir Ice. Yes, I do! Please let me keep sucking it!" Jeff replied.
"Yeah... I thought as much, chump. Before long, you won't even ever think about pussy, unless I have one shoved right on your face. All you'll dream about will be black cock. But sit down for now. You can leave your little dick out showing us how you're feeling. But sit down....
Now it's time to ask the new little bitch her decision. Now she's gotta decide. You ready to get black fucked like I spelled out? Or would you rather leave and never get hit on by me--nor any of the other black athletes on campus--again... If you say 'no,' I'll make sure my brothers on campus don't go near you, either! So what will it be, cunt?"
I'd like to be able to say that I made some thoroughly thought-through decision, but it was not at all the case.
I was just so incredibly turned on and horny. I was really needing a good fuck--a hot BBC fuck. Not a wimpy fuck from my lame boyfriend. Jeff's little dick looked incredibly tiny to me now--even if it used to make me happy enough.
Ice's cock, in contrast, was totally alluring. It was so seriously gorgeous. I knew it would stretch me. I knew it might hurt. But I had to have it. I felt hungry for it and compelled!
"Oh, Master Ice! Of course it's 'YES!'! You're so hot! Please, please fuck me! I'll do all those things you said, yes! Please, please, *PLEEEEEASSE* make me your new 'cunt'!" I begged. I begged shamelessly.
"So, slut," Ice rejoined, "Are you sure? You're ready for me to fuck you in the ass, even?"
"Yes, Master, you may fuck my ass and take my virginity there."
"Good. Good, slut... So you're ready for me to fuck you all night, even if you get tired and exhausted?"
"Yes, Sir, please use me all night! Even if I get exhausted!"
"And if I make you cum at least three times, you're going to come over every night for the next month, so I can fuck you until--say--3 am for thirty nights? Even though it will almost certainly make you into a black cock slut?"
"Yes, I hope you do make me cum that much! I would love for you to make me into a black cock slut!"
"Cunt, are you ready for your pussy getting stretched and resized so you would barely feel any white dick ever again?"
"Yes, Sir Ice! Please stretch and resize me!! That's so hot!! I love the idea of being totally resized for BIG. BLACK. COCK!"
"Very well, slut. Then there's just one more thing!"
"Anything, Sir! Anything! What is it?"
"You have to convince Jeff to take off your pants and panties and kiss your pussy good bye and to give you to me. He isn't allowed to fuck you again ever, nor have any sexual access at all. Not even mouth kissing. He has to give you up. And in the unlikely event that you do not go black only, you will not be going back to Jeff. He will, however, be allowed to watch you with me. He can stay in person tonight, and going forward, I will send him videos. I'll make sure he gets videos of you being a black cock slut for as many months and years as he might like... Plus, he has to agree to receive black studs at his dorm room and suck them off for the same thirty nights that I'll be fucking you. So he will almost certainly be turned into a gay black cock slut--at least for his mouth."
"Jeff!" I barked. I was so horny that I was more aggressive than I'd ever been before. "You heard Master Ice! Get over here and get my pussy naked for him so he can fuck me! GIve me over to him, boi! You know you want to! We all could see how hot you are for black cock! You'll love seeing me get blacked--probably even better than fucking me yourself! You'll love a month of sucking black cocks every night!"
My feelings of love for Jeff paled in comparison to my lust for Ice--obviously. Dang! Was I horny!! I was desperate to get that gorgeous, giant black cock inside my sopping pussy!!
Big black cock in porn had been a turn on. Giant black cock in person, attached to a hot stud like Master Ice? More enticing than I ever could have dreamed!
"Yes, Mistress Annie!" Jeff responded, blushing. I don't think he was totally happy, but he wasn't unhappy either. His face began to look conflicted but his little dicklet stayed as hard and excited as earlier.
It was poignant to have my long-term boyfriend--whom I thought I loved--peel my pants and panties off to hand me over to my new black lover.
"Good job, boi," Ice said. "Now go ahead give her pussy a goodbye kiss. You may eat her for a few seconds if you like, but don't let her cum."
Jeff gave me better head than he ever had before. I actually had to push him away to keep from cumming. He looked at me with hurt in his eye and tears on his cheeks. He had started to cry while kissing my pussy goodbye. "Sorry Jeff," I explained. "Master Ice said that you're not supposed to let me cum, and I was about to."
Sherise gave Jeff a gentle shove backwards with one of her feet, adding. "That's it Jeff. That's been your goodbye. Now go sit down and watch. Don't get up from the chair, or it's trouble... Master, how would you like to take your new bitch first, and can I help you?"
Meanwhile, I felt near zero concern for Jeff, it turned out. My thoughts and feelings were so overwhelmed by my attraction to Master Ice that I had only a passing thought for Jeff. I was quickly distracted by my hard nipples, rapid breathing, and gushing cunt. Even my own pussy smell was strong and distracted me.
"Whoa! Hold on a sec!" Ice boomed. "Our boi over here is looking sad... Sorry, boi. In time, you'll make peace with this and see that it's for the best... You wanna leave now, before I take Annie's holes, or you wanna stay and be a part of it? Which will it be?"
Jeff was sniffling--and his dick even wilted part way--but he managed to eke out that he wanted to stay. "Alright, boi," Ice replied. "But I can't take this sniffling... Sherise, you tie him to that chair over there, and ball-gag him... While she's at it... Annie, you come and start sucking on your new best friend-- my cock... Crawl on over here like your boi did before you!"
I complied every bit as quickly as Jeff had a few minutes back, but I didn't wait for Ice to guide my head on his cock. I just dove onto it. I had never tried to suck anything so big before. It wasn't easy. In fact, I'm sure I only got a small portion of it in my mouth and maybe just the top of my throat.
I wasn't getting far at all on his cock. So Ice grabbed my head, just as he had Jeff before me and bobbed me up and down. With every stroke, he shoved my face a little bit further down his shaft.
Before long, Ice's gorgeous huge rod was getting well into my throat. I couldn't believe it! I never imagined I could deep throat a big black cock. But there it was! I was doing it!
Ice cooed his encouragement. "Good slut, Annie. That's a girl. You're gonna be one of my most skilled cunts before you know it! There ya go! Good girl!"
This went on for a few minutes before Ice finally lifted me off.
"Annie, I'm looking forward to fucking you. Yes, I am... I am trying to decide if I should make out with you first or not... You know, make it a little more romantic or not.... Nah, I'll wait. It's hotter if I show you my place with my cock before I get all kissy-kissy... But dang, it sucks looking at your boi's depressed face... Sherise, put a pillow case on him--loosely, of course... Boi will have to settle for hearing his girl fucked until he gets a grip... We don't need to see his sorry puss!"
"Yes, Sir! With pleasure!" Sherise replied as she executed Ice's instructions. I was glad to have Jeff's face hidden, too. Who needed his tears messing with our good time?
I took a short beat now--while Ice was instructing Sherise--to consider whether I should feel guilty about Jeff. I decided "no." Jeff had lots of chances to prevent this scenario. He could have taken me from the apartment when the sexual "truth or truth" game kept going on and on and on. The game got so that obviously it was leading to sex with Ice's cock, but Jeff did nothing to stop it. Jeff also could have chosen NOT to ask to suck Ice's cock. And *ESPECIALLY* Jeff could have chosen *NOT* to give my pussy over to Ice to fuck--nobody forced him to do that!
No, Jeff was complicit in these events, and it was not my fault he was having trouble adjusting to what he had helped cause. NOT. MY. PROBLEM. AT. ALL.
I resolved that if Jeff did not snap out of being sad--and soon--I would simply have nothing to do with him anymore, that was all!
"Alright, now we got the punk little boi out of the way, let's get busy!" Ice barked. "Cunt, you get on all fours--head down, and your gorgeous bubble butt high up for me... I can take you deep that way and won't be tempted to kiss your cute face yet. This will just be my cock claiming you for starters, making a real woman out of you..."
I didn't put this position on the "regular menu" with Jeff, to be honest. I thought it was demeaning and meant I was like a subordinate to the man. It didn't jibe with my usual feminism. However, I was *not* about to try to defy Ice, that was for sure. Further--I realized that I didn't even *want* to defy Ice! Unlike with my tame white soon-to-be-former boyfriend, it excited me to be submissive to the alpha black stud, Sir Ice!
I hurried into position exactly as told, still wearing my shirt and bra, even. Only my ass, pussy, and legs were naked, and ready for Sir Ice's use.
I felt Ice crawl up behind my exposed pussy. It was intimidating, scary, and sexually intense. I felt like an animal who was about to get bred by an ideal of her species. Gulp--might I get pregnant, even? I was on the pill, but would it be reliable against a stud like Ice?
"We'll see if the pill you mentioned during our game earlier will hold up, cunt! Lots of times, I knock up girls like this who were thinking the pill was going to work!" Ice teased me along the lines of my own daydream! The thought of potentially getting bred by this perfect male--gorgeous, manly, muscled, smart, and studly--made me shudder and juice. What a turn on!!
In a moment, I felt hands more powerful that I had ever imagined caressing my hips and bottom. It felt so right. I felt completely dominated and at the height of my own femininity. I hope Ice is recording this so I can watch it in the future, I found myself daydreaming!
I loved how I was on the cusp of being so profoundly taken by such an impressive stud. I said to myself, "This is what it means to be a real woman in the hands of a real man! Wow!!! At last!"
In half a moment, I felt Ice rubbing the plum-sized head of his massive cock around my pussy lips and hole. I could tell that I was immensely wet. "Girl, you are gushing!" I heard Ice boom from above me. "Still, I think you are going to find this a bit surprising!" And with that he shoved a few inches in.
It was only the first few inches of his cock, and I already felt so much fuller than I ever did with Jeff's entire little penis--because Ice's cock was also so wide. It was *AMAAAZZZING*!!! I already felt more feminine and more thoroughly fucked than I had ever imagined I would!
Another moment later, and Ice had most of his cock in me. OH!! MY!! GOD!! I felt so incredibly stretched. Yes, it *WAS* painful! But it was also *AMAZING* and SEXIER and more erotic than I had ever--before tonight--thought I would experience in my whole life!
Finally, after a few minutes--and much to my surprise--Ice was IN. ME. BALLS. DEEP. Yes, he actually got all the way in me balls deep from behind the very first time he fucked me!
I had expected it might take several times fucking--or maybe even a couple of weeks. But somehow my cunt--or was it now Ice's cunt?-- was able to accommodate him.
Ice started thrusting in and out of me faster now--with nice long, deep strokes. I felt like just a cunt for his gratification at this point as Master Ice grabbed my hips hard--regularly smacking me hard on my vulnerable ass. It stung, but I knew it turned him on so I enjoyed it in its own way anyway. I wanted nothing more than to please my new alpha bull!
Ice had given me a safe word. "Escalator," for whatever reason. I thought of it once or twice as Ice fucked me harder and harder--and especially when he slapped me a few times *VERY* hard on the ass in rapid succession.
But Ice had warned me, "Say the safe word, and we're done. The night is over. We're never going to fuck again. That's not a threat. It's just a simple promise. Got it, cunt?" And I definitely acknowledged understanding it!
No, the fucking I was getting was so INCREDIBLE. So INTENSE. It was in its whole own galaxy beyond sex with my former white boi. There was no way I would give up getting fucked by Sir Ice just because of some mundane pain. If Ice needed to spank my bottom to black and blue for his amusement, so be it! If I ended up with battered skin and welts, and if it hurt to sit down for days, I would make do! I would willingly take anything Ice would dish out for the incredible fucking I was getting. I had never imagined feeling so much a woman!
It was after a couple of minutes of being fucked that I realized I was moaning and whaling at full volume almost since the start. "UNNGGGGHHHH!!! YESSSS!!!! FUCKKKKK ME!!!! YESSSS!!!!! FUCK MEEEEEEE!!!! SO AMMAAAAAAZZZZZZIIIIIIIINNNNNNGGGGGGGGG!!!! YES!!!! OWN MY PUSSY!!! It's YYYOOUUUURRRRR pussy NOWWW!!!! UNGGHHHH!!! REEEEE-SIIIIZZEE MEEEE!!! UNGHHH!!!! Make it so I will NNEEEEVVERRRR notice white dick!!!!! YYYYEEESSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!"
Then, I realized... Not only had I already cum once, but I had already cum **TWICE**! Ice was but one cum from me being promised to fuck him for a whole month.
Just as the realization hit... I felt a void in me... Ice had pulled his cock out... "NOOO!!!" I yelled. "PUT IT BACKKKKK!!!! PUT IT BACKKKK!! ***PLEEEAAAASEEEE*** PUT IT BACCKKKKKKKK!! PPPLEEEEEEASSSEEEE KEEP OWNING MEEEE!!!!!!"
"But, cunt" Ice said calmly. "I've made you cum twice... If I put it back in you will certainly soon cum a third time. And then you will be promised to me nightly for the next month... Are you *sure* you don't want me to offer you an out? You've had a couple of nice cums. I could fuck Sherise instead for the rest of the night. She would really love that, I think. You sure?"
He paused. He teased my pussy lips with his cock head while he kept our fucking on pause.
"If I put it back in, cunt, you are pretty much GUARANTEED to end up a black cock slut. Is that what you really want?" Ice teased.
"YESSS!!!" I begged and shouted. "FUCK ME MOOOOORE!! PLEEAASSEEEE!! I don't care if I become a black cock slut!!! Make me a black cock slut!!!! PLLLEEEEAASSSEEEEEE!! I ***WANT*** TO BECOME A BLACK COCK SLUT!!!! PPLLLEEEEEEEEEAAASSSEE!!!! PPPLEEEAAAASSSEEE TAAKEE MMMYY CCUNNNTTT!!!!!!"
"I tell you what," Ice said. "Let's make sure this is fair, alright? I do feel kind of bad for Jeff. If his little dick has decided it's sad.... If he's so sad that he has lost his boner... I am going to honor that and give you back to him, just to be a good guy, 'man-to-boi.' You'll get used to him again, I think, if I were to do that now... But if the boi's little dick is all hard and leaking precum--just from hearing us fucking--then we know he is really turned on to this whole thing still... notwithstanding his tears earlier... and then I might as well turn you totally black... Yes, I think that's right... Hey, Sherise, does that sound fair and wise to you?"
"Oh, yes, Sir Ice," Sherise replied. "That sounds most beneficent!"
To me, Ice whispered reassuringly. "Don't worry, cunt. I ain't seen a white boi yet who hasn't gotten rock hard from listening to his soon-to-be-former white honey-pie howl in orgasm like you have been... Just give this a sec, and it'll be fine!"
"Alrighty then, MS," Master Ice said, now loud enough for everyone. "Go check on the little guy's dick, under that blanket, would you. I tell you what, if you find it hard--why don't you give him a treat and suck him off. He's earned it. I know you find little white dick's kind of disgusting, but I'll make it up to you later, bitch!"
"Yes, Sir!" Sherise replied, obediently, before adding, "Oh, it's rock hard, the little thing. It's totally inflamed and leaking pre-cum. Ugh! Disgusting! But a deal is a deal!" And Sherise leaned over to suck off my now-former boyfriend. It only took about five seconds before we heard him bellowing an orgasm into his ball gag and watched him flinching against his bonds as he shot his load into Sherise's gorgeous mouth.
Myself, I was relieved about the whole scene with Sherise and Jeff.
Yes, I was happy to learn that Jeff had gotten so turned on. I *did* want him to be happy--even though that was a lot less important to me than it had been an hour ago.
And Jeff had certainly earned a cum for having been mostly a good sport this evening.
More important--way more important: I was incredibly relieved that Ice was going to resume blacking me, fucking me from one orgasm to the next. I had zero appetite for being returned back to Jeff!
Sherise had accepted Jeff's cum into her mouth, but she quickly pulled her head away and gagged it out and onto his lap. Jeff was a mess, sitting now in a puddle of his own cum. The loser--yes, I thought of Jeff as a 'loser' now--can clean that up later, I figured.
Ice gently but firmly shoved me back onto all fours. (I had gotten up to watch Sherise blow Jeff.)
"Alright my new cunt, Annie!" Ice boomed. "Time for your third cum in a few moments!"
Ice grabbed one hip, used a free hand to guide his cock in, then also grabbed the other hip. Within a few seconds, he was balls deep again.
Again, I felt so thoroughly and deliciously taken and fucked. Again, I felt fuller and more probed than I had ever imagined I would as a woman. Again, I felt my cervix being pounded against by Ice's incredible, thick, mighty ten-incher. And--again--I was soon cumming my lungs out!
"YESSS!!!! OH MY GODDDDD!!!! YESSSS!!!!!! FUCK ME, ICE!!!!!!! FUCKKKKKK MEEEE!!!!!!!!!!!!! UNGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!! UUNNGGGGHHHH!!!!! YOUUUU OWWWWWNNN MEEEE!!!!!!!!!!"
After what seemed like a full five minutes of nearly continuous deep orgasms, I finally stopped shouting, squirting, and convulsing. Ice was still hard and deep inside me, but he had stopped moving to talk to me.



"Okay, cunt. Nicely done. We have some more fucking to do tonight, that's for sure. For example, I need to take your ass virginity soon... But we've all seen your third cum-- or maybe it was your third through your thirtieth cums? Ha!! Nice work! You can now kiss *all* white cock goodbye. We're going to fuck for a month straight. You'll for sure be black-only by the end. Congratulations!!!"
"Unghhh. I'm so tired.... Need rest." I managed to eke out.
"Hahahahaha!" Ice laughed, and shoved his hard on a little deeper to stimulate me from my exhaustion. "But the night is young, cunt! I haven't even nutted once, my little bitch! And don't forget your promise-- to fuck all night, *EVEN* if you get exhausted!!"
The rest of the night was mostly a blur.
Before long, and before I lost track of things, Jeff was kicked out and sent home. Not meanly, but firmly. Ice told him, "My new cunt and I need some alone time now, boi. Sherise will see you home. Go quietly, and she'll give you a hand job when you get there. I'll make sure you get lots of videos. I'm a man of my word. There's no need for you to contact Annie ever again. In fact, do not contact Annie ever again. The black cocks will start arriving tomorrow night at 7 pm. For a full month, as promised. I'll contact you if I have use for your again. Don't expect it, though. I have lots of white bois to choose from. Annie certainly won't be needing you." Then Ice returned his attention to me.
Once Jeff was gone, Ice alternated tender lovemaking with more aggressive fucking.
Finally Master Ice made out with me as we were fucking. His tongue entering my mouth felt like we completed a connection on a deeper, more sensuous, and more emotional level. It felt incredible. I even felt loved and in love!
Ice did take my rear end as promised. He took his time. He did stop short of going balls deep. "You're not ready for my whole cock back there yet, Annie. That will take time." I liked him in my ass much more than I expected to! It felt hot to give myself so fully to my new Black master!! I sure was a black cock slut at least for Master Ice!
I obediently sucked Ice clean right when he took his cock from my ass, just as he expected. I felt like such a slut doing it. It gave me a thrill to be so obedient and submissive. I hadn't been submissive before Ice--but he brought that out in me!
I'm sure I passed out a couple of times from exhaustion during the night's activities. I must have cum a dozen more times. I got drunk on sex. I could not possibly keep count of my orgasms. Ice came, I think, four or five times: at least twice in my pussy, once in my ass, and once all over my face. Finally, after his fourth or fifth cum, when I passed out, Master Ice let me sleep through to the morning.
I slept more peacefully and deeply than I could remember since being a young child. I felt so profoundly used--and fulfilled--as a woman. I felt so well mated. I found myself dreaming that I had been impregnated. In my dream, I remember hoping that I had been knocked up.
After a good sleep, I woke up with a big smile on my face. Contented.
When I first moved, however, I couldn't quite move as freely as I was used to. Then I realized it was just because cum was caked on my body and had dried on my skin. Cum was everywhere. I could feel it still oozing from my abused pussy and ass. I could feel it caked on my face.
Ice walked into the room wearing nothing but a towel and a big smile. He handed me an iced coffee. "How did you know?" I asked.
"About what, my little cunt? That you needed to be blacked, or about you liking iced coffee in the morning?" He smiled, before adding. "But you do realize that after I break you in this month, you are only going to be one of my several cunts, right? "
I found myself getting horny again when he reminded me that he was going to fuck me all month. The fact that I would then have to share him seemed sexy in its own way, too.
Would you like to hear more?
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Hi, my name is Sally. I'm a tall redheaded professional woman living in a major American city, in my early thirties, until just yesterday engaged to a terrific guy, Tom. It's been a while since I wrote and shared about my story, so I'll recap some key elements as we get started.
I'm considered quite nice looking, by way of reminder. I have a cute face, and--if I do say so myself--an outstanding figure. Imagine curvy, with good-size breasts and a pert rear-end--and very long legs. People have flattered me that I'm built like Scarlett Johansson but with long legs. I also have a hot, never-had-a-baby-yet body.
Tom is also a professional, and we *were* very much in love. That fell apart just yesterday, when I told Tom about how I had met Master Jerome--my giant black master with an enormous, magical BBC.
Last night, I explained to Tom that he would have to be my celebate white cuckold... And it didn't go over so well. To his credit, I guess, Tom would have none of it and stormed off, saying we are done for good. And who could blame him?
Master Jerome is a gorgeous hunk of a black man. From the moment I laid eyes on him, I was struck with his rugged and dark handsome appearance and physique. Not extremely handsome in the face, he nevertheless had rugged good looks. He is a dark chocolate black color with a neatly shaved head, perfect teeth, and 6-6 of pure muscle.
I had never had the nerve to date black guys, but I was attracted to them. Master Jerome changed that and made black men and their BBCs a reality for me.
Jerome and I ended up on a date, what was meant to be a casual date, but ended up being the most incredible sex of my entire life. Nobody had ever fucked me and made love to me as well as Jerome. I lost count of my orgasms-- several of which were quite intense. Jerome then laid out the rules that I would have to agree to if I wanted to be blacked by him on-going. They were pretty intense, indeed. I'll remind you of them now:
1) My fiance, Tom--now gone, fled--and I needed to agree that I would go black only. That my pussy would be for Jerome only and for his black friends. Neither Tom nor any white man would ever touch my pussy again. I would be strictly black.
The first rule turned me on so much, I begged to hear the rest of it.
2) Tom would need to accept his sexless role or leave me. He might sometimes be allowed to eat me out to clean up black men's cum from my pussy or ass, but that would be Tom's only contact with my pussy and ass. I could still blow him once or twice a year--but at Jerome's direction only.
3) Whenever I was alone with Jerome or any black man, I would have to be naked or immediately get naked.
4) I was never to refuse Jerome sex, but if one of my openings--mouth, pussy, or ass--was uncomfortable or tired, I could offer him another.
5) Yes, I would have to give him my anal virginity--and that "option" would regularly be on the "menu."
6) Eventually, I was to be shared with Master Jerome's friends--but only good guys who were his close friends, he would be picky on my behalf. I could be selective with his friends, but if I turned one down, I might be denied sex with Jerome for as long as a month.
7) Everyone would be bareback. I could stay on the pill at first, but eventually Jerome would require me to flush my pills and he might give them to me-- *if* he wished.
8) If Tom did leave me or we broke up, I was to work towards marrying another white guy to be my cuckold. Jerome did not need a wife to support, and he found it much more arousing to own a white guy's wife.
I was ready to tell Jerome "yes" on the spot, but he made me think it over for a few days. Then of course I said "yes!" The whole scene was so incredibly erotic!
I realized that eventually everyone in my whole life would know that I had become a black breeding slut-- and the looming humiliation of that really excited me!
It went up a level when I promised Jerome--for his amusement--that I would not even give Tom any "goodbye sex" of any kind.
Unfortunately, rather than being turned on that I had become black-owned, while he was traveling, Tom rightfully blew a gasket and stormed off.
However, I did realize that the conversation with Tom had been positive but in a different way: I felt incredibly HAPPY with myself, incredibly proud that I had asserted what I wanted from my sex life, and just laid it out there as the most important thing.
And, further, telling Tom all about how I'd gotten owned by Jerome and his magical cock turned me on way more than I had imagined I would be!
With Tom stormed off and gone, I more fully took stock of myself. My panties were drenched. I looked down and I could see the wetness even soaked through the entire groin area of my jeans!
Now alone, I felt a huge urge to get my big black dildo jammed inside me-- the best thing I could think of for while I was alone! I looked out the window to make sure Tom was gone, bolted and chained the door, and ran to the bedroom.
Unfortunately, before I could jam my big black dildo inside my pussy to get off, I remembered my other promise to my Master: No cumming by myself. Only in front of Tom.
I don't know how I managed to calm myself enough to sleep the night. My pussy stayed drenched without the benefit of any release, and my PJs even soaked through at the crotch. I tossed and tossed and tossed, and it must have been nearly morning before I finally fell asleep for just a few hours. Whatever was I going to do?
The next morning, I quickly recalled the prior night's events--Tom storming off and my being not allowed to cum--and I was again distraught.
This was so completely NOT the plan!
I was supposed to be a BBC-only hotwife with a white cuckold fiance!
I turned my phone off mute only to find this text message from Tom: "We're done. Go to work. I'll move out while you're at work. Leave my ring in the kitchen drawer, don't even think about keeping it... Oh, and fuck you!"
I guess I had earned it. Tom, my perfectly nice white fiance, was totally done with me. He wanted no part of being my white cuckold while I would be black-owned by Jerome. Hey, it's a free country. I had hoped the idea of me being black-owned would turn him on. For some reason, I had fooled myself into expecting it, but this was the reality.
Now I had a problem. How would I get Jerome to keep me as his woman--or one of them--if I couldn't satisfy his rule of having a white cuckold caring for me? Hmm? Or perhaps I *could* satisfy this rule, albeit with a new guy?
I knew one thing for sure, I was incredibly horny, needed desperately to get blacked, and I wasn't going to be able to find a new white cuckold super quickly... So I turned to Jerome. I called him up and told him all about the unfortunate turn of events, and I begged him to be flexible. To take me as his woman even without a cuckold.
Jerome was only part way sympathetic. "Well, Tom taking off was a risk, Sally. We both knew that. I'm kind of happy for Tom that he told you to fuck off, to be honest. Good for him! Now, I know this leaves YOU with a problem... For I still won't fuck you as one of my regular white sluts unless you have a white cuckold, but I might just be able to help you out here... As it happens, I have a long-time white pal, Brad, who has been hoping to be hooked up as a cuck with a gorgeous woman like you... Only thing is, I'd have to make some exceptions that he requires..."
"What are those, Master Jerome? Tell me more!" I gasped out, hoping desperately that the situation would seem agreeable to me.
"Well. They're quite unconventional, Sally," Jerome started. "For one thing, you would have to provide him with handjobs, at a specific frequency--at least twice a week. And twice a month, you'd have to let him make out with you--*I* would have to let him make out with you, rather... and I'd have to let him fuck you once a week--bareback but with you using a diaphragm... He'd get to fuck your ass, too, Sally... It's part of a deal he and I worked out when he gave me some money when I was in a rough patch. I had to promise to hook him up as a cuckold but with some *considerable* privileges..."
"Oh, golly..." I replied. "Hmm. I don't know if that sounds so bad..."
"Well, you might after you meet Brad," Jerome said. "You see, he's not much to look at. In fact, women typically find him pasty and not so appealing. He's also short. Only about 5'8"--so a couple of inches shorter than you. Also, he's nearly bald and has a massive gut. Too sedentary. He looks like hell naked, to be honest about it... I saw him once at a swingers party before his wife dumped him... But it is true that you'd only have to really be with him once a week... So I don't know, maybe you would think it was worth it... Oh, and his dick is not bad for a white guy--eight inches and thick... He's about as thick as I am, actually... So I suppose there's a chance you might even like fucking him... He's a nice enough guy... Brad would be kind to you, and loyal... And he's plenty wealthy... He'd expect you to marry him, and introduce him to your family... He'd be looking forward to seeing your humiliation with your family when eventually you reveal your black-owned status through your multiple brown babies... He'll want you to bring me along to meet the family as well! He's mostly nice, but he has an eensy bit of a sadism streak... He thinks it makes women sluttier, hornier, and more compliant if he mentally tortures them a little... No physical torture, though... And he'll figure out how not to go past your true limits... He will help me find limits, though, beyond what you're aware of right now... But I bet this makes you wet to hear about, doesn't it--hunh, bitch?"
"Hmm. You're right, Master. Your whole scenario *IS* making me very wet... This cuckold sounds potentially a great choice in many ways... I am *so* wet listening to you go on about it... Wow!!! I wonder if I will end up grateful, even, that Tom took off? Brad's personality and dick sound promising. Wealthy is also helpful, to say the least... And you would still own me as one of your main bitches if he's my cuck? Honestly, it sounds like an exciting proposal, Master! I bet he would be grateful and loyal, as you say... Can I meet Brad before deciding? And may I fuck him when we meet to help me decide?"
"Hmm. I had been thinking 'yes' to that question, cunt... But for some reason, now that you ask me, I think a savvier answer is 'no.' No, I don't think so. In fact, definitely not. You cannot meet him and fuck him to help you decide. You're my cunt only if you play by my rules. I've given you a fair and honest description of Brad. You're going to be mortified in some ways--but cared for and titillated in others. As your Master, I'm confident that you should be happy overall. This should be good enough for you as my owned cunt, as one of my main bitches. You need to learn to rely on me for your happiness. In fact, you need to learn that *MY* happiness is in fact typically your happiness. Your existence is to please and satisfy me, primarily, so long as you are cared for. Having Brad become your husband will be perfect for my requirements, and it will maintain you sufficiently... So, there you have it... Further, I think I'm going to allow him to fuck you and make out with you and use you however he pleases, just as a husband should-- except you will be using your diaphragm with him, and you will be available to me whenever I require your services... Knocking you up will still be reserved for me or other Black men at my selection... These are my new conditions for you to continue as one of my main cunts. If anything, cunt, I've given you way too much explanation... Take it or leave it. But I will let you tell me tomorrow morning. I will allow you that, bitch. Any questions?"
"Uh... uh..." I stammered, taken aback. "I guess that's pretty clear, Master Jerome... I guess I do have one question that you might find agreeable... Would it make you happy if I agree? Would you be pleased?"
"Yes," he prelied. "Of course, you stupid cunt. That's why I suggested it. It would make me incredibly pleased for you to be married to Brad, and to mostly serve him, other than when you serve me. And I want very much especially for you to breed children with me."
"Oh, Master... That's so very exciting!" I exclaimed, as my juices gushed my panties and made the room smell, to boot.
"Alright, bitch. I got stuff to do." Jerome cut me off before I could get poetic. "Good night now! And remember, no cumming without permission, no cumming by yourself, slut. If you're continuing as one of my main cunts, your next cum will be at Brad's say-so. Likely you'll be fingering yourself while you lick his hairy ass. Goodnight!"
And then I heard a click on the other end. My panties had soaked through and so had my pants. Being dominated and controlled so thoroughly by my Master--compelled even to marry a man I'd never met, an unattractive man with a cruelty streak--was such an immense turn on. I sure had become a submissive slut in a short time! I was consoled to know my near-anonymous husband-to-be had a big cock, was wealthy, and clearly was a creative and dominant lover. Also, that Jerome knew him so well was a comfort. I knew I could count on Master Jerome to protect me. I bet my husband-to-be, my new fiance would make me come intensely!
I could scarcely have dreamed up something so sexy!
I knew what I was going to do, but I knew better than to tell my Master before the morning. Of course my answer was going to be "Yes!"
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The weekend started as one of the happiest of my life--ever. After a bitter divorce from my first wife, and a few frustrating years of dating, I was four months into dating Sally, and we had just gotten engaged. I could not remember being happier. It was like a new lease on life.
Sally was--and is--the total package. Brilliant and sweet. Good values. Kind. And gorgeous. She was easily the sexiest woman physically that I had ever dated. 5'10". Gorgeous flowing red curls. A body fit for the Sport Illustrated swimsuit edition, with generous hips, a cute butt, flat stomach and an ample chest. And we just clicked. We really enjoyed each other's company. We liked the same TV shows, enjoyed the arts together, and our chemistry--I thought--was great.
As for me, I'm nice looking, too. But honestly not quite in Sally's category. She was maybe ONE "league" beyond me, I guess? I'm successful, smart, and funny. I am pretty sure Sally was into me more for my non-physical qualities-- and I was okay with that.
We had just started living together in what had been her Pacific Northwest apartment--I had just left a loathsome corporate job and was about to start a small consulting firm. Sally was in nonprofit management.
We had driven to Vancouver, Canada just for the weekend, and after a day of visiting museums and laughing together, we were at dinner, eating fish and chips with beer.
Out of the blue, Sally turned a bit quiet and serious. "Honey, I've been waiting to tell you something. It's kind of awkward."
"You can tell me anything," I said.
"It will probably make you feel differently about me," she replied.
"Aw... Nothing could do that!" I reassured her.
She insisted. "No, really it might."
"Well... I guess now you're going to have to take that chance!" I offered with a smile.
So my shy but gorgeous fiancée gave me her cutest smile and reached to hold my hand. "Okay, you have to hold my hand while I tell you though."
"Okay."
"So... I'm not exactly the kind of girl that you think I am..."
"What do you mean..."
"Well... I'm not quite as innocent as you think..."
"I know that, Boo. I mean you're thirty-two years old, I know you've had boyfriends and been married before and all.."
Sally had been married for a few years, but never had any kids with the guy.
"No, but it's more than that..."
"Hunh... Uh, okay?"
"A lot more..."
"Look, all beautiful women have their secrets. You don't have to tell me anything you don't want to about your past, Boo."
"Well, the thing is, it's not exactly about my past, Honey."
"What? What do you mean?"
"I guess I better spit it out... I'm addicted to BBC..."
"What?!?!"
"You heard me, I am pretty sure..."
"What do you mean by 'addicted to BBC,' Boo?" "Boo" is our nickname for each other. Our pet name, mutually.
"Well, you do know what 'BBC' stands for, don't you, Boo?" Sally asked.
"Well... I know a couple of meanings... I'm guessing you don't mean the 'British Broadcasting Corporation,' so that leaves just the other..."
"Yes, Boo, it does... Do you need me to spell it out for you, dear?"
"Um, yeah... I think maybe I do! I mean... It's pretty hard to believe, so I think it would help if you would be more specific. Yes!"
"Very well then... I'm addicted to big black cock... Up until I met you, I got fucked by big black cock every week for about three years. Sometimes multiple big black cocks each week. And I got used to it. Apparently, addicted even... And, while this is embarrassing, it's also true... I'm now in withdrawal and I need to get black-fucked! I need to get black-fucked by a giant cock--or perhaps several! So... you see that I am not quite the conservative girl that you thought!"
"Wow, really?!? Wow!!"
"Yes, really! Here... pass me your other hand under the table, Jeff..."
I reached out my right hand, as requested, and Sally pulled it straight to the crotch of her jeans. Even through her jeans, I could feel it. She was wet! All the way through her jeans!
"You see, Jeff, even just telling you about it has made my pussy gush... I'm in need!"
"Uh, golly, Sally... Um, you know I like to be a problem solver for you, but uh... This is really new territory for me... I mean, what the heck?!?!"
"Well... I'm sorry, Boo, but I've held off as long as I could... And it's not like I need to have BBC only... I can still fuck you and marry you... It's just that I need to *add* BBC back... I know you like interracial porn... I bet you'll even like it... I'll make sure you get to watch me, you know!"
"Uh... Well... Uh I guess that's kind of interesting? It's a lot to process... But you'll still fuck me and marry me... *AND* I'll get to watch you be blacked?? Really??"
"Yes, Dear! I promise! I really think you're going to love it!"
"Uh... Well, I'm not sure..."
"But your little dick knows, Dear! I can feel how hard it is from our conversation!"
Without my having thought about it, indeed Sally had just been exploring my crotch. And of course she was being truthful. My little five-incher had never been harder!
"Uh, okay... Yeah, I guess that's true! But still... I really am not sure about this, even if my dick is hard!"
"I hear you, Jeff. Really I do... But I'm not sure you're really hearing me... I am definitely going to be adding BBC back into my life... The pull is too strong... I'm too addicted... I'm not really asking you... I'm informing you... And asking you to *try* to see if this works for you, is all... Just to give it a try...
"Hold on a sec, let me have a friend join us," Sally added. "He can help explain things."
She then spent a couple of minutes texting on her phone while I nervously sipped my beer and just waited.
"Trey is going to come down from his room to help explain things for you, Dear," Sally explained. "He's the big black stud I lined up through my app this morning when you were in the shower... That's how bad my need is! I can't even wait until we're home...
"Trey is a nice guy, I think. Dominant, but nice. I think he'll help clarify things."
In just a few minutes, this hulking 6'2" dark black guy with an amazing physique joined us. His face wasn't much to look at, but I could understand how he would have animal magnetism to women--or to gay guys.
Sally handled the introductions, as Trey amiably reached out to shake my hand.
"Trey, meet Sam. He's going to be my cuckold in a short while, as you reacquaint me with black cock... as I've been longing! Or perhaps Sam will choose not to stick around, I suppose..."
The "cuckold" word stung some, but Sally was being truthful. I would be her cuckold if I stuck around!
She continued with introductions. "Sam, meet Trey. Trey is going to take me tonight, with his massive BBC. All eleven inches. He's going to quench my craving and make me whole as a woman again! I can't wait! I'm really sorry but there's nothing you or any white guy could do to stop this...
"Now Trey is also going to tell you more about what it would mean for you if you stay involved with me, a slut for big black cock!"
We all sat back down in the booth, with Sally in between me and Trey of course. She held my hand again, but snuggled up closer to Trey. They gave each other a short but lusty french kiss before Trey started to speak to me about things. Her previously free hand went to Trey's crotch, and his hand went to her thigh. They were starting their foreplay right in front of me!
"Hey, Sam," Trey started in. "I get this is a bunch for you to process, my boi... I've seen this before... A hot girl like Sally tries to break away from black cock but then just can't do it... I'm sure you've heard the saying 'Once you go black, you never go back,' right?"
I nodded. A little too in shock to say much.
"The saying is true, boi!
"And there are three ways this could go for you, boi," Trey continued. "One: You can become a full-on 'beta white boi' who gives his woman willingly over to Black and also enjoys as much BBC as us black guys are willing to spare for you... In all honesty, this seems to make you 'white bois' incredibly happy most of the time... Sally tells me you like watching interracial porn, so you'd probably really enjoy finally getting to suck BBC yourself, getting face fucked... You don't even necessarily get ass-fucked--though that can be a roll of the dice... Most black studs, like me, like to face-fuck white bois, but few of us are interested in your hairy asses--few, but not zero!...
"Two: You can be a passive cuckold, who only enjoys his woman when she gets home from fucking and sucking BBC, and you would maybe get to watch a video of her here or there, if she's generous... or three--and I know Sally hopes you don't pick this... you can just kiss off and end things with her, if you'd really rather... For her part, she's decided she'll be returning to Black and staying."
"Well... Oh! Wow!" I said. "This is a lot different than the relationship I thought we had, Sally... I'm going to have to process this and see... I dunno..."
"Consider this also." Trey responded. "TImes have changed... Almost every woman as hot as your fiancée here has been blacked now... Maybe ninety-five percent... The odds of your finding one who doesn't crave black cock *and* who is as hot as Sally... They're just not very good... And if you did find one, one of her friends would probably eventually turn her black within a few years, anyway... No, if you want to have such a hot wife, you're pretty much going to need to make peace with sharing her with black cock in this day and age... There is really no avoiding it, my boi!"
"Really?!?" I turned to Sally. "Really, Sally, do you think it's true?"
"Uh... Well, uh... yes, I do think so, Sam... I mean my hottest friends Olivia and Sabrina-- yes, they're also addicted to Black... And Sabrina is working on converting her little sister Daphne... Olivia has also converted a couple of friends... Yes, it is definitely the trend!!"
"Look... I know how interracial porn really turns you on..." Sally remarked. "So I am going to give you a chance at 'option one' even tonight! I'm going up to Trey's room now while you boys talk a little bit more... Sam, I hope you'll join us in a little while! Bye for now!"
And with that, Sally gave Trey a lusty open mouth kiss and then me a quick peck on the forehead before she bounced sexily away and out of the bar.
Trey turned more serious.
"So, Sam," he said. "Sally and I thought I should tell you the harder parts... She's really going to go all in on being blacked, you should know... She plans to fuck black frequently... As in multiple times a week... She doesn't have the heart to tell you this to your face, but she'll almost certainly end up black only... I ain't going to lie, your fiancée shows all the signs... When women have tried to go without black--but come back... And in their early thirties, they are at peak sexuality if--like Sally--they haven't had kids yet...
"Well, a woman like Sally in this situation... She will almost always come back with a serious vengeance and end up black only... ESPECIALLY if she has a white cuckold fiancé or husband... Something about the financial stability of a white husband frees the white wife to get even more committed to Black cock... it's a *beautiful* phenomenon to see play out... For *everyone*!
"Sally will love becoming black only and black owned... You will love seeing her more satisfied, better fucked by a thousand times than you ever could... You will come to enjoy being freed from trying to satisfy her with your little dick... And of course us Black guys, as smug as we seem.... We're still appreciative... We don't totally take the white hotties for granted, even while we're so dominant...
"So if you don't scram--if you don't just run and flee and decide to settle for the world of much more ordinary women than your gorgeous Sally... Well, then you're pretty much going to end up a celibate cuck...
"And, yeah, your kids are all going to be little brown babies, yes... You need to get your brain around that... Yup... Everyone you know will know your wife fucks Black... You'll get lots of stares and lots of questions...
"Now... Sally *thinks* she's going to be calling the shots on still fucking you as you both might like... But the reality is that within a few months of her being blacked regularly again, now that she has a cuck, her mind will be rewired to a new level of Black ownership... Your stable presence will in fact enable her to relax more fully into her own sexual needs... Sally will not be drawn to you naturally at *all* in a sexual way-- you won't be sexually appealing to her as a man, not in the *least*... But you likely won't even notice or care!"
"What!?!" I interrupted.
"You heard me, boi... You're going to be so fixated on sucking black cock and serving black cock before long... And excited from watching your Sally get blacked... You won't even notice that she doesn't care for you sexually any longer... You're going to become one half voyeur, one half gay boi... And you'll be the happiest you've ever been... I've never seen it fail, to be honest!"
"Wow," I said. "Really?!?"
"1,000 percent... Every single white boi like you ends up loving the new life... You bois always end up really digging black cock sucking! It's the ass licking that you also have to do that you might find a bit more--shall we say--'variable.'"
"What?!?" I queried again.
"Yeah, you're gonna have to get busy licking some hairy black ass and nuts... Especially you gotta lick our ass cracks, assholes, and nuts when we're having 'repo' sex with your gorgeous fiancée--to knock her up... It's how you give your blessing to the breeding!
"I hear your wedding isn't for a year... You can be sure we'll have her pregnant within six months, and she'll be showing at your event with a nice big Black baby in her belly!
"Or perhaps I'll even knock her up tonight, and my black spawn will be at your event!! For sure, I'm not letting her put in her diaphragm or putting on a rubber for when I fuck her in a few minutes... So, maybe I'll be lucky enough to knock her up tonight!"
I wasn't sure why, but for some reason, hearing that sealed the deal for me. I was in. I let out an involuntary groan that gave me away. I could imagine nothing sexier and more erotic than Sally getting black bred!
Trey heard my little groan and gave me a sly smile.
"Looks like our talk is done, boi." Trey concluded. "Good. I'm heading on up to make out with your fiancée. Come up in exactly half an hour. Here's a key. Let yourself in. Keep your clothes on unless ordered. Sit down quietly and watch *until* I order you to suck my cock... it is eleven inches, like Sally told you, if you're wondering. You should be able to swallow eight as a virgin if you try hard enough... My balls aren't too hairy... You should do alright licking them as I try to breed your woman... If you do a really good job, I might have Sally ride you with her diaphragm then in and a condom on you after I've fucked her for a couple of hours... She'll barely feel you right after I've been fucking her... But it could be one of the last times you ever get to fuck her."
I could hardly wait!
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Disclaimer: This story deals with interracial sex, cuckolding, dominance/submission, sexual servitude, impregnation, bisexuality, and more. The cuckold is SERIOUSLY bisexual by the end. If any of this turns you off, skip the story! All negative comments will be deleted.
-------------------------------------------
I'm Sam and my wife is Martha. We're both thirty-two, and married seven years. We're a nice looking couple and both successful, suburban white professionals. I'm modestly tall and considered handsome. Martha is usually considered more 'cute' than 'gorgeous' but she's *VERY* cute and has nice curves in all the right places. I'm extremely turned on to her. I have dark coloring; Martha's got dirty blonde hair and blue eyes.
I won't bore you with all the details about how I got her originally to agree to it, but we'd started watching porn together, at my initiative... At first Martha was very shy about it, but after a few months, it was obvious that especially the interracial scenes with women who looked like her getting fucked by big black cocks turned her on the most.
Martha got so turned on by the interracial scenes, in fact, that I wasn't that surprised when eventually she brought up that she'd like to get involved with interracial for real. As I'll soon explain, however, the details that she had in mind did end up surprising me.
While she is a shy girl in a lot of ways, Martha was also someone to pursue anything that truly mattered to her--and to do so with determination and passion. Martha also had a way of making all of our big decisions for the both of us--even though I was the louder personality of the two of us.
As we began to chat one evening not long ago, I had the feeling that this was going to be one of those moments: Martha deciding something big for us. I was soon to be proved correct!
Martha tried to ease me into the conversation, in her usual pleasant manner.
It was after dinner, and we were sharing a glass of wine and chatting to catch up in the living room, when Martha turned the subject to sex after some minutes.
"Sam," she said, "I know you can tell how hot the interracial videos make me, and especially when the actresses look like me, which many of them do. I have to thank you for adding these videos to our love life, dear. Thank you! I also appreciate that you don't seem to mind how big black cocks turn me on, that you don't get jealous. Rather, you seem to enjoy how excited I get--which I really appreciate... Thank you!"
"Awww! You're welcome, sweetheart! Yes, I love to see you get so excited!" I replied briefly.
Martha continued. "So, with your loving attitude in mind, with your supportive attitude in mind... I've done some research and some asking around... I think maybe you'll be a little surprised by this but hopefully not shocked... "
She paused, so I encouraged her to finish her thought.
Martha then said simply: "I think we should go black."
"Oh," I said. "Golly, Martha, yeah. You're right, I'm not that surprised. I figured this was a matter of time, actually, before you wanted to try some black cock... Sure, I think that would probably be fun, and I have thought about it, and I think I can handle it." I added confidently.
"Well," Martha continued. "I'm not sure you would have thought about this exactly, as I'm not sure you are picking up on my specific meaning... I'm not talking about *trying* black. I'm talking about *GOING* black."
Gulp. I still was not a hundred percent sure what Martha meant, but from her word choice, dramatic delivery, and tone, it sounded like something more permanent than I had been imagining. More complete.
I got scared--and unsure. Could she *really* mean what it sounded like??
And yet my dick was--I realized--rock hard in my pants.
That was interesting!
I sat dumbfounded and Martha continued. "Yeah, you see, I was asking around, thinking about just *trying* black... But then my friend Sarah told me about this group of guys, called the White-Wife Owners--a little odd sounding, I know... Anyhow, the White-Wife Owners, or WWO for short, are this group of well-built, well-hung, and dominant black men, living throughout our city or nearby, who have sex with white wives. They enjoy a philosophy of 'Black Supremacy,' and it gratifies them to subjugate married white couples..."
I simply said, "Oh?!" and gave Martha space to continue.
"You might be wondering how they get away with it," Martha added. "Well, they have a fabulous reputation for being incredibly sexually fulfilling... For the women, especially, but also for the white husbands... Apparently, the cuckolds become enthralled to be involved--even if all of them are not initially...
"There is a hitch, though... The White-Wife Owners will only have sex with attractive, fertile white women who are married but agree to go black *ONLY*...
"Yes, I will have to promise never to fuck you or any white man ever again! It's pretty serious, for sure...
"They will let us go to an 'initiation' and have a 'preview' without a commitment, but just an hour of foreplay for me while you watch... Then, if I decide to proceed past that foreplay--which honestly seems like a foregone conclusion... *AND ALSO* you as my husband take off my pants and panties to 'offer' me to the Owners when I ask you to--- Well, then we are by that act both agreeing to my becoming black only and black owned...
"Apparently this is thrilling for a lot of couples! Turns out Sarah is a member, with her husband, Tony, as well as Nina from my book club, with her husband, Mark..."
I sat dumbfounded as Martha continued.
"They both tell me that they've never been more fulfilled or happier in their whole lives! And also that their husbands quickly adjusted... Apparently now Sarah's Tony and Nina's Mark are now both happy as clams and also wish they'd gone black even sooner!
"Oh, and I might as well put this out there now at the start as well... since I'm only thirty-two, the White Wife Owners will of course breed me as they wish... Sarah and Nina estimate that I'll have another three babies--all black--for you and I both to take care of... *YOU* have always talked about how nice it would be to have a really big family, and with my inheritance, we can afford to do it, so *you* are going to get your wish-- three beautiful black kids to join the two white ones we already have!
"By the way, if you're wondering why Sarah and Nina don't have black babies yet, it's because they're under thirty years old... The WWO usually wait until women turn thirty for breeding because they like to have some wives to fuck with never-had-a-baby bodies... Both Sarah and Nina have IUDs in at the WWO's insistence... They can't wait to be black bred, they tell me!
"As for us... They make no promises as to what the delay will be before breeding me! It could be months, or it might have been that they start to breed me straight away! We won't even know! They'll have me visit a gynecologist and be put under--during which they *may* or may *not* insert an IUD! They think it's hotter if the WWO knows my fertility status but you and I do not!
"Once I've had my *second* black baby, there will not be any way to fib about a sperm donation gone funny... No. Everyone in our lives will figure out that I have gone black! That will be an adjustment, but I think it will make your cuckolding hotter and my being blacked even more fulfilling, because it will add a dimension of humiliation!
"I've seen how you like it when the white guys are humiliated in porn by the black studs-- I think you will love it!"
Martha was right of course. I was a bit stunned, but my dick was rock hard and leaking precum. There was no denying that what she described sounded to me like a huge turn on! In fact, this whole scenario she described was a perfect fit for my most private fantasies--I *loved* the idea of my wife becoming a black-only breeding slut!
"So, Sam, I've decided this is what I want, to become black owned. I think you'll enjoy it, too, but I can see from the surprised look on your face that you haven't really thought about it before... I figured that would probably be the case...
"Anyhow, I went ahead and did all the preliminaries... I got assessed by the WWO's physician and psychologist... I sent them lots of photos and some videos, for example showing them how I masturbate on a big black dildo... I've had them secretly assess you for sufficient compliance potential as well... and I even got fucked one afternoon a week ago by my first massively hung black guy who performs assessments for the WWO-- it was terrific! I never came so hard before in my life ever... Paul's eleven-incher reached new depths in my pussy... He touched places neither you nor anyone else ever has... It was like losing my virginity all over again! I came and came and came... We fucked all afternoon, and I offered him my virgin ass, but he insisted that should be done with you in the room to watch....
"Won't that be hot for you, to watch me give my virgin ass to a stranger with a huge black cock, dear--especially with my having denied your repeated requests to do me there?!" Martha added, rhetorically.
"And the bottom line of all this pre-work is... *GOOD NEWS!!*-- the WWO says that they *would* like to own me and us! I'm so excited!!
"I made our appointment for our 'initiation'-- it's three days from now, on Saturday evening. That will give you a smidge of time to get mentally adjusted to it... Now, it also gives you three final nights of sex with me, if you play your cards right-- or would it be hotter maybe if I started denying you sex right away?"
I sat mute and slack-jawed. Still totally stunned.
"Hmm," Martha continued. "Let me see now if that little dick feels as hard as that tent at your crotch suggests!" And she reached over to feel my steel-hard dick in my crotch.
"Yes!!" she exclaimed. "It does feel rather hard and turned on!!! Yes, I think I'll start your celibacy now, then!! Let's go watch a movie, Dear!! We can still hold hands, and if you behave nicely, maybe I'll still help you get off somehow. Not sure...
"I don't think I'm going to be making contact with your little white dick again, however, Dear! Well, except maybe through a glove or clothing. Definitely it's not going in my mouth or pussy again-- and for sure, I'm going to be saving my ass for the black guys! Ohhhh... It's making me wet just thinking about it!!
"Won't it be so titillating for you when I give my sexy little ass to Black guys to fuck? You've been wanting to do me there FOREVER-- and now I'll be giving it up even to anonymous Black studs!"
I groaned a little and I could feel my dick twitch in my pants. This was definitely feeling like it was going to be incredibly hot!
That night and the next two were an intense run up to our first visit with the WWO. Martha was true to her word and denied me even touching my dick. Not only that, she refused to kiss me on the mouth again except for a quick peck! She explained that the WWO also expected the white wives to keep their mouths for black men only, other than little social kisses.
Martha had us watch interracial porn every night, with *all* of it starring actresses that looked like her-- blond and cute, modestly curvy and not overly built. She would masturbate herself in front of me to orgasm with her favorite black dildo--her largest, and I was only allowed to beat off after she said goodnight and left the room.
Martha did sit on my face the third and final night. "Sam, you should really focus and enjoy this," she told me. "This is the *very* last time you will come near my pussy without it being full of a black man's cum! Or maybe even several black men's cum! Eat up!!"
I ate Martha as energetically as I possibly could.
"Oh, Sam, yes! Lick me good! Lick the pussy that you won't ever be in again! Lick the pussy that soon will take lots and lots of big black cock but NEVER again any white dick--and especially not yours! Yes!!! Lick me!! Oh, that's good, Sam... YES! Just like that! More... YESSSS!!!!! UNGGHHHH!!! CUMMMIIIIIIINGGGG!!! UNGGGHHH!!! THANK YOU!!!!"
Martha dismounted my face before saying, "Okay, Sam! Thanks again! Now since you did such a good job, you may beat off while watching me get changed for bed... No... I won't be touching you at all, dear! That's only through gloves now on special occasions! Aw... look, though, your little hard-on seems excited!" And she pointed at my tented crotch before pulling my pants and boxers off for me.
I masturbated myself with both hands, as Martha watched and laughed and teased me about how little my five-inch white dick is compared to big black cocks. "Golly, Sam. I think the new dicks in my life are going to be *double* the size in every dimension! Did you know that makes about EIGHT times the volume of your little weiner?"
Her taunting as I was stuck beating myself off only accentuated my humiliation and excitement. I had a huge cum.
Afterwards, we were chatting over a late night snack.
"There's some more details to work through, Sam," Martha began. "You see, there's the question as to how to handle your expected near permanent state of arousal from hearing me black-owned, sometimes seeing me get black fucked, and from cleaning black cum from my holes with your tongue as much as you might get to--assuming you behave at home... The WWO says that husbands like you at your age--early thirties--are in a constant state of arousal. Obviously you can't go to your job like that... A cramped cock cage is one option... My contact at the WWO says that some of the more bitter white wives inflict that... But I love you, dear... and that seems inhumane to me... So does the idea of medically eliminating your erections. That also seems too mean... I think it's tough enough that you have to deal with giving up access to my body for your dick completely and permanently... No, so I've sorted out another option for you with the approval of the WWO... They agreed that if you stay on good behavior, you can beat off as much as once every night... So that you'll still be able to lose an erection long enough to earn money to support us... There isn't too much point in keeping you as my cucky husband if you can't support us!"
I was grateful to Martha for this relatively kind treatment, and told her so.
"Don't be too grateful yet, cucky... Wait until you hear about this next requirement... I think you're going to find it's an adjustment... For example, I've never heard you express an interest in being bi... Well, too bad... The WWO expects you to suck their big black cocks on demand... It's to establish and reinforce their complete dominance over you, more than anything... They call it that you're 'paying homage'... It's also part of their ethos that you should be grateful to them for satisfying your wife in ways that you could only dream of! Especially you'll be expected to suck them off after fucking me, to lick up their juices and mine..."
I had never shared it with Martha, but I had long been fantasizing about sucking big black dicks. It was one of the reasons I liked interracial porn so much--the beauty and power of the delicious-looking black cocks! I had sucked off a friend several times as a teenager, a white pal with a big cock. I had loved it, and I was itching to suck some really big black cocks. I knew I would love having their erotic power in my face and throat. The thing that had been stopping me in recent years from seeking out and sucking any BBCs had been my fear of being found out. This new set up with the WWO would be ideal--to now be *expected* by my wife and her lovers to suck their giant black cocks! I kept quiet, and allowed Martha to keep commenting on things.
"Oh," Martha added. "And when I'm having any 'repo' sex with the Black studs--when they are trying to impregnate me--then you will have to lick their nuts when they are ready to cum inside me, to enhance their enjoyment and underscore your blessing...
"Since you'll be sucking a *lot* of black cock and will have almost no contact with pussy besides occasional cleaning... The WWO expects to turn you primarily gay... They will train you that giant black cocks are your source of sexual connection... That will be hot!
"Finally, it should be known that the WWO believes in consent. If you ever wish out, all you have to do is demand it, and the WWO will release you from your commitment--and relocate me and the kids to another city, where you will never be able to find us... You'll effectively be ending our marriage--as well as your relationship with our kids... So I doubt you will want to do this!"
"You will 'pay homage' to big black cocks to keep our family together, won't you, dear?" My wife asked me, smiling wryly.
I let out an involuntary groan. A sound that expressed sexual excitement mixed with submission and defeat. And then I replied, "Yes, Dear. I'll 'pay homage' to black cock to keep our family together. Yes, I will!"
I knew that since I felt I had no choice, it would give me deep freedom to really lean into my new role, as a BBC-sucking beta cuckold.
I could hardly wait!
"I'm so glad to hear it, dear!" my adorable Martha added. "There are going to be times when the WWO are going to really be horny and need you to suck a lot of cock, so I'm glad you're ready!"
And, yes, I was ready!
Would you like to hear about our WWO initiation? (If I write about it, it will have its own title, rather than being a second chapter of this title.)
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Although this story is set in high school, let me be clear that the all the characters actually involved in sex are eighteen years or older, usually seniors in the second semester.
***
My name is Jon. I was a high school senior in a new york city "elite" private school in the 70s, when this story takes place. The school was a pretty unusual place. Its key elements will be revealed as they become important.
I'm a white kid dating a white girl in my class, but the class also has lots of minorities, some but not all of them on scholarship. We were mostly a nice group of kids, and except for a few assholes, we weren't hung up on coming from different backgrounds.
What we were hung up on was sex. Somehow our school had developed this unusual sex culture. I won't even fully explain it, but again focus on the needed elements for the story. Despite being kids, we all understood that still sex was not for true minors, and most of the rituals and customs were limited to eighteen-year old "kids" in senior year, as a way of getting ourselves ready for the crazy college campuses of the day while still among mostly "friends."
In a class of my senior year class of two hundred smart kids of both sexes, I was one of the brainiest, and so was my girlfriend, Chloe. We were a little different from some of the other really geeky intense kids, though, in that we were both considered attractive: Me, a tall-ish guy with brown hair, bright eyes and broad shoulders; Chloe, a shy, cute, blue-eyed blonde, also on the tall side, with really cute legs and a cute ass--not quite a plump bottom, but perky enough. Nothing wrong with Chloe's breasts, just not as standout. Her face was very girlish, her nose slightly on the long slide but cute, her mouth pretty (and skilled). Still, she assembled to be a very cute, pretty, desirable young lady, with a definite sparkle and a nice body.
We were dating since early junior year on and off. Very UN-typical for the times, Chloe had refused to give up her virginity to me, and I was having my doubts if I should keep trying. That said, we did have the "everything but" routine going on, and that was a lot of fun in its own way. And Chloe was good company-- And I loved her. I was not happy that we were going to end up at college hundreds of miles away from each other the following year. Chloe seemed less concerned, which maybe should have been a warning sign with hindsight.
Then one day at the end of the school day on a Tuesday that I remember too well, as I was about to drive us to her family's place, right when we got in the car she confronted me.
"Jon, I'm not sure how to tell you this, so I'll just spit it out. It's happened." I had a sinking feeling right away that I knew what she meant. "James passed me a note at the end of history class on special stationery, with a nod and a knowing smile." She paused. I knew what this meant, indeed.
You see, in our school culture, among the eighteen year olds, male and female, everyone knew who was a virgin or not. And there was a rule that any of the really well hung athletes in the class--there were five--could invite a girl to a fuck session whether she had a boyfriend or not, and this was considered fair play. The girl could be a virgin or not, but the virgins were favored targets. A girl could turn them down, but then she would be blacklisted from being able to fuck any of the hung athletes at the school, and furthermore the school alumni at their college would likewise be informed to perpetuate said blacklist. Basically, the pressure was on for the young girls to decided if they wanted the option of having hung athletes as a part of their young life or not. They were faced with a binary situation. To complicate it, the inaugural coupling, that first fuck, was always with someone of a different race, adding a taboo to the mix, and it could never be someone you had dated or were already good friends with.
This has been one of the reasons I had so badly wanted Chloe to give me her virginity, to avoid this, because the virgins were so targeted under "the rules." Based on how even-tempered Chloe seemed, now I was thinking that she deliberately stayed a virgin to be most eligible for this near-anonymous fuck session. Indeed, intuitively I was certain. It fit together too well.
I was quiet and just looked at Chloe silently, waiting to see what else she had to say and finally she broke the silence: "I have to give James [who happened to be an incredibly well-hung black adonis, who was also very smart and generally a nice guy] my answer overnight in a reply note, and if I say 'yes,' I am to leave school publicly holding hands with him on Friday to walk to his house. Since you are my boyfriend, in accordance with 'the rules,' you can walk behind us and come and watch and tend to us as we like--if you want to."
Chloe paused again. And I again was sullenly silent.
"Well," she continued, "I guess I can't expect you to be thrilled. I guess you are also sensing what my answer is going to be." She paused but briefly for effect. "Although you are such a great guy, Jon, and I really do love you as I know you do me, I am going to say, 'yes.'"
Chloe turned to me with even more earnestness. "I have to do this, Jon. I'm too sexual a person, and knowing that this option would probably materialize, I have done my homework. Almost never does a girl regret going this path; but almost always a girl who passes it up does come to regret it. That's what I've learned. And although I know James can be arrogant, the other girls say he is basically a sweet and considerate lover."
More silence. Then I told Chloe that I needed to clear my head, that I would drop her home and then she would know my feelings about this by whether I followed her and James on Friday or not. I know she was hoping for a more upbeat reaction, but she said she understood and gave me a loving hug when I dropped her off.
As soon as I got home, I took a warm bath and let my mind wander and consider things. Then I started to visualizing Chloe and James together. Before long, my modest white dick was six inches rock hard. And I had my initial answer. I did also talk it over with my best friend, Mike, later. Mike thought I would be crazy not to. "Why not?" he said, "This girl is getting ready to ditch you for guys at her own college next year anyway. Why not have a hot experience?" His words wounded me, but he was right of course.
I think I had secretly been fantasizing this would happen, that I would get to be part of this kinky exercise in such a safe environment as amongst my school chums. Although I wasn't full-blown "bi" or anything, I did get turned on by seeing other guys bigger cocks in porn, reading and watching a range of material, even at that young age.
Just like Chloe needed to explore her sexuality, I decided this was a good time to explore mine. Most of the guys in my situation in school tended to do as I now planned. I would bear no reputational issue if I did. Quite the contrary. So why not?
It was settled, but I still decided to let Chloe sweat it out the next few days. I think she was worried what people would say about her if I didn't love her enough to want to be there and look after her happiness. From my end, I was pretty sure she had been toying with me, teasing with me with the never-real possibility of MY having her virginity. The whole time we were together, she was actually saving herself for going through the "rules" ritual with one of the hung athletes. Kind of bitchy, but I, too, was turned on by the whole scene so I guess I couldn't blame her too much.
The next few days, up until the main event day on Friday, I was cool and aloof to Chloe in school and gave no indication of my answer in advance.
Chloe only knew my intent when the 6'3" black adonis James, center of our basketball team--who was also, by the way, brilliant and headed to an Ivy college--scooped up her little hand in his giant one right in the middle of the quad where everyone in school could see. The quad was packed with kids at the time. Kids from all classes had accumulated to see this. The buzz was out because Chloe was well-known in the school, and her friends had been fast to gossip about her situation. So everyone was watching as James took her hand and gave her a big kiss--which brought applause from the crowd--and then they stepped off campus.
As planned, I did go and follow ten paces behind, which brought another round of applause, with hoots and hollers. Chloe looked right back and saw me. She gave me a big smile and whispered to James. And then they both looked back and gave me a smile. Next they paused on the sidewalk and made-out for a few moments--I think just to make a point. My dick stirred right away at my new subservient experience. I knew this was going to be hot.
And besides the subservient, humiliation turn-on, they were simply objectively hot to watch. Chloe and James looked like they were designed to be mated. Chloe more soft; James more angular. They certainly looked more beautiful together than Chloe and I did, it was obvious to me--and to the many other people who were following close behind for the first few steps of the walk home.
No one else was home when we got to James' family's beautiful neighborhood home. (His Dad was an eye surgeon, and the parents frequently went away on weekends.) We walked right to James' room and per the traditions, he had Chloe tie me to a chair with my pants and underwear off, and my underwear stuffed into my mouth (after a full day of school!) and duck-taped in. I was already hard.
They pointed at my modest dick and giggled a little together. James said, "No wonder you haven't fucked Jon yet, Chloe. I mean that pecker isn't too bad for a white guy, I guess, but it's hardly something to shout about."
Chloe added, "Well, let's not get too mean. After all, I do love the guy, and it's not his fault he has a smallish one. He's pretty good with his tongue, and he loves me. Besides, maybe if the school didn't have this tradition, I would have fucked him. But this whole ritual was just too hot not to hold out for! I mean, now I'm here with a hunk like you with a huge dick, and my boyfriend has to learn to be subservient. What more could a girl want?!" And with that, she playfully pushed James over and started hugging and frenching him with a passion.
Their hands went everywhere. They were in no hurry, really, however. They had a nice long make out session while I got raging hard from watching and myself began leaking precum. The gag was a blessing. My underwear tasted awful, but I didn't have to worry about being embarrassed by the excited groaning I knew I would be doing because it would be so well muffled.
After several minutes of wet french kisses, Chloe, got impatient for some more serious action. She moved onto the floor next to the bed and tugged James into a sitting position above her. She unbuttoned and pulled off his pants and underwear. Out flopped the most massive cock I ever could have imagined. It exceeded even what I had visualized based on the rumors. I'm still not sure that I have ever seen one larger in a porn, even, and certainly not by that young age in my life. It was definitely a foot long semi-soft and a full two inches or more in diameter. And it was, I thought, a beautiful chocolate brown color. Circumcised, it was so gorgeous, it even looked sexy to me as a "mostly" straight guy.
To say Chloe was in awe would not be an overstatement. (I was and she was!) She gasped and seemed to even drool when she first unleashed James' giant prick. She started off by exploring his cock the way you would treat a priceless antique, gently handling it and probing it and looking at it from different angles. It didn't really grow much more. It was already a colossus! But it started to harden and straighten until it was bone-hard as if some kind of magic trick had occurred. One would assume that such a cock could only exist on a huge athlete, that anyone lesser would be unable to summon enough blood flow to harden that size of male love tower. And James was a massive athlete, and indeed he could totally harden his humongous rod!
James grew a little impatient after a few minutes. "Chloe, I'm glad you are fascinated by my cock. Enough though. Time for sucking! Come... Approach from here on the bed, next to me, it will be easier... And Jon will have a better view!"
I groaned into my underpants gag and my dick twitched. Something about James saying my name out loud connected me to their action and made everything even more real and exciting for me.
Chloe complied. She was experienced with blow jobs, and she did a yeoman's job of sucking and tonguing the top few inches of this massive black cock even though the head plus an inch or two were all she could really handle.
At the same time, I could see her getting more and more turned on. She was still clothed, but I could detect her pussy scent in the air--that scent I loved so well!--and I could see Chloe moving her hips as she licked and sucked. She rubbed her legs together ever so slightly.
After a few minutes of this, James interrupted. "Thank you, Chloe. That was nice! That will do for now. Now it's time to fuck. There is no saying 'no,' in case you are wondering. The whole school knows that no girl ever backs out from this point, and there is enough evidence on camera to protect me from any regrets you may have tomorrow, although I doubt you will. Hence-- I am not asking, I am now telling... Prepare your mind for your first fucking. I will aim to make it spectacular for you, but it will now occur, irrespective. Remove your pants and panties."
Chloe complied. Her panties were soaked. Her jeans were damp. She handed them dutifully to James, who simply discarded them casually in my general direction.
"Beg me," he told her.
"What?" she said, somewhat taken aback.
"Beg me to fuck you with my huge cock and ruin your pussy for your boyfriend. Say exactly that."
Despite her surprise, Chloe did not hesitate a second: "Please, James... Please fuck me with your huge cock and ruin my pussy for Jon. Please! Do it now! Please! I must have you! Now!!"
Again my cock twitched on hearing my name--even as I was being cuckolded. Clearly I liked this.
James firmly pushed Chloe onto her back now. Her eyes were somewhat fearful, despite her excitement.. She was angled up on a couple of pillows behind her, for comfort, and also so she could watch clearly. James started to rub his massive cock head against her gushing pussy. He rubbed it all around her pussy lips and probed only a fraction of an inch in the middle now and again.
Chloe moaned out loud from the first moment of his touch: "Fuck! This is going to be so great! I'm so glad I waited for you, James! Please stop teasing me with your cock head! Fuck me! Fuck me now! Fuck me and ruin my pusssy! Pleeeeeeeasssseeee!"
And on the third or fourth howling, begging plea from Chloe, James shoved in the first several inches of dick. It was about half his cock, which by itself was the length of mine whole.
"Oh, god! Thank god you are in me now! Feels so goooood!" Chloe howled. "It's like a relief that you started to fuck me." All of these shout-outs from the normally demure Chloe. "Thank god I prepared for this though!" she said.
James and I knew what she meant. Like most of the pretty seniors, she must have prepared herself by practicing with dildos.
"The real thing is soooo much better! FucccccckkkK! Feels soooo gooood to finally, FINALLY get fucckkkkeedd!... Why did I wait so long?... Oh fuckkkkK!!... Arrrghhh! This is AWWWEEEsome!!"
James was about two-thirds in now and pushing back and forth with short, gentle strokes.
He was panting quietly, pacing himself, measuring out his expenditures. He must have been enjoying listening to Chloe's narration. It was certainly making my precum flow faster, to see and hear how much she was enjoying their fuck.
They looked so gorgeous together, they could have been a painting, an erotic sculpture or a high-end porn film. Chloe had never looked so radiant, and I had to admit that James was objectively beautiful, too. She was the epitome of a demure blonde beauty--well not so demure at the moment! And he was a classic alpha, athletic adonis, who happened to be black. With any coloring, they would have been gorgeous. The contrast just heightened their aura and the sexuality of the moment..
"Oh, gawwwwwddd!" She screamed now, after just a little bit of actual fucking, and not even his whole cock in her. "I am fucking cumminggggggg!! I'm cummMMMMIINNGGGGG on this AMMMAAAAZZZINNNGGGGG DICKKKKK!!"
Chloe's body shook really hard as her legs spasmed. Both lovers slowed for a few minutes after that. James was considerate, as per his reputation, and gave Chloe a chance to catch her breath.
"Oh, James," Chloe said after a few minutes of resting and leisurely french kissing with James, "Thank you so much! I never imagined sex could be so good! I think I love you! Oh my god, I barely know you, and I feel as though I am in love!" She turned to me briefly, "Jon, you seem to be really turned on. I am grateful for that. Obviously things will never be the same for you and me now..."
"I'm sorry, Jon, but I'm glad you're enjoying watching James fuck me in ways you never could. I'm so glad it turns you on," she said as she briefly looked at my rock-hard, pre-cum-oozing little penis.
Chloe returned her attention to her lover. "James, will you keep fucking me after tonight? Jon's little dick or others like it will never be enough now. Will you take me as one of your regulars? Please, James? Pleeeeease? Pretty pleeeeaassseeee!?" She literally begged him, as she took his head in her hands and frenched him deeply for a long moment.
Without yet directly answering, James took that as his cue to slide the remaining four inches of his wide twelve-inch cock up into Chloe. I had a perfect view, as he was for the moment behind her with them both facing me, and my big head spun as my little cock head twitched and drooled in excitement from how erotic it was.
Somehow Chloe did manage to accept his entire prick, although she offered a howl that might have been pleasure or pain... No, if I'm to be truthful, I'm sure it was pleasure. Erotic but also sad for me.
James maneuvered then back into missionary position. They resumed frenching. James got balls deep in her again, and Chloe wrapped her pretty, slender legs up around his back.
A few moments later James pushed himself up. He looked Chloe in the eye and said, "Chloe, you are a sweet and delicious girl, and a thoughtful lover . I could never leave you to return to a future of small dicks like Jon's..." He acted now as though I wasn't in the room! "...you need more, and I would be honored to have you be one of my regular fuck-mates. Thank you so much for asking."
And with that said, James picked up the pace of fucking his massive cock balls-deep into the girl I loved.
They moaned and groaned as they writhed around on the bed in near-ecstasy. They tried many different positions. Chloe must have come another three or four times, each time massively. The biggest orgasm seemed to be with her doggy-style and James controlling her by her hips. She didn't even need her hand on her clit, she was so turned on by James and their fucking. Chloe screamed so loud I thought someone next door or on the neighborhood sidewalk might call the police. Her drool and their love juices soaked the bed. And the room reeked of sex. Just the two of them together sounded like an orgy. My dick was ramrod hard from the show and oozing a constant stream of precum from watching all of this.
James slowed after several more minutes and then said, "Chloe, as you know, even though I have certainly leaked precum in you--probably quite a lot actually--you are to be given the option of where you would like my load or loads to be deposited. Any of your openings are fair game, at your preference. The 'rules' also say that at your request, Jon's holes, too, are an option if you wish, whether he likes it or not, since he volunteered to join us."



He continued as they fucked more. "I know from talking to your friends that this is your fertile time. Frankly, I can also smell it. You have no birth control other than my will power because of the size of my cock. Yet nothing will feel as glorious for us all as if I cum inside you. We all know it." James looked briefly at me. "We all three in this room also know the school alumni have a special trust fund to support any babies. What I am trying to get at, Chloe... May I breed you? May I fuck you pregnant with my seed so you can feel the full glory of our fuck session? I would be very honored. Yet it is entirely up to you. The 'rules' do not require it, and I am sure you realize I would only be a part-time father."
She hesitated; James paused. "Chloe," he said, "I will briefly remove myself from your sweet pussy while waiting for your decision."
And with that, James withdrew his cock, I suppose so that Chloe truly could collect her thoughts. However, his cock towered in the room, on display like a sacred totem. It twitched from his groin as it glistened with Chloe's juices and his own precum. Both Chloe and I stared at James' twelve-inches in total awe and subservience. We were both mesmerized.
The cock was an awesome sight to behold. My little dick twitched in excitement from seeing it, together with excitement of Chloe's highly-aroused panting form as she struggled to gather and process her thoughts, assuredly contrasting different ideas about her future versus her primal desires, as she tried to think quickly.
After ten or twenty seconds, Chloe shuddered as she answered James: "Oh my god, yes, James! I have to! I cannot pass that up! Somehow I will work the baby into my future. That would be so hot! Let's do it! Let's fuck ourselves a baby!"
Having committed herself, Chloe moved frantically to realign James' cock with her pussy, so badly did she miss having James' throbbing member insider her. It was so hot watching her desperately maneuver to make a baby with James. She knew it would bond him to her more, and she wanted that--it was apparent to me sitting there--more than it seemed like she wanted her next breath.
Our relationship wasn't even an afterthought to Chloe now, I realized, and I experienced a twinge of despondency that briefly penetrated the eroticism of the moment.
Quickly Chloe was guiding James pussy-pounder back towards her opening. I had never seen her so athletic as today. She immediately shifted her cute butt and gushing, inflamed pussy back into position for him.
To his credit, James forced Chloe to take yet further consideration. "Chloe, you know this is serious," he said--as he teased his cockhead again around her sopping vagina. "You probably will get pregnant this very first time I come inside you. Usually I just have to sit next to a girl without protection to make it happen."
Chloe got quiet herself. "I know James," she said softly, "This is what I want. I can't imagine someone better to mate with. I know I will have to share you with other girls, but even a fraction of you is better than all of a regular guy, even a nice, smart guy like Jon. Do it, James! Fuck me good and plant your baby up inside me! Do it nowwww!! Don't make me beg! Please, don't make me really beg!" Although of course she was already begging.
It was really hot to watch a girl as cute as Chloe not just begging to get fucked, but begging to get inseminated! Who would have ever thought?! It was even hotter because you knew that she was putting all of her considerable personal and professional aspirations at risk. She wasn't some bimbo, but a girl with a lot of ambition and capability, who was so caught up in the moment that she was willing to risk it for the ultimate sex experience.
James relented, "OK, Chloe. Here we go..." And he slid easily now into her missionary style as they kissed and caressed and fucked each other oh-so-deeply.
It was incredibly erotic to watch. Tied up in my chair, I could feel my heart racing and my blood pumping as my cock and my mouth both drooled with excitement--the one with precum and the other with saliva--and I groaned into my gag. In my wildest dreams, I had never imagined such an erotic sight as my girlfriend getting the fucking of the century from this gorgeous stud, as they progressed towards the moment of fertilization. Oh my god, it was so hot!!
As before, James moaned. But Chloe was a screamer. Unintelligible this time, as she prepared to receive James' seed deep into her womb. His cock had to be past her cervix somehow and, for all I knew, its head was pressed up into her as far as the openings in her tubes and had an egg right by its tip. It seemed that you could see Chloe's belly sticking up from where his cock would have been from within.
Chloe was really thoroughly skewered as she thrashed around on James' cock, crying out his name and now begging for his seed.
"James, breed me! Breed me NOWWW!! Fuck your baby into me, you fucckkkkkERRRR!!" as Chloe came for the umpteenth time on his master-cock.
I wanted so badly to come at this point. I was desperate for relief. And I was worried. Would they give me some kind of mercy stimulation? Was I going to be left to jerk myself off? Would they at least untie me soon after they consummated their lust?
I briefly disconnected into my own, worried world but when I reconnected with the scene in front of me, this is what I heard: It was Chloe screaming to me, "Jon, he's going to come! He's about to fuck a baby into your girlfriend! Isn't it exciiiitttttting?!!"
And with no conscious control of my own, I answered her with an explosive orgasm, without anyone or anything even touching my dick. I had the longest, strongest orgasm of my life--then or since--as I sprayed multiple blasts of cum across the room and onto the two lovers, hitting Chloe in the face and James on his back. My balls contracted so hard it hurt, as the did the pressure of the stream inside my shaft.
My orgasm seemed to last more than a minute, and it coated the side of her face and his entire shoulder with my goop. Afterwards my cock and balls continued to twitch and tingle, not quickly settling down like you would expect from a normal cum. I must have been screaming into my gag, but the orgasm was so amazing, I didn't notice anything but my cock until I looked around afterward.
James and Chloe didn't miss a beat. They just smiled and groaned a little MORE from the eroticism of receiving my spray. They were happy to get the obvious primal signal of my approval for their breeding.
And then it happened. James finally had HIS first and truly massive orgasm. His whole body arched and shook as he grabbed Chloe's ass up towards him and plunged his organ even deeper into her (if that was possible). He throbbed into her womb for what seemed like minutes. I tried to count the pumps but honestly was still distracted by the afterglow of my own tremendous cum. It was so hot, I'm sure I would have come right again if physically possible but my balls were totally depleted.
James shouted, "Fuck, Chloe! Here it comes, Bitch! Now you are mine! You are going to have my black baby bastard! Take it! Fuccckkkkkk! Finally!! Sooooo... gooooood!! Arrrrrggghhhhhhhh!!" He arched and twitched one or two more times after his main set of spurts and then collapsed next to her spent. Chloe managed another huge orgasm along with him, screaming out her undying love.
I never saw anyone look as happy or in-love as Chloe did just afterwards as they kissed and caressed each other in their afterglow..
And that was just the beginning of the night...
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The usual disclaimer goes here! Do not read this story if you don't like nasty interracial stories. Just skip it. This one includes a cuckold maybe going gay. Don't read it if that will not excite you. :-) Negative comments will be deleted (write your own story!). Thank you!
------------------
My name is Melodie. I'm a cute white wife. I don't think my looks are that special, but I have to admit most guys seem to find me attractive. I'm 5'5", thin, but with firm c-cups and a cute behind, and curvy-enough hips. My shoulders are narrow, accentuating my slight and feminine look. I have a cute face. I think I'm a bit mousey, maybe, but guys always seem to be into me. My eyes are a pretty blue-green. I have straight, dirty-blond hair that I don't think is that special. But I also have a sweet, easy-going personality, and it's always been easy for me to attract men.
Most of my life, I've been a serial monogamist, with maybe just one or two one-night adventures in college, like most women, I suppose.
I've been married to Ted for six years now, and we're both in our early thirties. Things are still nice between us. As of a few months ago, they were not as hot as they used to be, even as we were starting to think about having a family.
Ted is overall a catch. He's a great guy, smart, funny, dependable, with good prospects, and his career is going well. He even earns enough to provide for both of us and a family. I am focused on my career as well, as I'm a physician, and I didn't work so hard to set all my learning aside just because I married well. Maybe I would work part-time once we had kids.
Ted started us on porn.
I really liked the interracial scenes.
Then, my husband surprised me with the gift of a big black dildo. I used it on myself privately. Eventually, I also let him use it on me, too.
Before long, Ted fucking me with the dildo became the focal point of our sex together. It was obvious to both of us that my orgasms were much stronger than from Ted either fucking me or going down on me. I liked the dildo a *lot* better! Ted found it very satisfying to see me cum so much more strongly. I was kind and would let him finish with his own orgasm almost any way he might want to afterwards: in my pussy, mouth, or hand. Only my ass was off limits. I thought I was a pretty generous wife.
Then one day out of the blue--although I guess I should not have been surprised--Ted sheepishly suggested I fuck black for real.
I told him I would think about it. I worried about it for all the usual reasons: What would it mean for our marriage? Would I like it? Would I like it *too* much? How would we find someone suitable?
I decided to talk it over with my friend Allison, one of the nurses I'm close friends with at the hospital where I work. Allison was also a very attractive woman, and she seemed to have the vibe that she would be good to talk to. I'm not sure how I intuited it--but I turned out to be completely spot on!
After only a few minutes of conversation, that started with her just listening, Allison revealed to me that her husband was black, and that they both got off on him fucking other white wives. His name was Greg. Allison explained that he was really nice, and a great lover, with a thick ten-inch cock. She even showed me his picture. He was very handsome, I had to admit! Then she really surprised me by showing me a picture of his hard cock--next to a ruler, for scale. It was even a little longer than ten inches--and looked thick and beautiful! I told her I thought it looked amazing. "You're a lucky girl, Allison!" I said.
"You could be also, Melodie! I bet Greg would love to fuck you! He loves fucking cute married white girls, just like you, you know! He especially loves *devirginizing* a cute white wife!" she said.
"What?! Really?! But I'm not a virgin!" I protested.
"You might as well be, Melodie!! I hate to break it to you, but since you've never had any big black cock, you pretty much are a virgin as far as Greg is concerned--or any hung black man!" Allison explained. "He'll fuck you way deeper and better than any white cock has, I can promise you! Have you ever had a thick ten-inch cock, ever, in your whole life?"
"Uh... no, definitely not." I answered modestly.
"What's the biggest you've had ever, Melodie? Don't be shy!" queried Allison.
"Well, this one guy in college... I think he was about seven inches... but not especially thick. Not any thicker than anyone else." I answered, truthfully.
"Well, Greg and his thick ten-incher are definitely going to feel like you are losing your virginity--for you and for him!" Allison stated firmly.
"And you would let him do this? You would allow him to 'devirginize' me, to black me for the first time? For real?" I was nearly in disbelief.
"Yes. It's one of the reasons we're together--that I'm not possessive, and that I get off from watching him fuck white wives--especially cute black-cock virgins, like you! We both get off on it. I love seeing my man take another girl and converting her to black cock!" Allison said.
"What do you mean 'converting'?" I asked.
"Well... After getting fucked a thousand times better by my husband's black cock than you have ever been before--and feeling like you've lost your virginity for real, for the first time, truly--do you really think you'll be able to stop fucking black?" Allison asked me, pointedly.
"I don't know... I'm not sure if Ted and I are ready for me to go black on-going... We've only talked about it as something that I would try out." I replied, sheepishly again.
"Oh, trust me, if Ted is encouraging you... He definitely wants you to go black. I'm sure he's no different than any other white beta cuck. He's probably ready not only for you to keep getting black fucked, he's probably fantasizing about you going black-only!" claimed Allison.
"Wow... Black-only? That would be a huge step... Golly, I really don't know," was what I squeaked out in reply.
"There is another thing for you and Ted to talk over and think about before moving forward, before inviting Greg to 'convert' you to Black..." Allison added.
I looked at her expectantly, silently inviting her to continue. She wasn't having it, and waited to be asked.
"Come on, Allison!" I poked. "Tell me already!"
"Well... Greg won't fuck a white wife unless she makes 'The Commitment.'" Allison said.
"'The Commitment'?"
"Yes, you would have to commit that if he makes you cum three times or more in your first night together, that he can fuck you every night for a month-- that you will invite him and me to your house, and your husband and I will both get to watch him fuck you every night in your marital bed... *and* that Greg can take you in all *three* of your holes." Allison explained. "Once you've been Greg's three-hole slut for a month, you'll be hooked on black cock, and will never be able to go back to white-only."
"But I've never taken it in my back door before, Allison! I'd be scared to take Greg back there, with him being so big!" I protested.
"Well, if that's how you feel, than you he's not going to fuck you. Too bad. Your loss. I'm sure you will find another black guy to fuck you if you work at it." Allison responded.
I didn't know for sure if she was being truthful about his requirements being so firm, but I just sat there quietly for a few moments.
"You're probably wondering if he's really so rigid, aren't you?" said Allison. I nodded. "Well, I can assure you that Greg has no shortage of options. He truly does not want to waste his time with even a girl as cute as you who is not going to be compliant. Knowing he is going to have you more fully than anyone before--that's a huge turn on for him. His cock will be deeper in your pussy than anyone before--he loves that. Being the first in your ass-- also a huge turn-on for him... Oh, and there's another thing..."
Allison paused.
"Yes?" I said, quietly urging her to continue. "Go on!"
"Well, there's also what Greg calls 'The Submission.'" Allison said.
"What's that?"
"Well, 'The Submission' is that your husband has to submit, too. He has to present you and to offer you to Greg--as well as offer you to as many black cocks as you choose for your future... He has to tenderly suck on Greg's cock before Greg fucks you--any time that you or Greg or I ask--and also just after... He has to agree that if you orgasm three times or more in your first night with Greg, that he will watch you and Greg fuck and make love in your marital bed those thirty following nights... He has to submit and commit to licking Greg's nuts and ass crack as Greg cums bareback inside you... Ted has to suck the big black cocks of any pals that Greg decides to bring with him to your house, and Ted has to promise to swallow their loads... In return, you promise your husband that you will never, ever deny him a hand job, even if you decide to go black only for your pussy, ass, mouth--and for kissing."
"What do you mean 'and for kissing'?" I asked.
"Well, lots of white wives who go down this path, they do go black-only for their pussy, ass and mouth--obviously for cock. But they also pledge never to kiss their husbands more than a peck on the mouth again, and save their French kisses for black studs. It adds a more poignant element of deprivation for the beta white cuckolds--which is, of course, what Ted will soon be."
"Oh!" I said. This was a lot to process, but I was getting the picture!
"I'm sure Greg would love to convert you both to black. I don't need to check with him," Allison summarized. "You chat with Ted and get back to me any time. Take as long as you need!" she added.
And on that note, Allison ended the conversation and got back to work. I--on the other hand--discovered that my panties were completely soaked through, and I now had a giant wet spot at the crotch and ass of my scrubs. I was a mess!
Luckily, it was at the end of my hospital shift, and I was near an emergency exit door and my car. I made a run for it! I dashed home and masturbated myself with my big black dildo through two giant orgasms before I was calm enough to collect my thoughts.
Hm? How was I going to talk this over with Ted, I wondered?
Shall I continue?
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"Hey, Boo!" Emily shouted from the living room. I was in the kitchen, fixing us drinks.
"Be right there!" I replied.
And in a moment I brought the drinks and sat on the sofa facing my adorable beloved. She looked as cute and sexy to me as ever. Maybe even prettier now at 30 than at 18.
She was wearing a little green dress, her favorite jewelry, some beguiling perfume, and just a hint of make up. She didn't need much to look amazing. She had maybe the tiniest amount of eye shadow and mascara. She looked fabulous, and alluring.
It was a couple of days after my agreeing that Emily could go out with Malcolm, the hung black stud basketball player that our friends Ciara and Nick had mentioned to us, with Emily intent on making him her boyfriend--and of course Emily was craving getting blacked by his giant cock. And now it was time for their first date. Emily was all dressed, and it was nearly time for her to get picked up.
"Golly, you look great, Boo!" I said, using the nickname we shared between us.
"Do you really think so?" my wife queried. "Do you think Malcolm will find me attractive, Dear?"
"Oh, definitely! He's going to think you're the most adorable white wife he ever saw!"
"Do you think I'll be able to get him to makeout with me?"
"If you want him to! Is that what you're planning on, Boo?" I asked.
"Oh, I think that would be great for my first date with him, just to make out. I can't give it up all at once! Even if it is for a hung black stud athlete!" she declared.
"Are you sure, Boo? I thought you were pretty eager to get to business with a big black cock again!" I pointed out, reminding her of our frank conversations.
"Oh, you're right, Jeff. I really would like to get blacked. But from how nice Ciara and Nick made Malcolm sound, I think I will probably want him as a steady boyfriend. And for that to happen, I have to make him work for it. So I can't let him fuck me too quickly. Even though I might want it... And though you might want it, too!"
Emily teased me, poking a finger lightly into my tented crotch. I always got hard right away whenever I thought much about Emily getting blacked--and especially if I talked with her about it directly--ever since we first started talking about it a few days prior.
We chatted for a few more minutes, and then Emily was off on her date. Malcolm's driver picked her up from our place. He was a distinguished-looking older Black gentleman, and he did his best to suppress smirking at me when I came to the door. "I'm sure he's seen this 'movie' before," I thought to myself. "Cute white wife going on a date with his studly Black athlete boss."
The evening passed slowly for me. I was very horny thinking about Emily flirting and probably making out with the studly Malcolm while I sat at home awaiting her return. I was barely able to keep from beating off. But I had a feeling Emily would reward my patience. Lucky for me that my wife really loves me, and wasn't intending to abandon me for this new stud!
Eventually, I dozed off with the TV on in my living room lounge chair, not to be awakened until about 3am, when I heard Emily on the front stoop. There was some low talking, then some quiet, some more talking, and finally a cheerful, "See you soon!" Quite presumably said to Malcolm himself. And at last, Emily's key turned the door open.
I rose from my chair to greet her. She was positively aglow. I said just one word, "Well?"
"Oh my, gosh, Jeff! I had such a nice time! I had such a great date with him!! Malcolm was a total gentleman, and really fun to spend time with and talk to!" Emily cooed, as she led me to sit on the couch beside her. "He's still really sad about his wife, Loretta, passing away last year, but he was great company anyway!"
"Yes! I can see that you seem positively aglow from your evening! And also that all of your lipstick seems long gone!" I observed with enthusiasm.
"Oh! Yes... Well, we talked for hours over dinner, and then I did invite him to sit with me in a cozy bar booth for some time afterwards... And we made out! We made out a lot! In fact, I can't remember the last time I French-kissed so much! I probably haven't Frenched that much since you and I first met!" Emily observed.
"Wow! I'm so happy for you that it went so well, Boo!" I said.
"Really, Jeff, my Boo?! Really?! You're really happy that I had a great first date with Malcolm? Honest??" she asked.
"Yeah. I mean it. I know how badly you want to add a nice big-cocked black stud boyfriend to your life--and we've established that it turns me on, too... So, yes! I *am* glad it went well! Honest! I'd rather it be that you're dating the friend of good friends--Nick and Ciara vouch for him being a good man--than some stranger who could be a problem in our lives. Yes!!" I explained.
"Oh, Boo!" she cooed. "You're such an understanding and supportive husband! I love you!"
She leaned over, gave me a hug, and--I noticed--a chaste peck on the cheek. I couldn't help but comment.
"Golly! That was a pretty chaste kiss, Em! What's up?" I asked.
"Well... I didn't expect that things would necessarily go this way... But Malcolm said that if I wanted to date him in a relationship way, with kissing and maybe more, that he needed me to be a one-man-woman in almost every way... He and I talked it out for some time," she said.
"Oh," I said, pretty flatly. I wasn't ready for things to move this quickly and thoroughly to limit my access and intimacy with my own wife!
"Don't worry, Boo. I'm still allowed to give you handjobs--which you love best anyway... But that's it," Emily explained. "French kissing and everything else has to be reserved for Malcolm. Not necessarily to give up right away... but I can't do the usual wifely sexual things with you--except for the hand jobs--or Malcolm would feel funny dating me, he says... He feels weird about the handjob exception, but he understands you're my husband and that your minimal needs of release need to be met... You're not to touch me sexually, though, I should clarify. For example, I'm only allowed to cuddle you very minimally when I give you hand jobs, even--and you are not to fondle my special parts!" Emily explained.
"Wow, I wasn't expecting this, Boo! Us not even kissing and touching?! Wow! This is a lot to take in!" I said.
"I hear you, Boo. I really do. But don't forget... You have my commitment, my solemn promise that you'll end up happy, no matter what it takes... So we can keep exploring and seeing where this leads for me and us, yes? I still think you're going to like it... I have a feeling you're really going to love seeing me get blacked... And if Malcolm is the kind of guy I think he is, he will eventually let you watch. Maybe not at first--but before long!" Emily reminded me of her promise and what she thought would happen.
"Thanks for the reminder, Em! That is a comfort!" I said.
"Now, hold still while I check something, okay?" my wife said, rhetorically.
I obeyed as she leaned toward me again. When she got close enough, she gave a quick grab of my crotch. It had been covered not just by my pjs but by a throw blanket.
"Yup! Just as I thought! Completely hard! Good boy, Jeff, Boo! You *ARE* turned on already! I bet just hearing about me soon getting blacked and getting to watch it did that for you, didn't it?" she asked. "Tell me. I need to hear you admit it!"
"Uh, actually, sort of, Em... Actually, I got hard a little earlier... It surprised me, but hearing about you only giving me hand jobs going forward got me hard!" I confessed.
"Oh, that makes me so incredibly happy to hear, Boo!" Emily replied. "Now, I'm sure you've been waiting all evening with anticipation of some release... I'm really tired, though... So I don't have to take my mind off my amazing first date, how about you just masturbate yourself this time, so I can relax and daydream a little--and get myself off with my dido alone? Would you be a dear? Can you go beat off in the guest room and sleep there tonight, too? I'll try to have loud cums that you can hear, as a treat for you!"
I acquiesced, and Emily gave me one more little "thank you" peck of a kiss on the cheek before sharing some more, "Also, we won't be able to sleep in the same bed anymore, I'm sure you'll understand. I don't want to risk us doing something by sleeping in the same bed. It would make me feel disloyal to Malcolm."
That last statement stung. But it was also a huge turn on. My wife was quickly on her way to becoming primarily Malcolm's girlfriend and much secondarily--perhaps barely?--my wife. However, the serious perverted cuckold that I am, I was excited! I was incredibly excited! I had so long dreamed of seeing my wife being blacked, and now that was the journey that finally we were on together!
My dick was super hard in my pants. I could barely wait to go beat off.
I had a fabulous time masturbating while listening to Emily's groans and shrieks of excitement as she too masturbated herself, on the other side of a wall from me. Emily was incredibly loud entertaining herself with her recently acquired big black dildo. She revealed later that she knew she would need the dildo to keep her from fucking Malcolm too soon.
My new room was immediately adjacent to my formerly marital bedroom, that Emily still occupied, and I could hear nearly her every breath. She even yelled Malcolm's name as she orgasmed that night.
I beat off twice, since Emily didn't say anything about a limit, and I slept like a baby.
Would you like to hear more?
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For the next week, I could think of little else in my spare time but my conversation with Allison and how she and her husband, Greg, wanted to convert me--me and my husband, Ted--to Black cock.
Yes, my job kept me busy. Luckily.
But when I was not at work, my mind quickly wandered to daydreaming about being blacked. I would dream about how great it would probably feel to finally go black with a real man--rather than just my big black dildo--and not just any real man, but Greg, my friend Allison's real live hunky husband.
My panties were constantly wet. Luckily, Ted was away on a business trip, or I'm sure he would have frequently smelled my oozing pussy around the house, and I would have had to talk with him before I was ready. Before I knew for sure that I wanted to undertake "the commitment." Before I knew for sure that I also wanted to manipulate Ted--if it even took any manipulation--to "the submission."
"The commitment" was the process where I would most likely end up going black only. "The submission" was the process where my husband, too, would submit to black cock, and maybe end up significantly bi or even gay.
After my second day, in this chronically aroused state, I realized I had no choice. That the only way I was going to be able to reclaim any normalcy for myself was to slake my new, more extreme level of black cock lust. I had to get blacked, or my pussy would ooze all the time as its form of begging me! My pussy and my sex drive were not to be denied! They craved black cock as much as a thirsty person craves water.
The third day after our initial talk, I cornered Allison on a break again. She was far from surprised.
"Let me guess," she said. "You have scarcely been able to think about anything other than my husband, Greg, 'the commitment,' and 'the submission' since I told you about them three days ago. Am I wrong?" She asked it with a genial smirk. Yes, she was smirking at me, but it was with kindness, not cruelty.
"Uh..." I muttered, embarrassed and taken aback to be so quickly called out. I was ordinarily a somewhat shy woman!
"So, you want to go through with it, don't you? You can't even imagine how you would move forward in life unless you do get blacked, I am guessing... Am I wrong?" Allison dug into it further.
"Uh... No, you're not wrong!" I finally formed some words. "In fact, you are definitely right! I want to-- no, I *need* to move forward and 'commit' to your husband... And, yes, somehow, I'll have to get Ted to 'submit' to Greg and other black cocks, as well!"
"Let me feel your pussy," Allison said matter-of-factly.
"What?!" I said back, more flummoxed than ever.
"We're in private in this windowless conference room. Go jam a chair against the door--you're closer--and then loosen your scrubs pants and let me feel your pussy." Allison clarified.
"Excuse me?!" was my response.
"You heard me. I'm going to lend you my husband to take you to sexual nirvana for what will end up being at least a month but could turn out to be forever. The least you can do is let me feel how badly you want him even now, even in the middle of your work day. I'm dying to see how soaked your pussy is. I'm bi and a dominant with women, and you're going to give me access to your cute little pussy if you want things to go further."
I wasn't initially excited to comply with Allison. I had to take a beat and think about it.
I had never been consciously attracted to other women. But I wasn't repulsed by them, either. And I so desperately wanted Allison's husband, Greg, to black me with his massive cock. I thought about it just briefly, and I realized that it only made sense for me to yield. It wasn't going to hurt me, after all, and I might find I liked it. And besides, I had to yield to get to Greg's cock--and I *needed* Greg's gorgeous, giant black cock! I desperately need it!
"Uh, okay, I guess! But this is very new to me! You'll be gentle?" I asked.
"You're becoming a black cock slut, Melodie. 'Gentleness' is something that you will sometimes receive--but not always... In fact, 'gentleness' will be a rarity... And you should learn not to expect it... I'll touch you as I see fit... But I'll tell you this much, I will bet you're going to like it!" Allison scolded me for expressing myself.
But if I was irritated at how Allison was talking to me, I didn't let it stop me from complying with her wishes!
I walked over to jam a chair by the door--as instructed--and then walked back to Allison, stood right in front of her, and loosened my pants.
Allison is a tall, sexy redhead I should mention. If I'm honest, I think most men--and women--think she's a knockout. She has super long legs that bring her to about 5'11" in height. Her torso is normal sized, even petite. Her curves are impressive, and I'm guessing she has dd-cup breasts--definitely bigger than my c-cups. She's not a lot bigger than me, but her extra six inches in height and her much larger breasts made her physically intimidating.
Allison has a beautiful face, as well. It occurred to me that if I was going to acquiesce to a lesbian experience, I should be pleased that it's with such a sexy and gorgeous companion!
Now that I was about to yield to her sexually, I also found Allison physically intimidating in a way that began to turn me on. Notwithstanding being so incredibly feminine, Allison was going to "take" me, I realized.
And so she did.
Allison quickly spun me so that my back was to the wall and pressed me against it.
She leaned in and kissed me. One hand went behind my head to help her get close while her other went to my ass.
Allison turned my head up to kiss her just like a man might have--she was much taller after all.
Her tongue assertively probed to get between my lips. I yielded immediately. I knew Allison was completely determined to take me, and that the whole idea now was for me to relent and find out if I liked it.
It turned out I *loved* Allison's aggressive tongue inside my mouth! And just as that thought surged through my aroused head and lips, Allison moved the hand that was on my ass around and into the front of my loosened pants.
As soon as Allison's fingers touched my sex through my panties, I realized that my pussy had gotten even more drenched than when we had started talking. In fact, now I could smell myself, which meant Allison probably could, too!
Being dominated by my gorgeous woman friend had totally turned me on!
It surprised me. I didn't know it would excite me so much to be dominated by a beautiful and taller woman, but I loved it!
I started to meet Allison's tongue with my own, moving with enthusiasm but somewhat more meekly. I knew Allison wanted to stay in charge. I pulled her head closer, however.
I began to pant and heave as Allison maintained her exploration of my mouth and her fingers snaked, finally, underneath my panties and sought out my pussy.
When Allison touched skin on skin with my pussy lips and a little bit my clit, sparks started shooting through my body. I quickly got close to coming.
After only about three minutes, Allison dug in on my clit, and I came! I immediately came *very* hard! I just barely stifled a scream, and I began to wobble towards the floor.
Luckily, Allison was ready for me to get wobbly. She had moved her hand from behind my head to my ass and helped keep me up--as the hand playing with my pussy kept at it.
After a few minutes, Allison bore down on my clit again, and a *second* and even more intense orgasm shot through me.
I yelped out loud this time. Allison tried to muffle me with her mouth over mine, but I think we both worried that I would be overheard.
As I finally came down from my euphoric release, Allison swiveled me over and sat me on the edge of the table.
"So, my little Melodie," she teased, "I think we have found something new that you like... Good! Because I do expect all of my husband's lovers to be for my amusement as well--both before he may have them *and* on-going! So, I am glad you like my kiss and my touch! Now, we better get cleaned up. Soon, you'll need to return the favor, but sadly I'm out of time for today... You leave first and I'll leave in a few minutes."
We straightened ourselves up quietly, and then I just had to say it: "Thank you, Allison. That was *amazing*!! Thank you so much!!!"
"No worries, little kitten!" she replied. "I'm happy to get things moving for all of us!"
And then we parted.
For my part, I was relieved that my shift would soon end. I was overwhelmed by events and was looking forward to getting home to relax.
When I did get home, I watched porn--interracial, of course--and used my dildo on myself straight away, to a nice big juicy cum. My third of the day, I realized. A record for me!
Then I caught my breath with a big glass of chardonnay and reflected on events.
I realized I was both excited and happy. I had thoroughly enjoyed this latest turn, with Allison taking me and getting me off, and I realized that I was looking forward now to this new, third thing. Yes, still the "commitment" and the "submission" but now also "The Allison," for lack of a better term jumping to mind!
Certainly, Allison was a force of her own, and it seemed fitting to sometimes think of her as her own new concept, with a "the" prepended. Why not?!
I was a little sad to realize that I had enjoyed being taken by Allison more than I had enjoyed fucking my own husband--at least in as long as I could remember. I'm not sure if I liked it better or worse than my dildo, however. It was different. Both were excellent!
I still craved getting fucked by Greg, by real live giant black cock and *man*, I realized. Well, good! As it was occupying my thoughts a lot, it's good that it should be important to me, right?
Before long I was horny again, and I realized I needed one final, fourth cum, if I were going to settle down well for the night.
I wondered, maybe if I called Allison and begged, she and Greg would come over? And then I could present Ted with a partial fait-accompli on his return? The "commitment" could have occurred, and the open item would be Ted's "submission"? Would Greg and Allison go for that?
The thought was appealing to me, anyway!!
Would you like to hear more?
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Malcolm had to travel with the team for several days, so it wasn't until a week after their first date that my adorable wife, Emily, was able to go out with him again.
The week had passed amiably for the two of us. I had been working a lot, myself, so we had not had too much time together. Now, it was Friday night, just before my wife's next date with Malcolm, and we were at home together.
I again kept Emily company as she got ready. She was over the moon with excitement as she primped and preened.
She taunted and teased me with her speculation about the evening to come. "I just can't decide, Boo. Should I fuck Malcolm tonight? I mean, what if he's not ready? He does seem still kind of hung up on Loretta. Or what if he really wants to fuck very badly--feels totally ready and amorous? Would it hurt my relationship with him if I give it up this soon? Or perhaps the opposite--would it hurt if I hold back? Golly... My pussy is so soaked from just thinking about it! Oh, my gosh! I can smell my pussy and I haven't even done anything sexual... Just *thinking* about being with such a stud is making me *soaked*! Can you smell me, Jeff? I can smell me!"
"Yes, Em," I assured her. "Oh, I can definitely smell you, Boo! It's so hot that you're so turned on! It's such a turn on! I hope you *do* fuck Malcolm tonight and come home and tell me all about it!"
"Oh, I doubt Malcolm wants me to tell you the details, Jeff! That would be kind of disloyal to him, don't you think?" she said.
Wow--how her loyalties were so thoroughly shifting! But I didn't call Emily on it. I didn't want conflict between us.
She saw the disappointment on my face and reassured me. "Don't worry, Boo! You *still* have my commitment that you are going to end up incredibly satisfied--more satisfied than ever before in your *WHOLE* life!! You're just going to need to be patient with me getting you there... Rome wasn't built in a day!! The black stud didn't get comfortable fucking his girlfriend in front of her husband overnight, either!!" Emily giggled.
"You still promise me that, Boo? You still promise that I'll be so incredibly satisfied?" I asked, insecure about how things were going.
"Yes, one-thousand percent." Emily responded. "I won't rest until you tell me of your own free will that you're happier and more satisfied than ever before in your whole life! I promise!"
"Okay then! Then I think you should try to go for it, Emily." I said. "You should try to fuck Malcolm."
"Really?!" she asked. "Why? Why do you think so?"
"It's not so complicated," I replied. "First of all, your first date covered a lot more ground--so to speak--than the typical first date. You have both been really clear with each other about your attraction, your wants, and your needs. As a result--and second--I don't think it will be any trampier if you fuck him now than if you wait one more date. Either way, you're a slutwife. And--third reason--neither would it mean that you would be too incredibly slutty--as I'm sure Malcolm appreciates how attractive he is to any woman. He won't think less of you for trying to get fucked on this second date. Malcolm is the kind of stud that usually gets laid on the first date and waiting until a second date probably is meaningful enough for him."
"Hm," Emily replied, as she thought over my remarks. "I guess you're right, Jeff. I guess Malcolm is probably expecting to get laid tonight based on all of that, and I suppose I could risk our rapport if I just don't go for it as well... You're such a dear for helping me figure this out!! Such a great husband!! Only a really special loving man helps his wife manage her stepping out on him. You're such a doll, Boo!!"
And she leaned in and gave me one of those now typical pecks on the cheek that I had been trying to get used to for the past week. Honestly, the best thing about them was that they reminded me that my adorable wife was about to get seriously blacked! And probably go black only, quite possibly forever! What a turn on!!
"Oh, one other thing we should chat on, dear." Emily began again.
"Yes?" I replied briefly, as usual trying to give her the room she needs to share her feelings.
"I'm feeling funny about this idea of giving you hand jobs, I realized, as I was mulling on things this week," Emily began. "It would really feel disloyal to me even though Malcolm says he understands."
"But, Boo!!" I protested, surprised and concerned.
"I know," she responded. "I know. I promised you hand jobs... And I do need to keep that promise, so I thought of a different approach. Or, rather, I was talking with Malcolm about it, and he came up with it."
"Hunh?" was my simple interjection.
"I know... You need me to explain... You see, Malcolm has groupies throwing themselves at him constantly... The team's security always lets the hottest ones get to the locker room after work outs... He and his buddies are going to get an attractive groupy to come by and play with your pecker while I'm out with Malcolm! Isn't that generous! *NO* kissing, though! In fact, you're not allowed to do anything other than receive a little cuddling and your hand job!"
"But, Boo! I was also looking forward to being intimate *with you*--not just the release!!" I said to her, pointedly.
"I know, Jeff, and I think I will be able to find a way to bring you some intimacy again soon without feeling disloyal to Malcolm, but I need to give it some more thought... This is another way that you're going to have to trust in me and my promise to you. I'm sorry..."
"Uh, it doesn't sound like I have much choice at the moment," I responded.
"Well-perceived, Boo. But I think you'll feel better soon. Have faith!" said Emily. "Now, I'm going to be late for Malcolm if I don't finish up my make-up. His driver, Tommy, will be here any moment!"
The deepening of my cuckolding excited me, despite my sullen protestations, and my little dick got rock hard in my pants.
Still, I was annoyed at Emily, and I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of seeing that I was so excited. I tried to avoid getting up from the sofa to kiss her on the cheek goodbye and wish her a good time.
Emily was too smart for me, though, and called me on it. "Boo, aren't you going to stand up and give me a peck goodbye and wish me a good time? You know, like a loving husband?" she said with a knowing smile.
I got up and approached her, and while her eyes stayed locked on mine, and she hugged me lightly with one arm, Emily's free hand went right for my crotch to see what was going on.
"Ha!!" she exclaimed. "Just as I suspected!! You're quite turned on to be getting so thoroughly cuckolded after all!! Maybe you don't even need the groupie girl hand job?"
I looked at her stunned, not knowing what to say, and scared that I would be deprived of my consolation hand job. Even though it wouldn't be as good as being with my wife, it still excited me!
"Oh, don't worry, Jeff! Even if you don't fully *need* the groupie hand job, it's still the least Malcolm and I can do is to send you a groupie to get you off. You can relax! We'll send them!"
Emily shortly left.
A few minutes later she texted me: "Go shower and get presentable! Your first 'hand job honey' will be there in about an hour! Her name is Megan! :-) You can thank me later!"
Would you like to hear more?
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"Babe, um... Sit down, we gotta chat about something for a few minutes," I began explaining to my husband, Stuart.
Earlier that day, I had run into Lewis, my extremely sexy--and hung--ex-boyfriend, who had moved back to town. He was at my same gym! He looked fabulous. And I felt the same chemistry that I had before: intense, powerful, overwhelming, electrifying.
Despite our difficult break up--Lewis dumped me because I wanted to get "too serious," he said--we chatted amiably like old friends. We also flirted.
It really made my heart race to run into him, five years since we had stopped seeing each other. Lewis was hands down the best lover that I had ever had. He had an eleven-inch, thick, black cock that he wielded like a magician. God, I missed how he used that cock on me! Also, Lewis' thick lips and big hands felt fabulous wherever they kissed or grabbed me. Lewis read me and what I needed in bed so very well. He was an out-of-this-world lover.
Lewis' cock was the most thrilling I'd ever had--and I'd had a lot of them. His hulking and sculpted 6'3" physique didn't hurt, either.
Lewis was also bright and great company.
Lewis was a rarity--great at dating, great at making love, and also great at pure, animalistic fucking--like a woman sometimes craves... Or at least like sometimes *I* crave!
Lewis made it clear that he would love to fuck me again if I were interested. "Shelly," he said. "You look magnificent, and I'm sure you're still an incredible lay. Can you forgive me hurting your feelings a few years ago? You're still such a fox! Actually--I think you've grown even more desirable and sexy!! Would you step out on your husband with me?"
Shit!! That was an exciting idea. I'm not one to hold a grudge, and I was happy to be married to Stuart, mostly, after all. If Lewis hadn't dumped me, I wouldn't have my marriage. So I needed to be pleased with how things had gone, was my thinking, rather than focus on my bruised ego and earlier hurt.
Notwithstanding my deep love for my husband, my intense attraction for Lewis prevailed.
I nodded sheepishly to Lewis that I *would* like to fuck him, and we discussed the details of what would work for each of us.
I decided to see if I could get Stuart to "approve" me hooking up with Lewis.
It's not that I was a faithful wife so far. Far from it. In fact, every month or so, I would have a fling while traveling for work. I'd go to a club, meet a guy with a bigger dick in his pants than my husband's, and fuck him for a night. None of these guys rivaled Lewis. Nor did any of them threaten my marriage with Stuart. And, so far, Stuart seemed to think I was a faithful wife!
Lewis would be different.
For one thing, I knew it *would* threaten my marriage.
It *would* be that fabulous to fuck Lewis.
It would be right in our home town.
I was going to want to fuck Lewis a *LOT*.
Keeping Lewis secret would not be practical, even if I wanted to.
Nope, I needed my husband's "approval" to proceed.
There was a good chance that Stuart would "okay" the fucking that I craved.
Stuart is a pervert. His fetishes included cuckolding. I had not cuckolded him yet, but Stuart had made it clear that he thought it would be "hot" if I did cuckold him.
Stuart even specifically wanted me to cuckold him with a huge, massively hung black guy. More than once, he'd nearly begged me, "Please, Shelly! Please fuck a hung black guy while I watch! It will be so unbelievable! We'll both love it!!"
Still, encouraging me in the hypothetical, I knew, was different from giving the "okay" to something real, something specific--something that *should* be threatening because it would be with a real-life *ex-boyfriend* whom I had loved.
Stuart and I had never discussed that I might hook up with an ex-boyfriend. That could easily be too threatening, I figured.
I didn't know how Stuart would respond. But I did know that I did *NOT* want to sneak around.
It was *not* a moral thing. I did not want the stress of being a sneak.
I do love Stuart, by the way. He is nice looking, smart, hard-working, well-humored, and devoted. He is even a decent lover--for a guy with a small dick. He is adventurous and kinky, and we usually manage to have fun together.
Unfortunately, I was missing more. I was missing big cocks like Lewis', especially my biggest ever BLACK cock--which specifically was Lewis! And especially with my biggest ever black cock being attached to a gorgeous stud who was a skilled and generous lover!
Even with all my experience--I had lost count of how many men I'd had sex with, but maybe it was about fifty?--no one came close to being as hung *and* as hot as Lewis. (Sure, one black guy had ten inches, but he wasn't even a good lover!)
I prayed that Stuart would say "okay" to my fucking Lewis. I wanted Lewis so badly by the time I was ready to talk with Stuart about him. I didn't know what I would do if Stuart said "no"! I didn't want to even imagine it!
Stuart was quickly compliant with my request to join me in sitting. This is approximately the conversation that followed:
Me: "Well... I don't know if you really ever picked up on this... You know my old boyfriend Lewis that I have mentioned to you once or twice in passing... That guy from Chicago that I dated the year before I met you who I said was just too much of an asshole in the end?"
"Yeah," Stuart said, "that rings a bell."
Me: "Well, he's in town."
Stuart: "So? You said he's an 'asshole.' So, so what?"
Me: "Well, I guess I didn't really give you the whole story, Hun."
Stuart: "What do you mean?"
Me: "Well, I don't know how to tell you this... But I didn't dump him like I said. Rather, he dumped me. And I was massively heartbroken for a time."
Stuart: "Oh, okay. Thanks for letting me know now... But I still don't follow."
Me: "Well, you know how you've always told me you thought it would be sexy if I would fuck other guys--guys with much bigger dicks--so long as I didn't sneak around?"
Stuart: "Oh, yeah, Babe! It would be really hot if you got laid stepping out... by some giant dicks, especially! I'd *especially* love to see you get really well *blacked*!!"
Me: "Well, I didn't tell you before, but actually Lewis is a huge guy. And black... And, well, he's got a *HUGE* black cock! And apparently he has moved back to town! And apparently he still finds me quite attractive!!"
Stuart: "Oh! Uh... I think I see where this is going now... Hm... Uh... But an ex-boyfriend... Uh, that's a little different from just getting laid, isn't it?"
Me: "Well... yeah... I guess so..."
Stuart: "But you really want this, don't you?"
Me: "Oh, I'm sorry, Honey... but, yes!! So very badly! Can I pleeeeease fuck Lewis? Prettty pleeease?!! His cock is *so* massive and *so* majestic!! And he's *so* good at using it!!"
Stuart: "Oh, how could I say no, dear? You would never forgive me if I did! And maybe you would end up sleeping with him anyway! So... Of course you can!! BUT...."
Me: "But what?"
Stuart: "But you have to video it for me!!"
Me: "Sure, Sweetie! Happy to!!"
Stuart: "And!!"
Me: "And, what, dear?"
Stuart: "And you have to let me lick you out after!"
Golly, my husband is a pervert! (As I always loved!)
Me: "Oh, okay, dear! Sure! Oh, uh... One other thing..."
Stuart: "Yeah?"
Me: "You know I'm going to want to do this multiple times... Maybe even for a long time..."
Stuart: "Yeah... It figures... You know... I've always known you had a slutty side, ever since I first met you... And I've seen how you much you enjoy interracial films and your dildo... So, I guess I figured with me encouraging you, something like this would probably happen eventually..."
Me: "You think it's going to be really delicious for you to watch, don't you?!" I interrupted Stuart's meandering with my keen observation and a genial smirk, to boot.
Stuart: "Yeah... I think this is going to be *SUPER* hot!! I can't wait for it! I'm going to love seeing you get thoroughly blacked!! I'm going to love licking out your creampies... Yeah, I wouldn't be that surprised if I'm the one who ends up thanking *YOU* in the end!"
Me: "Good! Settled then!! I'm going to fuck Lewis-- and I'm going to fuck him as much as l like! You're such a dear!!" I gave Stuart a little peck of a kiss and then added, "You're such a good cucky husband!"
So it was settled! Stuart had agreed to let me go out with Lewis and get massively fucked, starting the next day--so long as I filmed it for him and let him clean me up after. Those were easy compromises! No problem. Well worth it!
I texted Lewis to let him know, and he was thrilled as well!
Then I thanked my husband with a blowjob that he well-appreciated.
I didn't usually give Stuart head, even though with his little dick, it was easy to do. Stuart relished it as I easily took his whole dick in my mouth. I don't think he even lasted a full five minutes before cumming.
I swallowed his load. Why not? I never understood why women spit. Spitting doesn't protect you from tasting it! "What's a little extra protein to swallow?" I always thought. And men seem so grateful when you swallow it!
Stuart offered to repay the favor, but I turned him down. I'm sure it stung him a little that I was so happy to defer my own satisfaction. "No worries, dear, you deserved that BJ for being such a supportive husband... But I'm going to save myself now for Lewis tomorrow!"
I should let you know a little more about me. My name is Shelly. I'm a thirty-three-year-old suburban woman, a professional, married (obviously), and we have no kids yet. We have been talking about starting to have kids in one more year. We each wanted to try to earn one more promotion at our jobs first.
I've been told that I look like "sex on stilts" or the "world's tallest wet dream." That's because I'm 5'11", stacked, and beautiful.
I'm well-proportioned, with curves too good to be a model. My breasts are double-Ds. I have a delightfully bubble-shaped butt. With my dimensions being 34DD-25-37, objectively I couldn't ask to be any sexier, body-wise.
I've also got a beautiful face, with blue eyes and a cute nose and mouth to go with it. My hair is long, thick, blonde, and wavy. I often get compliments on my hair as well as my figure.
I'm incredibly lucky with my looks, I realize, and at thirty-three years old, I still scarcely have to exercise to keep my phenomenal physique.
I'm smart, too, but not as stand-out as with my looks. As for my personality--I don't claim to be Mother Theresa nor a comedienne. But I'm gorgeous, love sex and, over the years, I have gotten good at it.
Both men and women are constantly hitting on me--whether I'm wearing my wedding rings or not. Luckily, my husband is used to it. It isn't always easy for me to say no to some of the more attractive guys who have a try, I admit. That's one of the reasons I have flings regularly, is that I'm constantly hit on.
But fucking Lewis would be different. Lewis, I was intending, would be an *affair*. Hopefully a long and extremely satisfying affair!
Stuart and I have joked around about swinging. Yet Lewis will be the first *known* outside partner for either of us since Stuart and I were married three years ago.
Stuart is a dear husband and clearly has understood that my slutty side was always at risk from emerging. We had been trying to sate my inner slut with watching porn together and the use of a big dildo. Now, things were about to go much further!
The next night, a Friday, I had Stuart help me get ready for my date with Lewis--my date to fuck Lewis, specifically, as Lewis and I had been really clear with each other about what we planned on including.
Lewis had texted me, "I can't wait to take your tight pussy again, Babe!"
I had replied, "Bring it, lover! I miss your pole deep inside me!"
He'd also messaged, "You know you got to give up your sensational ass to me finally, right?"
And I'd replied, "A girl's gotta do what a girl's gotta do!" I finally agreed that Lewis could have me in the ass even!
We messaged even more, but that gives you the gist.
I did myself up to the nines for my date with Lewis. I wore my sexiest, tightest dress. It was green, which goes great with my blonde hair. I hot-rollered my hair, put on just a smidge of make-up and perfume. Not meaning to brag, but besides the effort for my hair, it's pretty easy for me to look my greatest--and I was definitely bringing my A-game tonight!
I insisted that Stuart keep me company as I got ready. I wanted to play into his cuckold fantasies and tease him with what Lewis was going to get that night--and what he, my rightful husband, would *not*!
The whole time, I teased Stuart about what lay ahead.
I started with comments about Lewis' immense size, such as, "Oh, gosh, honey, it's been so long since I've had a really big cock--I wonder if I'll still be able to take Lewis' whole eleven-incher balls deep? I mean, I'm sure I *will* take him balls deep. I'm determined to! But I wonder if it will take just a few thrusts or more like an hour or so of fucking?"
Stuart groaned.
Then I offered, "Oh, golly, Lewis can surely still fuck all night, and his messages seem very horny... No you can't see them, Dear... I guess I probably won't be home until tomorrow noontime... I wonder how many loads I'll end up with in my pussy, on my face... and even up my ass? I bet I'll be a filthy mess! I know you have never gotten inside my ass, hun, but I will be giving it up to Lewis tonight! I've already promised him! Handsome and hung black studs expect that nowadays, you know! Lewis made me promise it to him for us to go out! We're *both* excited for him to be the first man to take me in the rear, dear!"
Stuart groaned.
A little later: "Um. I am sure Lewis will stretch me again. I wonder if I'll recover like I did before? I remember it took me *months* for my pussy to become tight again after Lewis last fucked me! I bet when you fuck me next-- assuming I *EVER* allow you to fuck me again-- you'll barely feel anything--nor will I! Golly, that'll be weird!"
Stuart groaned again--and his pants were tented to the max by his little hardon as well.
"Oh, Dear!" I added. "One last thing... Come with me into the bathroom for a minute would you?"
Stuart complied.
I sat on the edge of the tub and next to the toilet. Stuart was standing, unsure of why he was there.
"Fetch my pills from the medicine cabinet, would you, dear?" I asked.
Stuart complied.
"Stay with me a minute, Hun, while I take care of this," I added.
Then, I popped my pills slowly into the toilet one by one, while smirking right at my husband, staring him down.
I'd wait several seconds after a pill would go "plink" in the water, loudly, before popping the next one.
My husband looked at me wide-eyed, stunned, totally like a deer in the headlights.
I popped eight or nine of the pills into the toilet before Stuart managed to stammer, "Wh-a-a-at?!?"
"Oh, sorry, hun," I offered. "I nearly forgot to mention, and I guess this is my way of telling you... Besides of course requiring me bareback and insisting on fucking my ass, Lewis said I have to be fertile... Flushing my pills will take care of that. I should be fertile within a couple of days... Lewis is planning on fucking me every night for a month, at least... I'm sorry I didn't tell you before, but Lewis was really firm about only fucking me in the pussy if it's for 'repo' sex where it's hotter! And I have to have him in my pussy! I couldn't possibly go out with him without getting fucked in my pussy!!"
Stuart: "But honey, you're pro life!! You're going to end up black *BRED*!!"
"I know!" I said. "Isn't it exciting!?!? You and I have been talking about starting a family... Lewis and I are going to move it along!! I can hardly wait! Bareback 'repo' sex with Lewis is going to be tremendous!!"
Stuart: "But you're going to end up with a *BLACK* baby!! *WE* are going to end up with a *BLACK* baby!!"
"I know!" I replied. "Isn't it delicious? Everyone will assume--rightly--that I'm a black cock slut! But don't worry, dear. Lewis is gorgeous and brilliant. Our baby will have great genetics!! Oh... That reminds me, to make sure Lewis is the father, if I do allow you to fuck me again while I'm seeing Lewis, you're going to have to wear a rubber! You're going to get your dream of being a beta cuckold, Dear!! But admit it-- *YOU* also think this is incredibly hot, don't you?! *YOU* also want me to go forward and get blacked!! It's worth it to *you* for me to get bred if that's the price to be paid for my going black, isn't it?!?!"
Stuart: "Okay... uh... okay... I don't like to admit it, but... but, I admit it!! Okay now? It *does* sound really sexy and hot--and like it will be worth it!! But still... can we just tell people it's an IVF mistake--please?!"
Me: "Well... we *could*, but I don't think I will want to!! I think I would rather people know I got black bred with a gorgeous alpha black man on purpose!! I am proud of choosing to mate a superior super-smart, super-handsome, super-hung black alpha man-- and I want people to know it's my choice!!"
Stuart: "But what about *me*, Shelly!! Everyone will know I'm your cuckold!!"
"I *know*!" I said. "That's *also* part of the appeal, dear!! I'll gain *so* much social status with my girlfriends from having you become my beta cuck!! I can hardly wait!"
Stuart: "Wow!! That's a lot for me to go through, though!"
Me: "Don't worry, Boo!! I bet you're going to love being my cuck!! You've been talking about it **FOREVER** how you wanted me to cuckold you with a hung black stud! I think you are going to love being my cuck more than you have ever imagined... For example, right now... May I see how hard your little penis is, please? May I?!"
Stuart: "Uh, okay..."
I reached over and felt his crotch. Golly, Stuart's penis seemed super small to me! It felt like it was only three inches long--even though I knew it wasn't that short.
We had measured it once. Stuart's little penis was five-and-an-eighth inches when erect. But now that I was gearing up to get blacked by an enormous cock again, Stuart's little white penis felt really tiny to my fingers.
Then, I remembered my original reason for feeling him. It wasn't to feel his tiny size. It was to gauge his arousal. And, golly! Stuart was *very* aroused!! I'd never felt his little penis to be any harder, not ever. It felt like a miniature iron poker in his pants.
Me: "See!! See your little penis is super hard! You *are* really, really excited!! Just wait, it will be *STUPENDOUS* for you, I promise!!"
Stuart: "I sure hope so. It doesn't look like I can change things now, anyway, hunh?"
Me: "Nope! You set things in motion, Stuart. Don't forget... You shared your cuckolding fantasies with me. They took root and became my fantasies, too!! I missed having sex with Lewis and his enormous dick, yes, that's on me... But you encouraged me, and fate brought Lewis back into my life--into our lives... And so here we are... And I've also decided that I'm ready to start a family... So this is how it's going, correct... It's too late to take another path, correct!!"
Fast forward three nights. It was my third night getting blacked by Lewis. It was the first time at my and my husband's house. The first two nights', at Lewis' place, had been over the moon gratifying and sexy, but this felt even dirtier, more perverted, and sexier.



I was getting fucked in my house, in my marital bedroom, on *my* *MARITAL* bed!! Lewis was fucking me hard on my marital bed. So hot!!
Lewis was taking his ownership of me sexually to a new level now--and including my husband!
Stuart was in the room and watching. Lewis had texted me earlier, "Shelly, make sure your cucky is home tonight. He needs to get deeper into his new role in life.... Your cucky needs to watch and be a part of things. You just keep him home. I'll handle the rest."
Lewis liked it when I kept it brief, so I just replied with a thumbs-up and a heart.
Just an hour later, and Stuart was sitting in a chair to the side of the bed watching Lewis fuck me--as Lewis had commanded. Also as commanded, Stuart was fully clothed as he watched us.
Meanwhile, my 6'3" gorgeous black hunk lover pounded his enormous pole into my drenched pussy again and again and again.
I was on my back getting the daylights fucked out of me by my black stud missionary style.
God, I loved getting fucked by Lewis!! I felt so incredibly alive and feminine with his giant cock balls deep in me, as I French-kissed him. My mouth was wide open for Lewis' tongue, and I wrapped my arms and legs around his muscled body as far as I could!
I broke the French kiss to nibble and tongue Lewis' ear--the way that I knew Stuart would notice and envy.
Both men loved me making out with an ear. Now, Lewis alone would receive my "ear attention."
Of course, I picked the side of Lewis' head that Stuart would see for me to make out with.
As I nibbled, sucked, and licked Lewis' ear, I heard Stuart groan in the background. It seemed a mixture of jealousy, excitement, and frustration. "Good!" I thought. "My cucky is learning who my alpha man is now!"
Lewis' magic fuckstick quickly refocused my attention on how my pussy, ass, and whole body were feeling. I was feeling fabulous!!
My pussy felt electric with Lewis thrusting his long, thick pole of meat deep inside me, again and again. I could feel his balls bouncing on my bubble butt, and I loved that as well!
I loved that Lewis could get balls deep in me. It made me feel so accomplished as a woman. I loved how full I felt. I loved how possessed I felt.
Lewis wasn't fucking me fast. He wasn't fucking me slow. He was fucking me just right!!
Lewis asked loudly as he kept thrusting, "Who owns this pussy?!"
Stuart could also hear him quite well.
I knew what was expected of me. I pivoted my head so I wouldn't yell right in Lewis' ear, and I yelled out, "You, Lewis!! **YOU** own my pussy!! It's yours whenever and however and whenever you want it!! Please never stop fuckkingggg meeee!!!" I bellowed loudly.
Lewis: "Who is going to fuck me anytime and anywhere I want? As often as I want, and with anyone else I want?!?"
Me: "Meeee, Lewis!!! I'm yours!!! I'll fuck you and whoever whenever you saaayyyy!!! Just keeeeep fffucckkkkiiinnngggg *MEEEE*!!!!"
Lewis asked his next question: "Who is **done** fucking white guys?!?"
Again, I knew what was expected of me, and I yelled out. "**I** am done fucking white guys!!! I am your black-only slut, Lewis!!!"
Lewis yelled again, "Good, bitch!!! So no more pussy for your hubby, right?!?"
Me: "Yyyyeessss!!! Nooo mooooore pusssssy forrr mmmy **HUSBAND**!!! OOOONLY you, Lewis!!! Ooonlllyyyy **BBBBLLLLLAAACKKKKKKK** **CCCCCOOCCCKKKK**!!!!!'
Lewis: "Not even a goodbye fuck for hubby?!?"
Me: "Sure, Lewis!! **NO** ***NNOTTT*** even a goodbye FUCK for **HUBBY**!!!!"
Lewis: "Good, bitch!! You're going to cum for me again, bitch?!?!"
"Yesss!! Yesss, Lewisss!! Just keep fuckkkkiiiinnngggg meeeeee!!" I yelled.
Lewis then fucked me several more minutes and, as I had predicted and promised, I *did* cum my heart out--for a fourth time that hour.
"Oh my, Godddd!! It's amaaaaaazing!! Oh, fuckkkk!! Cummminnnnnggg!! AGAIN!!! I'm cumming AGAAAAIIINNN!!!! Unnnngggggh!!! ****DDDOOOOONNN'TTT**** stoppp!!!! Yess!!! Yesss!!! YYYEESSSSSSSSSSS!!!!" I screamed out.
Each orgasm with Lewis seemed more shattering than the next.
Fucking Lewis had always been spectacular. Cuckolding Stuart added an extra thrill.
Promising my black lover to be his whenever he wanted felt so slutty and sexual.
Promising to be black only, promising never to fuck my husband again--that felt **PHENOMENAL**!!
"What a relief never to fuck another unsatisfying little penis again!" I thought to myself. "I'm so glad Lewis made me promise to go black only! Yes!!! How *nasty* to forbid even a goodbye fuck for Stuart! Yes!!!"
I felt dominant and subservient at the same time.
I felt so desirable and so powerful to have an incredible alpha male lover and also a devoted, submissive beta cuck husband.
As I came down from my intense cum, I had a sense something interesting was going to happen next... And I was not disappointed.
Lewis pulled out of me and sat me gently on the bed for a breather, with a view of him and Stuart. He said to me, "Nice fucking, slut! You rest here for a minute..."
Then he turned his attention to Stuart.
"Boi--yes, you, boi..." Lewis pointed to my husband, who at first was stunned to be addressed at all. "You come and kneel by the bed and suck me off. It's time you pay homage to the cock that now owns your wife's pussy!! It's time for you to show my lovestick proper respect. Stay in your clothes, though! You don't get to be naked."
Stuart crawled into position on his knees between Lewis' legs. His face looked petrified--but also eager.
"You a virgin at this, boi?" queried Lewis. Stuart nodded meekly.
"Alrighty then," Lewis continued. "For now, just open your mouth wide and relax your neck muscles. I will guide you around on my cock and get you learning your new place in life. Got it?" Stuart nodded meekly again.
Next, I watched as Lewis spent several minutes guiding Stuart's head around like it was a plastic ball with an opening--like it was just a masturbation toy for Lewis' pleasure.
It was hot to watch. It was very hot! I fingered myself with one hand and pinched my own nipples as I watched because it was a turn-on!
Stuart was gagging and gasping as Lewis held his own body still but shoved Stuart's head firmly up and down on Lewis' immense erection in long, deep strokes.
Lewis groaned like he was really enjoying it. I heard from Stuart later that it excited him, too! He told me that his little weiner was rock hard and oozing precum in his pants as Lewis was using him!
Stuart--he told me later--was also excited that I had promised to be a black-only slut--totally committed to Lewis and Lewis' needs! That was really arousing to my beta cuck husband!
After a few minutes, Lewis had enough. He removed Stuart's head and gave him a quick pat on the top of it. "Decent job, boi, for a beginner! Good job being a compliant beta. One more thing you got to learn now... You gotta get in the habit of thanking me when there's a break in my using you, thank you for using you right... Go on now!"
"Uh..." Stuart stammered. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you for using me as I was meant to be. I appreciate being used as your cockslut, Sir!"
"You're welcome, boi!" Lewis replied, seeking to reinforce Stuart's good behavior. "Next, you will help me service your wife as she rides me... To start, you're going to aim my cock up inside Shelly as she squats down on it... Then, as she rides me, you're going to lick her fucking *ASTOUNDING* ass for quite some time... the ass that *YOU* will *NEVER* get to fuck... you will lick it at least through an orgasm or two... Licking Shelly when she or I command is going to be your only physical intimacy with her, so you should focus on enjoying it! Got that?!"
Stuart: "Yes, sir! I will focus on enjoying intimacy with Shelly when you have me lick her. Got it!!"
Lewis continued. "When you hear me yell something like 'lick me boi!' you are to switch over to servicing *me*... You will lick my nuts tenderly--like they are the love of your goddamn little life-- until I blast all my baby batter up into *my* bitch, the slut formerly known as your wife. You got it?!?!"
Stuart was stunned. He was stunned at the brazen reminder that Lewis was trying to knock me up, and now he, Stuart, was going to have a role in it, licking my lover's nuts as they shoot their seed up into me. But Stuart got a grip and replied with his willingness.
"Uh..." Stuart started with a stammer. "Yes, Sir. That's clear sir. I'm to help you fuck your slut, Shelly--formerly known as my wife--and to lick your nuts lovingly as you breed her black. Yes, Sir!!"
Lewis added. "Oh, and my nutsack hair will come off in your mouth. Deal with it. You're not to let it phase you until I'm done blasting my baby batter into your wife's womb! Got that, too?!?"
"Yes, Sir! No problem with the nutsack hair, Sir!" Stuart replied, totally servile.
With barely a pause, Stuart added one more quick comment. I guess he could not contain himself! "This all sounds really perverted and hot, Sir!!" he said, betraying his own enthusiasm.
Lewis admonished Stuart briefly. "That's great news, cucky, but in general keep your trap shut unless spoken to. You're here to serve me, and if I need your opinion, I'll ask for it!"
In a moment, Lewis got us fucking again. "Okay, punks. Time to fuck some more. Shelly, lower yourself on my rod. Cucky, you guide my cock into her so she can focus on kissing me while you aim me in!"
It was sublime in its eroticism to have my beta cuck husband help me take in my black lover's enormous shaft as I lowered my womanhood slowly onto it from above. Indeed, the help enabled me to focus on Frenching my black love-God as well.
Each further inch of Lewis that I receive into my pussy always makes me feel so much more complete as a woman, and this moment was no exception. I was blown away by both physical sensation and mental delirium as one inch after another shoved its way up into my tight womanhood. It was sublime--as it always is.
If you're a woman who hasn't tried this yet with her husband and a super-well-hung black stud, I *thoroughly* recommend it! Nearly my favorite thing about being a white wife owned by a black alpha is when my husband personally helps me sheath my lover's enormous pole with my cunt. The only thing even better is just afterwards, when my husband pivots to licking my ass and my lover's nuts as I get bred.
All of it is so incredibly hot!!
It was magnificent to have Stuart French-kissing my beautiful little asshole as I rode up and down on Lewis' massive eleven-inch pole and French-kissed my black master.
I came almost immediately. "Oh, my GGODDDDDD!!! Fuckkkk!!! Ammmaaaaazzzingggg!!!! Yesss!!! Yesss!!!! Yesss!!! Yesss!!! YYEESSSSSSSSS!!!! AARRRRGGGGGGGHHHHH!!!" I shrieked out.
I was stunned from my earthquake-caliber orgasm, and I leapt off Lewis' cock and body to catch my breath.
Instinctively, it seemed, Stuart moved in to suck lovingly on Lewis' massive shaft while I laid to the side, taking my breather. Stuart's brain, I could tell, was already re-wiring to center on Lewis' cock and Lewis' needs rather than me. It was impressive to see it beginning so quickly.
I did not take a breather for long. Soon, I moved to sit down on Lewis' loveshaft again, and again Stuart aimed the mammoth cock up into me, like a loyal beta cucky.
When I got fully impaled and back to fucking Lewis again, Stuart again French-kissed my asshole as I French-kissed my black alpha. Again, it was **FABULOUS** and electric.
I quickly came again! And just as loudly. "Ooooh!!! FFUCCCCKKKK!!!!! Yesss!!! Yesss!!! ***Yess***!!!! ****YYYEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS****!!! *****UNGGGGHHHHHHH*****!!!!"
This time, I stayed on Lewis like a trooper after I came.
But I shouted at Stuart, "Get away from ass, boi!! That's enough! Tend to my lover's nuts now! MAKE HIM BREEEEEEEED MEEEE!!!! Time to ***BRREEEEEEDDD*** *****MEEEEEEEE*****!!!"
I heard Stuart groan from hearing my wishes as he moved to comply. Since Lewis' did not contradict me, Stuart took my order as "valid."
In just another few minutes, it was Lewis' turn to let loose. He grabbed my ass cheeks hard with his massive hands as he pillaged my mouth with his tongue. I loved both moves, as I continued to writhe around on his gigantic piston.
I felt like feminine prey to the most ideal male mate of my species. The best alpha male ever was possessing and fucking **MEEEE**!!
Lewis was getting VERY excited, I could feel it!
I quivered more. My pussy gushed. My feet curled and uncurled. My juices coated Lewis' cock and oozed out all over the bed. Our fucking was trashing the mattress--but who cared? The *next* mattress would get a waterproof cover--we were certainly not going to stop our fucking!
I had never felt so excited and desired before ever, not even when Lewis and I were lovers previously. Sex with Stuart or any white guy seemed like nothing more than a wimpy back rub by comparison.
Lewis pulled his tongue from my mouth for a moment to share. "Aw fuck, you guys!! This is fuckin' *AMAZING*! You're both doing *GREAT*!! Great nut-licking, boi!! Shelly--your pussy is so warm, tight, and **UNBELIEEEVABLE***!!! Fuck!! Fuck!! FUCCCKKKK!!! SOOOOOO ***GOOOOOOD**!!! SOOOOO ***GOOOOOOD***!!! SOOOOO ***GOOOOOOD***!!! SOOOOO ***GOOOOOOD***!!! Unnggggghhhhh!!! *****AAARRRRGGGGGGGGHHHH*****!!!"
As my husband kept making out with Lewis' nuts, at last my BBC lover shot off inside me.
Lewis' cock was jammed way up inside me. I'd never before felt so full. I felt every pulse. Lewis shot spurt after spurt after spurt directly through my cervix and on up into my womb. It was more spectacular than ever!
It felt like Lewis shot a full gallon of sperm up into me. It was way more than my pussy and womb could hold. It seemed like two or three quarts of cum squirted right back out of me, all over our crotches, all over the bed, making a huge mess. I felt so proud that I brought out such a huge cum from my alpha lover!!
Lewis' orgasm also triggered another orgasm for me. "Oh, my, fuck! YESSSSSSS!!! BREEEEEEEED me!!! Knock me up, Lewis!! ****BRREEEEEEEED**** me!! Yessss!!! Yessss!!!! YYESSSSSS!!!! ****ARRRGGHHHH****!!! *****YYESSSSSSSSSSS*****!!!!"
Afterwards, I was too tired to even roll off of Lewis!
I lay there completely zonked and with Lewis' only-slightly-shrunk manhood still lodged deep inside me. But I knew my stud required appropriate gratitude for servicing me so well, so I summoned the energy to say softly, "Thank you, thank you, thank you! Thank you, Lewis!! That was so amazing!! I'm going to need to breed *LOTS* of kids this way!! Let's make a big family together!!" As an after thought, I added, "Good job, cucky, too!"
And we did make a big family together, it turned out!
All three of us were very happy with how things evolved from there.
Lewis moved in the next day and became head of the household. He and I still share the bed that I used to share with Stuart.
Stuart ordinarily sleeps on a thin mattress at the foot of Lewis' and my bed, so Stuart can be called to service us at any time. Much of the time, Stuart will just watch or overhear Lewis' and my lovemaking from a respectful distance.
Only occasionally is Stuart forbidden from beating off--if he disappoints Lewis or me in some way, such as forgetting to do the dishes or the laundry. Lewis and I want Stuart to be a happy cucky. He does have to wait to beat off every night until Lewis gives his approval, always after Lewis and I are done with our own love-making.
More nights than I might prefer, I'm also sleeping on a thin mattress on the floor--apart from Lewis and also apart from Stuart or any companion--as my alpha male beds other women with regularity.
Lewis has knocked me up many times over the seven years since this all began.
Lewis decided that I should keep four of the pregnancies through to birth. A few other times, Lewis gave me an exotic tea that caused a miscarriage. Maybe I should be against it, as I am pro-life. Somehow, coming from my alpha and through a beverage, though, it seems okay. Also, with birthing four kids, I've certainly done my part to propagate the species, don't you think?
Lewis would have Stuart lick and suck our genitals and asses during "repo" sex--any sex when I have been fertile. "Shelly," Lewis would explain. "It's a really nice way to honor a beta cuck in a happy home, to let him be included in all of his wife's 'repo' sex with her black alpha. Stuart's a good man, and he deserves for us to honor him this way." I have been inclined to agree--and also in no position to argue!
Stuart and I are both required to make out with Lewis' ass--both crack and asshole--regularly, as a little kindness for Lewis, whenever he is looking to relax and unwind. It always makes me horny when it's been my turn to rim our master. However, Stuart at first did not want to admit to enjoying rimming our black alpha. But Lewis had Stuart start doing it naked, and we could all see Stuart's iron-hard little erection when he would eat Lewis' ass then, so that ended that charade!
Stuart gets most of his orgasms from masturbation, but he seems happy--and he says he is. "Shelly," he says, "I don't know why it's the case, but my cums are even *more* fulfilling now from watching Lewis fuck and breed you then they ever were when we used to have sex between us. You were right! Thanks for making me your cucky!"
Every several weeks, Lewis has me give Stuart a hand job--but always wearing gloves. Stuart constantly moans out his immense gratitude--to Lewis--when this happens. "Oh, Lewis! Thank you for ordering 'THE' hand job!! Thank you **SOOOOO** **MUCH**!!"
I am actually doing "THE" hand job, but I don't get mentioned in gratitude--only our alpha who ordered it done. I think it's because Stuart knows that I don't like to touch his little penis, even though I am highly expert at it. I continue to resent the several years of my life that I wasted focused on Stuart's little penis only, as Stuart well knows--I let it slip one day when we were quarreling. Failing to acknowledge my role in the handjobs is Stuart's subtle way of getting even, I suspect.
Stuart says he *does* miss French-kissing me--which Lewis forbids--but he's grateful that at least he gets to French Lewis' cock. Lewis allows Stuart to suck his cock every couple of weeks. Lewis says it's important for reminding Stuart of his beta cuckold status in the home. I guess that's true! "It doesn't turn me on much, Shelly, to have your hubby suck on me," Lewis will say, "But sucking my cock is so fulfilling for Lewis and, importantly, it reminds him of who he is here to serve!"
Stuart also admits that sucking on Lewis connects him on a deeper level with our master, and that he's so grateful that it's part of our routine. "Shelly," Stuart will say, "I didn't realize that I had a 'bi side,' and maybe it's just because Lewis is our master, but I *do* really love sucking his cock more than anything. It still surprises me, but I look forward to sucking that enormous pole more than anything in my whole life, even! It's embarrassing but it's true!"
I feel grateful that my husband opened up to me about this. He really looks in love when he sucks Lewis.
Watching Stuart lovingly suck Lewis' gigantic black pole also says to me, "See, Shelly! You did the right thing. Your husband is so happy, too!"
Recently, for my fortieth birthday, Lewis finally decided to get my tubes tied. I was sad when he ordered it done. I would have loved to have kept having "repo" sex and more babies with Lewis until my ovaries gave out. But all our home's big decisions are Lewis' to make. He's the head of our household. He says he did it for my health, but since I am not even allowed to talk to my own doctors at all, I only have Lewis' word for it. Golly, I am so owned!



Since my tubes have been tied, Lewis unfortunately fucks me in my pussy a lot less. I was depressed for a few weeks but now I'm mostly adjusted. Lewis admits it's less enticing to cum in my pussy now that it won't lead to any babies.
Luckily, Lewis is still very attracted to me, and he has been fucking me in the ass more. With the added experience, my ass now takes Lewis' gigantic cock more comfortably all the time!
I love having Lewis' whole eleven-inch fuckstick balls deep in my bubble butt. I feel so incredibly submissive when Lewis takes me in the butt. Lewis has me play with my pussy to help me have a strong cum when he fucks my ass, which is very generous of him.
Stuart seems to like licking Lewis' cum out of my ass just as much--or maybe even more--than from my pussy. Stuart tells me, "It's poignant to lick black alpha cum from your asshole, Shelly--especially since you never let me fuck you in the ass and never will, even though we're married. It stings my ego and that adds to the turn on!"
Lewis never has lent my pussy or ass out to friends, even though I would welcome it. I wish Lewis would lend out my pussy especially now that he fucks me there less and so I could feel like even more of a depraved slut for blacks!
Lewis says that as his "main slut" and "favorite baby mama," he just doesn't feel like sharing me the way he shares his "other bitches." I'm flattered, even though I also feel like I am missing out. Maybe soon I will beg him to lend out my pussy and see how that goes? I'm thinking about it.
Lewis does have me offer to deep throat any black male friend, acquaintance, or associate who comes to visit--which I do enjoy. Oddly, when the cocks are a little smellier or nastier tasting, it turns me on more. "Damn, Shelly," I think to myself, "Look at the depraved black cock submissive that you have become! You will suck **ANY** black cock to please your master... And you will enjoy the blowjob nearly as much as the guy receiving it! You're a slut!"
I have blown so many black and brown cocks over the years, now. Maybe a hundred and fifty different guys? Maybe a few hundred individual blow jobs? Most but not all of the cocks have been massive. I have gotten quite expert at deepthroating, and Lewis seems very proud of me!
My pussy is always soaked by the time I'm done blowing a black cock. Lewis is amused by how sexually needy I get. But he's also kind, and he always does something to take care of me sexually before the day is over when I'm horny. If Lewis is tired or more interested in some other slut that day, he may just finger me or have me hump his leg, but he's generous and is sure to let me get to cum.
Stuart has ended up "chief cuckold," as Lewis will call him, and is even allowed to clean Lewis' cum from many of the other sluts who visit.
I have become "chief baby mama" and Lewis now lets me decide which sluts to breed and when. "I like having you in charge of my harem, Shelly," Lewis says. "You have a good eye as to who I should breed, or require to have an IUD in, or maybe just do in the ass... I appreciate that!"
If you're wondering how our life is funded, Lewis was a hedge fund genius who retired just before I ran into him at the gym, so he has plenty of cash to support lots of babies and baby mommas.
Stuart is still required to go to a day job to contribute to household expenses.
If you're wondering how Lewis attracts so many lovers, you just need to meet him. With current mores, a big, handsome, charming, and well-off black man like Lewis can pick up women right-and-left as playmates. Young women and middle-aged. Single and married. Especially white women are eager to fuck him.
Lewis has been aiming to have at least fifty kids, he says! As I type this, Lewis believes he's at thirty-three babies by nineteen different baby mommas. Most of the baby mommas Lewis won't even fuck after he's knocked them up once. He wants to "spread the seed," he says. I feel very special that Lewis has chosen to breed me so many times!
I'm going to hold off saying much about my kids with Lewis. All four are underage, and it feels inappropriate to share my kinky fantasies about their eventual adult life. We'll just leave it at that, okay?
Of course, I never did have a single child or pregnancy with Stuart. Sometimes I tease him about it while he's beating off. I know how to do it so it turns him on. "Just think, hubby," I'd say, "I got bred again today by Lewis and his giant black cock. Again! Oh, golly, it felt soooo good! You know what you'll *NEVER* get to do? You will *NEVER* get to breed me! You'll never get to breed your own wife! My pussy is black-OWNED. Isn't that hot?! You'll never even be in my warm, wet pussy ever again!"
I swear that Stuart cums faster and harder when I taunt him!
Lewis also has Stuart and me help expand his harem--of slutwives and bi beta cuck husbands--through what he calls "recruitment." He doesn't really need the help, but he enjoys it as a game for the three of us, Lewis, Stuart, and me.
We always use a similar routine for seducing couples. We call it "divide and conquer." It doesn't work one hundred percent of the time, but at about forty percent, the strong results seem to justify the general approach.
Once Stuart and I have selected an attractive white couple--with Lewis' review and approval, of course--we start by letting both the husband and wife each meet Lewis briefly in a party setting.
They get to see how charismatic, strong, and handsome he is, and how dominant a presence. The woman of the couple will be given a chance to feel Lewis' cock--perhaps while dancing, sometimes in a hot tub, or maybe a few quick feels with some kissing in a bathroom or bedroom while the husband is distracted. This plants the seeds of desire. Almost all white women will at least be *interested* in Lewis' cock after meeting him and getting a feel.
Following the first meeting, I regale the wife with details about how satisfying it is to get owned by a black alpha and specifically by Lewis. This will often "conquer" the wife. This works on attractive white wives about half the time. Somehow, about half are immovable and loyal wives. I'm always impressed by them!
At the same time, Stuart tries to convince the husband that seeing his wife get blacked by a huge alpha stud--and specifically by Lewis--will be the sexiest thing ever. This will "conquer" the husband. Ironically, the husbands go for it about NINETY percent of the time. It's much *MORE* reliable, it turns out, to get the husband interested than the wife!
Husbands, it turns out, almost always *love* the idea of seeing their wives getting blacked! Stuart says that this is because the Internet has turned all white men into interracial cuckold wannabees--after years of seeing the intense prowess of black cocks in porn relative to little white dicks.
Then, if both the wife and husband "take the bait," so to speak, their mutual interest is preyed upon and, before long, Lewis is fucking a conquered wife while the conquered husband is sucking Lewis' asshole and nutsack in service and gratitude. It's glorious to see when it comes to fruition! Most of the time, mating is arranged so that Stuart and I get to watch--or even help out. Naturally, we are very grateful.
"Dividing and conquering" worked on my beautiful redheaded older sister Brenda and her husband Gary, ultimately leading to her having two black babies. It also worked on my two best-looking friends, Olivia and Michelle, and their wimpy white husbands, leading to each woman having one black baby so far--and begging for more.
We have lost a few friends whom our approach failed to seduce. Such is life!
Lewis is continually encouraging Stuart and me to make new attractive married friends so he can have more white slutwives to breed. And it is our pleasure to do so!
Three or four times a year, Stuart and I will join some type of new social group to look for "recruits" for Lewis.
Whenever I successfully "lead" a new wife to being "conquered", Lewis rewards we with at least a week of fucking and cumming in my pussy every night to thank me. For years, this was intense additional "repo" sex for me, with Stuart helping out with his tongue, as always. Now, with my tubes tied, I especially treasure this as it's one of the only times Lewis attends to my pussy.
Lewis also decided to breed Brenda's and Gary's pale, blonde eighteen-year-old daughter, Helen, even though Helen didn't have a boyfriend. "It's really special for an alpha," Lewis explained to me, "to knock up all the women in a family at once across both adult, fertile generations. As soon as Helen became legal, I was going to need to breed her... It's icing on the cake that Brenda and Helen are nearly as attractive as you, Shelly."
Lewis did manage to impregnate all three of us--Brenda, Helen, and me--within days of each other. I must be really depraved now, too, because it made me feel so accomplished that *my* man, as Lewis is mine primarily, knocked up my sister, my niece, and me.
Brenda and Gary also have a twenty-two-year old son, Jordan, whom we have been training in the lifestyle.
Jordan gets to clean up creampies from his sister, mom, and me--his aunt. He seems to be a really happy kid about it, too! "Aunt Shelly," he explained to me the other day, "It's only thanks to Lewis and 'the lifestyle' that I get to lick out the pussies and asses of all three of the sexiest women in my life--my Mom, my Sister, and you! It's well worth being limited to blow jobs and hand jobs [which Lewis was allowing him for now!] to get to lick your pussies and asses... And it's hot as hell to watch Lewis fuck you all and my girlfriend, to boot!"
Yes, Jordan's cute brunette girlfriend, Becky, has gone black, but she hasn't gotten pregnant yet.
Lewis had Becky fitted with an IUD--initially at my suggestion, although he doesn't seem to remember. "I know Becky is really craving being bred," Lewis explained to Brenda and me the other day, "but I also like having some young sluts around with never-had-a-baby bodies. And I love hearing Becky begging for her first breeding. It's such a turn on! The more Becky begs, the more I want to make her wait for it!"
Stuart and I both marvel at how happy we are in our unusual marital arrangement, mutually owned by Lewis.
Frequently, Stuart will thank me for bringing us into the lifestyle. He usually waits until Lewis is asleep, and we are enjoying some black-only-slutwife and beta-cucky-husband quiet time together.
Stuart tends to be most obsequiously grateful after cleaning Lewis' load from my sexy bubble butt. "Oh, honey!" he will say, "It's sublime to clean out our master's load from your beautiful asshole! I always wanted to lick you there--and because of Lewis, I now can! It's *so* utterly sexy that it's filled with our master's load when I lick you... Thank you so much for bringing Lewis into our life to own us both! Thank you, thank you, thank you!!"
I will pat Stuart on the head and say, "You're welcome, dear! Anything for you!"
Then, I let Stuart beat off on to my feet or his stomach, before feeding his cum back to him to lick up. Naturally, Stuart eats it right up--with a smile!
I get a little excited, too, when Stuart cums, and some more of Lewis' most recent load will ooze out of my ass and down my thigh as I watch Stuart beat off.
If Stuart has been exceptionally well-behaved, I'll then let him use a big black dildo on me until I cum hard. It's the closest Stuart gets to fucking me since Lewis has been in the picture. I cum hard in satisfaction--and from knowing that my beta cuck husband remains deprived.
We have the best life. I'm so happy!
(The End)
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-----------
"I ran into Elgin today," my wife told me as soon as I got home.
My face blanched, as I prepared myself to hear more. Elgin was my wife's ex-boyfriend from shortly before we met. Her huge black ex-boyfriend with an eleven-inch dick.
And it wasn't just any eleven-inch dick. My wife admitted to me once that it was more like a "magic fuck stick."
"Rob," she would say, partly to taunt me and partly to turn me on. "You would not believe how incredible sex was with that fuck stick... I can't tell you how depressed I became when I discovered Elgin would never marry me and make a family with me. It took all my willpower to break up with him, and thank God he moved across the country!"
I knew sex with me would never compare to sex with Elgin, and somehow I made peace with that. I knew Emily loved me deeply, even if I could never take her to those sexual highs.
You're probably wondering about the basics about us. We're an early thirties professional white couple. I'm nice looking enough. Emily is 5'6", dirty blonde, cute face, nice curves. She's thin, but she has perky breasts and a cute ass that look great on her thin frame. Men find her very attractive, and she was an energetic serial monogamist right up until she met me. I don't want to know how many lovers she's had. It's probably been a lot. I haven't done badly in my love life, but I can sense that it's been tame compared to my adorable wife's experiences.
I would never have known about Elgin. I certainly wasn't asking about Emily's past, but one day when we were quarreling--a rarity for us--she lashed out about how she wished I had a big cock like her ex-boyfriend. One thing led to another, and I ended up--partly to my arousal and partly to my chagrin--hearing all about the super hung Black boyfriend of nearly a year... Elgin.
It was only about a week later that we added an Elgin-size dildo to our bedroom routine. Emily admitted she was just too cranky without getting something his size up inside her from time to time--now that she had experienced it for a time. "Sorry, Boo," she told me. "I didn't realize it until now. I'm sorry it happened. But my time with Elgin just rewired my basic needs to another level. I need something his size up inside me! I'm craving it!"
We rushed right out to get her a giant dildo together. What was the alternative? Only losing her. That didn't seem like a good idea!
For the ensuing few years, it seemed like the dildo was doing the trick, and we both seemed happy in our marriage.
Now here we are, three years into married life, and Emily had run into Elgin at the car dealer, as they both waited for the cars to be serviced.
When Emily handed me a gin and soda right after telling me that she ran into Elgin, and she suggested we sit down, I knew I was in for a tricky conversation.
"I'm so sorry this happened, Boo! Really, I am!" Emily began. "I mean... I never would have sought him out! It took so much willpower for me to break it off with him... But then here he was, right across from me in the tiny waiting room... And he looked amazing! I'm sorry, but he really did! And he was wearing designer sweatpants like he usually does... I tried to keep it to just small talk, but then I saw his cock grow partway hard in his pants, and I became absolutely transfixed! You can't hold it against me, Boo! You just can't! It's an instinctive reaction for a female in the face of such an intensely erotic male of the same species! It's just animal instinct! My nipples got super hard and my pussy became soaked. Elgin could definitely see my nipples, and I am pretty sure he smelled my arousal as well!"
I had mixed feelings listening to Emily, just as I did when she told me her stories about being fucked by Elgin--and just as I did when I fucked her with her "Elgin" dildo.
Yes, I was intensely jealous, but it was also a huge turn on. I loved interracial porn, and I loved helping Emily have her best orgasms with her dildo... And the idea of my sexy cute wife fucking a black stud worthy of a porn video definitely got my dick hard... And my dick got hard right then!
Emily saw.
"Ha! Your little dick is hard from even hearing this much, dear! I *knew* it! I knew you would love hearing about me turning into a drenched-pussy bitch for my ex boyfriend! I just knew it!! Good!! Should I let you hear what happened next, or should I just go into the bedroom with my 'Elgin' dildo and bang out a couple of good cums on my own... Hmmm? I'm not sure..."
I knew what she wanted, now, Emily. She wanted me to beg. It was not a tough decision for me to make.
"Oh, please, Boo!" I said, using the nickname we each used for the other. "Please tell me! Pretty please!"
"Only if you SWEAR that you won't hold it against me, Boo." Emily replied. "Will you swear?"
I was hopeless to hear about it. I was an interracial voyeur and porn addict as Emily well knew, and nothing was more arousing than thinking about her getting black-fucked. "Yes! I swear, Emily! Tell me! Tell me everything!"
"You are 1000% sure?"
"Yes!!"
"Very well then! Except there's a problem..." she said.
"What? What do you mean there's a problem?" I was worried and frustrated.
"Elgin made me promise that if you want to hear about it that you may not-- that you may only *SEE* it-- *and*... *and* if you want to see it, you have to agree that I can go **black only**!"
"Whoa!" I said. "That's intense! What exactly do you mean by 'black only,' Boo?"
"Well," Emily replied. "Of course my pussy would only be for blacks--permanently. But Elgin says that for maximum impact, my mouth should be 'black only,' too! No blow jobs--no French kissing, even! And--of course--even though he's insisting that I at last receive his cock in my ass, that you can never have me there, either! Basically--I'll be reserved *completely* for blacks sexually. You'll be celibate--unless we occasionally arrange for some friend to give you some mercy sex act of one kind or another, as a special treat. Elgin says that he might occasionally have another black-only woman--but not me, not your own wife--give you a hand job, but only through gloves. You're never to have skin-to-skin sexual contact with another woman again! Except occasional chaste social kisses--if you count those!"
"Really?!?"
"Yes, if you want to hear any more about it, you're going to have to watch--and to agree that I can go black, and black only, for good!"
Before I could reply, Emily added. "Oh, and if none of this is agreeable, I'll just fuck Elgin occasionally on my own and tell you NOTHING about it. You'll have a complete and total embargo on any specifics whatsoever!"
"Wow! This is a pretty severe choice, Em! Does it have to be like this?" I complained--even though my dick was rock hard in my pants still, and oozing precum rapidly, I was certain. I sure hoped I wasn't going to have a wet spot for Emily to notice while we were discussing!
"Yes," she said. "I talked it over with Elgin for a good long while, and he was very firm. He says he has plenty of options for who to fuck, and he'll only give the white cuck what he desires if he relinquishes his own privileges for good. He's perfectly happy to fuck me privately from you. So if it's going to be for your satisfaction, too, he wants something out of it!"
"Wow! But I guess it has a certain logic," I said. "After all the racism that black guys put up with, I can see how he wouldn't want to gratify my needs without my giving something in return... And access to you sexually is the logical thing for him to insist on... But how would you feel about it, Boo?"
"Well," Emily began, "it would mean a very big change to our marriage, it's true. But I've been thinking about it all day now before offering the option to you... Yes, I'm up for it... I wouldn't be offering it to you if I wasn't up for it... I really miss big black cocks, generally, and Elgin's in specific... Going black only I don't think would be hard for me at all, I don't think.... I'm sorry if this hurts your feelings, Boo! And I think it would be gratifying for you--with how much you're into interracial--to be in the room with me while I get taken to a whole other level of much, much more sexual satisfaction than--I'm so sorry!-- than you have ever been able to bring me!"
"You'll really be that much more sexually satisfied, Em?? Really?!" I queried.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Rob, but *yes*!" my adorable, sexy wife replied. "I don't want to hurt your feelings but I suppose it may help you decide if I'm fully honest, as I know how much my happiness means to you--and I know how much you enjoy seeing me being satisfied, right? Should I really lay it out for you, Boo?"
"Uh..." I stammered, unsure. "I guess so, Boo..."
"Well... Your dick is just tiny compared to Elgin's monster cock. I mean, it can be *pleasant* to have you inside me, it can feel close... but when Elgin's in me, I feel so much more a woman... He fills me so much better, he reaches all these great spots up inside me... Elgin can make tender love to me like you can, but he can also fuck me animalistically, which I really enjoy, too... And, I'm sorry dear, he makes love better than you do--and you can't really fuck me animalistically *at all*, not *ever*... I'm sure you agree with that, too, don't you?" Emily posed to me directly.
"No... You're right, of course, Boo..." I replied. "I hear what you're saying... But you wouldn't mind NEVER fucking me again in order to be fucked by Elgin and other blacks and have me just watch!? Really? You won't miss me at all?"
"Well," Emily replied. "I'm so sorry that this is going to be hard for your ego, Rob, but... no, I don't think I'll miss your little dick much at all... Being blacked is in a whole other galaxy and makes you seem like a little pre-teen boy by comparison... I don't mean to be cruel, but if I'm honest, I think it may help you decide, is what I'm thinking... I would *much* rather have a sex life of being blacked... And you and I will figure out ways to be close... Like me talking dirty to you while you beat off... Or maybe eventually Elgin will allow you to clean his cum from my pussy or ass--but I don't recommend asking him for 'licking privileges' anytime soon! I know 'licking privileges' are off the table for now!"
"Oooh! That would be hot to do!" I admitted. "I'd love to lick you clean of black men's cum. That would be *so* tremendous!!"
"So," Emily resumed. "It's really a question of whether you'd like to be a part of things... Or whether for me to meet these needs that I can no longer suppress... If I should sneak around without you, just so you can still put your dick in me once in a while--even as your putting yourself in me does almost nothing at all for me. Nearly nothing whatsoever."
"Uh..." I again stammered, so confused and unsure. "What would you rather we do?"
"Honestly, Rob, I *do* love you, and it seems our marriage has a better shot if we spend more time together," my adorable wife said. "So I think if you are serious about trying to make our marriage work, we'll have more closeness between us if you do choose to be a part of things by giving me up to fuck black cock only."
"Wow, Em!" I replied. "That's a bold statement! But I guess I understand your logic... If I do give you up to go black only, we would be closer than if I send you off to get blacked without being a part of it... But still this is a big step... Can I have some time to think it over?"
"Sure, Boo," Emily said. "You can have as long as you like--except that it has to be before the next time you orgasm..."
"What?!? What did you say?!" I responded, a bit stunned.
"That's right. Elgin doesn't like to wait around. Actually, it's him and me, both. We don't like indecision. You have up until the time of your next cum to decide. If you don't decide before then, the offer is off, and he's only going to fuck me completely privately from you!" Emily clarified.
"Ouch!!" I thought. That's cutting. "That probably means not even a goodbye fuck?!"
I asked to make sure. "So... Em, not even a goodbye fuck? Not even one last time inside you if I want to be able to watch, hunh?"
"Well, to be honest," Emily replied, "I have mixed feelings... But overall I think it's sexier if I don't even give you a goodbye fuck, nor a goodbye blow job, nor a goodbye hand job, nor a goodbye French kiss."
What do you think I decided? And would you like to hear more?
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It seemed Emily was gone on her date with Malcolm for maybe ten minutes when the doorbell rang. I had been sitting on the couch spaced out. I was stunned--and excited nearly beyond belief--to think that my adorable blonde wife was out with and about to get fucked by a gorgeous, huge, built, and massively hung black athlete. Not only that, she was intending on a relationship with him--possibly a long relationship!
I was so looking forward to watching Emily getting blacked, with a huge black cock taking her to a whole better galaxy of pleasure... Even as I was also trepidatious. "Would I ever get to fuck my wife again?" I wondered. "If I do get to fuck her again, will she even like it?" also crossed my mind.
The ring of the doorbell jolted me from my contemplative state. It took a moment, but I remembered that Malcolm and Emily had sent a girl for me. A "hand job honey" to beat me off and satisfy me. Some girl named "Megan."
I shook off my stupor and moved slowly the dozen feet to the door. I opened it and was flabbergasted. The girl there was the spitting image of my wife, Emily, at a young age. She didn't look a day over eighteen.
"Aren't you going to invite me in?" she asked sweetly as I stood there shocked.
"Uh, yes, sure... Do come in!" I motioned for Megan to sit in the lounge chair in the living room and offered her a drink. "Would you like some beer or wine?"
"Well... if you don't mind that I'm only twenty, sure! A beer would be great!" she said.
"In this house, twenty is old enough for a beer!" I said cheerfully, trying to seem confident. A moment later, I was back with one for each of us.
"You know, Jeff," Megan said, "I think you're the bravest and most generous man I may have ever met!"
"Golly, that's a nice compliment!" I said. "But how so, Megan?"
"Well," she went on, "To allow your beautiful wife, Emily, to date Malcolm, to encourage her to fuck him, to allow and encourage her to develop a relationship with him so she can have a more satisfying sex life, to forego sex with her so that she can have the relationship--to forego even kissing her or any woman... It's just so generous and brave! I mean, you can't possibly know for sure if you will feel okay about it in advance... and yet you did it anyway... I mean, wow!! I hope one day that I have such a brave and loving husband! I mean, I prefer fucking Black guys--but it would be nice to have a white beta cucky husband and Black alpha lovers, both... I hope I can find my own 'Jeff' one day!"
And she moved onto the sofa next to me and put her hand on my knee as she looked deep into my eyes.
God, it was just like sitting with a younger Emily! This girl was cute, sweet, affectionate--intoxicating.
"You know, Jeff," Megan added, with a flirtatious grin, "I know Emily thinks I'm only to give you a hand job... But Malcolm is in charge here, and he gave me *different* instructions!"
Megan then proceeded to offer to go all the way with me.
But I just couldn't.
It was a combination of reasons, really.
First of all, Emily was expecting me only to receive a hand job. I didn't want to go around her back.
Second, I felt awkward. Megan was a very cute girl. And I was turned on to her. But being turned on for a hand job is different from wanting to make love, from wanting to be fully inside a woman. I've always needed to feel intimate and connected to want to have sex.
Third, besides feeling awkward, I didn't really have the desire. I scarcely had interest in Megan being there at all. In fact, my mind kept wandering to my wife on her date even as I managed to hold a conversation with Megan at the same time... Was Emily getting fucked yet? Nah! It was still too early in the evening... Or was it?
In the end, Megan's cuteness and sex appeal won out over my distractibility... And after we relaxed together with a couple of beers, I did ask Megan to beat me off as had been planned on.
There was a lull in us chatting, and we locked eyes. "Megan," I said. "As you know, you really are super attractive, and you did come here with a kind and generous purpose... even if it is also to ingratiate yourself so that you get fucked more by Malcolm's teammates... That's okay, I get that... So, what the heck, I do think it would be nice to see how your hands feel... You know, down there... Are you still up for it?"
"Aw! Thanks for being so sweet and gentle, Jeff! Gosh, you are such a doll of an older white cuckold! Yes!! Of course! Of course, I'm still up for it! I'll snuggle up and get started!"
Megan was extremely skilled with her hands, and I ended up enjoying the hand job a good deal. Much more than I expected!
"Oh, that's nice! Yes! YES! YES!! YES, Megan!! Oh, God! OH, GOD! YES!!! YES!!! YESSS!! AAARRGHHHH!!!" I howled as I came after only about five minutes.
Megan smiled at me with a big grin as she licked her fingers and then wiped them on my tummy. "My pleasure to take care of you, Jeff!" she said.
Megan helped me clean up, we chatted just a little bit more, and before long, I showed her to the door.
Phew! That was a close call, I thought. During the hand job, I did have some second thoughts about whether I might like to fuck Megan. I even came close to asking. But I didn't.
Such a relief!
I would have really felt like I had been cheating against Emily's wishes. I know it's weird since she was out getting laid by another guy--but her getting laid was with my buy-in. We never, ever had even discussed reciprocity.
I decided to relax with a glass of wine and watch interracial porn. As is usually my favorite, I focused on interracial scenes with women who reminded me one way or another of my Emily.
My hard on quickly came back to life as I relaxed with porn, wine, and thoughts of Malcolm and Emily making out, going "around the bases," and--of course--fucking.
Golly--I wondered another 80 times--is Emily getting fucked by Malcolm yet, or are they still chit-chatting?
"Oh, shit!" I realized after maybe an hour of nursing an erection. "I'd better knock it off, or I'll have no 'juice' left for when Emily gets home and tells me about her date!"
Emily had promised me one notable, exciting thing that I had on my mind versus total abstinence from any sexual relations between us. She teased that she could still give me what we would call "talk jobs." In fact, Emily had even discussed it with Malcolm to get his blessing and agreement as well!
A "talk job" would consist of Emily being in the same room as me but not very close and definitely NOT touching me--and talking sexy to me while I beat off.
Literally, Emily's proximity and her conversation were going to be her only tools of intimacy during a "talk job."
It may not sound like much to you, but for a horny beta cuck like me, who is craving any sexual intimacy that might still be possible with his beloved soon-to-be-black-only wife, a "talk job" sounded like heaven.
Tonight, when Emily got home from her date, that was to be my first "talk job." I was immensely looking forward to it!
So--realizing I might cum soon if I kept watching porn and remembering the promise of an imminent "talk job"--I summoned the willpower to turn off the porn and turn on a sci-fi movie instead.
One sci-fi movie ended and then I watched another. And then I started a third.
It was 2am when a key turned in the door and woke me up. Emily was finally home. She was aglow again!
Of course, I expected her to be aglow and energized, but it was still an impact to see it!
Emily's usual pale (and beautiful) skin was instead a gorgeous bright pink (pink from excitement, of course!) and again all her lipstick was gone. But she also seemed a little pensive and reserved.
I spoke first, offering a simple question, "So??"
"Hi, Boo! Yes, I had a nice time again with Malcolm!"
"Yeah... and you know that's not what I'm asking!"
"Well... We *did* have an overall pleasant date... but, no, we didn't go 'all the way,' which is what I know you *desperately* want to know!"
"Oh... You didn't?! Uh..."
"Nope! When I found out what Malcolm had ordered Megan to do for you without discussing with me--against what he and I had discussed--I just could not go all the way with him! I don't care how sexy, built, and hung a man is, if he's sneaky, I'm *NOT* going to fuck him!!"
"Oh, wow, Em! I don't blame you! So is that it, then? Is that going to be your last date with Malcolm then, Boo?"
"No, I don't think so. Although Malcolm did use up his one chance at being sneaky with me... When I told him off, he responded well, said he admired me for being a strong woman--and for being a protective wife, for being someone who wants to defend her home... He said he admired me even more, and was even more interested in me now! So I decided to forgive him once... *YOU* on the other hand! *YOU*, I'm not so sure! That depends... Did you fuck that girl? Did you fuck her, Jeff?! Because you know that I did *NOT* give you permission to fuck her!!"
"No, I didn't fuck her!!" I shouted back to my adorable wife. God, she was even sexier when she was angry! "No--she offered... That's true... But I had no interest in fucking her! In fact, I almost didn't even accept her hand job. But I knew that much you were expecting, so I thought I would see if I would like it, so I went for that much!"
"Oh, Jeff!" Emily cooed. "I can't even tell you how happy and relieved that makes me, that you stayed so loyal! Thank you, thank you, thank you so much!"
"Of course, Em!" I replied. "I could never live with myself if I let you down!"
A few more sweet pleasantries were exchanged between us before Emily added: "It's too bad, Jeff, that I still can't get you off with any kind of touching! As we've established... You and I are both people of our word, and I have promised Malcolm--and you as well--that I wouldn't touch you sexually again while I'm dating Malcolm... And I *am* dating Malcolm! But do you want the 'talk job' that I promised you? *That* I can still do!"
"Oh, Em! That would be swell! Would you? Thank you so much!!"
"Yes, take out your little penis now, honey. Do it right here in our living room. Why not? And I'll tell you how excited I am to get my pussy stretched by Malcolm's black cock--his *massive* black cock!"
"Yes!! Tell me how you hunger for his cock, Em! I want to hear about it!"
"Oooh. I hunger for it so deeply, Boo! I want his cock almost as badly as a person needs to drink water! I *need* his massive cock almost as badly as a person needs breath! My pussy is wet most of the day because I can't stop thinking about getting blacked by Malcolm! I can barely wait!"
I was rock hard, stroking myself heartily, and oozing precum as I made my next remark. "Ooh! I can hardly wait until I can watch him black you, Em! You're going to look so great getting blacked! I bet I explode in five seconds from watching you get blacked!"
"I bet you will, Jeff!" my wife responded. "Your little weiner is going to be rock hard, bright red, and oozing juices instantly, as soon as you even see Malcolm's enormous cock, I just know it! As soon as you see his cock--which is twice the length *and* twice the girth of your little boy clit... Oh, you're going to love to see him thrust up inside me... You're going to love seeing me sheath the whole thing balls deep inside my drenched pussy! You're going to love seeing his sexy tongue plunder my mouth!"
"YESSSS!!!" I moaned. "That sounds SOOOOO amazing!! Tell me MORE!! MORE!! PLEEEASE tell me more, Boo!!"
"Hmmm," Em teased, "I dunno! I bet if I just stood here looking pretty, you could finish, couldn't you?!"
"YES! But PLEASE tell me more!!" I pleaded.
"Oh, okay, sweetie! Since you're such a good beta cuck husband!" my wife responded. "You're going to love how submissively I'm going to receive Malcolm's cock, his hands, his tongue--his everything!! You're going to love seeing Malcolm's hands grab me everywhere and squeezing and slapping my ass as he fucks me! Is that enough for you?"
"PLEASE!! More!!" I begged. I was near cumming but I was holding off because it was so erotic and exciting to hear my wife tell me as much as possible.
Like a dear, she continued. "You're going to love seeing Malcolm's truly enormous dark brown naked shaft as it takes long, deep strokes in my cunt! You're going to love watching his balls bounce off my ass as he pounds me, and then you will stare transfixed as eventually his nuts contract over and over as Malcolm blasts his seed deep inside me! Malcolm is going to blast his seed at the very end of my pussy and right into my womb, Jeff!! You're going to love watching that!! His seed will stay in me for days! Maybe his seed will even overpower my birth control and breed me!! Wouldn't it be hot if Malcolm bred me on our very first night fucking, Jeff? It could happen!"
"Oh, god! Oh, GODD!!! Yyyess!!" I replied. "All of that sounds INCREDIBLE, Em! That sounds so exciting and fabulous! Oh, my GOD!! Yesss!! That would be sooooo hot!! It would be soooo sexy if he breeds you, Boo!!"
Emily continued. "I'm so wet from even talking about it with you, husband!! Isn't it so sexy to think about how Malcolm is about to take me and OWN my pussy?! I'm so incredibly turned on, Jeff!! Can you smell me, Boo? Can you smell how turned on and wet I am? Can you see me, Jeff? Can you see the wetness through my pants?"
Emily began playing with herself lightly as we continued our banter. First, her right hand went down the front of her pants as she remained standing across the room from me. Then, her left hand cupped her breast and pinched a nipple through her top and bra.
Emily looked so incredibly sexy. She looked the sexiest and most beautiful that I had ever seen!
This was turning my wife on, too, the "talk job."
"Oh, Emily!! Yes!! I can smell you!! You're so turned on from even just talking about fucking black!! Yes!! I can see your pants are wet at the crotch!! You've already wet yourself through your panties and your jeans, both!! You're so turned on and horny!! I love it!! When can you see Malcolm next and get fucked?"
"As soon as you finish beating off, Jeff!!" she said. "As soon as you cum to give us your 'blessing' through your orgasm, I'm going to go back over to Malcolm's tonight and get fucked! I'm going to stay until the afternoon and fuck him for HOURS! Cum for me Jeff so that I can go back over to Malcolm's place and get laid properly! Cum for me now, my little dicked hubby! Come on already! Let's see you cum so I can get a good and solid fucking by a real mean with a giant cock! Like I deserve!"
"Yesssss! It's coming!!!" I bellowed, as my ejaculation started. It quickly built to a massive orgasm. The strongest orgasm I could ever remember having in my whole life, as I shouted my lungs out. "Yesssss!!! Soooo goood!! Aaaaarrrrgghhhh!!! Yyyeessssss!!!! YYYYEEESSSSSS!!! Yyyesss!!! GGGGODDDD!!! YYYYEEESSS!!!!! YYYYYEEEESSSS!!!!! YYYYYEEEESSSSS!!!!! Uuuuuunnnnnggggghhhhhhh!!!!"
After I calmed down a bit from the giant orgasm, I added, "Thank you, Emily! Thank you so much!! That was *AAMMMAAAZZZZIINNGGG*!!!"
"Thank *YOU*, Jeff!" my wife said. "I so greatly appreciate your loyalty *AND* your blessing me to go black--to go black-only! To go black-only maybe even for a *very* long time!! To go black-only maybe even *FOREVER*!! You're such a great cucky husband, dear!!"
Emily leaned over to kiss me on the forehead, as I was still cleaning up my cum from all over my chest and stomach (I had really sprayed a mess all over myself!).
And before I even finished cleaning myself and catching my breath, Emily was back out of the house and on her way back to Malcolm's place!
Would you like to hear more?
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I guess I shouldn't have been totally surprised. I had noticed that my gorgeous wife, Merrill, of three years had been seeming distant lately.
It wasn't that she was unkind or totally detached. We were still spending time together, hanging out, enjoying our usual hobbies of movies and tennis.
And we were still making love once or twice a week.
But I could tell she was enjoying it less than she used to. She seemed to orgasm less--both less frequently and less intensely.
Merrill is an incredibly sexy woman. She's 5'10" to my 5'11" with incredible curves, a beautiful face, long blonde hair, and green eyes. Her measurements are something like 34DD-26-37. In other words--hot!
Even though she was less excited, I was still very turned on to her, but this new imbalance was impossible to ignore--and I felt badly about it, to boot. So finally I asked her what was wrong.
"Oh, golly, Boo," she said. "Boo" is our mutual nickname. My actual name, by the way, is "Alex."
Merrill continued: "I was hoping you didn't notice, Boo."
"Why's that?" I asked.
"Well... it's really awkward to explain, and I have been hoping it would just pass-- but I guess it hasn't."
"What hasn't passed?"
"I'm not really sure if I should say..." she replied.
"Uh... I guess that ship has sailed, Boo... We're talking, and for the sake of our marriage, I think it's important that I know, don't you?"
"Yeah, I guess so," she said.
"So what is it, Merrill? You can tell me anything..." I replied.
"You'll never feel the same about me. This will change everything between us," Merrill commented.
"Wow! Sounds big!" I observed. "I think you have to tell me now anyway, don't you?"
"Yeah... I guess so... but would you get me a glass of wine first?" Merrill said, stalling a bit more.
"Sure, dear." And I brought her a glass of wine and then just waited.
"Well, you see, I wasn't just the quiet conservative you girl you thought I was when we met, Boo..." my wife began to explain.
"You don't have to tell me any womanly secrets, Boo," I reassured her. "Not if you don't want to. You're a beautiful woman. You're allowed to have your secrets from before I met you."
"Well... it looks like I have to tell you, though, because they are interfering now with our marriage..." my wife responded.
"Oh..." I mumbled, now worried.
"You see, before we met... I didn't just 'date' like every other girl... I... unh... this is hard to admit or say... I liked them 'big.'" Merrill divulged.
"Oh..." I mumbled again, now unsure and surprised. And also I was trepidatious. I knew immediately that "big" meant "big cocks." And I knew that I did not have one! If anything, perhaps my dick is a bit on the small side. It's five inches, not even six. And it's not terribly thick, either. No. Definitely no one would ever call *me* "big"!
"Yeah... In fact, I made sure to date or get in relationships only with guys with very big cocks, and I really got used to it..." she expounded. "I was hoping that if I gave it up for a couple of years for our marriage that the craving would go away... But then starting a few months ago, it came back with a vengeance... And I just really miss getting fucked by really big dicks. Dicks way bigger than yours, Boo... I'm sorry! I'm really sorry!"
And then Merrill burst into tears.
I comforted her best I could while also processing my own shock, and after a while, she began to calm. I also realized that, oddly, I had an erection--a very firm (albeit little) erection. Rock hard, as a matter of fact.
Maybe it was all my years watching porn and reading erotica. I had gotten turned on to the cuckolding theme. I knew I only had a below-average dick. The idea of seeing a wife or girlfriend of someone like me--someone with a small dick--getting satisfied insteads by really big dicks... Well, it was a turn on that I had enjoyed both watching in videos and reading about!
I thought about it for a moment or two and then decided to take a chance. I decided to take a chance on being honest with my wife about this. I admitted to Merrill that I was turned on to the idea of her cuckolding me with guys with big cocks, and that I would love for us to explore it.
Merrill was so excited and relieved. "Really, honey? Really, Boo? You're not teasing me? You're not saying that while quietly you're planning on leaving me? Really?" she cried.
"No! Not at all, Merrill! I'm totally serious, my dear!" I reassured her again. "I think seeing you get well-fucked by big cocks would turn me on, too! Let's work on a plan!"
We chatted a little bit more, and I agreed to take the lead on the planning. Merrill said she would only know that I really meant my enthusiasm if I took point on making it happen for us. So I did.
Later that evening, I got onto some Internet chat rooms and started researching.
Fast forward three weeks, and we were interviewing to join a local club for couples like us: Couples where a gorgeous wife needs a bigger cock than the husband can provide. I found out about it on my very first night of research.
The club was called "Club BDH." Why "BDH," you might ask? It stood for "Big Dicks for Her," that's all. It was a goofy phrase, so the club got in the habit of usually just using the abbreviation.
Our application process had led to an interview, conducted by Carlos and Astrid, a married couple who had founded the Club and still took on most of the organizational responsibility.
Our interview was about to start, this Saturday night at 7pm, just thirty minutes before a regular club party. If we passed, we would be allowed, we hoped, to continue right into the party. Merrill would get fucked by big dicks--and I would be allowed, even expected, to watch!
It was timed, of course, for when Merrill would be between periods.
The Club was a strictly bareback club, so Merrill and I both had to go for medical tests beforehand. Merrill's was much more thorough than mine. As a small-dicked cuckold husband--known as a "beta cuckold" in club parlance--I would have much more limited sexual opportunities than Merrill would as a "slutwife." The male "dominant" members--the "studs," the really well-hung guys--were the ones who truly called the shots. A beta cuckold, like me, would be lucky to get an occasional hand job.
Merrill was a little vague about what birth control she would be using, and I was shy and didn't press her on it.
Carlos and Astrid were hosting the Club BDH party--and our interview--that night at their very large house in an outer suburb of our same city.
It was a beautiful summer night when we pulled up in their grand driveway. There was a spot free, so I just presumed to park in it. With butterflies in my stomach--and I am guessing maybe Merrill's, too--we went up and rang the doorbell. Meekly we held hands.
Merrill looked stunning in a short, tight green dress. I was dressed plainly. As the beta cuckold, no one cared much how I looked, so long as I was clean and presentable.
Both Carlos and Astrid greeted us at the door. They were a beautiful couple. He was a tall, dark, handsome white guy of about forty-five or maybe fifty years old. Astrid, a ravishing short blonde who resembled the porn star Carolina Sweets, looked like she was about our age, or maybe just a tad older. Maybe thirty-five to our thirty years, each.
We exchanged pleasantries, and they led us to a beautiful seating area on their back patio.
Carlos got the ball rolling. "Alex," he said, "We usually have a good idea why the women in a couple want to join up, so it can be more interesting to start these chats with hearing from the husband. In your own words, what are you hoping that Merrill and you might get out of joining Club BDH?"
Astrid was also listening intently, and Merrill held my hand, also curious about what I was going to choose to say.
"Well, Carlos, Astrid," I started, "It's not the easiest thing at first, as I'm sure you realize, for a man to admit that his wife needs something... something 'more.'"
"Tell me about it," Carlos offered. "I myself have only five-and-half thin inches! Go on!"
"Nice of you to share, Carlos," I said, before resuming our own story. "So... Our sex life the first two years of our marriage seemed fine, and I had the feeling that Merrill was really enjoying herself, but then not long ago, she seemed more distant during sex, and I started to wonder if she was really cumming when it seemed she might be, or if she was putting me on... and then it got so I could tell she was faking it."
"You poor dear!" Astrid interjected. "I know how difficult that can be for a man!"
"Yes, thank you," I continued. "Yes, it's very worrisome and hard on the ego... And for a short while I hesitated to discuss it with her... But then I soon realized that for our marriage to work, we would have to talk about it, and work through whatever was going on..."
"And that's when I spilled the beans!" Merrill interjected. "I let Alex know that before I met him that I had gotten used to being regularly fucked by much larger cocks than his. Usually much longer *and* much thicker, both. In fact, Alex was the first guy with a little penis that I even went on a third date with since I was maybe twenty years old and discovered how much I preferred a really large dick."
"Oh!" Astrid said. "How did you maneuver that, may I ask? How did you manage to limit yourself only to large dicked guys?"
"Oh, don't be coy, Astrid!" Merrill said, with a friendly tone. "Super easy! By the second date, I would always make sure to get a good feel of a guy's pecker. If it wasn't a really big one, it wouldn't be difficult to make myself unavailable after that... But Alex was such a super sweet guy, I didn't keep to my usual rule... And here we are!"
"Yes!" I chimed in again. "I really need Merrill to be satisfied, you see. Yes, my ego is bruised. But if I can facilitate Merrill being sexually satisfied again--if I can support her in getting her needs met-- to me that's almost as good as being able to do it myself... And I would really rather have a happy wife than a frustrated one!"
Carlos chimed in. "Oh, I know exactly how you feel, Alex! That's exactly my mentality, too! That's why I support Astrid in getting fucked by big cocks and that's why I help her run our club, as well. I believe it's so important for the wives to be satisfied and fucked properly... Just like the saying 'happy wife, happy life'! It couldn't be more true!"
"I agree!" I responded.
"Hear, hear!" said Merrill.
"Well," said Astrid. "You two are good looking enough, and nice enough--and you are here for the right reasons... You also passed the medical... What questions do you have?"
"Well," started Merrill, "My first one that I can't get out of my head is this... How do you manage to maintain a steady supply of hung studs for us wives?
"Oh, sure," Astrid answered. "It's not hard, really. Three main components. The first one is that all the sluts are extremely attractive, like you Merrill. A variety of attractive types. For example, you look like a really sweet girl *and* you are tall with a knockout figure, both. Most of our studs love that combination. You'll be extremely popular!"
"Second," Astrid went on, "All the sluts are married, so the 'Big Dicks' don't have to worry about someone looking for a commitment that they don't want. Of course, sometimes the sluts do fall in love with the 'Big Dicks'--but not usually in a way that they also want to leave their marriages and families."
Astrid seemed to stop. But Merrill realized she had only been told two parts of an allegedly three part answer. "Uh, Astrid, you said there were three 'components' that helped Club BDH attract enough hung studs, but you only told us two of them..."
"Oh," Astrid replied. "That's so funny. That's a habit of mine. This last part--well, I still feel funny surprising people with this who don't seem to have heard in advance. It wasn't really my first choice of how to run things... But we learned that the really attractive hung studs have so many love-making options that we needed to add an enticement..."
"I can see how that might happen," I chimed in.
"Yes, that makes sense," added Merrill.
"Oh, okay, good, then," responded Astrid. "Well, the sluts have to agree to be totally submissive and do any non-physically harmful act that the studs might want... Potentially including piercings and tattoos that are not visible when wearing work clothes... Also, you all have to be 'three-hole sluts' and give it up in the rear--even women like you, Merrill, who have never given up anal sex before... Oh, and dang, there's also the 'Fourth Part'... The club studs get to breed you. In fact, breeding is completely at the Club's discretion and can even be on your very first night!"
"Oh, wow!" I said. "That sounds really hot!! I mean, Merrill isn't subservient or submissive at all with me, but I know she loves to be submissive to big dicks! She's told me all about it! But being bred by someone other than me... Wow! That's something to take in! Is that an absolute requirement?" I asked.
"Yes!" Astrid said. "Breeding at the Club's discretion is required. We are completely firm on that... But we find that most husbands understand, and are so excited to see their wives get well-fucked like they deserve, that they will go for it. Maybe about ten percent of folks who make it this far drop out because the husband is too put off by the breeding idea... Of course this also means that if Merrill decides to still fuck you as well as the BDH studs, Alex--and not all our slutwives do continue fucking their husbands--you'll have to wear a condom from now on."
I had mixed feelings but again noticed my dick was rock hard. Probably everyone else noticed, too, given the way I was seated, but no one chose to say anything.
"Wow!" Merrill said. "This will be a different way to get our family started, to be bred by the Club!! I heard you select studs for looks and brains as well as dick size, is that true?"
Carlos fielded that question. "Well, it's mostly true," he said. "All but the very biggest dicks, it's the case. Those that are eleven inches or more, we just can't seem to find exceptionally brainy guys... So the women who mate with those guys, one of the poignant aspects is that they know they are sacrificing IQ points in their offspring, just to get better fucked. It's really erotic if you think about it, don't you think?"
Carlos looked straight at me when he asked the question. It was for me to answer.
"Oh, wow!" I said. "Oh, that is vicious! And--yes!--*extremely* sexy! I can imagine Merrill doing that... Thinking 'I've got enough IQ points in my genetics, let me breed with the biggest cock possible even if it means my kid *is* dumber!' I could totally see her rationalizing that! It would be so sexy to watch!"
"We think so, too!" Astrid chimed in. "Oh, and Carlos forgot to say... All the eleven-inch studs are super-dark guys... We don't mean for it to seem racist... It's just been the reality of who we have been able to recruit! So the women who go for the biggest cocks of all, they know they are going to have black babies."
"Do the husbands get to watch the breedings?" Merrill asked.
"Oh, not only watch!" answered Astrid. "Husbands are required to be present and to lick and suck the breeding wife's *and* her stud's genitals and asses during breeding!"
"Wow, that's sooo erotic!!" replied Merrill.
"Indeed! Wow!" I added.
"Yes!" said Carlos. "It's important to the Club and the studs, too. We feel it's a way of having a husband 'sanctify' the breeding, for him to participate sexually, submissively... *bisexually*. It's how a husband materially communicates his blessing to his wifeslut and her 'Big Breeding Dick'!"
"Oh! That makes sense!" Merrill said.
"Uh, I guess so..." I agreed, a little half-heartedly. I had bisexual fantasies, but I wasn't sure how eager I was to act on them. I didn't realize that was part of the deal with the Club until this moment. I thought my medical tests were because Merrill was going to keep sleeping with me also and not because I was going to be required to do gay stuff.
"Well," said Astrid. "That covers the main and most controversial points, except one..."
"Oh?" I offered.
"Yes..." Astrid replied. "You see, you have to participate in a game of chance next. Alex has to roll a pair of dice. If he rolls three through six, eight, nine, ten, or twelve, then we take a moment to give Merrill an IUD, and you both simply proceed to the party. If however the dice land a lucky seven or eleven, we skip the IUD, and Merrill *gets* to have unprotected 'repo' sex with one of the super hung studs right now, right after this interview! This roulette game makes sure we only add the most committed wifesluts and cucks! Alex, if Merrill gets repo sex, you'll be licking and sucking her pussy and ass--and also cock and male ass!"
"I'm confused," I said. "Merrill gave me the impression that she was taking care of birth control earlier this week..."
"Oh, I'm sorry, honey!" Merrill confessed. "That was a ruse. Birth control goes in *after* tonight's roulette game--if it goes in at all tonight... Just think, there's a really good chance I'm going to get bred by a 'Big Dick' stranger in a few minutes--and with you licking and sucking us downstairs--front and back! Isn't that *SO* stupendous?!?!"
"Uh..." I stammered, not even finishing my next thought.
"Wait!" Merrill jumped in. "What about snake eyes? You didn't tell us, Astrid, what happens if Alex rolls snake eyes!"
"Oh, silly me! If Alex rolls snake eyes, *first* Merrill gets 'repo' sex with one of the ultra hung Black studs and *then* she gets 'repo' gangbanged by every guy at the party tonight--all with no birth control!" Astrid explained. "But don't worry, your cunt won't get too excessively sore, Merrill! After your first massive stud, you'll be stretched and lubricated to take everyone else, and they will only go inside you right as they are ready to shoot their baby makers. You will be able to take all fifteen guys at the party comfortably, you'll see!! And--naturally--Alex has to service Merrill's and her stud's asses and genitals, her pussy and their cocks, as commanded, on command! That 'sanctification' requirement begins *immediately*! But we don't expect you to dislike it, Alex! Typically our cucks find they enjoy any and all involvement they are allowed to have--and they especially seem to enjoy sucking massive black cocks and eating black studs' asses when they know 'repo' sex is happening!"
While this was a *LOT* for me to process, I had to admit that it sounded incredibly sexy. My little dick remained rock hard and even kept getting stiffer!
I had long had bisexual fantasies involving hung black studs--this played right into those. Big white cocks turned me on only a little less, to be truthful. I had long fantasized of watching my adorable Merrill getting black bred. It's like they read my semi-conscious mind when they came up with all the rituals of Club BDH!
On hearing how thoroughly used my wife might be, how incredibly well-fucked Merrill would get--and how thoroughly bred, to boot--and starting to think about the depraved bisexual role expected for me--I began literally oozing precum.
Part of me hoped my precum didn't show through the crotch of my pants for all to see--but part of me was hoping that they could see it oozing, so I could be "outed" without having to say anything much.



Astrid did notice how horny I looked.
"I don't think we have to ask Alex if this turns *him* on!" Astrid teased. "Look how his crotch is tented! Look how his face is flush! I think I can smell his pheromones... Tell me, Alex, would you like to see Merrill get black bred tonight? Would that excite you? Tell me the truth, now!!!"
As Astrid goaded me, like a submissive cuck that I so craved to play, my precum oozed even more. I wasn't sure if it was visible--not until Carlos called it out! "Oh, wow!" he chimed in. "Look at cucky's crotch! His precum has even leaked all the way through his underwear *and* slacks!! Alex, you must be so desperate to watch Merrill get blacked!!"
"Uh..." I stammered at first. "Yeah, Carlos... uh, I guess... Astrid... Everyone... How about we share a drink for a minute while I digest this all... Could we do that?"
Everyone agreed that giving me a few minutes to process would be an appropriate kindness. Carlos passed a glass of wine out to each of us, and we chatted about local happenings for a few minutes.
After not very long, I knew what I wanted to say. I knew how excited and turned on I was to the whole scene, and I let them all know.
"Okay, folks," I started in, "Thanks for giving me a moment just now. Much appreciated... 'Yes!' is the answer. 'YES!' Yes, it *would* be incredibly erotic to see Merrill get black bred and then gangbanged, is what you've got me thinking... We've been talking about trying for a baby next year, so this would make us 'parents' only a little earlier than intended... Indeed, I think black breeding my wife would be the most erotic moment imaginable!! It would *UNBELIEVABLY* sexy and hot to see Merrill black-bred!! In fact, it's the hottest thing I can even imagine! So, let me ask this... What if I would *PREFER* to roll snake eyes?? Can that be *my* choice, or do we have to leave that to chance?"
"Ha!! Astrid-- You guessed right!!" Carlos broke out in good-natured boisterous laughter, and Astrid gave a big smile. Merrill and I looked at each other perplexed.
"What Carlos is laughing about is that he bet me that you were going to ask for the 'snake eyes treatment'!" Astrid, shared. "You see, three out of our last five new couples who joined did the SAME exact thing!! It's the rage! Apparently white fellas have been watching so much interracial porn these last few years--and reading stories, too--that for a huge proportion of the couples interested in our lifestyle, now the fella is really excited to see the slutwife blackbred as soon as possible! I didn't think that would be you, Alex, but Carlos bet me twenty bucks that it would be! So he's getting a kick out of winning our little bet!"
I blushed in embarrassment and had no idea what to say.
Merrill seemed embarrassed, too, and she gave me a half-serious glare. "My little beta cucky husband! Is that true? Are you jacked up on interracial porn fantasies?"
"Uh..." I stammered. "Well... Uh, I guess so. Can you blame a guy?"
"No!" said Astrid. "No problem here! We have lots of empathy and comfort with your kind of kinky pervert, Alex! In fact... we're counting on husbands like you having a wife who needs something 'more'!"
"So," Carlos interjected. "That still leaves your question... Can you simply request the 'snake eyes treatment'... And the answer is 'maybe'... But if you want it as a simple 'reward' rather than an element of chance... Well, then the Club is going to need something extra *from* you as a 'gratuity' of sorts!"
"Yes!" Astrid took over. "A 'gratuity' is called for!"
"Uh, okay, I guess?" I said, reflecting my tentative frame of mind.
"Don't be coy, guys!" said my Merrill. "I'm sure you already know what it is you want from us!"
"Too true!" said Astrid.
"Yes, exactly!" added Carlos. "We will need Merrill to commit specifically to being black bred by an eleven- or twelve-inch massive black cock... We have five such gentlemen here tonight, so that's good! As for the other fellas... They'll wear condoms when they fuck you for now. They will definitely understand. They support this concept whole-heartedly, of the super-hung black breeding 'gratuity.'"
"Is that the whole gratuity?" I asked, wanting to be sure.
"Well, good question, Alex," Carlos responded. "I hadn't thought of it before, but it seems appropriate that you should have a more *direct* gratuity to pay, Alex, too!"
"Yes!" Astrid agreed. "Good thinking, husband! But what should it be?"
"I know!" jumped in my wife. "Alex should have to rim each of the studs and then lick their nuts right as they are cumming in me. He should have to feel their nuts contracting with his lips and tongue! It would be so sexy! Such a turn on! He'll really be giving me his 'blessing' if he's sucking on the nuts of my lovers just at those moments when they are shooting their babymakers all deep up inside me, don't you think?"
"Yesss!" shouted Astrid and Carlos, nearly in unison.
"What?!?!" I replied, almost as quickly.
"Think about it, Boo," Merrill explained to me. "You know you're agreeing to rimming and cocksucking anyway. So, this isn't really anything additive. It's just more specific!"
Merrill beamed at me, gloating, as I took everything in.
"You really know how hot this all sounds to me, don't you? And you want to extract your 'pound of flesh' in perversion from me in return, is that it?!" I complained--but smiling.
"Certain, my dear husband!" Merrill replied. "Only seems fair! I mean-- I'm going to be carrying a black baby to term... The least you can do is eat some ass and lick some nuts!"
"She's right, Alex!" said Carlos.
"It *does* only seem fair!" Astrid joined in.
I let out a big sigh before saying, "Oooh! I guess you all have me cornered! So be it!"
"But are *you* positive this is what you want, too, Merrill?" I asked.
"Are you kidding me?!?" she retorted. "It's every girl's dream to get banged by massive black cocks until she's bred--if she's honest... I cannot even imagine *ANYTHING* sexier in the whole world! This sounds stupendous! My pussy is gushing! Can you smell me? I could swear my panties are drenched! I'm *TOTALLY* in. Let's go for it!"
Would you like to hear more?
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For those of you who are too lazy to read Chapter 1 first, here's where we are. A few minutes ago, my very sexy thin little wife, Emily, had told me that she was going to be fucking her ex-boyfriend again--her gorgeious, studly black ex-boyfriend, Elgin, with a massive eleven-inch black cock that, in her words, is essentially a "magic fuck stick."
Emily was going to take Elgin on as a lover. Indefinitely. Perhaps permanently. She missed being blacked by him too much.
She could do it entirely privately from me and still fuck me once in a while--although she would get nothing much at all (if anything) out of still fucking me... **OR**. **OR**. Or--if I were brave enough-- if I were *SELFLESS* enough-- if I were *PERVERTED* enough... If I would allow her--my beloved *WIFE*--go black **ONLY**... then I could watch.
Yes, I could watch my sexy little wife get blacked--but only if I agreed from the start to give her up *PERMANENTLY* to black cock only!
It was quite a dilemma for someone like me-- a pervert *VERY* turned on to interracial porn, cuckolding, and even bisexual fantasies involving BBC... Part of me hoped that Elgin would also make *ME* go to black cock, too!!
Emily had laid out the situation. She clarified for me that *SHE* would *PREFER* if I let her go black-cock-only... She would rather I give her up to go black... She thought that she would enjoy herself much more... And she thought it would allow us to be closer than if she went black without me allowed to watch.
I wanted to clarify a few more things.
"Okay, Boo," I said, "I hear you. No goodbye sex of any kind for me before you go black if I want to be allowed to watch you at all. Not even a blow job, nor a hand job, and definitely not your rear-end virginity. Noted. And--and... And I'm not even allowed to beat off before deciding or the offer to watch you getting blacked is permanently off the table. Got it! Whoaa!! This is NOT going to be easy!! Alright, I'm going to try to go to sleep now... And likely I'll give you your answer in the morning."
"Excellent, Rob!" my sexy wife replied. "You'll have to sleep in the bed next to me tonight so I can be sure you don't beat off and cum! Don't try any funny business, though! Not if you want to see me ever get blacked!"
And, in short order, we turned in for the night.
I slept fitfully. I tossed and turned all night. All night, I visualized my adorable wife getting blacked in my dreams. I'm sure I had a frequent hardon and pressed it regularly against my sexy Emily. She teased me about it the next morning, while laying out some additional conditions.
"Oh, Boo!" she started. "Um. Uh. Sorry to say but of course I noticed your eensy weensy hardon against my body nearly all of last night... That just won't do if you are going to be my celibate beta cuck watching me get blacked. I checked with Elgin on this before you woke up. You're going to have to sleep in the guest bedroom going forward!"
"What?!?" I exclaimed, in disbelief. "I won't even be allowed to sleep next to you, my very own wife?!?"
"Well..." Emily explained. "You *can* sleep next to me-- just not if you want to participate in watching me get blacked--and, of course, black only... So-- it's part of the same decision you have to make... And because you can't sleep next to me, that means you have to decide on whether you're ready to be my celibate beta cuckold before bedtime tonight, in order to be *certain* you don't orgasm before deciding! Got it?!?"
"Uh, okay..." I said meekly.
"Hmm!" Emily vocalized, as she gave me the lightest little quick grab in the crotch. A quick grab of my little white hardon, that is. "Looks like a certain part of you is not too depressed about things, Rob! Let's both leave for work now--I can't have you leave the house after me, or you might beat off. I know men can be sneaky about these things! Let's have your answer here tonight at 6pm, shall we?"
"Uh, sure thing, Em!" I said. "Yes, Ma'am!" I added, subserviently.
I'd never called my wife "ma'am" before. Was I shifting into a submissive role, I wondered? It certainly seemed so!
I went to work and tried to busy myself with things.
Unfortunately, about every ten minutes I got a hardon, as I imagined myself giving Emily over to Elgin--giving her pussy over to go black for good--and watching her get blacked by Elgin and his giant phallus. Damn!! Such a sexy scene!! Even at the age of thirty-two, I was getting hardons all day! That hadn't happened to me since high school!
For better and worse, I had at one time even seen a few pictures of Elgin that Emily had continued to keep on her phone. I had seen his amazing body playing tennis shirtless. I had seen a close-up of his not-terribly-handsome face--Emily didn't care that he lacked a handsome face like I had! And--yes--I had even seen a dick pic! Elgin had texted her a photo just the other day of his erection next to a coke bottle. Elgin's cock was much longer--and nearly as thick--as a coke bottle!!
I could easily visualize Emily French kissing Elgin--and all day I did!!
It certainly seemed my little dick knew what it wanted.
Could I get my big head to agree with my little one?
Or, could I change my little head's mind before 6pm?
Well... which do you think won out?
That's right, my dick--quite diminutive though it may be--won out.
I decided I **ABSOLUTELY** had to watch my Emily get blacked.
It was beyond exciting. I couldn't imagine anything more erotic in the whole world than watching my wife--the love of my life--enmeshed lustily with a big, muscular black guy with a massive cock balls-deep inside her as her tongue reached for his tonsils--and his tongue reached for hers.
I was amazingly aroused by the idea of Emily going black. God, would she look so hot lustily frenching Elgin!! I *totally* had to see it.
Emily would look so incredible with his giant dick thrusting balls deep in her pussy! I *totally* had to see it.
I had to move forward NO. MATTER. WHAT. Even if it ultimately cost me my marriage. I was every bit as driven now as Emily was to see her get blacked--I was totally ready to give her up to go black-cock-only as my price of entry. No question!
Would you like to hear more?
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I had set a timer on my phone for thirty minutes about twenty minutes ago, at Trey's insistence. Trey is the massively hung Black stud who is probably balls deep in my gorgeous BBC-slut fiancée, Sally, by now. Up in his hotel room.
Only about an hour ago, Sally revealed to me that she was secretly addicted to BBC, feeling intense withdrawal, and had decided to go back to being blacked regularly--even as she also said she wanted to still move forward to marry me!
I'm her somewhat ordinary white fiancé, Sam. I'm a successful professional, nice-looking, and pretty tall at 5'11". I joke that my gorgeous Sally--totally stacked and beautiful on top of a winning personality and brains--is perhaps only "one league" beyond mine. Privately, I wonder if I'm giving myself too much credit. Probably my most obvious shortcoming is--literally--a shortcoming: My dick is a mediocre five inches and a smidge. Not horrible--perhaps--but far from anything remotely impressive.
It stung when Sally revealed that she is a BBC addict "in withdrawal" and "determined to go back." But I also understood. I know the era we're in. I'm up on culture and events. And, truth be told, I enjoy interracial porn the same as--to my understanding--*everyone* else!
I was in a swirl of emotion--and lust. I was scared and anxious for what lay ahead. But I was also fabulously turned on.
Like so many modest-dicked white guys these days, I suppose, I had long held a fascination for big black cocks.
I was attracted to huge black cocks. I was also excited by what they seemed to be able to do for white women--both in porn and also as I heard rumors among my friends, some of whom had watched a girlfriend, fiancée, or wife get blacked.
I had frequently fantasized about seeing my Sally blacked.
And--if I were really honest--I'd fantasized about sucking big black cocks myself. I thought I would like that, too!
Sally had just told me she intended to go back to black for good--even though we could still get married, and she would also fuck me. It was exciting for sure--and a lot to digest.
Sally had gone up to Trey's room ahead of him, leaving him and me to chat, and then he corrected my impression. Trey was a hung alpha BBC that Sally had just met through an app just that morning.
Trey explained that Sally was certain to soon be a "black-only slut."
"Boi," he said, "There's no way that Sally is going to still be fucking you a few months from now. A super hot BBC slut like her, in her early thirties, when someone like her comes back to black after a break, such a woman *ALWAYS* does it with a vengeance... And she's even told me that she intends to fuck black *A LOT*. She doesn't have the heart to realize--nor to tell you--that before long she will be swearing to go black only... In fact, maybe it will even happen as soon as tonight... But you are not even going to mind... You are going to be so turned on as a bi beta cuck... And so in love with black cock yourself, that fucking Sally personally will soon be the furthest thing from your mind!"
And then Trey left to meet Sally up in his room. He left me alone in the hotel lounge, with instructions to wait half an hour before joining them--if I was brave enough.
He left me shaking in surprise, distress--and excitement.
My little white dick was incredibly hard in my pants. I'm sure I was harder than I had ever been. I even let out a small moan as Trey explained the situation to me, betraying my deep feelings of arousal!
In a few minutes, I was due to join them to watch and to participate at their command--or I could also chicken out, if I so decided.
I knew that Trey was intent on my licking and sucking his nuts tenderly when he shoots his babymakers up into my love. I took it both as a threat--and as a promise. I was AROUSED.
I got up from the bar table to take a quick pitstop and then head up to their room. I was so aroused that my boner, even at my age forty-one, would not go down.
I rushed from the bar table to the men's room hoping that no one would take notice of me and the modest yet totally inappropriate bulge at my crotch.
I then had to think about death and disease for a few minutes so my hardon would subside enough for me to pee!
As I next walked to the hotel elevator, my hardon popped back up with a vengeance! Golly, I was sure excited to see Sally blacked. "Thank, God, I'm so excited to see her blacked!" I thought to myself. "This would be so tragic and painful if it didn't turn me on so fucking much!!"
Even as I was mortified to be going through the public spaces of the hotel with a bulging crotch, I was even more grateful to see that I was so turned on to my fiancée getting blacked. Phew!!!
Another couple got in the elevator as I did. I tried to just stare ahead like nothing was wrong, but the wife noticed my modest woody sticking out. I heard her start to snicker, and she whispered something to her husband--and then they got out on the next floor rather than the high floor whose button they first had pushed. As they exited, the woman turned back and yelled at me, "Pervert!!" Who could blame her?
Further, it was true! I had to be a pervert to be so excited to see my fiancée get blacked by a virtual stranger! "Only a pervert would be turned on to this scene!" I said to myself.
Obviously Sally and Trey had succeeded in tapping into my perverted bisexual cuckold identity that had been lurking quietly, waiting for its opportunity--the opportunity that was now!
A moment later, I was at the door to Trey's hotel room. It was easy to hear them going at it from outside. Or, rather, it was easy to hear how much Sally was enjoying herself!
"YESSS!!!" Sally shouted. "FUCKKK MEEEE!! Fuck me HARDERRRR, TREYYY!!! FUCK ME HARDER, you GOD!!! Oh, fuck!! You're a GOD!! Ungggggghhhh!!! Arggggghhhh!!! GOD, YESSS!!! Yyessss!! Yyessss!! YYYYEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!! Ooooooh, GGGAHHHHHHDDD!!!! YYYYEYSSSSSSSSSS!!!"
It seems I got to the door just in time to hear an amazing orgasm! Certainly it sounded *WAY* more powerful than anything I had ever provided Sally with!
I wondered... was that her first of the evening? Maybe it was Sally's second orgasm? Or--could it be--was it her third or even her fourth?!?!?
I eventually snapped out of pondering these sexy thoughts about my fiancée's orgasms and remembered that Trey had instructed me to let myself in.
I opened the door to find Sally and Trey naked and making out on the king size bed just feet from the door.
It was shocking and erotic at the same time to watch the knockout love of my life enthralled in the sensuous embrace of a ruggedly gorgeous black alpha stud!!
And a truly *massive* smell of sex was in the air!!
I smelled Sally's scent--stronger than ever. And what must have been Trey's smell as well. It was muskier. The two together were intense and intoxicating!
Sally was literally sucking on Trey's tongue. She looked more in love than I could ever remember seeing her!
The "clunk" of the door lock alerted them to my presence.
"Well, well! Look who's joined us, cunt?!" Trey said, referring to my fiancée with quite the derogatory term. If she minded, Sally didn't show it.
In fact, Sally definitely must not have minded the demeaning language, because she responded to "cunt" as if it were as good as a royal title!
"Awww, shucks, Trey!! It's my fiancé!! He *did* decide to be our beta tonight!! Oh, good!! I'm so glad!" Sally said.
"Me, too, bitch!" Trey chimed in. "I want you to have the best of everything in life! Black studs and your beta cucky, too! Hot cunts like you deserve the best!"
"Aw, Trey! That's so sweet of you!" she responded, before giving him another long, lusty French kiss.
Trey turned to me and started to tell me what to do. "Ok, boi! Now that you're here, you need to be clear on things! I'll keep it real simple for you... You do exactly what I say--and *only* what I say! Got it? Oh, and if the cunt orders you around, too, that's also fine. Got it? Oh... and always call me 'sir' or 'master' and you can call your fiancée 'mistress.' Got it?!?"
"Uh, yes, Sir!" I said loudly. And I stood awaiting my orders.
"Also-- you only speak in response to a question-- and you respond to every question... Got it?" Trey added.
"Yes, sir! I understand, sir!" I replied again.
"Okay, boi. Take your shoes and jacket off, but leave *ALL* the rest of your clothes on. The cunt will let you beat off later downstairs in your room if she feels like it... I don't want to even know your little boy dicklet exists. Got it?"
"Yes, sir!" was my response.
My dick was throbbing in my pants from the incredibly sexy scene before me, my knockout gorgeous 5'10" red-headed fiancée entwined amorously with this black adonis, their two near-perfect bodies splayed naked before me on the bed, relaxedly intertwined--and barely covered by a sheet.
I was not happy about having to leave my little dick all buttoned up, but it was definitely a price worth paying to be in the room!
"Boi, it's time for you to get acquainted with your new BEST friend--black cock! Scoot over here on the bed, open your mouth, and make your neck relaxed!"
"Yes, sir!"
"Boi--I did *NOT* ask you a question... So you should NOT have spoken! I will let it slide because you are new, but the very next time you fuck up, I am going to hit you so hard that you will bruise. Pain is the best teacher! If bruising you a few times doesn't teach you, then I'll start breaking stuff..."
My bombshell fiancée let out a little giggle as our black master threatened to break my bones. Golly, her loyalties sure had shifted!! Bizarrely, even though it stung and was humiliating to hear her giggle at my expense... It also turned me on even more!
It felt right for Sally to giggle at me and help establish my place at the bottom of the pecking order in the room. Yes, it felt fitting. She should be giggling at me with what I was about to do--with how I was about to suck on her new lover's cock!
I scurried into position even as I was processing these thoughts.
Trey continued to command me. "Now... good. Good job getting into position! Since you are new, just try to keep your neck relaxed and your mouth open..."
And then Trey bobbed my head up and down on his half-hard cock like I was nothing but a toy.
Trey's cock quickly got fully hard in my mouth. Very hard. Wow! I had a giant black cock jamming the back of my mouth and down my throat--just like I had often dreamed about!
My pulse quickened. My dicklet got even harder in my pants. I surely was oozing pre-cum. I loved it!
Trey's cock was every bit as masculine and erotic in my mouth and throat as I had dreamed that big black cock would be!
I had found a new "home," so to speak. Sucking BBC was *clearly* going to be a new home for me!
I moved my tongue without being told and to my surprise was praised rather than scolded.
"Nice tongue action, boi! I would punish you for the initiative but I like it!"
After a few minutes, Master Trey pulled me off his delicious hardon. I immediately felt empty and like I wanted to dive right back on to suck the gorgeous, humongous phallus some more!
It was easy to understand why Sally missed humongous black cocks and had decided to go back. Trey's incredible love stick made my penis seem like a mere clit by comparison! It was almost like I wasn't in the same species as this amazing alpha black stud!
"A truly gorgeous woman like Sally would be *insane* not to go back to black cock!" I thought to myself.
And wow!! I loved my very first taste of BBC! Trey's gigantic dick was everything I had dreamed it would be. I wanted to bob my head right back down on it even without asking! But I knew better than to dare. Trey saw the look in my eye and called me out.
"I can see you liked your first taste of BBC, boi! Good! BBC is going to be most of the intimacy you're going to be getting from now on! And... and that was decent for a beginner!"
"Thank you, Master Trey!" I said spontaneously. I realized I made a mistake almost right away--but not fast enough to stop speaking.
Trey was instantly annoyed. He punched me incredibly hard in my right arm, and I shouted in pain.
"Do you know what that was for, loser?!" Trey glared at me.
"Yes, Sir. Because I spoke without being asked a question. I'm sorry sir!"
"Yes," he said. "I'll make sure you are sorry until it never, ever happens! So no problem, faggot!"
Hm. "I wonder what all the nasty names are that Trey has in mind for me?" I thought to myself. "Boi," "cucky," "loser," and "faggot" seemed potentially just the start.
I saw Sally whisper something in his ear, and Trey made a giant grin.
"My new cunt over here is devious, you know!" Trey said, maintaining his grin. "Do you want to know what she just whispered to me?"
I paused before responding--with the pain I still felt in my arm, I wanted to make sure that I had really been asked a question. Yes, I determined, Master Trey had indeed asked me a question. I should answer him!
"If you would like me to know, Sir!" was my measured response.
"This slut--my cunt for the rest of the weekend at least--she says I should have you eat my sweaty ass next or kick you out... She says if you want to watch her get fucked properly, you should eat my ass in advance to thank me in advance for the *PRIVILEGE* of watching me fuck her!!"
Trey paused. But I noticed there was no question so I waited quietly for him to continue.
"So... What do you think, faggot? Should I have you eat my ass?"
"Sir, what would you *LIKE* me to say?" I dutifully replied.
"Good answer, boi! But never answer a question with a question again! Do it again, I'll bruise you again... Or maybe worse!"
Again, I noticed that Trey had paused, but I had not been asked a question. So I stayed silent.
Trey repeated his earlier question. "So, again, faggot. Should I have you eat my ass?"
"Yes, sir!" I tried this time--knowing that something more conversational would be frowned upon. "If you would like to, sir!"
"GOOOD!! That's more like it!!" Trey called out. "I do agree!! So... I'm going to lie on my back with my legs wide so you can get in and lick my sweaty crack and anal pucker... I don't care how disgusting it tastes. I don't care if you encounter TP from my last shit. I don't care if I shart in your face. You keep on making love with my butt crack and asshole until I say 'when.' Cunt here is going to suck my cock in the meantime... I usually like a nice long rimming, but you'll need to build up your stamina so we'll just start you off at five or ten minutes for today! You can stretch once in a while if you need to but no breaks longer than a few seconds. You got that, shitstain?"
"Yes, sir!"
"Faggot-- you probably won't be able to avoid touching my nuts and legs... No problem! Just be loving and gentle and as long as you treat my ass like it's the love of your life--instead of the slut here--you're alright! Can you do that, twerp? Can you makeout with my asshole like it's the love of your goddamn worthless little life?!?"
"Yes, sir! I can make out with your asshole like it's the love of my worthless little life--Sir!"
"Great! Let's get started!"
And with that, Master Trey moved into position and exposed his ass to me. He realized quickly that he needed to scoot to the end of the bed so I could really get at him, and we both rapidly adjusted.
I dove right in to making out with Trey's ass and asshole, just as I had promised.
I would have expected to be more grossed out. But my main feeling was that of being immensely turned on. It's as though I had found my purpose in life, to be submissive to an alpha black man with a BBC, while my fiancée, Sally, looked on--and down--at me. I felt so humiliated. And also strangely at peace!
As for Trey's ass and asshole, they offered a cornucopia of new sensations! For one thing, they stank! And it wasn't like a single strong smell. It was as though there were three, four, or five strong stinks all layered on top of each other and competing for my attention: there were Sally's stinky pussy juices, on top of both of their sweat, on top of whatever body product Trey used (but gone rancid), on top of what must have been something fecal. It was--in a word--*REVOLTING*. And it was also a huge turn-on!
I got my tongue going even in advance of my lips, and the first thing I encountered could only have been stray bits of toilet paper--just as Trey had said could occur. Nasty!! And so humiliating and degrading!! There was nothing else I could do with them, so most of them I licked up and even swallowed. Yup, I swallowed dirty TP off my fiancée's lover's ass! That's how low life had brought me.
Even as part of me of course felt nauseated and disgusted--I was even more excited and horny!!
My little dicklet twitched in my pants to yet another level of hardness as I realized how low I had sunk.
"What could be lower for a guy than licking toilet paper bits and feces off the ass hairs of his fiancée's alpha big black lover?!?!" I asked myself. Nothing, I figured. This seemed as humiliating as sex could possibly get.
A few moments later, the tip of my tongue reached the center of Trey's anal pucker, and I heard him let out a loud moan--and even a compliment! "GREAT JOB, BOI!" Trey boomed. "YOU'RE OFF TO A GREEAAAT START!!! YYEESSSSSSS!!!"
I felt so proud and accomplished that in my early minutes of attending to this Black sex god, I had managed to evoke such resounding praise. It encouraged me to no end, and I redoubled my efforts at making love to the great man's slimy butt hole!
Again, I was rewarded with Trey's accolades. "YYESSSSS!!! KEEP GOING, FAGGOT!!! EEXXXCEELLLLEEEENNNNTTTTTT!!! YESSS!!!"
And so it went for maybe ten minutes, before he reached back and pulled my head out of his butt crack.
"FUCK, Boi!" he said to my face now. "That was *FABULOUS*--especially for a beginner!! Now--get your ass in the bathroom! Wash up! Have some mouthwash, scrub that face real good, drink some vodka-- and with all that ass juice you sucked up, you best take a couple of antibiotics from the jar by the sink. I bring that shit with me as a courtesy--so don't waste it!! Now, go!!"
I did as commanded and went to the bathroom to clean up.
When I returned to the bedroom, the scene was as I had anticipated: My fiancée was still gently, lovingly sucking on Trey's giant cock. Honestly, Sally had never looked sexier or more beautiful. And it was amazing to see that she could suck Trey's pole most of the way down into her throat.
Sally could not quite suck Trey balls deep. Not his full eleven inches. But it looked like she managed nine. Truly amazing. And she lavished him with her tongue and her fingers on his balls as well.
Sally looked in stupendous lust and--to be real about it--even in love.
Trey noticed me come in. "Well, cucky!" he said, cheerily. "You've certainly earned watching me fuck my slut over here... But I haven't decided if *SHE* has earned another fuck yet!" He looked down at her, as she continued to suck on him. "What do you think, slut? Do you want me to fuck you some more?"
It looked like it pained her to leave his cock for even a moment, but my fiancée knew better than to leave her black bull's question unanswered. "YES!! Yes, Sir!! Yes, Sir Master Trey!! Pretty please fuck the slut some more!!"



I learned later that Trey had taught her to refer to herself in the third person, in order to denigrate her more.
"I bet you would love that, hoe! I bet you would!" Trey chortled. "But I already gave you your three orgasm quota for the evening! You want even more, cunt?"
"Yes, Sir Master! Cunt wants even more!" Sally responded.
"Hmmm... Cunt, you're going to have to give me something as an 'enticement.' Are you up for an 'enticement,' bitch?" Trey asked.
"YES!! Yes, Sir Master Trey!! Bitch is up for an 'enticement'!!! Whatever you say, Sir Master!"
"Okay, cunt. But there's only one enticement I want. I want you to stay here with me in Vancouver for a month and fuck me nearly nonstop and with zero birth control. I want you to be my slut and have 'repo' sex for a month so you get bred... Are you willing to do that for me? Then you can marry chump beta boi here with my bun in your oven... Are you game? Are you ready to be Trey-bred, cunt?!? You will have to tell all your friends and family the truth--that you let a black master bull breed you. You are not allowed to pretend it was an IVF mistake. Got it?!?!"
My fiancée did not even flinch. I mean, I didn't think she would say "no" to Master Trey--based on everything he had told me and based on how enthralled with him she seemed--but it would have been nice if she had at least hesitated for even half a moment! It would have been kinder to *me*. It would have been a lot more considerate if Sally had at least *PRETENDED* to hesitate. But she did not hesitate--nor pretend to--not one bit!
Without even pausing a moment, my fiancée replied. "To please you Sir Master, Cunt would be excited to be bred!! Thank you, Sir Master!! Thank you!!! I will be proud to tell my family and friends that Black Master Trey bred me... and--it sure seems--with faggot's help!!"
And even though Trey hadn't invited her, Sally went in for a super amorous embrace together with a lusty French kiss. Trey must have liked it, as he hugged her back and kissed her back.
After a few minutes of frenching, Trey broke off the kiss and said. "Ok! Now time to breed! Guess we gotta get your diaphragm out for starters!! Cunt--I think it would be hot if your faggot fiancé takes it out for you... Let's do that!! Spread your legs so he can get in there with his fingers!! And you--chump faggot--you get up in there now!!"
Wow!!! So humiliating!!! I was literally being commanded to make my very own gorgeous fiancée, Sally--the woman I loved more than anyone ever in my whole life... I was literally being commanded to make her fertile for Trey, a virtual stranger, and his enormous black cock. I was being commanded by her new black bull to make her available and ready for *HIM* to breed-- and I had never been more turned on in my whole life!!
To my embarrassment, I let out an audible moan even!! "Ungggghhh!" I shouted. But it was obvious I was *not* objecting. Even with my penis being small, my bulge was obvious in my pants. Even with my penis being small, I had leaked precum all the way through to stain my crotch!!
Sally saw it for the first time and bellowed a big laugh. "Bwwwwaaahhhh!! Bwahahaaaah!!! Master, see how turned on cucky is?!? Cucky *WANTS* to give me over to you to breed even!!! Wow!!! Maybe you shouldn't let him?!?!"
Meanwhile, Trey also slugged me incredibly hard. This time in my left arm. For my moaning was the same as "speaking out of line," I learned. Fuck! That hurt!!
Trey was unapologetic. "No fucking moaning from you, dipshit. You are here to do what I tell you to do, and the only noise I want to hear is if I ask you a direct fucking question."
I got really scared then. I was so incredibly excited. I was worried if I could keep quiet.
Sally saw the fear in my eyes and took pity on me. "Master Trey, cucky looks so incredibly turned on. See how he's got a little wet spot from his faggot precum at his crotch, even? I think we need to do something to help him."
It stung and turned me on--both--to hear Sally also refer to me as a "faggot." How degrading! And--yet--I was acting like a faggot, for the most part wasn't I?! Yes! I certainly was!
"What do you have in mind, cunt?" asked Trey.
"Why don't we gag faggot, Master Trey? And then we can put some music on and just ignore him so long as he doesn't moan through the gag louder than the music."
"Aw... hoe! If you ain't a really sweet fiancée for him after all!! Sure, we can do that!! *And*I think we should use my dirty underwear for his gag, don't you, cunt?"
"Oh, yes, Master. Cunt completely agrees with you!!"
"He's your cucky, slut. You do the honors!"
And so my gorgeous fiancée gagged me with her alpha black bull's rancid underwear. She made sure the sweatiest, dirtiest part was jammed onto my tongue, I noticed. I didn't realize before that Sally had a sadistic streak. "Maybe alpha black bulls bring this out in her?" I pondered.
Master Trey's underwear tasted beyond disgusting. I could taste sweat, piss, and feces, all three. Turns out, Trey had spent an active day before fucking my Sally!!
It was revolting to have his underwear jammed in my mouth-- but the relief at being able to moan and groan was greater.
"Nice job, cunt and cucky!" Trey chortled. "I love how ridiculous the faggot looks with my underpants sticking out from his face. Excellent! Bwahhh! Bwahahaaaah!!"
"Okay, boi!" Trey added. "Scoot over and get cunt's diaphragm out now! She'll help you!"
I had slightly mixed feelings, and I was slower to move than I had been earlier in the evening. Not a lot slower. Just a momentary pause. Still, Master Trey noticed.
"Ha!! I sense some ambivalence, faggot! Maybe you do have a shred of masculinity left in you after all? I'll tell you what... We'll give you a new choice. A clear choice. You can leave right now if you like. No hard feelings. No foul. Go back to Seattle. I'll send the cunt back to you in a few days, not even bred! That's right, if you don't take the diaphragm out, I won't even breed her like she obviously wants!!! *OR.* *OR.* *OR.* If you really want to see me fuck her. If you really want to see your fiancée get fucked, get blacked a million times better than *YOU* could ever fuck her with your little tiny excuse for a dick... If you really want to stay tonight and be a part of things--you *OBEY* me, faggot, and go take out her fucking diaphragm!! And she stays with me a month getting bred... You stay, too, and serve us!! Pick whichever one you want, loser, but do it *NOW*!!"
Fleetingly, I also realized that Sally and I might lose our jobs if we stayed in Vancouver for a month. But that seemed secondary to sexual concerns. "We can always get new jobs!" I rationalized to myself.
I didn't speak back to Trey, as there had been no question--and besides, I still had Trey's underpants jammed in my mouth, gagging me quite thoroughly! So, I thought for just a moment longer.
There was no way in the world I could leave now, I realized. No.
There's was no way I could leave and miss out on seeing Sally black-fucked. I was *DESPERATE* to see my fiancée blacked!! That was my whole world at this point. All of my drive. Every fiber of my being. One goal: Watch my gorgeous--my knockout gorgeous--Sally get well and thoroughly *blacked* by giant black cock!
Further... As I thought about things quickly, it also didn't seem like it would change much if I left--other than deprive myself of watching.
If I did leave, it would delay Sally being black bred. Sure. It would delay it--at least a little.
But realistically by how much? If it was this easy to get Sally ready to be black bred, how long would she in fact end up waiting? Maybe a week? Maybe a month?
With how horny Sally was for Master Trey, it didn't seem it would be very long for him or some other black alpha stud to breed my Sally--even if there were a delay past this very moment.
I would *NOT* actually cause Sally to be bred, I rationalized, through my choice tonight. I'd only be slightly accelerating the inevitable if I removed her diaphragm for her to be black bred--with me watching and helping.
So, yes, I took Trey's option in favor of breeding right away.
Yes, I obeyed the order to remove my fiancée's diaphragm.
Yes, I at last moved to obey.
As Master Trey had ordered, I quickly scurried up next to Sally, and sat right by her hips and pussy. And I got to work trying to pull her diaphragm out with my fingers.
They both had a laugh at my expense. "Bwahaha!!" bellowed Trey. "I knew it!! Your faggot cucky would be totally *DESPERATE* to watch you get blacked!! He's so desperate to watch, he's willing to be an accomplice in you getting black bred straight away, even!! Or. OR! OR!! He's just too excited to see you black bred!! Yes, that's probably it!! Bwahaha!!!"
Trey was right, I realized--even though I had not admitted it to myself at first: I *did* want to watch Sally get black bred!! It was *not* only that I wanted to watch her get fucked!
"Dang, I sure am some perverted fiancé," I thought to myself. "I actually want to watch her bred by a black alpha bull--and one who's nearly a stranger to us both at that!! Fuck, I'm a pervert!!" I was excited beyond the moon!
It turned out that it wasn't easy for me to get my fiancée's diaphragm out so that she and her amazing black bull could breed. Sally was so incredibly wet in and around her pussy and everything kept sloshing around. But finally, after a few attempts, I at last was able to yank her diaphragm out.
Sally was beaming with happiness and anticipation. She was *very* ready to be bred. To be black bred. To be black bred by her new hung stud. Her pheromones filled the air and were intoxicating!! I was jealous and humiliated that I--her fiancé--wasn't going to get to breed her but this breeding... This breeding by a fabulous alpha male, it was **WAY** more erotic!!
So, I realized... even more than I felt jealous and humiliated--I was at peace.
I knew in my heart that someone so gorgeous as Sally should really only be bred by a male from the pinnacle of our species--by a handsome black adonis like our new master.
Things were happening as they were meant to happen!
It was my place in life--as it was meant to be--to assist and to watch. Yes, I was right where I needed to be in life.
As I sat there stunned and clothed next to the gorgeous couple, I pondered the diaphragm in my hand. It was drenched in my fiancée's pussy juice and master's cum from the earlier fucking. I toyed with it in my fingers, more than a little taken aback as to the implications.
I also had no idea what to do with myself. I knew better than to move much without being so ordered.
"So, cunt, are you going to tell him, like you promised me?" Trey broke the silence.
"Must cunt tell him, Master?" Sally responded, frowning just a little.
"Yes, cunt. A promise is a promise! Especially when cunt promises *me* something!!"
I looked at them quizzically but knew better than to chime in.
"My faggot fiancé, this cunt has news for you." Sally finally began. "I'm not sure how you're going to like it. Maybe you will like it after all. You do seem an even happier faggot for black cock than I even expected!!"
She paused. She was reluctant to continue.
"Well, cunt has to tell you... cunt just lost a bet with master... Master bet cunt earlier that he could get you to take out my diaphragm for my breeding... I didn't believe it. I thought 'Nah, no way! My fiancé, Sam, loves me way too much to help me get bred black! He'll never help that happen! Not ever!' But in the end it didn't even take an hour to get you to do it... That's right, you've only been in here with us for about forty-five minutes! And in the first forty-five minutes, you willingly removed my diaphragm so cunt could be black bred by a virtual stranger! It wasn't only that you were afraid of Master Trey. Master gave faggot a choice!! And faggot *CHOSE* to get cunt black bred... So--now cunt has lost the bet that cunt had on you.... Cunt lost the bet that faggot would not--at least not so quickly--help cunt get black bred! And does faggot want to know what the consequence is of cunt's losing? Would faggot like to know?!?!?"
I looked at Master Trey for permission. "Answer her faggot!" he barked.
"Yes, faggot would like to know, Mistress!! Please tell faggot!!"
"Okay, faggot cucky. Okay, weak little faggot fiancé!! Cunt will tell you!! Cunt bet Master that if Master could get faggot to take out cunt's diaphragm before midnight--and it's not even 10pm yet, by the way!--cunt bet him that cunt would agree to go **permanently** black-only... Yes, cunt *might* still marry faggot, you stinking pervert faggot! But faggot is going to serve cunt and master black bulls as the masters and cunt see fit!! And neither faggot's little white dick nor any other white dick is going to go inside cunt ever again!! Cunt's mouth, pussy, and ass are all strictly black-only from now on!!! Just as cunt promised Master Trey!! Cunt is not even allowed to offer your little penis a final sample of cunt's mouth, pussy, or ass!! No farewell gesture for your little dicklet!! Faggot will only be allowed to go near cunt's pussy and ass to clean them with faggot's mouth!! And... *AND*. *AND*. And all the children faggot and cunt had talked about having? All three kids cunt and faggot have been talking about!! All. Every. Single. One. All of them are going to be *BLACK*! Not a single one is going to be faggot's white kid!! Cunt hopes you're happy, you stupid faggot!!"
Yes, Sally seemed angry. Her face was full of rage. She shook with anger towards me. She was disappointed in me, I could tell. She was hurt. I learned later that she was totally sincere here--that she really had thought and *HOPED* that I would fight for her! She thought I might be more of a man and less of a pervert faggot! She wanted me to fight so that we would still have a more equal relationship.
However... A *big* "however"... Also I could smell my fiancée's pussy odor filling the room ever more strongly. Also I could smell--I thought--Sally's pheromones going full tilt. Also her naked nipples were hard and erect.
So, yes, Sally was angry but she was also *stupendously* turned-on!
In fact, I later learned, it was exactly the outcome Sally was secretly even praying for. My beautiful fiancée was disappointed in me, yes--but she was even more excited to have permission to fuck and suck black guys only--and especially to breed with black guys only.
My little white dick was annoying now to her, now that she'd been black fucked again by Trey. Now, the idea of dealing with my little dick disgusted and repelled her. Going black-only was a huge relief to her!
Even while angry and hurt and disappointed in me, as a man--even more, Sally was beyond thrilled erotically, selfishly, libidinously... for herself!!!
"Would I ever even get a handjob or a kiss in the future?" I wondered to myself. I dared not ask, it seemed. Certainly not while she was so disappointed in me. No. Only time would tell.
"Go sit in the corner, you loser faggot!" Sally then added. "And face the fucking wall! Cunt needs a few minutes with you gone, loser!!"
I looked at Master Trey because I knew that my fiancée was not in charge. "You heard your Mistress, faggot! Go sit in the corner facing the wall!"
In a moment, I heard Sally start to bawl. Indeed, she cried loudly. When she let up a bit, Master Trey started in on comforting her. "There, there, slut. It's alright. You let it out. Have a good cry. It's an emotional moment. You're saying 'goodbye' to the life you thought you were going to build with faggot just as you welcome the new life you're going to build as a 'black breeding cunt.' I knew this would happen for you, but I know you're surprised. But I promise, you're going to love your new life. You're going to be more fulfilled than ever as a 'black breeding cunt.' And faggot will still be there to love and support you. Slut, you're going to have it all! A well-blacked cunt, black babies, and a faggot white cucky to look after you!! You'll be happier than you ever imagined and the envy of all your friends, I promise!!"
Wow, was it going to be a new life for us both!!
Would you like to hear more?
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My wife Tabitha and I are married graduate students, both aged thirty at the time this all started, about six months ago now. We knew about the Black Athletes' Club, as many diehard sports fans on campus--like us--did.
The Club had a reputation for recruiting the hottest white undergraduate women, along with their boyfriends, for the athletes' sexual amusement and satisfaction. The Club--also known as the BAC--likes Asian women, Black women--and all other types and styles of women--too, but the sexiest white women are the focal point, I had heard. They liked the "reparations vibe," I had heard from my friends.
I had never heard of them recruiting a married student before, nor a graduate student, nor someone thirty-years-old, like my gorgeous wife.
Then, to my surprise, Tabitha's invitation came in the mail. I was invited, too, but in a secondary capacity. That will become clearer in a bit.
Tabitha did not seem surprised. I noticed and asked her about it.
"John," she explained. "Yeah, I heard from Jamie, a cheerleader in the sophomore bio class that I teach, that this was going to happen. She made a point after class a few weeks back of warning me, so I might have some time to think about it, since the invitation is for an audition process that starts in just three more days... Jamie said that some of the BAC members thought I was the hottest woman on campus and badly wanted to quote-unquote 'tap me'--she said. Obviously, I knew what 'tap me' meant! I was a little surprised, to say the least! I had thought they were interested in the undergrads only! Then Jamie explained that I have the best figure of any woman on campus--and a beautiful face, to boot--and so of course they wanted to 'tap me'! Wow... I hadn't thought about it... but I guess I could see how they might feel that way! What a compliment, eh?!"
Tabitha--my blonde-haired 5'11" bombshell of a wife--was beaming with pride and excitement. She exuded only positive excitement. I detected zero anxiety--and zero concern for how I might feel!
Tabitha truly was and is a "bombshell," by the way. A real knockout. Tall, curvy, 34DD-24-37. Gorgeous legs. A juicy, medium-size bubble butt. A flat never-had-a-baby-yet belly. And a super cute face, with sparking green eyes and the most kissable lips.
I'm not bad-looking, but I truly won the lottery with how gorgeous my wife is! Her long blond hair is wavy, and she wears it long, to her shoulder blades. She's constantly getting hit on, and I consider myself lucky that she has seemed loyal to me in every way-- up until now, that is!
"Uh... Well this is still very sudden for *ME*, Boo!" I said, using the nickname "Boo" that we each shared for each other.
"Uh... oh, yes, I'm sure that's right... I'm sorry, John," Tabitha said.
I noticed that my wife had called me "John" rather than "Boo." This is a giveaway for when Tabitha is feeling more distant. I held my tongue rather than calling her on it like I often do. However, I made note that my wife did not seem interested in comforting me.
"Well... I guess you had better read this," Tabitha added. Now she seemed a little nervous.
My wife then handed me the invitation to read. It was quite a long letter. We did end up keeping it. Here's exactly what It said:
"Dear Tabitha Rutherford,
We, the members of the Black Athletes Club, invite you to audition to be a slut for our Club. We are, specifically, inviting you to be a submissive three-hole slut for us for a period of up to thirteen months.
The first month is a mutually discretionary audition. If completed, the next twelve months are non-negotiable to continue and complete. Your husband is also invited, in a subservient role, as will be explained.
We're sure you have heard some things about us, but here are some important specific considerations...
First of all, you should know that even though you have been a loyal white wife up until now, sex with a wide variety of us big black cock athletes will certainly excite and fulfill you as a woman in dimensions way beyond anything that you have ever experienced with your husband--or with any white guy.
Yes, we have learned that you are a BBC-virgin, Tabitha--or to us, simply 'a virgin.'
The immense sexual fulfillment that you will experience from being well and thoroughly blacked is an empirical fact. We have seen it occur a full one-hundred percent of the time that we have thoroughly blacked a sexy white woman.
Once you lose your real virginity and start getting blacked regularly, you will wonder why you waited so long.
You will be so much more sexually fulfilled that the sex you had before, only with white guys, will seem like merely cuddling or holding hands.
You will find that you love BBC in *every* hole. Even though you have a completely virgin ass so far and rarely give blow jobs, you will love black cock in your ass and down your throat. We promise.
You will be pleased that you saved your ass for black men to have first--and, in fact, *only*.
White men--including your husband--will soon seem only like little boys to you. Again, not a guess. A fact.
You will want to keep getting blacked for the rest of your life. Again, this is an empirical fact.
This is what has always happened. This is what *will* always happen.
We have never seen it fail, not ever--never in our considerable and collective experience.
Your husband--because he really loves you *and* because all white guys his age are secretly and profoundly fascinated with black cock--may seem hesitant at first but will end up fully supportive.
Every single couple who has gone forward with us--bar none--has been glad for the girlfriend's or wife's transformation... and also for the boyfriend's or husband's!
However, you and John will have to decide for yourselves if you wish to proceed.
Also, you should be warned that this invitation to be a slut with our Club, specifically, is for this finite, thirteen-month period. At the end of this time, your supply of big black cocks could become uncertain, unknown.
Of course, you will still be a drop-dead gorgeous white woman--very appealing to Black men. But even so, satisfying your habituated *need* for BBC could require considerably more effort and be more unpredictable when your involvement with us ends. You will be accustomed to a quite intense amount of black sex with athletic BBC studs that could be challenging for you to arrange for without us or a Club in our network.
At the end of thirteen months, you *will* beg us to continue as a Club slut. Every slut so far has done so. Every slut always will do. Such is the addictive quality of being blacked by stud BBC athletes.
We'll cross that bridge when we get there and make no promises in advance. Indeed, we do enjoy the excitement of fresh sluts, and as gorgeous as you are, there's no certainty that we will be interested beyond this initial commitment. Most young, sexy white women these days are open to going black if approached nicely and with kindness--such as we do--so we have almost limitless possibilities for recruitment, we have found.
We may decline a renewed commitment or set terms that are daunting.
Your life will be dramatically re-ordered when the thirteen months are up.
If you decide go black with us, your husband, John, will be expected to go black with us as well. We fully expect that John will be transformed to a black cock-loving bi beta cuckold--or even fully gay for black cock.
John is certain to join you in begging us to continue past the thirteen months so that he, too, can maintain his supply of massive black cocks. His life will be dramatically re-ordered as well.
As for further details...
If you proceed with our invitation, and beyond your very first night of initiation, you will be required to attend a club meeting for two hours every night for the first month, from 9-11pm. You will reschedule your studies and other commitments around this. This commitment will be sufficient for our purposes--while allowing you to maintain your studies and teaching duties. You "marital duties," of course, are a different story--as we shall explain.
At any time, you can quit, or we can throw you out. In our experience, neither is likely to occur. Rather, you are going to end up a horny black cock slut, perhaps even quickly committed to being 'black only.'
As long as you are submissive and compliant, we are unlikely to terminate your audition from our end.
We will always use you bareback--as you, too, will prefer. We'll speak to birth control--and potential lack thereof--in a moment. (We only fuck women who are regularly tested, so you are assured to be kept disease free. Yes, you will submit to regular medical testing; John, too.)
At the end of the month, if you do not quit right then--and so far no woman ever has quit then--then you are agreeing to serve the Club every weekend at our complete discretion for a further year. You will find a way to accomplish your other commitments during the week. We will 'own' you, your body, and all your holes from each Friday night at 8pm until Sunday morning at 4am.
We imagine that you will progress towards your doctorate in cell biology more slowly because of this commitment to us, and we appreciate your choosing that trade-off for mutual benefit. It's solely your concern for you to weigh before proceeding.
You will be on birth control for this thirteen months. In fact, at 4pm Friday (three days from now), please report to Dr. E. B. Jackson's office for a physical and an IUD, so that you do not become pregnant during this time. We have learnt not to rely on the pill.
The exception to contraception is that once every month, our fifty or so white sluts all draw 'straws.' We do it by computer now so that everyone need not be collocated for the event.
The *long* straw gets her IUD removed and gets black bred by visiting the Club nightly from then until she 'takes.' Your odds are, of course, about 2 percent per month. Cumulatively, this means your odds are roughly 24 percent that you will get black bred by the Club in the year period.
If you are so lucky as to get bred, you obviously will not know who among us Black Masters is the father. To be sure you won't have a guess, you will be blindfolded, hooded, or fucked in the dark during breeding.
If you get bred, you *will* carry to term--and the Club's wealth will pay support through the child's college. You are allowed to put the child up for adoption, but only after caring for it for a year. So far, no white slut mother--of the 114 so far in Club history--has been able to part with her baby after bonding.
By a few months in--if not sooner--you will probably be *praying* for a long straw because of how intense your affinity for black cock will have become.
You will be ravenous for the deeper level of both excitement and fulfillment that comes from 'repo' sex.
You will be craving a black baby to show the world your black cock commitment.
Occasionally we do take pity on a slut who begs to be bred, even if she does not win the lottery. Typically it would be in exchange for an 'offering' of our choosing. Most often, the 'offering' we expect is irresistible to the slut: It's to commit to being *permanently* black-only--for all your holes--and including never mouth-kissing your husband again.
John will be so turned on to watching you being blacked and to black cock for himself, he will be supportive of your passionate desire to be bred. He will even support you going *permanently* black-only.
Of course, you are fairly likely to go black-only in the first days. In that event, we would extract some more creative 'offering' from you or John for breeding you if you don't win the lottery.
Do keep in mind, however, that even though the Club is wealthy, our resources are not unlimited, and we only breed a fraction of the sluts who beg us. Statistically speaking, you are likely to finish the year frustrated and not bred!
After your 4pm appointment on Friday, you will rest at home for a day and then at 8pm Saturday come to our clubhouse at 236 Oak Drive for your first initiation event.
To accentuate both your and John's excitement, neither of you is to have any sexual activity between now and Saturday.
Your husband has to come with you and offer you to us. As you are married, we require his active involvement in this process.
For the first ritual of the evening, you will makeout with every Master present. During makeout time, while you are being very assertively french-kissed, each Master will roam his hands anywhere on your body that he so chooses. Some will just play with your tits and ass. Others will play with your pussy or even jam their fingers in your ass. You will be submissive and compliant. You will be teased and frustrated--and occasionally satisfied. Most sluts do get to cum two or three times, as some of our Masters will take pity on your needs. You will be passed around among at least twenty or twenty-five different studs. You will be desperate for our cocks within minutes--but will not yet be so privileged as to touch them other than through our pants. John will be tied and ball-gagged so no one will be distracted with him at the start, other than one stud at a time will make sure he watches you in action.
Following that, John's gag will be removed, and he will be required to suck the cock of every master in attendance to give us his formal 'blessing.' This could be as many as twenty or twenty-five different cocks, for even the straight masters have learned to embrace and enjoy this ritual.
Each master may have John suck him off as long as he would like. It has the potential to take a couple of hours. John will receive sufficient short breaks. You will be incredibly horny watching but will be immobilized and not able even minimally to finger yourself. John will end up covered in cum and swallowing a lot of cum.
If you are lucky, we might distract you by putting you to work eating our sweaty black asses while John is sucking everyone off. However, your pants and panties will stay on, and you'll be in an ever burgeoning state of 'need.' You'll be craving--and waiting for--release.
Then, after sucking every BBC available, your husband will remove your pants and panties, kiss your pussy--which will be completely sopping wet--"goodbye," and rim my ass, personally, as I devirginize you with my thick eleven-incher doggie style. Your pussy will never be as tight again as when John kisses it goodbye at the start of this ritual. And, that's right, as your 'sponsor,' I have the privilege... and the duty... of introducing you to the higher plane of sexuality that is big black cock.
I hope to fuck you for a good long time and to many, many screaming orgasms. Certainly these will be the best, most intense orgasms of your life to date. You can take it to the bank.
Then, you will be gangbanged to the degree we feel you can handle it. It will likely exceed your personal comfort, but it will satisfy you nonetheless.
We may improvise and use John alongside you, if we are in the mood--or potentially he will be moved to our locked 'observation booth' where he will be allowed to masturbate to orgasm repeatedly until we feel like sending him home.
You are likely to orgasm almost continuously from the excitement, sensuality, and novelty of your first black cock gangbang. We'lll send you home many hours after John, drenched in cum, and with our loads oozing from your pussy and ass. You will be exhausted from cumming so many times and being so well-fucked and used.
You have no need to be afraid. We are experienced at breaking in new sluts, and we will gradually stretch your ass until it can accommodate us balls deep, most of us. Your pussy is of course more pliable to begin with--yet we will be careful with it as well. Very soon, you'll be accommodating all but the most giant of us balls deep in your cunt.
To add specificity... We have a few part-time masters with more modest cocks that we will use for devirginizing your incredibly hot ass, as we are not sadists. It will be some weeks before you'll be able to accommodate me in your ass--for example--a moment that will happen eventually and be profoundly fulfilling to you and me, both.
Your pussy and ass will be stretched over the course of a year so that you will be ruined for little white dicks. You will barely feel a white dick in your pussy or ass after even a few weeks with us. Likewise, a white dick inside you--*if* you ever let a white dick inside you again--will find you to be loose and stretched out.
Your husband will see how incredibly fulfilling being blacked is for you right at the beginning. This will motivate him as a loving husband to support your continuing to receive the satisfaction of being blacked.
John will also be demonstrating his willingness to tend to superior black cock as his 'payment' or 'sacrifice' for you to get the higher level fucking that you deserve as a gorgeous white cunt. However, what will start as a 'payment' to us will quickly morph--sometimes in the very first evening!--into being a reward to him.
While you are undergoing the month-long initiation, you will tell John details as well as show him the physical evidence of your evenings with us--such as your overflowing creampies in both the pussy and ass.
You will never allow your husband to fuck you in the ass--not ever. Your ass will be forever reserved for black studs if you go forward with us. This is a lifelong promise you must make.
There will be so very much for you to tell and to show John as the months progress.
You will have your husband clean your pussy and ass with his mouth and tongue--as his only sexual intimacy with you. When John cleans your ass, it will be especially poignant for him, as he will do so knowing his little dick will *never* be allowed inside it, not ever.
You will allow your husband to clean you as often as weekly during initiation--not more. It's important that John be frustrated from what he will certainly find most exciting.
You will refrain from providing your husband the intimacy of any kissing nor any sex acts that involve *his* genitals. You will allow him to masturbate as you see fit, initially. However, if we see a need to 'influence' John, we may ourselves restrict his masturbation or intervene to increase it. (Yes, we will entirely control your sex lives, as we wish.)
Starting on Sunday night, to aid our process, to help convert your husband to black cock also... We will send a continuous supply of bisexual and gay Club studs to John to suck off while you are entertaining us. John must suck every cock we send to him. It will always be multiple cocks per night--at least three and sometimes as many as eight or ten.
To keep the volume up for John, some of our 'mostly' straight studs partake as well. Even us 'straight' studs enjoy having a white boi suck our dicks once in a while!
In addition to the Club Masters, we'll send visiting ball players, black professors, black athletic recruits, or even black men in the community to John for him to give head to.
We'll also look for any black rivals or enemies of your husband that we can find, and they will be given access to all your holes and then sent to your husband wet with your juices for him to suck off. Assuredly, his black rivals will enjoy taunting John by telling him how delicious they found it to take you in every hole. Craig from his last job and Maurice from the one before have already been identified and contacted; they are excited! Neither Craig nor Maurice is usually bi, but they love the idea of taking you in every hole and then having John blow them while they still stink of your ass juice.



John will suck black cocks nightly for the first month, and if you continue past the audition, he will service black cock every weekend for those next twelve months whenever you are fulfilling your duties to the Club. Saturday afternoons, John will be servicing us--not just Friday and Saturday nights.
John will be fucked in his 'boi pussy' if you proceed past the audition month.
We promise him and you that he will love it. After a month of sucking black cock, your husband's psyche will be craving superior black cock in his boi pussy. In fact, John will certainly crave it sooner--but he will have to wait the month.
We have never seen a white man, such as your husband, fail to enjoy sucking and fucking big black cocks once he has emotionally accepted his role in life as a beta cuckold, subservient to superior black cock.
Most beta cuckolds love superior black cocks in their 'boi pussies' much more than they expect to when they first learn our requirements.
Every cuck that we have brought into our program thus far has become permanently bi--and about two-thirds are what we might call 'functionally' gay, vastly preferring black cock over even cleaning white pussy. That's how strong the allure is of big black cock for the white boi who is assisted in getting past his initial hesitation. Black cock is the 'gaymaker' to the white boi.
If John stays bi rather than going gay, we will send him an undergraduate slut once a month--someone who is being punished by being made to 'do' a white guy. The slut will get him off with her gloved hands only, and if John is on very good behavior, may also even make out with him. If we're feeling generous, we'll send him someone who looks like you, so he can enjoy a more poignant daydream while getting beat off.
Similarly, we may occasionally send you to tend to a white guy occasionally with your hands or mouth--if and when we feel you need some punishment. You'll be disgusted by it but will comply.
If John wins a monthly lottery for the bi cucks, he may get a blow job--through a condom.
Cucks never, ever, get to fuck pussy or ass--not even through a condom. 'No white dicklets ever in pussy or ass,' as a rule, helps remind cucks of their low status. Everyone involved draws excitement from knowing that cucks are truly 'pussy and ass free'! Even the cucks themselves tell us they love this!
Yes, John's little penis is to remain removed from any woman's pussy or ass to underscore his new role as a beta cuckold for as long as you are our slut.
If John--of his own volition--becomes a fully gay beta cuck and prefers only black cocks be sent to him, he can make that call and cancel the monthly female intimacy visits. We want your husband to be happy.
You will not so much as kiss John on the mouth after your initial thirty day audition, for the whole following year. We will be providing him videos for his enjoyment of you being blacked. He may masturbate to those, of course, when you permit. We want John to be sexually fulfilled-- just not fulfilled with your body.
Your body will be 100-percent on loan to *us*. And--come to think of it--your husband's body will be, too.
The exception to the no-touching rule for John and you is that you may continue to invite John--when you are especially pleased with him--to lick your pussy or ass clean when you come home from being blacked. This must be a 'special treat,' however, and not more than once a month after the audition period! John will beg to lick you clean more often, and you will have to be firm!
If John does an exceptional job cleaning you with his mouth and tongue, you may remain present in the room while he beats off and offer him spoken teasing and encouragement. We expect the two of you will quickly discover the humiliating things for you to say to your husband that will most turn him on while he beats off.
If John significantly displeases us--for example, if he refuses to service *any* black cock we send his way--he will lose 'cleaning privileges,' potentially for the whole rest of the year. In such a case, he would have nothing beyond social pecks on the cheek as the touching between you. This 'promise' of discipline is usually effective in assuring compliance from the cucks.
You may occasionally give pecks of kisses to the side of John's face as a poignant reminder of how little touching and kissing he is allowed to receive from you.
These rules may take some time to memorize, so keep this invitation in a safe place for reference.
You, Tabitha, will be tattooed and pierced soon after the audition period, and we may add markings from time to time, as amuses us. You run the risk that some of these might show while you are in regular attire. For example, if it suits us, there's a chance we might tattoo a 'queen of spades' symbol even on your cheek. While those can be hidden, it does take a lot of makeup. We haven't done this for some time, so perhaps we are due! :-)
John will be tattooed as well.
Naturally, we will call you both degrading names mostly. Prepare yourself mentally. Most often we'll call you, Tabitha, basic names like 'cunt,' 'slut,' 'bitch,' or 'hoe.' John will be 'cucky,' 'boi,' 'sissy,' or 'faggot.' Rarely will we use your actual names.
We will go out of our way to call you degrading names occasionally in a public setting. We will seek you out to make sure this occurs!
We've learnt that it's mutual arousing to create public humiliation. One of us, for example, will come up to you and loudly say, "How's it going, cunt?" at a party or in the library or dining hall. You are expected--nay, required--to answer in the third-person, using the same name back to us. For instance, "Cunt is fine, Sir! Thank you for asking!" would be the reply for this example.
People will stare at you. You will be embarrassed. It will also make you drench your panties with anticipation of your next blackening.
The same thing will happen with your husband. We will seek him out as well. When one of us sees John in public, for example, we'll say something like, "Hi, faggot! Nice to see you! How's your day going?" And when John replies, "Thanks, Master. Faggot is having a good day and hopes Master is, too!" it will make his 'boi clit' hard from the humiliation. He'll be salivating to get a black cock in his mouth or boi pussy as fast as possible. John might even publicly beg. Cucks have been known to say, "Master, can faggot suck your cock for you this afternoon?"
We expect you both to refer to yourselves in the third person, for added humiliation, as much as feasible in our presence. You will say things like "Can cunt please be fucked now? Pretty please?!" or "Can faggot suck your superior cock now, Sir? I beg you!" or "Please fuck faggot's boi pussy with your BBC, Sir! Pretty please!"
Okay... that wraps up the highlights.
We reserve the right to change the rules once you are underway. This gives you the general contours and is sufficient to start with.
Please call me, your sponsor, with any questions.
After this total of thirteen months, you will be discharged from being our slut--and John from being our beta BBC slave--or new terms will be offered for a continuation.
Naturally, you should show this to John, talk it over, sleep on it, and talk it over again. Neither of you shall have any sexual release while you are thinking this over. How horny you get should help you decide.
You have forty-eight hours to tell us if you will be beginning. John should call me with your joint decision.
If you decline our offer, all black athletes on campus will be sexually unavailable to you. You are encouraged to ask around. We hear that women--and their male partners--regret turning us down. There have not been many who have!
We do hope you will accept our offer, Tabitha--and John, too. You are one of the sexiest women we have ever seen on campus--and our gay and bi members find John attractive as well.
All of us in the Club--all forty-seven of us who are straight or bi--are hoping to fuck you, Tabitha, many, many times, in every hole.
All twenty of our bi members and our nine gays think John seems promising and 'cute,' and are looking forward to having their cocks jammed down his throat and into his 'boi pussy.' We are already jousting over who will get to take his 'boi pussy' virginity!
Personally, I'm hoping to claim John's 'pussy' virginity with my thick eleven-incher. It seems fitting that I should devirginize him after you. The Club will put him on a butt plug regimen during your audition month, to avoid causing serious damage when I or another stud ass-fuck him. Even so, I'll have to fuck him shallow at first--if I do get the honors--so as not to send him to the hospital. But even a shallow first ass fuck will feel special for him and me--and Tabitha, you will love watching it.
Good luck coming to a decision. We hope it's the right one for you.
To be clear, if perhaps a little cold, about things: If Tabitha wishes to go forward and John does not, that is feasible if you have a permanent marital separation and initiate divorce proceedings. We will assign Tabitha-the-slut a new white bi beta cuckold from among our contacts--we already know who it would be, and he would be incredibly grateful!
Warmest regards,
Jack N. (from the basketball team) and the Club
(phone number redacted)"
I put the paper down on the dining table and turned to Tabitha as she stood next to me. She had never looked more radiant and alive. Her face was flushed. Uncharacteristically, her nipples stood out and proud. I could swear that I could smell her pheromones--and her pussy scent.
Tabitha reached a hand out to mine--reassuringly, it seemed at first.
I was dumbfounded and speechless.
Finally, after some moments, Tabitha spoke. "I need to do this," she said, simply.
"Umm..." was my stammered reply. I had read the whole invitation.
My wife's short sentence reverberated in my head. Tabitha had said clearly, succinctly: "I *need* to do this."
There was no confusing my gorgeous, sexy wife's preference. There was no ambiguity. It rang around in my consciousness like the most pleasantly delivered ultimatum of all time. But it was an ultimatum nonetheless. "I need to do this," my wife had said. "Need." Not "want."
From the tone Tabitha used--and knowing how selective she is in asserting herself--I definitely heard an ultimatum from my wife.
Any time I could think of that Tabitha had communicated a "need" in the past, it was absolute. Non-negotiable. Not even worth discussing.
However, this "need"--this particular "need"--it expected a lot of us, to say the least! This "need" of my gorgeous wife was quite something for me to process!
"Wow! I am going to have to be a submissive servant to black cocks--and even get fucked in the ass--in order to stay married?!?!?" I thought to myself.
While I was stunned and quietly processing, Tabitha started to explain.
"I've been getting by with your little dick because I love you," she said. "And I never thought I would have an opportunity like this. But this sounds *AMAZING*, honestly. Every girl dreams nowadays of being blacked by hung athletes, and this sounds like a fantastic way to spend a year... and it'll be over before you know it!"
"What do you mean?!?" I lashed out. "There's at least a 24 percent chance you'll get black-bred! And you'll be changed forever!!" I replied. "And I will be, too! That's such gaslighting to say 'it'll be over before you know it!' It will *never* be over!! This will be *permanently* life altering, Boo!"
"Okay, okay! You're right! I did take it a little far! You're right!" Tabitha admitted. "YES! This *will* be permanently life altering! I believe that, too! There..... Okay? Yes! Still... Boo--I'm so incredibly turned on! It sounds sooooo *AMAAAZZZZING*! I'm so hot, wet, and horny from just reading it again with you! It's so sexy even just to think about it, Boo! Here... Feel how drenched my pussy is!"
Now, my wife was using my nickname, "Boo," and of course the feel of her hot, wet pussy, both to try to soften me up!
She pulled my hand quickly down into her unbuttoned, unzipped pants. It was like a *river* down there she was flowing so much! And she was *hot*! "Dang, she's so turned on, it's like her vagina is flowing with lava!" I thought to myself. And with her pants undone, Tabitha's pussy smell was as pungent as I had ever smelt it--maybe stronger!
Wow! Tabitha *was* immensely turned on, it was true! And just from reading about and talking about going black!
Still, I pushed back. "Boo," I said. "It's a huge deal, all these changes! For you to likely go black-only. For me to submit to superior black cock?! For you quite possibly to get black bred!".
Tabitha then pressed forward with her argument. "Certainly we'll both be changed forever," she said. "As you rightly point out, Boo... You're right! And maybe I will get black-bred and go black-only! But you and I have been planning on kids... It's not *that* big a deal if the first one is black--or maybe even all of them! Not if it means I'm more sexually satisfied! Don't you want me to be as sexually satisfied as possible, Boo?!"
"Uh..." I didn't know what to say. I wasn't going to walk into the trap of saying I didn't want my wife as "satisfied as possible"!
"No, I didn't think so!" Tabitha said. "We'd be fine with one or more black babies, dear! In fact, I bet we would be so proud! It will be *hot* how everyone will know I went black and that you became my cucky!"
"Uh... What?! You wouldn't tell everyone it was an IVF mistake?" I asked.
"No, John! Of course not! You read the letter. I'll be so addicted to and proud of being blacked. I'll want everyone to know I intentionally got bred by superior black males..."
"But Boo, your family--they're not super racist, but they are also not exactly progressive! They will be so shocked if you get black bred!" I observed.
"Sure, my family will be shocked." Tabitha replied. "But they'll get over it--except maybe my Dad... Yeah, I might have a permanent rift with Dad, I suppose... But also, in the very possible event that I have multiple black babies, no one would believe it was a mistake anyway! EVERYONE will know I've gone black! And I will gain so much status with my girlfriends for being dominant in our marriage and having you as my faggot cucky! It will be fabulous for me! And I have a *strong* feeling that you'll get off on the humiliation in the end!"
Despite my shock--and my protestations--I soon realized that in my heart, head--and groin!--that Tabitha was right. "How does my wife know me so well?" I wondered to myself. My little dicklet was ramrod hard from excitement in my pants. I could even feel my precum pulsing in my tiny white twig of a dick.
Still, it was a lot to admit to Tabitha, and I pretended still to be uncertain.
"Maybe--I'm not so sure," I said. "And what about you getting ass-fucked, Boo! You always told me that there was *no* way you would take any dick in your ass... Now, you're going to take giant black cocks in your ass?!"
"Well, it sounds like it's a fixed requirement for the Club, Boo! And--besides--I believe them when they promise that I will end up loving it!" my wife replied.
"Wow! Just wow!" I said. "I'm simply dumbfounded! Seriously?! Are you serious?! You *really* need us to do this, Boo?!"
Tabitha continued. "Yes, I do *need* to do this. I absolutely need to do this, Boo... I never told you to spare your ego, but I really miss fucking bigger dicks than yours. I fucked a lot of bigger dicks before we met--and I definitely enjoyed them more. I miss big cocks! And these BBCs will be *huge*! And I believe the Club when they say that every sexy white woman loves going black. I believe them one-thousand percent! I'm sorry... I just don't see how I can pass this up, how we can pass this up..."
It stung a little to hear that my wife preferred big cocks. But I couldn't really blame her. I thought that big cocks were more erotic, too! "Golly, if I were a bombshell like Tabitha, I'd probably like bigger dicks than mine, also-- can I really fault her? And--dang!--it *would* be *super* sexy to watch her get fucked by really big dicks-- especially by enormous black cocks! *YES IT WOULD!*" was what I thought to myself.
But I still wasn't ready to admit any of this out loud. Nope. I wasn't quite ready. Even as my little dicklet remained ramrod hard. Even as my precum flowed more and more, I wasn't quite ready to admit my arousal to Tabitha.
"Golly," I replied, as I struggled to come up with more objections. "Have you researched this at all?"
I was grasping at straws, but I still was feeling hesitant and scared--even as I was also stupendously aroused.
"Yes!" my gorgeous wife replied. "I've done *TONS* of research! I've asked around since talking to Jamie. I spoke to three girls who are in the Club, and they and their boyfriends are all thrilled! Also, I sought out every girl I could find who passed it up--there are not many, so let's be clear-- all *two* girls I found who passed it up, they regret it deeply... And my research says that, yes, *YOU* are also going to *LOVE* black cock... I know you, husband--and I know you're going to love it! So, yes our lives would be simpler if this had never been offered to me, to us... But it has been offered... Now, with it offered, I don't see a way to pass on it... I'm sorry, we're just going to have to take this adventure and see where it leads..."
"Uh, golly, this is still a lot for me to think through so quickly!" I uttered, still floundering.
"Sure, Boo! I know I've had more time to think about this," said Tabitha. "But I know the kind of perverted and deviant porn you like, Boo... You're going to love hearing me tell you about my adventures getting blacked and cumming so much harder, deeper, and more frequently than *you* have *ever* made me cum! You're going to *LOVE* watching the videos of me being blacked into another galaxy of sexual pleasure! You're going to love licking up and swallowing my creampies in my cunt! You're *especially* going to love licking cum up out of my ass--the ass that *you* are never, ever going to get to fuck--even though *lots* of black studs will! It will be soooo incredibly arousing and satisfying for you! I'm even partly jealous of how much you're going to love it! Oh.... and let's be honest with each other while we're at it... You're even going to *LOVE* servicing and pleasing Black cock! Serving superior black cock will truly be a *THRILL* for you! Admit it, *all* of this is a turn on for you, isn't it?!? EVERY. LAST. BIT!"
"You're mostly right, Boo!" I replied, still not ready to let on to the whole truth. "Of course you're mostly right! The whole part about you going black is incredibly erotic! I have *long* had a fantasy about you getting massively fucked by giant black cocks again and again! And with me in the subordinate role of cleaning you. Yes! That part sounds *AMAZING* to me! But the part about me going submissive to black cock also, about me going bi, and me becoming a bi or gay beta cuck... Including even getting fucked in the ass?! Well, that's a lot to take in!"
"Oh, that's a load of bullsh*t!!" Tabitha said--surprising me with her determination. "I know the kind of perverted erotica you're into... I've been watching your Internet usage through spyware to find out, even though you think you've been hiding all your perversions from me! Sure--you don't have more than a couple of gay videos saved, but I can see that you enjoy reading the gay and bi stories where white guys become *SLAVES* even to BBC! I bet you would love some BBC for yourself!! I call bullsh*t!!"
"Uh..." I stammered, completely caught off guard. "Um... I don't know what to say... I mean, you have a lot of nerve spying on me!"



"Yeah, so sue me! But more important, it's true! Admit it, you pervert! I'm right, aren't I!?!" Tabitha practically screamed at me.
"Okay, okay..." I at last admitted. I had been outfoxed, outmaneuvered, and outgunned--totally out-debated--by my brilliant bombshell of a wife. "Fine! Yeah... Okay... it's true...Those gay and bi stories with BBC *are* hot! But fantasy is one thing-- and reality can be quite another! What do you think, Boo, do you *REALLY* think I'd enjoy big black cocks for real?! Do you *really* think I would enjoy servicing BBC?!"
"Yes, Boo, I *do* think you would like sucking BBC--and getting ass-fucked, to boot... I think the Club knows what they are talking about. Plus, we both know you have a feminine side... Yes, It seems *very* likely that you'll take to big black cocks like a fish to water... But I'll tell you what... Since it does seem that you going bi *might* be a secondary matter to the Club... I'll call Jack like he said we could and ask if it's required, okay? I'll call him right now! One sec!"
Tabitha picked up her cell phone and stepped just a few feet from me, for just a smidge of personal space. I could hear only her side of the conversation.
"Hi, Jack, it's uh, 'slut' Tabitha Rutherford... Sure, 'cunt' understands to speak in new ways... Cunt is happy to speak appropriately with you, Sir.... Yes, 'cunt and faggot' got your lovely invitation... Yes, cunt is *very* pleased and cunt and faggot are thinking it over like you said to, yes... Un-hunh... Oh, gosh... Thank you, cunt is sure it would be lovely to get your eleven-incher up inside cunt's pussy and ass! Yes, cunt is sure! Yes! Oh, gosh! Yes, cunt is calling with a question... Cunt and faggot are wondering, does the loser faggot have to service BBCs as well as part of this?? Is it absolutely required for cunt and faggot to move forward? Un-hunh... Oh, cunt sees... Uh-hunh... Oh... Uh-hunh... Cunt hears you... Oh... Okay... Uh-hunh... Oh, that makes sense to cunt... Oh, okay... Thanks for explaining to cunt... Oh, that does help... Yes, cunt will explain it to the faggot... Yes, thank you! I mean, yes, thank you *Sir*! Oh... Yes, cunt hopes to see you soon, Sir! Yes, cunt's already soaking wet for you to take her virginity, Sir! Cunt can hardly wait, Sir! Yes... Thank you, Sir! Bye-now!"
My little dicklet got even harder from listening to my wife prostrate herself obsequiously over the phone--and especially from her declaring herself ready to be "devirginized" by Master Jack! Wow! And I was supposed to be rimming him while it happened, to boot! Talk about sexy and deviant! Dang-- I certainly am a pervert from how turned on I was to all of this!
"Well you got into a new way of speaking quickly, Boo!" I remarked. "Now... What did he say?!" I queried, nervously.
"Okay, relax! I'll tell you!" Tabitha began. "He said that, no, it's not optional at all! You absolutely must suck BBCs at first... *But*. *But* there is a way to have less BBC involvement for you if ultimately you would like... *IF*. *If*. If you are not craving sucking *and* fucking BBC by the end of the audition month, you can stop there, even if I continue with the Club for another twelve months... However, if you do stop sucking BBC at the end of my audition period--and skip the ass-fucking--then we have to fully separate for a year... and you won't get to see any videos or be in touch with me in any way... A year of separation will have to be your 'payment' for declining to keep sucking and start fucking superior BBC... Unfortunately, if you stop sucking superior black cock during the audition month, then they kick us both out unless I divorce you--and you might have a very unhappy wife to answer to--if you still have a wife!"
"Wow!" I interjected, stunned. But what else was there for me to say? The BAC was very much in demand. They could set almost any rules they wanted. My wife had become totally captivated and made up her mind one-thousand percent as to what her needs are--and serving the BAC as a slut was now at the very top of her list.
I was taking this all in and doing my best to process it.
Tabitha continued. "Master Jack also said to tell you that he's bet a thousand dollars that you will be obsessed with sucking BBC within a week, and begging to be ass-fucked by three weeks in!"
"Wow! That's pretty intense stuff, Boo, isn't it?!" I said.
"Yeah!" Tabitha said. "It is intense... and sexy! I love the idea of us both going black together! It sounds like something that could bring us closer than ever, Boo! I'm excited! Just think-- if we go forward with this, and I like it as much as they are saying--which feels *INCREDIBLY* likely-- you probably won't even *EVER* have your little dick in me again! Ooooh! That's *really* hot to think of! I like that! *And* all kinds of black guys will get up into my ass--but no matter what, *YOU* never will get up in my ass! *And* when you get ass-fucked by BBC, your little dicklet will be just kind of like a clit! We'll be sort of the same!"
Pervert that I am, I enjoyed the humiliating notion that my wife was so ready to be done with my little white dick in favor of big black cocks.
The idea of *never* being inside Tabitha's fabulous pussy ever again stung, yes. However, losing her pussy to black cocks only was also my deepest, most intense sexual fantasy coming to life!
The idea that *I* would never, ever be in her ass while even black strangers could be--also so poignant and arousing!
And--further--the idea that my white "dicklet"--as Tabitha had just called it--would function more like a clit, mostly just for my own pleasure and not good for *ANYTHING* else... Wow! That was also stupendously sexy!
I briefly daydreamed about all this. "Hmm.. My little dick-- should I start thinking of it as a 'boi clit,' now?" I wondered.
And then as if to answer in the affirmative, I noticed that my 'clit' twitched up to the hardest it's ever been! And I even betrayed my excitement by groaning out loud, "Unnnggggh!!"
"What?! Honey, did you just groan in horniness?! Because that's what it sure sounded like!" Tabitha said, calling me out. "I think you're really turned on! It looks like you're really turned on! Look at how your pants are tented, for fucksake! And--OH MY GOD!--you've even got a wet spot now from your precum soaking through your underwear and pants! Just admit it, John! Admit it! You're horny as fuck for us *both* going black aren't you?!?!"
"Okay, okay, okay!" I finally relented and admitted it to myself and Tabitha. "YES!! YES!! You're right! Okay. You're right!! This *does* sound fabulous to me, too! Going black together--both becoming sluts for black cock-- and you going black only and maybe getting black bred... And it will be extra hot when Craig and Maurice get to use you--and then me... *ALL* of it sounds amazing!!"
I loved the *entire* plan, to be honest. And now that we had been talking about it for a while, and I had fully taken stock, I was finally able to admit it to myself and to my beloved wife.
I was finally able to admit that I was *completely* and *totally* turned on to the idea that Tabitha and I were going to become big black cock sluts together, in parallel. Yes, I *loved* it! It truly sounded fantastic, stupendous for us both!
I could even see how besides the sexual fulfillment being astronomical, both being blacked would bring us closer together. We bond yet further as we would compare notes, tips, and favorite experiences about servicing big black cocks!
Yes, I started to feel certain. Tabitha was right. We *would* become closer than ever--and *both* be more sexually fulfilled than ever!
That Tabitha might well get black bred and humiliate me by having a black baby and telling everyone how-- that was especially poignant!
So was the idea that I would get addicted to sucking and fucking black cocks myself. I was starting to realize how strong--if buried--a fantasy that my servicing big black cocks had been for me!
Tabitha chortled in response to my groaning and agreement. "Haa! Haaa! I *knew* you would come around to my way of thinking, Boo! I'm so happy! Yay!"
Then she added, "I guess we better get you used to less intimacy... Why don't you enjoy a teensy weensy celebratory kiss on the cheek, cucky?" And she leaned in and gave me the lightest little kiss I could remember. But it sure did thrill me!
And so it was decided! I called Jack back straight away and let him know the exciting news!
"Hello, Master Jack!" I said. "It's faggot John... Yes, I'm calling for cunt and myself... Yes, cunt and faggot have talked it over... Yes, cunt and faggot have to decided to move forward! Yes, faggot would love for you to take his boi pussy virginity, Sir! That would be great! Yes, I understand that I will have to wait for the privilege of BBC in my 'boi pussy.' I understand, Sir! Yes... Of course... Of course you may speak with 'cunt'... Here is cunt, Sir..."
I passed the phone and heard Tabitha say very little. "Uh-hunh... Yes, Sir... Oh, that is very kind to cunt and faggot, Sir... Thank you! Okay... Cunt and faggot will see you soon, Sir! Bye-bye!"
Tabitha was so happy and grateful. "You know, Boo, now that we have committed, Master Jack said we can cum, so long as we don't touch each other... Would you like to beat off while I tease and taunt you? I bet you would *LOVE* to beat off while I tell you how much I'm looking forward to getting my pussy ruined for white dicklets! Would you like to beat off and cum while I talk about how excited I am to go *permanently* black-only? Shall I tell you more about how thrilled I am that before long white dicklets will barely be noticeable to me even if I did deign to fuck any! Just think about how your gorgeous wife here is going to give up her pussy and ass to *any* BBC--even strangers--but you and every white guy are going to get *nothing*! Nothing! YESSSS! I'm going to go black-only STARTING IMMMEEEDDDIIIAATTEEELLLLLLYYY!! And I'm going to *BEG* to be black bred, too, of course! I'm going to start begging soon, I can feel it!"
"Oh, yessss!! Pleeeeease!!!" I replied.
"Yyyesss?!?! Yes, you *WANT* me to go black black only-- don't you?!?! You *WANT* me to *BEG* to be black bred, don't you?!?!" Tabitha responded, sexily.
"YYYESSSS!!! You're *RIGGGHHTTT*!! ALLLL of IT!! PLEEEEEAAASEE go black only right away!! Please beg to be black bred soon!! PLEEEAASEE!!!" I shouted back to her.
I also yanked my pants and underwear straight off, and we continued to banter about how badly I wanted to see Tabitha go completely black and get bred--and how ready and excited she was for it as well! Back and forth.
Within only a few minutes, I masturbated to the biggest cum yet in my whole life! "Ohhh!! FUCCKKKK!!! YEEESSSS!!! YESSS!!! YEESSSSSS!!! UUUNNNGGGGHHHHH!!!!"
Tabitha, I then noticed as I was recuperating, had a hand jammed down her pants. My gorgeous bride wasn't long behind me in cumming. "Yessssss!! Oooooohh!! FUCKKKK!!! Yeessssssss!!! Black cock is going to be so *AMAAAAZZIIINNGGGG*!! Yes!! Yyyesss!!! YESSSS!!! Arrrghhhhh!!! Arrrgghhhhhh!!!!" she bellowed, louder than I could ever remember having heard her--then concluding with a quieter "fuck, that was good!"
The stage was set for our new life, as "twin" sluts for superior black cock!
One day, I daydreamed, would our Black Masters do us together side by side? Would they sometimes even be generous and allow us to play with each other's 'clits' as we each got fucked? Gosh, I sure hoped so! I *loved* the idea of having a black cock pounding my wife right next to me, another black cock down my throat or in my ass, and my wife playing with my 'boi clit' lazily, as the lowest priority item! In my daydream, my wife would quickly get consumed with the black cock she was receiving, and soon abandon my 'boi clit.' I'd be left to finish myself off.
God, I was looking forward to our initiation--and beyond!
Would you like to hear more?
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WARNING: This story might be free-standing--or it could become the start of a series spanning a variety themes. (I'm not committing yet.) For at least this chapter, my suggestion is NOT to read it unless you enjoy cuckolding themes, and especially interracial cuckolding.
As always, negative comments will be deleted. If you can do better, write your own story, and invite me to read it in a comment--I'll be glad!
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*All Characters are eighteen or over!*
----------------------
It was the spring of senior year of high school. My girlfriend and I were each barely eighteen--along with most of our pals (and *everyone* in this story is 18 or older).
After my spending nearly all of high school trying to get her to fuck me, Emily had finally relented a couple of months ago, and the past two months had been like heaven on earth for me.
Continually fucking an adorable teenage girl whom I loved--while having no other responsibilities to speak of (besides minimal schoolwork). What could be better?
Emily was (and years later, still is) an incredibly sexy girl in her own way. She wasn't model gorgeous. Far from it. She was cute and what I would call "cute sexy."
Emily has a cute face, and a sweet, quiet disposition. She's highly intelligent, empathetic, and great company--important for her sex appeal.
Physically, my girlfriend was very attractive. She was 5'6" and measured 34-24-35. While curvy, Em was also thin, with just enough cushion in all the right places. She had a really delicious, pert little ass. Her C-cup boobs rode firm and high and looked generous on her thin frame. Her long dirty-blonde hair was pretty though not exceptional. Her gray-blue eyes sparkled and suited her cute features and pale skin.
As a total package--which is what counts of course--Emily was *very* sexy--in a quiet, nerdy, bookish way, which suited me just fine.
There wasn't a guy in our school who wouldn't have been happy to date or fuck Emily, even though she was not one of the "popular" girls. It was Emily's cute looks, pert curves, and personality all wrapped together that made her desirable.
And I, Rob, was lucky enough to be her boyfriend. Not that I'm some slouch. I'm good looking and have brains and a nice personality myself. But I still felt lucky.
The one area--perhaps the only one--where I felt insecure was that I knew my dick was (and is) average, or maybe even a little below average if I'm honest. My little white dick is five inches, so not horribly embarrassing. But I knew it wasn't big.
Still, Emily seemed to really enjoy sex with me. We were each other's "first" for most things sexual--although I could tell without asking that Emily did a bunch of kissing before me because of how aggressive she was the first time we made out. (Maybe she even did more before me but had been sly rather than admit to it? I couldn't rule it out!) I could tell from her sounds and movements when Emily had an orgasm, and I was thrilled to see that she came every time we made love.
Life was good!
Then, one afternoon during spring break, right after making love in the basement "bonus" room of her family's home, we were lazing around. We were in our underwear, as was our habit after making love.
Emily started a conversation that turned surprising.
"Rob," she began. "That was really nice! Again! As usual! I love you, Rob!"
"Aw, thanks, Em! It was great for me, too! I love you, too, you know!"
"I do!" she added.
And we cuddled for a bit quietly.
"Say, Rob." Emily said, starting to re-open and advance the conversation.
"Yeah?"
"I've been thinking about something, and I guess this is as good a time as any to tell you."
"Unh? What's up?"
"Well, you know how we're only about another four more months until we're off to college."
"Yeah, I know. I wish we weren't going to be so far apart." In August we were to head off to different elite West Coast schools. I was crestfallen that we didn't get into the exact same ones.
"Aw, it'll be okay, Rob. We'll get through it," Emily said.
I had my doubts as to whether "through" would include together, and because I was wildly in love with my first sweetheart, I was thoroughly ambivalent about imminently starting college apart.
"Yeah, I'm sure we'll find a way..." I said. I tried to sound optimistic, as I knew Emily preferred. "So what's up?"
"Well, I've decided that I'd like to get some more 'experience' before we go away," my girlfriend said, as matter-of-factly as one could imagine. Deadpan, I suppose one could say.
But there was only one way to interpret the words "get some more experience." It meant Emily wanted to get some more *sexual* experience, I was sure. What else could it possibly mean, said with no explanation?
"Oh," I said flatly.
"Yeah... I mean I love you and all, and I'm so glad that we 'lost it' together and everything, and it's not like I want to break up... I just think it's wiser to get some more experiences now, among the safety of all our high school classmates, before we head off into the big world," she said.
"Oh, wow! Really? I mean... I thought we were going to keep our thing going when we went off to school... Our schools aren't *that* far apart!" I protested.
"Well... We'll see! I mean, the 'college experience' is a little different from staying faithful across hundreds of miles, don't you think?" she said.
Emily is a very lusty person, and she was revealing that she did not want to keep her lust in a bottle for a far-away boyfriend only.
"Oh. I guess I had a different idea," I admitted.
"I'm sorry," she said. "We'll see. Maybe we'll feel differently when we get there... Don't worry about it now!" Emily didn't like it when I worried about the future.
"Unh. I hear you, Em. It's not as easy for me, but I hear you!"
"So... As I was saying, I want to have some more experiences with the safety of our classmates who we know so well..."
"Oh, you want to screw other guys!" I said.
"Well, do you have to be that blunt about it?"
"Uh, what did you honestly expect?" I said, with some obvious bitterness.
"Well, I don't know... I thought maybe it would turn you on if your girlfriend here became a little bit of a slut... Is it possible it would excite you?" Emily asked, as she started to nibble my ear and lightly tease my boxer-covered little dick. That combo always got me fired up, and Emily soon distracted me from my initial annoyance at her. It took her maybe two minutes. If that.
As she continued to nibble my ear and tease my dick, my girlfriend added in some kisses to my neck. It was near euphoria for me--as always. My irritation was quickly overwhelmed by pleasure and arousal.
Once Emily could see she had me in a happy place, she resumed talking to me about her plan. This time in a whisper.
"Boo," she said, leading with the nickname that we each used for the other. "I have a feeling this will really excite you to see me become a slut... I think you'll actually love it... I think you'll love it if I go out and get laid and come home and tell you about it... Or--we could even play around as a couple, and you can have new lovers attend to you, too, as you watch me... Or... Or maybe because you are so incredibly loyal and don't want any other girls for yourself... Maybe because you're so in love with me and me alone... Maybe what you would like best is to *watch* me... Yes, I think you really would love to watch me get fucked by some other guys, Rob... I think you would love to watch me fuck some of your friends... Maybe some strangers, too, Rob... Wouldn't you?"
Oh, my god! How did my girlfriend guess?! I actually *did* have the fantasy of watching her get fucked-- Specifically, I would daydream and beat off to the idea of watching my adorable Emily fucking big dicks, much bigger dicks than mine--and especially huge black dicks!
I wondered if Emily knew somehow? Did she know that I *loved* the idea of watching her get fucked in ways that I could only dream of--by massive cocks, especially massive black cocks? Hmmm?
Or was my sexy girlfriend just guessing?
Then... I noticed. I took pause. I saw what she was doing.
Emily's hand had snuck inside my boxers and was now fully stroking my little dick... No, that's not quite right. More accurately, my adorable girlfriend's hand was now stroking my *iron hard* little dick.
Yup, I was rock hard from hearing her talk about getting laid by other guys! Golly, that surprised me that I reacted so obviously and eagerly for her.
I mean, a fantasy is one thing, but talking about it in reality with my Emily?
I was surprised that I got hard straight away! I would have thought I would react with more upset... But nope. That's not what my pecker was doing, at least!
Rather, my pecker was *HAPPY*! My little head realized faster than my big head... Emily's idea was *stupendously* erotic!
I loved the idea of my sexy little Emily fucking some other guys while I watched! All of them would be much better hung than me, at least in my mind! It was unbelievably erotic and arousing!
"Hmm..." I said, eventually remembering that my sexy girlfriend had asked me a question. "Maaaaybe... Maaaaybe I would enjoy watching... Hmm..."
"I can feel your hardon, you know, Rob!"
"Yeah... I know! I'm still processing the fact that this seems to turn me on, however!"
"Oh, I'm not 'processing,' though, Boo! I'm not surprised in the least!" Emily said, "With all the porn you've been watching when we're apart... All the erotica you've been reading... I stole some of the 'Penthouse Letters' from your room... Many of those letters are cuckolding... I bet you'd love to be my little cucky!"
I let out an involuntary groan that gave me away, as I shuddered and oozed precum into Emily's hand. "Unnngggghhhhh!"
"Yup! You couldn't even stifle a shudder and groan just now! You're going to love seeing me get laid!"
"Okay, okay! I suppose you're right!" I admitted. "Sure... You're right! It does sound really hot and sexy to me! Fine. You got my number..."
I wasn't ready to give up that it was *my* fantasy also-- not yet anyway! I still wanted Emily to think that it was just her fantasy that happened to turn me on.
I decided to turn the tables back to my girlfriend, if nicely: "Now, you tell me, Em... Knowing you... you already have a plan all worked out, I bet, don't you? You probably know exactly how you want to approach this, don't you?"
Emily was (and is) a very bright and capable person. If she wanted to do something, she was going to sort out how to do it.
"Well, Boo," Emily said, "you're not wrong! I *do* have the beginnings of a plan!"
"So..." I said, with a sweet smile and some warm caresses. "Are you going to tell me, or torture me?" I was getting more playful. I was beginning to accept the inevitable, and my own excitement was building.
I held my breath. I prayed that Emily would mention really hung guys. I prayed that she would bring up getting laid by big cocks--cocks much bigger than my little penis. I prayed especially that she would mention black guys and their massive big black cocks.
"Well... Are you sure you're ready to hear how I'd like to start my adventures in *fucking*, Boo?" Emily said.
Using the f-word was something new for her. Emily was normally much more demure.
"Wow! The f-word! Emily--what's gotten into you?" I called her out, but sweetly.
"Well... I figure let's be real about it... My boyfriend--*you* are for 'making love'.... Whereas... Whereas, having sex with other guys--don't you think it's more appropriate for me to call it 'fucking'? Do you like that?" Emily nibbled my ear and stroked my dick some more, maintaining my enthusiasm physically as well as psychically.
She continued.
"I *bet* you like that, Boo! I bet it turns you on to hear me talk about getting 'fucked,' doesn't it, my love?" Emily asked, breathily and smiling. "Isn't it a huge turn on to hear that your sweet, not-long-ago-virginal girlfriend wants to get 'fucked' by some more guys, by a variety? I bet it is!"
"Ungggh! Yes! YESSS!! Yesss!! Yes, it *is* a turn on, Boo!" I exclaimed. The combination of Emily verbally teasing me with her sensuous touch caused me to blurt and begin to reveal the depth of my enthusiasm.
I went on. "It's immensely sexy to think about you getting 'fucked'! But tell me--who are going to be the lucky guys?! *PLEASE* tell me! *Who* is going to get to fuck you?!"
I pleaded with my sexy girlfriend to tell me more.
"Well-- I haven't planned it all out, to be honest," Emily said. "Not all of it."
"Yeah... I *doubt* that's true!" I replied, teasing but with a smile. "But go ahead--what *do* you have planned?"
"Well... How about I tell you how I'm thinking about this, to start with?"
"Uh... Okay. Sure..."
"Well... The first thing is to realize that once I've fucked a couple of guys besides you, our whole class will probably know and think I'm a slut... So there isn't much point in being constrained by any concerns about my reputation, unless I were going to fuck just one other guy... And that won't really do for me..."
"Yeah, okay. I hear you... My little sweet 'slut'! I can call you my 'slut' now, yes?"
"Yeah... okay, Rob... Fair enough! Yes, you can call me your 'slut.' Just don't wear it out!"
"Nah... Hah! That will be for all the new dicks to do-- wear you out!"
"Touché!" she said. "Cute." And Emily gave me a playful smirk and a light smack on the chest that together said, "Don't push it, buddy!" I made a mental note.
"Okay... Go on... Tell me more," I prodded.
"And then... Don't take this the wrong way... But I have to think about the various different experiences I want to have before going to college... And our classmates are ideal because almost all of them are nice people, don't you think?"
"Yeah... I guess so... Almost all... I'm not sure about Craig, though. He seems like a 'bad apple,' don't you think?"
"Well, maybe... We'll get to that, I guess... And then you agree that I can probably get any of the guys in our class to fuck me, don't you think? I mean, I'm hot enough--especially if I'm not looking for any strings... Don't you think any and all of the guys would be glad to fuck your girlfriend here, Boo? Hunh?" Emily asked--quite coyly.
"Oh, yes! DEFINITELY, Em! Any of them will be more than happy to fuck you! Even the guys with girlfriends would probably love to fuck you on the side if they could! I'm sure many of them would be willing even to pay for the privilege, should you so desire!"
"I'm talking about being a slut, Rob! Not a hooker!" Emily replied, with a giggle and a smile. I could tell she appreciated me "endorsing" how easy it would be for her to get laid.
"Ha! Yeah... Just teasing, Em!" I rejoindered, then added, "And so what types of experiences are you thinking you want to have, my love?"
"Well, Rob... Hmm... This is harder for me to talk about... I've been really torn as to whether I should say..."
"Em, you've come this far! I mean... Now you have me a little worried... But I don't think you can stop now... I mean... For good communication between us, don't you think you'd better keep going?"
"Sigh... I guess you're right... But remember, you insisted... Do you promise not to hold it against me?"
"Gee, Em. How bad is it going to be?"
"Are you going to promise or not, Boo?" Emily repeated.
"Yeah... Fine... Okay... I promise not to hold it against you," I finally declared.
"Very well then... There are really no good words for this, and I have a feeling this is going to sting, Boo... I'm sorry about that!"
"Uh, hunh!" I acknowledged. "Do get on with it!"
"Fine! Okay, Rob... Remember that you insisted....... I. Want. To. Fuck. Bigger. Dicks!"
Emily paused. I think she was hoping I would say something to end the conversation or so that she wouldn't have to explain anything more, but somehow I managed to bite my tongue. "God, I'd love to hear her elaborate on this!" I said to myself. And so--somewhat miraculously--I managed to be quiet.
After a long moment, Emily filled the awkward silence by speaking, just as I had hoped.
"Yes, Rob!" she went on, "I've heard bigger dicks can be more satisfying... Sometimes when you're fucking me, it occurs to me even, 'Golly, I wish Rob were *at least* a little bit bigger!' So naturally this is something I want to try."
"Go on," I said, quietly, as I could tell there was more to it.
"Rob, your little penis is lovely and all--and you do know how to use it well on me, thank you... Luckily, it is big enough to make me cum... But--honestly--it's just barely big enough... So I'm ready now for more... I'm ready for what would better be described as 'cock'... And I'm not just 'ready,' Rob... I really *need* to try cock... I've been craving it..."
"Oh, wow..." I said, quietly. "'Craving' cock, hunh?"
"Yes, my love... I'm sorry, yes. I'm craving cock and *need* it, even... Yes!" Emily said
I was quiet again.
Emily took a deep breath, sighed, and added, "You *do* know that what you have for a penis can't be called a 'cock'... Yes?"
Now Emily waited. She waited for me to answer her question.
"Sigh... I guess you're right, Boo... No, my dick isn't big enough to be called a 'cock.' You're right. I wish it were different--but it's not!"
"Good, Boo!" she replied. She looked visibly relieved that I agreed with her. "It's important for us to be honest with each other... Thank you for admitting that your penis isn't a cock!"
"Uh, you're welcome, I guess?" I said awkwardly.
"Boo," Emily resumed, "I know this isn't easy for any man. Even a loving guy like you! For a guy to hear, process, and accept that his girlfriend needs something more... It has to be very difficult... Thank you so much for being so understanding, Boo! I am really excited for good size cocks, Boo--and I'm so grateful that you seem to accept that!"
"It's okay, Em. I had a feeling... It is what it is... I appreciate your being honest, I guess..."
I did feel a sharp twinge. But it wasn't just pain. No, it was pain and excitement--both at the same time!
I certainly didn't love feeling inferior to bigger dicks--or 'cocks,' I should say. Far from it.
But the idea of seeing Emily having bigger, better, longer orgasms thanks to much bigger penises than mine--including, hopefully, some huge black penises--well, that was just sublime!
The idea of Emily getting fucked by big cocks--especially big BLACK cocks--turned me on no end!
As I mentioned before-- I had already been fantasizing about this. I had been fantasizing about it a lot! In fact, it was my favorite 'beat off' fantasy, by far, to visualize Emily getting fucked by a big black cock, like from porn.
I also loved that my girlfriend was becoming vocal about sex. That was new for her! And as a highly verbal person myself, I found her talkativeness about her wants and needs to be incredibly exciting. It was a huge turn-on to hear Emily talk about needing cock!
"Aw, Boo! I see your pecker doesn't mind hearing about the 'bigger fellas'! I'm so glad! Your little pecker twitched even harder in my hand as I thanked you just now for accepting my need for ample-sized cocks! Yayyyy!! I'm so, sooo happy!"
And Emily leaned in and gave me a very loving french kiss and a big hug.
"I guess I'm excited for you, Em!"
I was still holding back from admitting the extent of my fantasy to her.
"I'm really so excited about all this, Rob! Come... feel my pussy... feel how horny, hot, and wet I am from just talking about all this!"
Emily moved my free hand over to her panty-coverd pussy, the hand that wasn't holding her shoulders close.
Immediately, my fingers and palm were soaked--even through her panties. My girlfriend's pussy was running like a hot tropical spring! Her crotch felt like the inside of a warm soufflé! I had never found Emily to be so hot and wet before. Not ever.



Emily's pussy smell also surged in the room--as did her pheromones. (I could swear I could smell her pheromones!) My girlfriend's nipples stood out like pencil erasers poking at her thin t-shirt, and her face was flushed.
Emily was more aroused than I had ever, ever seen her! And we had been together a lot.
I felt a twinge of insecurity. My sexy love, my beloved girlfriend, she was hornier for the *idea* of fucking bigger dicks--fucking 'cocks'--than she seemed ever to get for me, her loving boyfriend!
Ouch! The extent of Emily's arousal stung! It was quite humiliating that she was so turned on from just talking about getting fucked by cocks! And--let's be real about this, too--the situation was also stupendously arousing to *me*!
"Wow, Em!" I said. "You're gushing! You're so aroused! I've never seen you so aroused even! FUCK!! You're really eager for this adventure. Fuck!"
"I know! It's true, Rob!" my girlfriend replied. "I'm really excited for it. It really helps that you're turned on to it, too. But yeah-- I'm soooo excited!"
There was a pause in the conversation. But we seemed to be feeling close, so I went in for some kissing. Happily, it was warmly received. Emily and I made out for a few minutes as we each leisurely caressed each other's privates. We both knew we needed to talk more, so we kept it to light fingering, each of us.
Emily broke the silence. "By the way, Rob... I may be gushing--but so is your little pecker! I don't think I've ever seen you flow so much precum while making out! This really excites you immensely, too, doesn't it? You're as turned on as I am, aren't you? You want me to become a slut for big cocks, hunh?!!"
I said nothing, but I'm sure I blushed at being called out and with my lack of an immediate and convincing denial, Emily knew she had my "number."
My girlfriend continued to call out my extreme level of arousal. "You're *ESPECIALLY* going to get off on watching me get fucked by big cocks, aren't you?!! You're not just 'happy for me'--you're 'happy for *YOU*!! WOW!! How fortunate!! You're excited for yourself to watch me with cocks! I know you! I can tell! You're *really* into this!! Don't pretend otherwise!"
"You got me!" I admitted. Once Emily has read me, it's useless ever to pretend she's wrong.
I realized that there was no option left but to come clean, to open up to my love about the extent of my feelings and fantasies. It was time. And, besides, my brave and loving girlfriend deserved the honesty.
"You're right, Em. You put it together... It is hard for me to say, but you're *totally* right! I'm not just happy for you. Watching you get fucked by big cocks--and hopefully REALLY big cocks--will be a dream come true for me also... I am *hugely* excited not just for you but for *me*!! Yup! I'm over the moon excited... It's long been a fantasy of mine to watch you get fucked by dicks much bigger than mine--by 'cocks,' as you're calling them!"
"Really?!" asked Emily to double check, with the happiest smile on her face.
"Really! I never would have been brave enough to bring it up first, but it's true... You picked up on it correctly! The idea of you fucking guys with much larger penises is a huge turn on for me. Always has been! The bigger the better! I know I'm not the best hung guy in the world-- and I love you... I'd love to see you have the best sex the world has to offer, my love! And I have the same exact intuition as you--that you're really going to love getting fucked by cocks. You're going to love it a lot, I bet!"
I slyly had not mentioned *black* cocks, specifically, yet. I had thought fast, and I very much was hoping that Emily would bring them up before I did. It would be sexier by far if Emily were the one to bring up going black!
"Aw!!" Emily responded to my confessions--so far as they went. "You are the sweetest boyfriend, Boo! I love you so much!!"
She paused and then added, "And I'll always love your little dick, too, Boo! It will forever have a special place in my heart!"
What neither one of us was so brave as to discuss: Would Emily still fuck me once she got used to fucking ample-size cocks? I was scared to ask. She didn't want to predict, either, I'm sure. And--after all--who really yet knew?
Emily gave me a really big smooch, and we savored another sweet moment together. We cuddled and made out some more, and took another break from the conversation.
When we came up for air, I had more on my mind and said so. "Okay, Em... I know you, though..." I said, " And I can tell that's not the whole story just yet, is it? You have more of your plan formed, don't you?"
"Yeah... Fair enough, my love... You're right, Rob... There's more... So big dicks--'cocks'--is definitely a thing... and I'll even admit, maybe big 'cocks' are even the most important thing that I'm looking forward to... but so are different situations, different relationships that I would like there to be between me and my new sex partners..."
"What do you mean, Em? I'm not sure I follow..."
"What I mean, Boo, is that I think it will be hot to fuck a mix of guys who are your or my friends--because that will bring more emotion for us both--and guys who are not, because that will be poignant in a different way! That's one thing... For example, think how hot it will be if... Oh... Ahem... I mean *when*... I fuck your best friend, Alex..."
"Wow, Em! I bet Alex would love to fuck you... I won't lie... He's even told me a couple of times that he would love to... Even though he has a girlfriend!"
"Yeah, Rob... I figured Alex would fuck me anyway... That's how guys are about their friends' girls... They always want a 'taste'!"
"Shit!! That will be hot, Em!!"
"I totally agree, Boo! Alex and I have good chemistry... I think it will be really fun to fuck him... I heard he has a nice size cock, to boot!"
"Yeah... I saw it a couple of times at summer camp a few years ago... Alex *is* hung... Ooh, you guys will be *hot* together!"
"Oh, wow! Thanks for confirming, Rob! And... And I'm so glad that you want me to fuck your best friend! That will make it hotter for all of us! Yay!!"
"Yeah... I guess I'm a pervert, Em!" I admitted. "As I do think it will be immensely sexy to watch Alex and you fucking!"
"I'm so glad Rob!" my girlfriend responded. "You know, I was thinking he might be nice to have as a regular lover..."
"Uh... but what about Brenda?" Brenda was my best friend's girlfriend.
"Oh, I think Brenda has her sights on another guy," Emily said. "Alex may not have figured it out yet... And you can't tell him!"
"Shit? Really! He really loves her!"
"I know!" said Emily. "So it's a good thing your girlfriend here has *decided* to be a source of comfort, eh?!" she added with a big smile and a wink.
"Shit, Em! I hope Alex doesn't want to fuck you all the time! I mean... *I* still want to fuck you as my girlfriend, too!"
"Don't worry, little guy! I'm not interested in Alex to replace you... Maybe just to fuck once a week or so, is all!"
"Shiiit! That would be hot!! And I get to watch?! Really?!"
"Well... I'm thinking *most* of the time, you can watch. I might like some private time with Alex, too!" my girlfriend confessed.
"Fine! I guess I can understand. Fine!" I betrayed some annoyance---without fully becoming a downer in our conversation. I was too turned on to become all that hung up on details, at this point. Still, Emily decided to pivot.
"Come, lover... Come kiss me some more!" And Emily pulled me towards her for another break in the conversation.
This time, my delightful girlfriend made out with me even more lustily. I think getting so specific about cuckolding me--and with my added buy-in--really turned Emily on. It turned me on, too, for sure! I was very enthusiastic to see Alex's big cock get up inside her. I knew it would be incredibly sexy to watch. I knew it would be sublime for me to see her pleasure my best friend--and for him to pleasure her quite thoroughly, too.
I got incredibly horny at this juncture and tried to maneuver my body onto and my little shaft up into Emily. I had yanked my boxers off and was on my way to pulling off her panties. However, my sexy girlfriend made it clear that she didn't want to make love right then. She pulled back and gave me a gentle, little push.
"You don't want to do it now, hunh?" I asked.
"Well... I won't pretend it wouldn't be 'nice,' Boo... I'm sure it would be very nice... But I think we have more to talk about..."
I slid my boxers back on. I didn't feel like having my little dick exposed with my boxers off while we were chatting.
"Oh? What else do you want me to know, Boo?"
"Yeah... A good number of things, Rob... To be honest, I want to make sure you hear all the key features now... You know I'm a quiet girl, and this isn't easy for me to talk about so much... So I want to get it done with!"
"I understand, Em... Sure... Okay... You were talking about different 'relationships' of who you are planning on fucking... Go ahead... What else?
"Thank you for asking, my sweet!" Emily said, playfully, before getting back to the details. "Well... I'll probably fuck some guys to whom you are indifferent... But that might be more to do with their cock size or their athletic bodies, or a combination... We talked about that...."
"Yeah..."
"But then the other thing..." Emily continued. "It will also be hot to fuck your two rivals who have been pining for me for years, Joseph and Victor.... They've managed to become good friends of mine even though they're not friends of yours... And while they're not good looking, their crotches have a nice bulge, both of them... And because I like them a lot, they are on my list!"
"Wow, Em! You've really been thinking about all the angles, haven't you? Shiiit! You know those two dorks really annoy me! You're going to ask me to tolerate you fucking them, even? Really?!"
"Yes, my love... I'm not exactly *asking* you, to be clear... Um, the way I've thought this through is that I'm *informing* you. To be clear, I am *going* to fuck them... I want to be generous to them--and I have decided, that I will be fucking them... Unless one of them refuses me--which doesn't seem very likely, does it?!"
"Oh, wow!" I said, and I left it at that as I digested this new, more brazen, much more assertive version of my girlfriend that was continuing to emerge. "Where had this young woman been hiding?" I wondered!
Emily was either assuming that I was too in love and in lust with her to do anything other than go along--or she was prepared for the possibility that I might break up with her and was determined to be a slut anyway.
My intuition told me that she was determined to be a slut *and also* assumed I was too in love to do other than go along.
"Did I want to challenge Emily much?" I asked myself. The answer was, "Nope! I'm excited! I think I'm actually going to really like being her cuck! Phew!! Thank God!!"
I was lost in my own thoughts for a few more moments. I pondered how I was going to cope with my young love fucking these two guys who annoyed me. I didn't have an answer yet, but my gut told me that I would find a way.
Then, I realized, my love had resumed talking, further explaining.
"Yes... Joseph and Victor have both been super kind to me, and if I'm going to be a slut, I think the least I can do is spread my legs for them also! And besides, I am pretty sure they are both virgins. I think they'll be very grateful if I take their virginity before they start college, don't you?"
"Un-hunh," I said, still stunned as to the extent of control Emily was asserting in our relationship.
"Wow, I'm really going to be a beta cuck now, hunh?" I thought to myself. Then my mind realized, "Fuck!! I'm actually *immensely* turned on to the idea of being my hot girlfriend's beta cuck! Shiiiit!! This should be *EXCELLENT*!"
Emily was prattling on, I suppose a little tentative still in her new dominant role, and not yet used to asserting control. "To be kindest, Boo, I should probably fuck them a few times each, to give them a chance to get halfway decent at it-- I bet they each cum in thirty seconds the first time, don't you? Oh... and another plus... I think you and I will both get off on you feeling humiliated by my fucking them-- especially if they make me cum better than you do! That would *really* sting for you and be sensuous--at least for me. Don't you think so?"
"Ooooph!! That's cutting! I wouldn't have thought of all of that, Emily!" I said, slightly exaggerating in order to encourage her. "Wow!! You *are* being creative about this! You've been thinking about this for a while, eh? Seems like you really want to make me your 'beta cuck,' hunh?"
Yes, I said the words out loud: "beta cuck." I told Emily that's what I was becoming. The words were now in the air between us.
"Yeah... I'm not going to lie... This *has* been on my mind for a while... I'm sorry, Boo! Please don't feel hurt! And... Yeah, I've read that term, too! You're right! I *do* want you to be my 'beta cuck.' That's exactly right! Not only that, I *expect* you will be... In fact, I *know* you will be! You'll be my very *happy* little-dicked beta cuck, I am sure!"
"Well, I guess I'll always have that I got 'there' first!" I said, with a quick gentle little pat on her panty-covered pussy. I withdrew my hand before finding out if Emily would have allowed me to leave it there.
"Yes, you'll always have that, Rob! *WE* will always have that together!" Emily replied, and she leaned in and gave me another loving wet kiss and hug.
"Okay... Em, tell me the rest of it already!"
"Okay, Rob... And I'll also be sleeping with a mix of different looking guys--and especially different races... Variety in this is important to me... Not least of all because the Black guys have the biggest cocks... For example, I know you don't like Craig, but he's supposed to have the biggest cock in the whole school... We're supposed to refer to it as a 'BBC" of course! And Craig's BBC is supposedly eleven-inches and thick!"
"Wow! Em, are you going to be able to handle that?" I asked matter-of-factly. Meanwhile, my inner voice was shouting: "YESSS!!! Yesss!!! YESSSS!!!! She *FINALLY* revealed she's going to fuck BBC!! Oh, thank fucking God!! My adorable Emily is going to go black!!! YESSSS!!!"
"Well... Honestly, probably not a good idea for me to fuck Craig first!" Emily admitted. "I'll have to 'work my way up' to fucking him!"
"Okay... and you're still not done telling me your plans, are you?"
"The other two things--I guess I'll spit them out-- are to fuck bareback instead of using a condom like I do with you... And to have at least one gangbang-- and maybe more, if I like the first one!"
"Wow! You're going to fuck bareback even though you haven't with me?!"
After hearing about all the guys, the gangbang mention didn't phase me much--but fucking other guys bareback did. I kept hoping over the weeks that Emily would let me make love to her without a condom, but she hadn't yet. Not even during her period.
"Well, to be honest, Boo... The black guys only fuck bare... So, yeah... For the black guys, and *only* for the black guys, I'm going to fuck bare. Yup."
"Wait... You're going to fuck them bareback, the black guys... but you're not going to add that to the menu for me, your loving boyfriend... because I'm 'just' a white guy? Is that what you're saying?!"
"Well, Boo... I've been thinking about it, and actually it's another one of those things that my intuition tells me will simply be hot for us both... with you about to be my beta cucky and all... It'll be lusty for me to know that there are some things I'm only going to do for the seriously alpha black studs... I have a hunch that you'll get off on it, too... Don't you think?"
"I don't know, Em... I guess maybe? I don't know..."
"Well, that's the plan! I'm pretty sure you'll at least love watching me get bareback fucked by huge black cocks! And I plan to do that a lot when I get there! Certainly, if I like it as much as I am guessing I will!"
"Aw, fuck! That's hot!! Shiiittt!" I exclaimed, betraying my ever mounting arousal and excitement. My enthusiasm had ratched up yet another level.
The assertive, slutty way that my previously shy Emily was explaining herself... The way that she was dictating her terms and *not* taking any input, *not* taking any pushback... It was a huge turn-on, and I couldn't hide it from my love.
"You're becoming such a sexy, assertive slut, Emily!!" I added. "You're going to go bareback with the black guys but not even with me, your loving boyfriend?!? Fuck--you're right! I got to hand it to you... You're absolutely right! That's intense! It's so *HUMILIATING* and partly because of that, it is even more massively erotic!!"
"Yeah! I know!! I totally agree! I'm so relieved to know that you now think so, too, Boo!"
"Oh, totally! You fucking slut!! You and this whole set of scenarios are stupendously, astoundingly hot and erotic!! It's going to be so amazing to watch you go black bareback especially!!"
"Yeah!! I think so, too, Rob!!"
"What are you going to do for birth control, Em, though with the black guys? I know you like to be well-protected."
"Well... That turns out not to be the easiest question, actually..."
"How so?"
"Well... condoms are out, as I said. All the black guys fuck bareback only... And it turns out that a diaphragm only works for the guys with nine-inch dicks or shorter... and while that's most of them, it isn't *ALL* of them... Our two black classmates who are bigger than nine inches will bump into a diaphragm a lot--that's Craig and Maurice--so much so that a diaphragm would take a lot of fun out of it for them, apparently!"
"Well, I guess I could see that!" I said. I didn't even ask Emily how she knew. She could only know from gossiping with the other girls, I figured.
"Yeah, me, too!" said Emily. "I could definitely see how they wouldn't want to constantly hit up against a barrier inside me. For sure!"
"So are you going to go on the pill or use an IUD?"
"Well, my doctor recommends against those for me for various reasons," my beautiful girlfriend explained.
"So... what?!? Wait a second!! Are you going to use the *rhythm* method only for the biggest cocks?!?" I queried.
"Well... Unfortunately, Rob, that seems like the right answer... I don't really have a choice, I think, if I want to get fucked by Craig and Maurice... And I *really* want to get fucked by Craig and Maurice!! I mean, what's the point of becoming a slut if I don't really go for it all the way, Boo?!"
My adorable girlfriend was quite committed to this path!
"Wow, Emily!! You could seriously end up black bred! Are you ready for that?!"
"Well, I don't know, my love... But it seems I'm willing to risk it..."
"And I know you don't believe in abortion--not for yourself anyway! You're willing to risk becoming a baby mama to a black baby at our age?!!"
"Yeah... I guess I am... I am just too deeply craving this experience, Boo!! I don't know how to explain it rationally! I'm sorry! I just really want to at least try out getting fucked by the biggest, blackest cocks among our classmates! I really badly want to fuck Maurice and Craig and see what it's about! Your girlfriend here is a slut inside, apparently! I'm sorry if this is a shock to you!"
"Well, you have always been pretty lusty... So I guess it isn't a total shock... And I guess I can't say I blame you... Those giant black cocks *are* fascinating! Even us straight guys wonder about touching or sucking on them ourselves sometimes, I can tell you!"
Emily leaned in again and gave me another big lusty smooch and a hug. "Aw, Boo! You're the best boyfriend!! You're *so* understanding! I really do love you!!" Emily paused and then added, pointedly: "You're really *very* horny to watch me, too, aren't you? You're excited to become my beta cuck, aren't you?!"



"Yeah, Em! It's true. I am over-the-top horny to watch you--and to become your beta cuck. YESS!! Just like you can tell from my little twig of a hardon! I think this is going to be VERY hot! I'm not too keen on you having a black baby--but hopefully that won't happen... But the *risk* of it is sooo very arousing!"
"I know!!!" Emily exclaimed. "I somehow feel the same way! I don't think that I consciously want a black baby--not at all. But somehow the risk of being black bred is super exciting! I can hardly wait! They call it 'black repo sex,' if it's unprotected when a girl is likely fertile. And, I'm sorry, but it sounds amaaaazing! You know how horny I get when I'm ovulating... I hope I can resist fucking black bareback when I'm ovulating... I can't say I'm sure that I'll be able to resist! Supposedly once you start fucking a black guy, if you're a white girl, many of them will make it a mission to knock you up... If our black classmates make it their mission to breed me, I don't know how good I'll be at fighting it!"
"Really? You think you might have *intentional* black 'repo' sex, Em? Really?!"
"Yeah! I have this weird feeling that I'm going to love the big black cocks and won't be able to help it... I'm not going to lie... I'm already thinking about what I would do with a baby while in college... or whether I could handle giving a baby up for adoption... I just don't know!"
"Wow! Dang! That's so arousing to hear! You're becoming such a fucking slut, Em!"
"I know! Talking about it with you, my love, it's making it more real... I'm realizing how incredibly slutty I truly feel! I'm realizing how horny I am to get fucked a lot, to get fucked by cocks and especially big black cocks!"
"Aw, shit, Em! You're so fucking sexy! Yesss! Unggggh!" I moaned in excitement as I oozed precum into my girlfriend's gently stroking fingers.
"Do you have to wait to go black? Do *we* have to wait, I should say?" I asked.
"Yeah... You remember my pal Melodie, who lives in San Diego now? She's ahead of me on this same journey at her own school and with some local college guys, too."
"Wow!" I interjected. "She'd be hot to watch, too! Shit, Em, is this some huge trend?!"
"I've heard that pretty white girls going black is a huge trend, Boo-- Yes! It's in videos that we young white women are sending each other. 'The Joys of Being a BBC Slut' is an immensely popular X-rated website for young women, as a matter of fact!" Emily revealed. "The popular girls in our class have started fucking big black cocked athletes at the local college--I'm surprised you haven't heard! And Melodie says she's working her way up to being a BBC slut along with all the pretty girls in her class... So it's definitely a trend at her school, too! Some more girls in our class are thinking about it, too, I happen to know! Brenda, for example, is planning to leave Alex for a alpha black guy she met at a college party a week ago!"
"Wow! I had no idea!"
"Yeah, it's not just you guys who are into porn, it turns out... It's teen women watching porn that got this all started!" Emily continued to explain. "Luckily, Melodie is ahead of me on the adventure... She's started fucking black guys, even! So, she's sharing wisdom with me from a few steps ahead, which is great! Melodie says it's very important to work your way up. A girl must start with some medium-large dicks first... In fact, I already know who I am going to fuck first!"
"Really?! *DO* tell!!"
"Hmm... I'm not sure if I should!" Emily teased.
"Pleeeeease!!" I begged.
"Hmmm..." Emily teased, as if she might actually tell me. Then she continued, "N-n-nope! That will not be revealed today, my love! Instead... Instead... He'll come over to your house tomorrow evening. Let's say 8pm. Your parents will still be away... And I'll fuck him in *YOUR* bed while you watch while tied to your desk chair! It will be a surprise! I'll come by at 7:30pm to say 'hi' first and get you all tied up and ready!"
"Unnngghhh!" I groaned.
"Yeah... hot, isn't it?!" Emily said with a big smile.
"Oh... So incredibly hot!!" I concurred. "Say... All this sex talk really has me revved up! Can we go again, now, Boo--now that you've shared the whole thing?!
"Well... Ordinarily I would say 'yes.' But I want to give my 'downstairs' a bit of a rest for tomorrow... and my new lover! And you need to save some strength, too! You're going to want to wank aplenty after you watch me get fucked tomorrow!"
"Wait... Did I hear you right? Did you say 'wank' *and* 'after'?!"
"Oh, yes... I can't have you distract my new lover and me by having your little dicklet out while we're fucking. You'll be clothed. You'll have to beat off after!"
"You mean you're going to make me wait until after and then you're not even going to 'do' me, too?"
"Oh... I'm sure I'll be too tired to do you, too, Boo!" Emily said. "And besides, it will be more poignant for you if you beat off instead of me making love to you next. But don't worry, I'll make love to you another day soon... I mean, I think... Unless, of course, I get too hooked on ample-size cocks and, uh, stop feeling like fucking your little penis, too!"
Somehow, Emily sensed that I was ready to be threatened with abstinence. She read me like a book.
"Unnnnggghhh! Yesss!!!!" I moaned. "That will be soooo sexy! Soooo amaaaazing, Emily!!"
"I know! And I'm so glad you can admit to us both that you agree! I'm so excited that you're also ready for me to be a slut, Boo!" my sexy girlfriend responded. "I can't tell you how relieved and happy I am that you are ready to see me be a slut for cock--and become my beta cuck!! Oh, Boo, I've never been so happy! And just think--the next penis to be in my slutty pussy is going to be someone else's! And it won't be some other little dick. No. It will be a COCK!"
And Emily gave me one last kiss before she got up and started getting dressed.
After she pulled her pants on, Emily decided to lean over and lightly stroke my rod a few more times out of kindness. It was through my boxers. She nibbled my ear a little and whispered into it: "Boo... You know what else? Maybe when I get fucked by Craig's eleven-incher eventually--and hopefully before long--I'll feel like *he* is really the one taking my virginity... rather than your little dicklet... Maybe a few weeks from now, I'll feel like your little dicklet was merely foreplay for big black cocks!"
"Unnngggghhhh!!" I groaned. I couldn't help myself.
"Say, Boo?" Emily asked. "Do you really need some relief, Boo?"
"Oh, so badly, Em!! Very much so!!"
"Hmmm... Okay... Then beg me."
"What?"
"You heard me... Beg me... If you beg me well enough, maybe I'll provide you some relief before you watch me get fucked tomorrow... But you better hurry up. I'm getting bored!"
"Okay! Okay!" I caught on. "PLEASE, Emily!! I beg you! Please provide me some release!"
"You want me to provide your little boi clit some release, is that it, Boo? You're going to have to beg me better! Beg me to give your 'little boi clit' some release... Beg me that, specifically!"
"Please, Boo! Please give my little boi clit some release, Boo! Yes, I'm begging you for my little boi clit! Please!"
"Oh... I guess that was good enough! I think you *are* going to be a good little beta cuck... I'll give you some release-- MAYBE!! I might BARELY touch you though, and we'll just have to see if it does the trick!"
Emily laid down next to me again. She stayed fully clothed and pushed me to the side so she could keep some space between our bodies.
My girlfriend resumed stroking my little penis... but as promised, she did it only lightly and only through my boxers. She resumed sexily nibbling on my ear to help me along.
After a few minutes, Emily could tell that while I was very close to cumming, I wasn't quite going over the edge. She made a decision then. A decision to be yet further generous.
Emily pulled off my boxers and started to give me a proper stroking. A stroking with full pressure on my shaft and occasional teasing of my cock head and balls. My precum provided more than enough lube.
After an hour of just talking, teasing, and making out, it felt beyond incredible to get this full and hearty handjob from my love. She always knew just how to touch me. I was over the moon.
As Emily kept up stroking me, and nibbling my ear, she finally decided to whisper to me, too. My sexy girlfriend leaned in and whispered the most exciting words I might have imagined. "I hope you're loving your handjob, Boo. Before long, handjobs might be the only thing you get from me--if that. I'll be too busy... I'm *certain*... fucking black. I'm going to fall in love with black cock, Boo, I can feel it... Black cock will occupy all my free time... Black cock will be like water and air for me... I'll crave it constantly... I'll get blacked all the time... I *am* going to end up fucking black *only*! I'll also be a three-hole slut for blacks! I'm sure I'll eventually be black-bred!"
That was it for me. Those warm, tight strokes of her hand; those little nibbles on the ear; and the idea that Emily could end up black-only, a three-hole slut for blacks, and eventually black-bred--it all sent me over the edge, and I had the largest orgasm of my life to date. "Oh, fuck!! Yesssss!!!! You'll be the hottest black-only slut!! You'll be so hot as a three-hole slut for blacks!! YESSS!!!! YYYYEESSSS!!! You'll be so sexy black-bred!! Yesss!! YESSSS!! Yessss!! Unnnngggghhhh!! Arrrggggghhhhhh!!! YYYEESSSSS!!!" I shouted, as I shook and shot my load.
My load was tremendous and coated my stomach and chest. Some of it even reached my neck and chin!
When my 'boi clit' finally stopped shooting, I shared my profound thanks with Emily. "Oh, thank you!! Thank you so much! Thank you for being so generous, my love!"
"You're welcome, cucky!" Emily replied, as she again got out of bed. "You're going to be a great cucky. You deserved that one last release before seeing me get *properly* fucked for the first time, tomorrow."
That stung and was also a turn-on to think about. Indeed, it seemed Emily would like big cocks so much better than mine that she would barely look back on our intercourse as even counting!
"You're clear you're not to touch your 'boi clit' again--other than to clean it--until after watching me get fucked tomorrow night. Right, Boo?"
"Yes, Ma'am!"
"Ooh! You can call me 'ma'am' once in a while--but not too much... You're still my boyfriend, cucky--at least for now! Got it?!"
"Yes, Boo. Got it. That's nice... Would you like me to return the favor now?" I offered, implying that I would use my hands or tongue to give my girlfriend a cum, since my 'boi clit' would need quite some time to recharge and could not for the moment be offered for sex.
"Nah. I'm good, cucky," Emily said, with extreme matter-of-factness that cut me to the quick. "I will tend to my own needs later. We're done now for the evening, Boo."
Emily gave me a quick kiss on the forehead; put on her shoes; climbed the stairs to exit; and left me with quite a lot to process.
"Boy, I'm definitely her beta now!" I said to myself. "Emily scarcely needs me sexually already!" Wow!
It took me a few minutes to gather myself. I then snuck out the back. I definitely wasn't ready to face anyone in her family in my newly demoted "beta cuck" condition.
What would tomorrow night bring, I wondered?
Who do *you* think Emily fucked the next night--as she got "fucked properly for the first time"?
Any ideas?
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WARNING: This is an interracial cuckolding story, with plenty of humiliation and ultimately perhaps gay cuckold behavior. If these themes make you squeamish in any way, then PLEASE do not read my story. Just skip it. For folks who enjoy interracial cuckolding with humiliation and perhaps gay cuckold behavior, I hope you do enjoy it. Let me know! Negative comments will be deleted.
WARNING TWO: Did you read the warning? Read the f*cking warning! Thank you!
-------------------------------------------------------------------------
I could have written this as the next (fifth) installment of "My Wife Starts Dating Black," but I thought you all would appreciate a free standing story. If you want more detail on the back story, feel free to read the four chapters of "My Wife Starts Dating Black"-- but you don't have to. I'll start with plenty of background for those who haven't read the prequels and don't care to.
My name is Jeff--and I'm far from the star of this story. I'm a more-or-less ordinary professional white guy, with many good qualities. Perhaps my main shortcoming is literally just that--a shortcoming. I have a thin little five-inch white twig of a dicklet, whereas my sexy blonde little wife, Emily, has been missing and craving the massive black cocks that she fucked a decade ago, roughly, throughout sophomore year of college.
I'll remind you also that Emily is a really adorable woman. Super cute. And I like cute. 5'6". Dirty blonde hair and blue-gray eyes. Pretty features. Very young looking even at thirty. Thin, but with a lovely flair to her hips, a cute ass, and generous c-cup breasts. I think her measurements are something like 32-25-35. Sexy. She didn't flaunt it, but if you knew Emily well, you figured it out.
Lucky for Emily--and me--I was turned on to the idea of her fucking black again, and she had just started to date Malcolm--a gorgeous, kind, thoughtful, black athlete stud, with a huge BBC. Emily had met Malcolm through her good friend, Ciara, having convinced Ciara to make the introduction when she heard about how Malcolm was a lonely widower who had just moved to our city.
It wasn't hard for Emily to secure my permission to pursue Malcolm, given my longstanding fantasy of seeing her go black again.
There had been some bumps in the road. For example, Malcolm dented Emily's trust in him by asking a "handjob honey" that he had sent to keep me company to fuck me instead of just beat me off... But that got sorted out-- because I had turned down the fuck, and then Malcolm promised he would never deceive Emily again, and she chose to believe him.
Emily also took huge comfort from the fact that I declined anything other than the handjob from the young woman, Megan, that Malcolm had sent to entertain me.
Now, I sat alone at home late at night--with Emily just having rushed out to go back to Malcolm to at last fuck him.
Yes, at last, after much discussion, a couple of dates, and plenty of foreplay, Emily was going to get black fucked again, after a ten-year hiatus.
And when Malcolm took her, it also meant that--at least for the duration of their dating--my wife was to be his alone, with me going completely pussy-, blowjob-, and handjob-free. I wasn't even to receive anything more than chaste kisses from my adorable Emily while she was going to be Malcolm's girlfriend. It was how he required it. But it also suited my wife's monogamous nature. She preferred them to be monogamous as well. And I accepted it as natural.
So I was home trying to distract myself and find some path to going to sleep. Luckily for me, it was very, very late, and I was quite tired. And Emily had done me the "solid" of providing me a fabulous and gratifying "talk job" just before she left: She talked dirty to me while I beat off, resulting in perhaps the best orgasm ever yet in my whole life.
I suppose it was a little pathetic to have my best orgasm ever from beating off while my wife merely talked with me--but if you think about the situation I'd allowed myself to get into, with my wife becoming a black man's monogamous girlfriend, I'm hoping you will instead be happy for me.
I'm not kidding about this, by the way. It's an absolute fact. I had my very best orgasm ever from beating off while my wife regaled me with how excited she was to get blacked by her new boyfriend!
I was revved up still, even though that had been my second orgasm of the night (the first was at the hands of Megan), and I beat off one more time before finally going to bed.
I slept just six fitful hours.
I tossed and turned as I visualized my dear Emily getting fucked to the nines. I visualized her screaming in pleasure from Malcolm's eleven-inch cock--more than twice my little dick's length, never mind volume. I visualized Malcolm's massive cock plunging in and out of Emily repeatedly, again and again, over and over, as their hands roamed all over one another and their tongues plunged in and out of each other's mouths as well.
I woke up to the loud noise that I had set my phone to emit for texts from my ever-so-beloved wife. "BEEP-BEEP!"
I floundered for my reading glasses for a moment and then read Emily's succinct message: "Having a great time. See you in a couple of days. Thanks for understanding. Love you!"
Holy fuck. Emily had decided to take it to another level.
I was flooded with emotions. Anxiety. Fear. Stress. And--I remarked--arousal.
That's right. My little dick got hard!
"Wow! That's really lucky!" I thought to myself. "Thank god! Thank god I'm incredibly turned on to my wife being blacked! Otherwise this would really suck!"
Truer thoughts had never been had by a fellow, eh? Can you imagine? Can you imagine the disaster for me if I were NOT incredibly turned on by my wife so enthusiastically cucking me with her new black adonis boyfriend?!?
No. It's almost inconceivable how bad it could have been!
As I was processing these thoughts, another "BEEP-BEEP!"
This time my phone read, "Getting so well-fucked by the way! Thank you so much!! Malcolm is an UNBELIEVABLE, incredible lover, Boo! Easily my best ever! I may never be able stop fucking him!"
I was conflicted. Part of me wanted to text back, "Oh, good! I'm so happy for you! I love you!" After all, I knew this could happen. I half expected it would.
Another part of me--a smaller part--was pissed off. But I thought that this smaller part would likely learn to live with things. It seemed to be a remarkably quiet inner voice, for sure.
It took all the self control I could muster to refrain from replying to my wife's texts. However, I knew I was a better husband if I left my dear Emily untroubled by any reply from me, and I was determined to help her enjoy her first time getting fucked by Malcolm as much as I possibly could.
So instead of messaging my sexy wife back, I busied myself about the house and distracted myself with fix-it projects.
Many hours later, in the early evening, "BEEP-BEEP!" again. This time my phone read. "Hey, Man. This is Malcolm. Thanks for lending me your Emily. She's so fine! What a woman! You're a lucky guy! Man, does she love my black pole! I'm going to send you how she sounds cumming on it... you gotta hear this! Keep in mind that this is just a tiny sample. She's loving it like this all the time, my man!"
Next, came the promised audio file. Of course I played it immediately. It began with Emily howling her little lungs out as she reveled in getting fucked by Malcolm. This is but the first highlight: "Oooohhh!! Fuck!! Again?? Oh, my God!! You're fucking me again??! Oh, fuck!! I love it!! Yesss!! Fuck me again!! Pleeeease!! Yes!! Fuck me again, Malcolm!! Yessss!! Yessss!! Fuck me, you god!! FUCK ME!! You're such a fucking God!! Fuck--fucking has NEVER been like this!! You fuck amaaaazing!! Awwww, fuckkkk!! Yesss!!! You're stretching me!! Aw fuck, you're stretching my fucking pussy!! Yesss!! Keep stretching me with your amazing fucking cock!! ..."
Then Emily moaned more quietly for a stretch. Maybe Malcolm was pounding her more slowly during this part? She moaned like this: "Fuuuh... Ooooh... Fuhhh... Oh, my... Fuhhh.... So fucking good... unhhh... unhhh... this feels AMAZING!"
And then a few minutes later, my wife was screaming her pleasure again: "Oh, my good, you're RUINING me!! You're ruining my fucking pussy!! YESSS!! RUIN MEEEE!! WRECK MEEEE!! Wreck my pussy for white dicks!! Yesss!! Ungggghhh!! Wreck my pussy for my HUSBAND!! WWRRRREECCCCKKKK MEEEE!!! Fuck!! AMAAAZZZIINNNNGGGG!!! Yesss!! YYYESSS!!! Yesss!!! Oh, you God!! NEVER!! NEHHH-VERRRR!! NEVER stop fucking me!! Fuccckkkk meeeee, you God, fucckkkk meeeeee!!! You're such a God!! Fuck me!! YYYEESSSSS!!! Yyessssss!! ARRRRRGGGHHHHH!!! YYYESSSSS!!!"
Then, after a long pause, "Oh, thank you Malcolm! Thank you so much!" This was followed by a few minutes of kissing noises and then an abrupt end.
That night, I beat off a couple of times as I listened to Emily's recording, over and over, and imagined Malcolm and my wife as intense long-term lovers! It was so hot to imagine that they were going to be involved for a long time! It was SCREAMINGLY hot to me! It was sublime! I knew he truly would be destroying her pussy for me and any smaller guy--totally demolishing it! And, boy, I thought that was fabulously *HOT*!!
I'm not sure why I thought it was so hot... I guess I truly am, deep down, some type of masochistic beta cuckold? Is that what it is? Is that what I am? I'm immensely turned on by my wife getting her pussy resized by a black adonis--so I must be a masochistic beta cuck. Right? So be it, I guess?
After a couple of cums from beating off to these thoughts, I was able to get relaxed enough to go to sleep.
I slept fitfully again, as I continually visualized Emily getting blacked from one orgasm to another, in multiple positions... and progressively getting her pussy stretched and spread--"ruined" and "wrecked," as she had been shouting.
The second morning, I went for a long hike to try to distract myself. I was out of cell phone range for almost the whole day. When I got back to the trailhead, I saw there was another text and a file. Somehow, I summoned the willpower not to access them until I got home. The drive was the longest twenty minutes of my life.
The text was another one from Malcolm. "Hey, Man! Emily and I hope you're doing okay. Sorry we haven't been in touch much! I'm not going to lie, Emily can't get enough of my BBC. She's insatiable! Dang--have you even been fucking her at *ALL*, I've been wondering? Shiiit--I guess she's really missed, Black! Well-- we wanted to do you a solid, so here's a video file for you. Oh, and Emily wants you to know she'll be a few more days, but she sends her love. Bye!"
The video was intense. They clearly used multiple cameras and then even edited it!
It began with a long sequence of Emily and Malcolm making out. They were lustily french-kissing for what seemed like hours. (When I eventually measured it, in reality it was sixteen minutes.)
Emily knows that I love Frenching, but she barely does it with me much anymore, so I found this incredibly erotic--and it made me jealous. Jealous as fuck! "Wow--she must be so turned on to Malcolm!" I said to myself.
Then, after them making out, the video segued to Malcolm eating Emily's cute little pussy. He seemed to have better technique than I had ever managed to master--and a longer, stronger tongue, to boot! Dang--that was cutting to see... and arousing, as well! Not only did this alpha stud best me with his cock, but he also bested me with his tongue and oral skills! Ouch!! Emily had a bigger orgasm than she ever did with me--just from Malcolm eating her out.
Then they went back to making out, and Emily had a second giant orgasm from Malcolm's large fingers playing around and inside her pussy. It would have been unbelievable if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. I noticed that Malcolm's fingers seemed nearly as big as my little twig of a dick. It was so humiliating!! And sexy!
"Golly, it's a good thing I find this so hot!" I said to myself. "It's *such* an incredible turn-on that my adorable wife is cumming better from this stud's fingers than from my little dick!! Phew!! Thank god this turns me on so much!!"
Four more days passed before Emily returned home, late in the evening.
Each of the days, I got one or two texts from Malcolm, as he continued using my wife's phone. He was always telling him how much fun they were having, how much Emily was enjoying his cock, and how he was loving her pussy.
Malcolm also told me he was starting to finger Emily's ass and put butt plugs in to get my wife ready to take his cock in her virgin ass. According to Malcolm, on day three my wife had promised him that he could take her backdoor virginity--the hole she'd been denying me, her rightful husband, all these years.
Reading that Malcolm was soon going to take Emily in the ass--her virgin ass--REALLY turned me on and got my pre-cum leaking!
I got numerous videos as well from them. In the videos, Emily seemed progressively more and more into Malcolm--as I guess anyone might expect.
On only the third day, Emily shouted out almost continuously about how Malcolm was permanently "ruining" and "wrecking" her for white dicks. It was so erotic to hear! Yes, it left open a small chance my wife might fuck me again one day--but it did not leaving me expecting that it would be pleasurable to her, that's for sure!
No, if Emily resumed fucking me, it would be as an act of charity only. That was humiliating to think about. And sexy to me as well!
In one of my favorite videos, Malcolm was fucking my delectable little wife missionary. She had her little arms and legs wrapped around him best she could. Her limbs looked like dainty toothpicks in comparison to the massive black athlete. They were frenching each other frequently. After just a few minutes Emily came loudly.
I watched the video over and over and typed this transcript of my favorite portion, from when my sexy sweet wife was shouting and cumming: "Yessss!!! Oh, fuck, Malcolm! Oh, fuck! You're stretching me so deep! You're stretching me so wide!! I loooove it!! I love your cock!! I love your fucking!! You are *AMAAAAZINGGG*!! Keep stretching me! Keep fucking me hard! Yesss!! You've wrecked me for little dicks! Yessss! Wreck my pussy some more!! Obliterate my little pussy, you fucking God! Demolish my pussy for my husband!!! Stretch me so I'll never be tight for Jeff again!! Oh, fuck!! You're AMAZING!! Yesss!! YESSSSS!! Yessss!! You are *WRECKING* me for Jeff!! Fuck--that's so hot!! Yess-- I love being ruined for my husband!! YESSSS!! Yesssss!! Oh, thank you!! It's fucking amazing! Yesssss! I love your black cock! You own me now, you stud! You fucking own my cunt!! Yesss!!! YOUUU OWWWWNNNN MEEEE!!! Arrrrrggghhhhh! YYYESSSSS!!! YOUUUU OWWWNNNN MEEEEE!!! Yessssss!! YYEESSSSS!!! Yesssss!" Unnnnggghhhhhhh!!!
That's nearly an exact excerpt. I've edited it only for brevity. I kid you not. Wow! That was erotic to hear!!
Even as it was humiliating, it was erotically fulfilling for me because of my kinky wiring. What can I say? I'm simply wired as a subordinate beta cuck. It just felt right to me that my wife's black lover was thrashing her pussy so it would be permanently loose for me and suited instead only for him and other massively hung alphas. It was a huge turn on for me to think she was being remade to be well-suited specifically for Malcolm's needs and for the needs of other black alphas-- and of course for her own need to be blacked!
I love my wife deeply, and I was thrilled for her to be so sexually fulfilled.
Also--even with her pussy wrecked and ruined--stretched so it would *NEVER* ever be tight for me again, I still knew in my heart that Emily would find ways of keeping her commitment to me. I knew that Emily would find a way so that I would be more satisfied than ever with our sex life, too.
In fact, I realized that Emily's love affair with Malcolm--because it certainly seemed to be the start of a "love affair"--was indeed already bringing me a new and profound level of sexual fulfillment. I noticed that I found it *deeply* gratifying to hear my wife getting so well fucked and satisfied. It even brought me a feeling of peace, of serenity. These were new feelings for me--welcome additions to how I felt about our sex life. Wow--that was interesting to realize! And exciting, for me, to boot!
I felt proud of myself, too, for being such a good husband that I could empower my wife to gratify herself so profoundly with Malcolm--and maybe also eventually with other black alpha studs.
The fourth day, they tortured me a little by withholding any video or audio and sending me just a single text from Malcolm. It came late in the evening and said: "Sorry, my Man. We got too caught up and forgot to record for you today. We'll make it up for you another time, Emily told me to promise... But I did want to tell you: Your sexy little wife gave me a rim job today. Apparently the first one she's ever done!? I'm not sure if I believe her because she was SOOO good at it! Fuck! But she swears that's a treat for black guys only... So don't hold your breath! I could swear she was kissing my asshole, Frenching it, like it is the love of her life! So sexy! Is it possible your wife loves even my asshole more than she loves you? I guess only time will tell... Hope this turns you on, cucky! I hope you have a couple of good wanks while visualizing your cute Emily's tongue up my ass! Bye for now!"
And, boy, did I! I *definitely* enjoyed a couple of good wanks visualizing Emily with her tongue up Malcolm's ass! Dang!! That was hot to think about! I had a couple of very big cums while visualizing it!
On the fifth day since Emily headed over there, she even shouted out her love for Malcolm during lovemaking that they had recorded for me. Quite luckily, I found her pronouncement to be more sexy than hurtful. As a loving husband, I wanted my wife to feel love for her boyfriend, not just to be having meaningless sex! Yes, I was happy for her and them!
It was also *very* hot to hear Emily cumming, yelling out this, for example: "Yesss! YESSSS! Oh, you God! Oh, fuck!! Yes!! YESSS!!! Oh, Malcolm, I looove you!! Oh I love you!! Yesssss!! You fucking God!! You're amaaaazinggg!! I love you! Yessss! YESSS! Never stop fucking me!! Yessss!! Never stop fucking me--PLEEEAAASE!!! YESSS!! Oh, my God!! You own me!! You own my pussy, you God!! Never stop fucking me!! PLEEEEEASSE!! NEVER! STOP! FUCKING! MEEEEE!! Oh, my God!! You're the BEST!! THE BEST!! More!! Fuck me MOOOORE!! PLEEEAAAASEE!! You, God!! I love you!!! Keep fucking meee!! Yesss!! YYYESSSSS!!! Arrrggggghhhhh!! Yes!!"
As always, there was a little quiet in the recording following Emily's screaming orgasm, followed by her whispered prayers of gratitude. "Oh, my God! Thank you!! Thank you so much, Malcolm!! Thank you so incredibly much!!"
Then came another text, a longer one. After hearing Emily on that recording, I can't say this next text completely surprised me. It was Malcolm again. "Hey, it's Malcolm again. I hope you are enjoying how into me your wife is. I sure like it! She is an amazing woman--and I plan to keep fucking her for a LOOONG time, so I hope you are not going to be a problem... Oh, and let's be real, I really gotta stop calling you 'Man.' At best, you're a 'boi'--or a 'cucky' or a 'faggot.' So I'm going to be more honest from now on. Got that faggot? Yeah, I bet you're a closet faggot! Hard to imagine that anyone but a faggot would pimp out their wife to someone like me, no?"
That stung--being called a 'faggot' repeatedly. But it was hard to argue with! And it wasn't wrong! After all, I *did* secretly crave black cocks--at least to suck on! Nope, Malcolm was NOT wrong! I was secretly hoping to get acquainted VERY directly with big black cocks--including hopefully Malcolm's! I wonder how Malcolm had guessed--or if somehow magically he had read my mind?



The text continued... I guess Malcolm had an "essay" that he needed to get off his chest! It continued as follows: "So, faggot... Your Emily is sweet and great company--and such a hot fuck. Faggot, I really owe you some major thanks for encouraging her to fuck me and become my girlfriend. So, 'THANK YOU!!' There. You have it.... So, you gotta know, Boi... I'm going to be needing to fuck Emily long-term, for sure. She's just too hot and loving a piece of delicious white ass... Your Emily is a great fuck, and I really like her, to boot, faggot! She seems to be up for being long-term 'with me' as well... So I hope you are happy to be a cucky! You're lucky that she seems to really love you. She wants you to be happy, too... She has persuaded me that eventually we gotta let you watch... maybe even find a role for you in things.... Emily thinks it will keep you happy to watch... We'll see, I guess. It won't be right away. But be good, and we'll let you watch soon. Maybe we'll even find a beta cucky role for you, faggot! Boi, I sure hope this is what you wanted!"
I tried to reassure myself that Emily was possibly only screaming the l-word during sex, and it wasn't as if she and Malcolm were proclaiming their undying love for one another in conversation... And also that maybe Malcolm, as a lust-crazed widower, was getting ahead of himself. Maybe Emily was not as into Malcolm as he pretended... But I didn't know for sure. It would take some time to know what was really going on, I figured.
I'll admit that I was scared. Golly, would this all end my marriage eventually, I wondered? It was starting to seem possible. Only time would tell, I realized.
I soothed myself by telling myself that at least I was being a generous and loving husband, and if my marriage didn't make it through, at least I would have tried my best. I told myself that over and over.... AND. AND. And a *very* important "AND"... And this all turned me on STUPENDOUSLY! At least while I risked my marriage, I was also very much enjoying these beginnings of my beta cuckold life! So there was that, too... But, still-- I'm not going to lie, I *was* worried about losing my marriage!
Then, at 11 pm after six days, Emily's key turned in the door. An adrenaline rush flooded my brain and body. How would my adorable wife feel about me? How would I feel about her?
Clearly, this had already been *WAAAYY* more intense than I had expected! After all, I expected Emily to go out for a few hours to get fucked... Instead, she stayed away for *SIX DAYS* for a festival of what could only be called outright and continuous *lovemaking*--not just "fucking."
Emily came through the transom glowing. Glowing in happiness. Beaming with a huge smile. And also with her face covered with cum! It seemed that my wife and Malcolm had decided that morning that it would be hot for her to return to me loaded with as much of his cum as possible--on her face, as well as... Oh, my God!! The crotch of Emily's snug green pants also had a massive wet spot!! It looked like she peed herself!! But of course I knew it was cum and love-making juices! Wow!!
"Hi, Honey!" Emily said, somewhat sheepishly. "I hope you don't mind that I'm a mess! Malcolm and I thought you would like it!"
And Malcolm and my wife were right. I loved it! It was such a turn on to see my adorable Emily looking so incredibly used sexually. My little dicklet jerked immediately to iron hardness in my pants. My jaw dropped in awe. I stood across from my wife, a few feet away, staring.
"Aren't you going to say something, Jeff?" she said, coyly, still smiling her best smile, even as cum was splattered on her forehead, nose, cheeks, and hair, with some starting to drip on the floor. The wet spot at her crotch was also growing.
I walked around Emily slowly to take in her whole appearance, and I noticed that the wetness at her crotch extended all the way back to her cute little ass!
"I did have some cum on my lips for you, too, Dear," Emily added, "But I couldn't help myself from licking it off on the car ride home... Malcolm and I wanted you to have a present dear... You get to lick up *all* his cum... From my face, body, pussy... And guess what, dear? I even was able to take Malcolm's massive pole in my ass! That's right, Malcom got my ass virginity today--and now you can clean it up with your tongue... I know you'd love to get your tongue back there, wouldn't you, dear?"
Oh, my God! This was a scene ripped right from my wildest, darkest, most perverted fantasies! I couldn't believe how lucky I was! I had no idea I was going to have *any* access whatsoever to my wife's body with her and Malcolm now in a relationship... But now, instead of an embargo, I was going to get to lick Emily E V E R Y W H E R E! So stupendous, erotic, arousing, and sublime! I thought maybe I was dreaming!
Did I mind that I would be licking up and even swallowing Malcolm's cum while I cleaned my sexy wife all over her body? Nope. Not one bit. That only made it hotter. Such my lucky day!
"I see, Boo, that you have no idea what to say!" Emily went on. "But..." she added, pointing to my crotch. "It seems your little 'boi clit' knows how it feels! I see that sweet little tent of yours, Dear!"
"Uh...." I stammered. Still tongue tied.
"No worries, my sweet, Boo!" Emily offered, with a loving, benevolent smile, of a wife who really knows and appreciates her husband. "I figured you'd be speechless... No problem! Follow me into the bedroom, Dear, and we'll get busy... Do a good job cleaning me, and I'll give you a nice hearty 'talk job' while you beat off your 'boi clit' right afterwards!"
Man, was I a lucky guy! Golly, do I have the best wife ever!
Would you like to hear more?
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For those of you who are too lazy to read the first two chapters, here's where we are. A day ago, my very sexy thin little wife, Emily, had told me that she was going to be fucking her ex-boyfriend again--her gorgeous, studly black ex-boyfriend, Elgin, with a massive eleven-inch black cock that, in her words, is essentially a "magic fuck stick."
Emily was going to take Elgin on as a lover. Indefinitely. Perhaps permanently. She missed being blacked by him too much.
She could do it entirely privately from me and still fuck me once in a while--although she would get nothing much at all (if anything) out of still fucking me... **OR**. **OR**. Or--if I were brave enough-- if I were *SELFLESS* enough-- if I were *PERVERTED* enough... If I would allow her--my beloved *WIFE*--go black **ONLY**... then I could watch.
Yes, I could watch my sexy little wife get blacked--but only if I agreed from the start to give her up *PERMANENTLY* to black cock only!
It was quite a dilemma for someone like me-- a pervert *VERY* turned on to interracial porn, cuckolding, and even bisexual fantasies involving BBC... Part of me hoped that Elgin would also make *ME* go to black cock, too!!
Emily had laid out the situation. She clarified for me that *SHE* would *PREFER* if I let her go black-cock-only... She would rather I give her up to go black... She thought that she would enjoy herself much more... And she thought it would allow us to be closer than if she went black without me allowed to watch.
And I had made up my mind. Over the past day, I had decided that no matter the consequences--even if it were ultimately to cost me my marriage--I absolutely, positively *HAD* to watch Emily get blacked. And that meant that I would willingly accept her going *permanently* black only. Just like Elgin and she had insisted.
I was excited to tell my wife her "yes, black only" answer and knocked off work an hour early so I could greet her with some champagne to celebrate right as she got home. I stopped on the way to buy a cold bottle of bubbly. I had it on ice and glasses out on the living room table as she walked in the door.
"Well, well, well!" Emily said with a smile. "What have we got here?! Something to celebrate??"
"Yes, my love!" I replied. "We're celebrating our big day. I've decided to fully support your love for superior black cock--just as you've been hoping!! We're going to celebrate the decision for you to go black-only!! Starting with your longtime lover, Elgin!!"
"Really?!?!" Emily nearly squealed. "Really?!?! Yayyyyy!!! Just as I had been praying!! Oh, Boo!! You have no idea how happy this makes me!! This will bring us so much more togetherness!! Oh, *THANK YOU* so much for seeing it!! Rob--you are the *best* husband!! I love you so much!!"
And with that, my adorable Emily gave me a big hug and a little peck on the cheek. "Of course, I can only hug and minimally kiss you!! But the love is truly there!! You understand, Boo, don't you?!"
"Yes," I said with a partly resigned sigh. "It's not one thousand percent my first choice, but I understand what you need! And your needs are my needs!"
"Oh, thank you, Boo! You are the best cucky, ever!! Thank you! Thank you!" Emily replied. "Let me call Elgin and tell him the great news!"
Emily stepped to the other side of the room for a bit of personal space but allowing that I could overhear her side of the conversation.
"Yes, Elgin! Just like you predicted! Yes... My cucky couldn't *stand* the idea of not watching! That's right... The allure of watching me get blacked by your fabulous cock was overpowering for him... Yeah, he's definitely a cuck, that's for sure! Oh... You're going to make him pay 'homage,' too! Oh... Well, yeah... He is in the room... Yeah, he overheard me... Yeah, I'm sure he'll guess what it means also.... Oh... He's blushing!! Yeah... I think he's secretly hoping to suck your superior cock, too! Yeah... He's pacing but he isn't complaining! Yeah... I bet you'll make him 'gay' or 'bi' for sure... Why wouldn't you? I mean... Black cock is so superior, of course it will seduce him, too! Oh... You can come right over so he can give me up for black cock only *NOW*?! Yeah.... That would be *AMAAAZZIIINNGGG*! Yeah.... Come right over!! Okay.... Bye!!"
Would you like to hear more?
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You would think maybe I could have left well enough alone. I was divorced. Forty years old. I was recently engaged to Carolyn, a smoking hot 5'7" redhead who loves to fuck. She's got the hottest ass ever. I fell for her instantly following a pleasant lunch and then seeing her incredible tight ass in her form-fitting bluejeans as we exited the restaurant. I'm a sucker for a great ass!
Carolyn was thirty-two when this started, by the way. Her ass was to die for her, and the rest of her was terrific, too. Bright. Beautiful. Fun. Caring. Intelligent. Successful. Hot, never-had-a-baby-yet body. But even so, her hot ass and her strong libido were and are my favorite features. Her tits are small, incidentally, maybe not even a b-cup; I didn't care.
I'm Joe, incidentally. My name probably won't come up much. I'll probably usually be "hey you," "cucky," "fag," "faggot," and maybe occasionally a more dignified nickname coming from my fiancée. Sometimes she calls me, "Boo."
I'm not sure what stupidity exactly inspired me, but one day after fucking and hearing her cum really loudly not just once but twice, I teased Carolyn. "Kitten," I used my nickname for her. "I bet you could fuck a room full of guys, couldn't you?"
I honestly didn't know what she would say. Carolyn definitely had a sweet and innocent side. There was a chance she would be offended. She replied mildly, and with a smile. "Prob-ah-bly!"
That's what first gave me the idea that perhaps my sexy fiancée would follow whatever perverted path I might set, so long as I set it cleverly enough. This thought stayed with me--and blossomed--in the weeks that followed.
I did think of perhaps setting up a gang bang, as I had implied that night in bed, and as Carolyn had indicated she could go for. But I soon realized that wasn't really my favorite fantasy for us. Not at least right then.
No, rather I wanted to see Carolyn get blacked. I craved seeing her get blacked by a *REALLY* big black cock, to boot--average black cock would not do it. Not at all. A black gang bang could be fun to watch, eventually, yes--but seeing Carolyn blacked one-on-one by a huge BBC was my favorite first fantasy.
Like so many white guys, I'm sure, I had stumbled on to interracial porn at least a decade earlier. I had quickly become hooked. Big black cocks impressed me. I thought they were so masculine, so powerful, so erotic, so intense. I was even aware of my own attraction to BBC. I thought maybe I might like to suck some BBC if I had the opportunity. And I was totally convinced that nothing would be hotter than watching a wife, girlfriend, or fiancée get blacked. That would be the most amazing thing ever!
I knew I needed a plan for blacking Carolyn, and I wasn't sure where to start.
With a bit of web surfing, I finally found a local chat forum for white cuckold husbands, like I aspired to be. I struck up a lot of chats and read a lot of posts, learning about different approaches. Heck, you read literotica, so you know some of the most popular ones: bring home a new black "friend," start on porn together and hope to progress, go to bars that are favorites for interracial hookups. None of these felt quite right to me. I just wasn't sure that they would work.
Eventually, I got to know another white cucky online--at least I think he was a white cucky--named "Chet." We were sharing ideas using first names only, so I wasn't sure if it made much difference if he were real or an alias for some other type of person. It was amusing chatting with Chet, even if it didn't lead to anything.
Eventually "Chet" sold me on an idea. He said that he and a couple of friends had terrific luck with "Sir Antwan," who lived only about fifty miles from Carolyn's and my East Coast city. "Meet Sir Antwan," Chet said, in so many words. "He'll make the whole thing happen for you. Your fiancée will be blacked before you know it. But she'll certainly end up black only, too, before long, so you better think good and hard about whether you're ready for it!"
I was torn for a while. I didn't act on Chet's idea for weeks as I turned it around and around in my head.
You'd have thought that I would have just moved on to a different idea rather than lose my fiancée to being permanently black-only.
After all, who in the world would want to give up his smoking hot fiancée to black only, never to have his own little white pecker inside her again, ever? Well... I'll tell you who. A perverted interracial cuckold porn addict like me, that's who!
Sure, there were tons of ways I could introduce Carolyn to black cock. She would probably love it. And in many or maybe even most of the scenarios, I would still get to fuck her, too.
But somehow the idea of seeing Carolyn fall prey to a dominant, demanding black master, who would take my smoking hot fiancée black-only was irresistible. I could imagine hearing her scream and moan in ecstasy as she was black owned and black bred--and satisfied to a sexual height that I could only dream of providing her.
My orgasms from beating off to the idea of Carolyn going black and black-only were intense. They were so intense, that I became convinced I would be *plenty* happy watching her being blacked and would barely miss fucking her myself--if at all. So long as I got to watch her get blacked, of course.
It got so that I couldn't even make love with Carolyn without day-dreaming about how much hotter and happier she would be writhing around on an enormous black cock or having one thrust into her from on top or behind.
When I would beat off, I would always finish by imagining Carolyn getting blacked and swearing her devotion to being black only--sometimes also begging to be black bred!
Yup, I had brainwashed myself into a fever of massive black cock delirium, and the only path out was forward.
So I finally called the number Chet had provided me for "Sir Antwan." Someone with a deep, manly African-American sounding voice quickly answered.
"Hello! This is Antwan!" he said.
"Uh..." I started with a stammer, I was so nervous.
"Who the fuck is this and what do you want?"
"Uh... My name is Joe Nelson, Sir. Chet Bankford suggested I call, Sir." Chet had been very clear that Antwan preferred to be called "Sir" by white beta cuckolds.
"Ahh... Yes, beta cucky Chet! Sure... Whatsup?"
"Well, I was wondering..."
"Spit it out, boi... I ain't got all day!"
"Well, Sir Antwan, I was wondering if you might like to black my fiancée, Carolyn."
"I dunno, boi. Is she really hot?"
"Oh, yes, Sir. She's incredibly hot!"
"Yeah... I'm sure that *you* think so, boi--but is it objectively true?"
"Yes, Sir! She gets hit on all the time! She's incredibly attractive and sexy!"
"What are her measurements, punk?"
"She's 34-24-37--and she has a beautiful face to boot!"
"How tall? And what cup size?"
"Five-foot seven. And only a B-cup. But her face is really pretty--and she has the most gorgeous taught ass ever. Her ass is to die for!"
"Hmmm. Sounds interesting. I am an ass man. Could be interesting. Has she ever been blacked ever at all?"
"No, Sir. She is a virgin for black."
"Ah-- you mean simply a 'virgin' then so far as I'm concerned. If I bother to fuck her--and I'm thinking I might--she'll swear she's lost her virginity for real when I fuck her!"
"I'm sure that's right, Sir!" Chet had also coached me to flatter Sir Antwan when possible.
"Damn straight, that's right, faggot! So... This is very important... Are you ready to see her go black only? Are you ready to go pussy-free in your relationship?"
"Yes, Sir! I've become obsessed with it... I can fantasize about little else!!"
"Good. Very good... Very good... And are you ready to suck black cock, to pay homage to the black man?"
"Yes, Sir! Yes, I figured that would be required!"
"Good! Excellent! Chet has told you much of the key information."
"So you'll do it, Sir? You'll black my fiancée?"
"I will *evaluate* blacking your fiancée, cucky... That's all for now, just evaluate... for $5,000, that is."
"$5,000!?! That's a lot of dough..."
"It depends on how you look at it. Do you want a professional assessment? I am world-class at blacking attached white women-- white women in a relationship. Your fee gets you a professional assessment and a strategy... You sound like a successful guy, Joe. You have $5K to spare, don't you?
"Well, I suppose..."
"Well, $5K or it's been nice talking to you..."
"That's a lot of dough sight unseen, Sir," I brazenly challenged Sir Antwan.
"Yes, Joe. That's fair... Okay... I'll allow you to meet me first... That will allow you to take the measure of a man... Jack's Pub House on Broadway at 17th. Does 9pm Thursday work?"
"Yes, sir!"
"Great, meet me at my table in the back. Bring a cashier's check made out to Antwan's Coaching Service LLC. If you don't like how the conversation goes, you leave with the check. Sound good?"
"Yes, Sir!"
"Okay, loser. See you then!"
Fast forward a couple of days, and I was at the Pub House, fifteen minutes early. I had the cashier's check for five grand in my wallet, as ordered by Sir Antwan. I waited in the parking lot until 8:58 because I had the feeling that anything other than exactly on time would be frowned upon, and at 9pm sharp, I opened the door to the Pub.
I made my way to the back, and there was exactly one big, black guy at a table. It had to be Antwan. Our eyes met, and I knew that it was he.
He was a big guy--not enormous, but about 6'2" and 250 pounds, seemingly of pure muscle. To my 5'11" and a little flabby. He was what you could call ruggedly handsome, with a strong jaw. His nose was off. Perhaps broken too many times.
"Hello, Sir Antwan?" I said, still feeling tentative.
"You must be Joe. Hi, faggot. Have a seat," he said. I quickly took a seat. It was a small table, and I was adjacent rather than across from him. We both faced out to the Pub and could see if anyone approached.
"What do you want to know, faggot?" he asked, bluntly. It seemed I was going to have to get used to being spoken to abusively. "Maybe I deserve it," I thought. "After all, who but a 'faggot' would try to get his fiancée permanently blacked and himself end up pussy free?"
"Uh..." I stammered, totally unsure where to begin.
"It figures. You white faggots are all the same. Once you start to commit to getting your woman blacked--blacked for good--you get seized also with insecurity and fear. I don't blame you. Your woman *is* going to go black. And you *are* going to end up feeling like a faggot. Who but a faggot would be wanting to go pussy free and focus on watching his woman get blacked? No, sirree. You may not have thought about it before, but you're a faggot, boi!"
"Oh," I said, meekly.
"I'll take pity on you and tell you what you need to know," Antwan continued. "Your $5K buys me coming up with the strategic options. Over the course of a few weeks, and with your help, I'll assess you and your fiancée and come up with anywhere from one to three recommendations, at least one of which is 99 percent guaranteed to take her black--and black only. If you pick the one with the best odds, which will run you typically another ten to twenty grand, and it doesn't work, you get all of your money back. That's Sir Antwan's guarantee... So that's the first thing you little faggot cuckies need to know. Done. Answered. Can you guess what the second one is, faggot?"
"Uh... I don't think I can, Sir!" I admitted--even as I was dying inside to learn all about Antwan's cock. Oh, did I want to learn how big his BBC is and what it looks like! So very badly!
"Yeah... alright. Fine. Don't say. I know you know, but fine... The second thing you faggots want to know is what the cock is like that's going to own your woman's pussy soon--until I get bored with her, or decide to share her with the brothers. You faggots all *crave* seeing and feeling Sir Antwan's love pole... You are *definitely* one of those faggots, aren't you, Joe?"
"Uh, I don't know, Sir."
"Oh, bullshit, Joe! Don't lie to me, you little faggot!" And with that, Antwan grabbed my crotch really quickly under the table. I was taken aback. "Yup! Your little white 'boi clit' is rock hard! Just as I suspected. You *definitely* want to feel me, faggot!"
"Uh, yeah... Okay! I admit it!" I said. After all, my rock-hard little weiner gave me away.
"That is the last time you lie to me, faggot. Got it? Do it again, and I'll hit you until you bruise--or maybe something even breaks. Got it?"
"Uh, yes, I got it!"
"No! It's 'Yes, I got it, *SIR ANTWAN*!"
"Yes, I got it, Sir Antwan!"
"Good! You go on then, faggot! I ain't got all day! Give it a feel, pussy boi!"
I leaned a little towards Antwan so that I could reach, trying to look nonchalant in case anyone in the Pub might notice.
"Don't worry about people looking at us, faggot. These folks have seen this enough times before. They know the drill." Antwan offered.
In a moment, his crotch was within reach.
In a moment, I was feeling around his crotch with my hand. The bulge was stupendous. It was amazing! It was massive beyond my dreams.
I don't think I could have imagined a bigger bulge on a man. It felt like a bulge big enough for a horse or a donkey.
"Holy fuck!!" I exclaimed. "That's insane!"
"It's 'Holy fuck, *SIR*!' to you, faggot... And no, it's not 'insane.' It's what the good lord has gifted me with, is all! Your woman will feel she's gone to heaven and beyond when I take her with it--many, many times. In her pussy, throat, and ass, too. Definitely will be making her my three-hole slut if she's as hot as you say she is. Yup, this cock is just what the lord gifted me."
"I'll say... Sir!"
"Damn straight!"
"Can I ask, Sir?"
"Oh, I know what you want to know, cucky. 'How big does it get, Sir Antwan?' It's what every white boi *has* to know!"
"And may I know, Sir?"
"Yes, of course! It gets to eleven-inches hard, and about an inch-and-a-quarter wide... Your fiancée *will* take the whole thing in her cunt and womb... Perhaps not in her ass-- but it won't be for the lack of trying!"
"Good lord, Sir!!"
"Yes, 'good lord!' will surely be among your fiancée's exclamations as I ream her with my love pole and blast my baby batter into her womb... It will be a religious experience for her for sure!!"
"I can believe it, Sir Antwan!!"
"Yes, and after just a few solid fucks, she will certainly go black-only. Especially if you encourage her!"
"Wow!! I hadn't thought about that, but I see how that could help!"
"Oh, yes. Most assuredly my plan will involve you encouraging your Carolyn to go black, black-only, and ultimately get black bred. The white boi's encouragement is vital in these matters! Are you ready to do your part, faggot? Is this really what you want?"
"Oh, yes, Sir!! I've wrestled with it for weeks. I wish it weren't the case. But it's gotten so that I can fantasize about little else!! Nothing would be hotter than seeing my beloved fiancée go black all the way, including going permanently black only and getting bred!! I want it *badly*!!"
"Alrighty then. Let's have that check, and let's go out back where it's quieter to finish up on a few details."
"Yes, Sir!" I handed Antwan the $5,000 check, and we headed out back.
It was a well-lit parking lot, and I wasn't afraid if you were wondering. Sir Antwan inspired trust and confidence.
"Okay, faggot. Now I need a couple of videos of you. One for me to hold onto just in case, and the other for me to show to your fiancée when and if I see the need. Here are the scripts on these cards." And he handed me a couple of index cards with writing on them. "Just say your name where it indicates 'name'-- even a dumbass cucky like you can handle it. Ha!"
The first video went like this. "I, Joe Nelson, have gotten involved with Antwan Holliday of my own volition. I have asked him to get intimately involved in the life--including the sex life--of me and my fiancée, Carolyn Alexander. I agree to hold him harmless for any sexual relationship he might develop with Carolyn, including even if he converts her into a sexual deviant, and including even if he ends up causing my engagement to end or our eventual marriage to be completely sexless for me, personally. Mr. Holliday may proceed to interact with me and Carolyn however he sees fit, including involving other men or women that he may choose. I realize and accept that I may later regret this decision, but that's my risk to bear."
"Good job, faggot! Perfect! Now do the next one!"
"Dear Carolyn, if you're seeing this video it's because Sir Antwan Holliday has decided it's appropriate. He's a superior black alpha male, and I defer to his judgment regarding my sex life--and yours. I sought him out so that you could be blacked by a superior big black cock like you deserve. Nothing would please me more than seeing you fuck him and--indeed--I would love to see you become his three hole slut. And that's only for starters. Please go ahead and fuck him. He'll provide you the superior black cock that a gorgeous woman like you should have in life. You deserve the whole next galaxy of pleasure that only superior black cock--like Sir Antwan's--can provide you. I beseech you to enjoy it. Even if it means you go black-only. Even if it means that my little twig of a dicklet never gets to enjoy you again. Please go black with Sir Antwan with my blessing--and my love. To show you that I'm sincere, Sir Antwan is going to have my take out my little 'boi clit' so you can see how hard I am as I say all of this--how incredibly hard." Then, I followed the card's directions to take my little dicklet out, and Antwan videoed that, too.
"Great, faggot! Cut! That's a wrap! Now I have a whole bunch of questions for you that are going to help me develop a plan. Let's go sit in my car so we can relax, and I can write stuff down."
Sir Antwan led me to a large and gorgeous Mercedes. I'm not going to lie. I was impressed. We sat for an hour or so as I took me through tons of details about me and Carolyn and our life together. Some matter-of-fact. Others were intimate:
Places of work. Home address. Family members. Closest friends. Favorite sexual positions--hers and mine. Biggest dick she ever admitted to sleeping with. Her favorite fantasies. Her health club. Her favorite lunch places. Girls' night out details. Health concerns (none). Her erogenous zones (loves her nipples tweaked and her ass slapped!). Major ex-boyfriends and their professions and cities. Her hometown. And many more.
Finally, after more than an hour, we were done.
"Okay good. I think I need three, maybe four weeks for this. I'll text you when I'm ready, and we'll meet here again to go over options. I'll tell you how large a check to bring when I text you, too. Got it, faggot?"
"Yes, got it, Sir Antwan!"
"Oh-- there *is* one last thing-- as we discussed by phone."
"Yes, sir?"
"You gotta pay 'homage.'"
"Pay 'homage'? Oh!! Yes... I remember now... Pay *homage*!"
"Yeah, if I'm going to get this going for you faggot, you got to pay personal homage to my BBC. You've got to blow me right now for starters. And you had best do a decent job of it. I ain't gay, but I love making a horny white faggot pay homage and begin to learn his own gayness. You're going to love sucking my cock, by the way. You're going to be astounded even at how much you're going to love it! You're going to be wondering how you waited so long to suck BBC... Black cock is the 'white boi gaymaker,' you know!"



"What? It is?!"
"Yup! But enough talk. If you really want to see your fiancée blacked, and blacked for good, you gotta pay homage. I bet you secretly want to, so cut the crap! Whip out my cock now and suck it, faggot!"
"Uh... okay, Sir Antwan... I guess..."
And I did start to do it. I undid Antwan's pants and started fishing out his giant cock right then! Just like I had long dreamed--privately--of doing with BBC!
"Oh, faggot... I guess it's only fair to tell you, I'm going to be videoing you, too! Not sure if I'll use it for anything-- but I might!"
"Uh... Do you have to, Sir?"
"Of course, I do, faggot! Ask me another useless question that challenge my authority, and I'll crack a fucking rib! Got it?"
"Yes, Sir Antwan! I understand, Sir!"
I finished taking out Sir Antwan's fabulous python of a BBC and got started sucking it. Soft, it was still bigger than I am hard. Soft, it seemed like seven or eight inches, even.
It was fabulous to be up close and personal with my first BBC after so many hours spent watching them in videos and dreaming about them.
Even more stupendous than seeing Sir Antwan's huge black pole was licking it, kissing it, and sucking it in my mouth.
It was amazing for me in every way. I loved the salty flavor. I loved the musky smell. I loved the texture--smooth in places, with a bump here or there. It was stupendous! Oh, Antwan was right! Black cock definitely was the "white boi gaymaker," for sure!
I had long wanted to suck BBC, and I loved every second of sucking Sir Antwan's enormous cock. I sucked it as far down my throat as I could.
I was better at it than I expected to be. Somehow I managed not to gag much. I think I got maybe even nine inches of Antwan's delicious meatstick in my mouth and down my throat.
It was incredible. It was the sexiest time ever in my whole life so far.
Nothing in the world is as sexy as big black cock--and I finally had one up close and personal, in my face and down my throat.
I felt profound satisfaction. "Wow! This is home!" I said to myself.
Either I was doing a good job, Antwan was horny, or both. It took about ten minutes of my loving on his monster pole, and then Sir Antwan began blasting a giant load.
The first few pumps went down my throat. I was proud! And then Sir Antwan pulled out and sprayed what felt like a gallon of jizz all over my face.
Once his cumming died down and stopped, Antwan leaned over and lightly stroked my crotch through my pants. He barely deigned to touch me. His touch was very slight, almost imperceptible. If I hadn't seen Antwan's arm move, I might have thought I was just rubbing my crotch on the upholstery. But I knew it was him. I knew the great Black man was fondling me--if barely.
I was humiliated--and I loved it.
My little twig of a boi clit lurched and shot off from the ultra-light touching--that's how excited I was. "Arrrrggggghhhhhh!!! Unggghhhh!!!! AMMMAAZZZZZIIINNNNGGGG!!! Yyyyyyeessssss!!!!" I yelled.
It was the best orgasm of my life to date.
"Yup, you're a fag," was Antwan's blasé reply observation following my giant cum. "Only a fag would have a huge orgasm from me barely touching--and through your pants, to boot... You're well on your way to being gay for BBC... You're going to love seeing Carolyn go completely black--and you'll be getting addicted to BBC right alongside her. Congratulations, faggot!"
I knew Sir Antwan was right. It was obvious from how much I had loved blowing his huge black fuckstick, and how massively I had just cum. "Would I even take BBC in my 'boi pussy'?" I wondered.
A whole new chapter in my life had begun! My fiancée didn't know it yet--but a new chapter for her, too!
Would you like to hear more?
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My cute little wife, Charlotte, is a medium-height brunette with brown eyes and a winning smile. She's thirty and thanks to working out regularly, eating healthy, and never-having-had-a-baby-yet, she's a fox. She's got sexily thin limbs and a trim tummy while also having curves in all the right places. Her dimensions are about 33D-24-37. Very sexy.
I'm her husband Ben. On the tall side, fairly handsome, professional, kind, and a good earner. My only shortcoming of note is--well, a literal shortcoming. While my dick is a decent six inches, it's thin, and as I'll relate further in a moment--it's far from my wife's favorite kind of dick. No, she likes them *much* bigger--much thicker, and longer, too.
Well, Charlotte and I were sharing a quiet meal not long ago. I'd fixed a simple dinner. We'd both had a long day at our respective jobs.
Out of the silence, she says, "I think we should go for it, Boo." "Boo" is our mutual nickname for one another.
"Go for what?"
"Go for that fantasy we've talked about."
"Uh... Which one?" We did have a few different fantasies. We were both adventurous in bed, and for a few months now, had even been swingers.
I especially enjoyed watching my cute Charlotte--with her thin frame and beautiful face, tits, hips, and ass--getting fucked by big cocks, cocks much bigger than my own mediocre six inches. And she seemed to love it, too.
Charlotte had screaming orgasms with big cocks. Orgasms much louder and more profound than she had ever had with me.
We had talked about a lot of fantasies involving big cocks--especially since we had started swinging.
"*THE* most extreme one!" she said
"What? Really?!? Are you serious??"
"Totally serious!"
"Are we sure we're talking about the same thing?" I asked.
She gave me a sly smile and said, "I think so Ben... But why don't you tell me what you think it is."
"Do I have to be the one to say it out loud, Boo?"
"Well... If you want me to do it, you do!" Charlotte said.
"Okay... You mean the one where you start fucking big cocks only, and get yourself all stretched and ruined for small dicks... So you'll never truly enjoy fucking me again, even if we changed our minds later? Then, you go black only--because all the men with the biggest cocks are black. And after that, you breed black--and you breed black only! You mean *THAT* fantasy?!?!"
"Yes! Yes, I mean *THAT* fantasy! Indeed! But I have a twist I want to add!" she said.
"A twist?"
"Yes, a twist!"
"Okay, so spill it!"
"Hmmm," Charlotte continued. "I'm not sure if I should."
"Please tell me!" I begged.
"Hmmm... I'm not sure I want to," Charlotte replied. "But maybe if you really beg me."
"Okay! Fine! I *beg* you, dear, Charlotte! Pleeeeaasssee!! Please tell me!!!"
"I'll need an 'offering,' Ben! An 'offering' to go along with the begging," she said.
"An 'offering'?"
"Yes! An 'offering,' Boo. Something you'll give me that I'll really value in exchange for telling you... Something I'll think is hot!"
"I know something you'll like, my love!" I started. "How about you get a month without my dick anywhere near you? No touching, sucking, fucking--not anything! A full month unbothered by my thin twig of a penis."
"Ha! Yes!" my wife replied. "That *is* in the right direction. Yes! But there's a couple of ways that I think you're confused... First of all, what is this talk about a 'penis'? Don't you mean your 'boi clit'? I mean... What you have isn't much of a 'penis,' I think it's time we call it what it is... yes. Let's call it a 'boi clit' from now on--for honesty--okay?"
"Uh... I guess so, Boo... Uh, okay," I stammered, taken aback. But I had to admit it was erotic to think that my penis was only now as meaningful to my gorgeous wife as a "clit" on another person. She was beginning to see my little dick as useful for *my* pleasure--and my pleasure only. "Sure... So how about a month without your being expected to touch my 'boi clit'?"
I accepted her vocabulary choice, like someone who is about to be a beta cuckold should.
"Ha!! Just a month?! No way!" my wife declared. "That's scarcely an offering at all!"
"Fine!" I said. "How about three months?"
"Closer!" she said. "But nope. You're going to have to double that at *least*!"
"Fine, my darling! Fine! How about you get to go six months without having to bother yourself whatsoever with any touching of my 'boi clit.' A whole half year. Will that work? Will that work, pretty please?!!"
"Okay... *that* 'offering' suffices! Yes--it will be enough of a relief for me not to have to touch your little 'boi clit' at all for the next six months. Deal!" Charlotte said.
"Great!" I replied. "So spill it now! What's the kicker you're going to do!"
"Alright! Here it is, my love," my wife went on. "You see, I've caught on to how perverted you are... I've spied on your web surfing and seen what you've been reading and watching... Sure, some of it you told me about, like the interracial stuff, the bi and gay stuff... Sure... But I've also figured out something else!"
"Oh!" I said. "You think you have?!"
"Oh, yes!" she continued. "Most definitely! I've figured out that you get off on humiliation, husband! You positively *dream* of being humiliated!! And so I will fulfill your dreams for you... I am going to be CERTAIN to humiliate you as I get my cunt ruined for you and all little white 'boi clits'! You will be extremely humiliated, I promise!! You see... It turns me on, too--but from the opposite end! I *love* the idea of humiliating you! And so we are well suited-- and I will DEFINITELY be putting you in your place!"
"Oh?!" I queried, plainly.
"Yes!" Charlotte went on. "In fact, it will be simple... I'm simply going to fuck men you know! Pals of yours. Rivals of yours. People senior to you at your firm. Your peers. Your juniors. Your competitors. Our neighbors. I'm going to fuck guys from our life so you will be as humiliated as possible. I expect you will love it!! I'm not going to worry about if all of them will be big enough to help thrash my cunt. Some of them will help shred my pussy--the others will still be a turn on because they will embarrass and mortify you!! Yes--I *know* you'll love it, too!!"
"Unnnnggggh!!" I groaned, betraying my excitement. And my little "clit" tented my pants to boot. In fact, I'd never noticed my "clit" harder--not ever. And no one had even touched it. It was hidden by the table as Charlotte sat across from me.
In a moment, she leaned in a little and I felt her probing my crotch lightly with a few fingers.
"I knew it!" she exclaimed. "Your little 'clit' is as hard as I've ever felt it. You *loooove* this plan!! You're thrilled that my cunt is going to get demolished by people we know!! You're excited to be humiliated beyond belief!! Excellent!!! I'm sure I'll come harder from humiliating you and knowing how much you'll really be enjoying your cuckolding! Great!! Fabulous!!!"
"Unggh!" I groaned, excited and scared, at the same time. "Do you really have to do it that way, Boo?!! Are you sure?!?"
"Yes!!" my wife declared. "Absolutely. I've given it a ton of thought. With all the fucking it's going to take to wreck my cunt, there will be a ton of men coming and going from our house anyway. By including our friends, neighbors, and co-workers, we'll keep a lot of important people happy so that neither of us loses our jobs. It will be by far the best way to do this! And it turns me on immensely to know how much I'll be humiliating you as well!! So, yes! This *is* how it's going to be! I know you're going to love it! Don't you even dare pretend you're not going to!"
"Okay! Okay!" I conceded. "You're right. That does sound sensible--and I am sure I will love it. It sounds incredibly erotic. Yes. I agree!"
"Good, my cucky!" Charlotte pronounced. "As your superior, your dominant, it's important that you--as my beta cuck--be completely honest with me. So thank you... I am sure you have questions. I have a limited amount of patience for those. But you may try me. What else is on your mind, my 'little-clitted' cuck?"
"Well... Uh..." I stammered. I was still acclimating to my wife's new dominance. "Uh... Will I get to watch you get your pussy stretched and wrecked, my dear-- like we have been talking about?"
"Good question, Boo!" Char replied enthusiastically. "Yes, I have been giving this thought as well... And while I *do* appreciate how badly you want to watch... Actually, I have decided on another direction. For my own benefit, for my own needs, the answer is... I'm sorry, but *nooo*! I will enjoy myself more without having to worry about your needs as an 'audience member.' So, nope! No! Not at all! You'll only get to see my lovers as they come and go through our living room, and then I'll be fucking them elsewhere in the house--mainly on our marital bed! So while you won't get to watch, I do *require* that you listen!"
"Unggggh!!" I let out an involuntary groan of excitement, I was so turned on.
My wife continued. "So glad that you are excited, cucky even though you will NOT get to watch. Good!! You won't be entirely left out... You *will* be greeting my lovers--on your knees of course... And I am sure you will love hearing me getting fucked--fucked to the moon and back, I'm sure!"
"Oh, thank you, Boo!"
"You're welcome!! I do think it will make you happy, yes! Also... I *do* promise to tell you a lot about it after each new lover or set of lovers visits... And you'll be allowed to masturbate your 'boi clit' as I show you the physical evidence of my couplings... I *may* also let you lick me clean afterwards--as a treat, if and when you're 'well-behaved'... You know, lick the cum from my pussy and ass... And that will be all for you."
"Really?! Really?!! You're not going to let me watch, not even a little? Even after so much time having this first and foremost as *my* fantasy?"
"That's correct, dear! You see... What started as your fantasy became mine. Now it's every bit my own fantasy--perhaps more so--than it is yours. Besides, it's *my* pussy getting destroyed--not yours. And so it is up to me as to how I go about it. Surely you see that logic, don't you, my little cuck?"
"Sigh.... Ungh.... Well, I guess so... Would it matter if I objected anyway?"
"Nope," my beautiful wife replied. "Nope it would not. You're the cucky. I'm calling the shots. Your objections do NOT matter... Not unless you want to discourage me from getting my pussy stretched and ruined altogether... and from me going black and then *breeding* black! But I have a feeling you're really turned on to our fantasy now, aren't you? You're so turned on that you want it to happen... You *need* it to happen... even if you do not get to watch... Am I wrong??"
"Unnngh!! No!! You're right, Boo!! You read me like a book. Boo!"
"I know I do!" Char said with a big smile. "Great! Settled! I'll be going out in a few minutes! Don't wait up!"
"Oh." I said, a little sadly. "So I'm not going to get to watch even just this first time?"
"Nope!" Charlotte said, smugly. "Never... Never. At. All. Never even a video!"
"Do I at least get a goodbye fuck?"
"Hmmmm..." Charlotte said, as though thinking it over. "Noooo. Definitely not that either. Nope. It's much sexier if you don't! So, no! Nope... I'm done with your thin little 'clit' for the next half year--maybe longer. We'll see. If you're lucky, after six months I *might* blow you or beat you off. But... But! You are *not* going to be getting any pussy again ever, I have decided! Isn't that hot?!?! And my still-virgin ass?? Yup. That will soon be stretched and permanently off limits to you as well!! Isn't that sexy for us both!!!"
"Unngggghhhhhh!!" I groaned. "YESS!! Actually, it is! It's VERY *SEXY*!! It's STUPENDOUSLY sexy!!" I admitted, truthfully.
"I thought so, my sweet 'little-clitted' husband!" Char said. "I'm off now to get big-cock-fucked. Don't wait up! I won't be back until morning!"
Charlotte excused herself to freshen up, gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and then was off!
I was besides myself wondering who she was about to fuck and where. I drank a couple of martinis to try to calm down, beat off my "clit" a couple of times--fantasizing about her getting big-dick-fucked--and then crashed in our bed.
Around 5am I was awakened by Charlotte noisily opening the front door and stomping around the house.
I was still rousing myself, when I noticed Char had made her way to our bathroom. She ran the sink for a moment. Then, I heard a flush and then the sink again. After that, I heard a little but sharp "pop" sound. Then another "pop." Then another. And another.
I became curious and so walked over to the bathroom. What I found amazed and astounded me.
My beautiful little wife, Charlotte, was standing there with her packet of birth control pills in her hands. I entered just as she threw another one against the shower wall, making yet another popping noise.
Char was an absolute mess. Her clothes were askew. Her makeup was long gone. Her hair was disheveled. There were hickies all over her neck. There was cum in her hair and on her face. Her eyes were wide, with her pupils dilated. I noticed her tight-fitting pants were a mess at the crotch. It looked like she had peed herself.
"What the fuck happened to you?!" I asked.
"Anton--your rival at work." Charlotte replied. "He's what happened. He fucked the crap out of me with his massive, ginormous black cock. He wrecked me. He used me. He stretched me. He abused me... That's what happened!"
"Holy shit!" I said. "Do you want me to call the police, dear?"
"The police?" my wife replied. "Are you fucking out of your mind?! I LOOOOVED IT!!! Why the fuck would I want you to call the police?! I never ever even imagined sex could be so incredible!!"
"Fuck!" I said, simply.
"Yes, Boo. Exactly. Fuck. Lots of 'fuck.' Amaaaazing 'fuck'!! The most incredible 'fuck'!! Why else would I be throwing away all my birth control pills? Anton gave me the fucking of a lifetime. And he told me that if I want him to fuck me again, I had to come home and throw away all my birth control pills--while you watch--so that next time he fucks me, it'll be 'repo' sex until I'm knocked up! Anton is going to breed me! Thank you for entering the bathroom to make that possible, dear! I appreciate your compliance!"
My wife then threw away the remaining few of her birth control pills, one by one, with further popping sounds against the shower wall, as I watched, transfixed. Once the pills were all gathered on the floor of the shower, she had me run the water to flush them down into the sewer. "Thank you for taking care of that last step, Boo! Like a good cucky husband!" she said.
I felt a mixture of feelings, it's true. Some sadness, yes. Some fear, too--where would this lead us? But what overwhelmed me was arousal. Erotic arousal was by far my dominant feeling. I could scarcely believe how turned on I was!
I was so turned on to think that my gorgeous wife was becoming my handsome Black rival's breeding slut. It was truly an erotic fantasy come true! It was sublimely humiliating. And it was a turn on to know that Charlotte would be so much more sexually satisfied than I could ever provide for her.
A surprising sense of peace washed through me, as though this was what was meant for me in life, to be the beta cuck to my gorgeous wife as she was bred by superior alpha BBC.
After the pills were washed away, Charlotte led me to our bed, and she had me lick her pussy and ass clean.
I was over the moon to finally be allowed to lick my sexy wife's fantastic ass. That was something I had wanted to do for an age, but Charlotte had previously forbidden it. It was immensely satisfying to finally be so intimate with her delicious, gorgeous posterior.
Charlotte was so full of Anton's cum in each hole that it was truly incredible. While admittedly it tasted terrible, I adored the intimacy of eating it up, as my wife taunted me by recounting how much better a lover Anton was than I had ever been--or could ever hope to be. "Yes! Keep licking me clean cucky!! Lick out the cum of my superior lover! Oh my God! Anton fucked me easily a *million* times better than you ever have or ever could! Yes, clean me from it, and pay our coupling your 'respects' with your lips and tongue! Suck it all down, Boo! That's a good boi!" she said.
From that night on, Anton was my wife's Master--and mine, as well. He totally and thoroughly controlled her and me, especially our sex lives. He was fully bought in with our original fantasy. He, too, was determined to ruin my adorable, sexy wife for little white dicks--such as my "boi clit." He, too, wanted to pimp her out to lots of people in our life--friends, neighbors, co-workers, bosses, and rivals. He, too, wanted to get her addicted to superior black cocks. He, too, wanted to breed her exclusively with Blacks.
However, Anton wanted more. Not just "wanted." He *required* more.
Anton, you see, was determined *personally* to breed my Charlotte. Yes, he monopolized my Charlotte's pussy for his exclusive use until he confirmed she was pregnant.
Nine months passed with Anton in charge of us. It quickly came to seem natural both to my wife and me to be subordinate to the Black adonis and his massive, eleven-inch cock. It was huge and beautiful. I only saw it occasionally, as I waited on Anton and my wife between their fucks, but I cherished every glance I got. I thought of it as masculinity in perfect form, truly. I admired his cock, envied it, and worshiped it from afar.
My adorable wife never did touch my 'boi clit' at all since our fantasy fulfillment began, not even after the sixth months were up.
Anton monopolized Charlotte's mouth, pussy, ass--and most of her attention--for the first six weeks, until they were sure she was pregnant. Then, he shared her with his big-cocked black pals from our factory and all the willing men near our house--just as Charlotte had foretold. It was about a half dozen guys on our block, all told. For good measure, Anton--who had complete command of us--included my small-dicked boss and Charlotte's--for our job security.
I had to greet every guy when they came to the house, kneeling and naked. I had to thank them for "ruining my wife's pussy and putting me in my place." I was required to offer, "May I suck you off before you fuck my wife, Sir?" to each of them. Most took me up on it, even though they weren't ordinarily bi--as the word got around that I was "skilled" and that everyone else was joining in getting a "gay" blowjob from me, so there was no shame in it for the guys getting blown. A feeling of shame was there for me, of course. (But I liked it!)
My co-worker Hal especially gloated as he had me blow him. "You've always thought you were a better engineer than me, Ben... Well, now you can engineer my fucking cock, you dipshit faggot!" And I blew him--quite attentively--as Anton and Charlotte expected and required of me as the beta cuck.
It turned me on to be humiliated from submissively sucking cocks and always gave me a hardon. Being naked, as I always was, my hardon was always quite visible, and I would get ridiculed.
Hal was no exception. "Haha!" he laughed, "Looks like you're quite the faggot, Ben! Look how your 'clit' got hard from blowing me!! Ha!! Yes, Charlotte told me how your little weiner is now called a 'boi clit' since it's only useful for your own pleasure... I love it!"



My "clit" was dripping precum, so all I could do was blush and keep sucking Hal off. I was in no position to argue.
When the humiliation got worse, it only made my "clit" harder and made me ooze precum more visibly!
Sometimes I would groan while sucking on Charlotte's lovers' cocks, even. That would also cause them to tease me more.
After blowing Charlotte's lover or lovers for the night, then I would spend hours listening to my wife getting the life fucked out of her. I was under strick orders not to touch my "clit" at all while she got fucked. All I could do was sit naked in an adjoining room, listen, and wait for her to be finished. Often it would be several hours.
Often I would be summoned between rounds of fucking to tend to my wife and her lovers with drinks, snacks, cleanings with my mouth and tongue--or whatever else they might need. A few times they even peed on me.
They would summon me by calling out with something derogatory. Often they would yell, "Hey, faggot!" or "He sissy boi!" or "Hey little clit boi!" I would always promptly enter the room--naked and on my knees--and respond, "Yes, Mistress and Master! How may I serve!" That was what was expected. If I wanted to clean my wife's pussy and ass of cum later on, I knew better than to do anything other than meet *every* expectation.
A couple of guys even had me lick their buttholes after they crapped! That was REALLY disgusting--and sadly, I'll admit, it also turned me on... I soaked up the degradation and humiliation.
After Charlotte's lover or lovers for the evening would go--as sometimes two or three of them would take turns at her--then, so long as I had been very obedient, she would have me lick her pussy and ass while she would taunt me as well.
"Oh, my God, Benji!" she might say. "I got so well fucked tonight!! Did you hear? I'm sure you heard me screaming my orgasms! See how messy my cunt and ass are? Yes!! Lick them clean! Do a good job! Do a good job, and I'll stay in the room and talk to you while you stroke your 'clit'! Maybe I'll even nibble your ear! Wouldn't you love that, if I deigned to nibble your ear?"
"Unnnnghhh!" I would groan, when I wasn't busy swallowing her lover's or multiple lovers' cum, mixed with her pussy and ass juices.
Finally, my wife would allow me release. "Okay, Benji!" Charlotte would say, "You may stroke your 'clit' now! Stroke your 'clit' until you cum for me! Do it!! You have five minutes before I lose interest!"
"Yes, Ma'am!" I'd reply. "Right away! Thank you so much!!"
Soon, I'd be groaning loudly. "Unggggh!!! Yesss!! YESSSS!! Yessss!! YESSSSSSS!! Thank you, Mistress!! So amaaaaaaaazing!! YESSSSS!! Yesssss!! YESSSSSSS!! Ungggggghhhhhhhhhh!!"
After a full evening of listening to my sexy wife getting wondrously fucked--and then cleaning her--I would only have to stroke myself for a minute or two before exploding in orgasm.
My orgasms *always* eclipsed anything that I had experienced previously ever from "regular" sex. That was for sure!
If you're wondering, none of her lovers turned my wife down for sex even when she was nearly nine months pregnant and about to give birth.
Charlotte remained sexy even with a big pregnant belly and also continued to be an attentive, energetic, skilled lover--especially for the really hung black guys. Anton, his friends, and the neighbors all fucked my wife just as much throughout her whole pregnancy. Many thought it was extra erotic fucking her while she was pregnant with Anton's black baby.
The white guys who were our neighbors and our two bosses could barely feel anything fucking Charlotte in the pussy after the first six weeks of her getting stretched and ruined by Anton alone, so Charlotte led them to focus on her mouth and ass. They weren't complaining, and this helped get Charlotte ready to take the black guys in her ass. Somehow, and to everyone's happiness, my wife's sexy, plump little ass stayed more adaptable. Charlotte was eventually able to handle the massive black guys in her ass while the smaller white guys still found it a delight. The human body can be amazing, eh?!
Finally, Charlotte did give birth.
My wife insisted that I keep her company at the hospital during delivery and in recovery even though the chocolate brown child obviously wasn't mine. She was very open with the medical staff and put Anton's name right onto the birth certificate alongside hers. "Of course this is my alpha Black boyfriend's baby!" she told the doctor and the nurses. "Luckily my little hubby, Benjamina, here is a very supportive beta cucky!" Yes, she said that to them out loud. The staff were dumbfounded. I don't think I ever blushed so deeply in my whole life. My little 'boi clit' got hard, though, from the humiliation.
With her newborn boy--Anton Junior--my wife was over the moon in happiness. He was a beautiful, large baby. Dark, dark brown and even as an infant, with a large (redacted, just in case). He took immediately to breastfeeding, and it was a turn on to see my lily white gorgeous wife breastfeeding her chocolate brown baby boy. Wow! What a contrast!
The nurses at the maternity ward tried to keep a poker face, but I heard them snickering. One of them even asked my wife how she could get a black boyfriend, too, when she thought I was napping--but I heard. My wife whispered back. "Why don't I share mine with you, Sweetheart? He's going to need someone new to breed, at least while I'm healing up?" The gorgeous nurse replied, "Really? You'd share your stud with me? Unnnghhh. That would be so hot! Yes! Let's do it!"
Anton visited Charlotte and their son, even with me in the room.
He walked over to my wife in her bed the moment he arrived--without so much as acknowledging my presence--and gave her a long, sensual French kiss. Then Anton asked her, "How long, cunt, until we can go again? This one is beautiful. You need to make me some more kids, cunt!"
My wife was glowing. "Yes, Anton! That would be fabulous!! I promise to ask the doctor next time she stops in how soon you can start fucking me again, My Love!"
Yes. "My Love." She had been calling him "My Love" for weeks now.
Anton and my wife made out some more and together enjoyed the baby. They looked like a beautiful little family, I had to admit, with me--her rightful husband--more the outsider.
After what seemed like an hour, my wife decided to bring me up in conversation with her Black adonis lover. "Anton, My Love," she said. "By the way, 'Benjamina' has been a good cucky... Can we start to include 'her,' do you think?"
It was the first time Charlotte had referred to me as "she" or "her." I figured this would happen eventually. How poignant and cutting that it was right as she gave birth! Ungggh!! Again sublime!!
"Sure, cunt. 'she' can start to watch, if you want, so long as 'she' sucks my cock whenever I want and rims my ass when I breed you... Are you ready for me to make 'her' gay, though? If we go down this path, 'she' will end up a completely gay sissy... My BBC is like that for the white 'bois.' It's the 'gay sissy maker.' Are you ready for that, bitch?"
"Oh, yes, My Love! Definitely! That would be great if you could make 'Benjamina' into a sissy! I think that would be so fulfilling for 'her'! Do it! Make 'her' a gay sissy! Please do it!" my Charlotte replied to her Master, her lover. "If you make 'her' a sissy, then I don't have to feel bad anymore for depriving 'her' of my cunt, ass, mouth, and even my hands. Yes!! Making 'her' a gay sissy would be the best!"
"Good to know, cunt!" Anton said. He then turned to me, at long last. "How about it, faggot, 'Benjamina'? Are you up for becoming my sissy cock slave, loser? Are you ready to be made a gay sissy by my BBC? Are you ready to 'pay homage' to this black man for giving you a proper family and for letting you watch?! Are you ready to submit permanently to BBC and become a submissive gay sissy for BBC??"
Oh, yes!! Yes, "she" was very ready! The conversation and the scene had already made my little 'clit' hard in my pants from anticipation! I had quietly been praying for this turn of events, after enjoying providing all those various blowjobs at our house the past several months--blowjobs for MANY different men, but not yet for Anton, whose cock I had most adored and craved.
I groaned out my ascent. "Unnngggghhhhhhh! YES!! Yes, Sir!! I am totally ready to 'pay homage' to the superior black man! YES!! Yes! I've been craving your BBC for months now! Please let me submit to your BBC!! Yes--absolutely you can make me a gay sissy with your BBC! Pleeeease do it!! Pleeeease!!!"
"Good!" Anton replied. "Show me your 'clit' then, sissy. I need to see that it's hard so that I believe you. Take it out! Drop your pants and underwear!"
"But, Master! The nurses could come in any second!"
"Ask me if I care, faggot! Challenge an order from me ever again, sissy, and I'll break something!"
"Yes, of course Master! Certainly, Master!" and I dropped my pants and underwear as Anton had commanded. Indeed, my "clit" was sticking straight out, as far as it could. It was bright red, I was sure without looking.
"Oh, wow! That really is a 'clit,' isn't it?" Anton turned to my wife. "Every time I see it, this pencil 'clit' surprises me how small it is! No wonder you have needed me!"
My wife just smiled. There was nothing she needed to say. Just then, a nurse walked in. She was so stunned she dropped her food tray to the floor, spraying food throughout the entry to the room, and just left.
Then, a different nurse walked in, a tall and gorgeous blonde. My sense was this was the one who had been conspiring with my wife to fuck Anton. She stayed. "Oh, good, Roz!" my wife greeted her. "You're just in time to watch my Benjamina become a gay sissy for BBC! Do stay! This will be so hot!"
"Oh!" Roz exclaimed. "Terrific! You bet! I've always wanted to watch an alpha BBC turn a white guy into a sissy! Excellent!! Fun!" Then she added, "Oh, wow! 'She' does have a little 'boi clit'! You weren't lying, Charlotte! Dang! No wonder you went Black!!"
"Yeah!! No kidding!!" my wife replied. "But at last everything is falling into place!! Nature is taking its course!"
Ungggh! I felt so humiliated to be talked about like that, like a feminized sex object without feelings or ego... But it only turned me on more.
Roz noticed. "Oh, wow! This is really turning 'her' on!! Look at all that 'boi clit juice'! Gross!" she said, re.marking on my dribbling precum, obviously
"I know!" my wife exclaimed back. "God, I'm glad not to have to touch that 'clit' ever again!"
"Oh, I don't blame you one bit!" sighed Roz. "Even my weak husband has a better 'clit' than yours, and I thought he was tiny!"
Anton let them banter a little bit more at my expense before interrupting. "Enough, Girls!" he said. "Let Benjamina here enjoy getting sissified with the focus and solemnity 'she' deserves... Roz, I promise you'll get your first taste next!"
The ladies cooed their agreementm and Roz expressed her gratitude in advance. "Oh, thank you so much, Sir Anton! I can hardly wait!"
Anton didn't concern himself with replying to her.
"Now get on your knees, Girl! And come over here and blow me!" Anton barked. "I'm going to be needing you to blow me regularly until my cunt over here heals! I doubt the new cunt Roz will be enough to satisfy me!"
I waddled over to Anton on my knees. As I was on my way, I noticed his bulge was growing. I was filled with a sense of euphoria. I was finally going to get to be intimate with what I admired more than anything in the world--my Black master's amazing eleven-inch gorgeous cock. He had been the only man who'd visited our house who had not let me blow him yet. "You don't deserve my BBC yet, faggot!" he would say. "You will know when you have earned it!"
I had almost begged Anton to let me blow or lick him clean a couple of times, but I knew it wasn't my place until he was ready. He had let me lick his ass a few times, and I had been grateful for that.
Here and now, in the hospital room, with my adorable wife and their newborn, apparently Anton was turned on to the whole situation, too. He was half hard even before I got to him, apparently. It was a struggle to free his cock from his pants because of this and eventually Anton had to help me drop his pants and underwear down to the floor.
Luckily, I'd developed considerable blowjob skills from servicing the other men in our home before they fucked my Charlotte. Some of them did have BBCs to rival Anton--but none seemed as beautiful to me. None but Anton's had extra meaning, because it was only Anton's BBC that had bred my adorable wife!
I still loved my wife, and it was very special to me that the same BBC that was breeding her would be making me into a gay sissy. Charlotte and I were going to be bonded through Anton's God-like love stick, his immense eleven-inch magic pillar of a cock! Just as it was breeding my gorgeous wife, also it would be making me gay. Nothing could be so sublime as this, I thought.
I was able to deep throat almost all of Anton's unbelievably enormous God-cock. Maybe ten of eleven inches!
I quickly realized that I had never enjoyed anything ever as much as sucking on my Master's humongous ebony rod--his divine fuck-missile.
Sucking Anton's pole was my new "home," I realized.
I had never felt so peaceful or right before doing anything else, not ever. I adored Anton's cock with my lips, tongue, and throat. Time seemed to stand still.
I'd never thought that I could find so much happiness in life--but alas I finally had!
"Nice job, Faggot!" I heard Anton boom from above me. "You're going to do nicely until I can breed your cunt wife again! Yes, you're going to do very nicely!"
"Thhhhhunk oooo!" I groaned, as I continued to suck his meat deep into my throat. "Thhhhunk ooooo, Mmmmster!!!"
I felt Anton's hands move to the back of my head so that he thrust into my face and head even harder. I loved the way he was using me!!
Before long, I felt him pulse and start to shoot. I couldn't believe it! I was over the moon with joy! My blowjob had made my Black adonis Master cum!!! I was so happy and excited that when the second or third pulse shot of his cum hit my throat, my own 'clit' exploded!! Yes, I came without even touching myself!!
My cum of course didn't last as long as Anton's, but without anything to contain my 'clit,' unlike Anton--whose load went straight into my throat--my load sprayed all around a corner of the room! Ungggh! It was so humiliating!!
And I loved it!
"Ha!" Anton teased me as we were both recuperating. "Looks like the faggot sissy already is in love with my cock. It figures! 'She' sprayed the room with 'clit' juice just from sucking me! Pretty sad! Get busy licking that all up, Sissy!! I'm going to take a crap. Get into the bathroom next so you can lick my ass clean!"
I could hardly wait!!
I selfishly hoped Charlotte would take a while to heal so that Anton could spend plenty of time conditioning me with his "gay sissy maker" cock--his GLORIOUS BBC "gay sissy maker"--and having me lick his ass, to boot!
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"I ran into Elgin today," my wife told me as soon as I got home.
My face blanched, as I prepared myself to hear more. Elgin was my wife's ex-boyfriend from shortly before we met. Her huge black ex-boyfriend with an eleven-inch dick.
And it wasn't just any eleven-inch dick. My wife admitted to me that it was more like a "magic fuck stick."
"Rob," she would say, partly to taunt me and partly to turn me on. "You would not believe how incredible sex was with that fuck stick... I can't tell you how depressed I became when I discovered Elgin would never marry me and make a family with me. It took all my willpower to break up with him, and thank God he moved across the country!"
I knew sex with me would never compare to sex with Elgin, and somehow I made peace with that. I knew Emily loved me deeply, even if I could never take her to those sexual heights.
You're probably wondering the basics about us. We're an early thirties professional white couple. I'm nice looking enough--5'11", dark hair, fit. Many women would have been plenty happy with me, probably, and never needed "more."
Emily is 5'6", with long dirty-blonde hair, blue eyes, a cute face, and excellent curves. She's thin, but she has appetizing C-cup breasts and a cute bubble butt that all look great on her lean frame. Men (and many women!) find my wife incredibly attractive, and she was an energetic serial monogamist right up until she met me. I don't want to know how many lovers she's had. It's probably been a lot. I haven't done badly in my love life, but I can sense that it's been tame compared to my gorgeous wife's experiences.
I would never have known about Elgin. I certainly wasn't asking about Emily's past, but one day when we were quarreling--a rarity for us--she lashed out about how she wished I had a big cock like her ex-boyfriend. One thing led to another, and I ended up--partly to my arousal and partly to my chagrin--hearing all about the super hung Black boyfriend of over a year... Elgin.
It was only about a week later that we added an Elgin-size black dildo to our bedroom routine. Emily admitted she was just too cranky without getting something his size up inside her from time to time--now that she had experienced it for over a year. "Sorry, Boo," she told me. "I didn't realize it until now. I'm sorry it happened. But my time with Elgin just rewired my basic needs to another level. I need something his size up inside me! I'm craving it!"
We rushed right out to get her a giant black dildo together. What was the alternative? Perhaps losing her? That didn't seem like a good idea!
For the ensuing eighteen months, it seemed like the dildo was doing the trick, and we both seemed happy in our marriage.
Now here we are, three years into married life, and Emily had run into Elgin at the car dealer, as they both waited for their cars to be serviced. Elgin had moved back to town, apparently.
When Emily handed me a gin and soda right after telling me that she ran into Elgin, and she suggested we sit down, I knew I was in for a tricky conversation.
"I'm so sorry this happened, Boo! Really, I am!" Emily began. "I mean... I never would have sought him out! It took so much willpower for me to break it off with him... But then there he was, right across from me in the tiny waiting room... And he looked amazing! I'm sorry, but he really did! And he was wearing designer sweatpants like he usually does... I tried to keep it to just small talk, but then I saw his cock grow partway hard in his pants, and I became absolutely transfixed! You can't hold it against me, Boo! You just can't! It's an instinctive reaction for a female in the face of such an intensely erotic male of the same species! It's just animal instinct! My nipples got super hard and my pussy became soaked. Elgin could definitely see my nipples, and I am pretty sure he smelled my arousal as well!"
I had mixed feelings listening to Emily, just as I did when she told me her stories about being fucked by Elgin--and just as I did when I fucked her with her "Elgin" dildo.
Yes, I was intensely jealous, but it was also a huge turn on. I loved interracial porn, and I loved helping Emily have her best orgasms with her dildo... And the idea of my sexy wife fucking a black stud worthy of a porn video definitely got my dick hard... And my dick got hard right then!
Emily saw my pants tent.
"Ha! Your little dick is hard from even hearing this much, dear! I *knew* it! I knew you would love hearing about me turning into a drenched-pussy bitch for my ex-boyfriend! I just knew it!! Good!! Should I let you hear what happened next, or should I just go into the bedroom with my 'Elgin' dildo and bang out a couple of good cums on my own... Hmmm? I'm not sure..."
I knew what she wanted, now, Emily. She wanted me to beg. It was not a tough decision for me to make.
"Oh, please, Boo!" I said, using the nickname we each used for the other. "Please tell me! Pretty please!"
"Only if you SWEAR that you won't hold it against me, Boo." Emily replied. "Will you swear?"
I was hopeless to hear about it. I was an interracial voyeur and porn junky as Emily well knew, and nothing was more arousing than thinking about her getting black-fucked. "Yes! I swear, Emily! Tell me! Tell me everything!"
"You are 1,000% sure?"
"Yes!!"
"Very well then! Except there's a problem..." she said.
"What? What do you mean there's a problem?" I was worried and frustrated.
"Elgin made me promise that if you want to hear about it that you may not-- that you may only *SEE* it-- *and*... *and* if you want to see it, you have to agree that I can go **black-only**!"
"Whoa!" I said. "That's intense! What exactly do you mean by 'black-only,' Boo?"
"Well," Emily replied. "Of course my pussy would only be for blacks--permanently. But Elgin says that for maximum impact, my mouth should be 'black-only,' too! No blow jobs--no French kissing, even! And, of course, even though he's insisting that I finally--and regularly!--receive his cock in my ass, that you can never have me there, either! Basically, I'll be reserved *completely* for blacks sexually. You'll be celibate--except for occasional 'mercy' hand jobs!"
"Really?!?"
"Yes, if you want to hear any more about it, you're going to have to watch--and to agree that I can go black, and black-only, for good!"
Before I could reply, Emily added. "Oh, and if none of this is agreeable, I'll just fuck Elgin REGULARLY on my own and tell you NOTHING about it. You'll have a complete and total embargo on any specifics whatsoever!"
"Wow! This is a pretty severe choice, Em! Does it have to be like this?" I complained--even though my dick was rock hard in my pants still, and oozing precum rapidly, I was certain. I sure hoped I wasn't going to have a wet spot for Emily to notice while we were discussing!
"Yes," she said. "I talked it over with Elgin for a good long while, and he was very firm. He says he has plenty of options for who to fuck, and he'll only give the white cuck what he desires if he relinquishes his own privileges for good. He's perfectly happy to fuck me privately from you. So if it's going to be for your satisfaction, too, he wants something big out of it!"
"Wow! But I guess it has a certain logic," I said. "After all the racism that black guys put up with, I can see how he wouldn't want to gratify my needs without my giving something in return... And exclusive Black access to you sexually is the logical thing for him to insist on... But how would you feel about it, Boo?"
"Well," Emily began, "it would mean a very big change to our marriage, it's true. But I've been thinking about it for a couple of days now before offering the option to you... Yes, I'm up for it... I wouldn't be offering it to you if I wasn't up for it... I really miss big black cocks, generally, and Elgin's in specific... Going black-only I don't think would be hard for me at all, I don't think.... I'm sorry if this hurts your feelings, Boo! And I think it would be gratifying for you--with how much you're into interracial porn and helping me with my BBC dildo--to be in the room with me while I get taken to a whole other level of much, much more sexual satisfaction than--I am so sorry!-- than you have ever been able to bring me!"
"You'll really be that much more sexually satisfied, Em?? Really?!" I queried.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Rob, but *yes*!" my gorgeous, sexy wife replied. "I don't want to hurt your feelings but I suppose it may help you decide if I'm fully honest, as I know how much my happiness means to you--and I know how much you enjoy seeing me being satisfied, right? Should I really lay it out for you, Boo?"
"Uh..." I stammered, unsure. "I guess so, Boo..."
"Well... Your dick is just tiny compared to Elgin's monster cock. I mean, it can be *pleasant* to have you inside me, it can feel close... but when Elgin's in me, I feel so much more a woman... He fills me so much better, he reaches all these great spots up inside me... Elgin can make tender love to me like you can, but he can also fuck me animalistically, which I really enjoy sometimes, too... And, I'm sorry dear, he makes love better than you do--and you can't really fuck me animalistically *at all*, not *ever*... I'm sure you agree with that, too, don't you?" Emily posed to me directly.
"No... You're right, of course, Boo..." I replied. "I hear what you're saying... But you wouldn't mind NEVER fucking me again in order to be fucked by Elgin and other blacks and have me just watch!? Really? You won't miss me at all?"
"Well," Emily replied. "I'm so sorry that this is going to be hard for your ego, Rob, but... no, I don't think I'll miss your little dick much at all... Being blacked is in a whole other galaxy and makes you seem like a little pre-teen boy by comparison... I don't mean to be cruel, but if I'm honest... and I think it may help you decide, is what I'm thinking... I would *much* rather have a sex life of being blacked... And you and I will figure out ways to be close... Like me talking dirty to you while you beat off... And you'll have some 'mercy' hand jobs and even occasionally be allowed to clean Black men's cum from my pussy and ass!"
"Oooh! That would be hot to do!" I admitted. "I'd love to lick you clean of black men's cum. That would be *so* tremendous!!"
"Yeah, I figured, my pervert husband!" Emily resumed, with a smile. "So... It's really a question of whether you'd like to be a part of things... Or whether for me to meet these needs that I can no longer suppress... If I should sneak off without you regularly--just so you can still put your dick in me once in a while.... even as you putting yourself in me does almost nothing at all for me. Nearly nothing whatsoever!"
"Uh..." I again stammered, still a bit confused and unsure. "I guess I hear what your preference is, hunh?"
"Honestly, Rob, I *do* love you, and it seems our marriage has a better shot if we spend more time together," my gorgeous wife said. "So I think if you are serious about trying to make our marriage work, we'll have more closeness between us if you do choose to be a part of things by giving me up to go black-only."
"Wow, Em!" I replied. "But I guess I understand your logic... If I do give you up to go black-only, we would be closer than if I send you off to get blacked without being a part of it... But still this is a big step... And what about babies? We've always wanted to have a family, Em!"
"My babies would be black, obviously, Rob! If I'm black-only, you didn't think I'd possibly breed any other way than black, did you?!"
"Well, I'm just thinking about it now for the first time, Boo! So... I dunno... I mean, you could fuck black only and still get inseminated with my sperm, couldn't you?"
"Ew! That sounds gross, honestly, to me, Rob! And disloyal to being black-only, to boot! Why would I want to be inseminated by your weak sperm when I could be mated and bred by a superior alpha black? Besides, I am going to get black-bred either way... Whether you give me up to go black-only or not!"
"What the fuck!?" I shouted. That pissed me off.
"Yes, Boo! That's right. I could tell from my reaction to seeing Elgin today... I'm meant to be black bred. That's why I was so drawn to him. That's one of the reasons I'm going to be fucking him regularly whether you let me go black-only or not... I'm one-hundred percent going to be black-bred--and black-bredonly... You could divorce me, and I'd still do it!!"
"Holy shit! For real, Em?"
"Yeah, for real, Rob! Why else would I be telling you this? You think it's fun to have to tell you?!"
"Uh..." I mumbled, unsure of myself. "I dunno..."
"Well... Hopefully that makes your choice easier, Boo!" Emily underscored. "Knowing that I'm going to be black-bred either way takes an element out of it, doesn't it?"
"Maybe I should just leave you, Em!!" I protested emphatically.
"You could," Emily responded calmly. "Yes, you'd be within your rights, that's for sure... But I know you pretty well... I actually know you *VERY* well... and something tells me you're not going to... Not because you're some kind of 'chump,' either... No, you're not a chump, Rob! Rather, it's because you're a PERVERT! That's right, I think you're just too turned on to the idea of watching me get blacked to run off... I think you're secretly DYING to see me get blacked! And I think you're going to go for it!"
"Huh... Interesting," I said. I was trying to take a beat to assess how I really felt deep down. I added to my throwaway remark to buy some time. "I see... You really have decided quite a bit, Em... Wow!! This is quite a bit to process!"
"I think you'll really enjoy it, Rob! I know how much it turns you on to see me cum on my 'Elgin' dildo. You're going to love watching me cum from the real thing even more!"
"I guess so," I responded. "Can I have some time to think it over?"
"Sure! You can have as long as you can go without cumming!"
"What do you mean?"
"Well... Elgin and I discussed it, and we both think it's hot for you to be cum-free until you decide."
"Really?!"
"Yes, really!!"
"Well, what if I don't agree?"
"If you don't agree, then the offer to watch me go black is off the table, and I'll just fuck Elgin on my own."
"Truly?"
"Yeah... You need to learn that your needs are going to be coming last sexually, going forward."
"Really?!"
"Yup!"
Somehow, my Emily had never seemed sexier. I liked this assertive, sexy bitch! She'd never seemed hotter to me!
Emily looked especially sexy, too! Her face was flushed with excitement. Her nipples were sticking out. I could swear I could smell her pheromones. Just maybe the smell of her pussy juice was already in the air as well?
"So how are you going to make sure I don't cum when you're not around?" I asked.
"Simple! You have to put on this little dicklet cage I got for you. It's got a curve in it. You won't even be able to get partway hard without being in some pain... Or you can give me over to go black-only--tonight!"
"Wow! That's cold!"
"Yeah, I guess so," Emily admitted. "But I see your crotch is tented. So your dicklet thinks it's hot, Rob!"
"Yeah," I admitted. "I guess so!"
"I'll tell you what, though," Emily added. "You don't have to decide one-hundred percent this minute... You can avoid the curved dicklet cage if you'll agree to decide a little later tonight... If Elgin can come over to talk to you, and you agree to decide after hearing what he has to say... What do you say?"
I paused a moment before responding. "Was Emily serious?" I asked myself. "Yes, she definitely seems to mean it. Shit!"
"Aw, fuck... What the hell... I guess so! Sure! Have him come over." I folded. I couldn't really stomach the thought of a curved "dicklet cage." I knew I wouldn't last long that way anyhow! "But... Can we have a 'goodbye fuck' at least first, Boo?"
"Well, to be honest," Emily replied, "I have had mixed feelings on the question of a 'goodbye fuck'... But Elgin thinks it's sexier if I don't even give you a goodbye fuck, nor a goodbye blow job, nor a goodbye French kiss, and I want to please him in this regard-- as in *every* regard!"
"Holy crap!" I said. "Wow! Is that the whole deal?"
"Well... I wasn't sure if I was going to spring this part on you instead of leaving it to Elgin, but I guess I should... There *is* more required of you, actually. Yes!"
"Unggggh!" I groaned. "Okay. Spill it, Em! What else?!!"
"Well," she replied, as matter of factly as she could muster. "You are also going to have to 'pay homage' to BBC."
Emily was as dead pan as possible, as if everyone would know what "Pay homage to big black cock" would mean. I had a feeling, but I wasn't sure.
Emily must have seen my quizzical expression, with furrowed brow, but she said nothing. She waited until I asked.
"Uh, Em..." I began sheepishly, a little embarrassed at my ignorance. "What do you mean by 'pay homage' to BBC, exactly?"
"Ugh!" she said, with some annoyance. "I was hoping you knew from porn... Ugh! But okay... I'll explain it if you really don't know... It means suck BBC as required by Black alpha men--as often and as long as they want--in order to convey your subservience and admiration... It's what Black alpha bulls like Elgin expect of their new beta cuckies-- like you will become! You are expected to 'pay homage,' and--I'm told--before long you will even become gay for BBC, or at least mostly gay. BBC will come to dominate your sex life as a beta cucky just like it will dominate my sex life as a BBC 'white slutwife.'"
"Oh," I said flatly. "I see... So I have to go gay, too, hunh? Wow! This really asks a lot, Em!"
"Well," she replied. "What I'm told is that you only 'have to' pay homage... But that you almost certainly *WILL* end up mostly gay, because white bois simply find BBC irresistible after a short while and are quickly reprogrammed... But if it doesn't work on you, so be it... Then you only end up having to suck BBC once or twice a week for the privilege of watching me get blacked... But yeah, you have to be willing to go bi... But I see your little dicklet is still hard, Boo! So I think this turns you on, doesn't it!"
And Emily gave me a quick, playful poke in the crotch. I groaned involuntarily at her teasing touch. "Unnghhh!"
"You're right, Em!" I confessed, and I decided to be completely open. "I guess I wish maybe you weren't. But you're right. I've secretly been wanting to try sucking BBC for some time now... Now you've given me an important reason to go for it!"
"Wow, Boo!" my wife replied. "That's very brave of you to admit. Good job!"
I heard a car door slam from in front of our house. Emily must have heard it, too.
"Oh, shit! I lost track of time! That's him, probably. I knew you were going to say 'no' to the curved cage so he's already been on his way! He'll probably take a minute making his way to the door but NOT longer..."
As her thoughts turned to Elgin's arrival, my wife looked radiant. I had never seen her so energized and turned on. She was flushed. I could swear that I could smell her wet pussy as well as her pheromones. Her nipples--I could even see through her bra and her dress--were standing straight out, harder than I had ever seen them. Like meaty little pencil erasers. Incredibly erotic!



I was turned on, too! My little dicklet had never been so hard. I was staring dumbfounded at my wife, so I wasn't sure, but I bet my precum was already flowing. I was breathing hard, I realized.
The doorbell rang. "One moment!" Emily yelled out, obviously to Elgin.
Then my wife returned her attention to me. "A few final thoughts, Boo! These are important. Listen up! Sit in the chair there, across the room. I'm going to be making out with my lover on the sofa, and I don't want you too close. Not a peep from you! Focus on how lucky you are to be here! Some quick warnings... First of all, expect to be humiliated and dominated. Plan to be subservient. Don't speak unless spoken to. Don't move unless instructed. Don't flinch when either Elgin or me call you insults... You're clearly a faggot. Only a faggot would give me up to black-only. We'll probably call you 'faggot' or 'cucky' or 'beta' or 'asswipe'--or whatever comes to mind... But I will also say this: 'Thank you!!!' Thank you for giving me up to Elgin and his superior black cock and other black cock as he sees fit... Earnestly, I'm very grateful."
And, with that, she gave me a peck of a kiss on the forehead, and then a gentle shove towards the chair.
It was quite a speech. Clearly my gorgeous wife was anxious about events--even as she was also quite excited. And who could blame her? It had to be stressful to have me, her husband, watching her make love with her superior black lover for the first time, and handing her over to go black-only. Yes, it had to be stressful even as it was also incredibly exciting for her!
Just then, the doorbell rang a second time. I stuck to my recent orders and got seated.
Emily ran to the door, composed herself, brushed the hair out of her face, took a quick blast of breath spray, and opened the door for her lover, her BBC lover Elgin, who was about to claim her permanently on behalf of blacks.
"Hey, slut," he said calmly to greet her. The statuesque and handsome Adonis knew I was in the room but didn't even glance around for me. "Good to see you."
"Good to see you, too, Lover!" Emily purred. Then she slid her arms around his neck and pulled the 6'2" stud down to kiss her. She opened her mouth as wide as it would go, to make it fully available to his tongue--something that she never did for me anymore.
Elgin seemed pleased and jammed his tongue into her mouth, to explore what was becoming his sexual property, to use however he wished.
Elgin's hands both dropped to my Emily's delicious medium-sized bubble butt. His hands--unlike my own--were big enough to ensconce a cheek each. He was much better able to fondle Emily's ass than I ever could.
Emily started to purr.
They made out like this for a few minutes before Emily led Elgin over to the sofa. "Let's relax and make out, my love. Okay?"
I noticed that she called him "love." It stung. It was humiliating. And it also supercharged the sensuality of the moment. Yes, it turned me on to hear... Thank God, it turned me on to hear!
"Sure thing, my tasty little cunt. Works for me." Elgin replied.
Emily would have never tolerated me calling her "cunt." With Elgin, she didn't even flinch.
I watched quietly from across the room. My little dicklet got even harder from the astoundingly erotic sight of my gorgeous wife making out with her BBC stud more enthusiastically than I could remember her ever making out with me.
Emily seemed in love, she was so amorous with Elgin.
Her mouth was wide open and receptive the entire time. With me, by contrast, she is usually tired of tongue kissing quickly. Emily never wanted to tongue kiss with me as long as I did. Elgin was Frenching her for ten minutes with nothing but enthusiastic compliance from my wife.
Finally, after an elongated makeout session with lots of stroking and groping, I saw Emily whisper to Elgin for a few moments, and then the two of them back and forth. Then, she looked down and he looked straight at me.
"Rob," he started, "Emily has told me you've been a dutiful husband--doting, kind, and a good provider. That's all well and good. She and I both hope you're able to stomach the transition your life is about to undergo, assuming this evening moves forward as discussed... The evening does NOT have to proceed thus, you should know. You are a man. I respect that. You have agency. When I am done explaining things to you, you can take a few minutes to yourself in the next room and think over what path you will be on. If you choose to leave shortly--and stay away overnight--you and Emily can have a relatively normal marriage. Sure, she and I will still fuck regularly, because she needs that, and that's what I want, too, now that I've moved back... Yes, I'll be breeding her at some point, and she'll be breeding only black.... Those things are not negotiable for her. Emily is going to be one of my regular cunts and baby mamas... But otherwise, you would have mostly a normal life. Emily would not enjoy fucking you anymore, no... But she would do her duty, and things could go fine. I don't want a wife, so I would support this path if that's what you choose--if you choose to be a 'man.' Should I spell out in my own words for you what the other option is so that you're really clear, Rob?"
"Uh, yes, Elgin, that would be great. Please do."
"That's 'Sir Elgin' to you. It doesn't interest me much to be speaking with you. I'm doing it to please my cunt over here, otherwise known as your 'wife' and so you know what's expected of you. If I'm going to be conversing with you, you'll be calling me 'Sir' or 'Master'--or 'Sir Elgin' or 'Master Elgin.' Do you want to try that again?"
It was clear I had no choice but to leave the house or comply. I wasn't interested in fleeing. Not at all. So I answered Elgin, in the manner required. "Uh, I guess so... Sure. Uh.... Yes, *SIR* Elgin, that would be great. Please explain the other option to me in your own words... SIR!"
"That's better, Rob--or should I say 'faggot'? Yes, best to transition you now to how I will ordinarily address you--if at all--should you pick option 'C.'"
"Sir, I'm confused... I thought this was the second option? Why are you calling it option 'C,' please, Sir?" I bravely interjected.
"Faggot don't ever interrupt again, or I'll have to punish you. And no questions unless you are invited to ask questions. Is that clear for you, faggot?"
"Yes, Sir!"
"Okay. Good... Now I'll answer your question... Good job listening. I like a faggot who listens carefully. It's called option 'C' for 'Cuckold,' you shitstain... It's the option where you become specifically a beta cuckold--while I reclaim your wife for myself... You get to watch your wife blacked--like you have long dreamed. But you also have to suck cock--*my* big black cock at first and later others. And trust me that you *will* get hooked on sucking BBC. It never fails. White bois always get hooked on BBC after a few days of sucking... It's incredible to see, really... You also have to rim my black ass... and rim other black asses as I will soon require. You won't mind the rimming, either, because it will bring you closer to BBC, which you will soon come to LOVE... BBC is the white boi 'gaymaker' for sure! So what will start off as you 'paying homage' will soon become 'you living your best life!'"
My wife leaned forward and whispered in Sir Elgin's ear for a few moments. He just nodded.
"My cunt brings up a good point. Drop your pants, faggot. And your underwear, too. Stand up and show us your junk. Show us your little 'boi clit,' faggot. My cunt and I want to see how you're doing."
I did as commanded of course. I got right up, undid my belt, and slid down both my pants and underwear.
To my shame and embarrassment, my "boi clit" was rock hard. It wasn't very long or thick. No. That never happens. But it was as long and thick as it can ever get. And it was bright red. My little five-incher was excited as could be.
I looked down briefly and saw. Precum was even percolating at the tip.
Emily and Elgin both started laughing. For Emily, a muffled giggle. Elgin guffawed and then resumed speaking.
"Well, well, well! It seems faggot has enjoyed learning about option 'C.' Very well then! Let's all make note! Still, you shall be afforded agency as promised... You get to pick which option. Remember, though, that if you pick option 'Cuckold,' that will be your last little bit of agency regarding your sex life... Sure, I'll promise not to permanently harm you--but I might bruise you for discipline. I might mark you. I'll definitely turn you gay for BBC. Yeah, probably you'll also be getting fucked in your boi pussy, too... Yessir, you got a cute enough ass for it. Some of the fellas are going to want to claim that. I might even tap your ass just so you are clear on your role in things-- at the bottom, to be used however I wish. You got this all clear, cucky faggot?"
I paused. Should I speak? Did Sir Elgin ask me a question for sure? Yes. Yes, he did. So I answered.
"Yes, that's clear, Sir Elgin. This is my last agency regarding my sex life, I understand, if I choose to become your and my wife's beta cuckold."
"Okay, you can ask a question now. Just one. Better make sure it's very important to you!! Go ahead now."
Emily cuddled and stroked her lover shamelessly the whole time he was talking to me.
I took stock for a minute. I think I understood the situation quite plainly. But. But. But I wanted to make sure of one key element. The element that brought me down this road to begin with.
"Oh, thank you, Sir. I guess my one question is... If I go through with this and let you make me gay for BBC, you will still let me watch my Emily getting blacked regularly, yes, and clean her pussy and ass with my mouth and tongue occasionally, yes?"
"That's two questions, faggot. Come stand in front of me so I can punish you."
I walked up as ordered.
Elgin punched me hard, right in the face.
I went reeling backwards and fell on my ass.
My nose and left eye hurt like hell! Instantly I could tell I was going to have a black eye. Fuck!
In a moment, blood was gushing from my bruised nose down my face.
"Fuck!" I screamed.
"I'll allow you that one scream, faggot, because you're new to getting punished. I pulled that punch. Like I said, I won't permanently harm you. Your nose isn't even broken. You're just going to be bleeding for a bit and have a shiner... It ain't personal. I've learned that harsh punishments at the start are the best way to train you white faggots."
I saw Emily looking away. She was ashamed of me and my weakness, I was sure. Who could blame her?
"Now," Elgin added, "I'll also answer your questions.... The answer is 'Yes.' That's what has been offered, and I'm a man of my word. *HOWEVER*. However... how frequently or whether you see your wife getting blacked in video or in person will vary... How often you are granted the privilege of cleaning my new cunt's holes, that will vary, too... It will depend on how well you ingratiate yourself to me... Got it, faggot?"
"Uh.... Yes, Sir Elgin! Uh... Sir?"
Pow!! Elgin immediately punched me on the other side of my face, the right side. I grunted as quietly as I could. "Fuck!" I thought to myself, "I'm going to have two black eyes! I'm going to look ridiculous!" I could feel more blood flowing from my nose then, too.
"I did not invite you to ask another question, faggot! But... Now that I've punished you adequately, go ahead. What's your other question?"
"Sir. Thank you, Sir. Faggot deserved to be punished. Sir... Are you going to allow faggot to have orgasms?"
"Ah!! Good question also, faggot. I didn't mean to withhold that information from you... The answer is... It depends... Probably not as often as the faggot has been used to... It will depend on how pleasing a faggot you are... I will decide it as we go... Now go clean yourself up, and in ten minutes I expect your decision. Are you going to be our faggot beta cucky or not? I'll be here making out with my cunt while I wait to hear from you. Ten minutes. A minute longer and option 'C' is off the table."
I started to pull my underwear and pants on before I walked off, but Elgin quickly put a stop to that. "Leave those off, faggot," he barked. "Unless you decide to get dressed and run off. My cunt and I want to be able to see your little 'clit' and whether it's excited or not. It helps us run things around here."
I noticed there was no question, so I didn't make the mistake of speaking again. I just got up from the floor and was about to walk off.
We all were keenly aware that even with my having been punched in the face twice... even with being incredibly humiliated by Elgin's superior strength and aggression... or perhaps because of it... I was *still* turned on. My "clit" was still stiff and red. In fact, it was now more noticeably leaking precum, even.
My wife spoke for the first time in a while. "Go on, faggot husband... Leave us for the remaining nine minutes and decide on your answer... Is it going to be an insipid lovelife where I leave you home frequently to go fuck Elgin... Or are you ready to be our completely subservient beta cuck--who gets to watch me get blacked... and gets the joy of going gay with BBC as well... go take a few minutes and decide, faggot husband! I'll be here making out with my alpha stud while we wait for your answer. Now, skat!"
I bowed slightly as I passed them, leaving them for the nearby powder room.
I took a couple of minutes to wash my face and catch my breath. I looked at myself in the mirror. I had two black eyes developing. I looked horrible and pathetic, with a shirt on but bottomless. Meanwhile, my little "clit" stayed hard.
Naturally, my hard "clit" drove my answer.
It wasn't a difficult choice. If I left them now and tried to have some shred of a normal marriage, it wouldn't be normal really. My wife wasn't going to go back to being into me. We would have mediocre sex, and I would know that she was getting fulfilled when she was away from me, when she would be off fucking Elgin. No, that wouldn't be much fun at all.
I also wasn't going to leave Emily, I was pretty sure. Somehow I still felt incredibly bonded to her, even with her promise to get black-bred only. Oddly, the idea of her getting black-bred didn't even bother me. Perversely, it excited me. Yes!!! I realized that my wife was right: I am an incredible pervert who would not only enjoy watching her get blacked and go black-only--I was turned on to her getting black-bred!! DANG!! "I'm an extremely disturbed pervert!!" I thought to myself.
I had to go with "Option Cuckold." I would LOVE watching Emily make love with Elgin and getting fucked by him, and then eventually by other BBCs. I knew it. I would *especially* love watching her get black bred!
I knew it because I knew how much I liked seeing my wife turned on and being pleasured-- generally and also especially with her Elgin-sized black dildo. I knew it because of how much I enjoyed interracial porn. I knew it because of how much this adventure had already turned me on--especially how much it had excited me to watch Emily and Elgin makeout as I looked on.
I had also developed my own fascination with big black cocks, and I had a strong intuition that I would enjoy 'paying homage' and then quickly become hooked on black cock-- just like Elgin predicted. I believed him that I would become "gay for BBC" like all the other white "bois" that he had trained over the years. I believed Elgin completely.
I daydreamed about how erotic and deeply satisfying "Option Cuckold" was going to be.
"Which was going to be hotter, watching Emily get blacked or going gay with BBC? I wasn't even sure! Hmmm?" I wondered to myself.
In fact, I was daydreaming about this all for almost too long. I almost missed Elgin's ten minute deadline by daydreaming about how intensely satisfying life would be as their beta cuck!
I owe it to Emily that I got back to the living room in time. She had slyly set a timer and called out, "Hey, faggot husband! It's seven minutes and counting!"
I walked back into the living room, with my "clit" standing out and proud. I was hoping to look respectable while I knew that I looked ridiculous, given the two black eyes and my little "clit" being so inflamed.
"Husband," my wife began, looking more gorgeous than ever, as she took a quick break from making out with her black alpha bull. They remained in a cuddling posture, the two of them. "You look truly pathetic. I've never seen you as more of a loser or a wimp than with those two black eyes and still your 'clit' is hard anyway. You must really be desperate to watch me get blacked... And really eager to start 'paying homage,' too. Yes, it must be both. Pathetic. I didn't realize you were such a faggot... Well, am I right?! Are you in for Option 'C'?"
I heard a direct question, I realized. So, yes, I was expected to speak. I had better speak.
"Thank you, Mistress," I began. "Yes, your faggot husband looks pathetic. It's true. Thank you for your question. Of course I want the option that brings me more closeness with you, Mistress. Of course, it must be 'Option Cuckold.'"
"Hmmm," Emily replied, mulling over my verbal declaration. "Yes, I believe that, but that's not the only thing is it? I need you to admit it to me. What else is it, dear pathetic husband?"
"Yes, Mistress. I do also crave being your and Master Elgin's beta cuckold. Just as you both have discussed. I am eager to 'pay homage.' I believe Master Elgin when he predicts that I will find BBC addictive and the 'gaymaker' for me like for so many white bois before me. I am ready to worship BBC and have it become even more important to me than pussy."
"Good! Good job, my cucky! It's so important that you're honest with me and the man who is becoming Master of us both! Good job! Now prove it by unwrapping his big black cock and paying homage until he says stop. Take him deep in your face and your throat. Do it now! Enough talk! Get down on your knees and get to work! And don't mind me--I'll be recording you! Now get busy!"
I dropped quickly to my knees and waddled right up close in front of Sir Elgin. He wore a smug grin but said nothing. Then he spread his legs so I could get up closer.
I took the invitation and proceeded up between his legs. I was paralyzed from fear and anxiety and froze motionless for a moment.
"Boi," Elgin boomed. "My love stick is not going to free itself. Get busy. Undo my pants, asswipe!"
I unsnapped and unzipped his jeans, as commanded.
"Good start!" Elgin continued. "Now scoot back so I can stand."
I again did as instructed.
"Good, boi! Continue!"
I pulled his pants down. His huge cock was very visible in his boxer briefs. It looked like an oversize sausage. It was amazing to behold, even through his underwear. I remember beginning to breathe more heavily.
"Faggot, take it out already! It's not going to free itself! Pull my underwear down, cuntface!"
I did as instructed and freed his half-hard beast. It was amazing. "It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen!" I remember thinking to myself. I could feel my "clit" twitch as I stared at it. I could feel saliva accumulating in my mouth. My body was getting ready for the task at hand!
"Now, I know you're new at this, faggot," Elgin acknowledged. "Just open your mouth as wide as you can, keep your teeth away, and use your tongue at a gentle pace. No hands, faggot!"
I put my mouth over the first few inches of Elgin's pole to start with. Slowly, I made love to it with my lips and tongue. I kept my hands away, as commanded.
In the blink of an eye, it was as though I shifted into a completely new reality.
Before, there was the ordinary old world of my Emily's sweet pussy--satisfying, yes, but not all that surprising, not quite "stupendous" or "astounding."



Now, there was the world with fantastic, stupendous, astounding giant black cock right in my mouth!
I felt like I was brought fully alive for the first time, it was so exciting to have Elgin's magic love stick in my face.
My heart quickened, my breathing sped up, my boi clit twitched, and my precum flowed.
I had never been so excited before in my whole life as I was with Elgin's cock hardening in my mouth and probing deeper and deeper.
"Good start, faggot!" I heard from above. "Keep sucking!"
Then, I felt his giant, strong, manly hands on the sides of my head.
"I'm going to use you harder now, fag! Relax and go with it," Elgin added. "You'll sometimes feel like you're going to choke. Stay relaxed through that. I'll let you breathe often enough!"
And with that comment, Elgin pulled my head firmly down on his now fully-hard cock, so it hit the back of my mouth and went partly into my throat as well.
My face was impaled. Due to the angle, however, Elgin could only probe my upper throat.
He fucked my face at an increasing pace. Faster and faster. It was intense and intimidating--even a bit scary... And I loved it!!
"Ungh! Good job, fag!" Elgin barked. "Nice! You're doing great for a beginner and this shitty position. Nice work!"
Then he pulled out.
I was instantly forlorn. I immediately missed having his cock in my face. "Wow--missing Elgin's cock?! *Missing* having a big black cock in my face and throat?! Wow!! That's a new feeling!!" I thought to myself.
I'm sure my disappointment was obvious on my face.
If there were any doubt, Emily's comment erased it: "Hey, Master!" she said, "Look! You've already made him gay for BBC! Look how dejected my loser husband looks now that you've taken your love pole out of his throat! He looks totally despondent! He looks forlorn! Oh. My. Fucking. God!! He's already a BBC addict!! You made him gay right away!! Ha! Hahahahaha!!" Emily laughed uproariously.
It was true, and I felt ashamed that it had been so immediate. I looked down to avoid their gaze.
I was truly astounded at how much I'd loved sucking Elgin's cock, and I was now ashamed.
Elgin's gorgeous, enormous, hard cock had felt so right in my mouth and my throat.
My whole head and body had tingled in excitement.
My little dicklet throbbed as it twitched embarrassingly on display. I'm sure I was oozing a lot of precum.
I couldn't remember the last time anything had felt so "right" to me as sucking on Elgin's huge dick. I was amazed!
"Yup, slut. Yup, cuck. I told you." Elgin chimed in, glibly. "BBC is the gaymaker to the white boi! Works every time! Though not usually this quickly! That's for sure! This must have been a seriously repressed faggot.... Well, not anymore!"
Elgin then addressed me specifically. "So, fag. Would you like my cock back in your face? Is that what you want?"
Did he ask me a question? Was I expected to speak? Yes. Check. Okay. What to say? I guessed I had better tell the truth. It was pretty obvious to them anyway.
"Yes, Master Elgin. Please!! Pretty, please!! I would love for you to fuck faggot's face some more, please!! Would you please feed me your incredible cock some more!?!"
"Maybe later, faggot!" Elgin replied. "I changed my mind about giving you a load--seeing as you definitely seem to want one down your throat so badly... You're going to have to do much more to earn it... Nope. Not yet. No load for you. My next load is going to be for your WIFE, my new cunt... But first you've got to turn her over to me properly, as you have promised. You have to turn the cunt over to me to go PERMANENTLY black-only, as required. Let's have it boi!"
Elgin finished talking, but he hadn't asked me a question or given me a clear order. I didn't know what to do. The silence lingered for a few moments. I became concerned. But I still didn't dare speak.
My beautiful wife broke the silence. "Elgin, my love, my poor husband doesn't know what he's expected to do next! I recognize that bewildered look. It's when he has no idea what to do! Ha!! Sadly, I see it far too often!"
"Thanks, cunt!" Elgin replied to her. "That's helpful. Fair enough. He's catching on though! It's an *improvement* that he isn't daring to speak... Maybe we should make out for a while longer and just leave him waiting there?"
"Ooooh, Elgin! That sounds lovely!" Emily cooed in reply, and they did start to make out, leaving me there looking stupid, kneeling just in front of them, with my two black eyes.
They made out quite amorously, again--like lovers who were both extremely turned on to each other physically as well as emotionally very connected. It was poignant for me to watch. It stirred a lot of emotion in me--jealousy and anger, for sure... But--luckily for me--more than anything, I found it erotic! I found it incredibly sexy to watch my gorgeous wife so in lust and in love with her Black bull. Fuck! It was such a turn on! Thank God!
Yes, I was incredibly turned on, and my little boi clit--still naked--was as hard as could be and flowing precum at a crazy pace. I wanted to stroke it, but I knew it would be a huge mistake to do so without being so instructed by my new Master!
After several minutes, Elgin moved his hand to my wife's pussy. Her dress was bunched up around her waist, so he had easy access to her pussy by pulling her panties--a loose pair, apparently--gently to the side.
After a few moments of being fingered, my Emily declared, "Oh, Lover! I need to be fucked! I need to be fucked so bad! It's time!"
"Okay, Cunt. I understand. And we should meet that need... Soon! A little more patience, cunt, as we have more steps to get through... Let's continue, though! Shall we start 'the rites' for faggot to give you over permanently to BBC?"
"Oh, yes! Let's do it! *PLEASE*!"
"Great! Give him the script, bitch."
"Oh, that's right! I almost forgot!" And Emily fetched a piece of paper from a nearby cabinet. My sexy wife was prepared. "Here, faggot cuck. Read this while Elgin and I watch and record you."
She handed me a paper. I unfolded it and prepared to start reading. I hadn't been asked any question, so I knew better than to do anything other than exactly read what they had prepared for me. Here's what I read:
"I, Rob Haselton, hereby give my wife, Emily, over to becoming a black-only 'white slutwife'--the sexual property of Sir Elgin Marks. Permanently.
I commit to all of the following enumerated details without reservation or exception, and I realize that Sir Elgin may at his discretion add additional requirements as he so chooses:
(1) My gorgeous wife will never be expected nor allowed to receive my dicklet in her pussy or mouth ever again.
(2) My dicklet will never go in or near my wife's ass, even though she will soon give it up on demand of her Black master--for any black man.
(3) My wife Emily will never French kiss me again. In fact, she will never kiss me on the lips again at all--not even a peck.
(4) Only black cocks will go in my Mistress'--Emily's--mouth, pussy, or ass.
(5) Only Black men will French kiss my wife. Only Black men will kiss her on the lips.
(6) I will be loyal to my wife, despite my lack of sexual access, and will have no type of sexual contact with any other females.
(7) I will be left to masturbate or, if I am well behaved, Mistress will occasionally give me 'mercy' hand jobs. If I am less well behaved, masturbation will be my only sexual release.
(8) I understand that this is all for good. Permanent. No exceptions. If Mistress and I divorce, I commit to bringing these rules into any future relationships I may have. I promise to find a black master to train and own any future girlfriend or wife.
(9) I understand that Master Elgin will use his resources to inform any woman that I ever get involved with of my story and situation, so that I will always be considered a beta cuck in any romantic situation. Should the Master pass away before me, his network of Black Masters shall inherit the responsibility to do so. I understand they are amply resourced."
I paused to take a breath. Wow!! This really was quite some commitment... There were no outs at all for me--ever--in going down this path. Wow!! "At least 'mercy' hand jobs are in the mix, though," I thought to myself. "That's some consolation. That'll be better than no touching at all from my wife."
I took another deep breath, swallowed, and continued to read:
"(10) With good behavior, I may earn a hand job as often as once a month but never more.
(11) On my birthday and on Christmas, if I have been a very good beta cuck, my gorgeous wife--on Master's order--will allow me to clean black men's creampies from her pussy and ass with my mouth and tongue. Most of the time, however, I will have to drink Black men's loads from my wife's pussy, ass, or mouth as she drools them onto me or conveys them through a cup or other means--without being personally intimate with me.
(12) Within these parameters, Master Elgin shall have complete control of both me and my wife sexually.
(13) I agree that Master Elgin *will* turn me gay for BBC--if at all possible--including using my mouth to face fuck for himself and other BBCs, using my mouth for rimming himself and other Black men's asses. Eventually, Master Elgin or others will also fuck my boi pussy.
(14) I promise to do anything Master Elgin commands me to do, without question, so long as it is legal and does not permanently harm me or another. I shall also obey Mistress Emily when Master is unavailable.
(15) As a reward, so long as I am well-behaved, Master Elgin will allow me to watch my beloved Emily being Blacked, in person or by video, as he pleases.
(16) To underscore how unimportant I am, I will speak of myself in the third person henceforth. For example, 'Faggot will speak in the third-person.'
(17) If faggot is well-behaved, faggot will be allowed to orgasm at least once a week.
(18) Faggot understands that Master and Mistress intend to discipline him as needed--including physically--and to mark him, including permanently, as Master sees fit. Mistress will also be marked.
(19) Faggot swears always to provide for Mistress, to be obedient, to cherish her, and never to seek any sexual satisfaction other than just described.
(20) Faggot understands that Master intends to breed his new cunt, faggot's Mistress. Master will breed her multiple times, and Master will have other Blacks of his choosing breed her, too. Faggot and Cunt/Mistress will have zero say about breeding--none whatsoever.
(21) All pregnancies will be continue to term, and faggot promises to introduce every single newborn to his whole family and all his co-workers, along with his Master, as "the father," when Master is the father.
In conclusion, faggot sanctifies this agreement by standing and showcasing his hard little 'clit'... and next faggot will pull off his wife's panties, say to Master Elgin, 'Faggot's Wife is Now Yours, Sir--for Good,' place the panties in faggot's own mouth, and wait for orders."
It was quite the oath. I promised quite a lot!! There was a lot of deprivation involved--for the old, heterosexual me, that is. But there was a lot of excitement to look forward to for the new, beta cuckold me--enraptured of big black cocks, and excited beyond the moon to watch Emily getting Black fucked. Yes, I was incredibly thrilled!! My little "clit" had gotten even harder!! My breathing accelerated. My heart raced.
I proceeded as ordered. I got up. I waved my hard "clit" for their cameras just by twitching my hips a little.
As I had just read, I moved slowly towards my wife. I knelt back down. I pulled her panties off, with the help of Emily raising her hips off the sofa ever so slightly.
I saw that Emily's pussy was wetter and more pungent than I could ever remember it being for me. She seemed a thousand times more turned on for Master Elgin than she had ever been for me!
I then got stuck. I couldn't remember the exact words I was supposed to say. Emily helped me out. "Faggot, now just say 'Faggot's Wife is Yours Now, Sir--for Good.'"
And I repeated, looking right at Elgin. "Faggot's Wife is Yours Now, Sir--for Good."
Then I balled up my wife's panties, as ordered, and stuffed them in mouth. I couldn't believe how moist they were. They were so sopping they felt totally squishy in my mouth. Wow!
Elgin looked at back at me and said, as Emily kept recording, "Thank you, you fucking pathetic shitstain. I accept your gift. I will take your wife as my newest cunt, to own, use, and breed as I see fit--forevermore... until I should get bored of her at which point I might sell or barter her to a new Black man. Never again will she be with you or any white man beyond the marginal role that you have been promised. And I own you, too, as well, shitstain. I might sell you separately if it amuses me."
My wife then whispered in Elgin's ear. I couldn't overhear it.
"My cunt and I feel this is a special occasion," Elgin then said. "So you shall stay and watch in person while I claim her pussy for my first time as your shared Master--while I claim your wife permanently for Blacks... But first, we need to cage that little clit of yours. I don't want to worry about you beating off while you watch us... For all I know, you'd spray us all over with clit spray from cumming... That would be gross! Cunt, do you have the cage that I told you to get?"
"Oh, yes, my Love! Cunt has the cage! One sec..."
My wife went back to the cabinet drawer and retrieved a "clit cage." I know there's another name for it, but this is what Master and Mistress have told me I'm to call it!
"Husband, be grateful that this is the model Elgin specified. Your clit can be hard in this model without you being in pain. It's just to keep you from touching your clit, is all... and keeping any 'clit spray' from escaping." Emily paused speaking as she gently clicked the cage in place over my "clit" and balls. Once she made sure it was on securely, she added: "You may speak to express gratitude, faggot."
Emily plucked her panties from my mouth, and I took the hint. "Thank you, Master Elgin and Mistress Wife! Faggot is very grateful for being able to have a hard clit without pain. Thank you so much!"
"You're welcome, asswipe." Elgin replied, casually. "Follow us to what used to be your marital bedroom. You can watch from the floor. That's where you'll be sleeping now as well, faggot. Faggots aren't allowed in the bed other than when summoned. But most of the time, you'll sleep next door--only listening to us or watching on video... Yes, I'll be moving in--part-time. But I will be respected as the full-time Master of this house. Thanks for the added home, shitstain."
Emily and Elgin then undressed each other fully. They looked amazing. Each of them was like the pinnacle specimen of their sex. Elgin the hulking alpha black man with the huge cock. Emily the dainty white flower--sexy and adorable, ready to be plundered. They looked perfect together.
They kissed again and in a moment Emily led Elgin towards our bedroom, by his massive dick. Her little hand was wrapped around his giant cock as she pulled him along. "You can follow us by a few feet, cucky!" Emily said. "Then sit on the floor by the wall--not close! Don't touch your clit--not even through your cage. Just watch quietly until we instruct you to do something!"
I noticed that Emily and Elgin were calling my little dick just a "clit" now--not even bothering so much as to call it a *boi* clit. They really wanted me to get the idea that my little dicklet served only for pleasure--and only for my own pleasure, to be extra clear about it! They wanted to humiliate me, make me feel small. They were feminizing me, to boot. Luckily, I liked it!
As Emily led Elgin all the way onto the bed by his cock, I settled in on the floor several feet away.
They started making out again, my wife and her BBC lover. This time prone on the bed. It again was thrillingly arousing for me. Again, my wife was so much more energetic and receptive--with her mouth, tongue, arms, legs, and body--than she had ever been in our whole relationship. She seemed so in love. So turned on. It was like Elgin was a love God for her!
This continued--again--for several minutes. It was obvious that for Elgin and my Emily, their relationship was about much more than fucking. It was a deep, abiding connection--both sensuous and affectionate. It pained me as it aroused me to great heights to see the profundity of their connection. Thank God it turned me on so much! Thank God the arousal eclipsed the hurt!
After a few minutes, they whispered a bit back and forth. Emily started to speak just loud enough that I could hear her side of the conversation. "Oooh! That would be so hot, my love!" Then, "Yes! I want that, too! We should do it!" Followed by, "Yes, please... Yes! I'm ready for a baby!" And then, "Of course I have been planning to have your babies, my love!" Next was, "Actually, I am pretty sure I am about to ovulate! Yeah, I should be fertile!" Then, "Yeah--I thought it would be hot to go black-only when I'm fertile--yeah!" Then, "Yeah, I admit! Yeah, I did plan it!" And finally, "Yes, that's a great idea! Let's have him do it!"
Then they paused their chit-chat and Elgin turned to me. "I think you heard her, faggot. Your wife wants to get bred tonight. And I intend to please her. She's well past due to be breeding children. I'm glad she waited for me to do it. You missed your window, asswipe. You had a chance to be a real man to her. Now that's sailed. Instead, now, you get to assist our mating by *destroying* her birth control! She's going to hand you her diaphragm, and you're going to cut it to pieces while we watch. My cunt will certainly get knocked up tonight! I've never failed to impregnate a fertile woman off birth control on my first try! Any questions?"
What?! Elgin gave me an opportunity to speak?! That was surprising! I didn't challenge it though. I *did* seize up with anxiety as to what I should ask.
I suppose I had a last gasp of manliness!
I asked, "What if I won't do it, Sir Elgin?! What if I won't cut up my beloved wife's diaphragm, Sir?!"
"Ha!! A little breath of masculinity from the faggot!! Go figure! I'm impressed, chump! Well that's simple then... If you won't destroy your wife's diaphragm, you don't get to watch us breed! You have to listen from next door. And you'll be relegated to listening only--and sucking my BBC and rimming my ass--until, say, AFTER our baby is BORN... So, if you want to watch your sexy wife get black fucked anytime soon, you *WILL* be cutting up her diaphragm for us!" He paused, realizing that he had not given me an option to reply, and then added. "What's it going to be, faggot?"
I clearly heard a question. Noted. Time to reply. I paused only for a moment. I realized my defeat was sealed, that I had to get back into my "flow state" of beta cuckold *acceptance*!
"I understand, Sir Elgin. Faggot will comply. Faggot will destroy his wife's diaphragm, Sir! I'll do it right now!"
After coming so far in this process, I had to see Emily blacked! Even if it meant being complicit in her being black bred. I *definitely* had to see it!
Elgin turned to Emily, who had been frozen, taking in the scene. "You heard him, cunt! Give him your diaphragm, and I'll go get the shears from the kitchen."
My Emily looked ambivalent, to tell you the truth. I do think she was excited to get bred by Elgin, but I detected that she was also a little bit sad--sad, I learned later, that her husband had turned out to be such a faggot and so hooked on seeing her blacked that he would even help her get bred by another man. In an argument not many days later, when we were home just the two of us--as Elgin was away fucking another one of his slutwives--Emily let me have it. "I can't believe that you're such a wimp inside!" she shouted at me.



But in the moment, there were other priorities. Meeting Master Elgin's needs was at the top of the list--for Emily and for me as well. He was asserting more and more ownership over the two of us, and we were going along not just willingly, but enthusiastically--both enamored of his incredible charisma and, equally as much, his magnificent giant black phallus.
"Here, faggot," my wife said flatly and with a frown. "Here's my diaphragm for you to cut up." Emily was of few words. She wanted to get through this awkward moment, I think, and get fucked and bred already. She seemed twitchy and impatient, on top of horny and with the twinge of disappointment. I guess we were both emotional wrecks, each in our own way, as Elgin orchestrated our eventful evening!
"Here from me, too, faggot!" then Elgin boomed, as he quickly returned, kitchen shears in hand. "Cut it up now. Throw the ring parts to the side, asswipe, and keep the little flat scraps of rubber in your hand!"
I did as told.
It was quite poignant to be destroying Emily's diaphragm--*the* barrier that kept her from having *my* child so diligently these past few years.
Yes, I was cutting it up so that my rightful wife would imminently be bred by another--and specifically by the black adonis who was asserting his ownership and control over the two of us... Not that either Emily or I wanted it another way!
But even if we did want it, Elgin still was taking control over us!
It was an unusual--and incredibly erotic--feeling to be giving up control to such an alpha stud as Elgin!
Emily took the shears from me, when I was done cutting up her diaphragm, without speaking and put them in a drawer. I was left standing there, looking ridiculous, with two black eyes--remarkably still a hard on!--and my wife's shredded contraception in my hand... And awaiting orders.
"What are you waiting for, faggot?!" Elgin barked.
I was stunned. I didn't think I had failed on any command. Then I realized I'd been asked a question.
I responded politely. "Sir Elgin, I'm waiting for your next command, Sir!"
"Ah! Very well, you stupid shit. You're going to need to swallow those little bits of rubber, of course! Duh! What better way could there be to dispose of them? They won't hurt you. It will merely attack your psyche. It will merely underscore what an asswipe faggot you are!"
I heard his order and began to bring the bits to my mouth. As bizarre as it seemed. As intensely humiliating and degrading as it was!
"Wait!" my Emily interjected. "Not yet, faggot cucky!"
"Why are you stopping him, bitch? What the fuck?" Elgin queried.
"I have an idea to make it even more degrading, Master!" Emily said.
"Ah! Very well then! Do tell!" Elgin smiled at my wife, soon to be his mate.
"Yes, I think the faggot should rub them in your ass crack sir and around your butt hole, Sir, and then lick them off with his mouth and tongue! That would be much more degrading!"
"Oh, bitch! That's DEVIOUS! I like it!" Elgin boomed. "Hmmm... But let me think... Yes... I have another idea... I have a spin on it! I don't think you should miss out on the degradation, cunt! You should rim me first and place your diaphragm shreds in and around my anal pucker and *THEN* cucky can lick them up and swallow them!"
Emily was taken aback. But she only allowed shock to show on her face for a moment before she replied. "As you wish, My Love and Master!"
Emily took the rubbery bits from my hand and placed them on the nightstand for safekeeping. At the same time, Elgin scooted to the edge of the bed, spread his legs wide, bent at the knees. This made his asshole quite available for licking to anyone kneeling on the floor, right by the edge of the bed, assuming someone held his nutsack out of the way.
Emily quickly got into position on the floor, gently held Elgin's massive nutsack to the side, and got to work making love to his asshole with her mouth.
It was a sight to behold.
It was extremely erotic to see my gorgeous wife debase herself by making love to her black alpha's asshole with her beautiful mouth and sexy tongue.
It was even sexier to watch with the knowledge that her mouth and tongue would never even kiss me, her husband, ever again! Not ever again! Not on the lips even a little, never mind French kissing.
The sexy mouth that would never kiss me again--even though it was my rightful *wife*!-- it was nonetheless making love to her Black alpha bull's ASSHOLE! "That's how much more status he has than me now!" I thought to myself. "Wow! So fucking erotic!"
I had long fantasized that Emily might one day rim me, but I had to admit that watching her rim her Black adonis was even hotter and more exciting. She really did it with gusto. It looked like she was making love to Master Elgin's anal pucker and the area around it.
Elgin must have liked it, too, because even though Emily only occasionally grazed his shaft with the side of her hand, he remained rock hard.
Elgin groaned. And in between groans, he encouraged my wife in her rimming. "Good job, bitch! Keep it up! That's right! Show my ass how much you love me! Eat my ass! Keep eating it, cunt!"
It was a massive turn on for me to see my wife's cute mouth and tongue so hard at work making love to Elgin's ass. The mouth and tongue that would never kiss me again--not ever--were happily busy making love to the black stud's sweaty and grimy anal sphincter and butt crack.
Ungggh!! That stung!! But it was even more erotic than humiliating! It was over the top exciting! My clit vibrated in its cage! Precum oozed and coated the inside. I wondered if I might cum just from watching!
After what felt like forever but probably was ten minutes, Elgin had Emily stop and go clean up in the bathroom. "Cunt--don't forget to use lots of mouthwash! Use it three times, bitch!"
"Yes, Master. Certainly!" my wife replied.
As she walked by me to the bathroom, I could see that rather than being even remotely turned off, Emily was fabulously turned on from the rimming! Her nipples were as hard as when she was making out with Elgin in the living room, her pussy juice coated her upper thighs, and her pussy smell was pungent and intoxicating. Her whole body seemed aglow. She walked with a happy sway and a bounce. Wow!
When Emily returned from the bathroom, the next steps did not surprise me. As promised, Elgin had her place the rubber bits of her sliced up diaphragm right in and around his asshole.
"Jam a few of them inside my anus, bitch!" Elgin barked at her. "Faggot should have to work his tongue in real good to get them all! We can't make this easy for him!"
Emily got busy with her dainty fingers. But there were many pieces, and it wasn't easy for her to do quickly.
"Come blow me, faggot, while my cunt is busy!" Elgin boomed at me.
I wasn't going to talk back. I was excited to be commanded thus!
I scooted up onto the bed at Elgin's right side, as Emily worked from the opposite side of the bed--our Master's left.
Oh, was I happy! To have Master Elgin's gorgeous pole in my mouth again so soon had been beyond my hopes. I loved how it filled my mouth and edged its way into my throat.
In a moment, his giant hands gripped my head in a way that made me feel so inferior, so debased--and so aroused. Yes!! Elgin was going to use my face as a fucktoy. I could tell!
And he did! Master did use my face as a fucktoy! He jammed my face back and forth on his cock at an ever increasing speed. I felt so used!
He was using me so hard, it felt like the back of my throat was getting bruised even.
I was so pleased and content that Master Elgin saw fit to use me forcefully again and for several minutes!
And then all of a sudden he stopped, pulled my head off his cock, and pushed me--lightly yet firmly--to the side.
Emily was sitting up on the bed, and I saw her grinning at me. She knew it was her duty to tend to Elgin's cock if I wasn't, so she reached in to stroke it gently and keep it hard as she and Master briefly conversed.
"Thanks, Cunt. Good job down there and now taking over for faggot cucky. Doing your duty stroking my cock. Excellent."
"Oh, Master Elgin... I'm always so glad to do my duty for you... Say... Master, it looks like you've turned my faggot husband into another eager fucktoy for your use... Good!! I'm so glad! And it looks like he is, too! Look how his clit is twitching in his cage! Oh... I'm so glad we got him a see-through clit-cage, aren't you?"
"Sure, bitch!" Elgin responded, clearly not very interested. "If it turns you on seeing your boi turned gay, that's terrific. Good news! Because Lord knows it was going to happen whether you liked it or not! Hahahaha!!" Elgin laughed a deep, happy belly laugh at my wife's and my expense. It made me more ashamed--and more turned on!
"Master, My Love, may I offer another idea?" my wife asked Elgin, demurely.
"Sure, Cunt. You seem to be creative tonight. What's up?"
"Why don't I climb onto your magnificent pole right now--and then faggot cucky can lick up and swallow my diaphragm bits, eat your ass, and lick your nuts while you fuck me? And not just while you fuck me, but while you fuck our *FIRST* baby into me! Wouldn't that be hot? He'd be sanctifying our breeding as he should!"
"God, that sounds incredible to me!" I thought to myself. But I knew better than to say anything, that was for sure.
Luckily, it sounded hot to Elgin, too. "Fuck, bitch! You're one smart bitch! Excellent! Hop the fuck on! Faggot, go get busy! You heard the lady. It's T-I-M-E!! Time! Time! To! Breed! The! Bitch! Wahooo!!!"
I crawled off the bed and onto the floor so that kneeling, I would be in the right position to lick up the bits of my wife's diaphragm out of her black alpha bull's ass. Not just "lick up," mind you, though! "Lick up" and then SWALLOW!
That's right. I didn't forget. I was to lick up the bits of diaphragm--the many, many bits!--with my mouth and tongue, *and* swallow them.
Wow, that was some heavy symbolism! I was to be the ultimate beta cuck--devouring the barrier between my wife's womb and her BBC alpha bull so that she could... No, not "could"; Emily was ovulating and fertile.... Nope... So that my wife *WOULD* be bred!
Master Elgin, our black alpha bull, was imminently going to breed my gorgeous, sexy, beloved wife!
The symbolism was sublime. It was an incredibly poignant moment, the humiliation was so extreme.
"A couple of other things, faggot!" I heard Elgin bark at me from above. "First of all, you're to go slow! Yes, I'm horny, but I should be able to go quite a while anyway before blowing my load up into your wife's fertile womb... Second, we're going to debase and degrade you more! You're first going to aim my rod and get it started up inside your pretty little wife's tight cunt... That's right, you're going to get it in for us! Now get started, sluts!"
When Elgin wants to give Emily and me orders at the same time, that's what he usually calls us. "Sluts." Or sometimes, "bitches."
And with that, my darling Emily--my gorgeous sweet thin Emily--straddled the adonis. I was *FINALLY* going to see her get blacked. I was FINALLY giving her away to go black-only for real! Black-only FOR GOOD! And it even was going to begin with her being black-BRED!!
I did my part. I grabbed Elgin's massive love stalk and held it right in line with Emily's descending pussy. It was incredible to see her pussy. I had never, ever seen it so wet and puffy.
Emily's pussy was even dripping juice down her upper thighs because she was so wet and turned on!
It smelled stronger and more aroused than it ever had before--by, it seemed, something like a hundred times! Wow!! Emily was so incredibly turned on!
Elgin's pole felt amazing--thick, hot, weighty, and powerful!
I held Elgin's rod up and in just the right place for Emily as she slowly descended. After a moment, the plum-sized head of his shaft touched her labia, and my wife shivered in excitement.
In a moment, Elgin's glans was nestled in my wife's nether lips. I had NEVER imagined anything so erotic in my entire life.
In another moment, Elgin was inside my wife by three inches. Emily shook hard. I heard her scream out. "Oh, yes! Fuck! Yes!! It's my first one! Already!! Cumming!!!! Already!! Fuck!! FUCK!! Fuuuuuuck!" And she shook as she yelled out.
Wow! That was exciting! Just getting three inches of Elgin's massive love pole was enough to make my beloved wife cum! If I hadn't been there, I would not have believed it!
"Okay, Cunt!" Elgin barked. "Don't get sloppy. You know the drill. What do you gotta do after every cum? Don't fuck up!"
"Oh...! Must I, Lover? Even in front of my husband, Master!" Emily said before bending down to kiss Elgin on the mouth. He opened his mouth to receive her tongue, I was sure.
"Especially in front of your husband, cunt!"
"Alright.... Thank you, Master! Thank you for making me cum! Thank you for making me cum better than anyone else ever!"
"That's good bitch! Good job! You're welcome!"
"Master, now may I have some more of your incredible pole, pretty please?!"
"Of course bitch!" And I saw Elgin move his hands onto Emily's hips and slam her down on his rod. He must have gotten five or six more inches into her in one powerful thrust.
Eight or nine inches were up inside my sexy little wife now, with only two or three exposed at the base.
It seemed a miracle that Emily's sexy thin torso could make room enough inside for so much of Elgin's giant magic love stick-- but somehow my wife could take it.
Not only did Emily take it, she clearly really, really loved it!
Elgin fucked my wife at this depth for just a few minutes when she screamed out her second orgasm of the evening. "Oh, fuck! YESSSS!!!! YYYESSSS!!!! YYYYESSSS!!!!! UNNGGGGGHHHH!!!! ARGGGGGGHHHHH!!! Ammaaaaazzzziiinngggggg!!!!!!" Emily yelled while she simultaneously flooded Elgin's crotch--and my face--with fluid.
I had no idea that Emily could squirt! She had certainly never, ever squirted with me!
"Ohhhh.... Oh, my god! That was amazingggg! Thank you so much! Thank you, My Love! Thank you, Master! Thank you!"
"You're welcome again, bitch!" was Elgin's relaxed reply--as Emily rested on top of him for a moment, still impaled on his magic pole.
Then Elgin raised his voice to bark instructions to me. "Alright, faggot. I'm inside our wife well now, as you can see! You get down there and get busy eating up the cunt's diaphragm bits... Don't forget to swallow! Make out with my nuts when I start to cum--make out with them like they are the love of your pathetic fucking little life!"
I got busy as instructed. I knew better than to pause. I knew better than to hesitate or ask a question.
It was my first time rimming anyone. I had thought it would be hot to eat Emily's ass, but she never would let me. The first ass I was ever eating was my sweaty, stinky Black alpha bull's ass--Elgin's.
Even in my hyper-aroused state, totally turned on to the humiliation of the moment, totally excited to lick up and swallow the bits of my wife's diaphragm and sanctify my wife's breeding, Elgin's ass initially struck me as revolting. The taste and smell were horrible! So was the texture! It was so nasty, I'm not even going to describe it in detail. No, the details are best forgotten!
The good news was that I quickly acclimated and was able to put the disgusting aspects out of my mind as I focused on the fact that I was serving my Master well and thoroughly, and that I was honoring my wife's desire to breed as bit-by-bit I licked up and swallowed the fifteen or twenty little bits of rubber which had once been my Emily's diaphragm.
I knew Elgin wanted a good long rim job and was in no hurry for me to finish swallowing all the diaphragm bits, so I proceeded at a leisurely pace. Even though it tasted disgusting, I felt pride and excitement from jamming my tongue inside my Master's anus to get at the several bits that Emily had shoved inside. Those were extra disgusting--yes--but also extra satisfying.
Meanwhile, I could hear my wife and Elgin getting deeper and deeper into their lovemaking above and around me. Emily's calves were in my peripheral vision. I could see them quiver and shake as Elgin seemed to push her from one orgasm right into the next.
It was unbelievable to experience how excited and turned on Emily certainly was!
Her legs would quiver and she would yell out, "Oh, my God! Elgin! I love you!! I love you! So amazing! Never stop fucking me! Oh, my God! So amaaaazzzzinngggg!! Fuck! Yesss!!! Yes!! Yessssss!! Please keep fucking me!! Yyyessss!!! YYYESSS!! Yyyessss!!!" This alternated with Emily's obligatory "oaths of gratitude," such as, "Oh, thank you, Master!! Thank you for fucking me better than anyone else ever! Thank you for resizing my pussy for Blacks! Thank you for making me useless for little white dicklets!"
Elgin was quieter, but I could hear him panting, too, now and again.
Then, I glanced up from licking Elgin's ass and saw it. It had finally happened. Emily finally had taken Elgin's humongous black shaft balls deep. Elgin's full eleven-inch love staff was all the way up inside my wife's once delicate little pussy--which was now stretched and inflamed. His shaft must have reached all the way up into my wife's womb even, I figured!
My wife's ass, hips, thighs and legs looked incredible--like the perfect picture of sexual femininity--as she straddled Master Elgin with his love pole jammed all the way--deeply--inside her. It was like an image of the hottest white women in porn astride one of the classic porn stars. With the size and dark brown color of Elgin's cock, it was as though my Emily had the porn star Mandingo balls deep.
It was incredibly erotic for me to see! "This is what I've always dreamed of!" I thought to myself. "Finally! Finally, I get to see my wife getting fucked as well as she deserves! Finally I get to see my Emily fucked by the kind of giant black cock that can *REALLY* fulfill a woman!" It made me shiver, too, to think about how intensely sexy my wife looked so completely impaled on Elgin's magical fuckstick.
"Oh, fuck! Yesss! Oh fuck, it's so deep now! Fuuuuuuckkkkkkkkkkkkk!!!" My wife screamed, over and over. "So *DEEEEEP*!! Yesss!! YYYESS!! Yesssssssssssss!! Arrrrrrrgghhhhhh!!!! YYYESS!! Yesssssssssssss!! Arrrrrrrgghhhhhh!!!! YYYESS!! Yesssssssssssss!! Arrrrrrrgghhhhhh!!!! YYYESS!! Yesssssssssssss!! Arrrrrrrgghhhhhh!!!! YYYESS!! Yesssssssssssss!! ARRRRGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!"
Emily seemed to have an orgasm on top of an orgasm, and then after several minutes, she went limp and motionless.
Elgin rested for a few moments and then barked down to me. "Don't worry, faggot! This happens sometimes. The cunt overloaded, is all. She'll snap back in a few minutes. In fact, you can help her. Why don't you eat her ass in a minute? I know you'll love it! And it will startle her back into the fucking. Go for it!"
I heard a passing question. To honor it, I gave the briefest of replies. "Yes, Master, Sir!"
I couldn't believe my good fortune! To finally get to eat my wife's hot ass! YESSSS!!! I sure didn't expect that opportunity--not tonight!
I waited a minute, as instructed, and then scooted up on the bed to eat my gorgeous Emily's little ass.
Oh, my God! Compared to Elgin's ass, my wife's dainty rear end was like a delicate treat. It was like a delicious bowl of fresh berries by comparison! I dove right in with my face, mouth, and tongue.
Emily's cute butt, ass crack, and even her butthole were like heaven for me to lick, kiss, and suck.
I had so often wanted to get intimate with my wife's gorgeous ass, but she had always rebuffed me.
But now Master Elgin had made it happen. It was fabulous! It was so erotic. Her ass was so adorable! I absolutely *LOVED* eating it! It felt so satisfying to finally eat Emily's cute little ass!!



It worked like a charm, too. Emily sprung right awake, just as Elgin predicted. "What the fuck?!!" my wife shouted as she awoke "Why is *he* on me?!!" When Emily saw it was me eating her ass, she was not pleased.
Her scornful words and look cut me--but it turned me on, too. It was hot to be just a lowly beta cuck to my wife while she gave herself so completely to her Black alpha lover and master!
"Shut up, bitch!" Elgin said to her, as she continued to protest my eating her ass. "I told the faggot to eat your ass to wake you back up, is all. Don't get bent out of shape. He deserves some occasional privileges... Now let's get you bred, at last, bitch! You're going to stay on top so the faggot can make love to my nuts while I breed you!"
I heard the intended direction and scooted to the foot of the bed again for access to Master's nutsack. I started to tenderly kiss, lick, nibble, and suck on the Master's nuts.
"Ooh, yes, Master! My Love! As you wish! *PLEEEASE* breed me now! *PLEEEEAASE*!" Emily begged.
My wife began wriggling again on Master's fully impaled pole.
I heard them start to French kiss again.
I noticed Elgin firmly grasp one of my wife's butt cheeks in each of his massive hands.
He was getting ready to fuck her harder, I could tell.
I got down to business. It was another exciting new experience to make love to Elgin's nuts. They were huge!! And while their hair was a little gross, I immediately liked their salty taste... And I found I liked the feel of his nuts in my mouth and on my tongue. They felt big, manly, and powerful. They were so much bigger than mine--maybe three or four times the size?
I savored the poignant irony that I was making love to the source of the sperm that would imminently breed my wife, as certainly she would get knocked up tonight. "As perhaps Emily has long been planning?" I thought to myself. "Such a devious sexy bitch!"
It was a good thing I was more turned on than I'd ever been in my life ever! My clit was twitching in its cage from the excitement.
There I was subserviently licking my wife's superior mate's sperm factory--coaxing his sperm to shoot up into my Emily's fertile womb!
"What could be lower and more debasing?" I asked myself. "Nothing! This is as low as a man can go... Oh, my god!! They're right! I *AM* such a faggot!! I really am a faggot just like they have been saying!!!"
Realizing that I really am I faggot made me even more amorous and attentive to Elgin's balls. "Since I'm really a faggot," I thought to myself, "I should really do this right! I should really make love profoundly to my Master's nuts! I should really help him breed my wife tonight! Yes, helping Master Elgin breed my Emily is my *DESTINY*!!"
These thoughts drove me to more and more avid kissing, licking, nibbling, and sucking.
Elgin loved it! Master even yelled out to me! "Great sucking, faggot! Yes!!! Keep it up, faggot!"
And I did! I made love to Master's nuts with as much gusto as you can imagine! I spoiled his nuts with oral love the likes of which is rarely known, I'm sure!
And a few minutes later--shortly after my epiphany as to how much of a faggot I really am--several things happened all at once, in miraculous simultaneity:
Elgin came with a huge howl of "Yesss!!! Fuck!!! Yes!!! FUUCCCKKK!!! YYESSSSS!!! Fucckkkk!!! Yyyess!!! FUUCCCKKK!!! YYESSSSS!!! Fucckkkk!!! Yyyess!!! FUUCCCKKK!!! YYESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!" His nuts contracted for what seemed like a full minute awash in continuing kisses and sucking from my mouth and tongue.
Emily spasmed on top of him in an orgasmic seizure, yelling "Yes!!! Oh, fuck!! Breed me!!! Breed me!! Yesssssssss!!! ARRRRGHHHHH!!! Yesssssssss!!! ARRRRGHHHHH!!! Yesssssssss!!! ARRRRGHHHHH!!!"
And--to my amazement--I came too! I came without even touching myself!
I came also in the biggest orgasm I had ever had!
My little clit shot wad after wad of faggot semen in what was nearly a constant stream.
I couldn't help it and involuntarily yelled out, too, "Yesss!!! Oh, my god!! Breed her, Master!! Breed my wife, Sir!! *BREEEEEED* *HERRRR*!!! Knock her up!!! Yesss!! YYYEESSSS!!! Yessss!!!!!! YYYYEEESSSS!!!! Yessss!!!!!!! YYYYEEESSSS!!!! Yessss!!!!!!! YYYYEEESSSS!!!! Yessss!!!!!!! YYYYEEESSSS!!!! Yessss!!!!!!! YYYYEEESSSSS!!!!!!!! UNNNNNGGGGHHHH!!!! UNNNNGGHHHHHH!!!"
Yeah, all three of us are "screamers," apparently!
My wife and her lover were too caught up in each other to bother with me right away. They spent several minutes complimenting each other on their lovemaking, kissing amorously, and fondling each other, but after a while, they did turn to me.
Elgin said, "You're a lucky, faggot. I make an exception. There's no punishment for cumming and yelling out while licking my ass or nuts during 'repo' sex with your wife. In fact, that's when I love for a faggot like you to cum and scream--right when I am breeding your wife! I want you addicted to my ass and nuts! I want you to be addicted to BBC breeding your Emily! Good job, faggot!"
That was a relief! I didn't want to imagine what the next punishment would be after two black eyes.
I exhaled deeply and reflected for a moment. "Golly, this new life is exciting and erotic!!" I thought to myself. "It's so hot to have BBC, black ass, and black nuts in my face!! It's such a crazy turn on to see my adorable wife getting blacked like she deserves--cumming so much and so massively, like she deserves! It's incredible to watch my once-loyal Emily get black-bred--like she deserves!"
"Thank god, Elgin reclaimed Emily and added me!" I thought to myself. I was really thrilled beyond the moon about what this new life was already providing.
Mistress Emily, however, was less kind than Master Elgin. She shook her head and frowned. "Wow, you're a pathetic faggot, husband. Who knew? Well... I guess it's for the best. Now I have my real man back, and we *both* have you to serve us!"
Boy, that was the truth! Definitely the truth! I certainly am a faggot--and I happily serve my Master Elgin and my gorgeous wife, Emily, who is now his "cunt"--his *very* sexy little cunt.
Elgin pierced my day dreaming with some new orders. "Fag, you haven't earned 'cleaning privileges,' but you still have 'cleaning duties'! Lie on your back with your eyes and mouth open! Cunt, go squat well above him! Don't touch him, but *do* drip my load out onto his face and mouth... Faggot, you swallow every drop!"
If it was supposed to be punishment, I didn't take it that way! I *loved* having Elgin's load dropped from my wife's pussy into my open mouth and splattered also around my face. I happily scooped up the splashes of cum that were too far for my tongue to reach, and I licked them off my fingers and into my mouth to swallow.
I loved this additional way to be close to their mating!
The sperm didn't taste good--not at all--it was just as bitter as my own, but it was special to me.
Emily caught me smiling. "Ha! Master, he likes it!! What a faggot my husband is! Jesus!!"
"True that!" Elgin responded to her.
They mated twice more that night, Master Elgin and my wife. And both times, I had the privilege of making love to Elgin's nuts as he shot his load up into my wife's womb.
It was blissful.
When they were all done, Master handed me the key for my clit cage and gave me permission to leave the room to beat off before cooking them a midnight snack, both of which I was happy to do.
It only took me about two minutes to cum from beating off.
I noticed it was a more fulfilling orgasm than I ever had from regular sex ever.
Wow! That was something to notice--that I preferred beating off after an evening of serving as a beta cuck over regular sex with my gorgeous wife!
"Yes, I am *definitely* a faggot beta cuck!" I thought to myself.
Nine months later, my wife had her first Black baby. It was certainly from her first night being bred by Elgin as he was quite busy following that and didn't fuck my Emily again for a full two weeks.
Emily nearly climbed the walls waiting for Master Elgin to fuck her again after that night I gave her up to go permanently black-only and then she got black-bred.
I loved the degrading, humiliating idea that the baby was conceived right after I ate my wife's shredded diaphragm straight from her mate's anus.
And not only that, it was sublime that my wife conceived exactly as my kisses, nibbles, and licks coaxed the sperm from our Master's nuts!
The whole thing was so dirty, disgusting, degrading, debasing--and erotic!
The baby was a strapping boy. Emily named him "Seth" because that's what Elgin wanted. My opinion was neither asked nor offered.
To my astonishment, and even though I was to be financially responsible, the baby was given Elgin's last name, too! Marks. "Don't worry, faggot. You'll have some babies with your last name, also. When I'm not the father, the kids will be 'Haseltons.' That will have to do for you, cucky."
I merely nodded understanding, as I had not been asked a question that would allow me to speak.
Another couple of years have since passed, and we're all well settled into our routine now: Alpha BBC Master Elgin, his subservient white slutwife Emily (Mistress to me), and--yet more subservient still--me as their dedicated beta cuckold.
I still find that my libido is supercharged by our situation. My clit still gets hard just when I think about Master Elgin's BBC in my mouth or him plowing my wife's cunt or ass.
Emily's cunt and ass are, of course, now thoroughly resized for BBC.
My Emily would barely even feel a little white dick even if she were allowed one. No, my wife would barely notice a tiny clit like mine if it were in her!
I never have cum again without touching myself like I did that first night. Nothing has yet quite matched that exciting newness.
But Master, as it turns out, is very happy with me, and he often lets me beat off while I make love to his nuts as he fucks my wife. It's my favorite thing in the world to do, and Master says that since I'm a dutiful gay cuck, he wants to allow me. Being connected to Master and my wife while they fuck turns me on more than anything else ever has!
The only restriction Master places is that I have to be careful not to spray them with my faggot juice when my clit shoots, or I'll be punished.
It happened once that I lost control and sprayed them both with "clit juice," and Elgin made me rim a different sweaty black man's ass every night for a week. It would not have been a punishment except that they each came over to the house right after working out and before showering! They were incredibly rancid! I've since been much more careful with my clit juice, that's for sure!
A close second favorite to licking Master's nuts while he fucks my wife is the satisfaction I get from Master Elgin fucking my face. I especially like it when he positions me on my back and tilts my head so he can plow extra deep into my throat. Master lets me beat off then, too, sometimes. It's a huge turn-on to cum as Elgin's gigantic cock pounds in and out of my throat. I always wear lounge pants when Master throat fucks me to catch my clit spray so it doesn't reach him.
It's been three years living this lifestyle, and Master still hasn't had me fucked in the ass--but I've been craving it. For the past year, I've even been begging him to fuck me in my "boi pussy."
Master says he likes the idea of leaving me partly unfulfilled, at least for now. "It seems like something I should save for an extra special present, faggot... Maybe as a reward for helping me black your cute sister... Yes! That's it! Help me take your sister black-only, and I'll ass fuck you as a 'thank you'!" Master only offered that enticement a week ago, and I've already arranged for my great-looking younger sister, Jessica, to visit us in two weeks. Emily is sworn to help me, too, and the two of us are scheming on the best approach.
Overall, things have progressed just as Master Elgin had predicted. What began as me "paying homage," quickly--or, more accurately, immediately--became "me living my best life." Big black cock made me gay!
As for Emily, she's loving being Black-only.
She's had two black babies in the past three years, and is newly pregnant with her third.
Our families were scandalized at first but have since come around to at least partly accepting our lifestyle. It seems the men are still uncomfortable, and the women? Well, the women mostly seem a little jealous. My younger sister, Jessica, is the one who has seemed perhaps the most jealous; that's why we're so hopeful of fulfilling Master's aims for her!
Jessica is a very sexy short brunette, age 27, married to a white guy, Oliver. Master Elgin doesn't care that she's married. In fact, he says it makes it more desirable to take her black-only and turn Oliver into a cuckold. Since Master doesn't like Oliver very much, he thinks he might give him harsher rules than mine. He's still mulling on the details.
Emily loves the looks that Black men give her when she's out with her two "mocha babies." She gets propositioned all the time, and Master has her under strict orders to give out his contact information to any Black man who propositions her. He even printed out cards for her to carry in her purse, and he's frequently having to print out more of them! Besides contact information--for Elgin--the card's read: "Ms. Emily, Master Elgin's White Slutwife for BBC."
My wife has fucked dozens of Black guys from these introductions as Elgin loves to have Emily fuck total strangers. He screens them for their health, dick size of at least eight inches, and also whether he thinks they'll be a useful contact for him at all. Sometimes he charges money to fuck Emily, but usually he prefers to bank favors.
If Emily is fertile, rather than pregnant, when Elgin is having her used by a BBC bull that he barely knows, he'll limit her to blowing the stranger or taking him in her ass--as breeding is reserved *strictly* for Elgin or his particular choices.
Emily quickly came to love having BBC in her ass. "It's sexy and degrading at the same time, Boo!" she tells me. "It's hot that I'm on my own to please my clit with my hand when a BBC is plowing my ass and 'owning' my insides. I love the subservience and submissiveness of it!"
It still sometimes astounds me that my once proud wife, Emily, seems to love being shared by our Black Master among such a wide variety of Black men--especially with so many of them total strangers.
I've asked Emily about it many times, how it is that she enjoys all this.
"I know!" she says, "It *is* surprising that I *love* being used by strange BBCs, Boo! At first, I was surprised by it, too! But there's something about being used by BBC--and *especially* anonymous BBC--that just feels so right to me. It makes me feel so feminine. So fully a woman. It makes me feel like a sex object rather than a person, and I can release myself fully into getting fucked or giving pleasure... It's much more satisfying than I ever would have guessed! I'm actually really glad Master makes it such a big part of my life! Of our lives!"
I was in no position to argue with Mistress Emily or Master Elgin about all the anonymous large black cocks she was taking--in her pussy, mouth, and ass--many of them giant-size.
Not only that--I loved it, too!
I found it incredibly hot to see my wife take new men deep inside her, to receive them fully, to sate their needs, and in the process to reach enormous orgasmic peaks herself--orgasmic peaks whole galaxies beyond what I could ever provide her.
I totally loved to watch my Emily get blacked.
We have no idea who the daddy is for Emily's second baby, Angela. Master deliberately had my wife fucked by a variety of his BBC pals and acquaintances for her second pregnancy. Gang bangs were a favorite, and they would start off by mixing six or seven guys' cum in a cocktail class and then baste Emily's womb with it, in order to maximize the randomness of who the father would be. Once Emily was thoroughly basted, then the guys in the gangbang would be encouraged to creampie her, individually.
Emily enjoyed the initial rounds of her gangbangs, yes. However, she liked it even better in the later rounds, when the enormous black cocks would shoot off inside her.
Those naked and more "complete" fucks were much more satisfying for her, I could tell, and she would tell me. "Rob," she would say afterward, "Thank you so much for agreeing to this lifestyle for me and for us. God, I love these gangbangs! God, I especially love when these cocks blast their loads right inside me, hoping to seed my next baby... It's so hot how badly the Black guys all want to knock me up! Don't you agree?"
"Oh, yes, my Beloved!" I would respond. "I can't imagine anything hotter in the world--save sucking on our Master's cock or balls of course--than watching you get Black bred. I love it, too!" She would sometimes give me a little hug or a hand squeeze. That was about as physical as Emily thought it proper for her to get with me--other than very special occasions.
For many of her breeding gang bangs, Emily didn't even meet the men more than fifteen minutes before their cocks were fucking her.
Nearly all the guys were disciplined about pulling out and cumming into the cocktail glass for impregnation by basting for those early gangbang rounds. Elgin let them know that they needed to exercise self-control if they wanted to be invited back.
An ordinary kitchen baster from the neighborhood store was used to inseminate Emily rather than anything more elaborate or clinical. Elgin thought it was important to be low-tech to underscore my wife's status as a lowly white slutwife. "Your wife is special to you, cuck, and I like her a lot, too, it's true... But I also have three other white cunts I breed, and it's important that cunt Emily not feel too special. It's hotter for her, too, I think, to not feel too special, to feel debased as a cunt and whore."
I wanted to shout, "I agree, Master!" But Elgin usually did not ask me a question that would allow any comment.
For most of the Black men Emily has been paired with for sex, she has never gotten more than a first name, if that.
Emily says it turns her on that for three years and counting she has not been permitted to give me more than a mercy hand job while meanwhile she has had to fuck any black man that Master brings home for her, consisting of mostly strangers.
My wife says, "It puts you, my husband, and you little clit where all white guys belong in the sexual pecking order... Fully at the bottom."
Emily often adds, "When you then watch me give up every hole to total strangers so long as they are BBC, it's sublime and delicious for me. It makes me feel like a dirty slut--who is still better than you!"
Oh, my Emily does love being a white slutwife for Blacks! And she has never been more sexually satisfied. Not by a mile!
She's been keeping a diary, and apparently she's been averaging about fifteen orgasms a week--two a night!--ever since we went black! And that's even including the many, many evenings for rest and recovery, when there has sometimes been zero cumming, or maybe just one at her own hand. "But to be fair," she tells me. "It's really just a guess... I mean, you've seen it... Sometimes I just keep cumming in wave after wave for what feels like minutes at a time! There's no good way to count when that happens, is there?!"
I know it's a rhetorical question, so I don't reply.
Master Elgin did breed Emily again himself for this third pregnancy. He says he's going to knock her up personally every other time, is the plan.
For Emily's fourth baby, Master Elgin says he specifically wants to have my long-time business and personal rival, Matthew Looney, breed her. Lucky for Matthew, he fits the bill. He's a huge black guy, and Elgin has confirmed that Matthew has a ten-and-a-half-inch, thick BBC that Emily will love.



Emily and Master agree that it will be sublime to have someone that I dislike knock her up.
Emily doesn't like Matthew very much, either, but she says that she thinks that will make it more exciting for her as well, for him to breed her. It will add a subservient and debasing tension to their mating, that she thinks somehow she will savor herself.
I'm not going to lie: The degradation of Matthew breeding my wife sounds fantastic to me!
Matthew lives in Australia now but is happy to make the trip to the States to breed my beautiful little whore of a wife.
Master and Matthew are already planning it for six months after this baby is due--just a year from now. Matthew is going to stay for two months, just in case.
How many black babies is Emily going to have? Well, she's thirty-five now, and her Mom was fertile almost to age fifty. Master Elgin gets to decide of course. He says that he wants to breed my adorable wife every fifteen to eighteen months unless it starts to threaten her health.
Elgin says he doesn't care if continuous breeding stretches Emily all out, that her purpose in life is to be his white breeding slutwife above all else.
When they talk about it--often in front of me--Emily coos in agreement. "Yes, I'm always here to breed for you, My Love!" she swears.
Meanwhile, my career has really taken off. And as we enjoy living in a low-cost, semi-rural area, we can afford to support almost an unlimited number of children. Emily's happy about that because she says she can't imagine giving any of them up, and she has a feeling she'll be having several more. She handles pregnancy well and seems to snap back quickly. We have plenty of staff to help with all the diapers and babycare.
At least so far, Emily seems only to be getting hotter and more desirable because of the repeated breeding: Her boobs are bigger, now a double-DD, and her hips are wider. Her ass, too, is more ample and more alluring. Her tummy has only stretched modestly, somewhat miraculously.
I often lick Emily and her lovers' asses as they couple. Truly, I love to do it. I don't even usually notice if their asses taste bad anymore, I'm so used to it now.
I do try to move to licking and sucking on the balls of Emily's lovers by the time they are ready to cum. It's an extra turn on to be able to aid and improve the alpha BBC bulls' climaxes. It feels like a privilege to me. And my inner faggot loves how degrading it is to help a bull cum deep inside my wife.
Emily did give me mercy hand jobs with her bare hands at first, as promised. However, after about six months, my wife said she felt disloyal to Black cock any time she touched my naked little clit.
Master Elgin took pity on my wife, and without asking me for input, of course, he modified the rules so that Emily now only beats me off using a sex toy. She never touches her skin to my clit anymore, not ever.
The 'mercy toy jobs' don't feel as satisfying and intimate as the hand jobs did. But I do savor the added debasement, and it is nice that it takes me longer to cum.
It's still those two times a year that I get to clean Emily's pussy and ass with my mouth and tongue. Emily asked to be absolved of that commitment as well, also feeling that it's too much intimacy, but Master rebuffed her. "I don't care if it grosses you out, bitch," Elgin would say. "Cucky has earned it. You're going to let him lick out your pussy and ass twice a year even if it makes you throw up!"
I certainly felt hurt and insulted, but I knew better than to say anything. Rather, I savored the treat of licking up my wife's messy cunt and pussy anyway!
It happens on my birthday in July and again at Christmas. It's delicious beyond belief for me! My wife only touches my clit using a toy then, too, but the whole thing is sublime.
Usually Master has Emily gangbanged before I get to clean her, so there are truly massive amounts of cum that I get to clean up.
Oh, it is so incredibly special for me!
It's not quite as erotic for me as licking Master's nuts or sucking his cock, but because it's so rare, I still cherish it for the closeness it brings me with my wife--even if it is against her will!
I do take pride that I get hard from licking my wife's cum-loaded pussy or ass. It makes me feel like I am not quite fully gay, that I am still a teensy bit hetero also at least--or, I suppose, bisexual rather than gay.
I also feel bi instead of gay because of how much I like to see Emily getting blacked. Yes, I would be rather depressed if that were removed from my sex life, I'm sure!
I've tried begging to lick Emily's pussy and ass more frequently. "How about for our anniversary, Mistress?" I've begged--only to be told "No way, faggot! Only if Master makes me!"
"Cucky, I think it's especially sublime that you're a cock and nuts sucker on our wedding date--rather than my pussy and ass. It's much sexier for me to have you sanctify our wedding anniversary by servicing our Master or anonymous BBC," she says. "Besides, more than twice a year for my pussy and ass? No. Definitely not. I think you'd be spoiled."
Emily and Elgin really prefer thinking I'm simply just gay now. And I never contradict them when they call me "gay."
I'll call myself their "gay beta cuck," too, to help keep everything happy--even though I am quietly bisexual.
Emily also enjoys humiliating me extra by getting fucked by my long-time Black rivals from various jobs and schools. Yes, she likes to stick it to me, for sure. Maybe it's as often as once every eight to nine weeks that she fucks Carl or Marc or Javon--my three main black rivals, besides Matthew, from different times in life. I'm sure she would like to fuck them more, but none of them lives in town. They each have to fly in to fuck her. Mistress Emily makes sure I clean those guys' cocks with my mouth after they ass-fuck her whenever they visit. The extra debasement for me is sublime, and everyone else enjoys degrading me.
Master Elgin also talks about lending Emily out to live as a submissive to his friend Sean in London for a year--maybe two--and having Sean's white "ho" Allison come to serve him here in the States in exchange. I would be expected to stay and continue to serve Elgin and be without Emily for the duration. "Oh," Elgin would add, nonchalantly, when sharing this idea, "And of course Sean would breed Emily, too, and use her in all the other slutty ways she's come to love. Yes, he'd certainly breed her." I was not being asked what I thought about this. Far from it. Elgin would just ruminate aloud to taunt me and rub into my psyche his absolute level of control over my wife and me. I had no doubt that Emily would cheerily get on a plane to London to get bred by Master Elgin's chum if Master so ordered it. She probably wouldn't even ask a single question!
"Or maybe I'll trade her for good!" sometimes Elgin would taunt additionally.
Emily finds poignant ways to taunt me as well. Regularly she reminds me how her pussy has been resized so as to be useless for my little clit. "Oh, cucky!" she'd say. "Thank god you're gay now! I'm so glad I don't have to worry about depriving you of pussy. Thank god I don't have to feel guilty! Even if I did change my mind--which I never would--my pussy would be completely useless for you now! I don't think I'd even feel your clit inside me! It would be so pathetic if you tried to fuck me with your clit! Thank God you're gay for BBC!"
My wife has other angles for teasing me as well. "God, Boo! I can't believe I tried to get by with your little clit for so long. It's not a 'cock,' that's for sure. It's not even really a 'penis'... Why did I ever think I could get by with just your eensy, teensy, weensy clit as a playmate? Thank God I'm back with big black cocks!! Thank you so much for helping me make this happen, you dipshit!" Emily enjoys the venting, I think, and she knows it turns me on, too. It's pathetic, but she always makes my clit hard by teasing me. Then she'll add: "Oh, my God! Your little clit loves this! You love to be mocked, you stupid faggot! Pathetic!"
Another of Emily's approaches: "You're such an incredible faggot, Rob! I can't believe how much you love BBC in your throat! It's so ridiculous how you love to lick black nuts as they shoot into me! I should have guessed that a guy as nice as you would turn out to be a faggot. Pathetic!"
It *always* arouses me when Emily, Elgin, or a BBC pal of theirs tease me. My clit quickly hardens. They notice and tease me more. That, in turn, only turns me on more. Then, to up the ante, they sometimes don't give me a chance to cum for another day, maybe even two or three days--occasionally an entire week.
Lucky for me they don't seem to believe in long periods of orgasm deprivation for me as their cuck. Elgin did modify the rules to be somewhat harsher on me, but still the longest they've ever made me go without cumming so far has been two weeks. Hard to do, but not exactly torture... Thank God!
Golly, I could probably prattle on incessantly about how erotic this new life is for me. It's so stupendous! But I guess I'll wrap it up now. I almost can't even believe how well this has worked out: Emily is *SO* incredibly happy and satisfied sexually--and I am, too!
If you're a white man thinking of going black with your wife--and for her, black-only--I *incredibly* recommend it. Don't delay. Go for it! It *is* as hot and exciting as you have been daydreaming. I promise you. And once you see how much happier your wife is with BBC than when you used to fuck her, you'll be glad that you were man enough to give her up to go black-only. You'll "pay homage," too. And, yes, big black cock will be the gaymaker for you as well! Your wife and you, both, will LOVE your new life... It's nearly certain. So... What are you waiting for, hmm?
If you're a white woman, you will CERTAINLY be happier going black and going black-only.
I've met lots of folks in the lifestyle now. We get together and socialize with other black-owned white couples regularly. Master brings us to orgies where he directs all of our activities. In between sexual duties, there's time to chat.
I've learned that there are literally ZERO stories of white women who have regretted getting blacked and then going black-only. Literally one-hundred percent of the time, the woman has been happier for it. Very occasionally, a white woman has needed to find a new cuck because her white husband or boyfriend couldn't adjust--but still the woman has been happier for it. A. L. W. A. Y. S. Don't let anyone tell you otherwise--they would be lying.
If you're a woman--at least somewhat attractive--it's not hard to get going in the lifestyle. Just hint to your man that you would like to watch some porn together--some interracial porn--and come up with gradual little nudges from there. Most of the time, the white guy will happily cede you over to Blacks--and then to black-only. Only very occasionally is there a speed bump that your womanly wiles will struggle to maneuver.
You'll add a black dildo after a while enjoying the porn together. And then your man--90 percent of the time--will eventually suggest you get blacked for real. Kaboom! Only ten percent of the time will you have to take the initiative first to get blacked. Then, you are off to the races. If you are attractive and sexy, a Black master will be thrilled to bring you the life I've described.
Don't you deserve to be as happy and satisfied as my Emily? Doesn't your husband deserve it, too?
I hope some of you go black like Emily and I have under Master Elgin's leadership. When you do, please write it down and message me where to read it!
Cheers!



            

  
    Carolyn, Antwan, and Me Ch. 02
  
  Carolyn, Antwan, and Me Ch. 02

            My fiancée starts her BBC slutwife training–intensively!

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/carolyn-antwan-and-me-ch-02

Title: Carolyn, Antwan, and Me Ch. 02

Author: syn4321

Category: Interracial Love

Description: My fiancée starts her BBC slutwife training–intensively!

Tags: black only, black master, hot ass, submissive, cuckolding, black owned, bbc, cuckold, wifeslut, bisexual

Series: Carolyn, Antwan, and Me


WARNING: This is a hardcore interracial cuckolding story with BISEXUALITY and GAY SEX. If you don't like those themes, don't read it! Negative comments will be deleted. Write your own story if you can do better, and invite me to it (nicely) in a comment. Thanks!!
WARNING, TWO: Did you read the fucking warning? Read the fucking warning. Thank you!
-----------------------------------------------------------
I started my story a while ago, and I'll catch you up--for those of you who haven't read it or perhaps simply prefer not to go back and read it again.
You would think maybe I could have left well enough alone. I was divorced. Forty years old. I was recently engaged to Carolyn, a smoking hot 5'7" redhead who loves to fuck. She's got the hottest ass ever. I fell for her instantly following a pleasant lunch and then seeing her incredible tight, round ass in her form-fitting bluejeans as we exited the restaurant. I'm a sucker for a great ass!
Carolyn has these incredible ass cheeks that are juicy and round, fit and muscular, and somehow also petite and feminine--all at the same time. Truly stupendous.
Carolyn was thirty-two when this started, by the way. Her ass was to die for her, and the rest of her was terrific, too. Bright. Beautiful. Fun. Caring. Intelligent. Successful. Hot, never-had-a-baby-yet body. But even so, her hot ass and her strong libido were and are my favorite features. Her tits are small, incidentally, maybe not even a b-cup; I didn't care.
I'm Joe, incidentally. My name probably won't come up much. I'll probably usually be "hey you," "cucky," "fag," "faggot," and maybe occasionally a more dignified nickname coming from my fiancée. Sometimes she calls me, "Boo," as I do her.
I somehow got obsessed with the idea of seeing Carolyn get blacked. I watched too much interracial porn over the years, I guess. I got too turned on to interracial cuckold fantasies from reading--and writing--erotica, too. That didn't help.
Now that I had this super hot fiancée, I developed a massive fantasy--an incredibly strong urge--to get her blacked. Even if it risked my relationship with her. Even if it meant that she ended up black-only and black-owned.
After a while, I realized that losing Carolyn to being black-owned was even part of my fantasy! I dreamed of her getting black-bred, too! I dreamt of her having ONLY black children and the humiliation it might bring me--together with the poignant, sublime satisfaction.
Yes, I was rightly what one could and should call a "pervert." I admit it. I own it.
Being a person of action, when I realized this fantasy was only going to grow and was never going to go away, I worked on a plan. I sought out advice from like-minded people through the Internet. And that led me before long to Antwan. "Sir Antwan" or "Master Antwan," I should say.
Master Antwan was and is a gorgeous Black adonis--a 6'2" ruggedly handsome former football player, and an expert at turning white women black--for a fee. He especially preferred to turn white fiancées and wives black. It turned him on, and he enjoyed the challenge of turning white women who thought they were committed to a good, decent, loving, white guy into hardcore black-only, black-owned, and black-bred sluts.
Apparently, however, thanks to the prevalence of interracial porn, there were dozens of highly motivated perverted white guys who wanted Antwan's services at any given moment. Thus, he could both be choosy--only focusing on the hottest white wives and fiancées--and command a steep fee. The selectivity and the fee were also made possible by Master Antwan's high success rate.
Apparently, 95 percent of the time, the extremely handsome adonis with the eleven-inch magic black love pole was able to make a committed white woman go black only, that's how good he was--or at least that was his reputation. He also had a money-back guarantee: If an aspiring cuck did everything Sir Antwan required--but Antwan did not succeed--he would provide a full refund.
Within minutes of my meeting him and paying him $5,000 dollars, Master Antwan had me "paying homage" to him and his enormous black cock.
"Paying homage" meant that I was subserviently sucking his massive eleven-inch magical black love pole. To help him in his efforts--and for his insurance--he also had me profess my urgings to Carolyn--that she ought to get blacked and even go black-only--into a video for his use, as he saw fit. Sir Antwan, in turn, promised me that--for a further fee--he would black my fiancée and turn her permanently black-only, black-owned, including of course that he would black-breed her.
The $5,000 was but a down payment, Sir Antwan explained. It was only enough for him to develop a fool-proof plan to which I could commit--or opt out of.
My first meeting with Master was a revelation. I quickly and immediately fell in love with sucking on BBC for my own sexual satisfaction. It was a turn of events that didn't totally shock me, as I had long admired big black cocks from many perspectives. However, the speed with which I fell in love with sucking on giant black dick, and the profundity of the lust that I felt with Antwan's gigantic cock fucking my face--they both surprised me.
Yes, Master Antwan's astoundingly gorgeous enormous love pole made me gay for BBC on my very first encounter! I was in awe.
In the days that followed my initial meeting with Antwan, I was stressed. Every single night, for a week, I woke in the middle of the night with a hard-on from essentially the same dream: a dream of Antwan fucking my gorgeous fiancée through multiple screaming orgasms and then my cleaning his cock of their juices.
Every night for about two weeks.
In the dream, just as Master Antwan would be about to cum in my mouth, I'd wake up. I would wake up just shy of my moment of greatest satisfaction!
I made note. I took pause. I reflected. How could I not?!
Yes, it thrilled me to watch Carolyn get blacked in my dreams. But it thrilled me even more, in my dreams, I realized, to suck Master Antwan off afterwards.
I guess Antwan was right. To this white boi, at least, BBC had quickly been the "gaymaker."
Or perhaps not entirely making me gay, as it was still a huge part of my fantasy life to see Carolyn--definitely a woman!--blacked. Carolyn going black was in every single dream.
So, perhaps for me, BBC is the "bi-maker." But that doesn't have quite the same ring to it or the same drama, does it?
Besides, if Carolyn saw me cum while sucking on Antwan's BBC--like I dreamt about--I am pretty sure she would think of me as gay. Yes, I was certain that to my fiancée I would seem gay.
Somehow, I was still able to function in lovemaking with Carolyn. However, to cum, I'd always have to be visualizing Antwan's cock--either in my mouth or in Carolyn's pussy.
Wow! I was "gay" after just my one BBC encounter!
Wow! What would this mean for my life? What would this mean for my relationship? Could I with integrity move forward to get married?!
After about two weeks, my secret was really eating me up, and then I blurted. Yes, I blurted right in the middle of sex. I blurted right as Carolyn and I were fucking.
"Yessss!! Yesssss!! Yesssss!! Fuck her deep!! Fuck her deep!!!!" I bellowed, as Carolyn was riding me cowgirl.
She nearly lept off of me. She left my wet little rod sticking in the air, as she nearly jumped to the side.
"'Fuck 'her'?" Carolyn said. "What do you mean by 'fuck *HER*'?!?! What the fuck are you thinking about while we fuck?!?! What the hell is happening here, Joe?! What fucking twisted thing are you thinking?!"
She yelled at me as she pulled away and wrapped herself in a sheet, leaving me naked on the bed with my wet hardon bobbing in the air. I grabbed a blanket to cover myself as well.
"Uhhhh..." I stammered. I was completely unprepared. I hadn't thought one iota about what I might say in this situation. For whatever reason, it had never even occurred to me that I would blurt something out that might give Carolyn a clue.
But now she had a very big clue. A big clue, indeed.
"No, Joe." she said. "'Uhhh' is not going to cut it. What the fuck were you thinking about just now while we were fucking?"
"Uhhh..."
"You don't want to tell me, hunh? Well that doesn't cut it, Mister!" Now she has started getting dressed. "You better fucking tell me, you freak!"
She seemed pretty agitated. I was a little afraid of what might happen. I still didn't know what to say, so I sat up in bed, half covered with a sheet, with what I'm sure was a bright red face but nothing coming out of my mouth.
"Very well, then! I'm out of here!" she nearly yelled at me. Carolyn was very emphatic.
"Uh, okay. I'll call you." I said, weakly.
"Yeah... whatever!" she replied, curtly, as she put her coat on and headed out.
Click. The door closed behind her.
I plopped down on my living room sofa, half-wrapped in a sheet. Stunned and frozen.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "Is my relationship over? Fuck! I wanted her to go Black, not to fucking lose her! Fuck!"
I had the same thoughts on loop for several minutes.
I thought of various things I could do. I could call her. I could text her. I could seek help from a pal of mine. I could seek help from a pal of hers.
None of those ideas seemed to make sense to me. I stewed and stewed.
Then it hit me. I should not have taken so long. I don't know why, but it took me a good fifteen or twenty minutes to think of it: I should reach out to Antwan. Master Antwan would know exactly what to do.
I wasn't so brave as to dial him. I texted him.
"Hi, Sir Antwan. I hope you are doing well. It's faggot Joe Nelson." I knew very well how Antwan wanted me to refer to himself and to me. He is "Sir," and I'm his "faggot." Or one of his "faggots," at least. "Sir Antwan, Carolyn and I have a problem."
Then, I waited. It was a long wait. I didn't hear from Anton for several hours, not until two or three in the morning. He chose to call me.
"Hey, faggot. What's up?"
"You got to help me, Sir, please. I blurted to Carolyn during sex in a way that she knew something was up. She jumped out of bed and took off. I don't know what to do. I was dreaming of you fucking her, as we were in bed together, her and me. And I shouted out 'Fuck her!' Like I was encouraging someone else--obviously I was thinking of you."
"Hahahaha!!! You are a sorry faggot!" was Sir Antwan's reply. I didn't know what to say to that. It stung. It certainly seemed true.
After a long pause, I decided on a response. "Yes, faggot is pretty pathetic, Sir. Yes. I agree."
"Good, faggot! Honesty is important between Master and cuck faggot. Good. I suppose you want me to help you?"
"Oh, yes, Master, please!"
"You realize that the only help I will give is to completely black your fiancée and you are never going to be in her pussy again ever. You might not ever kiss her again even, ever. She may not even ever touch your little boi clit again either. If you want me to get involved, this is what I'm going to do. Are you sure you are ready? I'll have her marry you still--because I want her to be provided for--but I am going to own her sexually--for myself and whatever black people that I'm inspired to share her with... You'll get your perversion scratched... You will get to watch Carolyn get blacked. You'll get to watch her get blacked--A LOT!! Are you ready?"
It was once again a moment of truth.
"Sir, not even any goodbye sex or goodbye French kisses? Sir?"
"No. That ship has sailed. You have yourself to thank for that. Nope. If you want her back as your fiancée and then wife, it's going to be voyeuristic only. Or--not quite voyeuristic, I should say. If you behave yourself like a good beta cuck, you'll be allowed 'cleaning privileges'--VERY RARELY."
"Cleaning privileges?"
"Don't be coy with me, faggot. You know damn well what those are. The privilege of cleaning black cum from your fiancée's--and then wife's--cunt and asshole with your tongue and mouth... Oh, and don't forget, you're going to be 'paying homage' to black cock and ass a lot. I'm going to have you sucking and rimming me and my pals--and black stranger studs, too... And even some guys whom you know! We're going to have you gay from all the black cock in no time. Yessir, black cock is the 'gaymaker,' don't you forget, faggot!"
"Uh... Yes, sir. I remember. 'Black cock is the gaymaker.' I understand. Faggot understands."
"So faggot, then this is the moment of truth. Do you want me to work over your Carolyn, own her for blacks, and turn you gay for BBC, too... Or should I just move on? It's got to be one or the other, and now is decision time. I know what you need, you little faggot. But I need to hear you say it out loud. I need to hear you again commit. What's it going to be?"
I swallowed hard. I paused. This was the big moment. I knew this was really the moment of no return. If I said to proceed, I would have Carolyn back in my life, yes. We would likely be married, yes. And almost certainly it would be a celibate or nearly celibate marriage. I would have the perverted satisfaction of watching her black-fucked and black-owned. And. And... And I would be made even more profoundly, more permanently gay for BBC.
It would be erotically satisfying beyond my dreams. And it would be a big sacrifice. But I knew that I had to do it. I knew that I had to move forward, or I would always regret it. Always.
"Uh..."
"Yes, faggot? What's it going to be faggot? Now or never."
"I commit, Sir Antwan. Yes, I commit."
"Good! Say out loud what you commit to specifically. I'm recording it. I may use it as it suits me, of course!"
"Sir Antwan, I, Joe Nelson, commit to you taking me and my fiancée, Carolyn Alexander, fully black. I commit to you turning Carolyn into a black-only slut, assuming you are able--with my full blessing. I commit to allowing you to attempt--and likely succeed at--turning me fully and permanently gay for BBC. You have my full agreement for us to be blacked. You have my full commitment."
"Good! Good job, faggot! And so it begins... As soon as you wire me $50,000, that is!"
"Excuse me!" I yelped.
"You heard me, faggot. Fifty grand. I'll email you the wiring instructions. It's non-negotiable. You get it back if I fail, but the amount is paid up front."
"Uh..." I stammered.
"Yeah, listen, fag. I know you have it. I know you've been saving for a house from your high-paying job. Now, it's time to fork it over or forget it... If you don't pay, I'll black your sexy fiancée anyway. She's VERY fine, and I *will* definitely enjoy it... But if you don't pay the fifty grand, I'll rip her from you. If you don't pay, I'll make sure she never even talks to you again... Think of it this way: You're paying me to groom her to stay connected to you. So what's it going to be? I thought you said you love this woman? Isn't that worth fifty grand to hold onto? You're dying to see her get blacked and black-owned--isn't that also worth the fifty grand?"
"Fine!" I said, although not thrilled about it. It definitely was worth paying the $50,000 bounty so that Sir Antwan would not pry Carolyn--my sexy, adorable, beloved Carolyn--fully from my life. It was also worth $50,000 to me to get to see Carolyn blacked and black-owned. From a certain perspective, $50,000 was a VALUE!
"I'll wire the money. Sure," I finally replied, reluctantly.
"Good boi! That's a smart little faggot!" Antwan said.
"Um, Sir?"
"Yeah, faggot? Make it quick. I got things to do. What?"
"What's next after that, Sir, please?"
"Oh, I haven't decided yet exactly. But here's what you need to do. You're to text or call your fiancée once a day, and once a day only, and beg her to see you. But--but--you're also to refuse to explain to her what happened in bed. Refuse to explain ANYTHING to her about your perverted new sex life... I'll take care of the rest. Got it, faggot?"
"Yes, Sir Antwan. Contact her daily but refuse to explain anything about my 'new, perverted sex life.' I got it."
"Good! Oh, and one other thing. You can only beat off and cum while servicing Black men. Eventually, I may relax this rule, but for now, you can only cum when or right after servicing BBC."
"But, Sir!"
"Yeah, what is it faggot?"
"I usually like to cum once a day, Sir!"
"Very well, then. I'll send you BBC once a day. Settled. Thanks for asking, faggot!"
"Uh..."
"What? What did you think I was going to do, faggot? Did you dare *dream* I would relax my requirements for you? Did you dare?!"
"Uh... No, I guess not, Sir. Faggot doesn't know what he was thinking."
"Good job, faggot, speaking of yourself in the third person. Do that a lot. Good boi!"
"Thank you, Sir!"
"Don't speak unless I ask you a question, faggot! Now I'm going to bruise you next time I see you. At least one big bruise for every time you speak without being asked a question. If that doesn't train you, I'll sort out worse punishments! So I recommend you learn well!"
This time, I knew better than to speak. There was no question. Noted.
"You may ask another question, faggot. I know there's a lot going on. I don't want to be a sadistic master. Go ahead."
"Should I start by contacting Carolyn this morning?"
"No! Absolutely not! Do not start until 9pm. Got it?"
"Yes, Sir Antwan! Got it! 9pm."
"Yeah. I'll have a couple of BBC pals coming by at 6pm to face fuck you for a while. I'll let 'em know they got to wrap up by 9pm--or at least give you a break then--so you can call your fiancée... Remember, no cumming until then... Bye, faggot!"
I felt a little bit better when I got off the phone with Antwan. I wired him the money straight away, as required.
I felt confident my big, strong BBC master would know how to make things right with Carolyn. I knew in my heart I would be fulfilled in my new, perverted sex life--as a voyeur of my fiancée (and then wife) and as a cuckold gay for BBC.
It was scary, yes. I was going to live the life of a veritable pervert. No arguing that. But I was excited. I was excited beyond belief.
I went for a long walk around the neighborhood, even though it was the wee hours, to get tired enough to go to bed, and then I slept fitfully.
My dreams resumed. I dreamed of Antwan blacking Carolyn and her screaming her lungs out from nearly continuous orgasms, orgasms much deeper and more profound than any she ever got from me. Even in my dreams, I was bested.
And then, again, I dreamt of sucking Antwan's cock clean, it getting hard in my mouth, and just when he was about to fulfill me from giving me his load, I would wake up.
The cycle repeated itself two or three times in the night. Finally, it was morning.
Luckily, I was rested enough to go to my financial analyst job and, by some miracle, I managed to lose myself in my work for several hours.
I left work at 5pm sharp. Early for me. But I knew I had to get home and get ready to greet Antwan's BBC pals by 6pm sharp.
I took a shower, shaved, dressed casual but nice. Antwan had warned me that I was required and expected to "make an effort" to be appealing to the BBCs. I got his drift.
Right at 6pm, "RRRRINGGG!" The doorbell.
I was so nervous, I didn't even look through the peephole and just opened the door.
What greeted me made my jaw drop. It was two Black guys from Carolyn's and my friend group. Not close friends, but we saw each other at the same parties. Deke and Hal.
Deke and Hal were both formerly college basketball players. Both about six-and-a-half-feet tall--much taller than my 5'11". Deke was handsome whereas Hal was a little funny looking, but just his face. Both were incredibly muscular and buff.
Deke spoke first. "Hey, loser, why don't you wipe that stunned look off your face and invite us in?"




"Yeah, faggot," Hal added for good measure. "Aren't you going to invite us in? You know Antwan sent us, right?"
"Uh..." I stammered. "Right. Sure, guys. Come on in!"
Deke punched me incredibly hard in the shoulder. It really hurt! I was sure it was going to bruise. "What the fuck?!" I exclaimed. "What was that for?"
"Faggot," Deke began. "We're not here just because we're pals. I mean, that's one of the reasons that Antwan sent us, so that your 'breaking in' would be more humiliating for you--and more delicious for us BBCs... We're here as your BETTERS, we're here as your MASTERS... and you will address us as 'Sir' or 'Master' from now on... even when and if we see you in social settings... I punched you for not realizing that from the start. I punched you for calling us 'guys.' I recommend you do NOT do that again, or I will have to think of worse punishment! Do you understand?"
"Yes, Sir Deke, I understand. Faggot understands."
"Good," Hal added, "And you will remember only to speak in answer to a direct question, too."
I said nothing further, as there had been no question.
"Bring us inside, faggot," Hal added, after a beat.
Deke gave me a brusque little shove. He didn't use a lot of strength. Just enough to put me in motion and remind me of my lowly status for the situation.
In a moment, we were in the middle of my living room, the two giant black athletes and me. I was looking down, unsure what to do next.
"Antwan warned us you are nearly new to being a beta fag, asswipe," Deke said. "Okay. We get that. When BBCs enter the room, faggot, your proper response is to drop to your knees... So... Do it, faggot! DROP!!"
I did as instructed.
Hal chimed in next. "Now, sucker, unwrap your 'presents,' like a good faggot!"
I dutifully undid first Hal's belt, then Deke's. Then I unbuttoned first Hal's jeans, then Deke's. Then I unzipped them each and pulled their jeans down some.
Their BBCs bounced right out at me.
Nearly soft, they were each much bigger than I am fully hard. They were longer. They were thicker, too.
Their cocks looked incredible to me, even if they didn't seem quite so enormous as Antwan's. I figured they were each going to be eight or nine inches once hard.
My little boi clit got hard in my pants. I was turned on!
I blew them each in turn. First Hal, then Deke. They made me leave my clothes on. They forbade me from touching myself.
I loved blowing them!
I felt whole with their cocks in my face and down my throat. I felt like I was finally living my sexual purpose--to gratify big black cocks, to be a gay slut for BBC.
Just like when I had first blown Antwan, the thought occurred to me again and again: "This is home. This is the home I had never yet discovered!"
It didn't take them all that long, each of them, to cum from my first blow jobs. Somehow, I'd managed not to gag, and I had been able to deep throat them each. They were impressed.
"Yesss!! Unggghh!! Yesss!!! ARRRRGHHHH!!" first Hal bellowed, then Deke.
"Fuck, boi," Deke told me. "You are a natural-born cocksucker! Gimmee a few minutes and let's go again!"
I begged them if I might be allowed to cum. "Please, Sirs! May I cum, too?" I asked.
"No, faggot! Not yet! And don't speak without being asked a question--not unless it's an emergency. Do that again, and I'll whack you so it hurts and bruises! Got it?"
I did hear a question. Yes, I did. "Yes, Sir Hal. Got it!"
They had me suck off each of them twice before there was much of a respite. The whole time I was not allowed to cum.
"Thanks, faggot!" Hal said, as they started to get ready to go. "I see it's nearly nine. Thanks for the head. Antwan said to leave by nine. "Say... Antwan did say we should let you come while you're servicing us, though... Deke, do you want another quick blowjob? I'm spent."
"Yeah, I could go one more time, actually! This faggot gives good head. Some more sounds good!" Deke replied. "Shall I be generous and allow you to beat off while you blow me, fag?"
Again, I noted a question. I was expected and allowed to respond. Phew! I was absolutely desperate to cum, so it was an easy question for me to answer.
"Yes, Master Deke! Please allow faggot to beat off! Faggot would be very grateful!"
"Alrighty then, shitstain!" Deke replied. "Get to fucking work then. Leave your underwear on so your clit doesn't spray me when you cum--but you can take your pants off. Go right ahead! Lie on your bed on your back, with your head tilted so I can throat fuck you, faggot!"
As Hal filmed Deke and me with his phone, I quickly pulled my pants off. I didn't want to risk Deke changing his mind. After all, my satisfaction was far from the black men's top priority.
I laid down and Deke shoved his beautiful, massive cock down my throat once more. Once again, it underscored my new role sexually--the subservient beta, being made gay for BBC.
I sucked his pole as deep into my mouth and throat as I could. I caressed it lovingly with my tongue, too.
Meanwhile, my boi clit jerked harder and harder. I touched it at last. Finally, I was free to do so.
The sensation was outright electrifying! My boi clit had never felt better. It pulsed with all the energy of my entire being. It felt joyously vibrant in my palm.
I lay like this for only a couple of minutes. Master Deke fucked my throat as I stroked my little twig of a dicklet. After just a few minutes, I exploded in the biggest cum of my life to date. It exceeded even my cum from when I was with Antwan, that's how fabulous it was.
The degradation of being throat-fucked for the fifth time in a night upped the whole situation a level. It electrified me. "This is what it means to be alive!" I thought to myself.
I came explosively after just three or four minutes with Master Deke fucking my face and throat this final time for the evening.
His giant love stick muffled my orgasmic scream. "Unnngggggghhhh!! Mmmmphhhhh!! Yesssss. Mmmmmppppp!!" was all that came out--but just barely. I twitched spasmodically through my whole body as I came as well.
When I finished shaking, Deke was almost ready to blast his load. He grabbed my head even harder and pummeled his massive rod in and out of my face even faster before exploding. He shouted his orgasm out, too. "FFFFUUUUUCCCKKKK!!! Yess!!! Unghhh!!! Oh, Fuck!!! Unggghhhh!!! Ffffuckkkk!!! ARRRRGHHHHH!!!"
"Well, well. How was that, my little fag?" Master Deke queried, as he pulled his pole from my mouth and wiped it lazily on my face.
"Oh, Master! Thank you!! Thank you so much!!"
"Faggot, that was the biggest orgasm of your life so far, wasn't it?" Hal queried.
"Oh, yes, Master Hal! That was faggot's best orgasm by far!" I replied.
"I bet Carolyn is going to love, love, love the video I took!" Hal added.
"Oh, yeah!" Deke joined in. "The new BBC slutwives *always* get excited when they see their cucks go crazy gay with BBC. You can bank on Carolyn thinking it's hot! She might be embarrassed to admit it at first. But she'll think it's incredible!"
"Unnnghh!" I groaned in sympathetic excitement.
"You're pathetic," Hal said quietly, and then he casually spit right in my face. Master Deke copied him. They both had good aim and my face was covered with their mucousy spit.
"I agree," Deke added. "What a fucking loser... Antwan is going to take your girl black any day now, and all you'll have then is BBC to service. You're going to be made completely gay, you fucking asswipe. Yeah, you'll get to watch your girl, but it will only be BBC that touches you, you pathetic worm... Thanks for the face fucks."
"You are a good face fuck, dipshit," Hal added. "We'll be seeing you again! Bye for now!"
And the two masters dressed and left.
I called Carolyn at 9pm, as Antwan had ordered, and she didn't pick up. Also as ordered, I left a message begging her to see me.
The next day, Antwan came by and face fucked me twice. I'm not going to lie--I again loved it. He also gave me that bruise that he had promised for speaking out of turn, in my left shoulder. "Fuck!" I shouted. It hurt a lot.
"Oh, that was nothing, faggot!" Master Antwan said. "If you give me pause to punish you again soon, it'll be a black eye. That'll hurt a lot more!"
Antwan left quickly but gave me permission to beat off once before contacting Carolyn again.
This time, I texted to beg her to see me. Again, no response.
The third evening, a guy named "Ernest" came to face fuck me with his BBC. And he had me rim him. I enjoyed eating his ass a lot more than I would have guessed. It was so degrading and debasing that it was sublime, and I could tell he intensely enjoyed it, which was very satisfying to me. It was fabulous!
That evening, I called Carolyn after Ernest left, and to my amazement she answered!
"Hi, faggot!" She yelled at me.
"What?!" I replied.
"You heard me, faggot! Antwan sent me videos! He sent me *SEVERAL* videos! I can see you prefer black cock now! I can see that you want him to black me! FOR FUCKSAKE, Joe!!!"
And then she hung up on me.
It was another *TEN* days of me sucking BBC and trying to contact Carolyn--as ordered--before she deigned to speak to me again.
She was gentler this time. I was surprised.
"Joe," she said. "I guess I understand. Those cocks do look *AMAZING*! I keep getting videos of you sucking off BBC, and I have to be honest with you... They make me wet... I even went out and got a BBC dildo a couple of nights ago... OH. MY. GOD! It's so *AMAZING*!!"
I was surprised. And pleased. And relieved. "Oh, fabulous!" I thought to myself. "At last my fiancée understands! She finally appreciates the power of a big black cock! Oh, *FANTASTIC*!"
"I have a question for you, Joe." Carolyn added. "Do you really want me to go black, Joe, like Antwan tells me you do? Did you really, really mean it? Is that what you really want for me? Is that what you really want for *us*?"
"Uh..." I wasn't expecting to be asked, but I quickly realized that I had better answer truthfully, or I could really muck things up. "Yes, my love." I said, simply.
"Really?! Oh, wow!! Joe! That's a really big deal! That's a lot to expect from a girl!" my gorgeous Carolyn replied.
"I guess it is, Boo... That is, unless you want that now, too... Do you think that's what you want now, also?"
"I don't know, to be honest," she said. "It's certainly a huge turn-on to fantasize about... But fantasy and reality are two different things!"
"I hear you, Boo... Do you need some time?"
"Yeah... Sorry, Joe... This is just a lot for me to process... I *do* need some time! Bye now!"
And she hung up again. It didn't feel so abrupt as ten days earlier.
Possibility lingered in the air. I felt hopeful!
Terrence came by the next evening. Then Dave and Vincent together. Then Samuel--with his pals Mo and Francis. I wrote it all down in my journal, is how I can recount it.
On the fourth night following my hopeful conversation with Carolyn, Ricky came by for me to blow. He was a repeat. I loved his twelve-inch BBC. It was a real challenge how long it was, but luckily it wasn't also overly thick. He face fucked me three times before he left me at ten PM.
I found a text from Carolyn. It said to text her right back when I was free. Of course I did!
"Hey, Carolyn, it's me!"
"Hey, you! How was tonight's black cock dose, faggot fiancé!"
"Oh, wow!" I thought to myself. "She called me her 'fiancé' again! We must back on! YAYYYYY!!!!!"
I tried to play it cool and typed. "Can you handle the answer, Boo?"
"Oh, yes! I'm wet in anticipation. How was the BBC tonight?"
"Truthfully... Tremendous! As always... And, you, did you have fun with your BBC dildo?"
"I'm still asking the questions, fag!" She replied, adding a smile emoji to take the sting out a little.
"Alrighty!" I replied.
"I'm going to send you this video that Antwan sent me today, and then I have questions to ask, faggot." She texted next.
It was a video from my first night with Master Antwan, when he recorded me exhorting Carolyn to go Black. It was me reading a little prepared speech into the camera:
"Dear Carolyn, if you're seeing this video it's because Sir Antwan Holliday has decided it's appropriate. He's a superior black alpha male, and I defer to his judgment regarding my sex life--and yours. I sought him out so that you could be blacked by a superior big black cock like you deserve. Nothing would please me more than seeing you fuck him and--indeed--I would love to see you become his three hole slut. And that's only for starters. Please go ahead and fuck him. He'll provide you the superior black cock that a gorgeous woman like you should have in life. You deserve the whole next galaxy of pleasure that only superior black cock--like Sir Antwan's--can provide you. I beseech you to enjoy it. Even if it means you go black-only. Even if it means that my little twig of a dicklet never gets to enjoy you again. Please go black with Sir Antwan with my blessing--and my love..."
After I watched that humiliating recap, I texted: "Okay, go ahead."
"Well, it looks real. It seems too good to be a fake. Is it real, though? I need you to tell me yourself, faggot."
"Yes. It's real, my love."
"And do you still feel this way? Do you still want me to go black with Master Antwan?"
It was another moment of truth. Another opportunity to commit myself down the path of becoming a permanent gay cuck to black cock--or perhaps to chicken out.
I wanted to see my fiancée blacked SO, SO badly. There was no way--not a chance--that I was going to chicken out now.
So I gave Carolyn the appropriately direct answer. I even begged a little. "Yes. Definitely, yes. I *definitely* still want you to go black with Master Antwan. Please! Pretty please!!"
"You do realize that I'm only human and that if I fuck a guy that handsome and athletic and with such an enormous and beautiful cock, I probably will end up his three-hole slut--just like you mention in that recording. You're truly alright with that?"
"Yes. Actually-- I would *love* that!"
"Wow, you really are a pervert and a faggot, aren't you?"
"Uh. Yeah. It seems so, Boo."
"And you want to marry me even though you're a faggot now? To love, cherish, and provide for me? Even if I go black-only for all my holes?"
"May I ask a question, Boo, to help me answer?"
"Sure," Carolyn conceded.
"Do you think you could still blow me once a month or do you think you would really end up black-only for your mouth, too?"
"Oh... We'd have to see," she replied, "But it seems more likely that you'll just be servicing BBC and beating off while I get blacked in my pussy, ass, and mouth."
"Aw, fuck! You're really thinking of going for it, aren't you?" I asked her, disregarding her earlier assertion that she would be asking all the questions. She didn't scold me.
"I'm definitely thinking about it, faggot. Bye for now."
I didn't hear from Carolyn for three weeks after that. Three weeks of me sucking on black cock, rimming some black men's asses, and having more fabulous cums--only from beating off, of course.
I really did get into the rhythm of enjoying my new sex life--as a dedicated, avid BBC-cocksucker--and luckily, Master kept me incredibly well supplied with BBC.
I got up the nerve one day to ask Master Antwan when he offered a window for questions. I asked a question that had been nagging at me. "Sir Antwan, Sir. Not that I'm complaining... I love my new life of sucking BBC and rimming BBC alpha studs, too, but how come none of you has been fucking me in the ass as well?"
"Oh, faggot. That's simple. You'd be pretty much the only person who would benefit from that. It would make me and the boyz feel like we were gay if we ass-fucked you. And it would probably really gross out Carolyn, too. We can't have that, no sir. We once tried that with a new white faggot and a gay BBC stud, and it turned off the new slutwife too much. But don't worry, if you're craving being penetrated there, we can get a slutwife to ream you with a dildo as a special treat. You just let us know!"
"Uh, I guess I'll get by for now, Sir. Thanks!" I replied. The truth was, I *did* crave BBC in my boi pussy then--but I doubted a dildo would satisfy me the same way. So I decided to put it out of my mind.
Yes, I was very happy sucking BBC and rimming black men, overall, I realized. VERY happy!
Yet I was still not fully at peace. I missed Carolyn. I missed her company. I missed her beauty. And I was still fantasizing a lot about seeing her go black, too. I could scarcely wait to hear her writhe in ecstasy on Master Antwan's humongous black pole!
I reached out to Carolyn every day, as Master Antwan had left his order in place, but heard nothing back for three more weeks.
Finally, my fiancée answered the phone when I called.
"Hi, Boo!" she answered, sweetly. "How have you been?"
"Uh," I replied tentatively. "Okay, I guess."
"Well, you look more than okay--judging from all the videos of you sucking cock, rimming black asses, and beating off, Joe!"
"Oh! Sir Antwan has been sending you more, eh?"
"Oh, yes! Every day he sends me a video of you from the night before. It's hot!"
I was a little embarrassed. I wasn't sure what to say. I paused.
"What?" she said. "You're unhappy that I think it's hot to watch you suck cock?"
"Nah. I guess not... Just surprised, I guess. But I suppose I shouldn't be. It figures Master Antwan would send you video of your fiancé being 'gay for BBC.'"
"Oh, yes!!" Carolyn responded, eagerly. "VERY typical of Master Antwan!"
"Can I ask why you haven't answered me in three weeks, my love?"
"Oh, I think you know!" she said, teasing but with kindness.
"Because Sir Antwan told you not to?"
"Damn straight, dear! Or--in your case, maybe I should say 'damn fag'! Hehehe!" Carolyn giggled at my expense.
"But how come, Boo?"
"Well... Antwan did tell me I should tell you... He has begun 'training' me!"
"Oh?!" I exclaimed.
"Yes, we met up three weeks ago, and I thought he was so charming, sexy, and handsome--just like you thought I would! We hung out for a couple of hours over drinks and then he asked me if I'd like him to start my 'training.' And of course after watching you so much with his incredible cock and getting so turned on to it myself, of course I said 'yes'!"
"Ha! I had a feeling!" I said.
"Yes... And for three weeks I've been in my 'phase one' training, and we're just about to start 'phase two'!"
"Do tell!!!" I said, excited that I might hear some specifics.
"'Do tell' you what?" my fiancée responded, coyly.
"The specifics, of course!! What else?! I want to hear the details, my love!" I insisted.
"Well... I'd like to tell you, but Antwan made me insist on extracting an extra promise from you first, a clear reaffirmation of your commitment," Carolyn responded.
"Okay! Sure! I'm 'committed'!" I said--quickly and without any hesitation whatsoever. I was in deep by now. There was certainly no turning back.
"No! I need you to say something specific--something very, very specific!" she said.
"Sure. Anything! What?"
"I'll text it to you, and you read it to me."
In a moment, a text came through. I gulped briefly and then read it, as ordered:
"I, your loving fiancé, Joe, promise that you can go through however many 'phases' of BBC submissive wifeslut training as you so choose--including up to and through becoming fully black-only, black-owned, and black-bred. Permanently. I will love, cherish--marry--and support you even if you become a fully trained, totally black-owned slutwife and my only privileges are to service BBCs, rim black guys, watch you, and beat off."
"Oh, goody!! Thank you, my love!! Antwan was right!! It did make me juice to hear you promise me directly! Thank you, Boo!!" Carolyn exclaimed.



"Sure..." I responded, a bit ambivalent as to what I had agreed to, even as it did make my little dicklet hard--rock hard.
"Well, you've earned it!! So... 'phase one' has been making out and cuddling only. I've been required to keep my clothes on, and Antwan has been groping my breasts and ass but hasn't gone near my pussy area other than briefly grazing it with his hand... And I haven't been allowed to touch his gigantic black cock except briefly near the end of an hour-long makeout session through his jeans... And then he has left me to go fuck one of his 'established' sluts! He's been building up my appetite! He's a fabulous kisser and cuddler, and I'm so horny for him now, Boo!! I've never been so horny for a guy before! Not ever! I'm sorry if it hurts your feelings to hear about--but I suspect you love it!"
"Unggghhhh!!!" I let out an involuntary groan, I found it so sexy to hear about.
"Tee-hee!" Carolyn responded. "I think that groan lets me know my answer on that! That's great to hear, because I have a strong suspicion that you are going to get your wish!"
"Which wish is that?" I queried. It was my opportunity to tease a little.
"Your wish for me to become a black-only three-hole slut, of course, silly!" Carolyn replied cheerfully. "Master Antwan is sooooo sexy!! He's so great even to make out with! It's hard to imagine that I would refuse him anything sexual... And he's told me that he intends to make me his three-hole black-only wifeslut... In. Due. Course!"
"Unggghhh!!!" I let out a groan again.
"Hahaha!" Carolyn laughed, good-naturedly--and at my expense. "From watching you service so much BBC yourself, I can only imagine how exciting it is for you that I'm intending to become a black-only wifeslut myself. Yes, I am. I am definitely 'intending'! And my formal 'training' has begun!"
"Oh, excellent!!" I replied, unambivalently. "And how long does Sir Antwan intend for it to take to get you there?"
"Oh, he's not very clear on that at all. He says that it's important that it be *permanent* and that, therefore, it cannot be rushed. Rather, I must gradually 'earn' it, even! Can you imagine? Making a sexy woman like me 'earn' becoming a BBC wifeslut? But Master insists! And so it shall be!"
"Oh, that's really hot, actually!!" I admitted.
"Well, I'm glad that you think so!! For my part, I don't know! I've been so horny from all the makeout sessions. I need to be fucked! And not by you, dear, or some small white cock, either! I need to be BBC-fucked so, so badly!"
"Aw! I'm sorry to hear that you're suffering, my beautiful Boo!" I said, half earnest and half teasing. "But I'm sure Master Antwan will fuck you before too long! I mean, you're incredibly sexy! It must be hard for him to resist fucking you, no?"
"Well, yes, on the one hand Master does seem to find me very sexy," Carolyn agreed. "But... on the other hand, he has a whole 'harem' of fully-trained BBC wifesluts that he's already trained. They're gorgeous--I've met some of them! And he has them to fuck in the meantime. In fact, he has to fuck them in the meantime to keep them from going crazy from 'withdrawal.' One of the sluts explained it to me. He fucks each of them at least once every other week to keep them from missing him too much. And there are six of them right now! I'll be the seventh!"
"Oh, that's so hot!" I chimed in.
"I know! It's really degrading to be getting trained to be just one of seven. It's so debasing! And it's such a turn on!"
"Unghhh! I'm sure! And.... And what's this I hear about an imminent 'phase two'?" I asked.
"Oh, well, Master just started me on butt plugs now--he just gave me the very first one last night! He's starting to prep my ass to receive him!"
"Oh, wow!! So anal is phase two?" I tried to clarify.
"Oh, no! The butt plugs need to start now so that in several months we can do anal. I'm just mentioning because the butt plugs--ever larger over time--start now... It is really sexy that Master is preparing me for *ALL* his needs, don't you think? He's taught me that BBC adonises like him *REQUIRE* anal. They're not like regular guys. BBC alpha studs *must* have every hole 'on the menu,' he's taught me!"
"I can believe that," I said. "That makes tons of sense, actually!"
"So glad you agree, Boo!" Carolyn responded, with a lilt, before adding snidely, "Not that I was looking for your permission! No sirree!!! You already gave your blessing for all this, my little faggot fiancé, didn't you!?"
"Yes, I did!"
"Any regrets, per chance?"
"You're kind to ask," I replied to my sexy, beloved fiancée. "Actually, no. Not a single regret! This is every bit as much of a turn on as I was hoping. Even more so! And just like I dreamed, you sound incredibly happy. Just as I wanted for you--and for us!"
"Awwww! That makes me so happy to hear, Boo! I'm glad that my becoming a three-hole slut for BBC is still such a turn on for you-- because it's EXACTLY what's happening!"
"Great! Fantastic!" I said. "What else is about to happen, Boo, as far as you know? The butt plugs aren't the whole thing, right?
"Well... as you might imagine, it's another phase that's centered on meeting other people's needs rather than my own! Master explained that this is a huge element of the early phases of wifeslut training--to rewire the three-hole slut to be primarily focused on the Black men's pleasure... So I'll still be required to keep my clothes on at all times. I'll still get almost no contact on my crotch or pussy--except for extremely incidentally. And then the main thing for phase two is that Master will be including me with him as he services his other wifesluts, and all I get to do is rim them both and suck his nuts while they fuck! Do you believe it? It's going to be so degrading!! I'm going to go do this for the first time in a few minutes! Right after we get off the phone, Master is going to swing by to fetch me!"
"Arrrgggghhhh!!" I groaned again.
"I know!!" my fiancée replied. "It's so sexy, isn't it? I'm going to be so completely subordinate, subjugated, debased, and degraded throughout this whole phase!! I asked Antwan how long it should last, and he said he wasn't sure but probably 'weeks or months'! Isn't this going to be so intense?!!"
"Oh, my god! YYESSSS!!!" I responded. "That sounds so debasing and sexy, that he's going to have you be his fully clothed slut just for rimming and nut-sucking! That's super hot!!! Is he not going to even attend to your pussy at all??"
"No! Master says that I really have to 'earn' getting my pussy attended to, and this second phase is DEFINITELY 'way too soon,' he says!! He says that it's 'months away,' even!!"
"So, Boo, what are you supposed to do... Not even cum, not even any release??"
"Oh, no... Master Antwan is not a sadist..." my fiancée replied. "I'm allowed to masturbate with a big black dildo after I go home at night--or after I am left alone. Master gave me a dildo that's a smidge smaller than his cock to use. But I'm only allowed to cum while using the dildo, and only a maximum of once per night--no matter how horny I get from all the rimming and nut-licking... Master tells me that the other fiancées and wives he's trained have found it really hard to stop with a single cum... So he's putting a monitor bracelet on my wrist that will register if I cheat, and he'll punish me if I go for it more than once!"
"Oh, wow!! What's the plan for punishment?"
"He wouldn't say. But he told me 'you won't like it when it happens, cunt!'"
"You let him call you 'cunt'?"
"Of course, Joe! I let Master call me anything he wants! I would never object to him degrading me if it amuses him and satisfies him more... He's not just another white boi, you know! Black alphas like Master have another level of need--and it's my duty to meet it, Boo!"
"Okay... I hear you, darling. I get it!" I replied to my gorgeous fiancée. Her subservient attitude had never been on offer to me, but I appreciated that Antwan was in a whole different category of lover, well beyond what I offered my fiancée. It was humiliating, of course--yet also an enormous turn-on!
"Hey listen," Carolyn pivoted. "I gotta go in a sec."
"When will I speak to you again, my love? This was a long silence. Can we speak soon?"
"Well..." my fiancée began slowly, with pause. "I'm sorry to say, 'no.' We won't be speaking soon, and I can't say when... I'm not allowed to make contact until phase two wraps up... and you heard me say it could be weeks or months... I'm sorry, my dear! But this *is* the path you wanted, right? I mean, you said as much!!"
"Yeah... I just didn't realize there'd be so much deprivation, Boo." I commented.
"'Deprivation'? 'Deprivation' my ass! You're having a great time getting face-fucked by enormous black cocks! I bet you go days without even thinking of me! Tell me, is it true? Do you go days without thinking of me, even?!" my adorable Carolyn pressed her question.
"Honestly, no, Boo... I don't ever go a day without missing you. Even though you're right that I'm not strictly-speaking 'deprived,' either... I really miss you, Boo! BUT... if this is the price I have to pay for seeing you get blacked, alright, so be it! You're right that I do definitely enjoy being 'gay with BBC' in the meantime! Have fun, Boo! I love you!"
"I love you, too!" my fiancée replied, and then she hung up.
Weeks then passed with no contact. I tried to reach Carolyn, but she never picked up the phone, never returned my call, and never replied to my text.
After several weeks, I was worried, so I asked Antwan what was up, when he gave me another opportunity to ask questions.
"Faggot," he began his reply to me--via text. "Do you want to lose your supply of BBC to suck? Yes or no?"
"Oh, definitely 'No!' sir. No! Definitely no!" I answered.
"Then don't ask me again when you're going to hear from my favorite new slutwife... I'll tell you if there's a problem. I am training Carolyn, and she's doing fine in her training. You can assume this is the case. I'll have her reply to you when it suits me. Definitely not soon. Because you asked, I'm going to double how long I was thinking of. Also, you're going to wire me another $50,000. I know you have it. My precious slut Carolyn told me. Got it, fag?"
"Oh, yes, Sir! Faggot understands, Sir!" I responded.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "Fuck! Fifty grand is a ton of dough! Fuck! And even worse, now I'm going to have to go even longer without the love of my life--without my best friend. Fuck! Why did I have to bug Master? I should have known!"
And of course I wired Master Antwan the additional $50,000 that he commanded.
"Was this extortion?" I asked myself. "No, not really. Antwan *is* after all providing me a service: He's providing me a steady supply of gigantic black cocks to blow *AND* he has promised to keep my beloved Carolyn connected with me emotionally, even as he blacks her. Sure, it's costly, but Master is definitely providing a service!"
I only hoped and prayed that there would not be too many more $50,000 payments. I did still have another $100,000 saved, but I was hoping to put that towards a house, not my sex life!
I moped. But admittedly not for that long. Only until the next ten-inch BBC was jammed down my throat the very next evening.
Dang! I *loved* sucking enormous black cocks so much by this point in time. I was *totally* gay for BBC--even as I held a remnant of fascination for Carolyn... But, admittedly, I could only get excited about Carolyn now in the context of fantasizing watching her get blacked. Yes! I only wanted to see Carolyn enjoying humongous black cock as much as I did!
The seasons passed. I started to wonder if Antwan was going to torment me forever. Then, finally, exactly a year since my last phone call with her, I heard from my Carolyn.
"Hi, faggot!" she began, with a cheerful lilt. "I hear you've been a little lonely. I'm sorry. Master wouldn't let me call. I missed you, too!"
"Oh," I thought. "Music to my ears!"
"Oh, I love you so much!" I blurted to Carolyn. "I'm so relieved to finally talk to you!"
"Aw, you're a sweetie!" she said. I noticed she didn't reciprocate the L-word... What? I wondered what happened?
Carolyn continued talking as if it were nothing unusual for her not to return the L-word. "I really missed you, too!" she added.
I decided not to confront her right away. After all, it was our first time talking in a year, and it was possible--not likely, but possible--that she simply hadn't heard me remind her of my love.
But something felt off about the conversation. It was pleasant, but still off. So eventually I did ask.
"I noticed you didn't say the word 'love' back to me a bit ago," I offered gently.
"Oh," my fiancée replied. "I was hoping it wasn't noticeable."
"What?! Aren't you still my fiancée and just in BBC slutwife training? Of course, I noticed!" I yelled--without realizing how ridiculous that sounded. Who is 'just' in BBC slutwife training, right?! I only realized the next day how stupid I must have sounded.
"Boo! It's been a year! Before I answer further... Answer me one question, would you?" she asked, pleasantly, patiently.
"Uh..." I muttered, disarmed. "Sure... That seems reasonable..."
"What do you LOVE more now: Is it *me* or is it... BIG! BLACK! COCK!?" she questioned, quite assertively.
"Uh... I don't know." I said, weakly.
"Oh, I think you do!" Carolyn replied. "Which could you do without? Which do you now *REQUIRE*?"
She got me. There was only one way to answer that honestly. Who was I kidding? I was completely addicted to BBC. I was totally enamored of it. I would sooner never see my beloved Carolyn ever again than go without BBC! I knew. Antwan knew it. And--of course--Carolyn also knew it.
"Okay! Okay!" I conceded. "That's fair! I am addicted to BBC. It's true."
"So..." she pressed it, my fiancée. "Which are you MORE in love with? Is it BBC or me?"
"Fine! I'm MORE in love with BBC than you. Happy? You made me say it! Yes, I'm more in love with enormous black cocks than even you, my fiancée! Fine!" I offered, emphatically.
"Well then, you can't be mad at me that I'm the same!" Carolyn offered in return. "I'm also much more in love with BBC than with you! Specifically with Master Antwan's fantastic, humongous, delicious BIG. BLACK. COCK! And as for you--I haven't spoken to you in a whole year! How am I to know how I feel about you just yet? Isn't that fair?"
"Yeah. You're right of course," I admitted. "I guess we're both slaves to big black cock now... It's totally fair if you need some time to know how you feel about me. Sure."
"Good! I'm glad that we've got that straightened out, Boo!" Carolyn replied. "Now, would you like to hear about what I've been up to?" She offered kindly, and with warmth.
"Oh, yes!! Please tell!! What have you been up to? Sir Antwan didn't keep you in phase two this whole time, did he? I mean... A year would have been a really long time!"
"Oh, you guessed correctly, Boo! How about I email you a summary?" Carolyn suggested.
I could hardly argue with that. This is what I received:
"Dear Joe,
Well, I know Antwan had said that I would stay out of contact with you for just 'phase two.' But it's been a whole YEAR since we have connected. A *year*! I'm sorry, Boo. I hope you've been okay! Master said it was important for my training, and he made me commit to staying out of contact in order to continue my training--as of many months ago.
So, as you probably have guessed, I have *NOT* been in phase two this whole time, no. Not at all.
Master can be stern, but he has not tormented me this whole time. No. I have not been limited to ass and nut licking--and with my clothing on.
Well, I guess that first of all, I didn't exactly find phase two to be ONLY 'torment,' either... No. Not at all. I'm sure you remember how oral I am? How much I love French kissing and using my tongue and mouth on various 'things,' right?
So, it turned out that rimming asses and licking nuts were simply new things for me to enjoy with my mouth and tongue! I did have to get used to the new tastes, smells, and textures. Those seemed a little gross at first. But I quickly acclimated.
And then after only a few rimming and nut-sucking sessions, I found that it was like a new 'home' for me. I loved it!! I loved how I got to connect with my new lovers so submissively--my dainty mouth and tongue connected with their nether parts, their most disgusting parts. And I loved how much enjoyment it gave them to have me make love to their nether parts with my mouth and tongue.
I'm sure I french kissed many a black ass--male and female!--much more lovingly than I ever made out with you. But you'll have to tell me if you agree--once you eventually get to see it!
And the satisfaction of tenderly nibbling on Sir Antwan's or another BBC's nutsack as he would cum into some other girl? Completely sublime! It thrilled me to be making sex so much more stellar for the main participants.
I could have gone on even longer than the two months. To my own surprise, I got in the zone and didn't even complain!
Sir Antwan, as you well know, is no one's dummy, and he could tell how much I was enjoying myself. 'Cunt,' he said to me one afternoon, 'I gotta hand it to you. I've never seen a slut enjoy ass-licking and nut-sucking as much as you. You give it so much gusto. You clearly love it. I'm glad for you, but the point of training is NOT just to develop your skills, but to keep you constantly unsettled, constantly in submission, continuously degraded and debased. I'm going to therefore have to move you along to a new phase a whole bunch earlier than I planned.'
'Oh!' I replied. 'Whatever you say, Master Antwan! Of course!'
'I think you may like this next phase, too, cunt. I think you might just be one of those rare cunts that really enjoys anything I throw at her. I think you're just a hardcore submissive slut for BBC. What do you think, cunt? You think you'll like anything I might throw at you?'
'Oh, yes, Sir!' I replied. 'I'm sure I would! I never would have guessed it before, but there's just something about you--your physique, your personality, your looks, your smell--and of course your amazing cock--that just turns me on no end! YES. Yes! Yes! I'm sure anything you have me do--so long as YOU enjoy it, Master--I will enjoy it!'
'Alright, cunt. We'll see. We'll see!'
And since that conversation, in the following ten months, Antwan has brought me through THREE--yes *THREE*--additional phases. I'm now a 'Phase Five BBC slutwife'--yes I am!
You're probably wondering what those next three phases are, aren't you? Yes, I'm sure you're dying to know.
We thought about telling you slowly. But you've waited. Yes, you've waited a very long time! So, Sir Antwan decided to take pity on you and have me tell you about those next phases all at once. Here they are, Boo!
Phase 3 - This was the phase of clothed BBC sucking and face fucks. For four delicious months, I got to suck BBC and get face fucked by BBC just like you. It was divine.
I was over the moon in happiness to at last be in connection physically with enormous black cocks--beyond just their nuts--to be touching them intimately, to be USED by them intimately. I was truly ecstatic after three months of training--and of watching YOU get to enjoy sucking BBC!--to at last be sucking big black cocks myself, to at last be getting black face fucked. After all, it was several weeks of build up and anticipation even before I started training, too! Yes, it was nearly five months from the time I first saw you on video enjoying a BBC until I finally got to suck on my first BBC. Master Antwan had made me wait a *VERY* long time.
He came by my apartment one evening and let me know we were about to start something new. 'Okay, bitch,' he said. 'You probably really want to know what's next, don't you?'



'Yes! Oh, please, Master! Please! Bitch is desperate to know! Please tell bitch!' I begged. I knew that he loved for me to talk about myself in the third-person--same as for you. Master Antwan loved that it debased me more to talk that way (same as for you).
But then he refused to tell me. He said he would only show me. Sir Antwan blindfolded me and sat me in a chair. A chair would definitely not be a typical face fuck or blowjob position, true--but it made for better suspense because of that.
I heard the door open, and I got the feeling that a couple of more guys entered the room. I heard quiet rustling sounds for a few minutes. I wasn't sure what they were but I put together later that it was the guys getting themselves hard in advance from their own hands.
Then--lo and behold! A giant glans was at my lips! And a deep voice that sounded familiar--but not Master Antwan's--barked at me, 'Open your mouth, bitch!'
I opened my mouth as ordered, and a huge black cock was immediately jammed through my mouth and into my throat. 'Yess!!!' I thought to myself. 'Finally!!! Finally!! Finally, Master is having me service cock! Yayyyyyy!!!'
I was over the moon with excitement to finally get used more directly, to be in direct contact with massive black cocks--besides just their nuts--and to be accountable for them nutting.
I didn't know for sure that this first humongous cock was black, but somehow I had a feeling.
Master could see how happy I was and immediately threw some cold water on me. 'Don't get too excited, cunt!' he scolded. 'You've still gotta keep your clothes on. You're still only getting an orgasm a day, max--and still not until you're alone afterwards... Plus. PLUS! Plus, I'm going to have you blow every black guy you ever knew or who ever knew your family.
You know all those black guys--and maybe we'll include the latinos, too--who work for your Dad at his construction company? Yeah. You're gonna blow them. You're going to be humiliated, for sure, cunt... But maybe you'll like that. Hmm. Probably you will. Oh, well. Even if you will probably like it, it's still part of your training to break you down into an obedient black cock slut.'
Being forced to keep my clothes on and being disallowed from playing with myself until I was alone after an evening of sucking BBC taught me to focus deeply on satisfying giant black cocks and to subordinate my own needs.
I got so that I could deep throat even an eleven-incher like Sir Antwan's! Then, I mastered twelve-inches, too!
While at times it felt depriving, most of the time I really was able to 'lean in' and love it. The four months in phase three brought my training as a BBC slut to a total of the first seven.
And Master Antwan was right of course, I did love the humiliation. I especially loved blowing all the black guys you went to highschool with. Jack, Maurice, Devon, Patrick, Leroy. They say you were really stuck up back then, and they loved that they got to face fuck your fiancée.
Master allowed those guys to use me weekly for all four months. They loved it, and I loved it, too. Maurice has twelve-inches--I bet you didn't know! They would nut all over my face and then watch as I scooped it up into my mouth and swallowed it, savoring every drop!
Master promised to bring your classmates back again for future phases of training, too.
Master himself didn't let me blow him for the whole first month of my face-fucking training. Instead, he enjoyed orchestrating things and would watch while another one of his sluts would stroke or suck him slowly. A couple of times while watching me blow a few of his BBC pals in a row, Master got so turned on that he grabbed his other slut and fucked her doggy while watching me. He would cum with a massive growl. 'Yesss!!! So fucking hot!!! Yesss!! Cunt, you're so fucking sexy!! YESSSSS!! So fucking Amazing!! YESSSSS!! So incredible!!! Arrgggghhh!!! Unnnnghhh!!! Arrgggghhh!!! Unnnnghhh!!!'
'Cunt,' he finally said to me, after I had about a month's experience at BBC face fucks, 'I bet you're dying for me to finally fuck you in the face myself. Aren't you, cunt? Hungh?'
'Oh, yes, Master! Cunt is desperate for you to face fuck her!'
'Then fucking beg me, slut. Beg me.'
'Oh, please, Master! Pretty please sir master, Antwan! Cunt begs you to face fuck her! Cunt begs you to make her whole as a slut by throat fucking her with master's gorgeous, fabulous cock! Pretty, please, master!'
'That's pretty good begging, slut. Pretty good. But you know, I got a lot of sluts to keep happy. I got a lot of sluts who want to suck my cock. I can't just let any old slut suck my cock, because then I got less cock to go around for the other sluts. So I gotta know. I got a requirement.'
I was expecting him to say something kinky, something sexual, but he surprised me.
'Slut,' Sir Antwan continued. 'Do you love me? Because I only face fuck sluts who love me-- I gotta lot of sluts!'
I didn't even hesitate. I didn't even pause to think about you for a moment, Boo. I'm sorry if that hurts you to read, but it's true!
'Oh, I love you so much Master Antwan!' I exclaimed, 'You have no idea how much I love you!!'
'Good, slut. Very good! This is an important milestone in your training for you to feel in love with me. Excellent! And now you shall receive my cock in your face and throat for the first time, as you do deserve. Get ready, as I intend to face fuck you HARD.'
And he did. Sir Antwan face fucked me incredibly hard. It hurt my nose at times. It hurt my throat at times. It was incredibly degrading for my new love to use my face like a pussy *immediately* after I proclaimed my love. It was incredibly debasing.
It was a statement. It said, 'You may love me, slut--but you are still just a subordinate slut to me!'
I was incredibly humiliated! And--at the same time--I was the absolute happiest I had ever been in my whole life.
I'm sorry if that hurts your feelings, Boo. But I had never been happier before, not ever, than having my super-gorgeous, super-manly, super-hung new love face-fucking me incredibly hard, driving hard for his own pleasure, without a concern at all for my comfort--beyond making sure that I didn't suffocate. Yes, I nearly choked a few times on his cock and my own spit, but every time he saved me before I was hurt.
It felt like he face-fucked me for an hour but there's no way that it could have been that long.
To my amazement, when Master came, I came too--without even touching myself. (I was still forbidden from touching myself in his presence, of course.)
My jeans were extremely tight-fitting that day, and yet I got just enough friction against my clit from my clothing that, together with my shaking ass and legs, I came just as Master Antwan came.
'Yyyyyessss!!!!' I shouted 'Yesssssss!! Oh, my God!! Fuck!! Fabulous!! Ohhh!! I'm cumming!! I'm cumming!! Arggghhh!! Yesssssss!! Arggghhh!! UNNNNGHHHHHHHHHHH!!'
I couldn't really hear how Master shouted because his hands held my ears so firmly.
Afterwards, Master Antwan called me out. 'Cunt, you liked that, hunh? You came without even touching yourself! Wow! Impressive! I mean I could see that you were not breaking the 'no-touching' rule, and you fucking came anyway? Damn, you are a horny slut!'
'Yes, Sir Antwan, Sir! Yes, slut did cum! It was amaaaaazing, Sir! It was the best cum ever in my whole life sir, and just from giving you pleasure, sir!'
'That's fabulous, cunt! I'm really happy for you! Now you gotta learn another rule. You gotta thank anyone who makes you cum--but especially me. So get busy!'
'Oh, yes, certainly, Master!' I said, happy to oblige. 'Cunt is so grateful! Thank you so much sir for making cunt cum better than ever before in her whole life--and just from the privilege of finally getting to blow you! Thank you so much, Sir!'
'You're welcome, cunt!' Master Antwan replied, lazily. 'All my cunts deserve to cum when you're with me now and again.'
Phase 4 - In this phase, Master took another hole, my ass. Yes, I was ass-fucked by BBC--including Antwan's truly enormous BBC.
Master began the phase with his typical dramatic flare. 'Cunt,' he said to me one night, after face-fucking me exceptionally hard. 'I can tell you're cruising as a face-fucked slut now, and I'm proud of you. You've come a long way from when I first met you. You know how important my needs are--and the needs of all my Black friends. You appreciate that you're just a submissive wifeslut-in-training whose satisfaction is far secondary. You are learning that your purpose is to serve, is to gratify. Good. Your mouth and throat are now exceptionally well-trained. In fact, your face and throat training are now complete. Congratulations! Now, as your master, it's time for me to decide on what hole we go to next... Hmmm....'
I had heard no question. I knew not to speak.
'I think it would amuse me for you to guess, cunt. What hole do you think is next and why, cunt?'
'Oh, Master, I am honored to be asked. I don't think there is any question. For me to be best trained as your submissive wifeslut, you have to take my ass next. You're definitely going to take my ass!'
'And why is that, cunt?' Master asked.
'Well, for one thing, my ass is finally stretched big enough. Cunt apologizes for overhearing, but I heard you on the phone with Doctor K. yesterday, and I heard you thank him for making sure your cunt's asshole is 'ready.''
'Tsk, tsk! You sneaky cunt! I'll have to punish you for eavesdropping, bitch!' Master snapped at me, but I could tell he wasn't really mad. 'And anything else?'
'Well, for another, it would not make any sense to take cunt's pussy before her ass. It would gratify your slut too much to take her pussy. You have to delay taking slut's pussy for as long as possible for slut's submissiveness training, don't you?'
'Very good, cunt! You *are* correct!' he said. 'Now, for that punishment... I think it's high time you get a proper spanking for misbehaving... Would you agree, cunt, that my spanking you is well within the scope of our understanding?'
'Oh, yes, Master!' I energetically replied. 'You are well within your rights to spank your cunt! However... However, cunt cannot promise that she might actually enjoy it!'
'That's alright, cunt,' Master responded. 'I'll be sure to spank you hard enough that even if you *do* enjoy it--you will also dislike it. This, I promise you!' And then he sat down, pulled me over his lap, yanked down my pants and panties and slapped the daylights out of my beautiful little ass! Yes, Master whallopped me for what felt like forever. I tried to count the whacks at first but then the pain was too much after, I think the first twenty or so on each side, that I lost track.
As I expected, I absolutely *LOVED* it! Yes, it hurt. It hurt like hell! I even cried. Yes, I bawled and bawled and bawled and bawled!! But it also felt so intimate, so exquisite, so sublime. It was the most dominated I had ever felt, and I love feeling dominated, as you know! And I could sense how much Master was enjoying my ass also, even as he beat me, as he would alternate in squeezes and grabs in between his vicious slapping.
My pussy juiced up an incredible amount from my arousal. I could feel my crotch and upper thighs getting amazingly wet and sticky! Also, my pussy odor filled the air--as strong or stronger than I had ever smelled it!
Finally, after a good ten minutes of spanking, Master paused. 'Cunt, this is really turning you on immensely, isn't it? I mean, your juice is getting all over my fuckin' lap! Your cunt stink is in the air as strong as ever! You're in desperate need of release, aren't you bitch? Aren't you?'
'Oh, yes, Master!' I responded. 'Bitch needs release so, so badly! Can bitch pretty please have some release?'
'I tell you what, bitch, I'll give you a chance to earn it. If you can go five more minutes with me beating your ass without shouting out 'uncle' as your safe word for me to stop, you can play with yourself while I beat your ass until you cum. How about it, bitch?'
'Oh, yes, Master! Bitch accepts! Thank you, Master!'
'Don't thank me yet, bitch! You may regret what you just agreed to!'
Master then beat my ass even harder for the next five minutes. I didn't think it was possible, but his blows were harder on my already tenderized ass. He mixed up the rhythm, too, so as to keep me guessing. He used not only his hands but also a hairbrush and a wood ruler. He positively tenderized my succulent little ass that you love so much. I confirmed it afterwards, he even broke skin!
'Bitch, you might have a few scars from this,' Master said. 'But don't worry, your ass will still be incredibly sexy because it's the shape that counts!'
It hurt like hell but I was determined to endure. It made me hornier and hornier. Even though I knew that at the end, I was only even going to be allowed to play with myself!
But at least I would be playing with myself while Master was holding and touching me and beating my ass! Yes, it would be so much hotter and more satisfying than playing with myself alone!
And I made it! To my amazement, somehow I endured. His phone timer went off. I made the full five minutes.
'Okay, bitch! You earned it! Go ahead and put a hand 'downtown' and bring yourself off! You fuckin' earned it, cunt!'
I jammed my right hand down to my pussy before he even finished saying the word 'okay.' Aw, fuck! It was so sublime to be able to touch myself with Master on me as well!
He resumed beating my ass--and, to my surprise, just as hard! But I realized that's how I craved it now! I wanted the combination of pain and pleasure!
In only two minutes of playing with my labia and clit, I had the biggest cum ever. I could swear that I almost blacked out! I screamed my fucking lungs out in orgasm. 'YYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!! YYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!! I'm cumming!!! YYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!! Oh, God!!! Oh, Fuck!!! AAAARGGGHHHHHH!!! Oh, God!!! Oh, Fuck!!! Amaaaazingggg!!! Aaaaarrrrghhhh!!! ARGGHHHHHH!!! Unnnghhhhh! UNNGGGHHH!!! UNNGHHH!!! Ungh...'
Then, I caught my breath before adding quietly, 'Fuck! Oh, fuck that was amazing!! Thank you so much! Thank you, Master!'
'That was your best cum yet ever in your puny little life, bitch, wasn't it, hunh?'
'Oh, yes, Master! It certainly was!'
'And just from your own hand while I beat your fuckin' ass! Dang--you are certainly becoming quite the submissive fuckslut! Yes, you are!'
'Yes, Master! Bitch is your submissive fuckslut. Yes, I am!'
'Good, bitch! Good! You ready to get ass-fucked, bitch?'
'Of course, Master! Just like the doctor said!' And I giggled some. 'I think Master is ready, too, isn't he?' I teased. I could feel his massive hardon between my thighs. It was rock hard and as hot as I had ever felt it. Master was quite turned on!
'Damn straight, cunt! Stand up behind the couch and bend all the way over. That should work well for taking your ass!'
I scrambled quickly into position, as ordered.
Master walked slowly up behind me. I saw his massive hardon bobbing in the air as he walked. Wow, did it look delicious! And in a moment that was going to be deep in my most forbidden hole! EXCITING!!
'Okay, cunt. I'm going to be straight with you. Your ass cheeks are a mess. Real beat up. They are black and blue with welts, and with the skin broke even in a couple of places, and I got to grab 'em in order to ass fuck you. So this is going to hurt again. But I think after all this excitement and all your training and stretching, you're probably going to love my meaty rod in your ass, so you'll have that contrast to savor and enjoy. Steel yourself for some more pain, bitch. If it's too much, I got some lidocaine ointment for you and even some sedatives. You just shout 'HELP!' if you need something extra... There's no safe word to stop us totally, though... I'm going to be ass fucking you now... You agree that's right within our arrangement, yes?'
'Yes, Master. It's right that you should ass-fuck me without a safe word. I agree that I can ask you for 'HELP' if I need something for the pain. Yes, Sir!'
'Good, bitch! You're taking your training well! Good, I'm excited! I've been wanting to fuck your hot ass ever since your faggot fiancé first called me and described you!'
'I hope you like my ass as much as you've been hoping, Master!' I squealed from my 'ready position.'
'I'm sure I will, cunt!' he replied. 'Oh, I am sure I will!'
And then, in a heartbeat, Master scooted me a little further over the sofa. My feet dangled in the air. I was supported by my stomach on the sofa back and my forearms on the cushion. I was partway upside down. Master did this so my ass was high up enough to receive his amazing cock.
He coated my hole with some lube and rubbed some on his cock, too. 'I don't want to tear you up, bitch!' he explained.
Then he started pressing his cock into my ass. He used little thrusts to get just a bit in at first. 'Relax yourself, cunt!' he exhorted me.
It took him several minutes, but he did it! Master got all eleven inches up my ass!
He then started to massage my pummeled ass cheeks as he thrust in and out. The massage felt nice and hurt both! Damn, my cheeks were sore! The open wounds hurt as he grabbed them! The pain was intense! And it made me feel so taken to have his cock up in my most forbidden hole as he reignited the pain all over my ass as well.
'Only a totally submissive slut would love this!' I said to myself. 'Oh, fuck! I *LOVE* this! *I* must be a totally submissive slut!!' I realized.
'Fuck! Master Antwan really owns me that I let him do this to me--and that I love it so, so very much!!' I thought to myself.
'Unnngggghhhh!! Oooohhh!!' I moaned out load. 'Unggghhh! Yes, Master! Own slut's ass! Own my ass, you fucker!! Owwwwnnnnn *MEEEEEE*!!!!'
I kept moaning at Master with encouragement.
I was surprised by how much I loved it from the very first go! I felt so dirty! So taboo! I felt so profoundly submissive and subordinate to my alpha BBC master that I was allowing him to take me in the rear, to claim my ass as his own.
I came again even though it has only been a few minutes. 'Oooohhhhh!! Fuuuckkk!!!!!!! YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!! I'm cumming again!! Oh!! Oh, fuck!! Yesss!! Unnngggghhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!' I shouted. It was quick, but it was incredibly deep and intense. I loved it!
'Oh, thank you so much Master!'
'You. Are. WELCOME!!! CUNT!!! Oh, fuck, YEAHHH!! YEAHHH!!! Yyesss!! YEAHHH!! YEAHHH!!! Yyesss!! YYESSS!!! UNNNNGHHHHH!!! ARRGHHH!!!' Master yelled, as unloaded his load deep in my bowels.
'Dang, you got a hot ass!' Master added. Then he had me clean his ass-juice-covered cock with my mouth, of course. I got my first 'Ass-to-Mouth' training that night, too!
After that first night of spanking and ass fucking, my ass was so viciously beaten up, I could not sit down for ten days!
I pretended with my job that I got Covid. Master had Dr. K. write a note for me so I wouldn't get fired. Master was merciful and didn't try to fuck my ass for those ten days, either. In fact, he stayed away entirely, and no BBC visited me for anything. I was lonesome!
But at the end of ten days, when I was healed enough, Master came over, and he fucked my ass again, my second time. He only slapped and grabbed my ass and hips modestly this time. 'You need to heal some more, cunt!' he said. 'When you've healed more, I'll slap your ass harder again, don't you worry! But for better and worse, I can't give your ass as good a beating too often! We'd run out of medical excuses for your job, wouldn't we?'
I liked getting ass-fucked a little less without Master beating his hardest on my ass, I realized. Gosh, that was too bad! 'Hmm.' I thought to myself, 'I wonder if there's some way he can cause my ass cheeks a bunch more pain without making it impossible for me to sit for a week?' I made mental note to research it.



For two months, Master Antwan kept my ass for his very own, and didn't share me at all with any of his pals or associates. He ass-fucked me weekly. 'Cunt,' he said, 'I'd love to fuck your ass even more, I really would. But the doc says it's too risky for your insides. I gotta let you rest and heal from getting my massive man meat so deep inside your ass... Even your prepared ass, all stretched, is still not meant to take eleven thick inches all up inside it more than once a week. You understand, right cunt?'
'Oh, yes, Master! Cunt understands! Cunt just wishes that Master would do other things with her in between, is all!'
'Nah, no can do, cunt! It's very important for this phase in your training--for phase four--that you only get serviced in the rear and handled on your ass and thighs... Yes, you're enjoying it... Yes, I'm even letting you play with yourself and cum... But the degrading and debasing nature of how little touching you are getting--none but in and around your ass--that's important to programming you to be subordinate, to be thoroughly submissive, to understanding your place. Got it, cunt?'
'Yes, Master Antwan. Cunt understands, Master!' I answered obligingly, as always. "Master knows best, of course, Sir!'
Antwan deprived me of making out or sucking his--or any cock--during this phase. To degrade me as much as possible.
He would get his own cock hard or have another girl with him blow him to hardness. He's just have me drop my panties and put me into an ass-fucking position, such as over the back of a sofa, and only grab at my ass and thighs. No other intimacy. Maximum debasement.
I loved it anyway. I truly loved it!! I felt like such a winner to get to receive his magical cock deep in *my* ass. That made me special. That made me important. Master choosing to use my ass made me WORTHY.
Also, I loved that my cumming was at last part of the routine!! About half the time, I'd even cum just from being ass-fucked! And the other half--well almost all of the other half--Master and his pals would let me play with myself to orgasm during ass-fucking.
Only occasionally would Master or another BBC leave me finishing with no orgasm at all. It was usually his friend Richard. Richard was a little more cruel than on average. He loved to butt fuck me until I was ready to cum and then pull out. He would then wait until I cooled off some, and then he would ass-fuck me some more. He would do this several times, and then pull out and finish on my face. I'd look to him like a needy puppy, and he'd say, 'You can cum at home later slut. A lot later. Go fix us some dinner, bitch!' Richard has a magnificent twelve-incher that I really love, and I was proud that I could take the whole thing in my ass. So I tried just to 'lean in' and enjoy the torment and degradation. I would have a great cum afterwards alone, so it all evened out I guess.
Also for this phase, I reveled in getting something from Master that he would never give you. That's right, he told me how he will NEVER fuck you in the ass, not ever. So I felt better than you again! And I like feeling better than you, you dumb cuck!
It was after a second month of fucking my ass only himself, Antwan started sharing my ass with his pals.
Your black highschool classmates were back in the picture, too. Jack, Maurice, Devon, Patrick, and Leroy all made it into my regular ass-fucking rotation. Devon and Leroy brought their four young nephews into the picture, too. All are in their late teens or early twenties. Incredible stamina!
My ass got so that it could safely take quite a pounding. It could go for a full half hour a night, even, given a couple of breaks.
Master would include me in orgies and just make it clear to all the guys that they had to completely leave me alone other than for a couple of quick minutes of ass-fucking per guy--preferably when they were ready to come so that they could leave a load in me to help lube me for the next BBC!
I felt so debased and so degraded.
All of this ass-fucking--especially because it lacked any other intimacy at all!--made me feel like so much more of a used slut than just getting my face fucked and giving blow jobs.
Being an ass-fucking slut meant I was the lowest of the low slutwives... And I loved it!!
Still, my pussy yearned!! Still, neither Master Antwan nor any of his pals had yet to touch my pussy any more than a palm grab through my pants. I yearned desperately to be fucked!! Or even to be finger-fucked!
I started begging for my pussy to receive some direct attention. 'Please, Master!' I'd say, 'Could you at least just finger me? Pretty please!' However, Master Antwan quickly got tired of my whining and told me to stop it or he would end my training. I could tell he was serious so I started to zip my lips and suffer in silence... But that doesn't mean I can't tell you, my white cucky fiancé, about it... After all, it will probably turn you on to read all of this!
This ass-fucking-only phase was the longest phase of them all. It was a full five-and-a-half months.
But it was really educational.
Phase four taught me something incredibly important. Phase four taught me my main purpose in life. I used to think it was to build a home and family with you, and a career.
However, phase four taught me that my deepest purpose is to serve black cock, BIG black cock--and that, for me, everything else is secondary.
In some superlatively basic way, I found all those months of having my ass--and only my ass--used to satisfy BBC intensely gratifying. For whatever reason, I had never felt more purposeful than when providing my asshole to BBC to ream and pound. Never.
You always have told me that I have the most perfect ass. Well, at last my perfect ass found its perfect purpose!
While I suppose that might be hard for you to hear... I bet even more it turns you on! And why shouldn't it? After all, it seems like we share *THE SAME* purpose--as you seem every bit as enamored with BBC as I am!
God, are you going to love it when you finally, eventually get to watch me get fucked in the ass. You are going to feel like you've died and gone to heaven, I'm sure!
After the first four weeks of phase four, Master Antwan had given me an ultimatum. 'Bitch,' he had said, 'You're a hot slut, and I'm enjoying training you. But over the years I've learned this is an important juncture. An important moment. Now that you've been enjoying my cock up your rear for a month, now that I've ass-fucked you four evenings, I gotta press you to choose... Do you want to stop your training now--no harm, no foul. I'd encourage you simply to return to Joe... Or! Or! Or, do you want to continue? And before you answer that, I gotta tell you, a promise is required. Can you guess what that promise is?'
'Uh...' I stammered, surprised and anxious. 'No, Sir Master. No, Sir Master but I'll do anything! You have to keep training me! PLEASE, Sir!! Please, I beg you! I love you, Sir! I love you so much! You have to keep training me!'
'Oh, yeah, slut!' he replied calmly. 'Of course you love me. I know. That's nice. You're a hot slut. I like you, myself. I may keep training you. Don't lose your shit. But can you guess what the promise is that I require?'
'I don't know, Sir!' I exclaimed. I was so anxious! 'Please just tell me. I'll do it. Whatever it is, I'll do it.'
'Okay, well, actually it's TWO things!' he said.
'Okay, fine! I'll do any of those things! Anything!' I replied to him.
'Okay, cunt. Good to know!' he answered me. 'The first thing is that your ass has to be black-only forever. You are NEVER to take any white guy in your ass as long as you live. Not even your little faggot fiancé--not even if you do go through with marrying him.'
'Yes, Sir! No white guy ever in my ass! I promise! Not even my faggot fiancé! Not even if we do marry! I promise that I'll especially never let his little dicklet in my ass!'
'And! And! And you have to agree to go a full year without communicating with your beloved Joe. You're more than halfway there. But to train you as fully as I would like, it has to be a whole year... And then after that, an arbitrary amount of time, until it's my whim that you may contact him!'
'Oh, wow!' I said. 'That's surprising! But yes sir! I love you! I mean, I guess I still care for Joe. But nobody has ever made me feel as incredible as you and your amazing cock! And you still haven't even touched my pussy!'
And so my commitment to be black-only for my ass was made. And similarly my inability to communicate with you for at least a year was set. There was definitely no way that I was going to end my BBC training with Sir Antwan! I'd never been more sexually satisfied--even as it was agony in some ways.
It wasn't hard for me at all to promise to keep my ass black-only. No, that was super easy. 'Sure!' I thought to myself. 'Why shouldn't I keep my incredibly hot ass for black studs only? Their cocks are so much better. Easy choice!'
It was harder for me to agree not to talk to you for many more months--but still worth it.
Phase 5 - Just the past two weeks. I finally, after twelve-and-a-half-months, got touched in the pussy by big black alphas. My very first orgasms directly at their hands.
Master Antwan decided--naturally--that he wanted the excitement of being the first Black man to fondle my pussy--after more than a year of my craving it.
Can you believe it? I'd been more than a YEAR with no man touching my pussy other than briefly in passing? Even with my being so thoroughly used sexually for blowjobs and rimming and ass fucking--and making out. My poor pussy had been deliberately, cruelly, poignantly neglected! It had been so, so sexy! So depriving! And so sublime!
Master made out with me first time since phase three--since my blow job and face fuck phase.
Yes, the whole five-and-a-half months of phase four--the ass fucking phase--Master had declined to make out with me. 'Bitch,' he'd say. 'I'd kind of like to make out with you. Yeah, I would. And I can see it in your eyes that you crave it. But you have to know, phase four works best if I don't. Phase four breaks you down into a more fully submissive and compliant black slut if *ALL*--and I mean *ALL*--the touching you get is ass-fucking only. So that's what it's got to be.'
I let Master Antwan know that I understood. 'I'm sure you know best, Master,' I'd say to him.
Yes, so it was sublime, it was stupendous when Master Antwan made out with me again finally.
He started frenching me from the moment he came over to my place that night. That's how I knew we were turning to a new phase.
He made out with me what felt like two hours.--maybe it even was. It was incredible, Boo! I hope it doesn't make you too jealous to know that it was a thousand times sexier and more gratifying than making out with you or any white guy!
Then, Master extracted a promise from me. Another commitment. I'm not going to tell you what it was just yet. No. We're going to see if you can guess it. :-) I'll circle back and get your guess next time we speak.
It was a poignant promise that I had to make, even to get fingered like a school girl. And I bet you can't guess!
Then, Master at last fingered me. He fingered me so incredibly well! At first it was almost like teasing. It was so erotic.
Master Antwan's fingers are nearly as big as your dick, you little fag! It was so exciting to have his fingers on me and in me. I was over the moon! I was quickly in orbit!
I shuddered in my first mini-orgasm only a few moments after Master first made contact, I was so worked up. Then after a few more minutes, Master got two of his fingers up inside me. Even from just his two fingers, it was bigger, better, and more exciting than anytime you ever fucked me with your sorry excuse for a penis!
Master's fingers felt better than when ANY white guy ever even *fucked* me--even the super-manly white jocks I fucked sometimes in college! It was out of this world incredible!!
'Yesssss!!!' I shouted. 'FUCKKK!!! Yesss!!! Ohhh!! Ohh!! Oh, God!! Oh, fuck!! Yes!!! Oh, yes!! Yessssssss!!! AMMAAAZZZINNNNGGG!!! ARRRRGGGHHHHH!!!'
And it was such an emotional release for me, too, to finally cum from being touched by my new love, my alpha BBC lover and master.
I cried. I cried my eyes out as I hugged him after. 'Ohhhh!!! Ohhhh!!! FINALLYYY!!! Thank you!! Thank you so much, Master!!!' I managed to say, as I was crying.
That was two weeks ago. Since then, I've made out and been fingered by Master Antwan or one of his buddies every single night. I have been in heaven. It's been pure nirvana. To get so much loving attention, so much gratification, after so many months of mostly being in a giving role. I have been superlatively grateful. I've been constantly thanking my Master for being so generous.
'No worries, cunt,' he'd say. 'You've been a terrific BBC wifeslut trainee so far, and I can tell you're going places. You deserve some pleasure once in a while.... It reinforces everything, besides. It makes your psyche even more determined to serve me to see how I have the power to please you so much!'
That was the truth! I want so badly to please Master now, Boo! Pleasing Master Antwan is the most important thing in my life by far now!
Well, I could prattle on. But Master says I've already told you plenty. So that's it for now.
I'll be going back to refocus on my training again now. Master says he hasn't decided yet when next you and I will speak. It could be a few weeks--or it could be a few months.
In the meantime, I'll send you videos of phases one through five--but just one a day. I am CERTAIN that you will enjoy them!
Master Antwan told me that you're only allowed to watch on nights when he doesn't send you BBC to serve. He's going to give you *THREE* months off from BBC now for such a purpose, he's decided... And when you watch, you may masturbate to orgasm only once per night. You'll have a wrist monitor, too. It'll arrive in the morning.
In the meantime, you can expect that the next time we speak, I'll have been through even more phases of training!
One last thing, Boo: Thank you!!! Thank you so incredibly much for starting me down this BBC slutwife journey!! I never would have thought of this on my own. I've come alive and, like I said, finally found my true purpose: Serving BBC. And it never would have happened if you hadn't set it in motion. Thank you for encouraging me to become a three-hole slut for BBC and for finding Sir Antwan to be our Master.
Forever in gratitude, warmly,
Carolyn"
That Carolyn had signed her email "Warmly" certainly underscored that she was now in love with Sir Antwan--and not me. Whatever connection Carolyn, apparently still my fiancée, and I had--it was not quite "love."
I understood it. It was humiliating and debasing. And yet it aroused me.
"How fitting that she doesn't really love me," I thought to myself, "But it makes perfect sense. Of course if I'm her beta cuckold, how could Carolyn love me any more? I'm her faggot now, more than anything... exactly. Exactly. As. I. Wanted!"
As I pondered those thoughts, I discovered the first video had arrived, a link to download. It was titled "My first make-out session with Master Antwan, Phase 1, Day 1."
I also received a short text from Sir Antwan, "Another $50K needs to be wired, faggot. Or the link won't work!"
That was the fastest $50,000 ever to leave my bank account! "On its way!" I replied, desperate to see my fiancée making out with him.
Would you like to hear more?
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DISCLOSURE: This is a hardcore interracial cuckolding story--with gay elements. Only read it if you like this kind of thing. Otherwise, skip it. Thank you!
---------------------------
I originally wrote this all down both for my fiancé and at his request.
You see, John is a huge pervert who goaded me into cuckolding him. No, he didn't specify that I cuckold him with a BBC nor--as far as I know--was it his idea that I become completely, thoroughly black-only and black-owned. But the seed of the whole adventure was John's repeated insistence that I should step out on him while he was traveling.
I took that initial "seed," planted it, tended to it, and allowed it to bloom. Yes, that was me. But with my fiancé's blessing and buy-in along the way. Yes, he approved the whole damn thing. Such a fucking cucky pervert, eh? :-) Or was he? You'll have to be patient to find out! Ha!
Cucky's only condition was that I video record it for him and, for what I couldn't video record--which was most of it, and of course all my titillating inner thoughts--I would write it down for him to read.
Later, Cucky in turn thought that my written creation--which follows--was so erotic, that I should share it with all of you on Literotica. He's been nagging me to publish for a few years, and I finally relented.
So, here it is. Here's my story.
The "voice"--if you will--will soon be the original voice I used, directed at my cucky fiancé, John. But first, some preliminaries.
My name is Stephanie. I'm a good-looking 33-year-old woman in my sexual prime. I happen to have a knockout never-had-a-baby-yet body. I'm the total package. 5'10" tall, 36DD-24-36, with a cute face, bright blue eyes, long red curls, a pert ass, and sexy extra-long legs. I'm a head-turner. I'm also bright, well-educated, cheerful, good-natured, and horny. Altogether, I've been told these qualities make me "a catch."
These events started a few years ago, when I was thirty.
My cucky fiancé, John, is a catch as well. 5'11", good-looking, a great personality, earnest, and a strong earner. At 42-years-old, he's not a crazy amount older. His worst drawback? I bet you can guess it... His dick is barely five inches long at its longest, at its hardest, and it's not thick either. Maybe his dick is "normal white guy thickness"--not exactly a needle dick. But not impressive at all.
Well, John had to go to Europe for business for two months, and I couldn't go with him without losing my job. Also, John would be in business meetings all day anyway, and it wouldn't be all that fun for me. I'd be touring on my own.
I still remember how surprised I was when he sat me down for a chat a couple of nights before he left. "Stephanie," he said. "I know that you're in your prime and that you really love sex. In six months, we're going to be married and settling down. Why don't you take these couple of months while I'm gone and, instead of being lonely, go ahead and enjoy yourself."
Flabbergasted, and also a little hurt that John didn't feel at all possessive, I responded, "What?!? Excuse me?!? Did I hear you correctly?!? Did you just give me *license* to get L. A. I. D. while you're away??" I looked at him quizzically before adding, "Are you for real?!!"
Underneath the surface, I noticed John's idea titillated me, excited me. I felt myself get a little moist. I didn't admit it to him at the time, though.
A lengthy argument ensued. I accused my fiancé of just wanting cover so he could cheat on me while traveling. He accused me of being parochial and not understanding that he had no desire to cheat but that he simply had an active fantasy life of me stepping out on my own and wanted me to be happy while he was away.
We didn't really resolve the disagreement so much as got tired of fighting after some time and agreeing to move on. I never let on until much later how the idea of cheating on him did really turn me on--it turned me on *a lot*.
** From here on out, I'm talking to John. I wrote this all down for him right after it happened. The rest of you get to read it because of his encouragement. You can email him at hopelesscuck[redacted]@[redacted] to thank him, if you like. **
Fast forward a week, and you were in Europe, and I was home alone--and lonely. And, to be real about it, I was horny, too. Sure, I enjoyed my vibrator and dildo, but they weren't as gratifying as being with a man.
"Well," I thought to myself, "John never did take back giving me permission... What if I just went on a few dates and got laid a few times? No harm need come from that!"
I sat down at my computer, and I was just about to reactivate my online dating profile. It would have only taken a few minutes. But then I had a thought... "Wait a second," I said to myself. "Someone I know could easily see it, and the gossip might be a problem. I'm not sure I want to risk this going around... Hmmm..."
After a few minutes, a solution came to me! I could create a profile where no one I knew was likely to look... What if I set up a profile on an interracial site? I mean, I had always been attracted to black guys. I had enjoyed dating a couple of black guys briefly back in college... And they had been special.
I loved their athleticism and, at least for the two guys I had dated, I had also really enjoyed their big black cocks--a secret I had kept from you... until writing this all down!
I might have dated more black men, but I just didn't think it was practical to marry outside my race. I thought it would be too stressful, and so I decided to focus on finding a white husband... which happily led me to you, Boo!
I did sometimes miss BBC, though! Even if I had only gotten black-fucked a few times... I really loved it. Sorry, Dear!
And besides, I knew that you fantasized about me getting fucked by a really big cock. You hadn't specified that it should be Black... but you had not said that it shouldn't be, either!
You might be thrilled to hear about me getting black fucked, I theorized. Yes, I bet you would! That's *if* I decided to gratify you by telling you about it!
Yes, setting up a profile on an interracial dating site instead of Tinder made a ton of sense. It only took me a few minutes to choose one and set up my profile, and I was off to the races. (Pardon the pun! "races"--get it! Ha!)
Wow, there were a lot of hot black guys on this site! And most were looking for a girl like me: cute, curvy, tall, lean, horny--super white... and hungry for some big black cock.
I knew that the assertive lover I wanted would need to initiate. So I set up my profile and waited. I used some sexy shots you had taken of me, obscured my face, and explained that I was looking for "no strings" because I was engaged to be married.
I decided to give it a full 48 hours to see who contacted me before I checked my dating-related email account.
When I next logged on, I was quite pleased with myself! Seventeen guys had already reached out. "Nice!!" I thought. "There's sure to be at least one guy good for a fling among seventeen who had the nerve to contact me. Let the vetting begin!"
Of the seventeen, eight seemed attractive enough: tall, built, and bragging of at least an eight-inch dick.
You only have your thin five inches, of course, and I was determined to get much more deeply fucked than usual if I was going to be bothered with a fling. I really missed being deeply fucked--I'll have you know--and I was quite enthusiastic, now that things were in motion, to get deeply fucked once again. It had been *ten* years! Ten years too many!
Among those big-cocked and attractive guys, however, I couldn't help myself: I was helplessly drawn to the three with the biggest dicks--the three with ten to eleven inches... if they were telling the truth.
All three guys were savvy "marketers," so to speak. They knew that girls might be worried about truthfulness. Each had a picture of his hard cock next to a ruler and also with a couple of objects personally meaningful to himself--for example, a keychain from a favorite sports team or a can of a favorite beer--things that made it harder for the photo to be a fake.
I found myself getting very turned on just looking at the photos of their BBCs online. My nipples hardened. I was breathing heavily. My pussy juiced.
My body activated sexually just from looking at their dick-pics and daydreaming about getting black-fucked again--after far too long without.
Gosh, it feels good to have you read about how much I love and missed BBC!
I love for you to know--in no uncertain terms--how much I *PREFER* big black cocks to your little dicklet.
It feels great to be so honest with you--you're still my well-loved fiancé... And I love that I can count on it making your little 'boi clit' hard for me to tell you the honest truth. Yes--let's be honest: It's more accurate to describe your little penis as a 'boi clit,' wouldn't you agree? Your tiny penis is good for giving you pleasure, after all, and not much else... Like a clit on a woman.
Yes, I'm sure your little boi clit is hard from reading even this far!
Your boi clit is rock hard just from reading about how much I love big black cocks and how badly I wanted to get some up inside me again!
I felt like such a horny slut from how turned on I got looking at the BBC photos. "Oh, my god!" I thought to myself. "I bet I let myself get fucked silly on my first meetup with any one of these hung studs! Gosh, I'm a horny slut!"
I relished feeling so horny and turned on.
"Holy fuck!" I said to myself. "I'm hornier from fantasizing about these black guys than my fiancé ever makes me in person!"
"Uh oh, maybe I'm a BBC slut in the making!" I realized to myself.
I lasered in on the profile of the guy with the biggest cock, the eleven-incher. I'd never had more than nine-inches yet, and the idea of exceeding my previous limits really excited me.
Yes! That's what I wanted and needed for myself--to go even further than ever before... to get fucked more deeply than *EVER* before!
The nine-inchers had felt big but also like they had *not* "maxxed me out."
My intuition was that I could handle more.
Also, my new dildo--acquired the evening after you left--was nine inches. And I could take it all the way with no problem after just two days.
"If I'm going to step out on John with a big cock--like he's been begging me to--I want to be challenged! I want to be stretched! I want to feel really profoundly and deeply taken and dominated... I want to go for that biggest cock!" I said to myself.
I also loved the idea that an eleven-incher would be more than *TWICE* the length of your boi clit. That huge size differential would be sublime to think about. It would be sublime to tell you about it. And--at some point--it would be sublime for you to witness it.
It was only then that I decided to read what "Marc" had written about himself and what he was looking for. My attention turned to his email.
"Hey, Slut!
Yes, that's right, 'Slut!'
Your profile admits you're engaged to someone and looking for a fling while he travels, so obviously you're a 'slut,' and so that's what I'll be calling you--for starters.
If you're like most sluts, you looked at my pictures before reading my email.
Am I right? Yeah... Of course I'm right.
I'm probably the only guy who's nice looking, and fit, *and* has an eleven-inch BBC who contacted you. Right?
Yeah... Of course I'm right.
You look really fine. I'm sure you'd be a swell fuck. But... But I require more than most guys.
Why? Because I *can* require more. Because I'm a rare option, that's why. Eleven-inches, a great body, and a decent face mean it's my rules.
You get one date. After some brief niceties at a public location, you give me all three holes and a rim job--or you go home. I'm not a r*pist. But I also don't like to waste my time.
I may even buy you dinner because you're one FINE-looking slut, 'Horny Redhead'! ['Horny Redhead' was my screen name.]
How about Friday night, we meet at Archie's Steakhouse at 8pm?
Oh... And I don't care if you're an ass-virgin. You'll be giving that up to me, slut.
I know you won't be able to take it too deep, but you'll be taking what you can, bitch. (Yeah, I'll be calling you whatever degrading names I feel like, bitch.)
You'll get thirty minutes to chit chat with me at the start of the date before I expect you to become completely submissive, slut.
And another word of warning... Once you become my three-hole slut for a night, I'll probably end up owning you sexually.
Your fiancé--and then husband--will be left to beat off to your stories and to videos of you getting black-fucked. Occasionally, I may allow him some small other 'favors' from you--we'll see.
Don't email me back unless you're willing to take the risk of getting thoroughly black-owned.
And once I own you, slut, you'll be used in ways you have probably never even imagined--but that I promise you will love... or at least mostly.
The stuff you don't love right at first, you'll love it eventually anyway, because you will get rewired so that nothing will be more important to you than pleasing me.
Not sure if you should believe me? Check out my testimonials from sluts and cucks, alike.
Looking forward to owning your holes--and probably your soul, as well, before long, cunt!
Before you know it, you--and maybe your fiancé, too--will be begging me to breed you.
So far, every white wifeslut I've met this way has begged me to breed her. Every. Single. One.
I doubt you're ANY different.
You should plan on being black bred. Mul. Ti. Pul. Times!
Your man? You will marry him, sure. You'll need a white cucky.
But, no. He shall never--NOT EVER--breed you. Not even once.
With kind regards,
Master Marc
PS: Expect to 'meet' some friends of mine on our very first date, too! And there *will* be some 'surprises'!"
Wow, it sounded like an over-the-top experience even *before* I got to the PS. With his friends thrown in for a gang bang-- it sounded really off the hook, really unhinged! And "surprises"? I wondered what those could possibly be!
Should I do this? It *did* sound incredibly erotic! It *did* sound astounding!
I love to be dominated during sex, as you know--in ways that, frankly, you're just not capable of, with your demeanor and your tiny excuse for a penis.... And Master Marc sounded like he could MORE than scratch that itch! No, he sounded like he might FULLY sate me, even!
I checked out the the testimonials of course, and while they could have been fabricated, assuming they were true, they were a tremendous endorsement:
"Master Marc made me into his insatiable slutwife in a single night. I never imagined sex could be so arousing and intense. Now I enjoy being a fuckbag for all his BBC pals, and my husband fluffs and sucks them. We've both never been happier," said one gal. "Next week, they've promised to start breeding me!"
The first guy's testimonial said: "Seeing my wife blacked in her ass by Master Marc--for her very first time being ass-fucked--was astoundingly sublime. While Master was ass-fucking her, she fingered herself to the most incredible orgasm I've ever seen a woman have--in porn even. My wife shrieked and shook for minutes. We've both never been so satisfied as we are now, both fully owned by Master Marc and BBC. Yes, Master and his BBC own us both. He's made me gay for BBC as well as owning my wife! She's four months pregnant now by Master and telling all our friends-- we're telling my family next weekend! I get hard every time I think about the humiliation!"
I read through all two-dozen of the testimonials. Only one loser whined even a little. He said he was happy overall but was disappointed not to have anything beyond the "mercy hand jobs" from his wife anymore.
Everyone else seemed ecstatic, over the moon with happiness at both the wife and husband, or the boyfriend or girlfriend, or fiancé and fiancée having gone black and gotten fully black-owned.
The testimonial that turned me on the most was from "Jane83": "I'd been missing fucking big black cocks, and my husband finally caught on," it started. Jane83 was like me, I realized! "My husband found Master Marc for me and us. Master, in turn, made me swear that I would go BBC-only if he made me cum ten times in our first weekend together. It seemed unlikely to me, so I said, 'Sure!' I figured that if he can make me cum that much, I *should* go black only! Well... Suffice to say I'm a black-only slutwife now! It's a good thing for my husband that it turns him on so much to watch and to suck Master's cock in 'homage' when I'm resting."
When I was done, I took a moment to take stock. And I realized--oh shit!--my pussy juice had soaked all the way through my panties *and* my pajama pants. That's how excited and turned on I was. I had juiced through TWO layers of clothing.
Luckily, I was sitting on a blanket on the sofa--and while it got wet, too, it did not soak all the way through to our leather sofa!
I was panting, too, and my nipples stood out and proud, poking through both a bra and a t-shirt like meaty nubs, as though begging to be tweaked and pulled. (My nipples do get very big when aroused!)
I was horny for Master Marc. Fuck!! Fuck, was I horny for this guy!
Still, I believed him about how life changing it could be to go on a date with him--especially given that I'd have to give up my ass and also rim him. Both things I'd *NEVER* done with you!
I managed to convince myself to sleep on it before replying to him.
I did need to masturbate twice that night until I was calm enough to sleep. Both times, I used my new nine-inch dildo. It's beige, but it was not hard to imagine it was a BBC instead--which of course I did.
Even though the dildo was not the size of Master Marc's cock--neither in length nor in thickness--it was still a lot bigger than YOUR little 'clit,' my love. (Yes, your dick is much more like a clit than a cock! I think I'll be calling your weiner a 'clit' or a 'dicklet' from now on!)
It was easy for me to fantasize that I was getting BBC-fucked as I jammed the big dildo in and out of my pussy--deep and hard.
To two nice, big orgasms.
Finally, I was able to sleep.
I slept fitfully, though, as my dreams were filled with images of giant black cocks--attached, naturally, to muscular black adonises. Marc's face--more plain than handsome, really--I remember, appeared multiple times.
To my surprise, my pussy was wet even when I awoke. "Wow!" I thought to myself. "I don't remember this ever happening before! I am *clearly* exceptionally excited about the idea of Master Marc taking me in all my holes! Wow!!!"
I gathered my wits about me best I could. "Is there anything else I ought to do before I reply to Master Marc? Before I just tell him that the date is 'on'?" I thought to myself.
"Yes!" I realized, as my inner voice continued. Before I go down this path, before I risk irretrievably becoming a black-only, black-owned--and of course, black-bred--slut, I must think about you, my fiancé. "What about John? Should I go forward without even asking him? I mean, he *did* encourage me to step out on him?"
I mulled this question about you through a leisurely cup of coffee. I had awoken an hour earlier than intended because I was so activated and anxious, and rather than try to go back to bed, I used the time to think.
I decided that because I still wanted to marry you--for various ineffable reasons--that I should ask you before dating Marc.
I felt almost certain you would tell me to go for it, that you would say, "yes," but I decided to confirm.
I forwarded Marc's email along with a picture of his cock next to the ruler. I sent it by text message so it would reach you as quickly as possible. I followed them with, "Well? What do you think? What would you like me to do?"



I was in huge suspense waiting for your reply. I prayed that you would say to go forward, that I should become Marc's three-hole slut, and then likely end up black-only, black-owned--and even black-bred. Yes, I prayed for it!
Finally, after an hour, and just before I was supposed to leave for my first meeting of the day, your reply came.
"Nothing. Literally nothing in the universe..." you texted. Then I waited another agonizing five minutes. You were teasing me!
"...would be hotter than being married to you, with you being a black-only, black-owned, and black-bred slut. Please. I beg you, please!! Please, go for it! But! But! But I have one condition!"
"What, Boo? What's your one condition?" I responded.
"You have to document it for me. You have to video record it for me--and... And whatever you can't record, you have to write it up in a journal for me to read about. Without pulling any punches. You have to video your orgasms. You have to journal how much ecstasy you're in. You're not--I repeat 'not'--to water it down to try to spare my ego or anything. I want--no, I require--the fully honest accounting. Can you do that for me, my love?"
"Yes, Boo. It's the least I can do for you. Thank you so much for this freedom!"
"You're most welcome, my love. You're such an incredibly sexy woman. You deserve the very best that the world has to offer for sex--and we all know that's big black cock, don't we, hunh?"
"Yes, John. We do.... And thank you!"
Well, that was the end of my communicating with you for a few days, and there was quite a while before I had access to any recording. So, this next stretch of my writing-- this is 110% for you, my love! Here's my journaling, as promised! No holes barred--so to speak. (Tee-hee!) No punches pulled!
I got so turned on just from reading your message, from receiving your blessing to move forward, that my pussy juiced all the way through my suit pants. I decided I'd better let the office know I'd be late, and then I replied to Marc's email. I wasted no time: "Dear Master Marc, I'll see you Friday at 8pm. Conditions accepted! Yours, Slut Stephanie"
I hit send before I might get nervous and change my mind.
Then, I masturbated myself again with my biggest dildo through a couple of cums to take the edge off. I was over the moon in excitement! I was going to have it ALL! You as my doting white fiancé--who would turn husband--and also getting fully owned and bred by BBC.
"I am the luckiest woman alive!" I thought to myself.
To my surprise, Master Marc replied with an email that afternoon. Luckily I was done with my meetings for the day, as it was rather distracting. Apparently, he had some questions for me. Here's his email with my replies inserted:
"Great news, Slut! I'm really looking forward to owning all your holes! I got a few advanced questions for you to help me get oriented for our evening...
Have you ever been blacked before at all? If so, describe.
Me: Yes sir. I was blacked a few times in college, a little over ten years ago. And now that I'm communicating with you, I realize that I really miss it. Two different guys, both about twenty years old. Both with BBCs--but not as big as yours!
What are the dimensions of your fiancé's little white dick?
Me: On the small side for a white guy. Maybe five inches hard on a good day. Maybe almost an inch in diameter. I did the math--yours will be about eight times the volume! I'm excited! By the way, I call it his 'clit' now-- ha! You know, because it's pretty useless--other than for his pleasure!
Do you like sex with your fiancé?
Me: It's okay. I rarely cum. Usually it's pleasant, and I enjoy feeling close.
Let's assume I take you black-only, and you can't have sex with your fiancé any more. How do you think you would feel about that?
Me: Honestly... It's a little scary... but even more, it's exciting! I feel myself getting turned on reading and answering this question!
Name one or two things that your fiancé really likes for you to do for or with him sexually but that you don't really like to do for him.
Me: My fiancé really loves to French kiss. But I think lots of tongue is gross, so I hold back on that with him. He'd also love to fuck me in the ass, but I won't take him there, and for me to rim him, which I tell him I think is disgusting.
Thanks, slut! That's all I wanted to ask!
Me: Happy to help! Looking forward to meeting you!
See you soon!
Me: See you soon!"
It only took me five minutes to type in my replies and press send.
Golly, it made me incredibly horny to confess all of those details to Master! I even told him that it turned me on that he might take me black-only! I even offered up my actual sexual dislikes--even as it was obvious that he was intending to use them "against" me--to torment and titillate me!
Only about an hour later, I heard back from Master Marc.
"Thanks for those replies, slut! Ha! I figured you'd been blacked before and were returning... But you're going to be surprised... Getting blacked by mere boys while you were just a college girl is NOTHING compared to being blacked by a grown-ass, experienced man, like me, while you're now a real woman... No sirree! You're going to find this truly 'next level.' This is going to be your first time getting fucked by a real man, is how you're going to feel! Lucky me! And, even more so... Lucky you! See you soon, slut! Oh... and no masturbating for the next three days, slut. Don't cum from now until I take care of you in person! Oh, and by the way... Thanks for letting me know your 'dislikes'... You're going to be giving up all those for me a *LOT* and more! And you're going to be *BEGGING* to give them up for me by the time I'm done with you! *BEGGING*!
PS: I heartily approve of calling your fiancé's thing a 'clit'--that's clever! Nice move!"
I again moistened my panties reading that whole email!
I loved learning that Master was confident he would be "next level" for me! And it turned me on to think I would be allowing Master Marc degrade me in various ways.
It excited and thrilled me to think that I would let Master Marc use me in ways that *YOU*, my rightful fiancé could only dream about.
I thought it was really hot that I would be expected to French kiss Master Marc a lot--whereas I rarely do it even a tiny bit with you.
It was profoundly arousing to think that I'd be both more degraded *AND* more intimate with my imminent new Black Master!
He would have me more deeply than you in *EVERY* way!
The next three days and two nights went by very slowly.
I was so turned on to the situation.
I believed Master Marc that getting fucked by him--a mature man with a giant black cock--was going to be "next level." I totally believed him.
I kept daydreaming about getting together with him, and I so, so badly wanted to masturbate!
But. But. But--Master had *ordered* me not to.
And I knew that if I were going to really give myself over into this experience that I had to begin with *obedience.* Yes, I had to *OBEY* my new Master!
So, as horny as I was--and I was *ASTOUNDINGLY* horny!--I refrained from playing with myself.
I routinely found myself juicing and panting and with hardened nipples--even without masturbating.
By the third night, I could scarcely sleep because I was so horny!
"Wow!" I said to myself. "Who knew that I wanted to get black-fucked *this* badly! Who knew that I wanted to get black-OWNED so badly? Who knew that I wanted to become a submissive slut to BBC? Wow! I can't believe how horny this is making me!"
I got a Brazillian wax as Marc had instructed me in a follow up note.
It was both a titillating and a humiliating experience. My pussy kept juicing as the attractive young latina lady at the salon attended to me. It smelled and it also made it harder for her to do her work, as she had to keep wiping me down. I was mortified!
Finally, the young woman couldn't help but comment. "Miss, I'm sorry that I can't help but notice... You must have a very exciting date ahead, yes?" She said with a warm smile.
I blushed redder than I ever have in my life before, I'm sure, before responding. "Oh, you have no idea, girl! No idea!!"
"Well, good for you, Miss!" she replied. "Good for you! I hope it's everything you're hoping for!"
"Oh--I am certain it will be. Quite certain!"
"Golly, Miss," she continued. "Maybe your Mister has a friend for me?"
And we enjoyed a laugh together.
A short while later, I put on my sexiest tight green dress--the one that makes me "look like a million dollars," as you like to say--before I headed over to meet Master Marc at the steak house finally.
He was in a booth at the back, waiting for me, as he indicated.
Marc stood to greet me and extended a hand. "Slut, you look FINE! Your pictures were hot and--frankly--they didn't do you justice!"
"Aw, thanks, Marc!" I thought he looked fabulous, too. Sure his face was plain as I had expected, with his nose and jaw both a little off center, but his physique was amazing! And at about 6'4", he was a great height for me.
I was excited to see how tall and built Master Marc was!
Equally--or maybe even more important--I could tell from the bulge in Master's pants that he'd been telling the truth about his cock size.
But as Master's subordinate, I knew better than to compliment him.
It made me extra horny that I was about to give myself up to a plain-looking guy because of his physique and giant cock. "Aw, fuck!" I thought to myself. "I really am a BBC slut at heart, aren't I?"
Master's voice interrupted my daydreaming about him. "That's '*MASTER* Marc,' slut. And don't you forget it. You are quite 'fine,' but I'm still going to be your Master."
"Oh! I'm so sorry!" I said. "I'm so new to this! Certainly, 'Master'!"
I blushed, I'm sure, as it was so new to me still to call him--or anyone--"Master."
"I understand, slut. You'll get used to it. I'll use punishments, if needed, to help."
"Oh!" I said, surprised. This was the first I'd heard of any potential s & m aspect. "What do you mean by that?"
"Well, I'm not really a sadist, slut, if that's what you're wondering..." Master Marc began to explain. "But over the years, I've discovered that sluts respond well to punishments as part of their training. My typical punishments involve either markings or deprivation--or sometimes both."
"Well," I thought to myself. "That doesn't sound too terrible... I don't think."
"Do tell more, would you, Master Marc?" I queried.
"Well, if you turn out to be the horny BBC slut that I expect, it'll be easy to train you on any behavioral failings," Master explained. "I'll sometimes mark you--tattoo you--in ways you might not prefer and sometimes I will just withhold orgasms when you fail to please me. I've also been known to assign unpleasant menial chores. You'll find out as needed!"
The mention of tattoos surprised me for a moment. It sent a shiver up and down my spine. Then, luckily, I realized that I thought it was hot! "Wow! If he tattoos me, that will surely be 'ownership,' eh?" I thought to myself. "Wow!!"
I pivoted back to the conversation after a beat. "But Master, you're not going to be able to stop me from cumming when I'm by myself, I don't think?"
"No, slut. That's true. I won't be able to stop you masturbating and cumming when you're home alone... But I will be able to deprive you of cumming from my fingers, mouth, or cock!"
"Oh! I see! And what's this about markings--about tattoos.... uh, pardon me... Master?"
"Well, if you decide to go forward tonight, into the submissive part of our date," Master said. "I may decide to mark you. We'll see how I'm feeling, slut. But if I'm really enjoying you--yeah, there's a good chance I'll want to mark you as mine!"
"Ooooh!" I said. "That does sound nasty and dominant! And--frankly-- rather sexy!! I think I like how that sounds, actually!" I offered, honestly.
"Good, bitch. That's nice--because it is *not* optional... Oh, and by the way, you better expect I will call you not only 'slut,' but 'bitch,' 'cunt,' 'whore,' 'hole,' 'fuckbag,' or any old derogatory idea that might just flow from my mouth. In fact, rarely will I use your proper name--nor any polite name. Got it, slut?"
"Oh, yes, Master!"
"Good, slut! And I expect you to debase yourself by talking about yourself in the third person as much as possible... You are entering a new 'space'--a new 'time.' In this new space-time, your primary purpose will be to serve me and provide me pleasure. You will receive more pleasure than you ever imagined in the process. Got it, fuckbag?"
"Yes, Master! Fuckbag understands!"
"Good! Very good!" he said, smiling--clearly quite pleased.
"Cunt, we've still got a while until the thirty-minute mark. We have time for you to ask questions. When we get to the mark, you have to decide: are you in for the night, or are you out? To be clear, I'll expect you to be my submissive three-hole slut for the night-- yup, including that tight virgin ass, yessir! And you can expect me to bring some buddies in on the action tonight, to boot!"
"Cunt understands, Master!"
Talking in the third-person made me wet, I quickly realized! I *liked* being required to debase and degrade myself!
"Good, cunt, good... Any other questions?"
"Yeah, how are you going to keep from tearing up my virgin ass with your giant dick?"
"Oh, that's not so hard, bitch. First of all, I know you can probably only take seven or eight inches to start... No slut can take my whole cock right away, that's for sure... The other thing is that I'll give you a a muscle relaxant before I ass-fuck you for the first time. It will make you pliable and reduce the pain, to boot."
"You've done this before, haven't you, Master?"
"Oh, yes, my little fuckbag. Many times!"
"Have the sluts ever regretted it?"
"Hmm. Good question. You tell me... Does our waitress seem happy?"
"Oh, yes, Master! Our waitress seems very cheerful and happy!"
"Well-- She--Valerie is her name... Valerie is one of my *least* happy slutwives, I think... So there you have it!"
"Uh, Master...? Why is Valerie less happy, please?"
"Well-- her husband couldn't handle her going black so she had to divorce him and find a new white cucky... She was sad for a bit. And I'm not sure she loves the new cucky as much as her old husband."
"But she's overall happy anyway?"
"Of course! Of course Valerie is happy, fuckbag! She's getting a steady diet of big black cocks--including mine! So, of course she's happy!? But don't take my word for it! Let's ask her!"
Then, Master shouted over to her. "HEY! Slut Valerie!! Come over here for a second, would you?!!"
Valerie--a gorgeous brunette with a figure similar to my own, though shorter--came over right away, and with a big smile on her face, like before.
Valerie looks a lot like the porn actress Valentina Nappi, incidentally--that's how hot her face is, too.
"Valerie, my Dear Slut," Master began. "My new fuckbag here is struggling to comprehend that you're 'happy'--even as you might be my *least* happy slut... What do you have to say about that?"
"Oh, Master Marc!" Valerie replied cheerfully. "Slut Valerie apologizes that you noticed... Well, yes... It *is* true that slut might be a little less happy than the others. Yes. Slut is sorry she failed to hide it from you!"
"Nah... You're alright, cunt! No worries!" Master replied. "But of course I would notice. I care for you after all! You're one of my very precious sluts! I was *definitely* going to notice! Can you explain to my new fuckbag why you're a little less happy--but why you're happy anyway, cunt?"
"Sure! Certainly, Master!" Valerie replied to him before turning to me. "New little fuckbag, this cunt misses her original cuckold is all... He was my first love... and a good man... *But* he just couldn't adjust to the lifestyle, and--well--there's no reason to mince words, I guess... Master's cock became my greater love! It really was that simple... When my first cucky gave me an ultimatum one day, I could only choose Master--and, well, Master's cock, to be honest about it! This cunt *LOVES* being owned by Master and his giant black cock... Cunt Valerie is so much more sexually fulfilled than she ever even imagined before Master owned her... So, yes! Even missing her original cuck a little-- Even though Cunt Valerie wishes he had stayed... Cunt is still *EXTREMELY* happy with how things turned out!!"
"Thanks, bitch!" Master interjected. "And what are your complaints, if any? It's okay... I want the fuckbag to hear. You go for it!"
"Are you sure, Master?" Valerie said, in a whispered voice.
"Yes, bitch! Totally sure! Tell us. Please!"
"Well, bitch wishes you would fuck her more, Sir! Your buddies Ramon, Carlos, and Deke are owning me very well overall, Master, but bitch still misses her Master!! Pretty please, could you fuck your bitch some more, Sir? Pretty, pretty please could you fuck this bitch as soon as possible, Master? Please own all of bitches holes as soon as possible, Dear Master Sir!"
"I said to tell us, bitch! Not to start an 'hours-long' begging session! But yes, I'll fuck bitch and own all your holes soon, sure... First, though, I need you to go stand next to fuckbag for a minute. I want her to feel how wet and horny you are just from talking to us, and of course from begging me. Go on!"
Valerie bowed her head in shame as she meekly walked over to me.
Master Marc turned to me. "Go ahead, fuckbag! Go and feel her pussy! Do it!"
It was a first for me, touching another woman's pussy, but I knew better than to hesitate to obey Master!
It was my right hand that was closer to Valerie. I only had to lean over a little to reach up under her short dress with my hand.
Valerie wasn't wearing any panties, and what my hand found was a gooey mess. An inflamed, gushing pussy.
To my surprise, I liked touching it. I liked the power I felt over Valerie. I liked how I could feel her quiver as I probed her vagina, labia, and even tickled her clit.
Valerie moaned. "Unnnnghhh! Ohhhh!!!" And she added, in a whisper, "Oh, that feels niiiiice! Oooh.... Thank you, Master's new fuckbag! Thank you!"
I turned to Master to see what he expected of me before I either responded to Slut Valerie or removed my hand. I kept playing with her pussy as I awaited Master's instruction.
"Alright... That's enough, fuckbag! Withdraw your hand! Alright... Slut Valerie, you're welcome--on fuckbag's behalf! I bet you DESPERATELY want to finish, don't you slut?"
Valerie quickly replied, "Oh, yes, Master! May slut finish? Slut does desperately want to finish! May slut, pretty please?"
"Sure, my sweet cunt. Sure. But you gotta do it right here. Have a seat next to fuckbag and finish yourself while she and I keep talking."
"In front of all these people in the restaurant, Master?" Valerie queried, impertinently.
"Ask me again, cunt, and I'm not going to fuck you for a month of Sundays... Yes!! Of course!! Certainly in front of 'all these people'! You're my slut, ain't you?"
"Oh, Master! That's so humiliating! But of course! Slut will happily comply now that slut is certain you've ordered her!"
And with that, Valerie sat down next to me and quickly got one hand down her skirt while another massaged her own breasts and started tweaking her own nipples through her blouse.
Master Marc leaned over to whisper to me. "Fuckbag, this should be fun to watch. Let's cuddle and watch."
Master held me close as we both stared at Slut Valerie. Master tucked me easily under his great, big right arm. I felt so safe and protected--so much safer and more protected, frankly, than I've ever felt before. Yes, John, I felt much safer with Master Marc than I even do with you, my rightful fiancé!



It wasn't long before Slut Valerie reached a crescendo. "Unnnghhh!" she yelled. "Ungghh!! Oooooh! Fuckkkk! Ungggghhhhh!! Cummming!! I'm cumming!! I'M CUMMMMIIINNNGGGG!!! YYYYYYYYEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!"
Valerie slumped for a moment, delirious from pleasure before remembering her rules: Always. Yes, always. Always thank the black Master for letting you cum!
"Oh, thank you!" Slut Valerie finally said. "Thank you so much, Master! Thank you for allowing slut to orgasm! Thank you so much!"
Naturally, Master reciprocated the slut's good manners. "You're welcome, cunt. You're a good cunt--and obedient--and I'm glad to allow you to cum. You may leave us now."
And Valerie tidied herself briefly and shuffled off without another word.
Master of course noticed how dumbstruck I was by Valerie's performance--and how turned on. He turned to me and kissed me on the mouth for the first time.
It wasn't just any kiss. It was an extremely forward kiss. Master had his lips apart and his tongue very forward.
I wanted to be the best possible submissive slut for Master. I wanted to top all of his other slutwives. I wanted to be the one that satisfied Master the most. I wanted to be the one who fucked him the most. I wanted to be the one that made Master the most fulfilled as a man.
It didn't matter to me if that meant doing things that I did not usually like to do, no. "I'll learn to like whatever Master Marc likes!" I said to myself.
It was so much more important to me to please Master than it ever was for me to please you, John! So much more! I don't think I once really even concerned myself with pleasing you, come to think of it, beyond making sure that I would at least be available to you, say, once or twice a week.
For Master, I wanted to do so very much more than merely "be available"! I wanted to be the best I could possibly be!
So, naturally--even though I didn't put it on the menu for you--I opened my mouth wide to receive Master's giant tongue. I opened as wide as I could.
I opened my mouth way up so that Master could pillage with his tongue, as I knew he wanted.
And I was right. Master Marc immediately filled my entire little mouth with his massive tongue.
"Wow!!" I thought to myself. "This is intense. Master is fucking my face with his gigantic tongue! Master Marc is claiming my face with his tongue! Fuck!! It's a good thing I'm ready for this! It's a good thing I like it! Fuck--this is kind of like getting my mouth r*ped! Fuck! Yes! It's like he's r*ping my face! Except-- there's one key difference... I FUCKING *LOVE* IT! Yes! This is *AMAZING*!"
I'm sure you must feel jealous, Boo, reading about this. After all, I've never let you French me much at all--even though I know you love to French kiss. And here I was on my first date with Master Marc, and I was letting him absolutely plunder my wide-open mouth with his tongue! Not once. Not twice. But for minutes at a time. Multiple times! I lost track of how often and how long Master Frenched me that night. It was a lot!
And you know what's more, I *LOVED* it! I loved Master's Frenching all the time!
Master Frenching me made me feel so feminine, so attractive, so connected!! I guess I just never wanted to be quite so open and available to you--you just never turned me on enough for me to want to... but with Master it felt so right, so natural, like it's what I was meant to do!
I'm sorry if you feel jealous, John. I'm sorry that it's nothing I was ever able to do for you. (And now--spoiler alert!--we both know that I *never* will. No, you and I both know that you'll never French kiss me again. Not ever.)
After several minutes of making out, Master withdrew his tongue from pillaging my face, and we resumed chatting.
I was still dumbstruck that Slut Valerie was happy even though she lost the husband she loved. Master indulged my on-going curiosity.
"Wow!" I said to Master, "That's so wild that your enormous BBC is enough to keep a woman happy even if she loses her husband... Just, wow!!"
"Perhaps, fuckbag, perhaps... Perhaps it is a bit surprising... But the odds are you won't have to worry about that anyway, fuckbag."
My eyes pleaded with Master Marc to tell me more, even as I managed to keep from speaking.
I tried to prevent myself from speaking too much, in order to seem as submissive as possible for Master. Correction, not just to *seem* as submissive as possible. No. But to *be* as submissive as possible.
I didn't want to play at being submissive--I wanted to embrace being submissive!
"Yeah, fuckbag... You're probably not going to have to worry about losing your cucky fiancé... You told me how your fiancé *encouraged* you to go out with me tonight! And that he *encouraged* you to become my three-hole slut. I'm remembering correctly--am I not?!"
"Oh, yes, Master! John was very enthusiastic. He encouraged the fuckbag a lot!"
"Well, then there's excellent odds that John is going to become your submissive beta cuckold. Not only your beta cuckold, but most likely also gay for BBC. That's usually what happens to the enthusiastic guys."
"Oh, wow! Really!"
"Oh, definitely! White bois love BBC. Once they get a taste of it, they are amazed usually at how much they love it!"
"Wow, that sounds kind of hot!"
"That's what most of you BBC slutwife fuckbags *do* feel! Yes!"
< BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. > An electronic timer went off. It was from Master Marc's watch.
"That's it fuckbag. Time to decide. In or out. Submissive three-hole slut for the rest of the night, straight through until noon or 'no, thank you.' Whatever you decide is okay... I would like to do you... I'd let some of my friends in on it, too... But only if you opt in, of course."
I took a big inhale. I don't think there was much doubt in my mind at all. Not with how horny I was, not with how charismatic I found Master Marc, and not with the promise of being dominated and owned by Master, his eleven-inch BBC, *and* his BBC friends.
No, I had very little doubt. Especially, since Master had reassured me that he would be careful with taking my ass' virginity.
"What was the alternative to going forward?" I asked myself. "Could I go back and settle for little white boi clits, like John's, now that massive BBC, like I so badly missed and craved, was right within reach?"
No. Getting by with boi clits going forward was out of the question.
Could I even settle for *medium* size white or brown cocks now that I was on the cusp of getting so well taken and fucked by Master's immense BBC?
Nope. Settling for medium-size cocks wasn't going to happen, either.
"No," I realized. "Definitely not! I cannot possibly go back-- I have to go *FORWARD*! I have to go forward to fucking Master's ginormous BBC even with all the risks that it entails!"
This whole process had me yearning much too much for getting truly, deeply fucked by big black cocks again.
There was ZERO chance I could make do with just small or medium size dicks going forward. Zero!
I thought of what you had said to me. "I'm such a sexy woman, just like John says-- and I *do* deserve the best of what the world has to offer for sex! I *do* deserve BBC! Yesss! I do!!"
Boo, I was so turned on by the whole scene! I found Master Marc intoxicating.
The whole situation made me SOOO much more turned on than you or any white guy ever has.
My pussy kept juicing like crazy.
I could feel sticky wetness oozing between my thighs and under them, through my dress, and onto the banquette.
My nipples were as hard as they have ever been--probably harder.
And I was panting. I tried to keep from panting audibly!
Then--to my great shame--I realized I could smell my own pussy even! And I smelled stronger than I could ever remember smelling!
Golly, I was so turned on!
"Okay, Master. Fuckbag is in!" I said, perkily.
I hope it doesn't hurt your feelings, Boo-- more likely you will find it erotic: I was so turned on and horny for Master Marc, I thought about you and your little clit for less than a second.
I just wanted Master to take me, to own me!
"Good choice, fuckbag. Life altering--as you will soon see-- but a good choice. It's not at all surprising--but it's solid thinking! And by the way... I can see your meaty nipples are hard! I also can smell your cunt's essence wafting through the air! Now... Take off your bra and panties for me."
"Uh, right here, Master? Or did you mean to send fuckbag to the ladies' room?"
"Right here, slut. Right in our both. I don't give a fuck if someone sees you."
I complied, of course. After all, I had agreed to be submissive, and if I was insubordinate, that would most likely end the evening--which I *DEFINITELY* didn't want to happen.
It was a little awkward to get my undergarments off and pull them out from under my dress. My bra wasn't too bad to take off, but my panties were another matter entirely! My panties were totally drenched--soaked through and through--and they were clinging to my also-soaked dress!
I was so much more soaked than I ever get with you, Boo! I don't even get that soaked when you've unloaded inside me (which--spoiler alert!--is never happening again!).
Master Marc snatched my bra and panties out of my hand. "Ha!" he teased. "Already soaked panties! Good! A horny slut is easier to train--easier to break in!"
"Train" sounded intriguing. The phrase "break in" sounded ominous... yet surprisingly sexy. A shiver went down my spine when I heard it.
Master caught the eye of a different passing waitress. This one was a beautiful redhead. Cute and curvy, like me, and even taller--maybe over six feet, even.
Apparently Master Marc knew her, too. "Hey, Clara, could you throw this out for me!" he said, as he held my bra high in the air.
"Training another one, Sir?" Clara asked, with a winning smile.
"You got it, Clara!"
"She's a beaut!"
"Yes, she is! And already drenched her panties! Here... feel these!"
"Oh, yes!! I bet she swears her allegiance to your cock on your very first fuck, Sir!"
"I'd be surprised if she doesn't!"
"Ha! You're the best at taking us white sluts black, aren't you, Sir?"
"It worked for you, didn't it, slut?"
"Unghh! Don't you know it!... Is there anything else I can get you?"
"Yes, you can bring me my steak. Would you, dear?"
"Right away, Sir! And for your new slut?"
"Nothing right now, she'll be busy."
I looked down, sheepishly, as they talked about me as if I were only an object.
I also thought about how much of a stud Master Marc had to be that he was taking me black right as yet another one of his sluts waited on him! Yes, *two* of his other sluts were waiting on us that night--both Valerie *and* Clara!
"Yessir!" Clara said, as she pranced away, with a happy laugh.
Then Clara briefly spun back. "Say, Master, may Slut Clara ask a question, Sir?"
"Sure, cunt, go ahead. I'm in a good mood."
"Could you stop by and use Slut Clara sometime this week, pretty please, Sir Master? It's been a while! Your young cousins have been 'filling in' pretty well, but Slut Clara misses you, Master. Could you stop by and own my holes, Sir, please?"
"Aw, Clara! You got me again! You know I'm putty when I'm breaking in a new slut... Sure, I'll come by in a couple of days and fuck you everywhere, just like you need! Sorry it's been a while!"
"Thank you, Sir! Slut Clara is thankful!... And slut will be back in a jiff with your steak."
As interested as I was in watching Slut Clara beg my new Master for sex, I was even more curious about how I was about to be--per Master--"busy."However, I knew to wait patiently for an explanation from Master Marc. I knew it wasn't my place to ask.
It didn't take long for an explanation to emerge.
Master turned to me just as soon as Slut Clara walked away. "So, cunt bag, I didn't forget you... Good job waiting quietly, cunt! I'm sure you're wondering what's next for you more than when I'm going to fuck Slut Clara next... Yeah, I'm sure you're wondering why I'm the only one to get served steak.... You're about to be too busy to eat, slut. And for the evening you have ahead, you'll be glad to have an empty stomach to start off... Now it's time for you to meet your new 'best friend.'"
"Sir?" I ventured meekly.
"My cock, fuckbag! My cock is going to be your new 'best friend,' of course! Take it out!"
"Sir, in front of all these people?" I asked, this time boldly.
"I'll tolerate all these questions for now, slut. But only because you're new... Yes, in front of all these people! You see, I own the restaurant, and EVERYONE here--and I mean EVERYONE--has been warned that I brought you here to start training you and breaking you in... All the staff. All the guests. In fact, they are all counting on a good show... So get busy, fuckbag!"
I didn't wait to be ordered a third time! Certainly, to do so would have led to some type of punishment, I surmised.
I reached over and unbuttoned Master Marc's pants. Then I unzipped them. He pushed himself up for a moment, and I pulled his pants and boxers together down towards his knees.
That's when I saw it for the first time. In all its majestic power and beauty. That's when my new 'best friend' emerged into view.
It would soon become the new 'love of my life'--well beyond my love for you.
I gasped in awe.
Even soft, it had to be seven inches long.
Even soft, it was longer *and* thicker--both--than your little dicklet is at its hardest!
I was blown away.
It was one thing to see an eleven-inch BBC in a porno. But to see my first eleven-incher up close and personal... Well, it simply took my breath away.
Master noticed I was frozen and said, "Don't forget to breathe, bitch! I don't need you suffocating before you even get started!" And then he had a chortle at my expense before adding. "Lift it up and play with it, you dumb cunt!"
I did as I was told.
I was dumbfounded by the mass of the thing. It felt like it weighed five pounds.
Master's cock quickly grew in my hands.
Within seconds, it was nearly all the way hard--but not quite. It still bent a little--not that ramrod straight I later learnt it was quite capable of.
It reached maybe ten-and-a-half of its full potential of eleven inches. "My God!" I thought to myself, "When he fucks me with that, it is going to pulverize my insides! Fuck! I hope my insides can make room!"
"Suck it, slut!" Master barked at me, shaking me out of my slow-moving awe-inspired state. "I'll make sure you don't choke. Suck it as deep as you can!"
Even though I almost never suck your little dicklet--even though you're my sweet, kind, devoted, and doting fiancé who rightly deserves blow jobs, and it would be so trivially easy for me to blow you... I sucked Master Marc's huge cock with vigor. I opened my mouth as wide as I possibly could, and I slurped his cock right up.
Master's cock went immediately to the back of my throat, and he could sense me beginning to gag.
I was in totally new sexual territory.
The college BBC's that I had been with had gotten straight down to fucking. Deepthroating a huge BBC was a completely new activity to me. So, yes, I started gagging immediately.
Master knew what to do. He encouraged me. "You got this, fuckbag. Just relax," he said. And he grabbed my head from behind and began jamming my face and throat down onto as much of his love pole as possible, again and again.
I couldn't get the whole gigantic phallus into my mouth and throat, but apparently I did a good job for a beginner.
"Unnngggh! Nice work, fuckbag! Nice work!" Master boomed from above me. "Yes!! Excellent for a beginner! Yes!! You got NINE fucking inches, bitch! That's excellent for a first time out!! Excellent!! Nine fucking inches!! Well done!"
For my part, I had never imagined that giving head could feel so exciting! My whole body tingled and shivered because I was so turned on!
"Yes! This is what it means to be alive!" I thought to myself. "This! This is being alive! This is being a real woman! Servicing a truly GARGANTUAN black cock is what sex is supposed to be about!"
I felt as though I was in a whole new universe of sexuality--one that centered on Master's enormous black cock. A new, incredible, and *superior* universe of sex.
"Fuck! This is what sex is supposed to be about! There's no way I'll ever go back from this!" I thought to myself. "There's ZERO chance I'll give up big black cocks a SECOND time. No fucking way! It's BBC for me!"
I lost track of time as Master face-fucked me faster and faster, deeper and deeper. I was profoundly, utterly aroused and excited, and my body entered a pre-orgasmic state.
"Am I going to cum from giving Master this blow job?!" I asked myself. "Holy shit, maybe I'm going to cum?!?!"
Then, just as I thought I might actually go over the edge into orgasm just from blowing Master, he pulled my head up off of his incredible member.
Instantly, I felt empty. Immediately, I craved his cock back inside me.
Master saw the sad and desperate look in my eyes.
"You loved that, cunt, didn't you?" he queried. "You loved me fucking your face more than you've loved anything since you last encountered a big black cock, didn't you? You loved it more than getting any white boi dicklet in your pussy ever, didn't you? You were on the verge of cumming, weren't you? You were on the verge of an orgasm just from blowing me, eh? You're getting awakened to your *purpose,* aren't you, cunt?"
I was stunned and delirious with arousal. I struggled to form words. "Uhhhh... Ungghhh...."
"Well, fuck bag! I face fucked you into a stupor, hunh?" Master Marc observed. "Ha!! It figures! You take your time. You gather your wits... And then give me your answer, bitch... Was that face-fucking the highlight of your puny little sex life for the past ten years, eh?"
"Yes, Master! Oh, yes!!" I at last exclaimed. "That was amaaaaazing!! And--yes!! That was *TOTALLY* the highlight of fuckbag's life since fuckbag's last black cock!! Absolutely!! Sucking your black cock *is* better than getting fucked by a white boi clit-- it's *SOOOO* much better!!"
"Good, slut! Goooood!! So thank me! You gotta get in the habit of thanking us BBCs when we make you feel good! It doesn't matter if it's when you're serving us--if you like it a lot, you gotta thank us. So have at it, bitch!"
"Yes, Master! Thank you!! Thank you so incredibly much, Master! Thank you for the privilege of you fucking bitch's face! Thank you for fucking bitch's throat!"
"You're welcome, bitch!"
It was then that I noticed: We had gathered an audience standing around our booth. About a dozen people--men and women. All with drinks in hand. Taking in the show as though it was a regular part of their life. Perhaps it was.
"What do you all think of my new slut?" Master Marc asked them.
"She shows outstanding white slutwife potential," one woman commented. Several people murmured their agreement. A guy chimed in, "I'd do her, for sure." Another woman said, "Can I see how wet she is? That'll be telling!"
Master said to that last person, "Sure, Melissa! Have a feel."
Master lifted my dress up and tapped on my legs indicating that I should spread them--which I immediately and obediently did.
This gorgeous tall light-brown woman--Melissa was about six feet tall, just like Slut Clara--then came and probed me with several fingers.
My pussy was puffy and soaked.
Melissa probed me assertively yet with tenderness, and it immediately got me excited.
Involuntarily, I let out a groan. "Unnnnghhhhh!" I moaned. "Oh, wowwww!!"
I was wet and sticky on her fingers.
I delighted in how Melissa massaged my labia, tickled my clit, and probed deep inside my vagina as well, glancing occasionally against my g-spot.
My pussy gushed and gushed. I thought I even heard her fingers squeaking amidst my wetness.



Melissa probed me like I was an exotic object. Perhaps a pet.
She seemed detached. Her face looked contemplative. She took her time. Melissa moaned softly, too. "Mmmm. This one *does* have a rather nice pussy, Marc!"
It turned me on even more and made me even wetter that Master gave Melissa access to me so nonchalantly, like the way you might pass around a tray of appetizers at a party or share your dish at a Chinese restaurant.
After a couple of minutes of her probing and fondling my pussy, I could no longer hold back my excitement.
It didn't matter that I was in a restaurant full of people.
It didn't matter that Master hadn't given me permission to cum, as I would have preferred to have received.
It didn't matter that it was a strange black woman fondling me.
I just came anyway.
I came explosively!
I had the biggest orgasm that I've had in the past decade--the biggest orgasm I'd had since I was last taken by a black person.
"Aw fuck!! Yessssssssss!! Unnghhh!! Cummmmming!! I'm cummmmmminnnggg!! Yesss!! UnghhhhhH!! I'M CCCCCCCUMMMMINGGGGGGGGGG!!!" I shouted, and I shook. And I shouted and shook some more.
Master and Melissa worked to hold me down, one on each side, as Melissa continued to finger fuck me through my orgasm.
Master joined in now, mauling my breasts with his left hand as his right arm stayed over my shoulders. Master pinched, tweaked, twisted, and pulled my nipples. Master twisted my nipples super hard. It hurt, but I loved it!
"Come on, fuckbag!" Melissa said. "I bet you can give us some more! Come on! Let it out! Let's keep going!"
And she fingered me with even more vigor even as I was hoping to rest and recover.
She read me correctly, though. Melissa read me like a book. In just a few more minutes and with Master's skillful attention to my nipples and breasts, Melissa had me lit up again!
"Aw, fuck!! I'm cumming!! I'm cumming again!! Oh, fuckkkkkkk!! I'MM CUMMMING AAGGAAAIIIINN!!! Oh, fuck!! Oh, FFFFUCKKKK!!! I'm cumming!! I'm cumming!! I'm CUMMMINGGGG AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIINNN!!!"
And then Melissa withdrew her hand and allowed me to rest. I slumped in Master's arms, depleted. I remembered the manners that were expected and squeaked out a thank you. "Thank you, Mistress Melissa and Master. Thank you! Thank you for making bitch cum! Thank you so very much!"
As I lay stunned and shaken, in Master's comforting embrace, Melissa lifted her hand up directly under one of the overhead lights for all to see how glistening it was. "Oh, she's a soaker, all right! She needs to be FUCKED, Marc! And bad!" Then Melissa turned to me directly and added, "Don't you, bitch? Don't you need to be fucked?" She asked.
I wasn't sure how to answer so I asked Master for permission. "Master, would you like fuckbag to answer Melissa?"
"That's 'MISTRESS Melissa,' to you, cunt! Yeah... You go ahead and answer her. Sure. Good job asking first."
"Mistress Melissa, YES!! Yes, cunt DESPERATELY needs to be fucked!! Cunt needs to be fucked ever so badly!"
I called myself "cunt" to riff off of Master's most recent choice of words.
"Yeah, I figured, bitch! Yeah, I figured!" Melissa commented, before turning to Master Marc and adding. "You know you owe me, Marc. I want some more of this tasty fuckbag tonight. I want to help you break her in some more."
"Uh, sure, Melissa." Master replied. "You're right, I do owe you--and we could use a woman of your 'abilities' to keep helping in the fuckbag... Sure! Let's go. Let's take this party to the VIP room!"
"Terrific, Marc. Great!" responded Mistress Melissa, with a big smile.
Then, Master Marc turned to me. "Okay, cunt! So... As you can tell, we're growing this adventure, yes indeed! I hadn't planned on including Melissa originally... Have you ever eaten pussy before, cunt?"
"Uh..." I stammered nervously. I felt embarrassed to admit more naivety in front of my new Master and our still hearty audience of people.
"Well, fuckbag?! Answer me!" Master got impatient.
"No, sir! Fuckbag has never eaten pussy before!" I replied, earnestly.
"Ha!! Well, well... then one more new thing for you tonight then, cunt! Ha!! Hahaha!" Master chortled merrily at my expense and then turned serious. "Alright, fuckbag," he said, getting up from the table, it's time to proceed. We got to continue to 'break you in.'"
I'm sure I looked perplexed as he grabbed my hand and led me to get up and follow him.
"'Breaking in' is what we call it, fuckbag, when we rip a new slut from white bois and their little dicklets and acclimate her to black... Tonight, you're getting 'broken in.' When you're fully broken in, you'll have no use for white boi dicklets any more. None whatsoever... One night should be plenty to 'break in' a horny fuckbag like you. Yes sirree. You should be amply broken in by noon. Your fiancé will be sexually useless to you from then on. Yes, we're going to ruin sex for you with your fiancé... We're going to stretch you like you will barely believe... We'll have you cumming your lungs out--some more... And you'll be swearing an oath to black cock! Yes, you will! You're about to become my next owned slutwife. You can count on it!"
"Yessss!" I said to myself in my head. "I'm FINALLY going to get blacked! Yes, Master Marc is going to own me and my incredibly hungry pussy! Who cares if he ruins me for John! I want to get blacked!!"
God, I'd never been so horny before-- I literally felt like my cunt was "hungry" for Master's cock. My cunt was *ravenous* for Master Marc's gigantic black cock!! God, was my pussy hungry!!
Fuck, I had been *TOO* long without BBC!
"Fuck, yes, let's get my pussy *OWNED*!!" I thought to myself.
Boo, for real... I *LOVED* what I was hearing! At this point, I was so gushing and turned on from being treated like a piece of chattel for the black folks' pleasure. I was so ready to be black fucked. And I was turned on beyond belief that Master Marc was planning to ruin me for you! I loved the idea that I would soon be interested in fucking only black. It excited me incredibly!
"All right, fuckbag!" Master continued. "I got two more holes to take. Let's get to work! It's pussy first, if you're wondering... Giving you a few more good cums through your pussy will make it easier for me to ass fuck you... Let's get us to a more comfortable location for fucking."
Master then pulled me by the hand--up, and over to an exit door. The door led to a corridor, and the corridor led to a space that seemed like a "gentlemen's" lounge. My eyes took a moment to adjust. Then I realized it had all the trapping of strip club space. Yeah, I had been to one once. (It's a long story.)
There were lots of choices for seating, lying down, or various other activities that people might choose. "Oh!" I thought to myself. "It's a perfect place for Master to fuck me. He has lots of options for how to position us! Nice!! Excellent!"
I noticed that our audience had followed along. I learned later that they were used to this--they were used to Master Marc initiating a new fuckbag every few months. The audience seemed riveted to Master Marc and me. Mistress Melissa led the pack. She looked thrilled to be joining in. She's so gorgeous, Boo-- I felt flattered, really!
Clara joined, too. Valerie followed, as well. I was flattered by them being in the mix as well. Then came a variety of men and women--of various shapes and colors--whose names I didn't know.
I saw the guys whipping out their dicks to play with--some white and some BBCs--and Melissa, Clara, and the other gals shoving their hands down their pants or moving their dresses aside so they could finger themselves. Golly, the crowd was about a dozen people, I realized! "Wow!! That's an audience!" I thought to myself.
Boo, I was so excited. My pussy was running like a river. I'm sure the whole room could smell me. I was panting--audibly, I remember! "I'm about to get fucked--at last--by the biggest cock of my entire life! Yay!! At last!" I thought to myself.
I knew it would feel so amazing compared to *YOUR* tiny little clit. Yes!! Finally--some superior black cock after too long!
I noticed Clara turning on a multi-camera recording system. I knew better than to object. You'll eventually see the edited video--assuming you yield to Master's conditions, of course! (More on that later!)
Master Marc sat me down on a sofa. My dress was in shambles now. It was little more than shreds of fabric around my waist. My shapely tits hung freely for all to admire. My aroused aroma continued to fill the space--mixed with the arousal smell of the other women, that is!
Master Marc spoke. "Okay, fuckbag. Now's when it gets real. I'd like to take more of your holes. Really I would, but you have a pledge to make, fuckbag. Yes, you do. There's a 'commitment' for you to make... I don't know if you can handle it. I have half a mind to send you home and fuck Melissa, Clara, and Val instead. What do you think of that, fuckbag?"
I heard a question, and I knew I must respond. "Fuckbag hears you, Master. Fuckbag might not deserve you, Master, fuckbag knows. But, please, Master!! Pretty, pretty please!! Fuckbag is desperate for Master's cock!! Please fuck your fuckbag, Sir!! Please 'break me in'! Fuckbag will do whatever it takes! Fuckbag will make the 'commitment'! Whatever it is!! Fuckbag doesn't care!!"
I was so desperate to get black-fucked, I probably would have agreed to murder someone at that point!
"Very well, fuckbag! We'll see!" Master replied. "Tell Master, tell everyone here. What's the most times fuckbag has ever cum during a fuck session before, cunt? What's the maximum?"
"Oh, Master! Fuckbag has never cum more than twice! And sometimes not at all!"
"Alright then, cunt! Sounds like Melissa here already matched your prior 'personal best'! Very well! So be it! Still... Your commitment of course needs to be *MORE*... Your commitment will be... When fuckbag cums for the FIFTH time tonight--if you don't get up and leave of your own free will before cumming five *MORE* times-- and no one will stop you!! When you cum five times, that fifth cum will be your commitment to go BLACK-ONLY... Black-only *FOREVER*!! Is fuckbag willing to make the commitment? If you cum five times tonight, you'll go black, and black-only *forever*--never to even touch your fiancé's or husband's little white dick at *ALL*--except maybe once every few months if I *order* you to beat him off out of pity for him... And also *NEVER* ever to mouth kiss any white guy ever again!! All your holes are going to be ONLY for Black once you cum that FIFTH time! Do you commit? Does fuckbag commit? You'll also get tattooed to show your commitment to the world--yes you will! Five more orgasms and you'll get marked and committed! Are you in??"
"Master, you're saying that fuckbag is free to go at any time?"
"Yes, of course, fuckbag!"
"And fuckbag has to commit to going black-only after a FIFTH cum-- assuming fuckbag stays long enough to cum five times and that you can make fuckbag cum five times?"
"Yes, of course, fuckbag! But I shall have help! Melissa will help! Clara will help! I may have other help! *Several* of us will be working on you!"
"You think you all can make fuckbag cum the five times, don't you, Master?"
"Oh, I am quite confident, cunt! Yes, very confident! We'll even count it as five *from here*-- we won't even count your two cums already from Melissa finger-fucking you."
"Oh, then fuckbag thinks she would *LOVE* to go black-only, Master, if there is so much cumming involved! Fuckbag would *LOVE* for you to succeed!"
"Ha! I figured, cunt! Good! But there's just one more thing! There's a *second* commitment that I want you to make... I actually don't usually make cunts do this, but you seem extra desperate to get black-fucked, so I think I'll require more from you than I have before, cunt! YESSSS!!! I'm going to require more!!!"
"Uhhh...." I brazenly spoke. "But Sir!! Is that fair to fuckbag?"
Master Marc smacked me across the face. Not super hard so as to bruise or hurt me. But he got my attention!
"Shut the fuck up unless I ask you a question, fuckbag!! You are here to submit. You are here to be my submissive fuckbag. Would you like me to throw you out and fuck the other sluts instead... Would you?!"
I heard a question, so I answered. "No, Sir! Fuckbag is sorry, Sir!! Fuckbag apologizes!"
"Good, slut! Good! I'm the master here, and if I want to require more of you, I fucking will. Got it?!"
"Yes, Sir. Fuckbag gets it!!" I responded.
"So..." Master resumed explaining. "In addition to agreeing to go black-only *permanently* after you cum for the fifth time... I have another way that you have to 'pay.' Yes. I got a way you got to 'earn' every cum... And it's besides moving through sex however we make you. Yes, it's besides offering all your holes and rimming and Frenching... Should I tell you what it is, fuckbag? Would you like to know?"
I was so relieved that Master asked me! Of course I was dying to know!
"Please, Master! Pretty, pretty please! Please tell fuckbag!"
"Simple, cunt," Master explained. "You got to accept a Queen of Spades tattoo before any time we even *try* to make you cum! For example, you got to take your first tattoo right now! If you want me to fuck you, you got to take some ink!"
I looked at Master quizzically, but I hadn't been asked a question, so I dared not to speak.
Master took a long pause before clarifying things at all. "I can see you are wondering, cunt... Yes, of course you would be wondering... What will each tattoo look like... Well, only your face will be off limits for now... And otherwise, it will be a surprise until after each one... Yup, it will be a surprise... They'll definitely be super visible if you're in a bikini on the beach... Some might even be visible when you're dressed for work... Ha! That will be something 'fun' for you to sort out! Hahaha! Yup, we'll mark you up nice and good! We'll mark you as a black-cock slut straight away! Between each and every orgasm for the rest of the evening! Yes. We. Will!'
"Unnnnghhhh!" I moaned, involuntarily. "Oooooooh! Awwww, fucckkkk! Unnnghhhhh!!"
"So that excites you, does it, fuckbag, eh? So that excites you?"
"Master, may fuckbag answer you truthfully, Sir?"
"Yes, that's expected, fuckbag! Please do! You had better!"
"Sir, that terrifies fuckbag!! *And* it sounds incredibly arousing, too! Aw, fuck!! Really, Sir? You're really going to mark me as a black-cock slut for all to see?!"
"Oh, yes, cunt! Certainly! If you expect us to take you black, you got to pay with SKIN. Yes, you got to pay with your lily white, perfect skin!! You must!"
"Ooooh, gawwwwwwd!" I moaned. There were no consequences for moaning in excitement without permission, I discovered. "Unnnnghhhhhhh!! Oooooooooohh!"
"So-- fuckbag, for the cameras, for our protection, I got to hear you say it... You got to say your name, the date, and that you agree to these added conditions. Say it, bitch! You do get a safe word, by the way... Let's make it a phrase, actually... let's go with 'no black cock for me'! You say 'no black cock for me' and you are free-- no, not free-- you are *REQUIRED* to go! You say it just once, and you are bounced! Alrighty... Say your whole agreement for the cameras, bitch!"
"Yes, Master! Of course!! This fuckbag, Stephanie Magnuson, on June 2nd, 2023, agrees to be tattooed and fucked in all her holes, to give rim jobs, and to be dominated. Fuckbag Stephanie agrees that unless and until she uses her safe phrase, 'no black cock for me,' Master Marc Jameson and his friends have complete control of fuckbag, including permission to permanently mark fuckbag."
"Good, fuckbag! Good!" Master replied. "Let's get you your first tat now!"
Clara approached with what seemed to be a toolkit. Master Marc led me over to a tattooing chair with restraining straps. Apparently it was the gorgeous redhead Clara who would be tattooing me!
I was placed in the chair totally naked--even the remnants of my cute green dress were taken now--and Clara, Melissa, and Valerie got to work straightaway strapping me down thoroughly: My wrists, my ankles, my knees, my elbows, my neck, the crown of my head, my shoulders, my midsection. I could scarcely budge. "It's for your protection, cunt," Valerie explained. "It's much safer for you to receive tattoos if you cannot move even an inch."
Once I was fully tied down, they spread my legs so that they would have easy access to my pussy and ass. I never felt so fully vulnerable in my entire life! I shivered in fear and excitement!
Clara and Master had a short discussion, as if I wasn't even there. "Each tat should be pretty quick, we have a lot of fucking to do!" "Yes, I agree!" "Now, she's almost certain to end up black-only, so we got to put them where her fiancé will see even though they won't be fucking!" "Great thinking!" "Also, they should show if she's in a bikini or a really revealing dress." "Oh, you're savvy at this!"
Then, they whispered a bit.
"Okay, bitch, Master told me, we're going to put something over your right breast to start," Clara explained.
I looked at Master quizzically. He took pity. "We'll show you after each step, before your next bit of cumming."
Clara gave Master a look. "What is it, Slut Clara?"
"This is her first tat, Master. It's going to feel like more pain than she's used to. May I recommend having someone distract her sexually, Sir?"
"Good fucking idea, Slut." Master said to Clara, before turning to Mistress Melissa. "Mel, do you want to finger and eat her while she's getting her tat? But you can't let her cum this time. We need her getting worked up now."
"With pleasure, Marc!" Mel said, and she crawled right between my legs with her gorgeous face!
The needle only buzzed for about five minutes. It stung like hell! But each time Clara pulled it up for a moment, Mistress Melissa nibbled my labia or clit! It was an intense, sublime, extreme contrast between pain and pleasure. It got me panting! It got me dripping. And--I realized--it had me moaning!
I moaned so loud, I was embarrassed! "Unnnnghhhhh! Ooooohhhhh! Unggggggggh!" I could feel my saliva start to drool down the side of my face even!
After about fifteen minutes, Clara lifted her needle and said, "All set for now! Would you like to see it?"
I was in a stupor and didn't immediately realize Clara had spoken to me. "Answer her, fuckbag!" Master Marc interjected.
"Yes, please! Fuckbag would like very much to see her first tattoo, please!" I replied.
Clara held a mirror up. It took a moment for me to turn it around in my mind, because the letters were backwards for me.
There it was! My first tattoo! All in black. Just three letters. Not horribly big, but definitely not small! They read: "BBC".
What's more, they had a little drawing of a BBC next to them! Permanently tattooed on the upper part of my right breast, about an inch-and-a-half above my nipple. And with a slight curve to curve along with my breast!
"Oh, fuck!" I thought to myself. "This is really kinky! I'm really committing myself. Oh, fuck this is sexy! I'm becoming a BBC slut! I've even let them tattoo me for fucksake!! John will see that anytime he looks at me naked! Even if I leave before my fifth cum and don't go BBC-only, that 'BBC' tattoo is going to be on me *FOREVER*!!"
And the thought made me extra moist. Mistress Melissa was still down by my pussy, and she told everyone. "Hey, guys!" she shouted, "She's really juicing up! Fuckbag loves it! Fuckbag loves her new tat!"
I'm sure I blushed like crazy. I could feel myself turning red. But there was no place to hide. I just panted and juiced some more--turned on by all the humiliation.
Clara chimed in, too. "Oh, yes, look at fuckbag's nipples! I don't think I've ever seen harder nipples on a girl! Shit!!" And Clara extended her hands and tweaked both my nipples.



This elicited a big moan from me. As you know, I love having my nipples played with. And somehow Clara did it just right. "Awwwww fuccccckkk!!!" I moaned loudly. "Pllleeeeaseee fuck meeeeeeee!!!"
I had lost control of myself. I had never been hornier in my whole life. In fact, I never imagined that I could even get so horny!!!
Master slapped me, even though I doubt he was actually mad at me. "Nobody told you to speak, fuckbag. No fucking speaking unless asked!"
Then he turned to Sluts Valerie and Clara and Mistress Melissa to discuss what to do next.
"I need you cunts' advice. I'm not sure what to do with this disobedient fuckbag. That's the third time tonight she's talked out of turn. I'd still really like to fuck her. She's hot!! And look how turned on the poor thing is!! She really *NEEDS* to be fucked. But as you know, behavior has to have consequences, what do you all think we should do?"
They all paused for a moment. They were taken aback. They weren't accustomed to having Master ask for their input, especially not his submissive wifesluts Valerie and Clara. Naturally, it was Mistress Melissa who spoke first. "I have an idea Sir Marc, but I think we should discuss it in private. Let's go to the other room for a moment, the four of us, shall we?"
"Very well, Melissa. Very well!" Master responded, and they left me tied down briefly. It didn't take them too long.
When they returned, the women were grinning broadly. But they let Master Marc do the talking.
"Okay, slut fuckbag." Master began. "The girls and I had a big talk. Honestly, they have mixed feelings about me adding you as an on-going slutwife, and I don't blame them. They say that you're not showing nearly as much submission as a proper BBC slutwife should. I agree... But I still think you may have potential... So we've decided that we need to tattoo your whole entire torso if you're going to move forward to get fucked."
Master paused to give me time to process what he had just said. "Holy fuck!" I thought to myself, "That's very extreme indeed! To have my WHOLE entire torso tattooed?! Wow!! Fuck!!"
Master continued to explain. "You need to let Clara here go above and below both breasts, all over your abdomen, and down toward your pelvis with BBC and 'Queen of Spades' themed tats so that you're profoundly and permanently marked-- and all before you even get BBC-fucked for the first time tonight... It will be three, maybe four, hours of needle... Yeah, Melissa and some other black Mistresses will still play with you and eat you every so often to help you get through things, but I'm not going to fuck you until the tattooing is *done*! This *is* quite a bit to expect of you, and as you know, I'm *not* a sadist... so you still have your safe phrase... Say 'no BBC for me!' and you'll be on your way..."
I'm sure I looked stunned.
Master finished his short speech. "You think about it for a minute, cunt, while the rest of us go enjoy a cocktail. We'll leave you strapped here and be back in a bit!"
Boo, I know that the smart thing to do would have been to leave and find some other guy with a BBC to fuck me soon, but I just didn't want to chicken out. The situation activated my competitive side. I wanted to show these people how strong I was! And--of course--I really wanted to get BBC-fucked that night... I didn't want to wait until another night! And I was really turned on to Master and Master's cock, specifically.
Also, who knew how long it might take me to find such a sexy BBC Master if I didn't move forward with Master Marc? And would another BBC Master be any less demanding? Maybe not!
Further--I cannot lie--the idea of getting my whole front covered in BBC and Queen of Spades tattoos was really scary--yet also vastly, profoundly arousing!
Getting covered with BBC and QoS tattoos sounded so incredibly, deeply slutty--and I was excited to become a slut!
I was intoxicated with the idea of becoming a BBC slut!
Getting covered in BBC slut tattoos fit right in with my fantasy--and I was committed!
It would be pretty weird to turn back from being a BBC slut if I got my whole front covered in BBC and QoS tattoos, that was for sure!
As I was pondering, I noticed of course that my pussy resumed gushing, my nipples got even harder, and I was again breathing heavily. Yet again, the trifecta of signs that I was incredibly turned on!
"Aw, fuck!" I said to myself. "I've come this far, I'm not going to chicken out now. I'm going to show these people that I mean business! And, boy, John is going to see that I'm really a BBC slut the next time he sees me naked. Oh, will he see it! Unnngghhhhhh!"
I shivered in a pre-orgasm just from imagining what the rest of the night was going to bring!
I was "in." Yes, I definitely was "in"!
It was another fifteen minutes, maybe, before Master, Melissa, his sluts, and the rest of the audience made their way back from the bar.
Master asked me, "So, fuckbag, what will it be?"
I had taken the time to think of a dramatic answer. "Please, Master, lower fuckbag's chair to the ground, tilt her head back, take your pants off, and squat your naked ass over fuckbag's mouth for her answer. Would you, please?"
Master thought that sounded quite intriguing. "Sure, fuckbag! That sounds beguiling! Will do!" And Master did lower me, tilt my head into range, de-pants, and squat his naked ass over my mouth.
I proceeded to rim his ass. That's right, I tongued and kissed Master's hairy, smelly, stinky ass as though it were the love of my life.
I made out with Master's rancid asshole *MUCH* more amorously than I can remember ever making out with you!
And after I had avidly, enthusiastically rimmed Master Marc for a few minutes, I also gave him my answer.
"Fuck." Lick. "Bag" Suck. "Says" Lick again. "That" Probing tongue in his ass. "It" Suck. "Would" Deep lick. "Be." Probing tongue. "Her." Extra long lick. "Pleasure." Suck. "To." Extra slow lick. "Accept." Suck aggressively. "The" Suck gently. "Challenge!" Lick slowly.
Master groaned. "Ooooooh!! That's niiiice! Very nice for a beginner, especially!"
I felt so accomplished. I felt proud!
"Good!" Master continued, as he stood back up and off of my face. "It's as it should be! I wish you luck, fuckbag. The girls don't like you much. They are hoping to see you fail. We'll see what happens. The audience will keep the girls honest. I wish you good luck!" And then he was off.
What proceeded next could reasonably be described as--uh... I don't want to trigger literotica's censorship... let's just say what proceeded next could be described as "difficult." Yes... "difficult."
Clara got right back to work with her needle. "We'll see if you can make it through the next few hours, fuckbag. I have a bet that says you can't."
The next twenty minutes or so of tattooing I was able to bear, but then it got to be too much.
"Please!" I begged. "Fuckbag needs a rest! Please! Fuckbag needs a break!"
Clara picked her needle up for a moment. "No problem. You ready to give in? You ready to say 'no BBC for me'?"
"No!" I replied. "Never mind! Fuckbag will take more! Fuckbag needs to get black fucked! Fuckbag needs it so, so badly!"
"Okay, bitch!" Clara said. "As you wish!" And she returned to tattooing me.
This scene repeated itself multiple times. I'd beg for a break, be offered an opportunity to say my safe phrase, decline to say it, and then be right back under the needle. I lost track of how often and how loudly I begged for breaks.
Looking back, I even think that Clara was--from a certain perspective--patient with me. After all, she easily could have sent me home for doing so much begging!
After quite some time--an hour? longer?--Melissa interceded. "Okay, Clara, the fuckbag has earned a break! Let's show her your work so far!"
Clara held up a mirror, I could see that she'd managed to tattoo all the way around my right breast, and *partway* down the right side of my abdomen, to boot. Indeed, it looked like she was about one quarter done. "All that pain and only one quarter done?!?!" I thought to myself. "Oh, fuck!! How am I going to make it?!"
Soon, I discovered how I *would* indeed manage to last!
Melissa dove between my legs and quickly licked and fingered me up towards a peak. Wow, did she know just how to touch me! "Unnngggghhhh!! Ooooooooh! Aaaaahhh!!" I groaned.
"You need to cum really bad, don't you fuckbag? Eh, you really need a cum to relax you, don't you?" Melissa asked.
"Oh, yes, Mistress!! Pleeeeaaaase!!!"
"Very well, fuckbag! You've earned it!" She replied.
And then using her lips, tongue, and two fingers jammed deep inside me, Mistress Melissa set me on fire better than anyone since I'd been blacked back in college! She set me off about a thousand times better than my best orgasm ever with you--that's for sure!!
"Awwwwww!! Fucckkkkkkk!! Oooooooohhh!! Cummmingggggg!! YYYEESSSSS!! Fffuccckkkk!! CUMMMINNNNNNGGGGGG!! Ungghhhhhhh!! YYESSS!! Yyessss!! YYYYYYYEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!" I shouted my lungs out. "Ccccummmminggg!! CUMMMINGGGGGGG!! Yyyyyyeessss!! YYYYYEEESSSSS!!! CCCCCCCUUMMMMMIINNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!!!"
"Don't forget to thank me, fuckbag!" Mistress Melissa reminded me. "Don't forget! You *MUST* thank a black person any time one of us makes you cum!"
"Oh, thank you, Mistress! Thank you, thank you!! Thank you so incredibly much! That was so incredible!! Fuckbag thanks you!!" I replied, fully in earnest.
This was a cycle that repeated a couple of times, as Clara got more of my front covered with queens of spades, the letters "BBC" in different shapes and scripts, drawings of black cocks, the words "slut for black cock" and "whore for blacks"--and some flower patterns to connect it all and make sure all my skin on my front--save for my upper chest and about an inch around each nipple--was getting covered.
Marc's name appeared in the tattoos a few times, too. "It'd be weird if Marc doesn't end up my owner after all this, wouldn't it?" I thought to myself.
The cycle was that Clara would tattoo me nearly to my breaking point, and then Mistress Melissa would give me a mindblowing orgasm using her lips, tongue, and fingers as an astoundingly satisfying interlude.
Every now and again, Clara would show me her work and point out its details. She proudly showed me how most of her designs consisted of small black cocks if you looked closely enough!
The tattoos were truly perverted! My skin was becoming a permanent worship artifact in honor of BBC! It was sublime! And I had not even been fucked yet!
Somewhere in the third full hour--is my guess, I'm not really sure--the pain apparently became too much for me, and I passed out for a while.
When I woke up, another black woman was between my legs, Mistress Olivia. Olivia was every bit as gorgeous as Melissa and could have even been her twin sister. "It's my turn, you little pet, to tease you for a while! I can see you need a cum. I'm thinking over whether I should give you one. Would you like me to?"
By the time Olivia asked, she had me very revved up. My abdominal skin was on fire from all the tattooing, and I craved the distraction.
I knew that cumming would bring me some real relief from my burning skin, at least for a few moments. So, I did what was expected of me. Of course I did.
I begged.
"Please, Mistress Olivia! Please!! Fuckbag begs you to please make her cum!! Please!!!"
"Are you sure, slut? Because I've kept track of all your cums. Do you know which one this would be, slut?"
"Fuckbag doesn't care, Mistress Olivia! Fuckbag doesn't care!" I yelled--sincere and also desperate.
"Oh, but fuckbag SHOULD care! Fuckbag should!" Olivia responded.
Finally, Mistress Olivia told me *why* I should care!
"This next cum will be fuckbag's FIFTH cum!! Yes, it will! This will be your fifth cum, and you will be sworn to be black-only for good--even though Master hasn't even fucked you yet! Even without him having fucked you, you'll be sworn never, ever to fuck your fiancé or any white guy ever again! You'll be sworn never even to ever kiss a white guy on the mouth again! So-- you're saying you're ready to make that commitment? You're ready for the humiliation, for the debasement, of going black-only even before getting black fucked by Master, not even once?! Or... Or... Or would you rather say your safe phrase? Hmm? Go ahead, fuckbag... Say 'no black cock for me.' Do it... Avoid the commitment... Avoid going black only for good without even getting fucked... Avoid the humiliation... All you have to do is say it... Say 'no black cock for me'! Well?"
I heard just enough of a question to allow me to speak. "Aw, fuck, Mistress Olivia!! Fuckbag has come this far!" I replied, in full enthusiasm. "Fuckbag can't possibly go back! Fuckbag can only go forward! Aw fuck! Yes!! Fuckbag will take the humiliation!! Fuckbag embraces the degradation!! Please make fuckbag cum!! Please make fuckbag into a black-only wifeslut!! Please make fuckbag a black-only wifeslut even before I've been black-fucked!! Please! Please! Please!!"
"As you wish! At your insistence, fuckbag!" Olivia replied, and she clamped her mouth more firmly than ever down on my labia and clit.
Olivia worked magic on my clit with her tongue, and I was quickly in orbit. "Awwwww, ffuuuckkkkk!! FFUUUUCKKKK!!!! Yyyyyeesssss!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSSSS!!! Ffffffffuuckkkk!!! Oooooooooh!! I'm cummmmmming!! I'M CUMMMMMINGGGGG!! CUMMMMINNNNGGGGGGGGGG!!! UNNGGGGHHHHHHHHH!! Oooooooooooohh!!" I screamed even louder than before. "YYYYESSSS!! I'M CUMMMMMINGGGG!!! Unnnnghhhhhh!! Ohhhhhh!! OOOOOOHHHHHH!! I'MMM CCCCCUUMMMMMIIINNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!!!"
Then, after I caught my breath for a moment, of course I thanked Mistress Olivia--as required. "Oh, thank you! Thank you so much, Mistress Olivia! That was soooo incredible!! Thank you for making me cum! Thank you!!"
"What else do you thank me for, you stupid cunt?"
"Oh... Of course! Thank you for making me black-only, Mistress Olivia! You did it! Thank you for fulfilling my destiny and making me a black-only and black-owned white wifeslut!!"
"You're not just any black-owned white wifeslut! No! What else will you be, you dumb cunt? What else?! Say it!!"
"Oh... Mistress, that's right! How could fuckbag forget! Fuckbag apologizes! Thank you for making me a black-only, black-owned, black *BREEDING* slut! Yes, fuckbag looks forward to being black bred, Mistress!"
"Good, fuckbag! Good! It's well that you should, because at this point, it is no longer optional... You've made your commitment. And you *WILL* be black bred! You will be black bred MULTIPLE times! In fact, you'll be black bred as often as Master Marc so desires!"
"Unnnnngggghhhhh!! Oooooooooooooh!!" I moaned and cooed.
Mistress Olivia rightly detected that I had another orgasm simmering, ready to pop, just below the surface. She had noted how sensitive my nipples were all evening and she grabbed and twisted one, causing me to moan out. "Awwwwww!! YYYYEEESSSSSSS!!" I groaned.
Then, she plunged two long fingers back into my pussy and reached my g-spot as her thumb gently stroked my clit. It sent me right back into orgasm!
"AWWW, FUCKKKKKKKKK!! YYYYESSSSSSSSSSS!! CUMMMINGGGGGGGGGG AAGAAAAAAIIIIINNNN!! YYYESSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!" I shrieked and yelled, before collapsing in exhaustion once more.
If my cums earlier in the evening had been in the stratosphere, these two with Mistress Olivia, after so much pain and agony from tattooing, and after even blacking out for a while, had been like a mission to the outer reaches of the universe and back!
This pair of cums had been even more fabulous than any that had preceded it!
My orgasms earlier, with Mistress Melissa, yes those had been a thousand times better than any orgasm with you.
These orgasms--from Olivia-- perhaps because of all the pain I had endured and perhaps because I also knew it was transforming my life *permanently*--permanently to black-only--they were like a far out of this world psychedelic fantasy on steroids.
As discussed with Mistress Olivia as she teased me-- even before being fucked once by Master Marc-- I was now permanently committed to being a black-only slut!
I would never, ever have your little boi clit--or any white dicklet--again in my mouth, pussy, or ass. Further, I would never, ever mouth kiss you again--and I would rarely even touch your boi clit or have you anywhere near my pussy or ass, for that matter!
You were permanently relegated now to being my beta cucky-- and I hadn't even gotten black-fucked yet!
And the night was still young. It was only about one in the morning.
Luckily--thank god!--after I had a little nap, Master Marc *did* finally come back to fuck me.
Thank god!! Thank god, Master came back as promised! I was still so ravenous for Master's cock--even after EIGHT fulfilling orgasms brought by the ladies since the start of the evening.
"Hey, how's my black-only fuckbag doing?!" Master boomed when he returned to the VIP room. I was still tied down, but I smiled. I smiled a big smile, as I was thrilled to see him!
Master had a big grin, too, a massive grin. "See! I told you it would be no problem to break you in for blacks in a single night! You're a black-only slut now, and I haven't even fucked you yet! Ha!! Bwahahahaha!!" Master had a huge laugh at my expense. I didn't mind, though. No. I didn't mind at all! I was having the time of my life!
I had *loved* my EIGHT orgasms so far that night!
I had *loved* getting my whole frontside tattooed.
Sure, it stung, but it was so incredibly erotic to be thoroughly, utterly marked up as a black-only slut.
Yes, Carla had anticipated that I was going to go "the distance."
Many of the designs on my belly and breasts were only suitable for a black-only slut. It literally said "black-only slut" in a few places! A couple of places, it said "Owned by Master Marc" and "Property of Master M."
I wasn't sure how you would feel when you saw me, Boo. After all, it's one thing to say you approve of a fantasy, and it's quite another to see your fiancée all marked up as fully black-only and totally black-owned--and with black breeding promised soon to follow!
I thought you would probably be much more aroused than not--but I didn't know for sure. The risk added to my own excitement. The risk said to me: "I'm such a black-cock-committed whore, I'm all marked up as black-only EVEN THOUGH it might cost me my fiancé!"
"Well," I thought to myself, "I've been loving this sexual experience with Blacks much more than sex with John, so if I do lose him, that will be okay... I guess?"
I wasn't totally sure how I felt about the possibility of losing you. It wasn't that I wanted to lose you. No. Rather, I was hoping to keep you. But the risk of losing you because of my new fetish, the uncertainty around it-- well, it definitely added to my arousal.
I watched Master strip and get ready to fuck me as these thoughts were running through my head. Thoughts of how I'd become a depraved and thoroughly marked-up black-only slut in the space of just a few hours!
I moaned as my arousal flooded my senses, given that Master was back in the room and his giant cock was now naked and hard... eleven thick inches hard with anticipation of fucking *me*!
"Master wants to fuck me! Finally!!" I thought to myself, and then I started moaning and cooing out loud: "Oooooohhh! Aw, fuck! Unnnnghhhhhhhhhh! Fuccckkk! Oh, fuckkkkkkkkkkk! Oh, pleeeeeeeeease fuck me now, Masterrrrrrr! Pleeeeeeeeease!! Pleeeeeeeease fuckkkk meeeeeee!! Pleeeeeeaseee fuckkkkkk youuuuurrr fffuccccckkk baaagggg!! PPLEEEEEEEEEASE!!!"
I begged and begged.
"Slut, you're lucky that I'm an expert... Yeah... You're lucky! I'm *not* going to punish you for begging out loud... I get it... You've reached the 'black cock delirium' state! You hoes always get there eventually... And you just cry out deliriously to get black fucked... You couldn't stop begging if I put a ball gag in your mouth, even, so it would be cruel to punish you... Yeah it would."



"Thank you, Masterrrrrrr!" I said with a groan, and in a slur. "Ooooohhh! Gawwwwwwd! Pleeeeeeeease fuckkkk me nowwwww. Puhhhhleeeeeeease!"
I pleaded over and over, as Master moved much more slowly to fuck me than I wante him to!
"Okay slut! Okay!" Master responded. "It's a good thing you're so eager! Yes! Good! Because this is going to hurt at first!"
I juiced from hearing that!
I was looking forward to it hurting to get all of Master's gorgeous, fabulous, gigantic love pole inside! I was glad to hear he was FINALLY--*finally*--intent on fucking me!
The next thing I knew, Master was upon me.
"I'm taking you missionary first, bitch!" Master explained. "I don't care if it stings your new tattoos to have me pressed against you. Tough shit! I want to own your mouth and your pussy at the same time, cunt. Yeah... I'm going to loosen your straps a bit, cunt-- I like it when my cunts can wiggle around some."
Master gave me lots of room to move my legs. He gave my arms and head only a little slack.
The way Master then fucked me was stupendous!
Yes, it hurt like hell to have his skin press on my new tattoos. However, I only noticed it for a few minutes, as I was quickly overwhelmed with pleasure.
At first I thought Master's humongous love pole was going to tear my pussy open--but soon I adjusted.
Luckily, I'd been pre-stretched a few days prior by my nine-inch dildo. Master's cock was considerably longer and thicker--but being stretched first by my big dildo did help.
All the pain and pleasure of the evening so far also made me looser and better able to take Master Marc's fabulous, astronomically huge cock!
Within a few minutes, Master Marc was balls deep inside me! "YYYEESSSSS!! Yyyyessss!! YYYYYYYESSSSSS!! FFFFFFUUUCCCCKKKKKKK MEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!" I shouted. Repeatedly.
Then, Master's tongue began to plunder my mouth as well. I opened my jaw as wide as I possibly could to yield to him!
Indeed, I did feel doubly fucked! I felt fucked in both the pussy and the face! I felt fucked by both Master's cock and his enormous tongue!
The sensations were sublime! I felt so much more deeply fucked than I had ever even imagined possible!
I felt infinitely more fucked than I ever felt with you!
Boo, sex with you and your boi clit is like getting tickled by a tiny q-tip by comparison to the super beefy and robust fucking that Master was finally providing me!
I felt like a wild beast with a super-human phallus was impaling me on a warm marble column of flesh. The passing memory of you was like a feather tickle in comparison.
"How did I wait so long to go back to BBC?" I wondered. "Why did I waste so much time with only John's boi clit for sex? Why??!!"
I tried not to get to angry at you--or at me. "At lease I'm here now, getting properly fucked!!" I thought to myself. "Yes! Must. Focus. On. The. Present!! I'MMM GETTINGGGG FUCKKKKKEDD NOWWWWWWWW!! YYYYEESSSSSSSSSSSS!! Yyyyyeessss!! YYYYEESSSSSSSSSSSS!!"
Within moments of Master getting balls deep, I had my first orgasm.
His tongue muffled my screaming and was muscular enough to keep me from biting him.
"Nnnnnngggg!!! Mmmmpppppphhhhhhh!! NNNNNNNGGGGGGG!! MMM CCCCCUMMMMMMMNNGGGGGG!!! Yyysssssssssss!! CUMMMMMMMNNNNGGGG!!!!" I yelled over and over, as wave after wave of orgasm passed through me.
I came for an incredibly long time.
My legs shook, and my feet and calves flailed all over the place, spastically.
Only the straps kept my arms from doing the same.
Master pulled his tongue out of my face for a moment, and I knew what to do, as my cum had just subsided. I thanked him, of course!
"Oh, thank you, Master! Thank you for making fuckbag a *REAL* woman finally!" I cooed." Thank you for owning fuckbag! Thank you for making fuckbag yours! Thank you!!"
"You're welcome, bitch!" Master replied. "I'm happy to add you to my harem, my sweet little fuckbag. But it's time to fuck some more. I think you have a few more cums left in you, my dear... And I know that *I* do!!"
From there, Master spent a couple of hours fucking me through a wide variety of positions.
I loved them all.
I came frequently and deeply--even after having cum so much already!
I never, ever would have guessed I could be so multi-orgasmic, but going black-only really brought it out of me!
Finally, Master also fucked me in my ass.
True to his prediction, he did only get about eight inches into me this first time. But I loved it! I really loved taking Master in my rear and giving him my anal virginity.
"How nice that I have my ass virginity to offer Master!" I thought to myself.
I found it sublime that Master was taking me in a hole that had never been on offer to you or any white guy--and now never would!
I had to finger my pussy to cum while Master was ass-fucking me, but boy, did I cum!!
"Thaaaank yoooouuu, Massssssterrrrr!" I yelled, as the first wave hit me. "I'm cummmminnnnnnngggg! I'MMM CUMMMMINGGGGGG!! You're making me cum!!! Your ass-fucking is making me cummmmmm!! ARRRRGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!! UUNNNGGGGGHHHHHHH!!! Ooooooohhh!! OOOOOOHH!! Yyyyeeesss!! YYYYEESSSSSSSSSSSSS!! YYYYYEESSSSSSSSSSS!!" And then of course I thanked him some more.
We rested for a while after that and Master had me slowly lick and suck his cock clean of my ass juices.
My ass juices tasted disgusting on Master's cock, but did I complain? Of course not!
Master did have me go clean up after I sucked my ass juice off his cock. "Go wash your mouth, face, and throat, bitch, so we can make love properly-- your ass juice is okay for *YOUR* face-- but definitely not for mine!" Master commanded.
I'm not sure if I kept track right, especially of my own cums because some were really elongated and in waves, but I think I came about SIX or SEVEN times with Master and he came THREE.
Wow!! That was so far beyond any sex I had even imagined before--and certainly a million light-years beyond anything you have ever provided me!
Master noticed how much I came with him and, rather than gloating, he was actually apologetic!
"Hey, fuckbag, I'm sorry I haven't made you cum more tonight," Master Marc said sincerely. "Next time, I won't let others get cums out of you first, and you'll be in for even more of a treat!"
"Wow!" I thought to myself. "He believes he can fuck me even better?!?! Holy fuck!!!" But I said nothing, since I hadn't heard a question.
I have no regrets, Boo--obviously--about going black-only. None.
I pray you end up feeling good about it, too. Even a fraction as good as I do!
I guess only time will tell.
I do think you deserve to know more, and I suspect it will turn you on to read about it, my perverted fiancé! So I'll continue!
First of all, you need to know that Master and Master's cock are now the love of my life. Not you, my fiancé, no. After just that first fuck session, my loyalty switched. That's for sure!
Now, my primary loyalty is to Master and his cock.
I love Master and his cock more than anything.
It did only take the one night to "break me in," just as Master foresaw.
Getting fucked by Master was like losing my virginity for real--only so much more satisfying.
Getting fucked by Master made me feel well and truly "mated." I felt like the perfect alpha male had plundered my femininity and possessed my womanhood.
You said not to pull any punches--so I hope somehow this turns you on to hear: sex with you seems like a *lesbian* experience compared with Master fucking me!
Yes, you may have balls--but your private parts are more like labia and a clit compared to what Master has!
Master Marc is so much more powerful and masculine than you!
Golly--I hope that turns you on in some perverted way to hear, that you seem like a *female* compared with Master!
Getting fucked by Master made me feel like I had only been a mere girl before and now I was at last finally a real woman.
After just one night, nothing in the world was now as important to me as bringing Master's cock pleasure--and, in turn, having it please me.
When Master explodes inside me, I feel like the most powerful woman in the world--satisfying the most alpha male, the strongest male, the best protector.
When Master plunders my mouth, pussy, or ass, I feel like the pinnacle of the female sex.
Nothing is as important to me now as letting Master and his cock own all my holes.
Nothing makes me as fulfilled now as Master's cock inside any of my holes. Nothing.
Naturally, right away I could see that Master must always have the possibility of breeding me.
After our very first night of fucking, I asked Master Marc--no, I begged him. I begged Master to allow me to flush all my birth control pills so we could mate and breed.
"Master," I said, "Fuckbag needs you to hear her in the first person for a moment, so you can hear her heart. May fuckbag speak in the first person, Sir Master, just briefly?"
"Sure, you're a good fuckbag. I understand. Go ahead. But just as an exception!"
"Thank you so much, Master... Fuckbag is so grateful... I know you can't possibly reciprocate. I know you have many women, and we are all intensely into you. But in my heart, I know that you own me already more deeply than I ever could have imagined... It's like 'love' but, frankly, it feels even deeper, even more visceral. Master, I really feel you should begin breeding me. In my heart, I need to give myself to you that fully... In my heart, I need you to take me that fully... Please, Master! Please! Please will you start breeding me? Pretty please?"
He said, "Wow! That is some intense begging! You are one extremely broken-in fuckbag, aren't you? Wow!! One night and you're BEGGING to be bred! Fuck, yeah!! The answer is: 'Fuck--yes!! YES!! Yes, fuckbag! Sure!' I could use some more spawn. Yes, it would be my immense pleasure to breed you! Yesss! And your fiancé can pay the fucking bills for the kid on top of it! Agree?"
"Oh, yes, Master! Fuckbag agrees!! It's of course best if fuckbag's cucky fiancé pays all the bills! Fuckbag thinks that's sublime!"
We then made out for what might have been a half hour, French kissing so much more than I have with you ever! And then we fucked one more time before Master drove me home at 8am.
I was a naked mess, with cum all over me and oozing out of my pussy and ass, but Master made me make out with him on my front porch in broad daylight anyway. Several neighbors stared. I wasn't allowed to care... And I didn't really care so long as I was making Master happy. And the way he was energetically Frenching me, while also mauling my ass and nipples said that Master was happy.
"Have a good rest, fuckbag," he said, "We'll start breeding at 7pm. I'll come by. You'll greet me on the porch naked. It'll still be daylight. I want more of your neighbors to see."
"Okay, yes Master!" I assented. I knew better than to argue.
And as soon as I got in the door, I flushed all my pills. Every. Single. One. I flushed my main supply and my backups, too.
Then I collapsed to sleep until the evening's breeding session.
It's a week later now, and Master has been fucking me every night.
Master would revel in what we were doing. He'd say things like: "I'm going to fuck you nightly until you 'take,' cunt! I think it's hot to knock you up as soon as you've become my woman... I think it's hot if your fiancé comes home, and you've already got my black baby in your belly! YESSS!"
"Ooooooooh!! Fuckbag agrees, Master!!" I would coo back. "Fuckbag agrees!! Fuck your fuckbag some more, Master!! BREEEEED HHHHHHEERRRRRRRR!!"
All but that very first night of "breaking me in" has been "repo" sex--completely unprotected.
I am pretty sure I became fertile immediately upon stopping my pill, so I should be pregnant already! Tomorrow, I'm going to check with a pregnancy test.
Assuming I am pregnant, that means that I'll be six months pregnant, and visibly showing, on our wedding day--with Master's child, of course.
Master says we can say whatever we want to our families, but I'm proud of being bred by Master. I want to tell everyone! I have *DECIDED* to tell everyone!
Maybe we'll announce that I'm black-pregnant during our ceremony, Boo! God, that would be so hot!
We could even put my black ownership and your cuckold status into our vows!
Yes!!! That would be really hot! Let's do *all* of that!! Let's have a true "black-owned wifeslut marries white beta cuck boi" event!
I am determined to tell everyone about Master Marc being the father--whether it's during our wedding or maybe even sooner! And *definitely* I'll be showing folks his picture and bringing him around for introductions to our family and friends.
Master Marc says he's happy to meet everyone. Isn't that nice? But he says that when I bring him around, that means he's also free to pursue any and every woman in the family whom he meets. It's a rule, he says--with no exceptions!
Master told me: he plans to fuck and breed our Moms and sisters--as well as your brother's wife. He's actually said as much to me!
"Fuckbag, it really turns me on to breed all the adult fertile women in an extended family. I've been known to do it. If you let me meet the two Mom's--if they're still fertile, I'll knock them up. Also, yours and John's sisters, and John's brother's wife, Mandy, too. I'll fuck them all. I don't even care if they're all attractive or not. It's *ALWAYS* hot to breed a whole white family!! And, besides, all the women in your family *ARE* attractive!! I'd *loooooove* to breed them all!!"
I had to admit to Master--and now to you, too... I think it's very hot for him to breed all the women in the family! Don't you?
I asked him how he's so confident that he'll be able to breed everyone. "Fuckbag," he explains, "I've never met a white woman who after meeting my cock doesn't want a taste. One taste always leads to another--if *I* allow it. And with your attractive family, of course I will allow it! Before long, I won't fuck them if I can't have 'repo' sex. And then within a few more weeks, voila!! The white women all become black bred sluts!"
"Really?" I asked. "It's never failed, not ever?"
"Not even once!" Master has insisted. I guess I believe him!
Isn't that something to think us white women are all basically black-cock whores deep down inside, given the chance? Well-- *I* think it's something anyway!!
Personally, I *REALLY* like the idea of you enduring the humiliation of Master being introduced around our families as my "breeder," even before we do the "big reveal" at our wedding.
Gosh, I get wet just thinking about it. It makes me juice to type it down for you to read about!
I think it will turn you on to read this, and you will therefore make peace with it, too.
Yes, you *will* make peace with Master Marc breeding the whole family, won't you, Boo?
After Master breeds me a second time and then a third, it will be impossible to pretend to anyone we know that I'm anything other than a black-owned breeding slut.
If you're wondering, it will be Master who will be deciding when and how many times I'll be bred.
Master intends to do about half of my breeding personally, he says. With me being thirty, he's thinking of having me knocked up--and carry to term of course!--every two years until I'm 42 or 44, maybe. So six or seven kids. Women in my family tend to be fertile much longer, you know--so Master says he might go even longer!
Master says he doesn't even care if I start to get a little stretched out or saggy--he still wants to breed me repeatedly.
"Slut," he says. "You've got great genes. You're beautiful and intelligent. I'd be a fool not to breed you constantly. You and I--and your cucky--will keep most of your babies, including maybe one or two of them that are not mine... For two or three, I'll let the other Daddies keep them. That would be exquisitely difficult and submissive for you, wouldn't it, cunt? To have some of your babies taken away, eh?"
Master definitely knows how to turn me on--because that sounded both terrible and immensely erotic at the same time.
Master was planning--at least in part--to turn me into livestock, really!
"Aw, fuck! That's sexy!" I'd think to myself whenever Master would talk that way!
Master Marc wants to have at least two of your black rivals from your professional life breed me. That will be poignant for you!
Frankly, the thought of giving up my womb to Henry from your job and Mort at your competitor company-- both are a huge turn on! I can tell those guys are both hot for me!
I love how much it will humiliate you--and I've heard they're both incredibly hung. I bet I'll love when Master lets them breed me!
As for YOUR sex life? As for your little boi clit? You'll be lucky if Master orders me to beat you off twice a year. Master tells me that he's thinking of your birthday and Christmas--only.
Master ordering me would be the only reason I will touch your tiny boi clit again.
Count yourself lucky that Master plans to allow you to beat off regularly--if you behave yourself.
If you're a problem, you'll be in a clit-cage.
My holes? You'll be lucky if Master orders me to let you lick them out when they have been filled with BBC cum... I don't care if you do it one way or the other. Master tells me he thinks that will also be an exceptionally rare treat for you--maybe also a couple of times per year, you might get to suck black men's cum from my pussy or ass.
Unfortunately for you, Boo, it's central to both Master's and my satisfaction to see you diminished and degraded.
Both Master and I need you to be a fully subordinate cuck. It's a key ingredient to making life as delicious as possible for me and for Master.
For Master's and my maximum pleasure, it's required that you suffer some-- even as I know this will unconsciously arouse you beyond your wildest dreams!
Yes, on the surface you will hate it. However, unconsciously you will be titillated and aroused to the moon and back!
Your teensy little clit will get harder than it ever has!
Your cums--even though almost always only from beating yourself off--will be deeper and more satisfying than they ever were before!
Yes, you will have the most satisfying orgasms of your life reading about Master fucking me and, when you're extremely lucky, watching us fuck.
You will feel utterly humiliated from cumming so hard--and at the same time you will also love it.
Even as I do degrade you, dear fiancé, please know this also, I am also IMMENSELY grateful!!
Thank you so much, John!
Thank you for the nudge to step out on you.
Thank you for realizing I needed to go on this journey towards black cock.
Thank you for supporting me in going black-only, getting black-owned, and getting black-bred.
Thank you for embracing the risk that I would end up like I have.
I thank God that you will be happy, John, to see me so well-fucked and so fulfilled-- like the good little cucky that you are.
You'll be home from your Europe trip before long, Boo.
Do think about if you will be ready to suck Master's cock so you can watch Master fuck me--as he requires.
Watching us will truly amaze you.
You'll delight in hearing me scream endlessly in multiple orgasms and in watching my face and body contort in pleasure as Master thrills me a trillion times better than you ever could! Maybe more than a trillion!
Master says he will make you gay for black cock after a few times sucking him off.
Sucking his cock will be the price any time you want to watch me getting black-fucked, of course.
But soon you won't even care about watching me. Soon, it will be only the BBC that will be important to you!
Master will be right, as he always is about sex. He will quickly make you gay for BBC.
For a few weeks, you'll still get some enjoyment from watching me getting fucked--but it will soon pale compared to how much you'll enjoy sucking BBC yourself, whether it's Master's or his buddies'.



And--after a few months--it will be only BBC that will interest you... That's right, you'll become totally gay for BBC-- the mirror image of me.
Soon, Master will be sharing us BOTH with his BBC pals--and we will both be loving it!
So do try to get yourself mentally ready!
Master says that like it or not, it's coming your way! Master says that if you happen to be reluctant at first, he will force you. Yes, he plans to force you until you like it!
Get ready for sucking giant BBCs--starting with Master's, and then many others!
Oh, and of course Master plans to mark you as well, to tattoo you. Get ready for that as well!
Getting your boi pussy fucked? That will come later... Master says you will eventually BEG for BBC in your boi pussy, and only after you beg him for *weeks* will he let his gay BBC pals have at you. Some of them have truly massive cocks, I hear. You're in for a treat! You're really going to get stretched! You *will* love it, Master promises!
I'm so excited that Master is putting us on parallel BBC journeys, Boo! It should be great for our marriage!
Soon, we'll be doing BBC side by side, each of us ecstatic, fulfilled, and living our highest purpose!
-------
So I finished typing this all up, and I edited it some, to boot.
I pressed send on an email to you, not knowing how it would go. I was nervous! Who really knew?
It only took you twenty minutes to reply:
"You're such a whore! Black-only and black-owned already! Black-bred almost certainly to boot!! Oh my god--it's so incredible! And you expect me to be your beta cuck, soon gay for BBC? Well, of course! It's only natural! I'm in! It sounds so exciting, Steph! Of course I'm ready to pay homage and suck Master's cock! Of course! And helping Master Marc breed all the women in our family? That sounds so AMAZINGLY hot! Yes! YES! Let's do it! Let's do all of it!!"
And with that, our new life began in full!
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WARNING and INTRO: This is an intense interracial cuckolding story with many kinky and perverted elements. It's gay/bi, non-consensual/reluctance, group sex, humiliation, and more! Because it centers on white lust for BBC, it's in the "interracial" category. Please only read it if you like VERY perverted stories. Thank you! I hope you enjoy!
-------------------------------------------------------------------
"Ben," my adorable fiancée said, "You're such an understanding partner. Thank you for being so supportive."
My fiancée is Meredith--5'8", redheaded, age 33, sexy never-had-a-baby-yet-body, the cutest smile and the hottest ass.
We've been together for a year now, but I don't think I'll ever forget how impressed I was on our second date, when I first got a good look at Meredith's ass filling out a pair of jeans--more perfectly than I had seen an ass do ever before!
Her buttocks are two perfectly formed globes, with just the right mix of muscle tone and adipose tissue--as if Michelangelo himself had designed them. Meredith's ass' contours and jiggliness are perfection personified. Truly unbelievable. Impeccable. The sublime result of natural gifts and her athletic habits. Her ass is "museum-worthy" I would tell her. I've told my fiancée many times that she could be an "ass model." She likes the compliments but I'm not sure she realizes I'm serious!
I'm Ben--38, nice-looking, successful, bright, pleasant, tall enough at 5'11"--and Meredith's doting fiancé for the past six months of our year together.
A few months ago, at the encouragement of our friends Casey and Martin, we gave swinging a try. Casey planted the idea with Meredith, who quickly persuaded me.
Meredith had divulged to Casey--her close pal through work and a gorgeous brunette--that my dick is only five inches and that she sometimes missed the big ones.
"Casey" looks as beautiful, petite, and adorable as the brunette porn star Casey Calvert--that's why I've named her "Casey" for writing to you all about her.
It stung for me to learn that Meredith missed big dicks so much, but at the same time, I understood. I'd been around enough and watched enough porn to know that, unfortunately for me and my little dick, yes, size does matter to women.
Size sometimes matters a lot, even.
Sigh.
And naturally a woman as sexy as Meredith--with plenty of experience before me--missed bigger cocks. Hardly shocking. Not in the least.
When Meredith confided in Casey during drinks after work one day, Casey explained, "We had that problem, too, Meredith--my boyfriend Martin and me! And after some research and talking with a sex therapist, we found an answer: sex parties with big black cocks! You know, the so-called 'BBCs'!"
"What?!" Meredith had said in surprise. "You mean BBC sex parties are for real? And you guys are real-live swingers, you two?! I never would have guessed!"
"Oh, yes!" Casey responded. "BBC swing parties are VERY real! In fact, there are a number of swing clubs in our little city, even! I think you'd like the BBC-only club that Martin and I frequent... BBC guys for white women who are dating, engaged, or married to a white cucky, exclusively... Swinging with big-black-cock guys has been a lifesaver for us! I get fucked by nine-, ten-, and even some eleven-inch black cocks all the time now! Martin loves watching how much fun I have, and he cums even better from beating off! We've even added one-on-one hookups for me with the BBC guys from the swing parties!"
We followed the same path as Casey and Martin soon after Casey's and Meredith's first conversation.
Meredith didn't have to work too hard to convince me. The idea of watching Meredith swing like a slut with BBCs greatly appealed to my kinky side. And, besides, I didn't ever want to say "no" to anything Meredith really wanted--and Meredith *badly* wanted to try BBCs. I also hoped that as a bonus I'd get to see Casey get fucked by BBCs--which did turn out to be the case.
It did not surprise either of us: Meredith loved the big-black-cock parties--which consisted of hot white women and big black guys as the only active participants.
There were usually about three BBC guys for every two hot white women at any party. The ratio seemed to suit both sexes. It gave the guys a little time to recharge between fucks, and all the women were happy to get fucked by multiple BBCs in a night. Meredith typically liked to fuck four or five guys per party.
Us white cuckies--whether fiancés, husbands, or boyfriends--were welcome only to sit in the basement and watch video feeds.
My Meredith was incredibly popular, with her sparkling personality and incredible figure. Her overall figure and amazing ass more than made up for her B-cup breasts being on the smaller side.
Meredith's fuck sessions were incredible to watch. She was so much more lusty with the BBC guys than she ever was with me. And her orgasms were so much more intense than I was able to give her--longer, deeper, louder. In turn, I'd have incredible cums from beating off as I watched her reach such amazing heights of satisfaction.
Meredith would yell out an orgasm--she would typically cum at least once with each fuck partner--and a moment after she'd start cumming, usually I would cum too. This was much more than I was ever able to cum from regular sex with anyone--it really turned me on profoundly to be my fiancée's voyeuristic cucky!
I would especially enjoy how she would sex-talk with the BBCs. My adorable fiancée shouted stuff like:
"You own this pussy!"
"Aw fuck, your cock is the best!"
"Yeesssss!! I loooooove BBC! YESSS!! More! Give me more of your giant fucking black cock!"
"Yes!! Fuck me with your n*gga cock! Give me more giant fucking n*gga cock!"
"YEESSSSS!! You fuck me a million times better than my fiancé! A fucking milllion!"
"Aw fuck! Black cock is the best! Use me with your black cock! Ownnnnn meeeeee!!!"

"Oh my god, sooo AMMMAAAAZINGGGG!! Your cock feels so AMMMAAZZZINGG!! Fuck me harder! Fuck me mooooore!! Unnnnnngggggghhh!!"
In contrast, when we would have sex, Meredith would never even speak. The contrast was poignant. Yes, it stung, but it also made it that much more sublime to see my darling properly fucked and satisfied with BBCs.
My foxy fiancée has been amazingly popular and found she can fuck any guy she wants. Only occasionally, she might have to wait her turn to fuck one of the most popular, super hung guys.
My Meredith is so gifted with her mouth, and her pussy so amazing, that she managed to elude getting ass-fucked thus far.
Every BBC who had a few minutes with my hot and horny redhead was content to respect her limits and stick with her incredibly silky pussy--especially as she had the rare talent of being able to take even the biggest cocks balls-deep.
"Maybe I'll give up my ass to the BBCs one day soon," Meredith explained to me, "But for now, I'm happy having them focus on my mouth and pussy. Let the less hot girls give up their asses, I say!"
"How do you take those eleven inchers balls-deep, my love?" I asked her a couple of times--because I was so astonished that I didn't fully believe her the first time she answered.
"Oh, Boo!" Meredith would respond. "Somehow they manage to bang at my cervix and stimulate it the right way, and they get through it and up into my womb! It's incredible, yes! I'm as surprised as you are! And--boy!--it's sublime!! A girl hasn't lived until she's had a giant BBC all up into her womb, I say!! There's nothing in the world--nothing--as fulfilling to me as a woman as having a BBC get up into my womb, that's for sure!"
Wow!! That sure impressed me!
Meredith's favorite sex partner soon became a super-hung guy named Raymond that she fucked for the first time at our sixth party. Raymond packs a whopping eleven-inches of thick, dark-black cock.
He isn't the best looking guy. In fact, Raymond is a little funny looking, with his nose and jaw off-center, for instance. He is also on the older side, at age 55, and has a large and unappealing gut, to boot. But his cock is so amazing, and Raymond is so great at using it, that Meredith quickly became hooked.
"Raymond really knows how to read me," Meredith would explain. "There's something about his seasoning, how well he understands women, and his natural charisma... Thanks for understanding, Ben! I just can't get enough of him!"
"Oh, yes," I'd reply. "My love, I do understand! You two are amazing together! You're a joy to watch! It's astounding to see how well Raymond fucks you... I'm not going to lie, I love watching you two fuck! I love watching it when you leisurely make love as well-- I love seeing how you give yourself over to Raymond more fully than you ever have with me. It's sooo hot!"
"Still, Ben," Meredith said to me one fateful evening, some weeks ago, "I can't thank you enough for being so incredibly understanding and supportive of my BBC needs... You're really above and beyond... I love you so much more because of it!"
Meredith was thanking me extra especially because I was just about to drive her over to Raymond's for a date.
Well, it wasn't going to be much of a "date," exactly. No. I was driving her over to Raymond's to get fucked all night, would be more accurate.
For a few weeks now, Meredith has been "dating" Raymond and not just fucking him at parties. I wasn't that surprised when she first informed me.
"Ben, dear," my Meredith had begun, "There's something new you need to know. Raymond has decided he needs to fuck me more often than the occasional party... I'm really thrilled and consider it a privilege that he wants me as one of his 'main fillies'... so we're going to be having dates now... more or less anytime when Raymond wants..."
And the dates had been frequent for several weeks--with Meredith always coming home with an oozing pussy and cum all over her face and hair. Hickies covered her neck, breasts, and ass, as well, and sometimes her ass was even black and blue.
I would ask my fiancée if Raymond beating her ass during sex bothered her. "Are you kidding me?!" she would reply. "I love, love, love it when Master Raymond beats my ass! Why do you think it's black and blue so often!? I cum so much harder as he beats my ass--it's AMAAAAZINGG!!"
Yes, they were dating a couple of times a week, at least, for several weeks--up until Raymond recently had to travel for two weeks out of town for work. I would drive her over to his place at 7 or 8pm, and he would return my fiancée at 3 or 4 AM the next morning, exhausted and exhilarated, both. If I was lucky, Meredith would stay awake long enough to let me lick her pussy clean and beat off as she told me how incredibly well Raymond had fucked her--yet again.
In fact, their couplings had reduced my own access to Meredith's pussy to next to nil. I didn't mind much, though-- I loved watching the video feeds of Raymond fucking my love so much better than I could even dream of, and I loved beating off as I cleaned her pussy after her dates.
One of the hottest things about the videos was the dialogue. I suppose what I liked best is kind of clichéd, but so be it.
Raymond would yell out: "Who owns this pussy now, bitch? Who owns it?"
And my super hot fiancée would respond: "You, Raymond! You own my pussy now!! It's yours anytime you want it!"
Or Raymond might yell: "Who fucks you the best, bitch? Me, or your white boi? Who?"
And Meredith wouldn't miss a beat before replying: "You fuck me best, Raymond! You fuck me so much better than my white boi fiancé!! Your cock is so much bigger and better!"
Being more than a little bit of a submissive cucky at this point, I got off on hearing my Meredith pledge her loyalty to and preference for Raymond's cock over my little dick, and I often came as I heard her profess her preference for him.
Martin and I also got to partner swap--but not for sex with each other's women, as would be conventional. No. Rather, sometimes Casey would come over after a date with her BBC "second boyfriend" Derek, and I'd get to clean her pussy out, while Meredith would visit and bestow the privilege of cleaning her pussy on Martin.
I was over the moon that I got to suck the pussy of the gorgeous Casey--and sharing my Meredith a little with the chump Martin was worth it to me.
While I would be cleaning her, Casey would taunt me: "Don't you wish you had a BBC so you could fuck me, Ben? Instead of just cleaning out Derek's jizz? But I don't think I would even feel your little boi clit, Ben. Nope, not at all! You can beat it off while I tell you about how well I got fucked tonight, though... Meredith says that you would like that so go ahead! Show me your little boi clit shooting Ben! Make it shoot for me!"
It would only take me about a minute to cum from Casey having sat on my face and then taunting me. I truly felt privileged by the swaps, and Martin told me that he did, too!
Casey was more devious at taunting than Meredith, and she discovered that I would cum especially quickly and strongly if she would taunt me about drinking Derek's cum "straight from the source."
"Ben, you fag," Casey would start off, "I bet you would especially love to suck this cum straight from the source! Yes! I bet you'd love to suck it straight from Derek's ten-and-a-half inch love pole! I bet you would!" In moments, my boi clit would erupt and I'd be shouting out my orgasm, "Yessssss!!! Unggggggggggg!! Yessssssss!!"
Okay... now to go back to this night in question...
Meredith was shaving her legs and doing her make-up, getting ready for her fuck-date with Raymond. I hung out with her, as I usually did, and chatted.
"How are you feeling about tonight's 'date'?" I asked, amiably. I liked to fish with my introverted fiancée to encourage her to vocalize about sex.
"Very cute, Ben!" She teased. "As if you didn't know!"
"Of course I know! But I still love to hear you say it!"
"I'm immensely excited! It's been way too long since I've seen Ray! It's been two weeks that I've been getting by with your little 'boi clit' and my dildos, since there has also been a lull in our party schedule, and I'm really missing Ray's man-size pole!"
"Excuse me, 'man-size'? What about Ray's pole is merely 'man-size'?" I ribbed my beautiful Meredith good-naturedly. "Don't you mean 'monster-size'?"
"Correct as usual, Dear!" Meredith replied. "You're right! It's only fair to call his eleven inches 'monster-size.' You're right! Well... Whatever you call it, my pussy aches for it! I've been feeling so empty inside!"
"Aw! Well, sorry that you've been suffering, my love! Ray will fix it soon! Oh, by the way, I've been meaning to tell you... He texted me earlier. He says he has some surprises for you tonight!"
"What?! My alpha BBC lover is texting my beta-boi cucky? What?! Hummph!!" Meredith said, in faux outrage. She knew that Raymond would do as he pleased. "And he said 'surprises'? Plural? Not just 'surprise'?"
"That's right, Mistress. Master Raymond, said 'surprises.' He only hinted at some specifics--and to the extent I know anything, I'm sworn to secrecy. But he did say that you should only go visit him tonight if we are both willing for you to get 'absolutely ruined'--those were his specific words--'absolutely ruined' for white dicklets-- 'such as Ben's boi clit.' Yes, he said that if we take you over there tonight, the plan was to 'ruin you' for 'boi clit.' I have a rough idea of how he plans to proceed...
"And he assured me that you simply won't tolerate having my boi clit inside you again at all, once he's through with the plan...
"He said the plan was to 'completely' ruin you. Yes, 'completely.'"
"Wow! That's pretty bold!" My sexy Meredith responded. "I've fucked Ray a lot of times now, and he's never said that before! I wonder what's supposed to be different this time? You really can't tell me? Come on! Tell me!"
"Nope! Can't tell you." I responded, while my beautiful fiancée smiled at me coyly. "Ray said he would embargo me of sex tapes of you getting blacked if I tell you, and I believe him!"
"Ha!" My fiancée teased. "Yeah, we know how addicted you are to watching me get blacked. So very addicted!"
"Not any more than you are to getting black-fucked, my dear!" I rejoindered. "But Raymond did say that when I bring you buy tonight to his place, I should walk you to his door to say 'hello' to him, and at that time, I should confirm for him, 'Yes, Master Raymond, please ruin my fiancée Meredith for my little clit.' I have to confirm it for him to be recorded to make sure I'm not a source of trouble later. Then, you'll have to do the same. You'll have to say, 'Yes, please ruin me, Meredith, for white dicklets--make me into a big-black-cock-only slutwife.'"
"Then," I continued, "I'm to leave you there indefinitely as he gets 'the job' done. Since you're between jobs, there's no employer to explain anything to... I'll have to make do with videos of you being 'broken in' and your pussy getting 'ruined' as I beat off back at home here!"
"Wow!" my Meredith exclaimed. "You two really have this planned out... Sounds like you're 'ready,' then, eh, Ben?"
"What do you mean, ready?" I asked, surprised by the question and seeking to clarify.
"It means, Ben, that you're ready to give me up to black-only, even though we're to be married. It means you're ready to be my white beta cucky, hunh? I gotta tell you, I'm a little surprised. You're ready to go pussy-free so young, Ben--at just age 38? You're ready to be married to me and have all our kids be from my black lovers? For real? You're ready to have a black-only-slutwife wedding ceremony, even? Do you know even what that involves? Do you know what Ray and his crew require of the white cuckies that go down this path? Have you thought it through?"
"Uh... Golly, I'm not sure... All that Ray told me is that you go black-only and of course then you breed black. I never heard about anything else!"
"Ha! That rascal! He's holding back on you!! Give me your phone!"
I knew from experience that it was best to be obedient to Meredith when she was assertive--especially as she didn't do it very often--and so I handed her my phone.
"This may take a few minutes," she mentioned as an aside, as she began to text with Master Raymond, typing feverishly.
I waited patiently, idly glancing at my instagram feed, while I waited to resume our conversation.
Several minutes later, Meredith finished texting, and our conversation began back up.
"Okay, Master Raymond told me the whole deal--and he says that I can go ahead and educate *you*!" Meredith continued.
This was a turnabout.
"You see, for all of his assertiveness, generally, Ray was trying to go a little easy on you... Make you feel like more of a decision-maker... Me, I've got no such compunction. I want you to be my complete submissive, actually--and ideally that starts now!
"I've long known that Ray's plan was eventually to ruin me for your little 'boi clit', and to make me black-only...
"I've loved the idea ever since he suggested it weeks ago now...
"That's right, Ray and I have been talking about it for weeks now...
"He thought it would make you feel better to somehow 'be in on it' with him, but I explained, I want no such thing...
"Rather, you should be made to feel humiliated and small...
"I will enjoy going black-only *more* with you being more humiliated..."
That stung to hear--and yet, I realized, I found it even more arousing!
I could even feel my small but rock hard penis start to twitch in my pants!
Meredith continued explaining at length. "...And, I explained to Master Raymond, that you, in your own perverted way, that *you* will enjoy it more, too, if you are thoroughly humiliated...
"You see, I know that in your heart of hearts, you are a submissive cucky...



"Yup, deep inside you're a submissive *faggot* cucky... One who craves sucking black cock, one who craves being submissive to BBC as well as to me, your fiancée...
"I've had your computer hacked for ages now, and I've thoroughly studied your porn history...
"I know that in addition to wanting to see your loving fiancée--me--go black-only, become black-owned, and get black bred, that you, yes you...
"That you would like to be made nearly all the way gay...
"Not gay for just any dick, no... Specifically, you want to be made gay for enormous black cocks--like Master Raymond's...
"That's right, you want to be trained as a faggot for BBC...
"It's your worst fear, sure--to go gay for BBC... But at the same time, it's your biggest fantasy!"
Wow!! I couldn't believe it! Meredith really had figured out how to put together my porn and erotica history. Holy shit! And she nailed it in her research and analysis-- she *did* figure out correctly what most excited me!
"How far is she going to take this?" I asked myself. "Shit! This could be incredibly hot!!"
Meredith recaptured my focus by continuing to lay out the situation as I sat stunned and mute, hanging on her every word, my pants tented from my little boner.
I could feel that my precum was flowing just from listening, and I prayed that I wouldn't be humiliated by a wet spot forming at my crotch--but it felt like that could easily happen at any moment.
Yes, Meredith continued to explain: "Yet... I also put together that as much as you long for it, you would never become a BBC faggot unless pushed...
"So... Master Raymond and I... Well, we are going to provide the 'push'!
"Not only are you going to get that privilege of watching me get completely and permanently blacked--but also you are going to be *required* to become a BBC faggot as payment...
"Yes, you're going to become a BBC fag to *pay* Master Ray and his buddies for watching and participating as they take me black-only!!"
Meredith paused her fiery monologue. Wow! She had really laid a lot out there! I was stunned!
And--I noticed--I was incredibly turned on!
In fact, my little 'boi clit'--as my fiancée usually now refers to my small penis--had never been harder or more aroused! Meredith at last remarked upon it.
"Ha! Yes! Absolutely! I don't even have to touch you to see! Your little boi clit is poking your pants out! You *love* this! You can't wait to be turned into a faggot! GOOD!! Because Master Raymond and his friends are going to require *both* you and I to stay with him indefinitely for our joint transformations-- me, into the perfect feminine receptacle for massive BBCs and you, into the the perfect faggot for BBCs...
"Sir Ray and his hetero friends don't mind fucking white cucky faces and throats to get a good cum or to 'break in' a white faggot--not at all! And most of them will even enjoy plundering your boi pussy as an act of dominance...
"Yes, Raymond predicts that you'll soon be *begging* to have your boi pussy fucked...
"Meanwhile, alongside your own training will be mine! Would you like to hear what my training will consist of, in order to ruin me for white dicklets? Would you?"
"Uh..." I heard a question, so I decided to venture a response. "Um, yes.... Mistress?"
"Good, cucky faggot! Good! You're right to be calling me 'Mistress'! Indeed, I'm your mistress, you little faggot! Indeed!"
Then Meredith abruptly walked out of the room, leaving me confused and in the lurch.
I was in the bedroom. It sounded like she'd made her way to her extra walk-in closet at the other end of the house. I thought I should stay put until my fiancée-turned-mistress directed me otherwise--given the newly expected dominance-and-submission framework she had spelt out.
It was a good fifteen minutes before my gorgeous Meredith returned. She bounced into the room with a sexy, happy wiggle, I might add!
My vibrant fiancée had put her best-fitting jeans on-- man, did her ass look incredible! I would have loved to have been able to just dive in and lick and suck it!
Meredith had let me suck her ass only once so far--and she'd yet to relent to my begging to fuck her there. While she loved BBC in her pussy, in other ways, my fiancée was more reserved.
"Good job waiting here for me patiently, faggot. Excellent. You're getting the hang of your submissive expectations already... That's what I was just testing... You stayed silent and waited to be told what to do next... Excellent... Let's finish getting dressed."
We then each went through our respective routines preparing her for her "date." Her "fuck date," that is. I just changed into some casual clothes from my work clothes; Meredith put on a bit of makeup and did her hair.
As usual, Meredith's pussy began to exude her arousal as we got closer and closer to taking her over to Raymond's. Her pussy smell soon stank up our whole master suite. Unlike other times, I said nothing. I just enjoyed the smell.
Meredith resumed speaking after several minutes' silence. "Ah, yes... You need to learn more... Yes... It's a good thing you're on sabbatical from the university." (I am a professor, by the way.)
Her monologue continued: "...It could take WEEKS or even a few months, from my understanding, until we are both fully 'broken in'...
"Your transformation will be acclimating you to a high volume of face fucking... and gradually stretching out your boi pussy with butt plugs so it can withstand BBC fucking... Your throat won't stretch--you'll just get better at using it...
"Me... I'll have my throat trained up more, too, and both my pussy and ass stretched over a period of weeks, each a little at a time...
"Over the weeks that we're being broken in, I'll be fucked almost as continuously as my body can bear, I'm being told... I'm expected to find it exhausting and liberating both...
"My mind will get rewired to expect to have BBC sex all the time... to crave BBC in all three of my holes...
"Each day the mix of cock sizes for my holes will be planned out by Master and a physician helper he has... And it will be gradually enlarged over time...
"For example, on Day 1, Raymond plans to have four guys with 'just' eight- or nine-inch dicks join him in fucking my pussy... And a six-incher will take my anal virginity, to boot!
"That's right, my ass that you have been *begging* and praying to get to fuck? Nope. It's not going to be available to you, not ever... But by tomorrow, my anal virginity will go to whichever little-dicked black guy that Raymond might choose!
"Each day, the mix will 'enlarge' a little, on average...
"And by Day 30, I'm told, Raymond might even be my smallest cock... As he plans to draw on a traveling group of monstrously well-hung BBC cocksmen to help thrash my pussy to its widest and largest...
"This group is planned to arrive in a month and stay for a week...
"It's from their foot-long cocks fucking me both pussy and ass that I'm expected to become permanently wrecked for you... So the thought of even letting something as small as your boi clit inside me will make me laugh...
"And if you somehow did sneak inside me, your boi clit would just seem like a small, unfortunate itch...
"That's when I'll be a committed black-only slut, a PERMANENTLY black-only slut....
"Yup-- isn't it so hot!! They're really going to stretch me open!!
"And you'll get to see it!"
"Unnngggghhhh!" I moaned out loud, completely involuntarily, as I also felt a large squirt of precum darken the crotch of my pants.
It was immensely humiliating--and phenomenally sensual and erotic--that just listening to Meredith was turning me on so much.
"Ha!!" Meredith mocked. "Look at that! Your little clit has oozed your feeble juices through your pants! Ha!! That damp spot and your groan are your 'seals of approval,' Ben! I'm so glad you approve of where this is heading!
"Yes! Oh, and where was I? Yes...
"And if you behave yourself, you'll occasionally be tasked to lick and suck sperm from my pussy and ass as token intimacy for the two of us and to clean me up for my next fuck session...
"Yes, I do love you still, and I hope you do earn those privileges!
"All of this assumes of course that you decide to move forward in this adventure with me...
"You have free will... You're not obligated!
"Now, while I do insist on you becoming my submissive faggot if we move forward-- I also think it's only fair that you're fully informed... So you need to know what will come after these weeks of you being trained as a throat faggot and me getting stretched to a proper black-only-slut...
"When we are almost all the way 'broken in,' when our training seems *nearly* done... It will a month later culminate in a special wedding ceremony, which also serves as the final breaking-in component... A key part of YOUR training will be left for this ceremony itself...
"We'll be expected to make vows to each other, yes, but also to Raymond as our Black Master and to his massive black cock...
"All our family and friends will be there to see Master join us on the stage and kiss me instead of you as we make vows--first a highly edited version of traditional vows, and then added vows to Master and BBCs, generally!
"Then... Those who are brave enough to stay will see me present your boi clit to the crowd and describe its meager measurements and how unfilling I *formerly* found it...
"Then... I'll present Master Raymond's massive BBC and explain how it satisfies me so utterly and completely as a woman...
"When those presentations are done... Then everyone will get to see you suck Master balls-deep in your face, as you reiterate your loyalty and gratitude to him... and your little hard clit will be on display, flicking around and twitching and drooling from excitement... It will show everyone that you, too, are an erotic slave for BBC, maximally aroused by sucking your master's BBC...
"Once you've been face-fucked for a few minutes, you'll lead Master by the cock to a couch where I'll be waiting on all fours, with my tits and shoulders down and my ass high... and you will hike up my dress and pull down my underwear... and *you* will insert Raymond's magnificent love pole into me bare for my first 'repo' sex... Yes, I will have just stopped taking the pill a week before, with this my first sex since...
"I'll be perpendicular to the crowd for their viewing pleasure... With my face turned to look at them so they can see my mask of pure pleasure as Master Raymond reams my cunt and breeds me!
"You'll get behind Master and lick his butt crack and nuts as he plows into me doggie style... Right there on the altar!
"A backless sofa at just the right height will be used to stage the sex, to maximize Master's enjoyment and the crowd's viewing pleasure!
"First, Master will take me and fuck me until he nuts... I will indubitably be cumming almost the entire time!
"Then, his best black buddies will get a crack at face-fucking and ass-fucking me...
"My cunt will be reserved for Master Raymond until he's bred me for the first time, is why...
"Ten more 'bro's' will be on hand to fuck any of the white ladies in the audience who might desire... And, trust me--I've seen videos of other BBC-slutwife weddings--the ladies will be VERY desirous...
"Your sexy Mom is likely to get bred!
"Your cute sisters are likely to get bred!
"Your hot sister-in-law is likely to get knocked up, too!
"You see, my and Master's network of friends have already been priming them and getting them started going black... all four of those women have already had their first black cock, even! Even your Mom!
"We have a plan in place to gradually ramp up their BBC involvement--just a little at a time--so that the wedding is going to be a FIVE-way breeding... Me, your Mom, your two sisters, *and* your sister-in-law, too...
"Fuck, is it going to be hot to see and lead! I can barely wait!!
"Meanwhile, you will also have your throat fucked by a half-dozen of the BBC guys that Master will invite...
"At least six of the BBCs will be on an understanding that each is expected to fuck at least one load into your precious gay face-- at least one!
"The crescendo of the party, nearly at the end, will be the final element of your 'breaking in'... the final element of your newfound gayness for you to explore...
"BBC will plow your boi pussy for the first time ever... Yeah, that's right, your anal virginity will be saved for our wedding ceremony!
"Up until then, during our training, your boi pussy will be prepared for BBC, sure... But it will be only butt-plugs and dildos... Your ass will remain virgin from living, throbbing, pulsing BBC until our wedding...
"You'll be scared... You'll be ambivalent...
"You'll know that once you get plowed in the ass by BBC--and love it!--that then you'll be a full-blown faggot for good...
"All the black guys who are there will be happy to fuck your ass... Even the straight ones!
"They all know what a pleasure it is to fully own and dominate a faggot white cucky like you and complete your journey into faggotry... Yes, they do!
"But the privilege of faggotizing you for good of course goes to our Master, Master Raymond...
"Raymond will have the privilege of being the first to plow your white ass with BBC for real... for keeps!
"Now, you may be thinking, 'Okay, so what's the big deal? I'll have been a throat faggot already for weeks! What's one more hole? What's so special?'
"So, I'll tell you... What I've learnt is that it *IS* very special when a white cucky faggot like you gets his ass reamed at last! It's very special indeed!
"You see there's about a 95 percent chance that you'll do nothing but love it! About 95 percent chance that you find it sublimely erotic-- and you are EXPECTED to cum without anyone even touching your boi clit, even!
"It's EXPECTED that you will have the most fabulous, gigantic, stupendous orgasm of your life to date from having BBC up inside you, owning your insides!
"Yes! You may think you're dying and going to heaven!
"But! But! But...
"There's also about a five percent chance that your soul screams in agony! There's a small chance that a vestige of your formerly hetero self will feel r*ped and violated! That your shame, humiliation, and powerlessness will make your soul screech and burn... And that you will literally snap inside and go insane!
"And so it's a risk! A big risk!
"None of us watching will know which experience you're having...
"Either way, what will *see* is you writhing in ecstasy and cumming your eyes out... It will look the same to us...
"If you snap, it will be delayed, it will be as you try to relax after the wedding orgy is over...
"Maybe you'll be able to relax after the wedding fuckfest, or maybe you will spin into hysteria!
"You'll DEFINITELY cum involuntarily I'm told when Master Raymond fucks you in the ass... He's super experienced at this and know just how to read and maneuver faggots like you...
"The rest of us will make sure everyone in the place is watching you as you cum hopelessly just from being fucked in the ass, without so much as a finger or kiss on your boi clit!
"Nobody's mouth or hands will be anywhere near your clit--so everyone can see clearly that it's exploding just from your ass being reamed!
"Your own hands will be bound. Raymond will decide in what manner. But they'll be bound away from your clit, that's for sure!
"When he fucks a cum out of you, you will look just like a girl squirting! You'll look pathetic!
"It'll be the most intensely erotic and profoundly humiliating experience you can possibly imagine--rolled into one!
"If you do turn out to be one of the insane cuckies, Master Raymond says they have an asylum where you'd be placed... Where horny black guys will go and give you the BBC that you would remain addicted to... But like all the broken, crazed cuckies, you'll be useless for doing anything other than servicing BBC...
"If you go mad, you'll crave enormous black cocks in your mouth and boi pussy to keep trauma thoughts at bay... But you won't otherwise work or function... You probably won't even be verbal, I'm told! Far from a full life, that's for sure!
"So... You have to think if you are willing to risk it... 95% odds of a sublime erotic experience leading to a great life as a happy BBC faggot and cucky... with 5% odds of becoming a vegetative BBC faggot...
"You'll have to decide... Is the peak of sexuality worth the extreme risk? Are you willing to chance it?
"So, Ben... Are you brave enough? Shall we go for it? You *know* that I want to... I've been thinking about this for weeks now, after all, before putting it on offer...
"*I* am willing to risk *your* sanity for *my* satisfaction!
"Isn't that so deviantly selfish of me?!
"After all... I'm not at risk...
"No sir, there's not been any cases of slutwives going insane from the 'repo' sex or anything... Nope. Rather, we all seem to love it. It seems to bring us peace...
"It's only your mental health that's put at risk...
"Isn't that sublime? Isn't that vicious-- and delicious? Eh?"
Gorgeous Meredith smirked at me before continuing.
"How about you, my Love? Are you brave enough?
"Oh...
"And just to be perfectly clear... This is a path that I really must go down... Yes, I've decided I want to be ruined for your boi clit and all little white dicklets and enter into a BBC-only-slutwife marriage... So, if you say 'no,' if you don't want to chance this with me... then our engagement is off... then we're breaking up! Then I'll go get trained without you--as soon as I find a new faggot cucky...
"I don't think it would be very hard! So many guys nowadays seem to want to become BBC faggots, at least secretly!"
Wow! Meredith sure could not have been any clearer! She laid out the whole thing!! It was way more than Master Raymond had explained to me. Way more!
Golly, the humiliation of a BBC-slutwife wedding sounded incredible-- out-of-this-world humiliating *and* also unbelievably erotic!
"Whoa! Would I survive that?" I asked myself. "Or would I be one of the guys who cracked, who literally went crazy from feeling abused and ashamed? Hmmm?"
I really wasn't sure! I could see it going either way!
I must have been staring mouth agape for the better part of a minute when Meredith snapped me out of it.
"I need an answer, faggot!" my beautiful fiancée barked at me. "Are you 'in'? Or are you 'out'? Are you going to take the risk to become my submissive BBC faggot cucky? Or are we going to break up?"
"Uh..." I mumbled. "Uhh... Can I think it over?"
"Actually, nope!" Meredith said. "No, you cannot. I want to get this training started asap, and if you're not going to come with me tonight to start it, then we need to break up!"
"Uh..." I began to stammer, when Meredith cut me off.
"Figures that it's hard for you to be decisive! That's one of the reasons you need to be my submissive, you faggot! Fine! I'm going to decide...
"I'm going to blow your shrimpy little clit for the last time *ever* in a minute, and if you can honestly tell me that it's not one of your best cums ever, as you daydream about becoming a BBC faggot, then you're a free man... You're out. But if you have a fabulous, deep, deep cum while knowing that it's your last blowjob ever from me or any woman, then you have to become my BBC faggot cucky... Okay?"
"What?!? I'm going to be completely embargoed after this? No pussy? No blowjobs?"
"Damn straight, faggot!! Your only intimacy with women is going to be licking my pussy and ass clean *if* Master orders it--and an occasional-- very, very occasional!-- mercy hand job. You're going to be free of any other sexual touching-- other than the black cocks using you, of course!"



"Wow!" I responded. "Mistress, that's a lot to expect!"
"It is, faggot! It most certainly is! But look how your ittty, bitty boi clit has stayed hard and also oozed a veritable puddle of precum even as you hear about it! I think you're going to have your best life ever!"
And... Well... I'm sure you guessed it... My gorgeous Meredith was right!!
I did have an fabulous massive cum when she then blew me-- and a few months later, after having my face and throat well "broken in," I'm now the happiest BBC faggot in the world, I'm sure-- or at least as happy as any other BBC faggot who hasn't been fucked in the boi pussy yet, I should clarify!
I'm so grateful that Meredith and Master Raymond discovered my need to become a big-black-cock faggot--and that then they made my dream come (and cum!) to life!
Oh so very grateful!
My fiancée's and my initial "breaking in" of several weeks is over, and our wedding is next month.
I can't wait!
Pray for me will you? Pray that I'm one of the 95 percent of cuckold faggots who don't go insane. Please pray that I simply have the time of my life!
Many thanks!
Oh--and how many of you who read to the end wish that you were me, eh? 🙂 🙂
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WARNING THREE: Did you read the above warnings? Please read them!
--------------------
My sexy and tall (5'8") redheaded wife Christina and I were out dancing in a city near where we lived one night, when some pretty unexpected events occurred that changed our marriage forever.
I'm her husband Charles, by the way. I'm 5'11", dark hair, and pretty nice to look at myself. But not incredibly handsome, not the way my wife is beautiful. I married up some in the looks department, but I also have other good qualities... Not that they matter at all for these events! And, unfortunately, my dick is a modest 5-1/2"--nothing to brag about, even though Christina always seemed to be happy with our sex life.
Christina, on the other hand, is a near flawless female specimen. Certainly aided by lots of yoga, pilates, and so-called "bootcamp" classes, she has muscle and a smidge of fat in all the right places--a flat stomach, long legs, a muscular and cute bubble butt... as well as a tight waist that accentuates her 36C breasts. Her red hair is rich, long, and curly. She has the cutest face, bright blue eyes, and appropriately pale skin, with just a sprinkle of freckles here and there. Everything is feminine in all the right places, with her arms not over-muscular, and her shoulders sweetly narrower than her delicious hips. At 5'8", she turns the heads of both men and women wherever we go, and a few of my coarser guy friends have of course made comments to me when we're drinking about how lucky I am or how they would "love to do her."
I had learned to take it in stride but her amazing beauty still takes my breath away, especially when we are in bed together. Luckily, thanks to being over forty, I don't pop off too soon, despite being so overwhelmed by the beauty of my 33-year-old wife!
If it matters, we don't have kids yet. Christina wanted to focus on her career for maybe one more year--or so she said.
The night started off pretty typical for us. We both liked to party and go dancing. Often we went with friends to one of a couple of clubs in our city, but this night we felt like a change of pace, so we went on our own about ninety minutes down the highway, to a larger city nearby. We sometimes liked to drive, relax, listen to jazz, and catch up. This was one of those times. Christina looked fabulous as always, in a little green dress and her trademark earrings that had some squiggles on them that looked like cursive writing, but I thought at the time were just a random design.
Christina told me that a dear old friend had given them to her in college, and it just felt special to her to party in them. So I was told. Soon I would learn more!!
So we're at this club, maybe just had our first drinks and had been dancing for, I don't know, maybe fifteen minutes, when this about 6'2" very handsome deep-brown black guy walks up. He was so handsome, even as a guy, I had to admit this other fellow was gorgeous. And confident. It was weird though, because when he reached Christina and me at our booth, I noticed he had a necklace on his neck. Not all gaudy and gold, but silver. Like Christina's earrings. And like her earrings, it by some coincidence had the same exact symbol.
Christina froze. I never saw her look more stunned and uncomfortable in the four years I had known her, including two married.
"Hi, I'm Rex." The fellow introduced himself, but while looking only at Christina. "From the look on your face, I'm guessing your man doesn't know, does he?"
I was confused to say the least. Christina made the most perfunctory introduction between Rex and me. I shook his hand weaker than I usually would, being so confused and stunned.
"Why would he know?" Christina said, as she stood up in order to speak more directly to Rex. "The masters told me my obligation was retired, that my symbol was retired."
"Well, indeed, I believe you that someone may have *told* you that. And further, from what I think I may have heard about you, yes, that was the expectation, that *you* were retired... And here we are some four or five years later... We Masters have simply re-used your symbol's design... I can assure that not one of us expected that you would still be wearing your earrings!"
I had of course stood up, too, but I remained mute and totally bewildered. Here was my gorgeous wife and some strange handsome black man talking of "masters" and "symbols" and "retirement"--and I was just hoping that before too much longer someone would clue me in!
The black fellow, Rex, glanced at my stunned face briefly before speaking again to Christina. "Your husband here," he started. "He doesn't have a clue what we are talking about does he? So are you going to explain it to him, or shall I? I tell you what... I could use a quick pit stop. I'm going to leave the explaining to you, and I'll be back in a few minutes. If you have chosen to duck out of this club while I'm gone, so be it. And if you are still here, we'll continue getting acquainted." And with that, Rex slipped away as promised.
Christina took my hand and led me to sit back down alongside her. "Charles, Rex will be back before we know it so I guess I had just better spit it out. Ending about four years ago--only actually a few weeks after we met--when you were 37 and I was 29--after a period of about five years... Half of my twenties, I guess... I was a female member of a club, a special club... I wish I could beat around the bush but there's no time... Us white women members agreed to wear a symbol out in public... and any black man who approached us with the matching symbol, we were agreed to go home with him that night for sex... So basically it was an anonymous interracial sex club, run by a group of handsome black guys for their amusement... They would know where we were hanging out and exchange our symbols among themselves as they saw fit, mixing it up pretty much every weekend... And I'm sorry if this is uncomfortable for you to hear... But us women members loved it. The sex was incredible, and there was actually a competitive process to join and stay a member as a woman... I hope you don't hold this against me, Charles! And now Rex here with his matching symbol... Well, he is insinuating that he'd like to take me sexually.... How does all this make you feel, Honey??"
I'm sure I looked like I was in shock, although I scarcely remember. Pretty much I remember this part just based on what Christina later told me. She says that I sat there mute and blushing until she broke the ice again, actually.
"Charles, I can tell you are really shocked. I know you had this demure image of me when we met. I'm sorry for you to learn now that that was a little bit of a put on. I thought it would help you be more interested in me, and I was right, Honey, wasn't I?" I'm guessing I nodded.
"Well, now you know. Right before we met four years ago, I was a black cock slut. I couldn't get enough black cock, to be honest. And this club--they jokingly called it the Black-for-Life Club--was the best outlet for me... I thought I got it all out of my system... I quit before I turned thirty because at that age, I would have had to start breeding black to stay longer, and even though the idea was a turn-on, I wasn't ready to make that commitment..."
She continued after catching her breath for a moment and squeezing my hand to offer kindness. "But seeing Rex now, feeling incredibly turned on just from my short chat with him just now, and realizing that I still like to wear these earrings... It's obviously a sign that on some important level I'm still into black guys, and that I really miss the black cock slut lifestyle. I'm so sorry, Honey! Really I am. Are you okay?!?"
I do remember what happened next. I finally after a few moments had digested the information Christina had told me, and what I had seen said between her and Rex. I could tell my heart was racing. I must have been blushing. I was breathing a little heavily, and especially apparent: My pants felt exceptionally and surprisingly tight at my crotch... Oh my god, I was as hard as I had ever been from hearing all this! I was totally turned on that my wife was a slut for blacks! I realized that this was just like an interracial porn story--but starring me and my own wife. It was surreal and intensely sexy. I had never tried hard drugs, but I imagine the rush was what cocaine or heroin must feel like. I had never felt so invigorated. It was as though I could feel my heart beating in my dick and my entire skin tingled.
"Uh," I stammered. I wanted to choose my words carefully. I wanted to go with the flow, but I wasn't sure I wanted to give up exactly how turned on I was. "Golly, Christina... This is really a lot to take in!" I managed to say.
"Okay," she said. "Of course it is a lot to process, I know. But how do you *feel* about it? How does it make you feel to hear about it? Are you freaked out? Are you petrified? Or..." And she reached over to my tented crotch and then purred, "Or just maybe you are turned on by it? You *are* turned on by this, aren't you?!? I've rarely seen you get so hard from just talking about something... In fact, I don't think I've *EVER* felt you get this hard from ANYTHING!!!"
Christina had my number. And before I could reply, Rex had come back. He had just sauntered over--cordially bringing a round of cocktails for the three of us--and sat down on the other side of Christina, with the three of us seeming like we might even be old friends enjoying a drink together.
Christina and I both grew pensive and quiet. We both knew who the dominant person was here, and it wasn't either of us!
Rex seemed to sense that I had been brought pretty thoroughly up to speed. "So... Hm... I think I have a read on what's gone down here. Judging from Charles' blushed face and tented crotch, he seems to have been caught up... Charles, you might be comforted to know your hardon is a typical white husband reaction--nearly all of you are excited beyond belief at the idea of their wives getting black cock... In fact, never seen it any other way, ever! And, Christina, you seem positively glowing, like you've decided to lose your virginity to your high school sweetheart--is the look--enthused, lusty, and maybe just a little trepidatious. Excellent. I love it when I've caused this effect in a white couple when I'm about to bed the wife. Perfect. Terrific. I guess it's settled then. I'll start the ball rolling. Christina, why don't you snuggle up to me a little over here, for starters?"
Unflinchingly, Christina did as Rex asked, his tone having been quite commanding. Now it was as though they were a couple, and I was an outside friend.
For the next hour or so, we drank, and chatted. While I felt really awkward, I also felt incredibly turned on, as Rex stroked my wife anywhere a long-familiar lover might, including her breasts, butt, and legs. Our booth was in a dark part of the club, and if anyone cared, it was probably only to the extent that they might enjoy watching them!
Eventually, Rex started nibbling her neck and ears--and vice-versa--and they whispered in each other's ears. She moved her hand onto his crotch, and left it there, gently stroking and squeezing around. At his encouragement--or maybe it was more of a command--she hiked her skirt up and even slipped off her panty hose. They started to french kiss, heatedly. At the point, Rex started finger-fucking Christina, first with one of his thick fingers and then a second. She buried her mouth against his neck to muffle her moans just as she started shaking from an orgasm. The whole thing was so hot and sexy, I was transfixed.
"Well, Charles," Rex addressed me for the first time in a while. "As you can guess, Christina has gotten started but she really needs a proper fucking. A black cock fucking. By, of course, my black cock. I've got a room in the hotel just next store that we will be going to now. I think it would be good for you to watch me take her pussy and make it mine. My eleven-inch BBC and I will satisfy her in ways that no one has since she withdrew from the black-for-life-club. I intend to make her mine, and I don't see her protesting. Do you want to watch?"
The whole time Rex was addressing me, Christina was kissing his neck stroking his head with one hand and his crotch with the other--totally fawning over him. She was looking away from me, lost in dreamy thoughts it seemed, and apparently totally disinterested in the conversation.
I felt a brew of feelings. I felt so rejected and spurned by my wife, so humiliated by Rex, and yet completely turned on by this black cock slut who had revealed herself out of nowhere. The contrast of feelings was intense--but it was erotic more than anything.
I was in a daze. Rex snapped me out of it. "Well, Charles? Focus. Do you want to watch me claim your wife's pussy for my own? My eleven-inch man meat will claim both of her other holes as well, naturally." He was very clear about "both," and I definitely got his meaning
Before I could answer, Christina whispered something in Rex's ear, then tongued it a little for good measure, and Rex added, "Oh, Christina says I should explain to you... You see the black-for-life-club has rules for a situation like this... Whenever an ex female member--and there are not many, as few women ever leave-- well, whenever an ex female member wants back in, as your wife obviously does... Well, she has to commit to going black-only for life. I don't know how you're going to take this, but Christina has decided she would like to rejoin the club. It's not that she doesn't love you, it's just that she's decided that she would really prefer big black cock. So she's decided she would prefer to go permanently black only, starting with giving herself to me to be her master, so long as I should see fit. You see she remembers my reputation as a kind and fulfilling master, both--even though we have never coupled or even met before tonight--and so I am to possess her. You can stay married in a-- shall we say-- much 'reduced' capacity. We would have to sort out those details later... She still loves you and wants to be married to you, just in a new fashion, with you abstinent other than when you are using your tongue to clean my seed from her... She's made her decision, and it is not open for discussion... Her mouth shall also only be for me or other black men. She can still hold your hand for connection going forward... And you can enjoy when your mouth is *occasionally* cleaning her... But those are to be your only intimacies.... Further, you are to be 100 percent faithful and loyal, and will not be permitted any other women as lovers--unless perhaps directed by me."
"Further," Rex added. "Christina wants you to know that she's pretty sure she's been keeping so fit so she could still arouse a black Master like myself sufficiently, and she's glad you have had a few years of enjoying those benefits while they lasted... Why don't you sip your drink, Charles, and digest this for a few more minutes while your wife and I make out some more? This will give you a few minutes to think about whether you'd like to stay married as Christina's--and my--beta cuckold... And there's more for you to keep in mind... Keep in mind that you'll need to be calling me 'Sir' or 'Master.' Further... I'll be expecting you to 'pay homage' to black cock--mine, of course, but not only mine... You'll mostly be called derogatory names, like 'dipshit' and 'faggot'... And some of my friends will even fuck you in your ass... You'll probably be made gay for BBC before long!"
"Uh..." I stammered, quite taken aback by how extreme this all sounded. "Wow, Rex! Uh, whoa..."
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If you had told me when I was in my twenties, that I--Ed--would end up a decade or so later, at age forty, with a sexy wife fifteen years my junior, who was horny as hell and was soon to get fucked by a wide variety of massive black cocks, I never would have believed you.
I hadn't achieved much life success yet, and even though I'm good-looking, I would not have believed I would be so incredibly lucky in my prime.
But then there I was. Age forty, super successful, and married to my incredibly sexy and super-horny wife, Louise, age twenty-five.
Louise exudes a soft-spoken, shy, "girl nextdoor" sex appeal.
I think every single one of my pals would love to fuck her if given the chance. Some of them have even said so!
My wife is 5'4", with shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair; sparkling blue eyes; a cute and perky face; and great curves. She looks a lot like the actress Julie Bowen--with just as pretty a face--but is shorter and, luckily, a lot curvier.
Oh, I mustn't forget to call out her perfectly rounded, medium-size, bubble-shaped backside that has me drooling all the time--and I often catch other guys staring at.
And her tits are a beautifully shaped double-D cup, massive for a short girl.
Louise's dimensions are an intoxicating 35DD-24-37.
My wife's curves are also accentuated by her trim, never-had-a-baby-yet tummy (when this story starts).
Lots of yoga brought out all the great aspects of Louise's natural form--and made her sensually flexible, to boot. Further, she's easily aroused, and at least early in our marriage, my wife was multi-orgasmic.
My wife was (and is!) quite the package.
Complementing her great looks and high sex drive, my Louise has a lot going for her in the personality department, to boot. She is truly sweet and good-natured, as well as bright, well-educated, and a good conversationalist.
Louise was obviously drawn to me in no small part because of my worldly success--but who was I to complain? I felt lucky.
My impression is that Louise had a boyfriend or lover continuously from age 18 until I met her at age 22, and it could have been a good number of them at that! I didn't hear of anyone she was involved with more than a couple of months before me, so it wasn't hard for me to imagine Louise might have had a robust "body count", as they say. I didn't let myself think about it often--and I definitely didn't ask! I didn't really want to know how many guys my wife had been with or what they might have been like!
I'm attractive, too. 5'10", handsome, broad shoulders, nice physique. Sadly, though, my dick--to my great disappointment--is a mere, typical, white five-incher. My little dick is definitely nothing for a woman like my sexy wife to brag about to a friend!
While no woman had been so rude as to complain to me, I had a sense that some of my relationships had dissipated because I wasn't well hung. It was painful to think about--but it seemed true.
This story starts when Louise and I were twenty-five and forty, respectively, about three years ago, after two years of marriage. Louise and I both thought it would be a sexy thing to share--she now reads Literotica as well, you see!
Unfortunately--but as I know is too common in marriage--after a couple of years, our sex life had cooled off.
Sure, my sexy wife still put out regularly. Yes, we made love a couple of times a week. I still liked it. Louise seemed to cum at least once every time.
But increasingly I got the vibe that my sexy sexy wife just wasn't that into it anymore. Some of her orgasms--well, I thought they might be fake.
I stewed on what to do.
Did I want to confront her to discuss it? Hmm... Louise wasn't all that comfortable discussing difficult topics.
It might go okay, but what would it lead to? It could very well lead to: "Yes, husband, I'm bored with you as my small-dicked sex partner." Would she even say that? Where would things go if she did?
Perhaps it would be best if I *led* us to a solution, is what stuck with me the most. My Louise always liked me to problem solve. Yes, she'd probably just appreciate it if I came to her with a solution rather than a discussion. "What would work best?" I wondered.
"I know," I said to myself, after a bit of pondering. "Just like so many stories I've read, I'll start with porn and see what Louise seems to respond to." It was clichéd, but it also seemed sensible.
It took a while, but eventually I did get my adorable--but religious--wife to agree to watch porn with me.
Things progressed apace once we started watching videos together.
I quickly noticed that Louise got the most turned on, by far, from seeing guys with massive black cocks in action. More than any other aspect of what was going on in a porn scene, it was the size of the guy's dick--and it *had* to be black--that got my wife fired up.
My wife was too shy to make comments, but I could of course tell anyway. I could feel her skin get warmer, see (and feel) her meaty nipples get harder, and smell her pussy aroma fill the room.
As soon as I put together Louise's BBC affinity, it clicked for me that I really very much wanted to see my wife get well and properly fucked by enormous black cocks--by chocolate cocks much, much bigger than my little penis. (With just five inches, I certainly didn't think my penis could be called a "cock"!)
Once the thought of pairing my wife with some massive BBCs occurred to me, it aggressively took root in my psyche.
It got so I could fantasize about little else BESIDES watching Louise getting fucked by huge BBCs.
If I were masturbating, I'd have to visualize Louise getting fucked by a giant black cock in order to cum. If I were actually making love to my wife, it was the same damn thing!
I could only cum by thinking of my beautiful wife getting fucked by a ginormous BBC!
I would even dream of my wife fucking a foot-long and thick BBC pulverizing her pussy. YES!! That's what I really wanted to see: My beautiful, sexy Louise getting her pussy all stretched out by a twelve-inch black monster cock! Unghhhh! It was hard to fantasize about anything else!
After a few weeks of this, I got brave enough to mention the idea to my wife. I was super nervous. I couldn't help but be a bit bumbling. I mentioned it over dinner because I knew I would feel too weird doing it in the middle of sex.
I had searched the Internet for advice on how to broach the topic, and my favorite tidbit suggested pretending that it had come to me in a dream.
"Honey," I started. "I had the weirdest dream last night!
"Oh?"
"Yeah! It starred you... and it was *INCREDIBLY* hot!"
"Oh?!"
"Yeah!!"
"So, are you going to tell me what happened?"
"I don't know if I should... It was pretty kinky!"
"Boo!" she protested, "You can't bring it up and NOT tell me!"
"I dunno! It was pretty kinky!"
"You *HAVE* to tell me!"
"OK!" I offered, "But only if you *SWEAR* not to get mad at me about it... Do you swear?"
"Fine!" Louise said, with a smidge of exasperation. "I swear!"
"Well... I don't know if you realized, but I could tell that you really enjoy the BBCs in our videos by far the most..."
"Oh! Uh..." Louise stammered "I... uh... was hoping it wasn't that obvious!"
"Well, it was pretty obvious!"
"And, so?"
"And so last night," I continued to pretend, "I dreamt that I was watching you get fucked by one!"
Ah! It felt good to finally tell her. It was a huge relief to at last share my fantasy with my adorable beloved!
"What?!?!" Louise shouted, "Last night, you what?!?!"
"You heard me, Boo. I know you heard me."
"You dreamt I was doing what?!"
"Do you really need me to say it again?"
"YES, husband! I *REALLY* need you to say it again!"
"Okay... If you insist!" I replied. "I dreamt that I watched you getting fucked by a massive black cock, and you had the very *BEST* sex of your life ever!!"
"No way!!" my wife responded. "You really dreamt that?!"
"Yup. One-hundred-and-ten percent."
"Wow!!"
"Yeah, I'll say!" I continued. "Boy, was it sexy!! You looked so amazing getting the daylights fucked out of you by a BBC!! It was *FABULOUS* to watch! I even leaked precum in my PJs!"
"You don't say!"
"I say!"
"Hunh...." Louise said, turning pensive. "Thanks for letting me know, I guess."
"You're welcome, dear!" I said, sweetly.
Once the cat was out of the bag, so to speak, the topic came up again and again over several weeks. I nursed it by making sure to play only BBC porn for us--and I played it weekly. Then, for conversation, I didn't have to bring it up. Louise did!
Louise asked me about it every time we watched BBC porn.
"Did you really think that was hot, to see me black-fucked in your dream like we just watched in video?" or...
"Wow! That was some sexy porno! When you dreamt of me fucking like that... are you sure you liked it?" or...
"Golly, in your dream, were my orgasms really as big as in that video just now, Boo?" or...
"In your dream, was I really able to fuck that big a BBC, Ed?"
That led before long to my wife asking me more pointed questions, such as...
"Do you think you would really like to watch me get black-fucked in real life, Boo?" or...
"How badly do you want to see a black cock take your wife, Edward?" or...
"Do you think you'd enjoy seeing me fuck black enough that you'd be okay with me doing it regularly, even?"
To which my replies, respectively were...
"Very much!" and
"Oh, so badly!" and
"Oh, yes, it would be a dream come true to watch you get blacked regularly, my love!"
Yes, Louise was DEFINITELY fascinated now with the idea of getting black-fucked. And we always had hot sex after talking about it--much hotter than before I brought the idea up! I'm sure we were *both* fantasizing about BBC while we fucked--but who cares? It was working! Our sex life was getting better again. Yay!!
I let it play out at its own pace until one day my wife got more serious about things, at last.
"So, Edward," she said, "You seem truly sincere in your desire to see me black-fucked... Well, good news! It's my fantasy now, too, and I'm ready to make it happen... With two important conditions!"
"Yes, my sweet? And what might those be...?" I responded.
"Oh, they're quite simple!" Louise clarified, "The first is that of course I get to control the details... Including that I might never stop black-fucking once I do get started! If I really like fucking big black cocks--and I think I probably will--you will *not* be telling me to stop..."
She paused for a while, so I interjected simply with, "And...?"
"And by no means will this give you license to fuck around with any other women!" my adorable wife insisted. "Can you live with those constraints? Are you serious about this?"
"Yes! Both those conditions seem totally fair, Honey! They work for me! I swear!" I reassured her. "I don't need to have sex with any other women... I just think it would be so hot to see you get black-fucked properly! Yes, you can keep fucking black as long as you like! And yes--100% I don't need to fuck any other women... So, are we good to go?"
"Hmmm..." she responded, "You seem sincere, Ed... But I'm going to think about it a bit more!"
Just two days later, my sweet, delicious, sexy wife came back to me again.
"So if I do this, Ed, you're really not going to cheat on me? You're really not going to leave me? You're 1,000-percent sure? You swear it?" she said.
"Yes, I swear!" I responded.
"Well, how about you sign this document, too, then?" Louise demanded, handing me a piece of paper.
It was rather straightforward:
"I, Edward [Last name omitted], do swear that I am asking my wife Louise to do perverted acts, starting with fucking big black cocks. I promise not to leave her if she enjoys them. She may continue them if she likes--as long as she likes--and she may decide at any time to expand upon them, including in ways that I may not have imagined and might not prefer. This does NOT give me permission to have any sexual contact whatsoever with any other women besides my wife; such is not allowed. If I cheat on Louise or leave her as a consequence, my wife gets the house and half of my business. If my wife leaves me, for example to fuck only black guys, she also gets the house and half of my business since it would have been my fault for starting things."
"Wow, you really mean business, hunh, dear?" I said.
"Well, once you get a girl started, who knows what might happen?" she said, coyly, with a sexy smile.
"Fair enough... fair enough..." I replied. And I signed it. I was cornered. There was no way Louise was going to fulfill my deviant fantasies otherwise.
And, besides, it added a huge turn on that she was now allowed to take swinging--or anything sexual for that matter--as far and as long as she might like! Yes, it was an immense turn on that it was going to be out of my control from here!
Our swinging adventures quickly took off.
"I'm going to be the one to put your idea into a concrete plan, Ed, now that I've agreed in general!" Louise insisted. "I don't want to worry about what super-perverted spin you might put on things. Give me a bit, and I'll get a plan sorted out."
What could I do but agree? Nothing, of course!
A mere week later Louise had found our first swing club for us. "My friend Callie, from work, and I were sharing secrets over lunch," Louise explained. "You know, that tall sexy redhead you met at the barbeque last month?"
"Yeah..." I briefly acknowledged.
"She told me that she and her husband, Kevin, are regulars at this Club they really like called 'BCFH'--which stands for 'Big Cocks for Her'"
"Oh?"
"Yes! The club consists of a group of about a hundred black guys with eight-to-eleven-inch cocks as the 'full members.' Long-term dating, engaged, and married women are included as 'associates members' if the woman is sexy enough. The Club doesn't admit totally single women, for the dynamic isn't as sexy, Callie says. The full members also don't want to have to worry about any potentially clingy single women. The partners and husbands of the 'associate member' women are required to join in as 'supporters.' There are weekly parties where the members fuck and the supporters get to do chores, watch, and beat off... Apparently it's very popular! There's an interview process for women to join--and even a waiting list!"
"Wow! That sounds really hot, Babe! And there's an interview process?"
"There is!"
Well, to make a long story short, of course my sexy-as-fuck Louise passed her interview and was immediately admitted, never mind the supposed waiting list.
I passed my much shorter "supporter" interview, which consisted of my agreeing to be Louise's obedient cuckold--and writing a ten-thousand dollar check to help fund the club. No refunds given!
My wife and I had been relying on condoms and the diaphragm, but she was advised to immediately go on the pill or get an IUD, to better protect her given the amount of bareback-only fucking that she should expect to have at every party--or when the big-cocked members might visit us at home for release between parties as well!
Louise thought it was sensible to comply and went on the pill. Once the pill had kicked in and Louise had submitted to required medical tests, two weeks later we found ourselves on our way to our first party.
"What else do you know about the 'full members,' Dear?" I asked Louise as I drove us there.
"Well, It is 100 percent black guys, if you would like to know! And they're not all that good looking. In fact, I'm told some of the best hung guys--the eleven-inchers--are downright ugly."
"Oh, wow!" I said, enthusiastically.
"Yes, truly impressive, eh?" Louise said. "I think it will be hot to fuck some ugly black guys just because they have giant cocks--don't you?"
"Ooooh! That'll definitely be hot to watch!!" I concurred.
We immediately found that Louise and I both loved the Big-Cocks-For-Her parties.
Louise discovered that she could fuck whomever she wanted to start with. Even though she was only average-looking for the Club's women, she has a charm about her, a twinkle--and the black guys were especially into grabbing onto her ample hips and bubble butt, I observed!
I discovered that I was more than happy to watch from the supporters' designated "Cuck Pen"--the big basement area to which us cucks were confined.
If you have never seen your own wife starring in a live action sex show or in porn of any kind, I *highly* recommend it to you.
There's literally nothing in the world that's a bigger turn on than watching a massively hung BBC stud making your sexy white wife cum a thousand times better, bigger, and longer than you ever could with your own little white dicklet!
I loved, loved, loved watching Louise get fucked by massive black cocks!
Besides having much more intense orgasms with BBCs than she ever had with me, my gorgeous wife also got much more amorous overall when fucking or when slowly lovemaking with a hung black guy.
Louise was much more affectionate, feminine, pliable, and submissive with *any* man with a big black cock than she ever was with me. Louise would do nearly anything to please one of her BBC lovers.
Where with me, she would scarcely French kiss at all anymore, Louise would receive the tongue of a BBC lover in her wide-open mouth with total submission and lust.
Whereas with me, she would only have sex missionary style, Louise would do any position with a big-cocked lover--even doggy style, which she had told me she found degrading.
Where with me, my beautiful wife with the most succulent lips would rarely offer a blow job or submit to a face fuck anymore, for a guy with a big black cock, she'd make love to his black pole with her mouth, face, and throat as though it was the love of her life.
Where with me, my wife's fantastic bubble butt was off limits for fucking--indeed, she'd never, ever let me put my dick in her ass even once--my wife would willingly offer her ass for fucking to a BBC.
I found out that before we met, Louise had given up her ass in the heat of passion a few times with a big-cocked lover (with nine inches!)--but she didn't think anal sex was appropriate "in the sanctity of marriage."
And now? Well, now my wife just thought it was poignant and appropriate dominant behavior for her to give her ass up to BBC Club members--but *still* not to me, since I'm her "sacred" husband and also "only" her cucky!
Where with me, Louise had sworn she would never dream of debasing herself to rim my ass, with a BBC lover, my wife would willingly, energetically provide a rim job. In fact, she became known in the Club for the enthusiasm and duration of her rim jobs. While most of the "associates" would begrudgingly rim a stud for a couple of minutes, my wife would do it avidly for five, ten, or even fifteen minutes at a time!
In every way imaginable, my wife proved that she was a sex pot, a truly lusty kitten, for the big black cocks-- where with me she had after two years of marriage become a staid and conservative lover, who insisted that "raunchy sex just doesn't belong within the holy relationship I have with you, dear!"
My wife, you see, is religious and she firmly believes that sex between husband and wife is holy and must be "pure." Sex with other men, however, was "definitely not holy--it's down right satanic" so it need not be pure.
"Swinging can be as perverted as I want it, dear, because it's so sinful even just to begin with!" Louise would explain. "Surely you can see how I would feel that way!"



It didn't really make sense to me--but having put BBC swinging in motion for us to begin with, I couldn't really argue it with my sex-pot wife, now could I?
It was plain that Louise really, really needed the massive black cocks to unlock her sex drive, and I was beyond thrilled to see my gorgeous wife get her needs met. After all, my own orgasms while I beat off watching her on video were fabulous as well.
It's embarrassing to realize or admit, but still true: My orgasms from beating off while watching my wife get fucked were *many* times more exciting than my orgasms from straight sex between her and me.
Louise was a loving wife and, at first, continued to express a caring interest in making love with me in between our visits to the Club.
It wasn't something you could call "passionate" at all on her part. No, far from it. Rather, you could describe it as "mercy lovemaking" or "sympathy sex." Slow, sweet, and clearly not at all exciting to her!
However, it quickly became apparent that regular sex between us simply wasn't going to work well anymore: Louise could barely get aroused in bed with me unless we were watching porn to absorb and distract her, and her pussy started to feel looser and looser on my little dick, serving as a constant reminder of my inadequate penis size.
Finally, I offered a suggestion. "My gorgeous, beloved wife," I began one night after another ill-fated attempt at having sex, when my wife's lack of enthusiasm had caused my own modest erection to wilt, "It's clear that things are really changing between us... I'm thinking a further change might make things easier... I hope this doesn't sound too extreme... But do you think you might like to reserve 'access' to your pussy for the big black cocks only? Do you think that might make you happier? Do you think that might be better, even, for us both?"
"Oh, my God, Ed! Yesss!" Louise responded with terrific and immediate excitement. "I thought you might never ask! A thousand 'yesses'! Yes, that would be sublime if we reserved my pussy for BBC! THANK YOU!! Thank you so much for suggesting it! I've been praying and praying you would get around to suggesting! I didn't want to hurt your feelings, but 'YES!' Absolutely! I really think that would be for the best now. I totally agree!"
"Oh..." I said, wistfully. "Golly. I was hoping you weren't going to be quite so enthusiastic, though!"
"Aw, gee, Ed! What did you expect? You started us on this adventure! You see how much better the sex is I have with a massive black cock! Surely you knew this was a risk, didn't you? In your heart, didn't you think you and I might stop having sex?"
"Well..." I replied, meekly. "I guess so. Now that you put it that way... Yeah, you're right. But I still think it's important for us to be close physically... How do you think we should do that, Boo?"
"Oh! I've got a plan for that!" Louise replied snappily. "I know how much you love a good blowjob or handjob... We'll cuddle and watch porn together... You can use one of my big black dildos on me so I can get a good cum... And then I'll give you a nice long, slow blowjob or handjob that you'll really love! I think it'll be fabulous! I don't think you're going to mind being pussy free at all! Rather, I think you're going to like having the pressure off finally--and you'll be living your best life!"
Well, fast forward, and certainly I have to agree Louise was right. I really didn't mind being pussy free at all. It was poignant and made our life even more erotic that my now slutty wife's pussy was reserved for big black cocks only... My wife wouldn't fuck me, her rightful husband, anymore--but she *would* fuck a hung black guy she had only just met! That stung and was humiliating--and equally, it was sublime and erotic!
And, boy, I sure did love those blowjobs and handjobs!
Soon after, however, I did also lose mouth-kissing and blowjob privileges, and that turned out to be harder on me than losing pussy privileges. I'd always been one to especially enjoy making out--and especially with my Louise, who I so adored and who knew exactly the best ways to kiss me.
Losing mouth-kissing and blowjob privileges was only a couple of weeks after losing pussy access.
Louise came home from a night at the Club--maybe it was her ninth or tenth--when I had been stuck at work, collaborating with clients. She opened the door at 2am--which was not exceptionally late for her--and I moved to kiss her passionately on the mouth, as I always did. But my wife turned her head to avoid my kiss.
"Excuse me?!" I said, confused. "What's up?"
"Oh, Ed!" she responded, clearly troubled. "I'm so, so sorry, my dear!"
"Why? What happened?"
"Well, I was in the middle of fucking this ugly but super hung BBC stud, Tiberius--usually goes by Ty... He is such a great lay! His cock is nine thick inches and he really knows how to use it! And he's super charming and charismatic as well!"
"Yeah... And so?"
"And he was avoiding kissing me while he was fucking me missionary!"
"Yeah, so?"
"And I just couldn't take it! I so desperately wanted him to kiss me! I *needed* him to kiss me--to plunder my mouth with his mouth and tongue!"
"Uh-huh. And so?"
"But he absolutely wouldn't French me unless I swore!"
"Swore what, Boo?"
"Ty wouldn't French me unless I promised to use my mouth only with Blacks!! That's what! 'Cunt!' he yelled at me, 'I ain't kissing a face that also kisses white! A lot of the other guys don't want to, either! You gotta choose now! You going to kiss *us*--or you gonna kiss white?!'"
"Wow! No way!" I interjected, simply. I was stunned.
"Unfortunately for you, Dear, 'Yes way!'" my wife responded. "I'm so sorry! Really I am! I protested but Ty was firm! I kept trying to kiss him, and he kept pushing my face away... It was so annoying! It was insulting, too! And you know me, Ed... I love, love, love to French kiss as I fuck! I *NEED* to French kiss as I fuck! I can't do without it!"
"Yeah! Yeah! I've sure noticed, Boo!" I chimed in. "And you sure do look amazing Frenching all the BBC guys! You French them like you're totally in love! It's incredible to see! It's so fucking hot to watch! Such a turn on!"
"Thanks, Boo!" Louise said, "I had a feeling that you thought so!"
"And so what did you do?" I asked.
"So I did it!" Louise said. "I did it of course!"
"Did what, exactly, hun?" I asked--for whatever reason, still in some disbelief.
"I gave in, you dork!" she responded. "I gave in to Ty and swore I would keep my mouth only for Blacks! I promised I would be Black-only in yet *another* way, Dear! ... And of course now I have to keep my promise!"
"Unnnggghh!" I shouted. "You've got to be kidding me! I have to lose yet another intimacy with you?! Wow!!"
"Yeah, honey! It certainly looks that way!" my wife replied.
After a short breath, as I sat there dejected, Louise added. "But you knew all this could happen, didn't you, Ed? I mean, you knew from the time that you set this fantasy in motion that you could lose me completely over to Black men sexually, didn't you??"
"Yeah," I acknowledged--both defeated and, luckily, also extremely aroused! "I did know, I suppose... Although I never really thought about how *fully* I might lose you sexually! Wow, this is *really* complete!"
"It is, Ed! It is a really complete loss of access! That's totally true!" Louise responded, validating my feelings, as a kind wife should. "But tell me also... I bet you think this is hot, too, don't you? I bet this added deprivation turns you on, husband, doesn't it?"
Then Louise's eyes glanced down. They glanced down and noticed my stiff little dicklet tenting my pants quite visibly.
My wife's next comments were apt as well: "Ha! I can see your usual tented crotch hasn't gone down! You're still stiff --even with learning all this! Ha! Nothing tells the truth like a hard little white dicklet, does it?!"
My wife had a giggle at my expense. I didn't really mind, it broke the tension a little.
"Yeah, I can't lie... It is pretty fucking hot to lose you like this!" I admitted. "It's going to be that much hotter to watch your mouth in action with your BBC lovers--whether it's kissing or whatever--knowing that your mouth is no longer for me... Fuck!! Yes!!! It'll be hot!!"
"Ha!" Louise laughed again. "I am so glad you're man enough to admit it... Yep, I see you're still hard... Even forming a wet spot from precum now! Wow! So happy to see that, Honey! Dang, you're getting quite the wet spot, Edward! This turns you on--to lose even more access, doesn't it?! You like the humiliation, don't you?! You like knowing your sexy wife is such a thoroughly blacked out slutwife that she won't even kiss you on the mouth anymore--never mind a chance of another blowjob!-- don't you?"
Louise reached over and caressed my little penis through my pants. She fondled it with that sublime touch that only a long-term wife or lover knows how.
"Yes! I. HAVE. CONFIRMED! Teeheehee!" Louise giggled. "This *definitely* turns you on!"
Luckily the added deprivation I was learning about *DID* turn me on--it turned me on incredibly!! Louise was right: my hard white little dicklet never did lie!
I also felt--in a strange way--proud of myself. I felt proud that I had a wife who was so appealing that she had the opportunity to become a fully-committed BBC-only white slutwife. "Not every guy has such an incredibly sexy wife as I!" I told myself. "No, the BBCs at the BCFH Club wouldn't take just any woman completely black-- my sexy Louise is special!"
It was also sublime to realize how complete a BBC-slut my wife had become. "Fuck!" I thought to myself, "Louise is a total BBC-slut now! Now she won't even French kiss me--her rightful husband--anymore, but she'll French kiss a strange black guy within moments of first meeting him! Dang, that stings!! And--thank god!--dang, that's so fucking erotic!! What a fucking total BBC-slut! Yes!!!"
That's when I realized, too, something that I had unconsciously known for a while.
It was now impossible to keep the idea quiet, unexplored. Nope.
It now came to the fore.
It became entirely top of mind.
"Shit!" I thought to myself, but loudly. "It's going to be only a matter of time until my darling Louise breeds--until she breeds BLACK! Fuck! My wife is on her way to becoming a black-only breeding slut!"
Thankfully, I am a pathetic pervert, and I thought that Louise becoming a black-only breeding slut would be hot, too!
"God! It'll be so hot watching Louise have 'repo' sex with BBCs... She's going to LOVE, love, love it! I'm going to love watching it! FUCK!!" is what I thought.
Louise's sex life with the big-cock guys of the BCFH Club was not, by the way, some jumble of random hookups with big-cocked guys. No, not at all. Rather, my wife's sex life at the Club soon became (after the first several visits) a highly coordinated, orchestrated program--as I'll soon expand upon.
However, first, I should mention the physical layout for the parties, the Clubhouse architecture. You see, the Club had an old mansion on the outskirts of town. It wasn't exactly grand. But it was big. There were fifteen rooms, lettered A through O, dedicated as bedrooms, some of them with multiple beds--and a few with the floor covered with mattresses to be conducive to multiple simultaneous sex partners in the room. There were three living rooms, a dining room, and a kitchen. More bathrooms than I have yet to count. And the basement was fitted as the "Cuck Pen."
The Cuck Pen was where we cuckies were made to congregate--with vinyl-covered (washable) sofas, plenty of tissues, and video feeds from all the bedrooms. Yes, we were to have ample room to watch our women--girlfriends, fiancées, wives--getting royally fucked by black dicks much, much bigger than our own while we beat off and cummed like crazy!
I came to spend a lot of time in this basement, given Louise's twice- or even thrice-a-week visits to the Clubhouse. Louise would stay upstairs. I was expected to immediately go to the basement unless she or a full member summoned me.
We cuckies typically milled around wearing uniform t-shirts that said "Beta Cucky" in pink on the front, and then bottomless, with our small dicklets on display. Most of us were in a constant state of arousal--except of course for right after beating off and cumming.
Only when we would be summoned from the "Cuck pen" would we put on tight-fitting bikini style underwear, when we were called for mundane chores or to do something degrading for a full member or our wife, fiancée, or girlfriend. Naturally, the tight underwear would accentuate our small dicklets and modest-sized balls, for the awareness of all. It was quite humiliating in the presence of our women and their BBC companions. Quite humiliating, indeed!
Most of us were kept waxed or shaved and hairless below the neckline to feminize and infantilize us.
Louise used a combination of approaches to remove all of my body hair following our second visit to the Club. "Sorry, Cucky!" she said. "But it's important for your new role that you are hairless for when we're at the Club. We can't allow you to seem manly at all!" I told her that I understood.
It made me a little sad once all my hair was gone, but I adjusted. "Gosh, I really look like a pathetic fag now," I said to myself. "Yup, really pathetic. Ungh. Hopefully, it will torque up my erotic humiliation, at least... time will tell, I guess." And in time, it just didn't seem to matter much. I liked that it helped me fit in with the other cuckies, was my main feeling, in time.
The chores that we cuckies would be summoned for upstairs could be something as mundane as changing sheets or serving drinks or as raunchy as eating a creampie out of our woman's ass or fluffing a full member's big black cock back to hardness.
I found it both cutting and exciting when Louise or a hung black stud who had just been plowing her would summon me to lick up a creampie from her pussy or ass.
It was especially sublime to eat out a load from wife's incredible ass--given that Louise had never let me fuck her ass but now gave it up regularly to enormous black cocks.
"Ed, you know I *could* allow you to fuck me in the ass, if I wanted to," Louise would taunt me when we were home, chatting. "The Club rules would allow it, you know. But I think it's sexier if I reserve my ass only for the big black cocks, don't you? Same as my pussy--the BBC-only policy is exciting, isn't it?! Isn't it poignant for you to lick a spermy load of cum from my ass after I get fucked there by a nine or ten-inch black love pole--all while knowing I'll never, ever let you up in my ass with your little white dicklet? Isn't it humiliating--and also sublimely erotic for you? It is, isn't it?"
Louise knew it was true--it was obvious to her. And she also knew that I enjoyed her humiliating taunts. Sometimes my sexy wife would feel my crotch as she would taunt me, and invariably my little dick would be rock hard--little, yes... but also as hard as stone. "Ha! It did the trick again. I love how you like to be kept in your place, dear beta cucky 'supporter' husband! Excellent!"
It was further embarrassing--but even more so a huge turn on--to discover that I enjoyed fluffing the full members' massive black cocks to hardness when asked.
At our sixth party, I had yet to have a full member's cock cum in my mouth or throat-- but I came with barely touching myself as I was fluffing a black alpha guy with a really meaty nine-inch BBC. Something about having my face and throat stuffed with a giant black cock of a certain thickness really excited me, I discovered!
It was so embarrassing when I orgasmed while fluffing! I felt so ashamed! But even more, I was blown away by the size and duration of my orgasm. I came for what felt like a full minute!
It might just have been the best orgasm of my life, even! Golly, it was surprising to discover the extent of my gay side!
Louise was beneficent, and she'd often summon me for fluffing duty once she saw how much I enjoyed it. Luckily the BBC full members were good sports, and they didn't mind a "supporter" like me going to town on them with my mouth--and even beating off as I did so. (So long as I made sure not to spray them with my cum--no, that was forbidden!)
Ass fucking seemed to be out of the question--guy-to-guy, that is--but white guy-on-BBC blowjobs were par for the course. Luckily for me and my gay side!
Hunh... Maybe my gay side was why I craved seeing Louise plowed by big black cocks to begin with, I realized.
Ohh! That made a lot of sense! Watching my beautiful wife get BBC-fucked was a gateway for me to my newfound bisexuality. Of course! It all made sense now.
"You have quite the gay side, dear!" my wife observed to me shortly after my huge cum--just as I was realizing it myself. "No wonder you wanted to see me with these big black cocks! You want them for yourself as well! Ha!! I've figured you out!" And, indeed, she had figured me out!
"Unfortunately for you, Ed," Louise would add, "The BBC are barely interested in you. Count yourself lucky that they're willing to have you fluff them and occasionally suck them off!"
"Oh, I do count myself lucky!" I thought to myself-- my wife wasn't much interested in hearing me say it!
Down in the cuck pen, most of the time, it was impossible not to notice the other guys' dicks.
I rarely saw a cucky with more than a modest six inches. Most were about a thin five inches like my own. Some, sadly, were smaller. We all tried to be kind to one another. It was humiliating enough to be stuck in the basement beating off while our women were upstairs getting fucked by exceptionally hung alpha black men, all of them with at least eight inches of cock, and most of them with nine or ten inches!
There was one cucky, Aaron, who was surprisingly well-endowed, with a whopping seven-and-a-half inches. We got to chatting. "What can I say?" he explained, resignedly. "While my seven-plus inches might be ample for most women, my sexy wife Lena says she has to be fucked by nine- and ten-inch thick black cocks to be satisfied. I don't want to lose her. So, here we are!"
Aaron noticed how admiringly I looked at his dick, and made me an offer. "Oh!" he said. "I see that look in your eye... Looks like you'd like a taste... Sure, you can blow me... Let's go in that corner. I'll sit, and you can kneel in front of me!"
I could handily swallow Aaron's seven-plus-inches, and he was relieved to get some direct sexual attention. His wife had led him to go pussy, ass, and mouth-free with her as well.
It became a regular thing, and I was soon sucking Aaron off once a week. "I really appreciate you blowing me so regularly, Ed," he'd say. "It really hits the spot. Thanks for being such an eager cocksucker and faggot!"
It stung to be called a "faggot"--but it also turned me on because it was true!
Aaron was also generous and let me masturbate as I would blow him. If I wasn't spent from beating off too recently, Aaron's orgasm would sometimes trigger my own.
"Arrrrrrrgh! YESSSSS!! Thank you so much, Aaron! Oh, thank you!" I'd always be sure to express my gratitude. I understood from seeing Louise in action how much a bigger-dicked guy, like Aaron was to me, would appreciate it.
I never said it out loud to Aaron: While his cock was "okay," I didn't like it half as much as sucking on BBC. Something about white cock made it... well, less intense and exciting than black... even if I did close my eyes and try to imagine it to be black. (I'm sure many of you readers can relate, right?!)
Getting back to how the Club was run, it was quite the well-managed and deviously erotic operation--optimized around the needs and wants of the "full" members, the studs with the huge black dicks--although I think all of the rest of us were pretty well satisfied, too--the associate member women and even us cucky supporters.



For starters, the BCFH Club had developed a sophisticated software app to guide the festivities. The giant-black-cocked full members and the sexy women "associate" members all had electronic profiles in the app to aid with matching for every party. No profiles were needed for us mere "supporter" boyfriends, fiancés, or husbands, given our completely subordinate roles.
For the first four parties, as a new associate member, Louise was "off app"--this meant that she was free to mingle and fuck whomever she liked, so long as he was willing. This worked very well for my headstrong wife, and she and I both loved it: Louise thoroughly enjoyed the super-hung black studs she was able to fuck--whether ugly or good-looking--and I loved watching her give herself over to sex so much more fully than she had ever, ever done with me.
I came incredibly hard from masturbating while watching my adorable wife enjoy herself so vastly!
From her fifth party onward, however, Louise had to agree to be governed by the app. This irked Louise a lot at first. Like most truly sexy women, my wife was used to calling the shots in all areas of life.
Louise even went so far as to email Mason and Samantha, who had founded and now directed the Club, to complain about giving herself over to an algorithm to control her fuck partners.
In response, Mason and Samantha were incredibly clear: "Sorry, Louise," their email explained. "The BCFH Club is run for the full members. Believe it or not, we have a superabundance of gorgeous interested women on our waiting list. Even though, yes, you are extremely sexy, no exception will be made for you. The Club is voluntary, however. If you don't like who our app matches you with, you can choose not to copulate with that match. However, we will be maintaining our strict rules around this--even for you. If you refuse even just one match, you will be removed from the Club...
"By way of reminder... A first rejection of a match will remove you from the Club for one month... A second rejection will remove you for six months... And a third rejection will be your permanent removal--and we will spread the word to other sex clubs in our network not to admit you."
Louise showed me the email. She didn't like being bossed around. Not one bit. On the other hand, her first four visits with the Club had been the most satisfying time ever in her sex life.
"I really hate being told what to do, Ed," Louise explained. "But the BCFH Club has such a terrific steady supply of enormous black cocks. I'd forgotten how much I adore being filled up by a really, really big black cock!
"THANK YOU for reminding me! Thank you so very, very much for setting us on this path!
Incidentally: This is when I first learned with clarity that my beautiful Louise had fucked Black previously!
"I don't love the rules, no..." Louise continued. "But I just cannot and will not go back to your tiny dicklet only, dear! Nor will I pivot to an uncertain supply of BBCs through some other kind of hookups. So... I guess I'll just have to adjust to this algorithm being in charge! ... I don't love it, but it beats going without their enormous BBCs!! Sigh--I guess they win! Hmmpf!"
Louise was in a resigned huff. My opinion was definitely not requested, I noticed!
I was pleased, however. Very pleased!
I found the idea of Louise being forced to fuck various hung BBC studs over the moon exciting and erotic!
I couldn't wait to see my delectable dish of a wife get fucked by guys whom she found generally unappealing--holding aside their cock size.
I thought it was going to be the hottest thing ever!
Another thing happened at about this same time, but going back to right after our very first visit to the Club. Sublimely humiliating for me, my wife adopted the habit of referring to my penis as a "clit."
The first time she called my little dick a "clit," Louise explained: "Callie taught me that beta cuckies--like her husband, Kevin, or you-- you have 'clits' not 'dicks,' 'cocks,' nor even 'penises.' No, what you have is really only good for your own pleasure, it's a 'boi clit.' So that's what we'll usually be calling your teensy weiner now. I think you'll get used to it!"
"Yes, Ma'am!" I'd said in reply--and I noticed my "boi clit" getting hard in response to the humiliation! Such erotic taunting. I loved it!
The club's women associate members ranked the full member men who were expected at any given party in advance, using the app.
The men's profiles had photos, some brief biographical remarks, discussion of cock size, along with erect "dick pics," as well as love-making and fucking styles and strengths.
Louise enjoyed showing me how she was rating the men heading into each evening at the Club. "Oh, cucky! Look at how thick this guy's nine-incher is?" she'd say, or, "Oh, cuck! This guy has a reputation for really vigorous, athletic fucking with his eight-incher! You could never even do athletic fucking at all! I bet he'll be hot!"
My wife's little "preview" narrations always got me hard and revved up in anticipation of watching her get fucked that evening. I was grateful for them!
The men ranked the women also.
The women's profiles were similar, but offered different dimensions of course, including the maximum size of cock that a woman had taken balls-deep in her pussy and ass so far.
Louise refused to show me her profile. "You'll have to guess mine from watching me in action, cucky!" my sexy wife explained. "You can see for yourself the size of the cocks I can take--'front' and 'back'!"
Despite Louise's preference for privacy, I did sneak a look at her profile, one day when her phone was slow to lock. It showed her rating as an "amply lusty and adventurous slut" who was "eagerly available in all her holes" and can "take the biggest cocks in her pussy balls deep."
I got hard reading how lustily it described my wife!
My wife's overall rating was a sterling 4.96 out of five stars--and she was ranked #4 of the 143 women. Right at the top of the heap of a group of very hot women!
I also saw comments attributed to the "editor": "200 extra matching credits: Husband is no longer allowed in the slut's pussy. Her ass is also now permanently 'for BBC only.' Slut's mouth is for blowjobs, cunnilingus, and mouth kissing also with BBC only. Further, the slut indicates she wants to breed in the next 1-2 months with a full member who impresses her sufficiently."
That last bit surprised me! Louise and I had discussed waiting three or four more years for kids, and we had not yet discussed the idea that I might not be the biological father---not between the two of us, anyway.
Louise's bio clearly told a different story--a black-breeding-to-be story! Wow!
Yes--I had independently realized that my wife's eventual black breeding was all but inevitable. But the imminent nature surprised me--and aroused me! "Yess!!" I thought to myself, "It'll be so hot to watch BBC breed my Louise! FANTASTIC! That will be such a turn on! Thank God!!"
Yes, it was humiliating-- and incredibly sexy that my wife had decided--completely without consulting with me--that she intended to breed black! Fuck! And soon! Double-fuck!
My little boi clit twitched in my pants. "Wow! How lucky I find this so erotic!" I thought to myself.
The members submitted their preferences in the app in advance of each party, and the results were optimized, but with some deliberate mischief factored in at the direction of the hung stud full members.
For one thing, the app ensured that every woman started off the night paired with a member who had never had her before--or, a member whom she hadn't fucked in several weeks if she'd already fucked every stud coming to that evening once.
Second, every woman was expected to fuck at least three different app-selected guys at any party she attended. Her mouth and pussy had to be on offer to all three. Her ass was on offer until it had been claimed once--and after her first ass fuck, any other anal sex could be optional. (The Club did not want to overdo the greater stress of ass fucking on the women.)
My Louise, however, rediscovered that she really enjoyed being fucked in the ass, and she was usually down for doing it a couple of times in the evening, as long as the first guy didn't pound away at her too long.
Most guys were so excited to enter my wife's gorgeous posterior with their love pole that they would cum more quickly than they had hoped---so Louise usually did opt to get reamed in the rear twice, or even thrice, per night! All without undue soreness, apparently!
And I noticed my clever wife had another way of maximizing the number of guys that fucked her in the ass each night--she sweetly encouraged them to save it for after lots of other fooling around--regular fucking, face-fucking, and typically also a rim job! Yes, by the time one of the BBCs was in her ass, it was usually near ready to explode! And this approach allowed Louise to put her ass on offer usually to all three of her nightly lovers.
They weren't complaining; my wife obviously loved it; and I thought it was incredible to watch!
Going back to how the matching was and is organized... Third, while the women's preferences were weighted some--it was the men's preferences that were weighted the most and, indeed, a really strong preference from a hung stud would readily overrule even a negative preference expressed from a female associate member... Creating an almost non-consensual element to Club events... Although, of course women were always free to opt out of the Club!
Fourth, and perhaps most erotic, if a full member noticed a woman he knew from real life, he could click on "known acquaintance--force match," in the app, and he could be assured of matching. And the match would not be just for once--it would be applied for as often as weekly if the full member desired!
The Club found it sublime and satisfying to effectively force its associate members into relationships of a sort. Because--let's face it--if a woman is forced to fuck a guy weekly at his request, and she enjoys it, it creates a bond whether she likes it or not! A woman can't help but bond through regular, enjoyable sex!
For Louise and me, it turned out that my serious rival from work, Roy, was in the Club, and on our fifteenth visit to the Club--soon after Roy had returned from opening our company's new London office--he eagerly claimed and savored the opportunity to fuck Louise--even though she didn't like him at all and had given him her maximum negative rating, of "minus ten."
I disliked Roy for acing me out of a promotion. Louise resented him for that and also the arrogant way he carried himself, as though he were God's gift to women--even though, frankly, he's got an ugly, misshapen face and a massive beer belly!
It turned out to be especially hot to watch Louise fuck Roy, much against her initial preference.
Despite being physically unattractive in most regards, Roy had other reasons to be egotistical.
It turned out that in reality, Roy was a stud, with a truly massive cock that more than compensated for his ugly looks as far as women were concerned.
Similar to the way Louise would think usually, apparently many hot white women at the Club even thought Roy was hotter *because* of how his ugly general looks, including for example his massive gut, contrasted with--and even complemented--his fabulous and utterly immense black love pole.
Also, he was brilliant, possessed superb professional skills, was a great conversationalist, and somehow managed to be charismatic. For example, most of our company and all of Roy's clients loved him.
But Roy always rubbed my nose in his greater success within our firm, causing me to loathe him. As a loyal wife, Louise disliked him, too. She also thought he was repulsive to look at and a complete ass.
Whenever there were work social events--of which our company had many--Roy always made eyes at my wife and tried to flirt with her. Louise continuously gave him the cold shoulder.
But now here we were, in week six (visit fifteen!) with the BCFH Club, and Roy had claimed his right to match with Louise. Since he knew her "in real life," he was allowed. It was his privilege.
He was her first match of the evening and took her by the hand and led her to "Bedroom G" in the clubhouse. I was watching it on a giant video screen with my closest cuck pals, Kevin--Callie's husband--and Victor--whom I had met through Kevin.
I didn't know about the match in advance, although I suspect Louise did. "Hmmph!" I said to myself, "I bet my conniving wife didn't want me to try to talk her out of this! Dang, is she addicted to the BBCs in this club!"
I quickly got Kevin and Victor up to speed on the situation.
"Roy's quite the stud," Victor offered. "I got to tell you, Ed... It's going to be *REALLY* hot to watch him plow your wife... I'm going to have to join you for this!"
"Yeah, Roy's got eleven inches, and thick, and I've seen him really go to town with it," added Kevin. "I'm going to join you guys, too... Roy nailed my Callie for the first time about three months ago--pussy and ass. My wife really loved it and has been cooing about him ever since. 'He's truly a jerk and obviously not much to look at,' Callie says. 'But his cock is so amazing.' She adds, 'I don't think I would care even if he were Hitler. I've got to fuck him as much as possible! I simply must!' Yup, my wife is really taken with him... she's given him an open invitation to stop by our house and fuck her at will--literally any time! Roy has come over several times already to fuck Callie... A couple of times, we were about to make love, but Roy called to say he was coming over, and he ended up making love to Callie instead. In our marital bed, even! They allowed me to watch from the corner and, I'm not going to lie, I was grateful! It was quite a show! Talk about cuckolding! Fuck! But it was fabulous to watch! Such a turn on! Callie screamed so loud from cumming that we got a complaint note from the neighbors, even! Boy, Ed... It's going be *hot* to watch Roy pulverize your wife's holes tonight... We're all going to love watching this... I promise!"
"My fiancée, Alison, is still waiting for the privilege of fucking Roy," Victor added. "She's been trying to match him for ages but apparently he prefers curvy blondes and redheads, and as you know Alison's a thin brunette."
"Well," I told the guys, "Louise knows him as my obnoxious and stuck-up competitor at work. She doesn't like him either... So I don't know how this is going to go down!"
"Oh..." Kevin chimed in. "You're still new so you might not know this yet... But that's never a problem at all for these BBC-loving sluts of ours... You give them a few moments with a massive black cock, and whatever concerns they might have had about personality--even bad karma like you've described... Those worries just melt away!"
"Really?!" I asked, incredulous.
"Oh, it's truly stunning to see it happen," Victor added. "But it happens without fail. Every goddamn time!"
"I wish I were such a huge stud!" Kevin offered.
"All three of us, I'm sure!" I said.
Victor, Kevin, and I settled in on a big sofa, and we switched the giant monitor right in front of us to the camera system in Louise's and Roy's bedroom that they were using, "Bedroom G." The highly advanced system automatically showed us excellent angles, two or three at once.
Us guys were bumping elbows, but that was something we cucks had learnt to take in stride as we beat off and kept each other company in the Cuck Pen.
We all three got quiet as we watched and listened, and slowly fondled ourselves to start.
"Roy," my wife said. "You know I think you're an asshole, right?"
"Yeah, fuckbag," he responded. "I know. I also know you love big black cocks. You'll feel better before you know it. I know just how to handle a smug fuckbag like you. You just be sexually pliable, like you're required, and I'll give you a good time-- like it or not! Ha!"
"Fuck, I hope so," my wife replied. "But we'll see!"
Roy went to sit down on the lounge chair in the room.
"Now get on your knees in front of me, fuckbag!"
"Uggh. So trite!! But okay, mister! If you insist!"
"Slut, you're damn lucky the rules allow for you to trash talk me, or I'd bounce your nasty ass from the Club! But so long as you're going to trash talk, I'm going to call you nothing but 'cunt', 'bitch', 'slut', 'whore' or--my personal favorite-- 'fuckbag'! Now fish out my cock, fuckbag!!"
"Fish what out?" my wife taunted him.
"My cock, you dumb fuckbag," Roy responded, earnestly.
"Uggh. Fine, shithead... If you insist!"
It seemed my wife was planning to maximize her freedom to speak obnoxiously--as Club rules did allow--while Roy used her. "Good for her!" I thought. "She'll show him!"
Louise reached to unbuckle Roy's belt and removed it.
Then, my sexy wife unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, and with a quick hip-lift from Roy assisting her, she pulled his pants and boxers down, revealing his gargantuan cock.
Roy's cock was bigger soft than my "boi clit" ever got even when hard. That was a humiliating idea for me to process. "Wow!" I said to myself. "It's crazy how much bigger his cock must get than me! Fuck--is he going to stretch out my wife's cunt!"
His soft cock was seven inches long at least, and thicker, too, compared with my five-inch hard on.
On the screen, we could tell Louise was stunned and impressed. This was the biggest dick she had been with yet, she told me later.
"It reaches a little over eleven inches at its hardest, if you're wondering, slut... and I'll make sure you take all of it!"
"I... I... uh... I... uh...' my beautiful slutty wife stammered.
"You've never seen one so magnificent, have you, fuckbag?"
"Uh... No! Actually, no... I have not!" Louise regained her ability to form words, now that her shock at the size of Roy's cock was dissipating.
"Yup. It's the biggest in our Club, as a matter of fact... It's longest *and* thickest! And it's going to be the new love of your life, fuckbag, by the time I'm done fucking you tonight. Now stop staring and start sucking! Oh... and I like to be called 'Master' or 'Sir,' bitch. Got it?"
"You have an amazing cock--yes--but you're still an asshole. And you expect me to call you 'Master' and 'Sir"?!"
My willful wife was not immediately broken! You tell him, Louise!
"Well, it's up to you, fuckbag... The 'rules' allow you to say whatever you want to me as long as you give up all your holes and do whatever I want sexually... but if you want me to fuck you again, you'd best be calling me 'Master' and 'Sir' before we're done here tonight!
"Ha! Well you have a huge cock, but I doubt I'll want to fuck a huge asshole like you again!" My wife rejoindered.
"We'll see, bitch. We'll see! Now, to start, I'll have one of your famous rim jobs, thank you very much... You can hold, fondle, and stroke my cock for motivation while you're at it."
"Fine, asshole. As you command!" my wife nearly spat at Roy, before crawling into position and getting busy.
"That's the spirit, fuckbag... Let's see you make out with my asshole like it's the love of your goddamn puny little fuckbag life! Get busy! And I don't care how bad it tastes or smells, or even if my ass hair comes off in your mouth! Just be glad I cleaned it well since my last shit, and you get busy!"
"As you command, dick face! Right away!"
Louise had always sworn to me that rimming was "revolting," "putrid," "totally perverted," and "beyond the pale." Now here she was submitting to rim the ass of my ugly, portly but super-hung work rival, Roy.
What a slut she was for him and his mammoth cock! A total slut!
Oh, and did she look fabulous rimming Roy as she stroked his cock!



Louise was so completely and fully committed.
From how avidly her tongue and lips worked, my wife made it seem like Roy's hairy ass was the love of her life! Just as he had commanded her to do!
Louise sucked and licked Roy's asshole more amorously than I ever remembered her kissing me on the mouth even!
Golly, did that sting! That was humiliating to see! And it was so unbelievably poignant and erotic!
Victor and Kevin started to hoot, cheer, and tease me.
"Cheez, Ed! Your wife is some horny slut!" Victor exclaimed.
"Yeah!" Kevin joined in. "We've seen a lot of sluts, but it's rare to see one so energetic at a rim job! I've yet to see my wife do one with even half as much gusto. Just wow! You have yourself one horny BBC slutwife! You're a lucky man!!"
All three of us had our little dicks hard, of course.
"I guess I am lucky, guys!" I had to admit. This hardcore live-action porno starring my gorgeous wife and my work rival with an immense cock was the most sublime erotica that I could have dreamed of.
My rival had begun tapping into a level of horniness in my beautiful Louise that I hadn't seen before, even in her fourteen prior visits to the Club. I had no idea that Louise was capable of getting this intense in a rim job, for instance. "Maybe her antipathy for Roy is making everything hotter for her, too?" I thought--and she later confirmed.
I'm sure the contrast between his ugliness and his repellent gut on the one hand with his amazing cock on the other... That must have been sublime for my wife, as well. It certainly turned me on to see!
My boi clit was rock hard, and I had to focus to avoid stroking myself to completion sooner than I wanted.
While Louise rimmed Roy, she also fondled his cock just as he had encouraged. His cock shifted from "regular" hard to "rock hard and quivering."
Roy's immense phallus was soon oozing precum.
Louise certainly noticed, too, since she occasionally stroked her hand over the tip of his glans as part of her handjob.
I'd been married to Louise long enough--and watched her with enough massive cocks in recent weeks--to know that she was drawing her motivation for the rim job from the size of the cock that was soon going to fuck her.
No doubt about it--it was definitely that mammoth cock that she was anticipating!
After a rim job that felt hours long to me, as the doting husband watching the spectacle, Roy pulled Louise out of his butt crack and sent her to the bathroom to clean up. He took a quick leak next to her while she did.
I saw her staring at his cock admiringly the whole time, like she was a starving woman, and it was going to be her first meal in a month!
Soon they were back at it in the bedroom. "Okay, fuckbag," Roy addressed her. "I heard you respond well to getting face-fucked. Let's try that next. Lay down on your back on the bed with your head tilting off the side so I can really plow your face and throat... It should only be a few seconds before I'm rock hard again, so be ready!"
"As you so order, shithead!" my wife responded--indicating obedience, even as she continued to express her personal disdain for Roy as an individual.
Louise shifted quickly into the expected position. I'd asked her to do this position for me many times, but she'd always said it was too degrading. For Roy, my wife obviously had no such qualms--she clearly felt no hesitancy at all.
Louise was ready, now that she'd taken the measure of his ginormous chocolate brown pillar, to do anything Roy might dream of and command--even as she still felt the need also to communicate her hostility.
"Good!! Now get sucking on the new love of your life, fuckbag!! After you rev me up, I'm going to fuck your face hard--prepare yourself mentally! I'll make sure you get to breathe, bitch, don't you worry! Then I'm going to plow your cunt and then I'm going to stuff your ass! Got it?"
"Yes, asshole! Fuckbag gets it!"
What unfolded over the next hour was a suck and fuck fest to rival any porn movie I'd ever seen. Only it was a million times more erotic because it starred the love of my life as the sexy white actress and my loathed rival as the massively hung BBC stud!
At first, I tried to keep track of how often Louise orgasmed. But Roy and she fucked for a half hour straight, and he pushed her right from one cum immediately into the next.
My wife wailed and shouted obscenities far exceeding anything I'd heard from her before in our several years together or in our several previous Club parties.
It definitely seemed that her revulsion for Roy's personality heightened the enjoyment of sex for her--in addition to his fabulous, gargantuan BBC.
In fact, when we talked about it later, Louise admitted as much. "It's true, Edward," my wife confessed, "It really did make it hotter to get so well fucked by someone I disliked so much. I felt so much more taken. I felt so much sluttier. I felt so profoundly used... And I looooooved it!!"
In between moaning and groaning, the normally reticent Louise yelled out all kinds of exciting sex talk:
"Fuck-fuck-fuck! AMAAAAZZZZINGGGG!! You're so fucking amaaaaazing!!"
"God-fucking-damn-shit!"
"Oh, for fucksake! You're such a great fuck, you asshole!"
"You're an arrogant fucker--but now I see why! Keep fucking me! Fuck me harder, asshole! Fuck me harder!!"
'Ohhhh!! Myyyy!! Godddd!! NEVER. KNEW. FUCKING. COULD. BE. SOOOOO. GOOOOD!!"
"Fuck my cunt, you ass! Fuck my cunt! *OWN* my cunt! Show my cunt who owns it, you fucking jerk!"
"Asshole Master, yours is the best cock ever! Never stop fucking me!! NEVER STOP!!"
"Oh, my God! Fucking has never ever been this good! This is so amaaaaazing!"
"Aw, fuck! So fucking deep! I love it! I love it sooooo much!"
"Ram my pussy harder, mother fucker! Fuck me deep, you fucker!"
"Bastard, yes, you bastard! NEVER stop fucking meeeeeee!!"
"Aw, shit! You own this pussy! Asshole master owns this pussy! Ruin meeeee! Ruin me for white dicks! Yesss! Please ruin me for whites!!"
"Oh, my God! You asshole!! I love your cock! God help me--fucking has never ever been this good! Ungggh! Keep fucking me! Never stop fucking me!"
"This is the best sex! I never imagined getting fucked could be so incredible! Aw, fuck!"
The crescendo, of course, was when in the heat of passion, my wife even professed her *love*!
"You put regular BBC to shame, you asshole! Ungggh! I love this! Love, love, love this!! ... love your cock so much... Awwww. Fucckkkk! I love you! I love you, you fucking asshole!! I love you so much!! Never ever stop fucking me!! Fuckkkk!!"
That's right, Roy's fucking made my beautiful horny wife profess not only her love for his cock but also her love for him--straight up love. Sure, maybe Louise only meant it in the moment, but it was still quite the intense pronouncement--especially for me to listen to as her adoring husband!
"Shit!" I said to myself. "My wife loves another! Fuck! Good thing it's so incredibly hot to see!! Fuck! It's EVEN hotter because she said she loves him! How about that!!? Wow!! Did it really only take her one fuck session to *bond* with Roy even?! Wow!! Just incredible!"
Roy's and Louise's lovemaking was one incredible, elongated, profoundly climactic experience for my beautiful wife.
At one point or another, every part of my sexy wife seemed to tremble, flail, clutch, or caress her new lover, the previously-reviled Roy--who on some level my wife did clearly still loathe--even as she also professed her love!
Then, right in the middle of plowing my wife doggie style, while a mask of pure pleasure was on her face, Roy abruptly pulled out.
"What?!? Put it back!! Put it back, asshole! Fuck me more!! PLLEEEEEASE, fuck me more!"
"Nope, we're done, fuckbag."
"No! You can't leave me all revved up like this! I'm so close to cumming again! Pleeeeease!!"
"You ready to call me 'Master' now, fuckbag?" Roy queried, as he rubbed his cockhead slowly--in a very gentle teasing motion--around my wife's outer labia.
"Ungggghhh!! Pleeeeease fuck me!"
"Like I said, am I your 'Master' now, bitch?" And he inserted his cock just an inch, just barely into Louise's inflamed folds.
"Pleeeeeease fuck me!" she hollered again.
"Nope, bitch! You have to fully submit. Call me 'Master' and stop calling me 'asshole,' or we're done. I'll give you a few moments to think it over as I rub my cockhead lightly in and around your cunt."
"Unnnnnghhhhh! Pleeeeeeeease!"
"Only one way you're getting even another inch of my cock, fuckbag... Take a minute. You decide... I can wait... I think your sexy redheaded friend, Callie, is next on my dance card... I don't mind if I keep a little more energy for her, and I doubt she will either!" And then Roy teased my wife again, pulling out and this time just lightly grazing her outer folds with his glans.
"Fine! I give in, asshole... I mean, 'MASTER!' Master! Master, please fuck your fuckbag! Please own your fuckbag with your massive cock!"
Roy gave her just a couple of inches, but even they were enough to cause my wife to shout in ecstasy. "YESSSS! Thank you, Master! MMMOOOORRRREEE, Master! Give me MORE!! I love you!! Fuck me more! I love your cock, Master! I love you, Master! Never stop fucking meeeee!!"
"Maaaaybe!" he teased, as he pulled his cock nearly all the way out of my wife once more. "Will you call me 'Master Roy' even when you see me at the company office?"
"You asshole! That will so humiliate me and my Edward!"
"Yeah, I know." Roy said calmly. "That's why I thought of it, bitch... So... Will you?"
And Roy gave her about three inches of his thick cock.
"Oh, god forgive me! I *doooo* love your cock!! I *do* love you, Master!! I'm so sorry, Ed!!" my wife mumbled before shouting out for Roy, "YEESSSS! Fine!! I'll call you 'Master Roy' even at the company office! Just pleeeeease fuck me more! PLEEEEASE!"
"Okay, fuckbag!" Roy replied. "It's a deal!"
And then Roy fucked my gorgeous wife for another whole series of screaming orgasms in multiple positions.
Every few minutes, my wife cried out her devotion--both to Roy and to Roy's cock, "Please never stop fucking me, Master! Fuck your fuckbag forever! Fuckbag fucking loooooves your cock, Master! Fuckbag fucking loves you Master! I love you so much! Never stop fucking me, Master Sir!! God help me, I love you, Master!"
Yes, even from their first fuck session, my wife was declaring her devotion to the enormous black cock of my bitter rival and even her love for him, personally!
It was astounding, amazing to see the power of a giant, magnificent ebony phallus, expertly wielded on a horny woman--my *wife*!
Louise didn't hold back at all! Not a bit! Nope. She didn't hold back in the slightest!
Another woman might just have declared her love for Roy's cock. Not Louise. Louise shouted her love for HIM--for him, overall! So cutting! So humiliating! Such an immense turn on!
The whole scene--the love of my life fully and utterly submitting fully to my worst rival ever--was sublime in its eroticism for me. "She's never coming back to just my little boi clit after this," I said to myself. "She's going to need cocks as giant as Roy's for good! She might even want Roy's cock, specifically for good! She might even really *love* him after just one fuck session! Oh, man!!"
I had no idea how I was going to cope with the humiliation when she was going to call him "Master Roy" in front of everyone at the office. God, that was going to be humiliating! Fuck, I hope it doesn't make me hard also and make me tent my pants at the office! I could see that it might!
I was comforted by the fact that plainly I loved watching Roy fucking my wife's brains out until she was obsequious and servile putty in his hands. I actually enjoyed her declaring her love for him, even! My boi clit had never been harder.
I had cum twice already--once early in their fucking and again maybe twenties minute later. Both were huge cums that shook my whole body and had me yelling out in excitement. And just five minutes after that, I was fully hard and excited again. I hadn't recharged so quickly since I was a teenager!
Victor and Kevin were roughly in sync with me. They'd also each cum twice and were hard again. Their own wives were both getting fucked somewhere else in the house, yet they were transfixed as well to watching my Louise getting royally fucked and 'owned' by Roy!
"Ed!" Kevin pointed out, "You're so fucked! She yelled out that she even 'loves' him?! Wow!! She's for sure going to fuck him as much as she can from now on... Fuck, I hope you sure like watching them... I sure hope you're ready for Roy to come by your house regularly--which he *will* if he likes fucking her even a tenth as much as she seems to like him! Damn... I hope you're ready for a 'baby Roy'!"
After Roy plowed Louise to the point where she submitted and called him "Master" and then he pumped one more load deep into her cunt, they lay together and made out like horny teenagers.
My wife made out with my rival noticeably more amorously than I had ever known her to do with me.
She probed his mouth with her tongue for what seemed like five minutes--then she received him doing the same. Then their tongues dueled back and forth, alternating assertiveness and control with one another. She never did anything remotely as passionate with me!
When my wife noticed my rival getting hard again, she encourage him to face fuck her again until he got extra rock hard, at which point she begged him. "Fuck my ass, Master Roy!" she yelled. "Fuckbag needs you to take her ass. Fuckbag needs to have you deeper than anyone's ever been in her ass before! Fuck fuckbag's ass balls deep! I beg you! Please fuck my ass! Please fuck my ass already! Do it!!"
Roy was happy to oblige, and he plowed my wife's beautiful bubbly ass in long, deep strokes from his gargantuan cock for a good long while. Before long, somehow Roy got his cock balls deep in Louise's ass. Simultaneously, he spanked her bottom and mauled her ass. It quickly got bruised and red, and he kept going until it was extremely bruised. Louise seemed to love it, as she egged him on. "Yes!!" she hollered. "Beat my ass, Master! Beat your servant's ass! Your fuckbag *LOVES* it! Ungggggh. Fuckbag loves this ass fucking!! Fuckbag loves you, Master!! Yesssss!"
"No worries, fuckbag," he said to her, matter-of-factly. "I've been planning on this next, fuckbag. I was always going to fuck and beat your ass for a good long time--whether you wanted it or not."
Roy had Louise finger herself, and she came twice from a combination of his ass-fucking and her fingers as he plowed her rear. He had her yell out her thanks after every cum, which she did obediently. "Oh, thank you, Master Roy! Thank you so very much for making fuckbag cum! Thank you so much for that fabulous cum! Unggh-- I love your cock, Master! I love you, Master!"
Boy, did it make my clit twitch to hear my wife speak to Roy--whom she hated two hours earlier--in such a thoroughly subservient and totally devoted manner--as her "love," even. "She's really his owned BBC slutwife now!" I was thinking.
It was amazing to see that my short wife was able to take Roy's cock balls deep in her ass. "Where did all his cock go?" I thought to myself. "Shit!! It must be rearranging her intestines. Fuck! I hope she doesn't need surgery after this."
But Louise seemed to love Roy thrusting balls deep in her ass, long stroking--in and out, again and again, for what seemed like forever.
"More!" she shouted at him. "Yes! Master, your cock feels great! I love it! Please fuck my ass more! Oh, my God! You're going to make me cum again from fucking my ass! Yes! Yes! Yyyesss!! Oh, shit! OH, SHIT!! Master! MASTER!! Master, you're going to fucking make me cum! Yes! Oh, sweet Jesus! Fuck my ass, Master! Harder! Harder! Harder! Oh, fuck yes!! Yes, Master! Yes! Oh, oh!! Unghhhhh!! Arrrrgghhhhhh!! Oh, thank you, Master! THANK YOUUUUUUUU, MAAAASSSTERRR! I love you, Master! Master, fuckbag loves you!"
Roy then grunted, and on one of the basement TV monitors, I saw a closeup of his balls contracting as he unloaded deep inside my Louise's perfect ass. Deeper than anyone had before, that's for sure!
Once my curvaceous vixen of a wife could tell my rival was done cumming, and he had pulled out, Louise thanked Roy profusely again. "Thank you so much, Master! I never knew ass-fucking could feel so good! That was amazing! Your fuckbag loved it so much! Ungh! You can fuck my ass anytime, Master.... I mean, 'You can fuck fuckbag's ass anytime, Master! Please fuck fuckbag's ass a lot!'"
"Oh, I just may do that you little tramp, my little fuckmeat. Now to show your dedication, blow me without cleaning me. Suck me right up into your beautiful little face! It's ass-to-mouth time, fuckbag!"
Louise, my wife, didn't miss a beat. If it had been me, she would have told me to go pound sand. But not for Roy. With Roy, and his incredible monster cock, she was beyond obsequious.
In an instant, she was slurping her fecal juice off his giant dick, scarcely softened from its full eleven-plus inches.
"Good job, fuckbag! Good job! That's right!" He cheered her along.
He'd already cum twice but before long Roy was hard again!! "Go clean up, bitch. I want to French your sexy mouth. Go use some mouthwash and make sure all your fecal juices are gone. Then we'll fuck some more. I got one last load for you tonight... But only on one condition!"
"Anything, Master! I love your cock so, so much! Anything! What can fuckbag do for you?"
"Oh, really, fuckbag? You'd really do 'anything' for my cock, eh?"
"Yes!! So amazing, Master!" she shouted. "You own me! You own this fuckbag! You're the best lover ever, Sir! I love your cock! I love you!! You own my pussy now! You own my ass now! You own my mouth, face, and throat, too! Master, you can fuck fuckbag anytime--mouth, pussy, or ass! I love your cock so much! I love you so much! Please! Please fuck me all the time! Pretty please!"
"Thanks for letting me know, fuckbag! Good to know, I'll think about it," he responded. "For now, I'd like a second rim job, fuckbag."
"Yes, Master!" my sexy Louise replied immediately. "Right away, Master!"
"And I think your faggot husband has seen enough for a while, don't you? Let's kill the feed, and then we'll discuss my 'conditions' for making you one of my regular cunts!"
"Yes, Master! Certainly, let's cut the video feed for my faggot husband! 'Computer, cut feed!'
Things went dark from "Bedroom G" then, and I had to distract myself chatting with Kevin and Victor, and drinking some whisky from the well-stocked bar.
Only a few minutes later, Samantha--the Club co-founder--summoned me on the PA system. "Cucky Edward! Cucky Edward! Get dressed in your street clothes and come to the lobby, please!"
When I got to the lobby, Samantha and Mason--the other co-founder--were there and looking serious. Pleasant, but serious.
"Nice to see you, Edward," Mason began, "I'm sorry it is not under easier circumstances."
I was confused, but before I was able to ask anything, the beautiful tall brunette Samantha cut in. "I'm sure you're confused as to why we summoned you here when your wife, Louise, is still in Bedroom G with your work rival, Roy, getting her brains fucked out and servicing him in complete submission!"
Mason jumped in. "You see, there's a club rule... If the video feed gets cut, the cucky has to go home... It's understandable if you don't remember from the guide book... There are a lot of rules, it's true! Well... this also means that the couple who are fucking have decided to breed. Yes, that's right. They've decided to make a baby together--with your wife obliged to carry to term... So you're to go home and do your best to relax, and Louise and Roy will be in touch as they see fit. She will be going home with Roy. Samantha will come with you to collect some things for her while she stays with Roy... Louise will return to you once pregnant... Seeing as you enjoy being her cucky so much, we trust that you'll have her back, yes? We've got to inquire, naturally!"



"Oh, wow!" I responded. "This is a huge shock! How can you possibly ask me to decide now! I have to decide right away?! I don't get to think it over?!"
"Well... I know it's only in the fine print of the Club rules, but no. No, you do not get to think it over. Since you don't have an answer ready, in fact we'll decide for you!" added Mason.
The beautiful Samantha shimmied up to me, got very close. I was taken aback. Before she said anything, her hand was on my crotch--on my rock hard little boi clit, to be specific!
"Ha!" Samantha exclaimed. "You see, your tiny excuse for a penis decides! And the fact that it's hard... Well, that's all any of us really needs to know, isn't it?"
"You go be a good little faggot," Mason added. "Go home. Relax. Enjoy that this turns you on. Roy's done this many times now. His house is chock full of cameras--and microphones, too. We'll make sure you get lots of video of him breeding your Louise in the days ahead... However long it takes!"
Oh, I hate to admit it, but they were right!! It was beyond erotic that my wife had agreed to breed with my work rival--and had gone to live with him until she was knocked up!
I was ever so lucky that I was going to get to watch!
It was so incredibly hot!!
Much of the time in the ensuing five weeks, I think I might have enjoyed it even more than they did! I had truly fabulous cums from beating off to videos of their "repo" sex. It was the hottest thing I could ever imagine!
Louise routinely professed her outright love for Roy. "Oh, Master! Fuck! Your cock feels so AMAAAAAAZINGG! Oh, Master... Oh, Master, God help me.... I LOVE YOU MASTER!! FUCKBAG LOVES YOU!! GIve me a baby, Master! Breed me! I love you, and I need your baby!!"
"Ungggh!!" Roy would respond. "I love you, too, bitch! I've loved you for months!! Fuck!! I'm so glad I get to breed your cunt!! YESSSS!!" And it was clear from all three of the simultaneously recorded angles that Roy was exploding deep inside my Louise, again aiming to seed her.
Luckily for me, it turned me on, and their loving "repo" coupling would push me to my own giant orgasm, too. "OH, FUCKKKKK!!" I would shout. "YEEESSSSSSS!! BREEEED MY WIFE, ROY!! BREEEEEEEEEED YOUR LOVE!!!!"
Louise *did* come back home after five weeks, pregnant as expected.
Fast forward eight months from there, and Louise insisted that we name the new black baby boy "Elroy." I was not in any good position to object, given how much I'd enjoyed her slutting herself to Master Roy.
Fast forward to present day, and our Elroy is now two. He's a strapping toddler who--luckily--is a lot better looking than his biological father even as he shares his brown skin and other traits. He's a sweet child, and I do love him as my own, and he has my middle and last name. The three of us are happy, Louise, young Elroy, and me.
Louise a year ago resumed swinging with the BBCs at Club BCFH, but Master Roy won't fuck her again--not unless she wants to be bred again!
He explained in an email, "Sorry, fuckbag. Even though I love you, too, I have a rule: I only fuck with the aim of breeding... I've got 17 or 18 kids now, and I want more! Once I've bred a woman, I'll only fuck her bareback and with no birth control, with the purpose of breeding again... You go ahead and ring me when you're ready!"
The cocky bastard just assumed my Louise would feel compelled to breed with him again.
"Sure, I loved him in the moment, Ed," Louise would explain to me. "What woman wouldn't?! He is a truly spectacular lover! But you're still the love of my life, dear. You're still my anchor."
And then my wife would give me some sweet cuddles and the best handjob that you could ever imagine. That's right, Louise's pussy, ass, and mouth remained reserved for massive black cocks only. That hadn't changed.
As horny as she had been for Master Roy, Louise hasn't wanted to have another child again too soon, she's said repeatedly the past couple of years. "My body needs a break, Ed," she had told me a few times. "So I'll just have to fuck other BBC guys swinging, I guess, than my very favorite."
One of the surprising few limits at the Club: They would not force breeding.
But then, finally, just last night, Louise had something new to say. She lay in bed next to me with her hand idly on my crotch as she started up the conversation.
"You know," Louise began. "Roy's emails keep coming--I've only shown you a fraction of them--and they have finally got me thinking... Yes, I've been thinking quite a bit... I think I am ready to get pregnant again... I'd like to make our little Elroy a baby brother or sister. What do you think?"
"Ah..." I started cautiously, as I sensed a possible trap if I said the wrong thing. "You know, sweetheart, that I always wanted to have a big family!"
"Yes! I remember, dear," my wife replied. "But are you sure you're ready for the way I have in mind?"
"Hmm," I said, unsure where this was going--even if I did have a good guess. "I'm not sure, Boo. But I do usually like where you lead us in these matters, don't I?"
"Yes, Sweetest!" Louise cood. "That's true, you do! But you know that we never did explain our first black baby to anyone... Some people seem to think that it's an IVF mistake... If... or should I say 'when'... we have a second black baby... Everyone we know will assume I'm a black cock slut and that you're my subservient beta cuckold... Are you ready for everyone to make that assumption? Are you ready for everyone to know?"
"No! Tell me you're not teasing!" I exclaimed--much more excited than anxious, as I loved, loved, *LOVED* watching my wife get black bred. And Louise knew that I was eager to watch her get black bred again-- and again after that!
"Are you sure I should tell you?" my wife did tease me.
"Yes!! I so badly want to watch Roy fuck another baby into you! Watching you have 'repo' sex with Roy was the hottest thing ever!! I would love to watch that again! You're not teasing me, are you?"
"And you don't care if it means that everyone we know--both our families, all our neighbors, all our coworkers, and friends-- you don't care if they all know I'm a BBC breeding slut and you're my cucky?"
"No! It's totally worth it! Let them know! Yes, it'll be humiliating, but it will also be a turn on!" I responded.
"Wow, Edward! You really are a pathetic little cucky aren't you?" Louise teased me some more.
"Yes! As accused! You have no idea how hot it is to watch you get black bred!! Sure, call me a 'pathetic cucky' if you like. I don't care. I don't care so long as I get to watch the black baby get fucked into you! You are going to let me watch, my beloved, aren't you? And I have one more 'ask,' too, actually!"
"Well... We'll have to see how the black baby daddy feels about you watching, I think... But if he's up for it, I'm up for it... And what is that 'ask,' dear?"
"Well," I said, somewhat meekly. "I've given it a lot of thought... And I think I'd like to be your's and Roy's fluffer, too." Yes, bravely I put it out there.
"Oh, wow!" Louise responded. "That's courageous, Edward! And it makes me so happy! You must really be appreciating your place now in the natural order of things, eh?"
"Yes, dear! I am... Roy may be my hated rival on some level... But let's face it, he's pretty much 'won' that rivalry at this point, eh? He's clearly the winner... It's time to fully acknowledge him as our home's Black Master... It's time for me to 'pay homage' to Master Roy's fantastic BBC... It's time for me to fluff him, suck him, and encourage him to face fuck me whenever he wishes..."
"Aw, Boo!" Louise replied, cheerily. "I can't tell you how happy this makes me! Roy--MASTER Roy--will be thrilled, too... He's been waiting for you to break and take your place... He's going to be thrilled to have you start to service him! We're all going to be so happy!"
"Yes, my love--my beloved black-breeding-slut wife--I believe we will!"
We then cuddled a little. I brought Louise to not just one but two big orgasms with her big black dildo. And then she even gave me a celebratory mercy hand job--which was just off the charts exciting and fulfilling for me.
How long do you think it was from then until I watched Roy pump his first load into my fertile beloved wife as she screamed out her love for him?
And how much do you think I loved finally starting to service my rival's BBC as he so richly deserved? 🤔
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WARNING: This story is a continuation of Betsy & Me, Black-Owned Ch. 01, which I first published many months ago. To folks who have been waiting, thank you for your patience! (I seem to be more interested in starting new adventures than in adding to prior adventures, but I'm going to try to circle back more in the future.) Like the earlier chapter, this is a hardcore interracial cuckolding story, with bi/gay themes, humiliation, submission, breeding, and more. If you don't like really perverted stories, please skip it. Negative remarks will be deleted. Be kind, and don't leave a negative rating just because it isn't YOUR kind of story-- skip the story instead. Thank you!
ADDITIONALLY: The story will be easier to follow if you read the first chapter first. I'm not going to start with a big recap, for instance. But it should still be hot if you jump in and happen not to have all the context. 🙂
A note on categorization: I was really torn on how to categorize this kinky story. In the end, because the central erotic fascination is--once again--white people's lust for BBC, I put it in "interracial." I figured that would also help my fans be sure to see it. Cheers!
---------------------------
After a car ride that seemed to last forever but in reality was only thirty minutes, we arrived at our friends', Allison's and Ben's, place.
My little white five-inch "boi clit" was rock hard and oozing precum, I was so excited. Betsy's pussy was already wet as well. In fact, she was soaking. I could smell her aroused pussy so, so strongly in the car. That of course meant my wife was already immensely excited also. "Good! That's as it should be!" I thought to myself. "A white wife--MY super adorable white wife--SHOULD be excited beyond belief when she's about to get black-owned and black-bred!"
The excitement of turning my cute little blonde Betsy over for blacking, black-only, black ownership, and black breeding at our first meeting with Master Malcolm--the excitement had been building for months. For her and for me. I was going to get blacked, too. I was going to have to service Master Malcolm however he required as well. Betsy was going to have to give up her anal virginity to Master Macolm as well as give up her pussy for ownership and to be bred.
It was what the interracial sex community would call the white couple's "quadfecta": the woman being black-only, black-owned, black-bred--plus on top, the husband black-owned as well.
We were going to go directly from our teasing and warm ups at home, from my wife withholding from me and taunting me, right into the quadfecta with our BBC initiation. With Betsy fertile, for good measure. While I'd already given a good number of BBC blowjobs as a "credibility check" for Malcolm, Betsy still hadn't gotten any black cock at all. Betsy was heading into tonight a complete BBC virgin--her dildo definitely didn't count.
The idea was that hopefully Betsy would get bred her first time even meeting Malcolm. As I mentioned before, this was the approach that Malcolm required. And we were both excited to yield to it! Malcolm was one of the most sought-after black masters in our area, and this was the only way he would agree to black a new couple: the shock-and-awe immediate quadfecta approach!
Betsy, by the way, is quite the cutie, let me remind you. (I realize it's ages since I wrote the first chapter!) A young-looking thirty years old, my wife has innocent all-American "girl next door" good looks (blonde hair, blue eyes, cute face), coupled with a pleasing figure and especially nice hips along with an outstanding medium-size bubble butt. While she isn't some ultra-tall sleek model, she's incredibly attractive overall. I don't think I have a single friend who wouldn't like to fuck my adorable wife if given the chance.
Me, Rob? I'm a nice looking 5'11" 35-year-old white guy, with a pretty good build. Successful. Earn a good living. And I have a nice personality with a good sense-of-humor. My biggest shortcoming is exactly that, a shortcoming. I have a small white-guy five-inch little dicklet that sometimes I feel barely qualifies as a "penis"--and certainly that's how my beautiful wife now feels about my teensy weiner.
Betsy teases me nowadays that I have a "boi clit"--useful just for my own pleasure--similar to how her regular, female clit is for her pleasure. Definitely my penis isn't a cock! Not even a dick. Maybe a "dicklet." But, most often, my wife calls my penis simply my "clit."
On the way over to meet Master Malcolm for the first time, Betsy taunted me as she showed me her positive ovulation test and talked about how excited she was to be black owned and bred after all these months of psychologically preparing ourselves for it.
Finally we arrived at Allison's and Ben's nice, suburban home.
We walked up to the door. I was a little embarrassed as my pants were visibly tented in front by my hardon, and I even had the beginnings of a wet spot from my abundant precum. So embarrassing! Even though my boi clit is just five inches, it still created a visible tent. And there was no pretending that the dark wet spot on my light tan pants was anything other than precum, no.
Betsy picked up on my concern and offered reassurance. "Rob," she said, "No need to feel awkward about your cute little tent in your pants--nor even your blotch of precum that's seeped through. Everyone's here to be focused on Master Malcolm taking me black-owned and breeding me. It'll only relax everyone to see that you're turned on, and the small size of the tent from your little boi clit will help everyone see why this is such an important move for me--I mean, for us! It'll be good. You can be proud of your little tent and teensy wet spot, Sweetie! They are just right for the situation!"
And she gave me a gentle little patronizing pat on the crotch with her palm. It clearly wasn't meant as anything sexual to her. Still, it was the most touching I'd had from her in months, and it sent a jolt of excitement through me, a shiver through my spine.
Betsy noticed my reaction and teased me. "Tsk, tsk! I suppose that felt sexual to you, Rob! Ha! Hahaha! Yes, I guess that's the most I've touched your little 'clit' in forever. Sigh. That's how it goes for the subordinate beta cuck!"
Then she added, "Alright. Enough chit chat! Let's ring the doorbell. Time to get me properly fucked at last!"
I rang the doorbell for us, and my friend Ben--who had become a white beta cucky, subordinate to BBC, a couple of years earlier--quickly came to the door to let us in, but with an uncomfortable look on his face. I sensed something was up.
He led us into the living room, and I immediately saw why Ben had been uncomfortable.
Allison was getting up from a sofa to greet us, a wine glass in hand--that was expected.
Ben, Betsy, and I were standing there, ready to say "hello" and be sociable. However, one person was totally unexpected, totally not who we expected!
Instead of Malcolm, who we had all these months expected would claim Betsy and me for his amusement, there was Craig, my biggest rival in life--who also happened to be a massive, 6'2"-tall black guy. Instantly, it clicked that Craig was there most likely INSTEAD of Malcolm!
Fuck! I was stunned and shocked! Horrified, even!
My heart skipped several beats. I stopped breathing, I think.
I hated this guy--absolutely HATED him.
Craig ran the consulting firm that was my biggest competitor in the region. He had made my life miserable on multiple occasions by acing me out of opportunities. We had also been rivals in grad school, where he had routinely bested me as well--often claiming the only "A" in a class graded on a curve, relegating me to an "A-" or a "B" even.
And he flirted with Betsy shamelessly whenever we were at civic or industry functions together, which was unfortunately frequent.
It would have been nice to have been able to blame Craig's success on him getting racial advantages in contracting, but nope. I couldn't honestly do that!
The guy was genuinely smarter than me.
It made it *so* much worse to be fairly bested! I couldn't even really complain!
Nope. I couldn't really fault Craig's better business results on anything other than him having greater competence!
I always tried to work a little harder so our service could equal his, and yet still I struggled--and failed--to match Craig's success.
And here he was--apparently--in place of the stranger, Malcolm, whom I had expected was going to own us.
I gave a quick look at Betsy. She's well-acquainted with Craig, too, and her face reflected equal surprise. She looked stunned, and her eyes were wide with anxiety.
Unlike my sense of horror, however, in Betsy I detected curiosity. "Fuck!" I thought to myself, "My wife is going to want to move forward! She's going to want to let Craig be our black master! She's going to want him to black her, black own her, black breed her--and have me submit to his BBC as well! Shit!!"
Objectively, Craig had a ton going for him. In addition to being brilliant and successful, he truly was charming and charismatic. His face was a bit misshapen--ugly, maybe, even--and he had a big gut, but his large size and charismatic personality seemed to make him compelling to women.
I'd always known that Betsy was attracted to Craig. She would try to flirt when she thought I wasn't looking. But I still saw her doing it.
It was hard to fault my wife, really, though. Craig had a natural way with the ladies. And the rumors were that he was quite the cocksman. Since I'd heard those rumors--I realized in a flash--Betsy probably had, too. "Shit! I'm sure she now wants to see for herself!" I thought. "I'm fucked! If Betsy gets her way--as she likely will--my rival is going to be our BBC owner! Fuck!"
Ben handed each of us a glass of wine, and encouraged Betsy and me to sit down on a loveseat just adjacent to the sofa where Craig was sitting. Ben sat next to his beautiful brunette wife Allison on a second loveseat.
Allison spoke first. "I'm sure, Betsy and Rob, that you are surprised. That's totally understandable. You see our 'friend' Craig here runs in the same 'guild' of 'Black Masters' as Malcolm. In fact, he's claimed me multiple times in all my holes--much to my satisfaction! Ben has definitely enjoyed watching... Well... Malcolm and Craig got to talking recently, and they together decided it would be hotter if Craig--as Rob's real-life rival--would take you both black and own you instead of it being Malcolm. Both Malcolm and Craig thought it would be a hot idea. Craig's always fancied Betsy, and, Rob, he would savor subordinating you, as well."
When Allison paused, I wanted to jump in. My mind was racing for a way I might be able to stop this. All that came out of my mouth to begin with was, "Uhhh...."
Ben spoke next. "Yes, Rob," he started, "We all understand your being shocked and surprised... And to be clear, Betsy and you have free will, have freedom... You do not have to go forward if you don't want to... But so you are clear... This is now the only path on offer for you from the Black Master's guild in our city... So it's Craig to own you... Or you have to find some other path... And another city won't be easy... As the Masters will send the word out to blackball you as disobedient if you turn down Craig... This is just par for the course with them... This is very typical, really--if they have a chance to pair new white submissives with a Black master from their regular life--and especially a rival to the cucky--they almost always go for it... It's just hotter for the Black masters this way... I'm sure you'll understand eventually!"
This whole time, Craig had sat silent, sipping a scotch, and clearly trying not to smirk. He was not generally a cruel fellow, and I guess he was trying to avoid rubbing it in, the predicament that he and Macolm had decided to place us in.
After Ben, Craig finally spoke up. "Truly, Rob and Betsy, all of us will understand if this turn of events is simply too much for you... It is a lot to ask--I know--for you to become owned by me, Rob's long-time--and more successful--rival in real life... We're all sympathetic to how awkward this must be for you... But perhaps it will end up hotter, sexier for you, too? Hmm? Perhaps the submissiveness, Rob, that you were yearning for will be more sublime, more poignant at the tip of my big black cock, even, than it would have been with Malcolm? Perhaps watching me own and breed Betsy will be even more erotic to you, Rob, than it would have been if it were Malcolm? And for you, Betsy, when was the last time you had an actual decent-sized penis inside you? How long has it been? Hmm?"
It clearly was not a rhetorical question that Craig posed to Betsy, judging from the way he looked at her. So, she replied.
"Uhh... I guess it depends on what exactly you mean by your question, Craig!" Betsy said. "You know, since Rob and I started training for tonight, I don't think of his little thing as much of a 'penis' anymore... and I would never call it 'decent-sized,' besides-- no. No. Rob's little weiner is more of a 'boi clit'.... And we've been married for four years and dated exclusively for two years before that... I've been faithful the whole time, so I guess it's been over six years since I've had a proper-sized penis in me, actually!!"
"And, Betsy," Craig continued, "Do you really want to leave here tonight without getting fucked properly after going so long without? I know it's been months since you've been laid, even at all... Do you really want to leave without feeling my giant black love pole deep up inside you--after preparing so long and thoroughly to get blacked tonight? I know you're ovulating, and so I know you're especially yearning to get fucked... Can you see yourself leaving instead of moving forward? Can you see yourself leaving without continuing to get your mind, spirit, and body rewired for BBC? I know you've been going through all those 'phases of acceptance' for Rob--but at the same time, you've been rewiring your own sexuality, too, certainly, haven't you? You've begun reprogramming yourself, on every level--physical, mental, spiritual-- so that nothing in life is going to be as important to you as BBC... Isn't that right?"
"Honestly, Craig?" Betsy responded. "Actually, that all is TOTALLY right... I *have* started to reprogram myself to be centered on BBC as the most important thing in my life... absolutely... I already dream every night about getting black fucked, owned, and bred. Yes. I do. And I can't really imagine waiting any longer to get blacked... Especially with being fertile and just having ovulated... I'm so fucking horny!! I can practically TASTE it! I could never imagine being so ready for anything in life! ... And I have been attracted to you for so very long--as I bet everyone here knows... I'm super 'ripe' to get black fucked--and that's just how it is!! I simply *have* to move forward-- I simply *have* to get black fucked at last!"
"Haha!" all of Ben, Allison, and Craig laughed, nearly in unison. Only I failed to join in the merriment. Only I was scared and hesitant.
"We knew it!" Ben chimed in. "I tried to have a bet before you got here about whether you would go forward with getting blacked tonight, Betsy, and no one would take the 'no' side of the bet! We all knew you were going to 'need' to get blacked anyway, we all knew that you would be flexible about it being Craig instead of Malcolm... We all knew you would be too horny to back out!"
"But Betsy," Craig interjected, "You didn't even ask Rob how he feels, if he's okay with it! What's with that?"
"Oh, come on, don't be silly!" Betsy said. "I lead our sex life now, Craig... Or I suppose now it's 'MASTER Craig.' Yes... Master Craig, I lead things! Surely you must sense that! I decide what I want and need, and Rob finds a way to make that sexy for him, too! It's delightful, I assure you! I want and need *your* BBC, and if Rob isn't interested in staying, I guess he can wait in the car! But... I don't think that'll be an issue... Look how Rob's crotch is still fully tented, everyone! Rob can't hide it, he's incredibly turned on! He's dying to see me get even further centered on BBC and fucked a million times better than he ever could! I bet you could make Rob even give up a limb to watch you fuck me, own me, and breed me, Craig!"
"Ha!" Craig responded, as Ben and Allison also chuckled. "That's the spirit, Betsy! I like that spunk! But... unfortunately it's not that simple... I'm only going to black you tonight on the same terms that Malcolm had planned: the full black-ownership 'quadfecta.' And, as you know, that means that Rob has to pay homage to my cock... Not quite giving up a limb--but he has to submit to my cock, too... and of his own free will. Further, Rob has to commit to sucking me off with devotion whenever I might like, and as much as I might like... As well as all other black cocks that I may direct... and he can assume that it will be many! So, for better or worse, you need Rob to opt in, or you are not going to get blacked tonight! Rob also has to accept and expect that my BBC friends and I will also claim and plunder his 'boi pussy,' too... Yes, we *will* take him fully gay... as it will amuse us! I'm secretly bi, and it will *definitely* amuse me!"
"Master Craig!" Betsy nearly shouted. "You must be shitting me?! Even after all these years of you wanting to fuck me, you're going to insist on the quadfecta or nothing? Really?!?"
"Yup!" Craig said, matter-of-factly. "Those are the rules. I would lose my standing in the Master's Guild if I handled it another way... And to help, I have a back up plan for my own needs... You see, Allison would be more than happy for me to plow her instead of you if Rob isn't ready to commit and comply... And Ben's boi pussy is on offer to me as well... Isn't that right, Allison? Ben?"
"Oh, yes sir, Master Craig!" they responded energetically, nearly in tandem. "At! Your! Service!" and they both added a playful salute before saying further. "Nothing would please us more!"
"Thank you, slut Allison and faggot Ben!" Craig said to them. "I appreciate your loyalty and availability. I will make it up to you--or perhaps we will be coupling in just a few moments!"
For whatever reason, it seemed I should keep silent until I was personally addressed, and so I did.
I noticed Ben was smiling wide, savoring my predicament. "Hm," I thought to myself, "I guess he thinks of me as his cucky rival now? And he's enjoying watching me about to fall into submission, too. Yes, that must be it... Golly, can I blame him?"
Then Ben chimed in. "It looks like Rob's crotch is still tented! I bet he's ready to fulfill his role in the quadfecta! How about it Rob? Are you ready to pay homage to Master Craig's giant cock, to suck his cock as much as he might like, to suck all the BBC he 'assigns'? And even to get ass-fucked by as much BBC as he so decides? Hmm? Are you ready?"
Master Craig jumped in to add before I could answer. "Oh... And to be fair and up front... I want you to know, it's going to be two or three black cocks to suck at a time, at various different locations around town, for fifty nights straight... Including if you're on a business trip! I can easily arrange for BBC anywhere you travel! Probably you'll get fucked in the boi pussy about every other night as well--that should be what your ass can handle... Yes, you'll get it in the boi pussy because--let's be realistic here--you will soon be begging for it there anyway! Ha!"
Craig paused to smirk this time and take a sip of his scotch. Then he continued laying it out for me. "Yes, we'll get your 'cock count'--your number of BBCs served--up to at least one or two hundred before we slow it down. Yup. That should do it. I find this 'shock and awe' approach is best... And you need to understand that all that black cock in your face, throat, and boi pussy... together with a complete lack of sexual attention from any woman... Well, certainly it will turn you fully 'gay for BBC'... Yeah, you'll still enjoy watching Betsy get blacked, and you'll get pleasure from cleaning her holes or a mercy handjob when I so order it... but you--just like your beautiful wife--will become fully rewired with black cock owning your mind, body, and soul... You two are going to become fully committed black cock sluts together! Yes, soon you will be begging to get black fucked in your ass, dipshit--yes, you will!"



Everyone stared at me, looking for me to speak. I was dumbstruck for a few moments--stunned by so much erotic information to process!
But I had never been hornier. Betsy had been right. I would have given up a limb, even, just to watch her get blacked--especially after her months of training me to become more and more obsessed with her going black. Sucking black cock--lots of black cock, even--paying homage to black cock... And *also* the inevitability of getting ass-fucked by BBC and being turned totally gay for black cock... It just was not a deterrent. No, at this point in fact, the promise of so much black cock was instead a complete and total turn *on*! As it turned out, while preparing me for *her* to go black, Betsy had also prepared *me* to go black!
My little boi clit remained rock hard in my pants--and it began twitching even--for everyone to see!
My wet spot at the tip of my little tent--I noticed--got bigger and darker.
"Well, gang," I finally started to speak again, "As my beloved wife likes to say 'the little white boi clit' never lies... My twitching little hard-on and growing wet spot are your answer, folks! Of course, I'm in! How could I let a little thing like 'paying homage' and getting turned gay for BBC keep me from watching my beautiful Betsy taken black? Of course it couldn't!! In fact--apparently it's quite the opposite! It seems I'd like to be made gay for BBC, as it turns out! Yes, indeed!"
"Excellent decision, faggot!" Craig responded--and then he must have noticed the surprised look on my face before he continued. "Yes, that's right," Craig added. "It's time for you to get used to a 'language shift.' You're to be calling me 'Sir' and 'Master.' I'll be calling you 'faggot,' 'dipshit,' 'cumbucket,' 'loser,' or whatever else might occur to me... Your slutty wife will be my 'fuckbag,' 'whore,' 'cunt,' 'bitch,' 'slut,' 'hosebag,' or whatever might occur to me... Do you two dipshits follow? Oh, and you're only to speak when spoken to. Only when asked a direct question. So, hosebags, do you follow?"
"Yes, Master Craig!" Betsy and I responded, nearly in unison. "We understand!"
"Good, dipshits, good!" Craig said happily. "Does slut have any last questions before we move forward? I'm not interested in faggot's questions right now, but I'm happy to hear from slut."
"Just one, Master Craig," my gorgeous wife responded. "Before I commit to you being my Master, I need to ask... I've been training for months now to submit specifically to *BIG* black cock... I've been dreaming about Master Malcom's eleven-inch love pole in particular... So, I have to ask... Are you as big?"
"Bigger, bitch." Craig said succinctly. "Eleven-and-a-half, to be specific. And it will *certainly* hurt at first. It will take time to stretch you out. But with your nice, curvy build--your bubble butt and your generous hips--before long, I'll be balls deep both pussy and ass. And you will feel like you've died and gone to heaven."
"Oh, fabulous, Master! Just fabulous!" Betsy responded. "That's ter..."
Craig cut her off before she fully formed her next word. "Bitch," Master Craig explained. "I did not ask you a question. Stop speaking. Do *not* speak unless spoken to. This is your last warning. In the future there will be punishments. Do you understand, bitch?"
"Yes, Master," my wife responded. "Bitch understands."
"Good. If you want to beg to speak, you can try with your body language, and either I will notice, or I won't, and you'll live with the outcome... For example, if we're just lazing about at your home or mine--or here--you can kneel down and pray before me, and I'll know you wish to speak. Got it, cunt?"
"Yes, Master," Betsy responded. "Your cunt understands!"
"Good, cunt!" Craig responded. "I appreciate a cunt who can learn! Now, let's see... Come here, cunt... Let's make out while faggot takes out my cock and starts loving on his new 'best friend'! Oh... And faggot, be forewarned... Even sucking my cock for the first time could seriously addict you to BBC. It's been known to happen. And you look just like the kind of pathetic dipshit to whom it will happen! Yup, I can see it... my BBC is about to be your 'gaymaker'... There will be no turning back... Your so-called 'hetero' self is about to be extinguished, faggot... Yes, I can see it in your eyes!"
"Unggggh!" I groaned but I knew better than to vocalize a protest.
"You may speak, faggot! I'm sure we'd all like to know how you feel about that threat... Nay, that 'reality'! Tell us!"
"Yes, Master Craig," I answered shyly. "Faggot understands... It's only natural that your fabulous BBC will make faggot gay... I understand.... May faggot begin to service you now? Faggot is ready!"
"Yes, faggot," Master responded, "You may. You may 'liberate' your new 'best friend' from my pants and begin your new faggot life... Proceed!"
Would you like to hear more?
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My gorgeous tall redheaded wife, Sally, and I, Harold, were out to dinner with our great forever friends, Dan and Eden, for dinner when this adventure started.
To give you context, we're all in our mid thirties, attractive, affluent, and enjoying life. Each couple with two healthy kids each. Living our best life and looking forward to the future.
Dan and I are both generically handsome tall white guys. He's six-feet tall; I'm just a smidge shorter. We're both good-looking even if neither of us is incredibly handsome.
Also worth adding since this is literotica: I'm a bit under-endowed--in my opinion--at just five-inches of little white dick, even if Sally never did complain. I knew from summer camp when we were kids that Dan had a nice beefy eight-incher. Huge for a white guy, don't you think?
Eden is an exceptionally cute petite brunette--thin, with just enough curves to be attractive to any guy. I'd certainly day-dreamed once or twice about how she'd be nice to go to bed with! She has big brown eyes, gorgeous hair and face, and a ton of charisma.
Sally is the stunner of our group, at 5'10", with a gorgeous face, flowing red curls, bright blue eyes, and an incredible 34DD-24-37 physique. Literally every guy we know would love to fuck my wife given half a chance, married or not.
I have just one guy friend who hasn't made a comment to me over the years--and I suspect he's secretly gay. That's how hot my wife is! I am an extremely lucky man!
While she's generally conservative--and even a bit religious--Sally has a strong sex drive, too. I really won the lottery.
Sally and I had just moved back to town--New York City--where Dan and I had grown up together. We were all fast friends. It was a beautiful summer night, and we were enjoying a lovely Mediterranean meal together downtown on a Saturday.
We were slowly savoring coffee and dessert as we were the last seating of the evening.
"So," Sally at last brought up, "Harold says that you two had something important that you wanted to discuss this evening, but nothing unusual has come up yet. Have you changed your minds?"
"Thanks for asking, Sally," Dan ventured. "It is an awkward topic to bring up. Exciting--and yet potentially uncomfortable. You might feel differently about us when we explain."
"Oh?" Sally replied, simply.
I was quieter. You see, I knew a little more about Dan and Eden than Sally did. I wanted to keep that to myself for now, and being quiet was a good way to do it.
"Yes," Eden jumped in. "It may be best if I start... Do you two remember Edgar from the party at our house a few weeks back?"
"The tall black gentlemen?" Sally said. "Yes! He was quite the conversationalist. It was a pleasure meeting him."
"Well, you guys," Eden continued. "He's not just a friend."
"What do you mean, Eden?" I jumped in. I knew it might seem suspicious if I were too quiet. "Are you in business together or something?"
"More an 'or something'!" Dan mentioned, with a nervous laugh.
"Yes," Eden said. "There's no point in mincing words, I suppose... Simply put: Edgar is our alpha bull."
Sally spat out the water in her mouth, she was so stunned. "What?!!" she said, "You guys have an alpha bull? For real?"
"Yes, Sally," Dan said. "We do. For over a year now, Edgar has been our alpha bull. He's been our 'Master' Edgar, in fact... We're in the so-called 'BBC cuckold' lifestyle. Do you two know what that is?"
Dan looked Sally in the eye as he finished his question. I most definitely knew what the lifestyle was--I was turned onto it from porn and erotica even before Dan had divulged his and Eden's sex life to me.
I was dying to see what Sally would say.
"Uh..." she began tentatively. "Well, my friend Lisa told me about it actually... So, yes! A white couple--usually married--reorganize their sex life around big black... uh... penises for her, while he's celibate."
"Close, Sally," Eden chimed in. "First of all, a 'BBC' isn't a 'penis.' It's a 'c-o-c-k'--a 'cock.' Second of all, usually the white guy in the couple becomes either gay or bi for BBC, too... Like my husband, here... Dan's almost all the way gay for BBC now... While Dan still gets turned on from watching me get blacked, it's big... black... COCKS that are the center of his sexual attention and needs."
"Oh, wow..." Sally said. "I never thought I'd have friends into something like this! Especially such good friends! You guys aren't joking? You're sure you're not putting us on?"
"Nope, no joke, Sally," Dan said. "Eden loves to get blacked. I get off watching and servicing BBC right alongside her. Edgar is our BBC 'owner' now. We call him 'Master' Edgar or 'Sir' Edgar. We serve him and any BBC he wishes. Eden isn't allowed to touch me sexually or even kiss me on the mouth unless Master Edgar orders some small mercy-- like having me lick her clean after she's been servicing BBC-- or, very rarely, a hand job. Most often, I am sucking BBC alongside my adorable wife!"
"He can deepthroat like the best of them now, Sally! It's really impressive!" Eden piped in.
"Wow!!! I'm just floored!" my gorgeous wife repeated. "Harold--did you know about this?!"
"Well..."
"What the fuck, Harold!!" Sally yelled at me then lowered her voice. "You knew our close friends were into this perverted lifestyle and didn't think to tell me?"
"Well..." I started again. "Uh, I wasn't sure I saw any clear 'benefit' to telling you, honey!"
"Fair enough, I guess! Fair enough!" Sally replied, starting to calm herself. "So... Eden and Dan... why are you telling *me* now? Why are you guys bothering? You *KNOW* I'm kind of straightlaced... Why chance it?!"
"Oh, it's really very simple, Sally," Eden said. "Master Edgar *ordered* us to tell you... You see, Master wants to fuck you, Sally--and he's hoping to own you and Harold together as a couple. He ordered that we approach--and persuade--you... In fact, if we succeed in persuading, he has a reward planned for us... And, if we fail, he has discipline planned!"
I bit my tongue, as I could tell Sally was feeling very provoked.
"What?!?!" my beautiful wife exclaimed. "What the heck?!?! Why on God's earth would 'Master' Edgar think I would be interested in getting... um... let's say 'laid' by him?!? In us getting 'owned' by him?! Do we look bananas?! I mean... No insult meant, but what you guys are doing is bananas!! It could ruin your marriage!! You could end up with black babies, too, for crying out loud!!"
"I can assure you, Sally, our marriage has never been stronger," chimed in Dan.
"And as for black babies... Well, that is in our plan, too, you see!" chimed in Eden. "We actually want black babies! I've been begging Master to breed me!"
"And I've been begging him, too!" added Dan.
"That's actually the reward that Master Edgar has promised us!" confided Eden. "If we convert you two to black, he's agreed to breed me! He's going to let Dan flush away all my pills so he can breed me if I can get you, Sally, to agree to fuck him even for just one night--with Harold as the fluffer, though, of course... Harold has to 'pay homage' to BBC as well!"
"So what do you two think?" Dan asked. He looked briefly at Sally before shifting to me as he finished his question. I suppose I was meant to go first.
Shit!! I didn't want to have to speak first! But I was stuck.
"Uhhh...." I started, stalling for time. "I mean... uh... This is a lot to take in, guys!"
"Oh come on, Harold!" Dan pushed me. "I know you've at least thought about this. After all, I told you about our lifestyle six months ago. Surely you wondered whether it would interest you and Sally? How could you help it!"
"Okay, okay!" I admitted. "True! But I love Sally! And I can see how stunned and uncomfortable she is... I don't want to put her on the spot with whatever my feelings might be... That wouldn't be very loving of me, would it?"
"Yeah," Eden interjected. "Dan-- give the guy a break! I'm sure the idea turns him on... All you white guys are latent faggots for BBC nowadays... You know it... I'm sure Harold would love for them to go black! But you were kind to ask Harold first rather than put Sally on the spot right away... Sally, are you okay? You look pale as a ghost!"
I turned to my wife to see that indeed she did look pale! She looked stunned and frozen as well!
"Oh, wow!" my beautiful wife managed to say after a moment. "This is all just really shocking to me... And give me some slack! I am the only one new to all this information at this table!"
"Yeah, Sally," Eden said. "That's fair. I hear you. This is quite the conversation bomb for a conservative gal like you, I'm sure!"
"To say the least!" my wife responded.
We all had a gentle chuckle as we noticed Sally begin to relax her body language a little as her initial shock wore off, and she remembered she was with two great friends and me, her loving husband. No one was going to bite-- and no one was going to force her to do anything!
Eden seized upon the relaxed moment to lay out next steps. "Look," she said, "Clearly this has been a lot to lay on you guys--especially Sally. We get that. Why don't we call it a night? Why don't we plan on you guys joining us--and Edgar--next Saturday night at our place? That gives you a whole week to ask us questions, talk it over, and decide whether you want to move forward."
"Golly!" Sally exclaimed, "Just a week?!"
"Yes," Eden explained. "Edgar's experience is that a week is the ideal amount of time for a 'propositioned' white couple to think over whether they'd like to submit to him. It offers time for reflection but without endless stewing. You have a week, or Master Edgar's offer is off the table."
"It's for the best that way," Dan added.
"Sure," I contributed, "I can see how that makes sense... Sally and I will figure it out... Won't we, Sally?"
I turned to my wife. Once again, she looked shocked and awed.
"Wow!" Sally said. "You mean a week from now--a mere seven days from now--we could be submitting to your back bull's giant cock? Both of us? Me--I'm assuming with all my 'options'--and Harold, with his face and throat?!"
"That's right, Sally," Eden said. "A week from now--if you're smart--you'll be on your way to being black-owned, black-only, and black-bred. You'll be a white slutwife for BBC for the very first time!"
Would you like to hear more?
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My sexy wife Sally and I had about a twenty minute drive up town to our Upper East Side coop apartment after our surprising dinner with Eden and Dan. As I expected they might, our friends had revealed their BBC cuckolding lifestyle--and even began to recruit Sally and myself as the next 'playthings' for their black alpha bull, Master Edgar.
I knew she was reluctant to admit it, but I could tell Sally was intrigued. For one thing, rather than exploding in a huff and walking off, she stayed at the table and remained engaged. And after a few minutes she relaxed a bit even.
She was stunned, for sure, when Eden laid out that we had a week to decide. We were invited over to her and Dan's place exactly a week later for Edgar to take us both black-- Sally much more fully than me, with all her holes, but I'd be expected to pay homage to Master Edgar's BBC orally as well. We were *both* expected to become his playthings--if we wanted to move forward at all.
Once I got the car started and into traffic, I tried to open the conversation gently. "So..." I ventured, with a pause.
"I'm not ready to talk, Harold. Please just drive us home quietly. I've got a lot to think about, Dear!"
"Sure thing, Boo." I responded. "I understand."
I drove us through the gentle late night traffic. It was a cool evening, and we had the windows closed to stay warm.
Sally got busy texting on her phone, as she often does while I'm driving.
I noticed something unusual after a few minutes. It didn't happen often any more, not with how long we were married! No.
I smelled my wife's arousal! Wow! I could smell Sally's vaginal secretions wafting around the car! "Oh, that settles it!" I thought to myself. "Sally is excited! Sally's turned on by this whole scene!"
I mulled for a few minutes and then decided to be a slight provocateur--I surmised it would help me learn more. "Hey, Honey?" I ventured.
"Uh, yeah, Boo?" Sally replied--perhaps expecting me to chat about some innocuous topic. "Good!" I thought. "It'll be good if this comment catches her off guard!"
"Not sure if you realize, Sweetie..." I said. "But I can smell your arousal."
"What?!?" my wife snapped back.
"Yeah," I said. "You know how I have a more sensitive sense of smell than you... But maybe you can smell it now, too? You're turned on, Sal!!"
My wife sniffed the air a couple of times. Then she touched a hand to her crotch.
"Yeah, Harold! You're right! I *am* turned on!! And I'm annoyed at you, too!" Sally sniped.
"Hunh?" I replied. "Annoyed?"
"Yeah... You have a lot of nerve letting me get ambushed like that at dinner. You should have known they were going to bring up their perverted fetish--since Dan had already told you about it! And you should have warned me beforehand!"
"Oh," I said. "I guess that's fair... I'm sorry, my love... you're right... I should have thought it out in advance and warned you... will you accept my apology?"
"Maybe tomorrow," Sally replied flatly. "I'm pretty steamed--even if I am turned on! You can sleep in the guestroom tonight. I have a lot to think about!"
"Uh... okay, Dear... I understand."
A short while later, as we got ready for bed, Sally gave me a rather chaste peck on the lips goodnight. I didn't say anything other than a quick "I love you," and she replied, "I love you, too, Harold... I'm sure things will be better tomorrow. Goodnight!"
On a hunch, I stayed up reading. The guest room was just across the hall from our bedroom. I also left the door ajar so I could listen to what Sally might get up to. I knew she had a dildo--one much bigger than my little dick--and a vibrator for entertaining herself when I would be traveling. The kids, Charlotte and Mikey, were sound asleep in a totally different area of our apartment, off the other side of the living room. (Yes, we're lucky and have quite a large apartment.)
Sure enough, after only a few minutes, I started to hear Sally making sex noises.
First, there was some rhythmic heavy breathing.
Next, some "oohs" and "ahs."
Then finally after a time, it all culminated in a loud cum: "Oooh.... Ooooh..... Ffffuuuuhhh..... Fffffuuuucccckkkkk.... YESSSS!!! YESSSS!!! YESSSSSS!!!"
It was one of the loudest cums I had heard my wife experience in as long as I could remember. Maybe since we were trying to get pregnant? (You know how that can be a big turn on, right?!)
I decided to stay up a little longer to see if that was the end of the show. Even though I was immensely turned on, I was somehow able to wait to play with myself in earnest--I restricted myself to just fondling my little dick through my pants. (It took a lot of willpower!)
Sure enough, that one big cum from my wife was NOT her last that evening!
The next time around, the "sound show" was quite similar, only it culminated in a bigger crescendo at the end: "Oooooh.... Yesss.... Fuck.... Yesss!! Ooooooooh..... Ffffuckkkkk.... Yesss!! FUCK!! YESSSS!! YESSSSSSSS!! FUCK!! YESSSS!! YESSSSSSS!! YESSS! YESSSS! YYYYYYEESSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!"
Honestly, I think that was my wife's noisiest cum ever.
It was all so sexy! Naturally, I finally had to rub one out myself.
I came explosively, too, but somehow managed to keep my volume down.
I visualized my sexy Sally getting fucked by Edgar and cumming her lungs out. Dang, that was hot!
Then, I tried to sleep, but I tossed and turned.
Finally, I decided I needed a second cum, too-- just like my wife had earlier!
After my second round of beating off, finally I slept peacefully.
My dreams, however, were vivid.
My dreams were energetic visions of interracial sex!
Some of the sequences starred my gorgeous Sally. Some of it starred our cute brunette friend Eden.
And then, greatly to my surprise, I also sucked on a BBC myself in my dreams...
That surprised me! Especially as "dreamland Harold" very much enjoyed sucking on BBC! "That's really interesting!" I said to myself when I awoke. "Who knew? I *do* have an interest in sucking cock, apparently! At least if it's BIG. BLACK. COCK--that is!"
I pondered it a little further because it was such a surprising first. "I guess I'm at least partly fag!" I thought to myself. "Wow! That's worth knowing!"
The next day, a Sunday, both Sally and I were tied up with the kids. I spent the day playing sports and board games with Mikey while Sally took Charlotte to a couple of birthday parties.
We had dinner as a family, helped the kids with their homework, and put them to bed. Then, Sally and I sat down with a glass of wine.
Sally spoke first. "I'm guessing you may have heard me last night, hunh, Harold?" she began.
That surprised me, but I was able to roll with it.
"As a matter of fact, yes. I did, dear!" I replied.
"That whole scene, all that talk-- it really turned me on!" my wife explained.
"Yes! I certainly could tell!"
"I never would have guessed something like that would turn me on so much!"
"Well... sometimes life is a journey of discovery, eh?" I posited.
"Apparently!!" Sally said, with a wry smile.
"So... What do you want to do about it?" I asked my beloved.
"I am pretty sure that I'd like to move forward," my wife said, plainly, as though we were just talking about taking a trip to the shore for the weekend.
"Forward..." I said. "Forward with Edgar on Saturday?"
"Yes, dear. Forward with Edgar on Saturday. I think I need this. I think if I don't try this, I'll always wonder. I am pretty sure that I would in the long run be regretful if we don't go for it."
"Hunh," I said, trying to be mysterious. "It really turns you on, then, does it?"
"Oh, very, very much so! More than I ever would have imagined!" Sally said and then added, "And I know it turns you on, too! It was obvious at dinner. It was obvious in the car! And it's obvious from looking at the tent in your pants from your little dicklet right now, too!"
My wife was completely correct of course. She easily read me. And my hard little five-incher in my pants right in front of her while we were discussing it was of course my clear "seal of approval."
"Do you want to see a picture of his cock?" my gorgeous wife asked, coyly.
"You have a picture?" I replied dumbfounded.
"Wouldn't offer it otherwise!" she quipped. "Eden texted me one, dummy!"
"Sure! Show me!" I responded eagerly.
What she showed me was stunning: A gorgeous, perfectly shaped, rock-hard-erect ebony phallus. A big black man's hand--presumably Sir Edgar's--held a coke can next to it. While the cock was "only" about half as wide as the can, it seemed about two-thirds again as long. It was truly immense.
"Wow! That is impressive!" I commented, trying to contain my enthusiasm and arousal. "That's going to fit inside you?"
"Eden says it will take some stretching, and that it will hurt at first-- but that also I'm guaranteed to love getting so completely filled and owned, starting with the very first fuck. She's quite confident."
"Has she seen Master Edgar in action with a lot of women?" I queried.
"Oh, yes!" Sally replied. "Besides getting fucked by him numerous times herself, Eden has seen him at orgies and gang bangs, and with all kinds of girlfriends--in person and on video... She's clear that he *never* fails to satisfy! She swears that I'm going to think I've died and gone to heaven... She says that there's a chance I may struggle to think about anything else *besides* his BBC once Master Edgar fucks me... And that we need to prepare for that risk!"
"Wow! That's really intense!" I observed. "Are we sure that this is what we want to do?"
"Well, I'm sure, Boo!" my wife retorted. "And so I've decided! And you want to keep me happy--and I can see from your developing wet spot that this turns you on, too! So you're going to come with and 'pay homage' as required... Aren't you, Harold?"
"It doesn't sound like you want to leave me any choice, Boo."
"Correct," my wife responded. "Time for you to suck your first big, black, cock. I have a feeling you're going to love it!"
"Very well then, my beloved! Very well!" I said. "I know better than to fight you when you've made your mind up... and so far that's worked well for us!"
"Good!" Sally said, "I'm so glad it's settled! Yay! This is going to be *great*! I can just tell!"
"I bet you're right, Boo! I bet you're right!" I joined in, before pivoting to a question. "So... What do we do between now and Saturday? We still have six days to go... We've decided way ahead of time!"
"Well," Sally responded, breathily, in a low whisper. "I know what we're not doing... We're not going to have any sex... Eden says it's hottest by far if I cut you off from sex right away... And rest all my holes for Saturday night with Master Edgar... Eden says it's hottest if I become a black-only slut... She says Master Edgar will try to get me to swear to be black-only on our very first night with him... and he wants me to be chaste with you this week as a warm-up!"
"Oh, wow, Boo! That's pretty extreme! But I have to admit, it's also a big, big turn-on that you might go black-only! I've read about that... And apparently a lot of white couples find that fulfilling, that it brings a better sex life than they ever would have imagined--for the cucky husband, too... Will there be any exceptions?"
"We'll just have to see about that, my cucky! We'll just have to see... For this week, I'm going to let you eat my pussy and ass and give you mercy handjobs--and those will be your exceptions... After this week, that will depend on our new Master!"
Would you like to hear more?
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Well, it didn't take long for Master Ice to get my wife Emily and me into just the rhythm that he wanted.
Indeed, true to his word, Emily was his main woman. Ice was at our house fucking her easily two, three, or four times a week. He said it was more satisfying for him--and for her--if they fucked in her marital bed, establishing that *they* really owned it, and not her relationship with her cucky--me.
I wasn't in any situation to complain, as Master Isaac (as he was more formally known) had also succeeded in thoroughly addicting me to sucking cock--big black cocks, to be specific.
As Ice had foretold, he indeed had conditioned me so that I could only cum while also satisfying or submitting to BBC--either while getting my face fucked or, at a minimum, cleaning up a BBC after the cock had fucked my wife or another woman. Indeed, I couldn't even masturbate to cum without a BBC.
And so, to satisfy my needs, Master Ice would have one, two or three gay or bisexual BBC pals stop by our house also a few nights a week, for he didn't wish to deprive me. He was kind that way.
Then, after half a year of this routine, Master sat down Emily and me in the living room for a chat one evening.
"So, kiddos," Master Ice began. "You know how Cunt here has been begging me to breed her ever since the second hour of me fucking her brains out again--like for six months now? And how I've always replied evasively, with something like 'in due course' or 'you wish, bitch'? And also, faggot Jeff--how you, too, lately have joined in, also begging to watch Cunt and me have 'repo' sex? Yes, you two BOTH are craving breeding, eh?"
"Oh yes, Master!" my cute, sexy, and thin blonde wife, Emily, cooed. "What are you telling us? Are you FINALLY going to breed me? PLEASE, pretty please would you breed me!! I'm almost 34. I so, so badly need to get bred!!"
"Oh, I agree, Cunt!" Ice replied. "I definitely agree. You *do* need to get bred... However, there's something further you two need to do first."
"What?!?" I jumped in--irreverently, before correcting myself. "I'm sorry, Master. Please forgive my interruption."
"Nope, faggot." Master Isaac replied. "Misbehavior ALWAYS has consequences... And for that, you don't get to watch me fuck Emily tonight. You'll have to listen from outside the bedroom door, faggot. And you don't get to suck my cock clean or clean Emily's holes, either!"
"Unnghhh!" I groaned. "Yes, Master! Faggot understands and accepts."
"Now... Where was I before you so rudely interrupted..." Ice continued. "That's right... Talking about Cunt Emily finally getting the breeding she so badly craves... Yes, well... While I would like to do it imminently... I do have a duty to consider... A higher duty."
Emily detected a pause. And unlike myself, she had permission to speak--if gently--when she sensed that Master had paused.
"Whatever are you referring to, Master?" my wife asked, sweetly.
"Right," Ice responded. "Right... I should get to the point... I have a duty to imagine needs that you have that you may not be consciously aware of... Deep urges... Powerful urges... Experiences that you need in order to reach your most sexually fulfilled state--to be most profoundly and thoroughly fulfilled."
Ice paused again, and Emily interjected. "Oh, Master Ice! You are so loving and beneficent! Oh, we love you, Master! I certainly love you... and it sure seems that Jeff does, too! Don't you, husband?"
With Emily--my superior--having asked me a question, I was expected to answer.
"Oh, yes, my beloved! You're right! After all these months of watching Master satisfy you so thoroughly... and so many months of worshipping his cock myself... Yes! Of course I love Master as well! Certainly I do!"
"Oh, that's so nice dipshits! Really it is! You're special to me, too!" Ice responded--notably avoiding using the "L" word back in response.
I knew in my heart that Master Isaac loved Emily, but I understood that it wasn't the moment for him to admit as much. As for me? I was just another BBC fag to serve him and stay out of his way, I was sure.
Emily encouraged Master to continue. "And, Master, what is it that we dipshits need next, Sir? Please, Master, would you tell us?"
"Yes... Yes... Of course! Sorry that I'm going about this slow so far, Cunt... Yes... Well, I don't know how much your faggot is going to like this... it's more for you... I've noticed that when we have our little gang bangs... you know, me, and a few of my pals... it seems like we don't ever quite seem to maximize you... it seems, well... that you're capable of... capable of, frankly, *MORE*!"
"Oh, Master!" my adorable wife replied. "You all satisfy me so thoroughly! Your cunt is so incredibly happy! You have no idea!!"
"Yes, Cunt! Sure... I do appreciate your saying that..." Master Ice responded. "But remember, I can read you better sometimes than you can read yourself... I think the younger you of a few years ago, in your late twenties, would have been fully satisfied... yes! But now--at thirty-three--you're even deeper into your sexual prime... You're even more womanly, more developed, more sensual--and sexier! Yes-- Now, I can tell, on some level you crave even *MORE*... And I would be a bad Master if I didn't work to provide that... So I have a plan."
Master paused, leaving space for my wife to comment, as I sat dumbfounded--yet aroused. Yes, the idea of my wife being given even *more* sexually to satisfy her was incredibly arousing! It was easy for me to imagine it would involve a lot of big, black, cock... And, if there was one thing I loved now in life--besides servicing BBC myself--it was to watch my adorable wife, the love of my life, my cute Emily getting her brains fucked out by BBC.
Yes--I was a faggot for BBC now, too, sure. But I still also adored watching my wife get thoroughly and deeply blacked. It was sublime for me.
My little boi clit, my thin little five-incher, was rock hard now in my pants from daydreaming about the big black cocks that Master likely had in store for Emily--and for me as well! (We were still dressed, as bedtime was approaching but hadn't arrived.)
"Oh, wow, Master! I had no idea you could notice! You truly read me! I do suppose you're right... I do suppose I could handle more... Please, kind Master Isaac, whatever do you have planned for me? What do you have planned for your ever-devoted cunt and servant? And whatever do you have planned for our lowly faggot cucky as well?"
"I've thought of a few options, Cunt," Master continued. "The most obvious one was to send you to my ancestral tribe in East Africa to spend a half-dozen years as a breeding slut... They would have you gangbanged and bred by the alphas in the tribe--all with cocks so giant that they would even put mine to shame--and you'd breed as many babies as years you'd spend there... But, I decided, I would miss you too much, so as much as you would enjoy it--and faggot here, too--I ruled it out!"
"Oh, Master!" My wife cooed. "That does sound really hot and sexy! But I'm sure I would miss you, too! And I'm sure you know best!"
"Yes, Cunt. I do." Isaac replied, matter-of-factly.
"What else did you consider, Master?" Emily prodded him along, ever so gently.
"Yes... Of course. You want to know more, and I suppose I should tell you." Isaac continued. "Well... I also thought of having you bred by Travis L. or Marvin D. -- your faggot's two meanest, toughest black rivals, from work and college... But I decided that while it would be poignant for you both, unfortunately I don't like Travis or Marvin, either. Yes, I know them both, too... So that rules that out."
Master Isaac paused. Seemingly pensive.
"And, Master? Please! Please continue!!" Emily begged. "Travis or Marvin would have been incredibly hot for me to breed with-- but yes, I understand! I would never want to be bred by someone whom Master doesn't like! That would be beyond wrong to me, too!"
"Good, Cunt. Good!" Isaac responded. "Your loyalty means the world to me, Emily. It really does... Well, a few other ideas passed through my mind, but I suppose I've been making you wait long enough. Would you like to hear what I've settled on for you, Cunt?"
"Oh, yes! Please, Master Isaac!" my wife gushed, fawningly. "Please tell your Cunt and faggot what you settled on for me--and for us! Pretty please!"
"Well, Cunt and faggot," Master Isaac continued. "You know that historically black college that's just a few towns over, MVU?"
"Yes, Master?" my wife and I replied, nearly a unison--for once, a question had been directed at me, too. So, I also answered. "What about it?"
"Well, as an all-black school, they're lacking the white sluts that their football team needs to keep them satisfied and motivated."
"I'm not sure I understand, Sir?" Emily queried.
"You see, young black college athletes nowadays, they don't want to just fuck any pussy when they win a game. No, not at all! They really want to fuck *WHITE* pussy! But all the college girls at MVU are black... The black football players don't *mind* fucking them... But like all us alpha BBC guys, it's really white girls (over 18) that they want to fuck... Black pussy just won't do as a reward for winning, as an enticement! So my friend Alfonse who's the athletic director over there has been looking for white fucksluts. He's been looking for a couple of white women who can readily handle a half dozen horny young black guys for a whole night--guys who can nut three or four times a night, easy. Guys who might easily wear out a young girl, frankly.... He's got one other white fuckslut already picked out..."
Isaac took but a short breath before continuing. "What this team needs is an additional experienced, horny, and super-dependable white wifeslut who can go all night with the six guys who played the best in each game... And, my sweet little Cunt, after talking it over with Alfonse and a few other Black Masters, we've decided that you're just the ticket! In fact, it's already decided... You two head out in the morning... You're going to live on campus for the rest of the season. Faggot can commute to his day job, but Emily, you're going to need to rest during the day from all the sex Alfonse has planned for you each night. You're going to go on his payroll--with a nice 'signing bonus,' to boot... Alfonse will use you for himself and as he pleases, Emily, in between games--and faggot will be put to use as well... The other wifeslut is--in everyone's opinion--a smidge less sexy... She's plenty good looking, but she's not as lusty as you! So she's got the 'second-string' fellows, so to speak..."
I could tell this whole scheme turned my wife on immensely. Her nipples were visibly hard and pointing through her blouse. I could hear her breath quickening. Her skin flushed. She was horny for this scene, that was for sure! Master Isaac saw it, too.
"Slut, I can see this idea turns you on... To be slutted out like this. Excellent. It means that we've cultivated the right kind of BBC devotion in you over the months. Fabulous... Oh, and by the way, while apparently some of the team only have seven- or eight-inch dicks, Alfonse assures me the top players are averaging ten-inches. You'll be ably satisfied...
Alfonse himself? He's a little bit bigger than my eleven-incher, actually. You're going to have a great time. Alfonse is an experienced Master, and he knows how to make a white wifeslut like you, Emily, truly 'sing.' Yeah, you'll quickly be singing his praises--howling out your cums! And... he's bi, too, so faggot's face and throat will be put to ample use..."
Master turned to me before continuing. "Faggot, he may even use your boi pussy. I let him know you're a virgin there so far--but he would not promise me to respect that limit... I don't think he's a r*pist, but he might try to manipulate you into agreeing to take it up the ass. In fact, I think you can count on it."
Wow! That was some big news for me! I'd been toying with the idea of asking Master to fuck me in the ass... It sure seemed that with this new Master, I would finally get ass-fucked. Wow! At last!
Nobody had asked me another question, so I didn't say anything, but Emily noticed my crotch remained tented and my precum wet spot was spreading. She decided to call it out. "Well, well!" my wife began, "It looks like my faggot cucky is excited, Master! Look at that cute little tent and his spreading wetness! I bet he goes for it! I bet he'll give up his ass virginity to Alfonse! That'll be hot to watch! I've been waiting to see that!"
"Yeah, Cunt!" Master Isaac joined in. "My sense is the same! I think all three of you will really enjoy... and I hear some of the team are bi, too... kids these days! Everyone wants to feel like they're queer! Even the black athletes! Haaaa!!"
"Well, I'm open minded!" said my wife. "I don't care if the boys swing both ways so long as they're clean and keep me well-fucked! What do I care? Hahaha!"
"That's the spirit, Cunt! God, I love your attitude!" responded Master Isaac.
"Master?" my adorable Emily queried. "May I ask a question, kindly?"
"Sure, Cunt. Of course! What is it?"
"But what about my breeding! I so badly need to be bred!! This plan has no mention of breeding me! I need a baby! I need my first of *several* black babies! You know I want to have three, maybe even more... What's the plan? I'm not getting any younger!!"
"Oh, I'm so sorry I didn't mention yet, my little fuckslut! How thoughtless of me!" Master Ice responded. "It's already part way into their season when we sorted this out. There's only six weeks left of regular season. Then, if the team does well, there's up to four weeks of playoffs, including the league championship game... Alfonse and I have agreed that if the team goes the distance--and they are the favorite!--then to celebrate the championship, his selected MVP of the year gets to breed you! There's a two week break after the playoffs and before the championship. That'll give enough time for you to go off the pill and get fertile. Alfonse will even arrange to juice your hormones a little bit for your breeding so you're more likely to take... He's already got a read on which of the guys is most likely to breed you. All three have solid footlong BBCs if you can believe! Veritable kings of the jungle! They're not that handsome, unfortunately--but I bet that will make it hotter for you, slut! However, they are smart.... So you'll be *partly* doing well genetically... It's an imperfect world that we live in, slut, isn't it?"
"Sir," my wife demurely replied. "May I be open?"
"Of course, slut! I would expect nothing less from my main girl!"
"I think it's incredibly hot, Sir Master Sir! I love, love, love, the idea of being bred like this!! It's so titillating!! The idea that my first breeding would be about rewarding a super hung BBC athlete who isn't even handsome?? Soooo hot! Fabulously hot!! The whole time I'm being bred, I'll be reminded that I'm truly being a slut for big black cock--ahead of any other mating trait... I'll feel like such a slut! I'll feel so dirty and turned on--I can tell already! Thank you so much, Sir! This scene is even hotter than you breeding me first! After all, I'm in love with you--there's nothing deviant about getting bred by someone you're in love with...
Oh, my gosh! My pussy is gushing just from thinking about! Master, you have to feel how this is making me gush!"
Emily pulled Ice's hand inside towards her crotch with one hand, and with the other she deftly unsnapped her jeans. "Feel that, Master?!"
Ice probed her leisurely with his giant left hand before answering. "Fuck! Slut, you are one heck of a leaking faucet! You *are* turned on!" Master responded. "Oh, good, Cunt! This is most excellent! So terrific that you're happy about all this...
"I'll be watching the whole thing on live feed, of course. I'll probably breed some other cunt doggy style while I'm watching you get bred... That's my idea in mind anyway-- and...shhhh! Don't tell anyone! But I'll be dreaming of breeding you next, bitch! You better believe I want a baby or three from you, my sweet!!"
"Sir?"
"Yes, cunt!"
"I'm really surprised Sir," my wife boldly asked, "that you were willing NOT to breed me first... Can I ask? I mean... I know you don't LOVE me like I love you... But I thought you felt... you know... uh... an 'attachment' of sorts."
"Oh, I do, Cunt! I feel very attached to you, Emily. You'll always be special to me!"
"So how did you bring yourself to release first claim on my womb to these other people, Master? Doesn't your loyal Cunt deserve to know? I mean... it *IS* surprising!"
"Ummm... I should have known you would sense something was up, Bitch, and that you would press this!" Sir Isaac responded. "Are you *SURE* you want to know? I mean... It might make you ambivalent... It could change how you feel about me..."
"Sir, Master Sir... Your loyal Cunt will take that risk! Please! Please tell me!"
"Very well, very well... I did it in a trade."
"A trade?"
"Yes... Alfonse is trading me his favorite white wifeslut and her faggot for the duration... I'm ready for a little variety... Sorry, Cunt! And... And... The team's alumni support committee... Well, they really like your profile for this... Across our whole network of Black Masters, you're the most 'in need' of a breeding, you see... The most 'ripe'... And the young black men? Well, they simply love the 'cute, experienced, wife' profile--coupled with your sexy 'never-had-a-baby-yet' body... Yeah, you're right up their alley!! And they're paying me some significant money, to boot!"
"Oh, wow! You're whoring me out, Master?!?"
"Yes, fuckslut... That's fair to say! Indeed, I am 'whoring you out'! Yupp!"
"Wow! That's a new step! That's a BIG step.... Wow, I feel like even more of a slut now! Wow! You know what, though?"
"What, Bitch? Go on. Tell me. What?"
"Well, Master... I'm not going to lie... It makes me feel a little sad and rejected that you're not going to breed me first... But just as much, the idea that you're going to whore me out to a young, black college football team to fuck and--a good chance--even to breed... I think it's fucking hot!! It's *incredibly* fucking hot!!"
Yes, my cute wife who almost never, ever curses dropped an f-bomb--or, rather, two f-bombs.
My adorable Emily was excited to be whored out!
And--not that anyone was paying any attention to me at the moment--I was excited for it, too!
"Oh, excellent, Cunt!" Master responded. "I'm a little sad, too, of course--but even more so, I'm thrilled to hear that you realize how satisfying this will be for you-- how it will bring further fulfillment for you!"
"Yes, Master!" my wife responded. "But can I make just one request for this plan, please, Sir?"
"Well, I don't know, Cunt," Master Ice responded. "I suppose you can ask... But you know me, I usually have my mind made up... But go ahead... What is it, bitch?"
"Well... If your team wins and their MVP gets to breed me... Terrific! That sounds super hot!" Emily said. "But... How about if they lose the championship, or they even fail at the playoffs... Don't I still deserve to be bred? Should I suffer just because the team has bad luck? Haven't I been a loyal fuckslut, and don't I finally deserve my first baby?"
"Yeah..." Master Ice responded. "You make a good point, bitch. What do you propose?"



"Super simple, Master!" my wife offered, cheerily, "Allow me to suck off the top ten guys from whatever team beat them and get bred by the opponent with the largest BBC... It is an all-black league, you said, right? That way, *I* still get bred-- and the team will have a little extra motivation... They won't want to allow their white wifeslut to get bred by an opponent, would they?!"
"Ha! Brilliant!" Master exclaimed. "I *love*, love, love it! It'll be extra motivating for them team if they know losing in the playoffs or championship will get their slut bred by their opponents... What a nifty idea!! You are a creative sex genius, my slut! I'm *VERY* impressed! Consider it 'done.' I'll let Alfonse know about the change to the plan!"
Would you like to hear more?
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It was the spring of senior year of high school. My girlfriend and I were each barely eighteen--along with most of our pals (and *everyone* in this story is 18 or older).
After my spending nearly all of high school trying to get her to fuck me, Emily had finally relented a couple of months ago, and the past two months had been like heaven on earth for me.
Continually fucking an adorable teenage girl whom I loved--while having no other responsibilities to speak of (besides minimal schoolwork). What could be better?
Emily was (and years later, still is) an incredibly sexy girl in her own way. She wasn't model gorgeous. Far from it. She was cute and what I would call "cute sexy."
Emily has a cute face, and a sweet, quiet disposition. She's highly intelligent, empathetic, and great company--important for her sex appeal.
Physically, my girlfriend was very attractive. She was 5'6" and measured 34-24-35. While curvy, Em was also thin, with just enough cushion in all the right places. She had a really delicious, pert little ass. Her C-cup boobs rode firm and high and looked generous on her thin frame. Her long dirty-blonde hair was pretty though not exceptional. Her gray-blue eyes sparkled and suited her cute features and pale skin.
As a total package--which is what counts of course--Emily was *very* sexy--in a quiet, nerdy, bookish way, which suited me just fine.
There wasn't a guy in our school who wouldn't have been happy to date or fuck Emily, even though she was not one of the "popular" girls. It was Emily's cute looks, pert curves, and personality all wrapped together that made her desirable.
And I, Rob, was lucky enough to be her boyfriend. Not that I'm some slouch. I'm good looking and have brains and a nice personality myself. But I still felt lucky.
The one area--perhaps the only one--where I felt insecure was that I knew my dick was (and is) average, or maybe even a little below average if I'm honest. My little white dick is five inches, so not horribly embarrassing. But I knew it wasn't big.
Still, Emily seemed to really enjoy sex with me. We were each other's "first" for most things sexual--although I could tell without asking that Emily did a bunch of kissing before me because of how aggressive she was the first time we made out. (Maybe she even did more before me but had been sly rather than admit to it? I couldn't rule it out!) I could tell from her sounds and movements when Emily had an orgasm, and I was thrilled to see that she came every time we made love.
Life was good!
Then, one afternoon during spring break, right after making love in the basement "bonus" room of her family's home, we were lazing around. We were in our underwear, as was our habit after making love.
Emily started a conversation that turned surprising.
"Rob," she began. "That was really nice! Again! As usual! I love you, Rob!"
"Aw, thanks, Em! It was great for me, too! I love you, too, you know!"
"I do!" she added.
And we cuddled for a bit quietly.
"Say, Rob." Emily said, starting to re-open and advance the conversation.
"Yeah?"
"I've been thinking about something, and I guess this is as good a time as any to tell you."
"Unh? What's up?"
"Well, you know how we're only about another four more months until we're off to college."
"Yeah, I know. I wish we weren't going to be so far apart." In August we were to head off to different elite West Coast schools. I was crestfallen that we didn't get into the exact same ones.
"Aw, it'll be okay, Rob. We'll get through it," Emily said.
I had my doubts as to whether "through" would include together, and because I was wildly in love with my first sweetheart, I was thoroughly ambivalent about imminently starting college apart.
"Yeah, I'm sure we'll find a way..." I said. I tried to sound optimistic, as I knew Emily preferred. "So what's up?"
"Well, I've decided that I'd like to get some more 'experience' before we go away," my girlfriend said, as matter-of-factly as one could imagine. Deadpan, I suppose one could say.
But there was only one way to interpret the words "get some more experience." It meant Emily wanted to get some more *sexual* experience, I was sure. What else could it possibly mean, said with no explanation?
"Oh," I said flatly.
"Yeah... I mean I love you and all, and I'm so glad that we 'lost it' together and everything, and it's not like I want to break up... I just think it's wiser to get some more experiences now, among the safety of all our high school classmates, before we head off into the big world," she said.
"Oh, wow! Really? I mean... I thought we were going to keep our thing going when we went off to school... Our schools aren't *that* far apart!" I protested.
"Well... We'll see! I mean, the 'college experience' is a little different from staying faithful across hundreds of miles, don't you think?" she said.
Emily is a very lusty person, and she was revealing that she did not want to keep her lust in a bottle for a far-away boyfriend only.
"Oh. I guess I had a different idea," I admitted.
"I'm sorry," she said. "We'll see. Maybe we'll feel differently when we get there... Don't worry about it now!" Emily didn't like it when I worried about the future.
"Unh. I hear you, Em. It's not as easy for me, but I hear you!"
"So... As I was saying, I want to have some more experiences with the safety of our classmates who we know so well..."
"Oh, you want to screw other guys!" I said.
"Well, do you have to be that blunt about it?"
"Uh, what did you honestly expect?" I said, with some obvious bitterness.
"Well, I don't know... I thought maybe it would turn you on if your girlfriend here became a little bit of a slut... Is it possible it would excite you?" Emily asked, as she started to nibble my ear and lightly tease my boxer-covered little dick. That combo always got me fired up, and Emily soon distracted me from my initial annoyance at her. It took her maybe two minutes. If that.
As she continued to nibble my ear and tease my dick, my girlfriend added in some kisses to my neck. It was near euphoria for me--as always. My irritation was quickly overwhelmed by pleasure and arousal.
Once Emily could see she had me in a happy place, she resumed talking to me about her plan. This time in a whisper.
"Boo," she said, leading with the nickname that we each used for the other. "I have a feeling this will really excite you to see me become a slut... I think you'll actually love it... I think you'll love it if I go out and get laid and come home and tell you about it... Or--we could even play around as a couple, and you can have new lovers attend to you, too, as you watch me... Or... Or maybe because you are so incredibly loyal and don't want any other girls for yourself... Maybe because you're so in love with me and me alone... Maybe what you would like best is to *watch* me... Yes, I think you really would love to watch me get fucked by some other guys, Rob... I think you would love to watch me fuck some of your friends... Maybe some strangers, too, Rob... Wouldn't you?"
Oh, my god! How did my girlfriend guess?! I actually *did* have the fantasy of watching her get fucked-- Specifically, I would daydream and beat off to the idea of watching my adorable Emily fucking big dicks, much bigger dicks than mine--and especially huge black dicks!
I wondered if Emily knew somehow? Did she know that I *loved* the idea of watching her get fucked in ways that I could only dream of--by massive cocks, especially massive black cocks? Hmmm?
Or was my sexy girlfriend just guessing?
Then... I noticed. I took pause. I saw what she was doing.
Emily's hand had snuck inside my boxers and was now fully stroking my little dick... No, that's not quite right. More accurately, my adorable girlfriend's hand was now stroking my *iron hard* little dick.
Yup, I was rock hard from hearing her talk about getting laid by other guys! Golly, that surprised me that I reacted so obviously and eagerly for her.
I mean, a fantasy is one thing, but talking about it in reality with my Emily?
I was surprised that I got hard straight away! I would have thought I would react with more upset... But nope. That's not what my pecker was doing, at least!
Rather, my pecker was *HAPPY*! My little head realized faster than my big head... Emily's idea was *stupendously* erotic!
I loved the idea of my sexy little Emily fucking some other guys while I watched! All of them would be much better hung than me, at least in my mind! It was unbelievably erotic and arousing!
"Hmm..." I said, eventually remembering that my sexy girlfriend had asked me a question. "Maaaaybe... Maaaaybe I would enjoy watching... Hmm..."
"I can feel your hardon, you know, Rob!"
"Yeah... I know! I'm still processing the fact that this seems to turn me on, however!"
"Oh, I'm not 'processing,' though, Boo! I'm not surprised in the least!" Emily said, "With all the porn you've been watching when we're apart... All the erotica you've been reading... I stole some of the 'Penthouse Letters' from your room... Many of those letters are cuckolding... I bet you'd love to be my little cucky!"
I let out an involuntary groan that gave me away, as I shuddered and oozed precum into Emily's hand. "Unnngggghhhhh!"
"Yup! You couldn't even stifle a shudder and groan just now! You're going to love seeing me get laid!"
"Okay, okay! I suppose you're right!" I admitted. "Sure... You're right! It does sound really hot and sexy to me! Fine. You got my number..."
I wasn't ready to give up that it was *my* fantasy also-- not yet anyway! I still wanted Emily to think that it was just her fantasy that happened to turn me on.
I decided to turn the tables back to my girlfriend, if nicely: "Now, you tell me, Em... Knowing you... you already have a plan all worked out, I bet, don't you? You probably know exactly how you want to approach this, don't you?"
Emily was (and is) a very bright and capable person. If she wanted to do something, she was going to sort out how to do it.
"Well, Boo," Emily said, "you're not wrong! I *do* have the beginnings of a plan!"
"So..." I said, with a sweet smile and some warm caresses. "Are you going to tell me, or torture me?" I was getting more playful. I was beginning to accept the inevitable, and my own excitement was building.
I held my breath. I prayed that Emily would mention really hung guys. I prayed that she would bring up getting laid by big cocks--cocks much bigger than my little penis. I prayed especially that she would mention black guys and their massive big black cocks.
"Well... Are you sure you're ready to hear how I'd like to start my adventures in *fucking*, Boo?" Emily said.
Using the f-word was something new for her. Emily was normally much more demure.
"Wow! The f-word! Emily--what's gotten into you?" I called her out, but sweetly.
"Well... I figure let's be real about it... My boyfriend--*you* are for 'making love'.... Whereas... Whereas, having sex with other guys--don't you think it's more appropriate for me to call it 'fucking'? Do you like that?" Emily nibbled my ear and stroked my dick some more, maintaining my enthusiasm physically as well as psychically.
She continued.
"I *bet* you like that, Boo! I bet it turns you on to hear me talk about getting 'fucked,' doesn't it, my love?" Emily asked, breathily and smiling. "Isn't it a huge turn on to hear that your sweet, not-long-ago-virginal girlfriend wants to get 'fucked' by some more guys, by a variety? I bet it is!"
"Ungggh! Yes! YESSS!! Yesss!! Yes, it *is* a turn on, Boo!" I exclaimed. The combination of Emily verbally teasing me with her sensuous touch caused me to blurt and begin to reveal the depth of my enthusiasm.
I went on. "It's immensely sexy to think about you getting 'fucked'! But tell me--who are going to be the lucky guys?! *PLEASE* tell me! *Who* is going to get to fuck you?!"
I pleaded with my sexy girlfriend to tell me more.
"Well-- I haven't planned it all out, to be honest," Emily said. "Not all of it."
"Yeah... I *doubt* that's true!" I replied, teasing but with a smile. "But go ahead--what *do* you have planned?"
"Well... How about I tell you how I'm thinking about this, to start with?"
"Uh... Okay. Sure..."
"Well... The first thing is to realize that once I've fucked a couple of guys besides you, our whole class will probably know and think I'm a slut... So there isn't much point in being constrained by any concerns about my reputation, unless I were going to fuck just one other guy... And that won't really do for me..."
"Yeah, okay. I hear you... My little sweet 'slut'! I can call you my 'slut' now, yes?"
"Yeah... okay, Rob... Fair enough! Yes, you can call me your 'slut.' Just don't wear it out!"
"Nah... Hah! That will be for all the new dicks to do-- wear you out!"
"Touché!" she said. "Cute." And Emily gave me a playful smirk and a light smack on the chest that together said, "Don't push it, buddy!" I made a mental note.
"Okay... Go on... Tell me more," I prodded.
"And then... Don't take this the wrong way... But I have to think about the various different experiences I want to have before going to college... And our classmates are ideal because almost all of them are nice people, don't you think?"
"Yeah... I guess so... Almost all... I'm not sure about Craig, though. He seems like a 'bad apple,' don't you think?"
"Well, maybe... We'll get to that, I guess... And then you agree that I can probably get any of the guys in our class to fuck me, don't you think? I mean, I'm hot enough--especially if I'm not looking for any strings... Don't you think any and all of the guys would be glad to fuck your girlfriend here, Boo? Hunh?" Emily asked--quite coyly.
"Oh, yes! DEFINITELY, Em! Any of them will be more than happy to fuck you! Even the guys with girlfriends would probably love to fuck you on the side if they could! I'm sure many of them would be willing even to pay for the privilege, should you so desire!"
"I'm talking about being a slut, Rob! Not a hooker!" Emily replied, with a giggle and a smile. I could tell she appreciated me "endorsing" how easy it would be for her to get laid.
"Ha! Yeah... Just teasing, Em!" I rejoindered, then added, "And so what types of experiences are you thinking you want to have, my love?"
"Well, Rob... Hmm... This is harder for me to talk about... I've been really torn as to whether I should say..."
"Em, you've come this far! I mean... Now you have me a little worried... But I don't think you can stop now... I mean... For good communication between us, don't you think you'd better keep going?"
"Sigh... I guess you're right... But remember, you insisted... Do you promise not to hold it against me?"
"Gee, Em. How bad is it going to be?"
"Are you going to promise or not, Boo?" Emily repeated.
"Yeah... Fine... Okay... I promise not to hold it against you," I finally declared.
"Very well then... There are really no good words for this, and I have a feeling this is going to sting, Boo... I'm sorry about that!"
"Uh, hunh!" I acknowledged. "Do get on with it!"
"Fine! Okay, Rob... Remember that you insisted....... I. Want. To. Fuck. Bigger. Dicks!"
Emily paused. I think she was hoping I would say something to end the conversation or so that she wouldn't have to explain anything more, but somehow I managed to bite my tongue. "God, I'd love to hear her elaborate on this!" I said to myself. And so--somewhat miraculously--I managed to be quiet.
After a long moment, Emily filled the awkward silence by speaking, just as I had hoped.
"Yes, Rob!" she went on, "I've heard bigger dicks can be more satisfying... Sometimes when you're fucking me, it occurs to me even, 'Golly, I wish Rob were *at least* a little bit bigger!' So naturally this is something I want to try."
"Go on," I said, quietly, as I could tell there was more to it.
"Rob, your little penis is lovely and all--and you do know how to use it well on me, thank you... Luckily, it is big enough to make me cum... But--honestly--it's just barely big enough... So I'm ready now for more... I'm ready for what would better be described as 'cock'... And I'm not just 'ready,' Rob... I really *need* to try cock... I've been craving it..."
"Oh, wow..." I said, quietly. "'Craving' cock, hunh?"
"Yes, my love... I'm sorry, yes. I'm craving cock and *need* it, even... Yes!" Emily said
I was quiet again.
Emily took a deep breath, sighed, and added, "You *do* know that what you have for a penis can't be called a 'cock'... Yes?"
Now Emily waited. She waited for me to answer her question.
"Sigh... I guess you're right, Boo... No, my dick isn't big enough to be called a 'cock.' You're right. I wish it were different--but it's not!"
"Good, Boo!" she replied. She looked visibly relieved that I agreed with her. "It's important for us to be honest with each other... Thank you for admitting that your penis isn't a cock!"
"Uh, you're welcome, I guess?" I said awkwardly.
"Boo," Emily resumed, "I know this isn't easy for any man. Even a loving guy like you! For a guy to hear, process, and accept that his girlfriend needs something more... It has to be very difficult... Thank you so much for being so understanding, Boo! I am really excited for good size cocks, Boo--and I'm so grateful that you seem to accept that!"
"It's okay, Em. I had a feeling... It is what it is... I appreciate your being honest, I guess..."
I did feel a sharp twinge. But it wasn't just pain. No, it was pain and excitement--both at the same time!
I certainly didn't love feeling inferior to bigger dicks--or 'cocks,' I should say. Far from it.
But the idea of seeing Emily having bigger, better, longer orgasms thanks to much bigger penises than mine--including, hopefully, some huge black penises--well, that was just sublime!
The idea of Emily getting fucked by big cocks--especially big BLACK cocks--turned me on no end!
As I mentioned before-- I had already been fantasizing about this. I had been fantasizing about it a lot! In fact, it was my favorite 'beat off' fantasy, by far, to visualize Emily getting fucked by a big black cock, like from porn.
I also loved that my girlfriend was becoming vocal about sex. That was new for her! And as a highly verbal person myself, I found her talkativeness about her wants and needs to be incredibly exciting. It was a huge turn-on to hear Emily talk about needing cock!
"Aw, Boo! I see your pecker doesn't mind hearing about the 'bigger fellas'! I'm so glad! Your little pecker twitched even harder in my hand as I thanked you just now for accepting my need for ample-sized cocks! Yayyyy!! I'm so, sooo happy!"
And Emily leaned in and gave me a very loving french kiss and a big hug.
"I guess I'm excited for you, Em!"
I was still holding back from admitting the extent of my fantasy to her.
"I'm really so excited about all this, Rob! Come... feel my pussy... feel how horny, hot, and wet I am from just talking about all this!"
Emily moved my free hand over to her panty-coverd pussy, the hand that wasn't holding her shoulders close.



Immediately, my fingers and palm were soaked--even through her panties. My girlfriend's pussy was running like a hot tropical spring! Her crotch felt like the inside of a warm soufflé! I had never found Emily to be so hot and wet before. Not ever.
Emily's pussy smell also surged in the room--as did her pheromones. (I could swear I could smell her pheromones!) My girlfriend's nipples stood out like pencil erasers poking at her thin t-shirt, and her face was flushed.
Emily was more aroused than I had ever, ever seen her! And we had been together a lot.
I felt a twinge of insecurity. My sexy love, my beloved girlfriend, she was hornier for the *idea* of fucking bigger dicks--fucking 'cocks'--than she seemed ever to get for me, her loving boyfriend!
Ouch! The extent of Emily's arousal stung! It was quite humiliating that she was so turned on from just talking about getting fucked by cocks! And--let's be real about this, too--the situation was also stupendously arousing to *me*!
"Wow, Em!" I said. "You're gushing! You're so aroused! I've never seen you so aroused even! FUCK!! You're really eager for this adventure. Fuck!"
"I know! It's true, Rob!" my girlfriend replied. "I'm really excited for it. It really helps that you're turned on to it, too. But yeah-- I'm soooo excited!"
There was a pause in the conversation. But we seemed to be feeling close, so I went in for some kissing. Happily, it was warmly received. Emily and I made out for a few minutes as we each leisurely caressed each other's privates. We both knew we needed to talk more, so we kept it to light fingering, each of us.
Emily broke the silence. "By the way, Rob... I may be gushing--but so is your little pecker! I don't think I've ever seen you flow so much precum while making out! This really excites you immensely, too, doesn't it? You're as turned on as I am, aren't you? You want me to become a slut for big cocks, hunh?!!"
I said nothing, but I'm sure I blushed at being called out and with my lack of an immediate and convincing denial, Emily knew she had my "number."
My girlfriend continued to call out my extreme level of arousal. "You're *ESPECIALLY* going to get off on watching me get fucked by big cocks, aren't you?!! You're not just 'happy for me'--you're 'happy for *YOU*!! WOW!! How fortunate!! You're excited for yourself to watch me with cocks! I know you! I can tell! You're *really* into this!! Don't pretend otherwise!"
"You got me!" I admitted. Once Emily has read me, it's useless ever to pretend she's wrong.
I realized that there was no option left but to come clean, to open up to my love about the extent of my feelings and fantasies. It was time. And, besides, my brave and loving girlfriend deserved the honesty.
"You're right, Em. You put it together... It is hard for me to say, but you're *totally* right! I'm not just happy for you. Watching you get fucked by big cocks--and hopefully REALLY big cocks--will be a dream come true for me also... I am *hugely* excited not just for you but for *me*!! Yup! I'm over the moon excited... It's long been a fantasy of mine to watch you get fucked by dicks much bigger than mine--by 'cocks,' as you're calling them!"
"Really?!" asked Emily to double check, with the happiest smile on her face.
"Really! I never would have been brave enough to bring it up first, but it's true... You picked up on it correctly! The idea of you fucking guys with much larger penises is a huge turn on for me. Always has been! The bigger the better! I know I'm not the best hung guy in the world-- and I love you... I'd love to see you have the best sex the world has to offer, my love! And I have the same exact intuition as you--that you're really going to love getting fucked by cocks. You're going to love it a lot, I bet!"
I slyly had not mentioned *black* cocks, specifically, yet. I had thought fast, and I very much was hoping that Emily would bring them up before I did. It would be sexier by far if Emily were the one to bring up going black!
"Aw!!" Emily responded to my confessions--so far as they went. "You are the sweetest boyfriend, Boo! I love you so much!!"
She paused and then added, "And I'll always love your little dick, too, Boo! It will forever have a special place in my heart!"
What neither one of us was so brave as to discuss: Would Emily still fuck me once she got used to fucking ample-size cocks? I was scared to ask. She didn't want to predict, either, I'm sure. And--after all--who really yet knew?
Emily gave me a really big smooch, and we savored another sweet moment together. We cuddled and made out some more, and took another break from the conversation.
When we came up for air, I had more on my mind and said so. "Okay, Em... I know you, though..." I said, " And I can tell that's not the whole story just yet, is it? You have more of your plan formed, don't you?"
"Yeah... Fair enough, my love... You're right, Rob... There's more... So big dicks--'cocks'--is definitely a thing... and I'll even admit, maybe big 'cocks' are even the most important thing that I'm looking forward to... but so are different situations, different relationships that I would like there to be between me and my new sex partners..."
"What do you mean, Em? I'm not sure I follow..."
"What I mean, Boo, is that I think it will be hot to fuck a mix of guys who are your or my friends--because that will bring more emotion for us both--and guys who are not, because that will be poignant in a different way! That's one thing... For example, think how hot it will be if... Oh... Ahem... I mean *when*... I fuck your best friend, Jeff..."
"Wow, Em! I bet Jeff would love to fuck you... I won't lie... He's even told me a couple of times that he would love to... Even though he has a girlfriend!"
"Yeah, Rob... I figured Jeff would fuck me anyway... That's how guys are about their friends' girls... They always want a 'taste'!"
"Shit!! That will be hot, Em!!"
"I totally agree, Boo! Jeff and I have good chemistry... I think it will be really fun to fuck him... I heard he has a nice size cock, to boot!"
"Yeah... I saw it a couple of times at summer camp a few years ago... Jeff *is* hung... Ooh, you guys will be *hot* together!"
"Oh, wow! Thanks for confirming, Rob! And... And I'm so glad that you want me to fuck your best friend! That will make it hotter for all of us! Yay!!"
"Yeah... I guess I'm a pervert, Em!" I admitted. "As I do think it will be immensely sexy to watch Jeff and you fucking!"
"I'm so glad Rob!" my girlfriend responded. "You know, I was thinking he might be nice to have as a regular lover..."
"Uh... but what about Brenda?" Brenda was my best friend's girlfriend.
"Oh, I think Brenda has her sights on another guy," Emily said. "Jeff may not have figured it out yet... And you can't tell him!"
"Shit? Really! He really loves her!"
"I know!" said Emily. "So it's a good thing your girlfriend here has *decided* to be a source of comfort, eh?!" she added with a big smile and a wink.
"Shit, Em! I hope Jeff doesn't want to fuck you all the time! I mean... *I* still want to fuck you as my girlfriend, too!"
"Don't worry, little guy! I'm not interested in Jeff to replace you... Maybe just to fuck once a week or so, is all!"
"Shiiit! That would be hot!! And I get to watch?! Really?!"
"Well... I'm thinking *most* of the time, you can watch. I might like some private time with Jeff, too!" my girlfriend confessed.
"Fine! I guess I can understand. Fine!" I betrayed some annoyance---without fully becoming a downer in our conversation. I was too turned on to become all that hung up on details, at this point. Still, Emily decided to pivot.
"Come, lover... Come kiss me some more!" And Emily pulled me towards her for another break in the conversation.
This time, my delightful girlfriend made out with me even more lustily. I think getting so specific about cuckolding me--and with my added buy-in--really turned Emily on. It turned me on, too, for sure! I was very enthusiastic to see Jeff's big cock get up inside her. I knew it would be incredibly sexy to watch. I knew it would be sublime for me to see her pleasure my best friend--and for him to pleasure her quite thoroughly, too.
I got incredibly horny at this juncture and tried to maneuver my body onto and my little shaft up into Emily. I had yanked my boxers off and was on my way to pulling off her panties. However, my sexy girlfriend made it clear that she didn't want to make love right then. She pulled back and gave me a gentle, little push.
"You don't want to do it now, hunh?" I asked.
"Well... I won't pretend it wouldn't be 'nice,' Boo... I'm sure it would be very nice... But I think we have more to talk about..."
I slid my boxers back on. I didn't feel like having my little dick exposed with my boxers off while we were chatting.
"Oh? What else do you want me to know, Boo?"
"Yeah... A good number of things, Rob... To be honest, I want to make sure you hear all the key features now... You know I'm a quiet girl, and this isn't easy for me to talk about so much... So I want to get it done with!"
"I understand, Em... Sure... Okay... You were talking about different 'relationships' of who you are planning on fucking... Go ahead... What else?
"Thank you for asking, my sweet!" Emily said, playfully, before getting back to the details. "Well... I'll probably fuck some guys to whom you are indifferent... But that might be more to do with their cock size or their athletic bodies, or a combination... We talked about that...."
"Yeah..."
"But then the other thing..." Emily continued. "It will also be hot to fuck your two rivals who have been pining for me for years, Howard and Josh.... They've managed to become good friends of mine even though they're not friends of yours... And while they're not good looking, their crotches have a nice bulge, both of them... And because I like them a lot, they are on my list!"
"Wow, Em! You've really been thinking about all the angles, haven't you? Shiiit! You know those two dorks really annoy me! You're going to ask me to tolerate you fucking them, even? Really?!"
"Yes, my love... I'm not exactly *asking* you, to be clear... Um, the way I've thought this through is that I'm *informing* you. To be clear, I am *going* to fuck them... I want to be generous to them--and I have decided, that I will be fucking them... Unless one of them refuses me--which doesn't seem very likely, does it?!"
"Oh, wow!" I said, and I left it at that as I digested this new, more brazen, much more assertive version of my girlfriend that was continuing to emerge. "Where had this young woman been hiding?" I wondered!
Emily was either assuming that I was too in love and in lust with her to do anything other than go along--or she was prepared for the possibility that I might break up with her and was determined to be a slut anyway.
My intuition told me that she was determined to be a slut *and also* assumed I was too in love to do other than go along.
"Did I want to challenge Emily much?" I asked myself. The answer was, "Nope! I'm excited! I think I'm actually going to really like being her cuck! Phew!! Thank God!!"
I was lost in my own thoughts for a few more moments. I pondered how I was going to cope with my young love fucking these two guys who annoyed me. I didn't have an answer yet, but my gut told me that I would find a way.
Then, I realized, my love had resumed talking, further explaining.
"Yes... Howard and Josh have both been super kind to me, and if I'm going to be a slut, I think the least I can do is spread my legs for them also! And besides, I am pretty sure they are both virgins. I think they'll be very grateful if I take their virginity before they start college, don't you?"
"Un-hunh," I said, still stunned as to the extent of control Emily was asserting in our relationship.
"Wow, I'm really going to be a beta cuck now, hunh?" I thought to myself. Then my mind realized, "Fuck!! I'm actually *immensely* turned on to the idea of being my hot girlfriend's beta cuck! Shiiiit!! This should be *EXCELLENT*!"
Emily was prattling on, I suppose a little tentative still in her new dominant role, and not yet used to asserting control. "To be kindest, Boo, I should probably fuck them a few times each, to give them a chance to get halfway decent at it-- I bet they each cum in thirty seconds the first time, don't you? Oh... and another plus... I think you and I will both get off on you feeling humiliated by my fucking them-- especially if they make me cum better than you do! That would *really* sting for you and be sensuous--at least for me. Don't you think so?"
"Ooooph!! That's cutting! I wouldn't have thought of all of that, Emily!" I said, slightly exaggerating in order to encourage her. "Wow!! You *are* being creative about this! You've been thinking about this for a while, eh? Seems like you really want to make me your 'beta cuck,' hunh?"
Yes, I said the words out loud: "beta cuck." I told Emily that's what I was becoming. The words were now in the air between us.
"Yeah... I'm not going to lie... This *has* been on my mind for a while... I'm sorry, Boo! Please don't feel hurt! And... Yeah, I've read that term, too! You're right! I *do* want you to be my 'beta cuck.' That's exactly right! Not only that, I *expect* you will be... In fact, I *know* you will be! You'll be my very *happy* little-dicked beta cuck, I am sure!"
"Well, I guess I'll always have that I got 'there' first!" I said, with a quick gentle little pat on her panty-covered pussy. I withdrew my hand before finding out if Emily would have allowed me to leave it there.
"Yes, you'll always have that, Rob! *WE* will always have that together!" Emily replied, and she leaned in and gave me another loving wet kiss and hug.
"Okay... Em, tell me the rest of it already!"
"Okay, Rob... And I'll also be sleeping with a mix of different looking guys--and especially different races... Variety in this is important to me... Not least of all because the Black guys have the biggest cocks... For example, I know you don't like Craig, but he's supposed to have the biggest cock in the whole school... We're supposed to refer to it as a 'BBC" of course! And Craig's BBC is supposedly eleven-inches and thick!"
"Wow! Em, are you going to be able to handle that?" I asked matter-of-factly. Meanwhile, my inner voice was shouting: "YESSS!!! Yesss!!! YESSSS!!!! She *FINALLY* revealed she's going to fuck BBC!! Oh, thank fucking God!! My adorable Emily is going to go black!!! YESSSS!!!"
"Well... Honestly, probably not a good idea for me to fuck Craig first!" Emily admitted. "I'll have to 'work my way up' to fucking him!"
"Okay... and you're still not done telling me your plans, are you?"
"The other two things--I guess I'll spit them out-- are to fuck bareback instead of using a condom like I do with you... And to have at least one gangbang-- and maybe more, if I like the first one!"
"Wow! You're going to fuck bareback even though you haven't with me?!"
After hearing about all the guys, the gangbang mention didn't phase me much--but fucking other guys bareback did. I kept hoping over the weeks that Emily would let me make love to her without a condom, but she hadn't yet. Not even during her period.
"Well, to be honest, Boo... The black guys only fuck bare... So, yeah... For the black guys, and *only* for the black guys, I'm going to fuck bare. Yup."
"Wait... You're going to fuck them bareback, the black guys... but you're not going to add that to the menu for me, your loving boyfriend... because I'm 'just' a white guy? Is that what you're saying?!"
"Well, Boo... I've been thinking about it, and actually it's another one of those things that my intuition tells me will simply be hot for us both... with you about to be my beta cucky and all... It'll be lusty for me to know that there are some things I'm only going to do for the seriously alpha black studs... I have a hunch that you'll get off on it, too... Don't you think?"
"I don't know, Em... I guess maybe? I don't know..."
"Well, that's the plan! I'm pretty sure you'll at least love watching me get bareback fucked by huge black cocks! And I plan to do that a lot when I get there! Certainly, if I like it as much as I am guessing I will!"
"Aw, fuck! That's hot!! Shiiittt!" I exclaimed, betraying my ever mounting arousal and excitement. My enthusiasm had ratched up yet another level.
The assertive, slutty way that my previously shy Emily was explaining herself... The way that she was dictating her terms and *not* taking any input, *not* taking any pushback... It was a huge turn-on, and I couldn't hide it from my love.
"You're becoming such a sexy, assertive slut, Emily!!" I added. "You're going to go bareback with the black guys but not even with me, your loving boyfriend?!? Fuck--you're right! I got to hand it to you... You're absolutely right! That's intense! It's so *HUMILIATING* and partly because of that, it is even more massively erotic!!"
"Yeah! I know!! I totally agree! I'm so relieved to know that you now think so, too, Boo!"
"Oh, totally! You fucking slut!! You and this whole set of scenarios are stupendously, astoundingly hot and erotic!! It's going to be so amazing to watch you go black bareback especially!!"
"Yeah!! I think so, too, Rob!!"
"What are you going to do for birth control, Em, though with the black guys? I know you like to be well-protected."
"Well... That turns out not to be the easiest question, actually..."
"How so?"
"Well... condoms are out, as I said. All the black guys fuck bareback only... And it turns out that a diaphragm only works for the guys with nine-inch dicks or shorter... and while that's most of them, it isn't *ALL* of them... Our two black classmates who are bigger than nine inches will bump into a diaphragm a lot--that's Craig and Maurice--so much so that a diaphragm would take a lot of fun out of it for them, apparently!"
"Well, I guess I could see that!" I said. I didn't even ask Emily how she knew. She could only know from gossiping with the other girls, I figured.
"Yeah, me, too!" said Emily. "I could definitely see how they wouldn't want to constantly hit up against a barrier inside me. For sure!"
"So are you going to go on the pill or use an IUD?"
"Well, my doctor recommends against those for me for various reasons," my beautiful girlfriend explained.
"So... what?!? Wait a second!! Are you going to use the *rhythm* method only for the biggest cocks?!?" I queried.
"Well... Unfortunately, Rob, that seems like the right answer... I don't really have a choice, I think, if I want to get fucked by Craig and Maurice... And I *really* want to get fucked by Craig and Maurice!! I mean, what's the point of becoming a slut if I don't really go for it all the way, Boo?!"
My adorable girlfriend was quite committed to this path!
"Wow, Emily!! You could seriously end up black bred! Are you ready for that?!"
"Well, I don't know, my love... But it seems I'm willing to risk it..."
"And I know you don't believe in abortion--not for yourself anyway! You're willing to risk becoming a baby mama to a black baby at our age?!!"
"Yeah... I guess I am... I am just too deeply craving this experience, Boo!! I don't know how to explain it rationally! I'm sorry! I just really want to at least try out getting fucked by the biggest, blackest cocks among our classmates! I really badly want to fuck Maurice and Craig and see what it's about! Your girlfriend here is a slut inside, apparently! I'm sorry if this is a shock to you!"
"Well, you have always been pretty lusty... So I guess it isn't a total shock... And I guess I can't say I blame you... Those giant black cocks *are* fascinating! Even us straight guys wonder about touching or sucking on them ourselves sometimes, I can tell you!"



Emily leaned in again and gave me another big lusty smooch and a hug. "Aw, Boo! You're the best boyfriend!! You're *so* understanding! I really do love you!!" Emily paused and then added, pointedly: "You're really *very* horny to watch me, too, aren't you? You're excited to become my beta cuck, aren't you?!"
"Yeah, Em! It's true. I am over-the-top horny to watch you--and to become your beta cuck. YESS!! Just like you can tell from my little twig of a hardon! I think this is going to be VERY hot! I'm not too keen on you having a black baby--but hopefully that won't happen... But the *risk* of it is sooo very arousing!"
"I know!!!" Emily exclaimed. "I somehow feel the same way! I don't think that I consciously want a black baby--not at all. But somehow the risk of being black bred is super exciting! I can hardly wait! They call it 'black repo sex,' if it's unprotected when a girl is likely fertile. And, I'm sorry, but it sounds amaaaazing! You know how horny I get when I'm ovulating... I hope I can resist fucking black bareback when I'm ovulating... I can't say I'm sure that I'll be able to resist! Supposedly once you start fucking a black guy, if you're a white girl, many of them will make it a mission to knock you up... If our black classmates make it their mission to breed me, I don't know how good I'll be at fighting it!"
"Really? You think you might have *intentional* black 'repo' sex, Em? Really?!"
"Yeah! I have this weird feeling that I'm going to love the big black cocks and won't be able to help it... I'm not going to lie... I'm already thinking about what I would do with a baby while in college... or whether I could handle giving a baby up for adoption... I just don't know!"
"Wow! Dang! That's so arousing to hear! You're becoming such a fucking slut, Em!"
"I know! Talking about it with you, my love, it's making it more real... I'm realizing how incredibly slutty I truly feel! I'm realizing how horny I am to get fucked a lot, to get fucked by cocks and especially big black cocks!"
"Aw, shit, Em! You're so fucking sexy! Yesss! Unggggh!" I moaned in excitement as I oozed precum into my girlfriend's gently stroking fingers.
"Do you have to wait to go black? Do *we* have to wait, I should say?" I asked.
"Yeah... You remember my pal Melodie, who lives in San Diego now? She's ahead of me on this same journey at her own school and with some local college guys, too."
"Wow!" I interjected. "She'd be hot to watch, too! Shit, Em, is this some huge trend?!"
"I've heard that pretty white girls going black is a huge trend, Boo-- Yes! It's in videos that we young white women are sending each other. 'The Joys of Being a BBC Slut' is an immensely popular X-rated website for young women, as a matter of fact!" Emily revealed. "The popular girls in our class have started fucking big black cocked athletes at the local college--I'm surprised you haven't heard! And Melodie says she's working her way up to being a BBC slut along with all the pretty girls in her class... So it's definitely a trend at her school, too! Some more girls in our class are thinking about it, too, I happen to know! Brenda, for example, is planning to leave Jeff for an alpha black guy she met at a college party a week ago!"
"Wow! I had no idea!"
"Yeah, it's not just you guys who are into porn, it turns out... It's teen women watching porn that got this all started!" Emily continued to explain. "Luckily, Melodie is ahead of me on the adventure... She's started fucking black guys, even! So, she's sharing wisdom with me from a few steps ahead, which is great! Melodie says it's very important to work your way up. A girl must start with some medium-large dicks first... In fact, I already know who I am going to fuck first!"
"Really?! *DO* tell!!"
"Hmm... I'm not sure if I should!" Emily teased.
"Pleeeeease!!" I begged.
"Hmmm..." Emily teased, as if she might actually tell me. Then she continued, "N-n-nope! That will not be revealed today, my love! Instead... Instead... He'll come over to your house tomorrow evening. Let's say 8pm. Your parents will still be away... And I'll fuck him in *YOUR* bed while you watch while tied to your desk chair! It will be a surprise! I'll come by at 7:30pm to say 'hi' first and get you all tied up and ready!"
"Unnngghhh!" I groaned.
"Yeah... hot, isn't it?!" Emily said with a big smile.
"Oh... So incredibly hot!!" I concurred. "Say... All this sex talk really has me revved up! Can we go again, now, Boo--now that you've shared the whole thing?!
"Well... Ordinarily I would say 'yes.' But I want to give my 'downstairs' a bit of a rest for tomorrow... and my new lover! And you need to save some strength, too! You're going to want to wank aplenty after you watch me get fucked tomorrow!"
"Wait... Did I hear you right? Did you say 'wank' *and* 'after'?!"
"Oh, yes... I can't have you distract my new lover and me by having your little dicklet out while we're fucking. You'll be clothed. You'll have to beat off after!"
"You mean you're going to make me wait until after and then you're not even going to 'do' me, too?"
"Oh... I'm sure I'll be too tired to do you, too, Boo!" Emily said. "And besides, it will be more poignant for you if you beat off instead of me making love to you next. But don't worry, I'll make love to you another day soon... I mean, I think... Unless, of course, I get too hooked on ample-size cocks and, uh, stop feeling like fucking your little penis, too!"
Somehow, Emily sensed that I was ready to be threatened with abstinence. She read me like a book.
"Unnnnggghhh! Yesss!!!!" I moaned. "That will be soooo sexy! Soooo amaaaazing, Emily!!"
"I know! And I'm so glad you can admit to us both that you agree! I'm so excited that you're also ready for me to be a slut, Boo!" my sexy girlfriend responded. "I can't tell you how relieved and happy I am that you are ready to see me be a slut for cock--and become my beta cuck!! Oh, Boo, I've never been so happy! And just think--the next penis to be in my slutty pussy is going to be someone else's! And it won't be some other little dick. No. It will be a COCK!"
And Emily gave me one last kiss before she got up and started getting dressed.
After she pulled her pants on, Emily decided to lean over and lightly stroke my rod a few more times out of kindness. It was through my boxers. She nibbled my ear a little and whispered into it: "Boo... You know what else? Maybe when I get fucked by Craig's eleven-incher eventually--and hopefully before long--I'll feel like *he* is really the one taking my virginity... rather than your little dicklet... Maybe a few weeks from now, I'll feel like your little dicklet was merely foreplay for big black cocks!"
"Unnngggghhhh!!" I groaned. I couldn't help myself.
"Say, Boo?" Emily asked. "Do you really need some relief, Boo?"
"Oh, so badly, Em!! Very much so!!"
"Hmmm... Okay... Then beg me."
"What?"
"You heard me... Beg me... If you beg me well enough, maybe I'll provide you some relief before you watch me get fucked tomorrow... But you better hurry up. I'm getting bored!"
"Okay! Okay!" I caught on. "PLEASE, Emily!! I beg you! Please provide me some release!"
"You want me to provide your little boi clit some release, is that it, Boo? You're going to have to beg me better! Beg me to give your 'little boi clit' some release... Beg me that, specifically!"
"Please, Boo! Please give my little boi clit some release, Boo! Yes, I'm begging you for my little boi clit! Please!"
"Oh... I guess that was good enough! I think you *are* going to be a good little beta cuck... I'll give you some release-- MAYBE!! I might BARELY touch you though, and we'll just have to see if it does the trick!"
Emily laid down next to me again. She stayed fully clothed and pushed me to the side so she could keep some space between our bodies.
My girlfriend resumed stroking my little penis... but as promised, she did it only lightly and only through my boxers. She resumed sexily nibbling on my ear to help me along.
After a few minutes, Emily could tell that while I was very close to cumming, I wasn't quite going over the edge. She made a decision then. A decision to be yet further generous.
Emily pulled off my boxers and started to give me a proper stroking. A stroking with full pressure on my shaft and occasional teasing of my cock head and balls. My precum provided more than enough lube.
After an hour of just talking, teasing, and making out, it felt beyond incredible to get this full and hearty handjob from my love. She always knew just how to touch me. I was over the moon.
As Emily kept up stroking me, and nibbling my ear, she finally decided to whisper to me, too. My sexy girlfriend leaned in and whispered the most exciting words I might have imagined. "I hope you're loving your handjob, Boo. Before long, handjobs might be the only thing you get from me--if that. I'll be too busy... I'm *certain*... fucking black. I'm going to fall in love with black cock, Boo, I can feel it... Black cock will occupy all my free time... Black cock will be like water and air for me... I'll crave it constantly... I'll get blacked all the time... I *am* going to end up fucking black *only*! I'll also be a three-hole slut for blacks! I'm sure I'll eventually be black-bred!"
That was it for me. Those warm, tight strokes of her hand; those little nibbles on the ear; and the idea that Emily could end up black-only, a three-hole slut for blacks, and eventually black-bred--it all sent me over the edge, and I had the largest orgasm of my life to date. "Oh, fuck!! Yesssss!!!! You'll be the hottest black-only slut!! You'll be so hot as a three-hole slut for blacks!! YESSS!!!! YYYYEESSSS!!! You'll be so sexy black-bred!! Yesss!! YESSSS!! Yessss!! Unnnngggghhhh!! Arrrggggghhhhhh!!! YYYEESSSSS!!!" I shouted, as I shook and shot my load.
My load was tremendous and coated my stomach and chest. Some of it even reached my neck and chin!
When my 'boi clit' finally stopped shooting, I shared my profound thanks with Emily. "Oh, thank you!! Thank you so much! Thank you for being so generous, my love!"
"You're welcome, cucky!" Emily replied, as she again got out of bed. "You're going to be a great cucky. You deserved that one last release before seeing me get *properly* fucked for the first time, tomorrow."
That stung and was also a turn-on to think about. Indeed, it seemed Emily would like big cocks so much better than mine that she would barely look back on our intercourse as even counting!
"You're clear you're not to touch your 'boi clit' again--other than to clean it--until after watching me get fucked tomorrow night. Right, Boo?"
"Yes, Ma'am!"
"Ooh! You can call me 'ma'am' once in a while--but not too much... You're still my boyfriend, cucky--at least for now! Got it?!"
"Yes, Boo. Got it. That's nice... Would you like me to return the favor now?" I offered, implying that I would use my hands or tongue to give my girlfriend a cum, since my 'boi clit' would need quite some time to recharge and could not for the moment be offered for sex.
"Nah. I'm good, cucky," Emily said, with extreme matter-of-factness that cut me to the quick. "I will tend to my own needs later. We're done now for the evening, Boo."
Emily gave me a quick kiss on the forehead; put on her shoes; climbed the stairs to exit; and left me with quite a lot to process.
"Boy, I'm definitely her beta now!" I said to myself. "Emily scarcely needs me sexually already!" Wow!
It took me a few minutes to gather myself. I then snuck out the back. I definitely wasn't ready to face anyone in her family in my newly demoted "beta cuck" condition.
What would tomorrow night bring, I wondered?
Who do *you* think Emily fucked the next night--as she got "fucked properly for the first time"?
Any ideas?
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WARNING: As usual, this is a very hardcore interracial cuckolding story, with extensive gay/bisexual elements. However, it's also scatalogical and perverted in other dimensions. It has surgical body modification! It's so twisted and perverted that, in fact, I'm going to put it in the "Fetishes" category and hope for the best. Also, the story is oriented around the "Black New World Order" concept. If this doesn't sound like your kind of thing, please just skip it. Thanks!
--------------------------------------------
Some people say it's the start of a "Black New World Order" in the Western World. Maybe they're right--"BNWO," as they say.
Golly, I guess it's been a few years now that I've started to see the phrase and abbreviations show up more and more in the erotica I've been reading--here on Literotica and on other sites that I like.
The idea isn't hard to explain. The idea is that Blacks are becoming more and more powerful, more and more dominant--as anything white recedes in significance. It's a philosophy, a movement, a social trend.
Naturally, many of the proponents are Black. Why wouldn't they be? But increasingly white people--many of them simply plagued by guilt feelings conditioned by their political tribe--are joining the movement. "It's time to let the Blacks be in charge after so many centuries of oppression!" is the theory.
For me, as a married white man, my affinity was not nearly so lofty. No.
Rather, for me, I simply had become obsessed by interracial sex. And not any kind of interracial sex, but black-man-on-white-women interracial sex.
Over the past several years, it's gotten so that black-man-on-white-woman porn is the only thing that even really turns me on anymore.
I have an EXTREMELY attractive white wife--Emily. To visualize Emily, imagine the hottest thin nerdy girl in your high school or college. Give her dirty blonde hair and blue eyes. A shy personality. Make her secretly horny. Give her a thin physique but with adorable curves, including delicious b-cup breasts and a perky little bottom.
Because I got so caught up in interracial porn and erotica, it got so I could only cum when visualizing my Emily getting blacked. It's sad, I know, but it's true.
Yup, it had gotten so I could only cum when imagining a black man fucking my white wife. Loserly, I know.
So it occurred to me--even though I'm conservative politically--maybe this BNWO movement would have the answer to my needs. Maybe it could take my beautiful but shy Emily black! Maybe I can take advantage of the broader political movement so I can have the voyeuristic interracial sex life that I crave--starring, of course, none other than my adorable wife!
Was I really only interested in being a voyeur? No. But I wasn't ready to admit it to myself at first. That came later.
Using the BNWO trend to get my wife to go black seemed logical enough. Through the movement, I could find "allies" to my cause! I could find people to help my gorgeous wife get blacked!
And did I mind if my wife might get really hooked on--even totally addicted to--black cock in the process? Did I mind if my Emily might become a black-only slut and black-breeder? Absolutely not! Nothing would please me more, I thought. "God, it would be so hot to watch Emily in action as a black-only, black-owned, black-breeding slut!" I thought to myself.
I was 28 when this story starts, by the way, and on my way as a successful PhD student in biosciences. We'll say my name is "Douglas Martinson," and Emily shares my last name. (Not our real names, of course!)
I'm handsome, charming, and have a good personality. Alas, my dick is a thin little barely-five-incher-- which I guess is part of why I fantasize about Emily getting fucked by massive black cocks so much. It addresses my anxiety. Yes. It. Does!
Emily was 22 at the start, and still getting her bachelor's degree in nursing. She's going to be one cute and sexy nurse when she finishes in another couple of years.
Let's imagine we live in Michigan, we're both studying at U of M, and we live in Ann Arbor. Why not? It's as good as any setting. (Although in reality, we live in a different college town.)
Once I settled on the idea of leveraging the Black New World Order movement, it wasn't hard to work on steps from there.
I spent an hour over a couple of nights researching online and, without too much trouble, I found a UofM-based BNWO "chapter" so to speak. They called themselves simply UofM-BNWO. As a radical group, they weren't an official university club, but they functioned on campus and around town.
I filled out their online form to ask for an interview to participate. Naturally, there was a box I had to populate as to my interest. I thought to myself, "I'd better pretend that I'm politically aligned and not just in it for my sexual reasons... They may not like it if I'm just in it for black cock!"
I put lots of thought into my short entry. The number of characters allowed were limited. This is what I settled on:
"As a white man, I'm ashamed of my privilege. I think I'd like to help bring on the Black New World Order and find my lowly place in it. I guess it helps that I can't stop thinking of seeing my beautiful white wife go completely and permanently black. So I see us both becoming supporters. Can you guide us?"
And then, after angsting over that entry for over an hour, I saw that there was a pull-down, too, where I had to pick what role I was interested in for the BNWO, and it turned out that the perfect choice was available:
"Aspiring beta white cucky"
For "key reason for contact," there was also a perfect option:
"Need help introducing white wife and myself to the cause."
So I picked all those things, typed in my actual cell phone number for follow up, and one of my email addresses, and clicked "submit."
It took just three days but it felt like a month until I got a call from an unknown number on my cell. Figuring it could be the BNWO Club, I answered it just in case, and it was they--or, their representative, rather. A girl named Tiffany--who sounded white--went through a few pleasantries and also asked my DOB and SSN to confirm my identity while I was on the line. She also asked my mother's maiden name and a few other personal questions.
"Okay," she said. "You check out. The BNWO believes you are who you say you are... Next, we need you to give us a video attestation."
"A video attestation?" I asked.
"Yes," Tiffany explained. "We need you to read into your phone as it records your image and voice how excited you are to be a BNWO supporter and to have us black your wife, Emily. I'm texting you the script."
"What's this for?" I asked.
"We use it however we see fit, white boi. Obviously it gives us leverage over you. If you want to move forward, it's a non-negotiable requirement. I'll give you ten seconds to decide."
"Uh..." I was nervous. Then as I was mumbling, Tiffany interrupted: "6, 5, 4, 3..."
"Okay! Very well!" I interjected, just barely in time.
"Good, dipshit!" TIffany sneered through the phone. "Go ahead now!"
I read it verbatim and, since I was texted it, this is exactly what it said, right out of my phone log:
"I, Douglas Martinson, am a lowly white boi, aspiring to become a cuckold supporter of the Black New World Order Movement, and assume my place in it as an inferior, subservient white male. I can't wait to see my beautiful wife, Emily, go black--go black-only--get black-owned--and eventually get black-bred. I plan on being subservient to her and her lovers... I'll be chaste, other than 'paying homage' to BBC--even if it turns me gay. I so desperately want my wife to be blacked. I only have a thin five-inch dicklet, and my wife deserves to get fucked by real cocks--by big... black... cocks... which I'll suck on and service as well. I want this for us as a permanent lifestyle change, and I pray it happens as soon as possible. Once my Emily goes black, I hope she makes herself as available as possible to hung black studs, even as she will of course cut me off entirely from sexual intimacy--other than perhaps the occasional mercy hand job... I look forward to my Emily getting black-bred--multiple times--and doing my darndest to provide support for my wife and the babies. All of this is my deepest sexual desire, and I pray that it's fulfilled!"
"Good job, dipshit. Good job!" Tiffany said. "Now, I'm going to read you a series of questions. My voice will be recorded, and we'll continue to video you. Be sure you answer truthfully! People have been known to regret it who don't! Are you tracking me, loser?"
"Yes, Ms. Tiffany," I responded. "I'm tracking. Go right ahead."
"Good, dipshit. Good! By the way... Short answers are fine... Now first... Are you earnestly and truly ready to support the Black New World Order and assume your place as a lowly white male within our framework--even though this means you will NEVER have any type of sexual relations with your sexy little white wife ever again--except possibly an occasional mercy handjob?"
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Good, dipshit. Good... Would you like to see the BNWO alpha studs turn your wife into a committed slut for big black cock, including use of ALL her holes, and including imminent and repeated breeding, for perhaps even five or more black babies? This will fully derail her career pursuits and her ability to earn a living independently. She'll become dependent on the BNWO to provide for her."
"Yes! Definitely yes!"
"Good, loser! Good... For the privilege of watching our Black alpha studs do your wife, are you willing to suck big black cock on demand--and forever? Even knowing that this will likely make you gay for BBC. Yes, you will still enjoy watching your wife get black fucked, but it will be black cock that will come to own you sexually. Are you ready for that?"
"Uh... it scares me, but I accept that it is required. Yes."
"Our BNWO club has done our research on you, dipshit... Once you and Emily are well and thoroughly blacked, do you agree to help us black your attractive mom, Melanie, your sister Julia, and your sisters-in-law Kristi and Penelope?"
"Oh, wow! Does it have to even include my Mom and my sister? If so, it is worth it... Yes!"
"Right answer, dipshit! Right answer... Are you willing to lick black men's cum from the pussy and ass of your sister and mom--as well as any other woman--if we so order it?
"If I must... Yes!"
"Good, dipshit! Good... Are you willing to let your sister and mom blow you and fuck you should it so amuse us--including bareback?"
"Not my first choice... But if you so command!"
"Wow, you are a depraved loser, but good! Good... Are you willing to go without any mouth kissing from any woman ever again?"
"Not my first choice... But if I must!"
"Good, faggot! Good... Are you willing to have big black cock fuck you in your boi pussy--so long as there's no permanent damage to you--as frequently as we so choose, and for the rest of your days?"
"Gulp. If I must!"
"Oh, you must, faggot! You must! Good! Good... You understand that we will expect you to call us 'Sir' and 'Master' including in public. And we will call you 'faggot,' 'dipshit,' 'cocksucker,' and other insults as we see fit--even in public--and sometimes in very humiliating situations. Do you agree to submit to this?"
"I suppose. It sounds terrible, but I accept that it is required."
"Good, dipshit. Good... You understand that with how we will treat you in public and how busy we will keep you in serving us, that your economic attainment will be limited. You'll only be able to work part time. You will be forbidden from completing your doctoral studies. We will tax your income as we see fit for our cause, and require you to live meagerly in a BNWO dormitory for beta cucks. Meanwhile, your Emily will live separately in a slutwive's dormitory serving us, and you shall rarely see each other. Do you accept this as your fate? Your reward will be unlimited access to video feeds and recordings of Emily being blacked--as well as an endless, continuous supply of BBC to use and to sate you."
"Can I think it over? Wow... That's really a lot! I mean, I've been working so hard my whole life to become a success professionally!"
"Yeah, well... Thanks for the response, dipshit... Your reluctance is noted... That'll be all for now!
"What? What do you mean that's all?"
"That concludes this interview, Mr. Martinson."
"Uh... okay... but what's next?"
"The club will be in touch with you, Mr. Martinson. Good-bye."
And then Tiffany ended the video and the call.
I stewed and stewed over how that went. "Gosh, that ending did not feel very upbeat," I thought to myself. "I think I may have botched this... Fuck!!"
A day later, my fears were confirmed with a short email that I received from the BNWO Club: "Dear Douglas, thank you for your interest in the BNWO Club. You don't meet our requirements for membership. We wish you well. Peace to you."
Fuck!!! I was so upset. Why did I have to bridle at their requirement to live a more lowly existence?!?! I was furious with myself for resisting. With hindsight, OBVIOUSLY I should have just said *YES* to all of it!! Nothing was so important to me in life--NOTHING--as seeing my Emily go black--permanently and thoroughly black. The BNWO Club was by *FAR* the best way to do this--perhaps the only way--and now I had fucked it up!!
For days, I was down in the dumps. For days, I could scarcely enjoy beating off or fantasizing about Emily getting blacked. I was depressed!
This went on for weeks, and honestly I didn't expect I would ever get a second chance. Far from it.
Then, one day about three months later, I was at the local Starbucks, reading my stats textbook, when this hulking guy pulled out the other chair at my little table and sat down.
I glanced up to see this humongous black guy. I am pretty sure I've never met him before. "This guy must be on one of our sports teams," I said to myself. "From the size of him, I'm going to guess the offensive line on the football team. Shit, he's huge! And boy is he seriously dark black!"
"I'm Ian," he said, in a deep, baritone voice. "Yeah, Ian from the offensive line, if you weren't sure."
"Uh... Hi, Ian," I said. I couldn't think of anything else to say.
"You're Doug Martinson, aren't you?" he asked.
"Well, yes," I responded, wondering how he would have any idea who I am as an obscure PhD student.
"Yes, I thought so. I was in charge of your application," he said.
"Excuse me? What application?" I asked.
"Why don't you swallow your sip of tea and collect yourself," he said. "We don't need a scene."
"Uh... okay, I guess... Why are we worried about a scene?"
"I've done this lots of times, I promise, so you need to trust me. Do you think you can trust me, Douglas? Are you ready to trust a big black man who is twice your size?"
"Uh... If you put it that way... You do seem like a serious person... and pleasant... So I would say 'yes,' I think I can trust you."
"Good, Douglas. Good... You don't have any idea why I'm sitting here, do you?"
"Uh... no, I'm sorry. Is this some kind of weird joke?"
"Oh... Definitely no joke, Douglas. No joke at all."
"Okay, then what's up then?"
"Douglas, I'm a 'captain' within the BNWO Club that you contacted... One of its leaders. I'm here to loop you in on what's been going on. I need you to promise to keep your voice down even as what I tell you may shock you. Can you do that for me, Douglas?"
"Uh... Okay... Ian, you said your name is 'Ian,' right?"
"Yeah, but the next time you say it, it's going to be 'Master Ian,' faggot. Do you have me?"
"Oh, wow!! Uh... yes!! Yes!! Sure thing!! Yes, 'Master Ian'! Your faggot understands! Faggot understands very enthusiastically!!"
I was instantly excited!! I sensed opportunity!! Maybe something was going to happen for Emily and me with the BNWO Club after all!!
"Faggot, you are going to partly like and partly hate what I am about to tell you."
"Yes, Master Ian. Faggot understands."
"Faggot, we liked many aspects of your and your wife Emily's BNWO Club application... We found your wife especially attractive... Unfortunately for you, we found you wanting... You simply aren't subservient enough for us..."
"Sir! Faggot can be more subservient! I promise! I've been..."
Then Ian put his finger on my lips. "Be quiet, dipshit," he said sternly. "Never interrupt a black man... If I get you alone privately soon, I'll have to punch you in the face as a punishment. I would do it right now, but I don't want to cause a scene... And I suppose every faggot deserves a single warning... You got that? NEVER interrupt a black man. Not ever."
"Yes, sir. I'm so sorry sir!"
"Now where was I... Yes, I was explaining... Your wife is adorable... We all love to fuck and own the sexy little bookish types like your Emily... And we love to breed cute white girls with such high IQs to help make sure our light brown babies are as smart as possible... Yes we do! But you, dipshit, on the other hand... you're just not submissive enough... Especially your reluctance to live in a beta cucky dorm and have a lowly, unaccomplished life. That won't do at all. Nope, not at all."
"But sir! I've changed my mind! I want to be more submissive, really I do!! I've been moping these past weeks about how I answered the wrong way! Please--pretty please let me change my answers Sir Master Ian! Please!"
"There's no time for that now, faggot. No... But you did helpfully interest us in Emily... And you're going to find this next part bittersweet... We decided to black her anyway."
I paused. I wanted to be sure Master Ian was done speaking before I opened my mouth.
"Hey! That's fabulous!" I nearly squealed. "That's so exciting! So when's the big day? And am I going to be watching in person or only on video? Sir--I'm happy to watch on video, that's totally fine!!"
"I don't think you've added things up yet, faggot... Because you weren't submissive enough, you do *not* get to watch."
"What?!? Master Ian, you can't be serious?!"
"Oh... Totally serious."
"But you only even know about Emily because of me!"
"Yeah... And you had your chance, faggot."
"Is there nothing I can do to get to watch, Sir Ian Master? Nothing?"
"Well, faggot... There might be... but I hesitate to ask, because it's very steep."
"Anything, Sir! I so, so badly need to see my Emily blacked... I'll do anything! I'll even be a failure and live in the BNWO cuckold dorm!"
"Oh... You'll definitely do that, if you're serious, boi... That... and lots more."
"Anything! I'll do anything!"
"All right... I'll start naming things that I think will amuse me and my bruthas... Let's see... Here's a nice juicy one to start with... Will you agree to a jaw loosening operation so we can face fuck you more to our liking, with more room in your mouth for us?"
"Master?!" I queried.
"What, faggot?" he responded.
"That sounds very severe! Is it painful?"
"The surgery--no. The recovery--also no... But it's a bit like 'Russian roulette.' There's about a ten percent chance your jaw will be over-loosened and you won't be able to chew properly--and your face would become misshapen to boot... It's pretty nasty, and three out of the four times that's happened so far, the hapless cuckies have all felt too ashamed ever to step out in public ever again... They live in the dormitory basement, where they serve as our most treasured cock suckers... So that's what you'll be risking... Are you willing to chance it?"
I know I was crazy to handle this this way, but I was desperate not to fuck things up again--and I rationalized that ninety percent odds were pretty good.
"It's absolutely required, Sir?"
"Absolutely, dipshit! If you want to become a BNWO white cucky sub, it *is* fully mandatory to get your jaw loosened so you can give better head... absolutely... we'll even schedule the operation for tomorrow afternoon... just after your initial 'breaking in... which will be tonight, overnight!'"



"Very well then, yes... I'll take the chance... It's worth it to me! And it will be hot to have a looser jaw for receiving big black cocks! That'll be super hot!"
"Good, faggot. Good... Also, your Master here is bi, and I think you're a cute white faggot... So I want to tap your ass... Also because I enjoy fully dominating weak little white bois like you... Nothing dominates a white faggot like jamming a giant black cock up his ass! Ha!! So... Will you agree that I can fuck your boi pussy as much as I might like? It'll probably be a lot."
"Yes, Master Ian... You can fuck my boi pussy all the time... yes!"
I had been ready for that question.
"Good! Good, faggot, good! Oh... and my BBC BNWO friends... They'll want to use your mouth and boi pussy, too... Any problem with that?"
"Of course, Master. That's fine, too. Certainly no problem with that!"
Again, I had been ready.
"Good, faggot, good! We're getting somewhere here. Excellent! Okay... Also, I want to degrade you, and make you really humble... How about cleaning my ass with your tongue and lips after every shit I make for the next month?"
That grossed me out, but I promised to comply anyway.
"Yes, Master, I can be your human toilet paper. Yes, sir!"
"Excellent, fag! Right answer! Good... And I'll want to piss down your throat... And have you serve as a urinal for some of my friends as well!"
"Yes, Master! Sure. I expect I will learn to enjoy these if it gives you pleasure!"
I was determined to say "Yes!" to anything that wouldn't permanently damage me in some fundamental way-- losing a few front teeth, eating some shit, and swallowing some piss did not sound too terrible given how desperate I was to see Emily blacked!
"I'm also going to need to tattoo you," Ian continued. "Although I don't want to totally thrash your employability... How about this... Yes, I have just the thing... How about I have you tattooed all up and down your abdomen and chest? It'll be a combo of designs and asserting my personal ownership of you as my BBC faggot--and scrawling out your commitment to BBC... You would never be able to get naked for anyone without them knowing that you're a BBC faggot... and, frankly, you'll end up looking pretty ridiculous... You'll look like a BBC-addicted schmuck when you're naked... You'll probably even want to avoid looking at yourself in the mirror... Or--at least until your spirit is fully crushed, and you're a complete BBC addict... When you get all the way 'there'--made into a complete BBC faggot--you'll come to take pride in how pathetic your tats look!"
"I understand, Master!" I said. "If that's what you require, so be it!"
"Yes, I require it, faggot! In fact, we'll start on it tonight--and finish as you are recovering from your jaw-loosening... Wow!! You really are a desperate faggot! But I have more... You also agree to help me and my clubmates to Black your and Emily's whole family... all the other four adult women--for starters--just like that earlier questionnaire proposed... And--once they come of age--all the teeanagers, too... Are you still up for that, too?"
"Yes, Master," I said, "I figured that was a requirement as well... And so it shall be!"
"Good! Good! Good!" Ian said, quite jovially. "Now *this* is the kind of compliance we are looking for from white cucky faggots. Good! I'm happy for you, faggot, that you got the idea! This is going to be sublime for you! You're going to love this. You're going to love this so much, you're going to wonder why you didn't realize you were a BBC faggot even sooner! Now... I happen to know Emily is out of town for four days... So that makes it simple for your 'transformation' to begin tonight... Go home, relax a little... another faggot cucky is coming over to help you get 'beautiful' for tonight... And I'll see you at the Clubhouse at 183 Post Street at 9pm... We'll also send some cuckies by to move all your clothing and personal effects into the faggot dorm tonight... When Emily returns, she'll find that you're all moved out! Got any questions?"
"Just one, Master. And with all this compliance, when do I get to see you black-fuck Emily and take her black-only?"
"Oh, you poor faggot... Did you think that would happen anytime soon? No, you pathetic loser... You're going to have to earn it... And... By the way, your wife is already black-only... That happened last night while she was away at her conference... She was incredible! I've watched the video... She swore an oath to be black-only after just half an hour of fucking... She's a natural black cock slut, your Emily! The BNWO Club can't thank you enough for directing us to her!"
That stung to hear, but even more so--honestly--it was sublime. It made me little dicklet twitch around in my pants and ooze precum, it was so hot! It was exactly what I had been hoping would happen with Emily--other than my not getting to see it!
I must have made a very quizzical expression and for some reason Master Ian took pity. "Okay, faggot," he began, "What is it? Isn't this what you wanted? Why do you look so fucking confused?"
"Oh, I'm sorry, Master!" I began. "Faggot didn't mean to look in any way displeased... But you're right... Faggot is confused... How did you get Emily to agree to get blacked? She's always been such a loyal wife! What did you say or do to her?"
"Ah, yes!" Master Ian responded. "I should have explained! My bad! You see... We've been working on her for two-and-a-half months now... We started just a few days after your club interview! That hot white slut, Tiffany, who interviewed you for the BNWO Club? She made sure to enroll in your wife's African-American Culture class... The one she's taking so she knows how to be an appropriate nurse for the black community... And Tiffany made a point of making friends with your wife... Your Emily is such a sweet, kind, open person that it wasn't hard for Tiffany!"
Master paused. But he didn't ask a question. So I sat mutely. Praying that he would explain more.
"Good! Good job waiting quietly faggot! Shall I continue explaining, faggot?"
"Yes, Master! I beg you! Please!"
"Very well... It wasn't that hard, really... You see, Tiffany made friends with Emily and then she invited her to a fictitious class that we cooked up... A class called 'African-American sexual habits for medical professionals.' We mixed authentic medical content together with key BNWO teachings... It was quite devious of us really!"
"Key teachings, Master Ian?" I queried.
"Oh, yes! We taught how about ten percent of Black men are 'alpha BBCs'--men who are dominant bulls, with the biggest black cocks... And how these men can only be sexually satisfied by sexy white women... And how, more and more, white women--and even couples--are finding it both their 'duty' and their *pleasure* to fulfill the alpha BBCs' needs!"
"Really?! Wow! You actually taught my wife the core BNWO beliefs in the wrapper of a fake college class? That's so devious and clever! I'm really impressed! And... knowing my Emily, she probably fell for it, didn't she?"
"Oh, yes... She fell for it 'hook, line, and sinker'! She was full of all kinds of questions after class... That's when Tiffany sprang it on her, Tiffany explained that she's a wifeslut for BBC and that her husband Alan supports her as her now-celibate beta cucky... Tiffany explained that when white women and couples submit to the needs of the alpha BBCs that they find a new, much more profound and complete level of sexual fulfillment-- Tiffany explained how BBC provides whites the best sex ever! How sex with BBC is in a whole better galaxy than sex with white boi dicklets... And then your Emily was curious to learn even more! So, Tiffany revealed the existence of the BNWO Club, and her membership thereto... And when Emily was yet further intrigued... That's when Tiffany played your video 'attestation' for Emily!"
"My video 'attestation'?"
"Yes! The video you did for Tiffany where you explained how badly you wanted your wife to get blacked--to get fully and totally black-fucked, black-owned, and even black-bred!"
"No!!"
"Yes, faggot! Yes!! And remember to keep your voice down!"
"And how did my wife respond, Master Ian?"
"Oh... and your Emily responded in textbook fashion... a flash of anger and disbelief... followed by *EXTREME* arousal!! And... When Tiffany said to Emily, 'Hey, it looks like your husband is giving you permission to try black cock, doesn't it?' Emily could only say 'yes!' And from there, it was only another couple of short conversations before your precious wife was away at her conference, on her back, with her legs spread, and eagerly receiving her first ten-inch BBC all up inside her! Man--did she love, love, love it! She came so hard! She yelled her little lungs out! It was a darn good thing that my man Treyvon had her in the hotel's penthouse suite... That way, no one could hear... Yeah, your Emily was one hell of a screamer the whole fucking night!"
"Really, Master?"
"Oh, yes!! I watched the whole video... Or, to clarify, the whole 'highlights' reel... Treyvon fucked her on and off all night, and then made a highlights reel for the rest of us! Yes... And it was only about thirty minutes into fucking that your gorgeous wife pledged her loyalty to black cock... Treyvon pulled his pole out of her pussy while Emily was cruising up to her fourth big cum, and she was begging him to put it back in... In classic fashion, he said, 'The only way you're getting more of my dick tonight, bitch, is if you swear right now to go black-only... You know your faggot husband wants you, too... So swear it, and I'll keep fucking you... Otherwise, you can get the fuck out of my hotel suite... What's it going to be?' And in totally predictable fashion, your Emily went for it!! 'Fuck it,' she said, 'Douglas wants me to be black-only! You want me to be black-only... And I absolutely *HAVE* to get blacked by your amazing dick some more tonight! So, yeah.... Sure, I'll go black-only! Yes!! Now fuck me deep again, Master Trey!! Fuck me every so deep!!' Dang--it was some hot video to watch!! I hope you earn the right to watch it soon!"
Master Ian took a breath and left me space to remark.
"Wow! Sir!! Master Sir!! That sounds so amazing!! I can't believe you all did it already! FUCK!! I never thought it would be so easy to turn my wife into a BBC whore-- but you did it already!!"
"Well, faggot... I guess you can take comfort! I wouldn't call it easy... No. Far from it. Rather, it was very 'achievable.' Yes, 'achievable' is what I would call it... We just had to work on Emily systematically for a little while until she developed an interest, and then we allowed your wife to know that *YOU* gave her permission to get blacked--that *YOU* wanted her to go black-only! So, really, your role was more important than anything! I hope you're happy, faggot! This is mostly your doing, really!"
"Wow, Sir Master Sir! Sir Ian!" I repeated his honorifics nervously. "I guess that's right! It *is* mostly my own doing! Dang!! But either way, it's still such a turn on! I've never been so happy in my entire life! I'm so excited to watch Emily get blacked!! Especially her first time! Especially when she promises to go black-only! When do I get to watch the video, Master Ian, Sir?"
"Well, unfortunately, dipshit, you won't be seeing that video anytime soon--nor any other of your wife's new antics as she serves us Blacks as our fully-owned fuckslut... Nope... You have weeks of serving as a BBC faggot to earn the right to watch your wife blacked... And, in fact, starting tonight, you're not even going to see her in person at all until you've earned that right! Let's get going now... Cucky Howard is waiting at your apartment to get you started on your body hair removal and an enema... We don't want him to be waiting too long, do we? He's got an excellent-size nine-inch white dick, by the way, and he's also going to give you some starting practice on cock-sucking so you don't come into this evening's events with ten and eleven-inch BBCs completely green...
"Now, for your very first test... I *do* need to take a shit... Stay in your seat... I'm going to walk to the back of the café and summon you to follow... Got it faggot?"
"Yes, Sir Ian Sir! Faggot gets it!"
Then, Master Ian got up, walked to the back of the café like he said he would, and he hollered out to me: "Hey, faggot Douglas! Yeah, faggot! Come here... Time for you to lick my ass!"
And you know what I did?
That's right. You guessed it. I did exactly what I was told, as embarrassing and humiliating as it was.
With every single person in the café staring--including some classmates of mine and one of my professors!--I walked slowly across the room and followed Master Ian to the bathroom.
People knew exactly what was going on and some of them heckled me. "You go, faggot!" "Loser! What a fucking loser!" "So pathetic! Gross!" were some of the things that they yelled.
Ian pulled me abruptly into the bathroom right behind him and immediately pushed me to kneeling down on the dirty floor. Then, he dropped his drawers, sat on the toilet and quickly, loudly dropped a big turd.
"Lucky for you faggot," he said. "I pinched off a pretty clean loaf. Still, I'm sure this will be disgusting."
Then, he stood up. It put his ass right level with my face. "Pry my cheeks apart, faggot, and get busy," Master Ian directed.
I did exactly as I had promised. I pulled his cheeks apart so I could get right close to his anus. I leaned in, extended my tongue, and licked his ass clean.
"Do it slowly, fag!" he barked. "Be thorough!"
"Yes, Master!" I replied. And I spent several minutes tenderly licking my new Master's anus and around it. I licked off significant amounts of excrement, with no place to put it other than swallowing it. It smelled terrible; it tasted horrible. I prayed I wouldn't get sick.
Master must have read my mind. "Don't worry, dipshit," he said, "I have exactly the right antibiotics to put you on for this month so you don't get sick from your toilet duties... Eat up!"
It was incredibly revolting, the bits of crap, the disgusting smell... And yet...
I felt like I had found "home"! I felt at home being so servile and subordinate to a BBC alpha bull. It felt like the most natural thing in the world. "Finally-- peace!" I thought to myself. "Who knew? Serving BBC alpha bulls--even in the most disgusting and degrading of acts--is what I was meant to do!"
Would you like to hear more?
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So for any of you who may have lost track, I'm Harold. A fairly nondescript, good-looking, affluent, successful white married guy--who unfortunately has an ordinary little white dick (a thin five-incher). Like so many in this era--I'm in my mid-thirties--I'm obsessed with interracial (black man on white woman) porn and erotica. I've known for some time that our white friends Dan and Eden are into "the lifestyle"--interracial cuckolding, with a black alpha BBC bull, Master Edgar. A couple of days ago, over dinner, Dan and Eden revealed their lifestyle also to my wife, Sally--who's a tall gorgeous redhead, but pretty conservative and fairly naive.
The next day--just yesterday--Sally lay on me the bombshell news that she wants to give the lifestyle a try, too--that this coming Saturday (just five more days away now!) we are going to visit Dan and Eden at their apartment across town and meet Edgar for the first time. The plan is for him to take Sally black--and if all goes "well," to take Sally also to become black-only. Sally laid the news on me last night.
It was now Monday night. All day long, I had experienced involuntary erections on and off because I was so excited for Sally to go black. Damn, I am turned on to this fetish! Holy damn!
I'm home late after working some extra hours on a difficult project. Sally has gotten the kids to bed. She brought me a glass of wine--a thoughtful gesture she rarely makes the effort to do--so I knew that something else was up.
"Let's sit and chat some, Boo," my wife cooed at me. "Boy, it's been a long day!"
"Darn, I agree, Sally!" I responded. "This project is a lot of work right now!"
"I can tell it is, Harold! I'm proud of how hard you work for us!"
"Aw, thanks, Honey! I appreciate how hard you work for the family, too!"
Mutual appreciation out of the way, my beautiful wife quickly pivoted to what was on her mind. Sally is like that, typically pretty direct.
"So I exchanged a bunch of text messages with Eden today," she offered.
"Yeah... okay..." I contributed, since there wasn't anything much to respond to.
"I told her that we'd decided to move forward."
"You mean how 'you decided,' right?" I said accusingly--but with a playful tone.
"Fine! Fine, Boo! Fair enough," Sally replied. "Right... How 'I decided' but you agreed would be incredibly hot... Am I wrong?"
"Nah!" I responded. "As sad as it may be, Sally, you're 1,000% correct... I *do* think this will be incredibly hot!"
"Even if I go permanently black-only?" my wife asked.
"Frankly," I responded, "That will probably only make it more sublime... I haven't been able to think about anything else all day!! You're going to be such an incredibly sexy black-only slut!! Tell me though, Boo..." (You may have noticed we both use the same nickname for each other.) "Boo..." I continued, "Are you going to get black-bred as well?"
"I guess we should talk about that, shouldn't we?" my gorgeous redheaded wife replied.
"Well, yeah!" I rejoindered. "Of course we should! Another baby--or even more--would be a lot of responsibility... And while one black baby could easily be explained as an IVF mistake, two or more would definitely make people assume you'd become a black breeding slut--don't you think?"
"Unnnggghh!" Sally groaned, seemingly involuntarily. "Fuck!! It's such a turn on to think about becoming a black breeding slut-- and to think that all our friends, associates, family would know!! Fuck--that's so hot!"
"I agree!" I declared. "I must be a special kind of pervert, but I think that's really hot, too!"
"But you know what husband?" Sally continued. "Even if I just have one black baby... I don't really see myself pretending that it was IVF... No, I see myself owning up to it... At least with our friends and family--and I'm sure our work colleagues will find out about it, too... Yeah, I see letting the world know that I'd become a black breeding slut... Even if it were just for one time... But part of me has always wanted a bigger family... Maybe even a much bigger family!"
"I could see that, Sally! You're such a natural as a Mom! I've also sometimes thought that two or three more kids would be good for us... I've just been too shy to suggest it... but now..."
"What are you suggesting, Harold?" she asked. "Are you suggesting you might like me to become a serial black breeder?"
"Well..." I began sheepishly, noticing how my little dicklet was now rock hard in my pants. "It does seem to turn us both on... Doesn't it? I mean, my little dicklet is hard in my pants from this conversation... rock hard!! And you look excited, too, Boo!! Your nipples are 'out and proud'! You're flush! I think I'm starting to smell your pussy juices, too... Yup! I can smell your pussy juicing, too, Boo!"
"Aw, fuck!" Sally exclaimed. She didn't often f-bomb, as you may remember. "This is sooo hot!"
"I agree, Boo! Thankfully... I do quite agree!"
"You know what I think, Harold?"
"What, Boo?"
"I think we should let our new Master decide how much to breed me... Don't you think that would be most natural... and be the hottest?!"
"Aw, fuck! Sally! YES! I have to admit it... Yes!!"
"Good, then, husband!" my wife said. "It's settled... but then there's one other thing... I'm ovulating now... If we wait to get me blacked until Saturday, I won't be so fertile anymore... But... I'm thinking... What if we got started tonight? Wouldn't that be a turn on?"
"Wait!" I exclaimed. "Are you saying what I think you're saying!"
"Oh, yes! I think I am!" Sally replied. "I most certainly am!"
"I mean, I always assumed Edgar would fuck you bareback... That's what you always hear about is that the black alpha bulls will never, EVER, ever wear a condom... But you're talking about leaving out your diaphragm, too... aren't you? You're talking about having 'repo' sex your very first night with Master Edgar, aren't you?! You're talking about going all the way to black breeding slut on your very, very first time getting blacked!?!"
"Yes, Husband!" Sally responded energetically. "One. Hun. Dred. Per. Cent... Ab. So. Fuck. Ing. Lute. Ly!!"
"Aw fuck!!!" I responded, with equal energy. "That's so fucking hot! You're such a slut! I had no idea that my wife was such a hardcore slut for BBC!! You must really be craving the lifestyle, hunh?!"
"Oh, yes, Boo!" my gorgeous wife rejoindered. "After seeing Master Edgar's gorgeous cock--and texting all day yesterday with Eden--and then today also with Sir Edgar--about how they're going to turn me into a black-only slut... I'm so fucking turned on!! I can't stand it... So, I'm so relieved you're really excited, too!! So relieved!!"
"Oh, yeah?" I interjected.
"Yes!!" Sally added. "Especially because Eden, and Dan-- and Master Edgar are actually going to come over in about half an hour!"
"Half an hour?! You fucking slut!" I yelled. "You've been gaming me this whole conversation?!"
"Yes, Husband, I have!! But what do you care? Look at how hard your little dicklet is in your pants? You're so incredibly turned on! I bet you're thrilled inside, aren't you? You're thrilled that I'm going to be blacked tonight instead of not until the weekend-- aren't you... you closet fag! Yeah... I'm onto you... I know that deep down inside you can't wait to 'pay homage' to BBC... I've had spyware on your laptop... I know your porn and erotica history... You can't wait to suck Master's cock when I occasionally need a break... You can't wait to lick it clean of our juices... I'm right, aren't I? Admit it! You can't wait to be gay for BBC! I can see you're leaking precum through your pants as I taunt you... You know how it is... The tiny little dicklet never lies!!"
My wife had me. She was a hundred and ten percent correct. I knew better than to fight it. Why bother, besides?
"Unnnnghhhhh!" I groaned--which served of course as an additional confession. "You're right, Boo! You're definitely right! But explain something to me... I'm really surprised about you! You went from conservative wife to ready-to-black-breed in just forty-eight hours! What the fuck?! How did it happen?"
"A fair question, husband! A fair question!" Sally responded. "It is rather surprising, the speed of my transformation, hunh?"
"Yes, Boo! Yes!" I exclaimed. "It's shockingly fast! What gives?"
"To tell you the truth, husband," my wife replied. "It's shocking to me, too! I'm not sure what single thing did it... Certainly hearing our friends attest up close and personal how much they love 'the lifestyle'... That stunned me and made me think... I mean, we're so much like Dan and Eden in so many ways! Our background... Our education... Our life choices... So it really made me think that since they seem so incredibly happy being slaves to an alpha BBC bull, we probably would, too... but it's more than that!"
"Go on!" I encouraged Sally.
"It's also all the communication I've had first with Eden starting yesterday and then with Master Edgar added today. "It just became clear to me that Master's gorgeous giant cock seems so likely to unlock a whole new universe of sexual gratification for me that I never thought possible--that I never before dared even dream of... I mean, you saw the photo of his incredible cock! Just thinking about that photo and his cock makes my pussy moist! And it activates you, too, Boo, I can tell! I could see the drool forming at the corner of your mouth when I showed it to you! And your boy nipples got hard enough for me to see, as well! Almost like you're a girl! Yeah... I could sense it... So the fact that you're so turned on, too... Well, that gives me permission to be fully turned on!"
"Unh-hunh," was all I interjected when Sally paused for a moment.
"So, this afternoon, when I let on that I'm ovulating in a chat with Master Edgar and Eden, and Eden suggested that I should let Master breed me right away... Oh, fuck!! It was just such a turn on!! I haven't been able to let go of the idea since I heard it! I became useless at work, even! I left early, claiming a headache, and went for a walk in the park-- and no matter what, I couldn't shake the mantra that kept repeating in my head. 'Get bred, bitch! Let Master breed you, bitch! Get black bred tonight! Get black bred right away!' It just went over and over and over in my head... Even now, I'm imagining Master's voice saying it in the background, urging me on! Urging *us* on!"
"Aw fuck!!" I responded. "That's so fucking hot!! Eden and Master Edgar have turned you into a black breeding slut just through talking, an image, and some text messages!!? Fuck!! That's so incredibly hot, Sally!! Shit!! Wow!! Thank god I'm really turned onto this, too!"
"I know!" my wife exclaimed in return. "What a massively helpful thing for our marriage that you're so turned on to me becoming black-only, black-owned, and black bred!"
"Wow! So in just a half hour, you could be getting bred with our third child? A *black* child?!"
"Yup! Sure looks that way, husband! And I'm so relieved that you'll be thinking of it as 'our' child--and not just 'Sally's.' Phew!! Yes--it'll be ours... But I did promise Master Edgar that if it's a boy, it will have his last name... I know it'll be humiliating for you... But you can live with it, right? I mean... I'm not going to keep my black breeding secret anyway, so..."
"Aw fuck!" I responded. "That would be *incredibly* humiliating, Boo! But hot-as-fuck also! Yeah... That makes sense! I don't think I'm in a position to fight it as the cucky, anyway, am I?"
"No, cucky! You definitely are not! Good job knowing your place, cucky!" Sally said.
"Can I ask another question... Uh... 'Mistress'?" I offered, sheepishly--floating the "mistress" title to my wife for the first time ever.
"Good job, cucky, starting to call me 'Mistress.' Good job. That'll be expected of you to call me 'Mistress' or 'Ma'am' or 'My Superior' whenever we're with Master Edgar... Good job getting started! Sure... You can ask a couple more questions. What else, cucky?"
"Do you know, Mistress... is Master Edgar going to let me suck his cock tonight, too? Will I get to worship him some as well?"
"Ha!! I *knew* that was on your mind-- you faggot! Ha!! Well... He hasn't decided yet, he told me... You'll just have to wait and see... But he did tell me that I should get you ready to be bossed around... and to be humiliated... Get used to the idea that he--and all of us--will be calling you derogatory terms, like 'faggot,' 'dipshit,' 'loser,' 'shrimp dick,' 'cucky,' or what ever else we might come up with... Get yourself prepared! And you--in turn--are not to speak unless spoken to... and are to refer to yourself in the third person, as though you're a thing... you'll say stuff like 'Cucky agrees' or 'faggot will do "XYZ"'... are you clear, faggot?"
"Yes, Mistress... faggot is clear."
"Good, faggot! Good!"
I was surprised, but it really turned me on in even more to be made to speak in this degrading, humiliating fashion, referring to myself as a "faggot"... and for my beloved Sally to refer to me as a "faggot" was a turn on as well.
Finally, I had permission for my submissive, gay side to be 'out'!
Not that I felt generally gay, no... but I was definitely lusty for big black cocks--especially Master Edgar's gorgeous, giant ebony phallus!
Just like had happened for my Sally, that picture of Sir Edgar's phallus had really activated me!
In my case, it was building on the eroticism of having already watched a *ton* of interracial porn--all of it centered on humongous, throbbing beautiful black cocks.
Now, with my wife about to be black bred, I could also be open with my lust for big black cocks, it sure seemed. Why not? Especially as it seemed my wife sure was expecting it. Surely, that meant Master and our friends were expecting it, too.
That was a serious relief and very, very exciting for me!
"Oh, shit!" Sally said. "Just five minutes now! Take off your pants, faggot! I want our friends to see your little erect dick as soon as they walk in the door. It'll amuse them! Take off your underwear, too! Leave your socks on... put your shoes back on so you look like a dork with your hard little dicklet showing! It will help everyone see that I've subjugated you already... It'll be hot for all of us! And it will help everyone see why I need big black cock-- after so many years of getting by with your thin little white dicklet. Yes, they'll see why getting blacked was such an easy decision for me! Get cracking!"
I didn't hear a question so I said nothing in reply. But I did immediately comply with my Sally's commands. I have to admit I was *incredibly* aroused. It was going to be both a complete embarrassment *and* an immense turn on to greet my two old friends, Dan and Eden, and also our new alpha BBC bull Edgar, with my hard little white dicklet showing.
Also because I'd always lusted after Eden, too... I loved the idea that she'd at least *see* my little dicklet, even if she'd unlikely ever touch it... It felt like I was going to get a measure of intimacy with her... And in my own perverted way, that was a turn-on, too!
Yes, I quickly complied with my mistress wife's orders to remove my pants and underwear and then put my shoes back on.
I looked ridiculous, with my little five-inch thin erection inflamed and dripping precum. All red and hard, and dripping. I would have preferred if my hardon subsided--but it didn't.
If anything, my feelings of humiliation and anticipation increased, made me *more* turned on, made my little dick stiffer--and to my immense shame, I dripped even more precum!
There will be no doubt in anyone's mind--that was for sure--that I was eager and willing to see my wife get black bred by our new Master.
Fuck!! So hot!! So incredibly hot!!
Would you like to hear more?
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Any second, our new master--our big black, enormous-cocked master, Master Edgar--would be at the door, with our cuckold-couple pals (and dear old pals), Eden and Dan, in tow.
Everyone would be all set for Master Edgar to breed my amazingly sexy wife, Sally, who--until just the past couple of days--was previously a typical conservative sexy suburban white wife!
The situation was mind-blowingly sexy! It seemed that all my most erotic, perverted fantasies were going to come to life at once! My gorgeous wife was going to get blacked! And not only that, she was intending on getting bred--and likely also going black-only. Fucking hot! So incredibly hot!
Plus--I was going to be humiliated in front of her, our really good friends, and our new BBC master! Yes, my little dicklet of an erection was on display, throbbing red, and oozing precum, as I was awaiting their arrival. I was clothed except for pants and underwear--making for a ridiculous look, and my little penis was more inflated than it had ever been in my entire life.. My excitement was going to be completely and utterly betrayed from the moment that everyone arrived.
Further, my profound homoerotic attraction for BBC was going to become plain to all-- as I was sure I would try to act on it. I assuredly was going to try to suck the big black cock of our new Master. I was totally revved up and ready to go for it! My wife's taunting me had made it clear that she expected me to act gay for BBC. So, why shouldn't I go for it? Of course I should!
I stood pantless with my hard little "boi clit" on display. Yes, I realized that my little dicklet was now going to be exclusively for my own pleasure. So, who are we kidding? It's definitely more of a "boi clit," don't you think? Nobody else had said so yet, but the idea was bouncing around my head from cuckold erotica I had read. I had read a *LOT* of cuckold erotica!
My Sally had never looked more sexy and gorgeous. I haven't physically described her in some time, so let me remind you. Sally is a "tall drink of water" at 5'10", with a gorgeous face, flowing red curls, bright blue eyes, and an incredible 34DD-24-37 physique. I didn't say this before, I now realize, that Sally also has the most incredibly gorgeous ass--just the right size and firmness, and it looks as though it was carved by a Greek sculptor. Truly astounding! I still salivate any time I walk behind her or have the opportunity to grab her ass.
If you really want to visualize Sally, you could imagine Charlize Theron, but curvier; with narrower, more feminine shoulders; and with long red curly hair. Stunning, right?
As I've commented earlier, and it's certainly true: Literally every straight guy we know would love to fuck my wife given half a chance, married or not.
Further, Sally is even sexier because she has the torso of a petite girl and is tall simply because of her exceptionally long legs--like Charlize. I won the lottery there!
And right at this particular moment, Sally had the extra allure of a woman who was *CLEARLY* aroused and turned on--just from anticipation.
Her face was nicely flush and bright pink.
Her nipples were "out and proud"--clearly visible through her blouse like two beefy medium-size erasers, each on a puffy little mound, on top of her generously ample breasts.
And my wife's pussy aroma wafted through the air as well!
Yes, she was QUITE turned on and ready to engage her new man!
Finally, a gentle "tap-a-tap-tap" was on the door. "You answer it, faggot," Sally said plainly. And without a word, I moved to open the door. It was Eden who had knocked. Our sexy petite brunette married friend, with her husband Dan just behind her, and the 6'3" hulking Master Edgar behind them both.
All three were smiling, and to one degree or another laughed, chortled, or giggled at my expense. Eden spoke. "Well, well!" she said. "Look at what we have here! Someone's turned on to giving his wife over to Black! Ha! Look at that little dicklet! I don't think I've ever seen one so inflamed and excited before! Well-- that's a good thing for your sake, faggot! It's a very good thing!"
I said nothing, as I was remembering it's my place not to speak unless required or asked. I motioned for everyone to come in.
When Master Edgar reached me, he made a remark as well. "Good to see you so excited, loser!" And he put one of his big paws on my pecker and played with my boi clit for a few moments before adding. "Yes! That's a cute little clit you have there! Glad to see it so excited for me to own and breed your beloved. Yes! That's a very good thing, indeed!"
What amazed me was the intense, electrical jolt of sexual excitement that shot through me as Master so casually fondled my little genitals. Truly it felt as amazing as any time a woman had touched me. "Oh, my God!" I realized. "I really am going to be a faggot for BBC! I can't believe how much I loved Master Edgar fondling me! Especially with that smug attitude of condescension and superiority! Fuck! That was *so* AMAZING!! FUCK!! I'm such a submissive faggot already! Fuck, fuck, fuck!!"
Without meaning to, I let out a huge groan. "Unnnnnggggghhhhh!" And I guess I had been really erotically wound up, because my little boi clit even shot off! It was so humiliating! Yes, I came almost immediately when Master Edgar fondled me!
"Unnnghhh!! Fuckkk! Yes!! Fuckkkk!!!" I groaned as I shot off in Master's hand.
"Wow, faggot!" Master commented. "You're some serious BBC faggot! All I had to do pretty much was say 'hello' and you exploded in my hand! Pitiful!" He then pivoted to Eden briefly. "Cunt Eden, go get me something to wash my hand with, would you bitch?"
"Yes, Master Edgar! Straight away!" Eden replied, cheerfully.
Edgar resumed speaking with me, while he wiped his hands on my shirtsleeve until Eden arrived with a wet cloth. "Let me ask you, dipshit... Are you salivating at the thought of sucking me off? Are you praying that I'll let you blow my massive black cock tonight? Tell the truth!"
I registered that I had been asked a direct question, so I answered. "Uh..." I began tentatively, embarrassed. "Yes, Master. Yes, Master Edgar. Faggot has very much been hoping to blow your BBC tonight. Sir."
"Good! Good, faggot!" Master Edgar boomed, cheerily. "As it should be! That will make it much easier for everyone that you're already a BBC fag--as I claim your wife's cunt *AND* her womb both for my own... Good! That's excellent to know! Now, sit down, shut up, and stay out of the way! Got it?"
"Yes, Master, Sir!" And I meekly walked to a chair in a corner and sat down--with a terrific view of the whole room, of course!
"So nice to see you, Sally!" Master said next. "Let's have our first kiss, shall we?"
My sexy wife didn't need to be asked twice. My revved-up gorgeous Sally nearly leaped into Master's beefy arms as she wrapped her arms around him and tilted her head up and opened her mouth for a sloppy kiss.
For his part, Edgar was equally energetic as he bent his head down, grabbed my wife in his impossibly muscular arms and jammed his meaty tongue deep into her mouth.
Sally doesn't like French kissing with me much, but for Master Edgar, she was fully available and receptive, and beyond eager. She was peppy and enthusiastic in receiving his tongue. My wife purred and cooed as she Frenched our new Black master.
Edgar led Sally to the larger sofa where they continued to makeout. They were more amorous than I remember my wife ever being with me! The pair seemed as though dedicated, ardent lovers brought together after a long separation. "Shit! They look great together!" I thought to myself. "Wow, is it going to be hot to watch them make out and make love! Fuck!"
Eden approached my chair and whispered to me. "Okay faggot, stay here quietly, and I'll tie you up--with your dicklet out naked... Master wants us all to be able to see if you're hard or not... or if you even perhaps cum without touching yourself... Yeah, the excitement of these moments has been known to make cucky faggots like you cum really easily... like just a few minutes ago... A couple of rules for you... First, while it's okay if you moan or groan, definitely no speaking unless one of us asks you a direct question... Speak, and you'll get an uncomfortable ball gag--not a threat, just a promise... Second, Master doesn't care if you need to piss or shit yourself--you are not to move, not unless one of us moves you... You can worry about cleaning up any piss or excrement later... you're to stay tied up and not asking for anything... got it faggot?"
"Yes, Mistress Eden," I replied, remembering to add "Mistress." "Faggot understands."
"Good... good!"
Then Eden retreated to the small sofa, where she sat next to Dan, who tried to fool around with her. Eden rebuffed him.
"Don't be silly, Husband!" she said. "You know I have to save myself for Master! There's no way that Sally can take care of him by herself as a beginner! You can hold my hand, but I'll be saving everything else for Master tonight!" Dan nodded, but didn't say anything.
Then Eden added, "But of course you can take your dick out and beat off when you would like, Dear! You're allowed this evening! And--who knows?--maybe even Master will direct Sally or me to give you a mercy hand job! You might just get lucky!"
My gaze quickly returned to the gorgeous new pair who continued to smooch it up and fondle each other--my bombshell wife Sally and our new BBC Master Edgar.
Dang, did they look fabulous together! Like a foreplay scene from a top of the line porno, really!
After a good fifteen or twenty minutes of making out, Master did pull his lips briefly off of my gorgeous bride. "Is something wrong, Master?" my wife cooed at him.
"Oh, not at all, cunt! Not. At. All!" Master declared. "You know I'm going to be calling you 'cunt,' 'bitch,' 'slut,' 'hoe,' 'fuckbag,' or whatever else I feel like, right cunt?"
"Yes, Master!" my wife responded, with an obliging, cheery lilt. "Eden explained it to me. Anything you like is fine with cunt, Master!"
"Good, bitch! Good!" Edgar responded. "Fuck, though! I almost forgot! We have to get your faggot husband over here!"
Edgar pivoted his attention to Dan. "Yo, maggot faggot! Go untie the small-dicked dipshit real quick would you?"
"Of course, Master!" Dan responded. "As you wish!"
Dan had my bondage straps off in a jiff. He clearly was well-practiced with them.
"Shrimp dick, don't speak! Just nod or shake your puny ass head..." Master was talking to me. "You want to stay around and watch me breed your wife tonight, right? You *need* to watch me black her and breed her, right?"
I nodded confidently. Very clearly.
"Good, then, faggot!" Master continued. "Good! Then you got to give her up to me... This will be even hotter for you then it will be for me... You're going to thank me for this, faggot... Come over here, take off your wife's jeans and panties, and make her cunt available to me... That's right, this is your role... In fact, if you won't do it... I ain't even going to fuck her... Yup... If you don't offer Cunt Sally's pussy to me... I'm going to leave and that'll be that... No redos. No second chances... You'll get to stay her main lover--if you call it that with such a shrimp dick.... And she won't get to go black with me, never mind getting bred... You'll get to remain the 'boi' of the house... But you will also have a VERY, VERY sexually frustrated wife on your hands... So now, little faggot... This is your moment of truth! What's it going to be! You going to give your wife up to me to fuck. To own. And to breed-- or are you going call the whole thing off?"
Before I could move, Eden interjected. "Look, Everyone! Cucky's little boi clit is hard again! He's hard again just from Master talking him through his 'choice'! Ha!! You all know what this means, right?! Ha!! Such a faggot!"
Eden was right of course, Master's taunting was immensely erotic to me. To think that I may have a shred of power left, a teensy, eensy shred. But if I wanted my beautiful, sexy Sally to be happy, I knew what I had to do: I had to relinquish that power.
That's right, this BBC-loving faggot cuckold had to give up my last shred of manliness by taking off my wife's jeans and panties to make her pussy fully available to our new Master.
What a sublime situation! So poignant! So erotic!
I noticed I was holding my breath, and so then I inhaled deeply.
Next, I let out an involuntary erotic groan. "Unnnnghhhhh!!" I moaned, as my little hard clit twitched for everyone to see.
My earlier cum was still dripping from my dicklet, and now a bit of additional precum oozed from the tip.
"Ha!!" Dan joined in now, too. "My faggot buddy is so aroused, his precum is already flowing again! Ha!!"
Edgar smirked.
My wife was the next to break the silence as I kneeled in front of her and Master Edgar on the living room carpet. "Okay, cucky husband... You know what you need to do... It's time to offer me up to our new Master... time to turn me over to go BBC-only, get BBC bred... Your fantasy is coming to life... And it's mine now, too... Time to offer my pussy up to Master's superior big... black.... Cock! I'm lifting my hips up to help you, faggot... let's go now... no more hesitation!"
I moved forward as if in a trance. I moved inexorably forward.
Would you like to hear more?
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My adorable girlfriend Emily had been crystal clear: No beating off after just that one cum until I stopped by her house the next night to be her voyeuristic cucky for the very first time. She was adamant! And while she didn't have any way that she would be monitoring me, it only felt right in my new beta cucky role to be obedient.
So, even though I could do little else but obsess about how hot my sexy thin, little blonde Emily was going to look getting fucked by big cocks, and even though I had a near constant hard on the next day and it was a Saturday with me home alone, somehow I refrained from masturbating.
I busied myself with school work, video games, and a good long walk.
Finally, it was 8pm. I had driven over, parked and was just about to ring the doorbell. (I had my own car--nothing special, but it was mine.)
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "I'm hard already again!? How embarrassing! I'm going to walk in the door and Emily and whoever is with her are going to see my tented pants. Fuck!"
But I knew that there was no point in trying to wait for my thin little five-inch erection to subside. No. And as it turned out, the thought of my imminent humiliation only made me more turned on--and harder!
"Well," I thought. "My dicklet may be little--but at least it's also hard as rock! That's a comfort!" I rationalized. I rang the doorbell.
I was surprised by who opened the door to greet me.
It wasn't my girlfriend, Emily. No.
It wasn't any member of her family, either. They were all away.
Nope.
It was my best friend, Jeff--my very well-hung best friend, to be clear.
"Hey man!" he said, cheerily.
"Hey..." I said back, more gloomily.
"Aw, man!" Jeff replied, picking up on my mood right away. "Your girl told me you're cool with this, that you were turned on to the idea of her becoming a slut... Emily promised me that you *wanted* to see her get fucked... What gives?"
"Well..." I began, tentatively. "You can't blame me for having mixed feelings, can you? I mean, I think I'd still rather have her all to myself... But since she has her mind set on slutting around, it is true that I think it'll be a turn on to watch... Yeah! I think it should be very hot!"
"So... You're okay then, Rob, that I'm going to be one of the guys to fuck her here tonight?"
"Uh... What do you mean 'one of', Jeff?"
"Oh... Emily didn't tell you?"
"Nope... I knew I was coming her to watch her get fucked by someone else tonight, but that's as much as she would let on... She said she wanted it to be a surprise."
"Oh! I see! Hmmm..." Jeff was stalling, I could tell. He wasn't sure that he wanted to be the one to tell me more. "Well, why don't we go join the other folks in the living room, Rob."
"The other 'folks'--as in plural?" I queried.
"Yeah... you'll see... And I'll let Emily explain, I think!"
"Uh... okay."
And in a heartbeat we were in the living room.
And, indeed, there were *several* other people.
No, not just Emily, like I might have expected before Jeff started to chat with me.
Far from it.
Rather, Emily was there, sipping a cocktail and so were some more folks.
So were *FOUR* more guys to be specific!!
My two pasty-looking rivals were there, Howard and Josh, and so were the two biggest, blackest, most athletic studs of our high school... The two guys with the biggest cocks (as far as I knew): Maurice and Craig.
Maurice, who also went by "Mo," had a famous, thick ten-incher, and Craig was well-reputed to have the biggest cock in the school, at eleven inches and supposedly "nearly as thick as a beer can."
"So," I thought to myself. "I guess tonight I'll see what Craig's cock is really all about... That'll be interesting!"
My next thought was, "With everything going on here, why is my first thought about Craig's cock?! Hmmm!"
Everyone was hanging out, drinking cocktails or beer and passing the time waiting for my arrival.
Emily saw me, turned to me with a big smile, and shouted "Surprise!! Surprise, Boo! Yup!! I decided to jump right in with a gang bang with the five guys who I'm most excited to fuck! All five!"
Emily ran up to me, gave me a big smooch on the cheek, and a hug.
"No mouth kissing for you tonight, cucky! Nor maybe again ever!! We'll see! Teeheehee!!"
Then Emily gave my crotch a quick feel, and immediately could tell my little dick was rock hard. She announced it to the room.
"Oh, good, everyone! Rob may look pale and anxious, but his little 'boi clit' is rock hard!! He's excited!! Good!! Now... Just in case, let's get him tied up and over in a corner, shall we? Howard and Josh-- you're his rivals, why don't you tie him up, eh? Oh, and pants him so we can all see how turned on he is while the rest of you all fuck me, eh?! Yes, do pants him!"
In short order, I was pants-less--and underwear-free, to boot--and tied up to a chair in the corner. As a kindness--or was it unkind?--I had a full view of the whole living room. Brazenly, I still had the gumption to speak up.
"But Emily!" I exclaimed. "What the fuck?! How are you going to have the stamina to fuck all five of these guys tonight?"
"Aw honey!" she responded. "I forgot to tell you... No speaking unless spoken to! No speaking unless one of us asks you a direct question! We don't even care if you need to poop the chair or piss yourself, got it? No interruptions. Do you understand? Oh... and in front of my studs... You're to call me 'Mistress.' And we'll all be calling you insults... You remember how I explained that, I'm sure... Do you follow me, dipshit?"
"Uh..." I thought fast. I wasn't sure I loved being quite so submissive. But--a very important 'but'--I noticed I remained incredibly turned on and my little boi clit stayed rock hard. So I stayed submissive. Or, rather, I pivoted to being submissive!
"Uh..." I continued. "Yes, Mistress! Dipshit understands!"
"Good!" Emily responded. "And to answer your question, I have a couple of friends here to help. They just happen to be in the bathroom freshening up. Jeff's girlfriend--Brenda--and my pal Melodie, from San Diego. Both are also here to get fucked... You see, I found out that Josh has a beefy eight-incher almost as thick as Jeff's, and Howard has a huge-for-a-white-guy nine-incher, so the two girls agreed that all the cocks were big enough for them to help me out! Naturally the white guys have to wear rubbers... But I don't think they'll be complaining!"
Brenda and Melodie were both objectively even hotter than my Emily. Brenda is a tall red head, and Melodie a short, busty blonde. Both were curvier than Emily. Less sexy to me because I had no emotional attachment at all-- but incredibly hot!
It was going to be really fucking hot to watch them in this gangbang, too! "YESSS! Yay!!!" I thought to myself. "This is going to be memorable! Fuck!"
I let out an involuntary groan of excitement when Emily explained all this. "Unggggghhhh!"
"Lucky for you," Craig interjected. "Moaning and groaning does not count as speaking out of turn, boy. Knock your socks out, faggot. Moan and groan all you want!"
It started to become clear that Craig was the true alpha in charge here, and that he was choosing to let my girlfriend do most of the talking, to serve his own preferences.
"By the way, dipshit" Craig added. "Me and Mo. We like having a few white guys help out. Helps get the fillies ready for what we have to offer with our 'nigga dicks.' A few decent-sized cracker dicks warms them up for us... so they're not 'overtight' for nigga dick... In case you were wondering."
Just then, Brenda and Melodie joined the group, having returned from the bathroom. Maurice passed them each a drink to sip on as everyone was continuing to chat, and Emily was laying the ground rules out.
"Okay, Everyone!" Emily asserted herself. "I know I'm ordinarily a little shy, but Master Craig--who's in charge here--thought it would be the hottest if I laid out the basics. There are a few things everyone needs to know...
First of all, this may be my house but Craig here is in charge--he's 'Master Craig' now to all of us.
Behind him, is also a Master, Master Maurice. After that is, me. If one of you other white bois or girls doesn't know what to do, you can ask me or one of the Masters to direct you.
Second of all, this is going to be a gang bang through to morning. All three of us girls have agreed to fuck and suck through to morning, even if we feel exhausted. If one of our holes is exhausted, we're simply going to offer another. Sometimes you may occasionally have to settle for a hand job. It's possible that our holes might get too sore and then it will be only hand jobs... But we're going to go as long as you guys are going to go! If you guys can keep getting it up through the morning... We're here to get you to 'nut' through until the morning!
We've all promised to take every guy in our mouth and pussy at least once.
We've all committed to give up our ass-virginity to a white guy--and then offer our ass at least to try a few inches of thick black cock, too.
It's going to be an intense orgy!
My boyfriend, Rob, he knows that he may never fuck me again, that I might decide to stick with really big cocks going forward only, and he's accepted that. He's my beta cucky going forward. He'll adjust.
Jeff-- Brenda didn't have the guts to tell you, but she's planning on going black-only after tonight. This will be goodbye sex for you... And you'll have to think if you're willing to be her beta cucky going forward... I'd like to fuck you a lot, if it helps, and so would a lot of girls, so perhaps don't feel too sad. I don't think you're going to end up sexless like I'm expecting of Rob.
Oh! And another thing... Naturally, white guys have to wear rubbers for pussy and ass fucking and black guys-- well, of course not!
Last but not least... One of us girls is fertile... but we're not saying which! One of us wants to get bred!
Alright everyone... Any questions?"
Unsurprisingly, it was Jeff who was most energetic to ask a question. He nearly didn't even let Emily finish.
"What?!?!" he shouted, clearly shocked and a bit red in the face, as he turned to his girlfriend. "What the fuck, Brenda?!?! How could you do this to me?!? Fuck!!! After how loving a boyfriend I've been?!"
I noticed the two big Black guys moved a little forward--just in case things went sideways.
But they needn't have worried, as it turned out. Brenda quickly disarmed Jeff, as it happened.
The bombshell redhead walked over to her boyfriend and gave him a hug with a big open-mouth kiss.
"Oh, shut up, Jeff!" she cooed. "This is going to be your best life ever... Just take a beat! I know you've been fantasizing about me getting blacked! You're going to love to watch me get fucked by Maurice and Craig and other BBCs!! And it's not like you're going to go celibate like little-dicklet-boi over here."
Brenda gestured at me briefly before continuing. "No, there are plenty of girls who want to fuck you and your impressive-for-a-white-guy eight-incher... I've been spreading gossip about how good a lover you are for ages... Emily will be a regular... Well--at least for a while, until she goes black-only, too... Melodie is even taking a rare pivot from black for you, sweetheart!! Naw... You're going to be fine! And besides... Look at that big stiff tent in your pants! All of us can see that you're turned on!! The cucky hard-on *NEVER* lies!"
"Sigh!" Jeff replied, defeated by his girlfriend's reasoning. "I guess you're right, dear... This is all very shocking... but maybe you're right!"
"Of course, I'm right!" the sexy Brenda responded.
"Okay kids!" Emily interjected. "Glad we got that sorted!"
"Yeah... kids!" Craig then echoed. "So here's what we're going to do... Mo and I are going to chill while we *graciously* let the white bois loosen up those pussies for us a little... That's right, you white guys get to go first... But we got a way we want to see you do it! So listen up!"
Craig gave a loud clap and then continued. " Mo, Emily, and myself will direct you... For starters, Emily will be making out with her two pals, Josh and Howard, who've been pining for her for years... Brenda will be making out with Mo, as she definitely won't be kissing her boyfriend tonight, nope... Chump, you just had your last kiss from her ever! Melodie will make out with you, though, Jeff, to ease your pain some... all while faggot loser Rob will just stay tied up watching... Me? I'm just going chill and watch for a bit, is my plan... I'll cut in as it suits me--resist me, and it'll be punishing, I promise... Okay... You heard me, you all! Get busy!!"
Mo commented, even as Brenda moved to approach him. "Craig! Shit! You've really mapped this out, hunh?"
"Yeah, Mo!" Craig responded. "They don't call me 'Master' for nothing! I know how to run a fucking gangbang--for sure! It's all in the E-MO-SHUN-AL factors! AND. AND. And include plenty of foreplay!"
"All right, man!!" Master Maurice complimented Craig and gave him a high-five. "Way to go!"
"See bois! Especially Josh and Howard! I told you tonight would be special for you!" Emily chimed in again. "You'll also each get to lose your virginity with me--after pining for me all of high school! I'm going to make sure you don't go off to college as virgins!"
"Oh, fuck! Emily! That's so awesome! I've always dreamt it would be you!" Howard said.
"Seriously?" queried Josh, apparently still too stunned at his good fortune. "You're really going to take our virginity?"
"Yes, my dear friends! Yes!" Emily responded energetically. "French kisses, blow jobs, and my still-virgin ass to boot! And you get to fuck the other girls, too!"
"Wow!" "Just amazing!" "Thank you so much, Emily!" "Come kiss us now!" "Yes, please!"
"Okay fellas!" my girlfriend responded, and then she led them to a sofa, seating one on each side of her.
Emily spent the next half hour lustily making out alternately with Howard and Josh.
The two other pairs made out lustily as well, Jeff with Melodie and Mo with Brenda, as Craig hung back and savored the scene, occasionally throwing a taunt my way.
"Wow, faggot! That's one lusty mistress you got there! No wonder that she needed to move past being with you and your little shrimp dick! Ha!" That's the kind of taunt he would say.
I was stuck tied up, glued to watching Emily making out with my rivals--more amorously than I could remember her ever making out with me! Her mouth seemed hungrier. Her stroking seemed hungrier. She seemed more pliable in their embraces.
Craig put on some music. Brenda leaned into making out with Mo. and Jeff sought solace in Melodie's lusty embrace.
It was amazing to see how horny my girlfriend acted with the pair of my rivals.
As she would energetically French kiss with one, the other would caress her torso, breasts, legs, ass, or hair.
"Oh, it must just be how charged this situation is!" I tried to reassure myself quietly in my thoughts. "But boy, she sure is into kissing those assholes!"
"Fuck! You guys are good kissers!" Emily declared, as though reading my mind. "I don't know why I waited so long to do this!"
For her part, Emily's hands roamed as freely as the boys, including to their crotches.
"Unngh!" she moaned. "That's quite the sausage you have there, Howard! Christ! It's big for a white guy! Josh-- yours is big, too! Even at the smallest for our gangbang tonight! Gosh, it's fucking HUGE! Unggg-- God, I wish Rob had such a nice cock! Maybe then I wouldn't have had to 'upgrade' like this!"
It hurt my ego to hear my sweetheart--the love of my young life so far--coo and purr over my rivals' bigger cocks... And it made it sting even more when she compared me outloud to them... And quite unfavorably! But... But...
It was also intensely arousing! It was sublime for me even, I realized! I loved being cucked! It was so humiliating! It was so erotic! It was so exciting to see my love--the girl who I really adored-- to see her transform into a big-cock-craving and wanton slut... right before my eyes! Right in front of me! Right with me in the room!
"Ffffuckkkk!" I shouted, almost involuntarily. "Emily, you're such a fucking whore! Oh my fucking god!!"
Craig scowled at me. "This is your one warning, fag! Speak out of turn again, I just may lock you in the basement. You fucking got it?"
"Yes sir, Sir Craig! Fag fucking gets it, Sir!"
Emily turned to me, taking her mouth off of Josh's for a moment. Her eyes went straight to my inflamed boi clit--stiffer, harder, and redder than it had ever been--and simultaneously we both realized that it was also oozing precum at an amazing pace--dripping visibly from the tip and onto the seat of my chair, even! "Shit!" I thought to myself. "My clit is so ridiculously stiff and drooling precum already?!?! Fuck! How mortifying! How utterly humiliating!"
"Ha!! I can see you love this whole scene, boyfriend! My beta cuck! Look at your little dicklet--so inflamed and drooling! Look at the precum dribbling already out onto your chair!! You *obviously* love, love, love seeing me turn into a gangbang slut with our classmates! I can tell! You've never been more aroused in your whole life, have you? Not even when we lost our virginity together-- am I wrong?"
"Unggggh!!" I responded, groaning my agreement. "Fuck, no! You're ab. So. Fu. Cking. Lute. Ly. One-hundred percent correct, my love!! This is so fucking hot!! It's so hot to see you becoming a big-cock slut in front of my very eyes, I love it!"
"Oh, good, darling. Good!! Then it's time!" my sweet Emily responded.
"Time?" I queried.
"Yes! It's time for you to take my pants and panties off, so the guys can access my pussy, you idiot!! Hop to it, dipshit! Boys-- untie him, please!"
Josh and Howard came over and quickly and quietly untied me, trying to suppress their smirks and gloating. They weren't mean guys. We didn't like each other, but they were still--admittedly--reasonably nice people.
Once I was untied, Emily barked her next command. "Okay, faggot... now crawl over here and offer my pussy to the guys!"
There was no question asked of me, so I didn't say anything. I just crawled over--as commanded--right up to the knees of my girlfriend, and I gradually got her lower body naked: her gorgeous hips, ass, legs... and of course, her incredibly sweet little pussy.
"That pussy isn't going to be so little and sweet much longer!" I thought to myself. "Boy, is it going to be sexy watching her get fucked and watching that pussy get all stretched out and thrashed! Wow--will this be incredible!!" I was definitely a voyeuristic pervert, among other things!
I took my time undressing Emily's lower body so that first my rivals, Howard and Josh, and then the other three guys would be able to get at her pussy and ass.
I knew that I should savor the humiliation and also make Emily wait a bit, test her patience just a little, on her way to providing Josh and Howard the access that all three of them were by now desperately craving.
"Hurry up, faggot!!" Emily eventually yelled. "Can't you smell how turned on I am! I need my pussy and ass freed up!! Hurry up already!"
I mumbled "Yes, Ma'am." It was in theory out of order for me to do so, but the scene was so erotic and my timing so appropriate, that no one scolded or punished me.



I shivered and shook as I finally peeled Emily's panties off of her. A wave of intense and conflicting emotions coursed through me. Sadness. Loss. Despondency. But also euphoria, arousal, anticipation, eroticism, and excitement!
The panoply of intense feelings was sublime and nearly overwhelming. I could feel my boi clit starting to twitch. "Oh, that's nice!" I thought. "Thank god my dominant feelings are arousal and excitement, for crying out loud!"
Emily's panties were thoroughly drenched. They were more soaked than they had ever been for me--and not by a little!
"Shit!" I thought. "There's more goo here than fabric! Fuck, she's turned on! I'm surprised these haven't melted!"
My beloved girlfriend's panties were sopping wet, hot to the touch, and the pungent aroma was nearly overpowering.
I inhaled deeply so that I could experience the moment as profoundly as possible.
"Stay here and watch, faggot cucky!" Emily chirped at me, then added, "with my gooey panties as a gag, so we don't have to listen to you, I think! Open wide!"
I did as my sexy girlfriend commanded--I opened my mouth as wide as possible--eager, actually, to take her drenched panties into my mouth.
"This beats a lot of other possible gags!" I thought to myself, just as she balled up her drenched panties and stuffed them in my mouth.
"Hmmm... Wow! This tastes different from how Emily has ever tasted before!" I thought further. "I guess being so much more turned on even changed her taste! Wow!"
It was such an amazing turn on to be up close to Emily's pussy--yet also know it wasn't for me.
It was poignant, sublime, and thrilling to smell and then see how wet and excited Emily was--and again, also to know that it wasn't for me.
Nope. Instead every last bit of my girlfriend's immense excitement was for her *four* new well-hung lovers that she had lined up for the night, beginning--so provocatively-- with my white archrivals.
"Unnnghhh!" I groaned involuntarily, into my gag, as I contemplated how sexy this whole scenario was!
"Fuck! Emily sure knows me!" I thought. "She knew this would make me over-the-top excited! Fuck!! This is such an incredible turn on! To see my beloved girlfriend so intensely revved up and juicing for Howard and Josh! Shit!"
Then, I realized my little boi clit was starting to really throb and pulse. "Fuck!" I thought again. "Am I on the verge of cumming?!?! Please don't cum! Please don't cum! Please don't cum." I chanted to myself over and over, trying to calm myself down.
Luckily, I succeeded--initially--at calming myself. Yes, I oozed precum copiously but I didn't have any big, orasmic spurts just yet. No, rather I only streamed precum onto the living room rug--not an orgasm.
"Thank, God!" I thought. "Cumming from just removing Emily's panties would be beyond humiliating! Thank God I stopped it!"
But just then, just as I thought I was in the clear, I looked up. I looked up and I saw yet another intensely erotic scene--a scene that somehow I had never before quite visualized even!
I saw my beloved Emily taking Josh's eight-inch dick--the smallest at the party but massive in comparison to mine--deep into her dainty and adorable mouth, lovingly into her mouth!
It looked like Emily was Frenching Josh's dick like she was in love with it!
"Fuck!" I shouted into my panties gag, as I urgently moved a hand to my dick and began to stroke myself. No one had told me that I couldn't stroke off--so I did!
"So fucking hot! Yesss! Fuckkkkkkkk!" I thought to myself--and then I realized I was groaning that out loud into my gag, and even though it emerged mangled, the room could tell I was getting close to cumming. "Ssssshhhh fffkk grrrn! Grrrrrrrrrrr! So fffffyyyyyy! Unnngggghhhhh!!! Sssssssss!!" It was indecipherable--other than anyone could tell it was sexual excitement!
And then, it happened.
I came.
I came hard.
I came from barely stroking myself as I watched my Emily making love with my rival's long and beefy dick.
Shit!
And in front of all these people!
So humiliating!
I was sure I would never live this down.
The room erupted in peels of cheering and laughter. "Good job, faggot!" "Great job!" "What a horny dipshit you are!" "Wow! Never saw a fag cum so easily!" "Wow, boyfriend, you have a quick trigger now, don't you?" That last remark was from Emily herself.
I noticed that it was a question, directed right at me, but I couldn't answer--not through my panties-gag--so I merely nodded.
Would you like to hear more?
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I had rarely seen my gorgeous wife so energized.
Carolyn and I, Ted, had been married three years and were, in many ways, a fairly typical suburban married couple. Both good looking and smart.
I was forty and had finished both an undergrad and graduate degree and was accomplished, at this point, in the technology sector.
Carolyn, just thirty-one, was an office manager and still finishing her BA. She was pursuing school slowly, as she preferred.
We had no children yet. We were waiting until Carolyn finished school. Just one more semester, it seemed.
I'm nice looking, I suppose.
Carolyn, however, is a hottie: A 5'8" redhead, with a cute face, and bright blue eyes. Her breasts are on the modest side--they are cute B-cups that look lovely on her petite torso. Meanwhile, she has athletic legs, sexy hips, and the most fabulous tight, muscular ass I've ever seen on any woman anywhere. An energetic yoga and running routine keep her body incredible and her ass, in particular, spectacular.
As a total package, Carolyn is gorgeous, but her ass is a real head-turner.
As this story begins, the trim tummy from my wife's never-had-a-baby-yet body perfectly accentuates all her great curves-- and also sends a subliminal signal to me (or to any guy!): "breed me!"
I don't think I had a single guy friend--including the married fellas---who wouldn't fuck my sexy wife if given the chance.
Most of my friends even tease me about how hot Carolyn is. My closest pals tease me that I must be secretly rich to have such a super hot wife.
Nope, I'm not rich-- just a good enough personality and enough other good qualities, I guess. Yes--and lucky, too. Right personality, right place, right time. Lucky. I counted myself lucky, indeed.
On this one particular pivotal evening in our lives together, Carolyn was talking a mile a minute about how exciting her time on campus had been lately, and then she sat me down as she had something really important to show me, she said.
"Ted," she started. "Professor Kwemba--my African Studies professor--was very specific with this homework DVD. He said that we women in his seminar [my wife studied at a women's college] ought to watch it together with our partner or spouse. That means you! You can take some time to help me with my homework, can't you, Boo?" "Boo" is the sweet little nickname we both use for each other.
"Well, I guess so, Boo," I responded. "I am done with all my homework from the office. So, sure!" I liked to oblige my gorgeous wife as much as possible. And, besides, maybe this DVD would be halfway decent.
We cozied up on the sofa to watch. The content was surprising to say the least!
The DVD was a documentary of an unusual sort. Here's a play-by-play of it, as I watched it with my gorgeous and beloved Carolyn.
The title was "BNWO - Journey to a Better World."
A pretty young woman, just a few years younger than my wife--perhaps in her late twenties--came onto the screen. It was a very cute brunette who I soon recognized as my wife's school chum Olivia. She opened the film with a monologue:
"Hi, I'm Olivia, and I'll be guiding you tonight on your journey to understand the Black New World Order--abbreviated as the 'BNWO'... You see, the world is rapidly changing, and after centuries of racial oppression against Blacks, the tide is turning... America and other Eurocentric countries are beginning to reorganize around the needs of Blacks, and especially Black men... society is becoming little-by-little Black-male-dominated.... A Black New World Order is emerging...
"This documentary is to help explain this reality to white bois--the formerly dominant group. By the time it's over, all of the white bois' major questions will be answered, and the white boi--if he is smart-- will be primed and ready to begin to assume his role in the BNWO--his role as an *inferior* in the social construct...
"The film should be watched by a white boi sitting together with his white girlfriend, fiancée, or wife by his side... Make sure you have an evening available, as the movie will give you a lot to talk about and even to do...
"The movie must be viewed in one sitting for maximum effectiveness. This is an acceptable time to pause if you must, or you may continue!"
We simply continued.
The movie shifted into a chapter titled "On the Inferiority of the White Male."
Olivia continued to narrate but was now off-screen. She spoke as one small white penis after another flashed on the screen.
All the white penises were inflamed and erect, and even so, all of them looked small.
To my shame and embarrassment, I realized that my thin five-incher was about typical for what was showing on the screen and Olivia was calling out to be "small," "thin," "inadequate," "unmanly," and "unsatisfying." Ugggh! How shameful! I felt humiliated... Yet, oddly, also aroused.
Yes, somehow it was liberating to have my little white dick categorized realistically-- as "nothing much"--as but a "dicklet" or even just a "white boi clit."
Yup, Olivia explained, "For a typical white boi, it's best if you just start to think of your penis as a 'boi clit.' It will help you assume your rightful, lowly role in the Black New World Order, where your penis is only relevant for your personal pleasure--and for nothing else whatsoever."
All of the 'boi clits' being shown were erect and being fondled in a disinterested manner by a woman's gloved hand. In every shot, I remarked, the touching was through a glove--never skin-to-skin.
Olivia's monologue continued. "For centuries, the white man has dominated Western Civilization's social order... But this has been gravely mistaken... As you can see, nature has had a different idea... The typical white boi clit is short. The typical white boi clit is thin. The white boi clit is ineffectual. This reflects God's disdain for the white man--nature's disdain for the white man...
"While society has been dominated by white men, the sexual organs have been telling a different story... The sex organs have been telling God's true story!
"Small white penises have been telling God's story of pathetic, pitiful white male inferiority...
"The social order before up until now has meant that most white women have been unsatisfied, even as they have often pretended otherwise...
"God and nature have been offended...
"It was only a matter of time until society would change so that social dominance would begin to reflect natural dominance...
"And because of their small and ineffectual boi clits, white men are now being sorted to the bottom of the new social order, of the new religion...
"The wise white man will work to quickly accept this...
"The wise white man will embrace his inferior, subordinate role... in his rightful place, at the basement of the social construct, and at the lowest in religion, too...
"The white man-- 'boi' we shall call him from now on...
"The white boi will learn and accept that he is unworthy of sex--other than as a subordinate helper...
"The wise white boi will work to help bring the new social order into place, the Black New World Order...
"As for the white woman? She is one step up--but one big, very meaningful step up... She's also subordinate to blacks... But she's not nearly so lowly as the white 'boi'...
"For those of you who are couples, new to the Black New World Order--new to the 'BNWO'--now is the first time for you to pause to discuss!"
Carolyn paused the video and turned to me with a question. "So," she started in. "What do you think so far, Ted?"
"Uh..." I fumbled and mumbled. I wasn't sure where to begin. "I'm not sure, Boo. What do you think?"
"Now, now, husband!" Carolyn responded. "Surely you must have guessed that I'm familiar with this material from Professor Kwemba's *excellent* class... He's been teaching us about this for weeks now... You know I've been impressed... So--as intelligent as you are--I'm sure you realize that I'm bought into it... Fully bought into it... So, there's certainly no point in turning the question back to me!"
"Fine!" I replied. "Okay! I get it! This is all a setup! You already knew exactly what you're hoping for, and this is your cunning way of maneuvering me so you can get it! So you can get my blessing to get blacked. Unghhh! I should have expected this given that you're hanging around with all those 'progressive' college kids...
"Fuck, I should have expected this...
"I keep hearing of white guy pals of mine that this has happened to... Especially college-age couples... Where their girlfriends, fiancées, or wives have led them to give the woman over to go black--and even black-only!
"Unnnggggh!!" I groaned in a momentary spike of anguish, before realizing that I might have little choice--not if I wanted a happy wife, that is!
I'd heard how it was generally hopeless for white guys to keep their women from going black once the woman got her heart set on it. I'd heard that the guys always end up yielding to the woman's desire--or breaking up.
I was very turned on by interracial porn and erotica, and I instantly thought about what it would be like to see my beloved Carolyn go black, including black only.
The truth was... I thought it would be hot!
I thought it would be incredibly, intensely, immensely hot to watch Carolyn go black only--and even get black bred!
I realized almost immediately that I'd much rather see my beloved wife go black-only than to risk losing her.
It was a feeling that flooded through me right away, as soon as I gave it an opening.
"Phew!" I thought to myself. "At least I'm looking forward to watching Carolyn go black! Thank. Fuck. Ing. God!!"
"Well," I resumed speaking, after taking a brief moment to reflect. "I guess this philosophy isn't my first choice..." But even as I said that, I thought to myself, "I'm fibbing! I really can't wait!"
I continued aloud, still keeping my arousal to myself (or so I thought). "...but I see how it makes sense to some people... Are you saying that this is what *you* want for us, Boo, going forward?"
"Well," Carolyn began to respond. "I guess you're right husband-- it is a setup... But I don't think I would call it 'cunning'... Rather, I think I'm being pretty direct...
"But to answer your question, 'is this what I want for us?'...
"Yes! Yes, my Husband! Definitely this is what I want to guide us going forward...
"I've been able to think of little else for *weeks* now--and I just finally screwed up my courage at last to show you!" Carolyn enthused. "*Definitely* I want to... nay, definitely I *need* to... go black, and even to black-only...
"I've been studying this phenomenon for WEEKS with Professor Kwemba and my classmates, and I know one-hundred-and-ten percent that it's right for me... And I believe it's right for *us*, too!"
Carolyn took a quick pause. I sat quietly stewing, giving her space for a moment--and myself, too.
After an awkward moment, my wife resumed laying it out for me: "If you want to stay married, this... and the rest of what we're about to watch *definitely* need to be guiding us... So... Yes, you'd better listen very closely and process very carefully! At the end, I'm going to be asking you to 'commit'! Not later. Not tomorrow or next week. But at the very end of the video. So think very closely about how you feel and what you want, because very soon, you're either 'in' or you're 'out'!"
"Very well, dear! Very well!" I replied, with some frustration in my tone, I'm sure. "Thanks for being so clear, Boo... I guess! This is pretty extreme, though... Can I ask a question while the video is paused?"
"Of course, darling!" my beautiful Carolyn offered sweetly, aiming to disarm me. "That's why it's paused... To help us communicate and sort things through... What's your question, Boo?"
"Uh... I catch the drift about being subordinate. That's extremely, painfully clear! But.... but... but would I have to go, uhhhh... celibate?"
"Happy to be clear!" my wife responded. "And thanks for your question... Yeah, you have to go totally celibate of women! The video gets to that later, but yes... One hundred percent! That's the whole idea... Yup! No pussy, ass, or oral... Not even any kissing on the mouth... Your only intimacy with me--or any woman--going forward will be if you are exceptionally 'good' and compliant, very occasionally, one of my BBC studs will invite you to clean my holes--or maybe even the holes of another white slutwife--with your tongue and mouth... or to receive a mercy hand job--through a glove of course!
"The only way--according to the BNWO--to provide sufficient worship to BBCs is also to deprive you white guys and your little boi clits...
"It's the absolutely essential practice of our new BNWO society and religion that white boi clits never shall go inside a female--not ever!"
"Wow! That's really hardcore!" I said. "That's a huge change, for sure-- and a big ask! But... yeah, it's sexy, too... I'll give you that! But I think you also said 'celibate' specifically 'from women'... What's that about?"
"Oh... I think you'd better just watch some more, husband!" my wife replied. "That will be clarified... In! Due! Course!"
My gorgeous Carolyn then added. "Good job being honest about it being sexy, though, Boo! I know you like interracial porn and erotica... It only stands to reason that this turns you on... And how great that it does! Let's watch some more."
And with that, Carolyn restarted the video. The next chapter was "The Primacy of Alpha Blacks and Their BBCs."
"The alpha black man and even more so his big black cock are what are most important in the Black New World Order," the adorable raven-haired Olivia resumed narrating.
"God, I hope I get to see Olivia get blacked, too!" was my thought-- not, curiously, that I hoped I could fuck her! "Interesting!" I said to myself. "I'm feeling like quite the voyeur for BBC! Quite the voyeur!"
In an instant, the imagery of the video again captivated my attention.
The imagery began to reflect gorgeous, muscular, tall naked black men in various positions--and, of course, each of them brandishing his erect gigantic black phallus!
"Serving alpha black men and their gigantic black cocks is the highest priority in this society and religion... See how beautiful they look. See how perfect." Olivia continued to tell. "Notice how virile, strong, and natural everything is about them... Witness, the size and power of their immense chocolatey erections...
"The top ten percent of BBCs are the 'priests' of this society and religion...
"They are the messengers of black men's dominion over the earth...
"The men who wield these BBCs-- those that have nine inches and over-- they are the new lords of the earth, the highest men of the BNWO religion--for it is both a social order *and* a religion...
"These alpha black men are 'those who must be obeyed'...
"See how they channel God's spirit through their massive cocks!
"Alpha-sized big black cocks--and their Master-owners--are second only to God in the BNWO!
"BBCs are to be worshipped! BBCs are to be honored, obeyed, and cherished!"
Then the imagery started to show little white hands--obviously women's--stroking big black cocks all the way to orgasm. One after the other after the other. A montage together with a beat. It was a dizzying variety and number of massive black cocks, all cumming--in powerful, massive loads--on the screen. So impressive.
"Wow, those loads are a lot bigger than mine!" I thought. "And, golly, they sure do look delicious!" Then secondarily I realized, "Shit! I'm gay for BBC! Fuck! That's something new to be aware of!"
The narrator continued. "Nothing is more important in the Black New World Order than the elite black man, his enormous black cock--and especially his orgasms... Nothing is as important as the alpha black man nutting...
"Whenever an alpha black man wants to nut... the alpha black man must be provided the opportunity to nut!
"...and especially this job must be performed by the selected whites... yes, mostly by beautiful white sluts, and especially white slutwives... but whenever an alpha black man desires... also, by their previously-straight husbands, fiancés, or boyfriends...
"Yes, you little white bois watching... You are to become faggots for BBC... you are to serve BBC willingly, enthusiastically...
"While you are new... Right at first... You whites will all provide service with your mouth..."
The imagery shifted to showing white bois sucking off BBCs... tenderly and energetically sucking off BBCs... or allowing BBCs to face-fuck the white bois as they lay submissive.
Some of the white bois who were cock-sucking looked just like me, I realized.
"Shit, that looks astoundingly hot!" I thought to myself. "Fuck! It looks so hot to see those white guys suck BBC! Fuck! I actually wish it was me sucking those BBCs!"
Fuck! I realized that I *REALLY* wanted to go gay for BBC-- it surged through me powerfully. It nearly overwhelmed me, the amount of attraction and arousal that I felt!
"Holy crap!" I thought to myself. "I'm significantly gay already?! Gay for BBC?!! Who knew?!?!"
"Then..." Olivia resumed narrating. "Before very long, you white bois will also beg for BBC up in your boi pussy--up in your ass.... You will crave BBC in your boi pussies... So you can best serve BBC... So you can demonstrate the depth of your subjugation, the depth of your servility... Yes, you will soon beg for BBC up deep into your boi pussy!
"When eventually the alpha Masters grant you the privilege of getting ass-fucked, you white bois will love it. It will thrill you... It will sometimes even make you cum without even touching yourself because it will satisfy you so profoundly...
"That's right, white bois... Getting a long, thick BBC up in your boi pussy... It can make you cum without even touching your boi clit!
"You'll quiver and shake and then... all of a sudden... You'll explode in one of the best orgasms of your puny little life!"
The video then showed this several times. Again, a well-edited montage, paced to a throbbing beat. It was amazing to see!
If I didn't see it with my own eyes, I'm not sure I would have believed it.
But yes. The video showed not one or two little white boi clits ejaculating from the boi being ass-fucked by BBC, but a good half dozen! One right after the other! "Fuck! That looks so amazing!" I thought. "I can't wait until that's me getting ass fucked! I bet I will be begging soon!"
In about half of the shots, the white bois were spurting all over the place--including onto their dominating alpha black men. And in the other half, the white bois were shooting off into condoms--this, I imagined, was to keep white boi cum from getting all over the place.
After this beguiling video montage had gone on for several minutes, cute little Olivia entered the visuals again--as the seventh or eight white faggot who ejaculated from being ass-fucked faded from view.



"Couples," she said, "Pause the video in a moment... See how aroused each of you are... Is the white boi of the couple hard? Is he throbbing? Is he leaking precum even as we talk about him becoming a faggot for BBC? Is the woman wet? Is she gushing? Are her nipples hard? Is she flushed-- even as we talk about her and her boi both becoming completely subordinate to black men and to Black cock? Discuss this with each other before you continue."
Carolyn pressed pause again.
I turned to her for the first time in several minutes.
She looked excited beyond belief. In every way.
Face flushed? Very--check.
Nipples hard? Never harder!
Pussy wet? I didn't even have to reach over to touch my wife's crotch--the aroma was pungently wafting through the air!
Damn! I couldn't remember the last time my wife seemed so turned on. No. As a matter of fact, I realized I had never smelled my wife's pussy so fragrant before! Not ever!
Oh, yes! My gorgeous Carolyn was radiant in her arousal... And it was painfully obvious!
My wife must have read my mind--because she said, "You should see yourself as well, husband!"
"Oh my gosh!" I gasped aloud, as I realized what Carolyn was observing: My lounge pants were tented by my "personal best" stiff little erection and, in addition, I was sporting a giant wet spot from what only could have been tons of precum.
"Fuck! I had no idea this was getting me so horny!" I added. "Fuck! This is *amazing*!"
"Well!" Carolyn responded, with a cheery lilt. "Quite. App. Par. Rent. Ly. You. Are. Ah--roused!! Yes! You are seriously turned on, Husband!"
"Shall we watch some more, Boo?" I queried.
"Of course, my soon-to-be faggot husband!" my wife replied--with her words offering a clear prediction. "It is quite required!"
Olivia's voice resumed. The title this time? "Earning Your New Role as a Lowly White."
"It is important for white bois and white women alike to understand that you are at the bottom of the Black New World Order," she began. "You will have to earn your way up to your full new roles--they are not granted overnight--as I will explain."
Then Olivia continued as the imagery shifted to a montage of white bois and women sucking off BBCs.
"Providing oral service is the first step for white bois and women alike. It is submissive. It is satisfying to the alpha black men. And at the same time, it provides little direct fulfillment to the white boi or woman. In fact, you are to remain fully clothed whenever you are serving black cock at first...
"Until a BNWO 'priest' says you have earned the right, you may not even play with yourself as you serve BBC... No, you cannot achieve any fulfillment until you are alone at home later masturbating--if then...
"In fact, if an alpha black man orders it, you shall NOT be allowed to masturbate for a period of time... Potentially as long as a week...
"There's a chastity device engineered for women as well as the classic dicklet cage available for the men... as you can see here..."
The video progressed to showcasing a montage of dick cages and chastity belts.
"As you can see," Olivia continued, "You are going to want to please your new Black masters and leave them feeling happy with you...
"But... Even with your very best efforts... some black masters will set you to a week of deprivation anyway... just to haze and acclimate you to your new subordinate roles...
"You'll stay in this first 'oral slave' phase however long your primary BNWO 'priest'--the BNWO officer in charge of your indoctrination--finds necessary. As our religion requires, the priest will be breaking you down, dominating you, subjugating you... Until your priest feels you have been fully re-wired to prioritize the needs of big black cock--ANY big black cock--over your own needs...
"He'll especially call on big black cocks of people whom you know personally, to add humiliation and embarrassment and to help break you into submission faster...
"Does the white boi have any black rivals or enemies? If so, soon you will both be sucking their cocks!
"Does the white wife, fiancée, or girlfriend have any black co-workers or guys she's shot down? If so, soon you will both be sucking their cocks!
"Occasionally, your priest will also assign you to serve the lower-order black men--the gammas--the lower ninety percent, who have smaller cocks or who are deficient in some other way... Yes, the gamma blacks will mostly be served by less attractive whites than those of you being recruited with this video, as part of this 'early wave' of white recruits, true... But to get you in your place, the gamma blacks, they'll be 'on the menu' for you as well... Again, especially if you have an acquaintance, rival, or enemy who is a gamma black... Certainly, you will be made to serve them, too!
"For some new white betas, this subjugation process only takes a few days--the lure and hypnotic effect of big black cock can be that strong... But for others--for the more hesitant, or the more strong-willed-- getting to the right level of submission can even take months... Your journey is unknown until you begin...
"Only after you are broken down, broken in, and fully servile to alpha blacks and to BBC are either the women or the bois allowed to cum in the presence of black cock...
"Whether you get fully submissive to black cock quickly or only after weeks, you will come to feel the sublime and unrivaled sexuality of BBC...
"For *all* white bois and women, whether they want to admit it to themselves at first or whether for a time they fight it... They find that serving big black cock is more of a turn on than anything ever before in their lives...
"The BNWO has *never* failed to dominate, subjugate, and break in even a single white volunteer--boi or woman...
"Every single white person who has joined up, has been successfully indoctrinated and converted to the supremacy of Blacks, the BNWO, and to the primacy and importance of big black cocks and the alpha males who carry them!
"Every white woman volunteer so far has become black-only, black-owned, and in time, also black-bred...
"Every single white boi volunteer so far has become a BBC-loving faggot-- perhaps still marginally drawn to pussy, but rewired with big black cock as the focal point of their lust!
"As you, too, will imminently discover--if you move forward with the BNWO... Servicing big black cock is more erotic, more arousing, more satisfying, more sublime than even the best sex between whites...
"This infinitely higher level of sexuality is your feedback loop... The intense sexuality of alpha black men and their BBCs provides your reassurance as lowly whites that serving at the bottom of the BNWO is the right thing to do...
"You'll tell yourselves over and over--boi and woman alike: 'It feels so good because it *is* so good!' 'It feels so Godly great, because it is an expression of the greatness of God!' 'Alpha black men and big black cock rule me now--because they were always meant to rule me!'...
"You'll soon see that your orgasms from beating off after an hour or an evening of serving BBC... your new orgasms will eclipse any orgasms you had before, where there was yet no involvement from BBC... you'll be ecstatic, awed, and thrilled beyond your wildest dreams...
"For the bois, you'll also be embarrassed and ashamed... as you will learn, down to your very soul, how trivial your little boi clits are...
"You white bois will learn how fundamentally useless you are as 'men'... you'll learn that your new role is to serve alpha black men just like a girl but with one less hole to offer...
"For a small percentage of you white bois, the realization of your inferiority does lead to a nervous breakdown... but for most, it leads simply to sexual revelation, and a new--highly inferior--role in society... at society's bottom... as God and nature always intended...
"Once you are broken in, there is a second phase... For the following three or four months--or however long may suit your priest... you are ONLY allowed to cum while servicing black cock...
"Either boi or woman... You need to learn that you can only cum from the satisfaction of serving black cock... And you are still only allowed to serve BBC with your mouth and face...
"Your pussies and asses will crave and crave and crave... and wait and wait and wait... Until your priest feels you have earned being satisfied with a big black cock insertion...
"Pause to discuss again."
"So," my beautiful wife began. "I can see you're still turned on, Husband! Ha! I had a feeling this would be the case!"
"Sigh!" I replied. "I guess my spreading wet spot on my pants gives me away, eh? And my continuing hard 'clit,' too?"
"You betcha, hubby!" Carolyn responded. "One. Hun. Dred. Per. Cent! Shall I play more?"
"Uh... This is difficult to admit, Boo... But.. YES! PLEASE!"
Olivia resumed narrating, off camera. Now there was a video montage of seriously hardcore interracial sex, starring a variety of BBC with white bois and white women.
The title for this section: "White Training Enters Final Phases."
"In this third phase, the women will be taken in all their holes. Front, back--and still mouth. Bois will finally get fucked in their boi pussies, too...
"You all will feel like you died and went to heaven!
"Of course the big black cocks will always be unsheathed... no condoms... they only fuck white, and it's you whites who will regularly be tested for disease...
"At first, each woman will be on birth control, via implants...
"'Why implantes?' you are probably wondering...
"Because it is the most difficult for the white girl to work around...
"A pill that can be skipped... And diaphragms and IUDs are out of the question because they would black the biggest black cocks from full penetration!
"So that leaves implants as the best method...
"Once every month or so, the white girl will have a medical visit where she will be put under... And at her priest's decision, the implants might be removed or might not... And the priest might tell the woman or might not!
"Yes, impregnation is totally at your priest's whim and control!
"Most commonly, white couples are *begging* their priests to impregnate the woman--that's how powerful the turn on to BBC is...
"But the savvy black BNWO priest... he will make you wait... he'll make you beg for weeks at least! And--even then--he might keep you guessing... You may not know until the woman develops morning sickness!
The video faded to a new chapter title. "The Importance of White Boi Celibacy."
"Equally important to breeding the white woman, is keeping the white boi celibate--other than for serving BBC... and the occasional mercy contact as a cleaner or a chaste, through-the-glove hand job--if his priest so orders it...
"You might have imagined that cleaning out pussy and ass with his mouth and tongue would be regularly offered to the white boi... But no... Only as an extra special reward... not more than a few times per year...
"Mostly white women will be tasked to lick out each other's pussies and asses of cum!
"Why is white boi celibacy from women so important? It's important for you to understand the reasons...
"First of all, it's payment... That's right: payment... It's part of the reparations to black men for years of oppression that the white bois must do without...
"Second of all, it's subjugation... Yes, it's important for the white boi to know his lowly place!
"Third... it's feminization... the white boi needs to be continuously reminded that his little white 'boi clit' is no better than a female clitoris... Just like the clitoris, the 'boi clit' serves primarily a pleasure purpose and no other functional purpose...
"And fourth--it honors God! It's a key tenet of our religion that just as big black cocks must be honored, the mirror image must also occur--the little 'boi clit' must be frustrated and must be reduced to near uselessness...
"When the white boi is experiencing sexual deprivation, he knows it's all these things: reparations, subjugation, feminization, and--most of all--Godly worship... all wrapped together...
"The white boi experiences sublime sexual humiliation--yes...
"And in time the white boi grows to appreciate the importance and meaningfulness of his celibacy, of his 'gift' to the BNWO cause... And then the boi's servicing of black men as an additional gift...
"Yes, a Holy Duality of gifts from the white bois... Yes...
"You white bois might be tempted to ask, 'But isn't my white woman also a gift?'
"The answer is, of course, 'No! Of course not!'...
"Because in the natural order of things, the white woman never belonged to you, white boi! You controlled her against the law of nature...
"The Black man is gaining control over the woman as an expression of God's will! *NOT* white boi acquiescence! The white boi's acquiescence was never 'required'...
"Rather, the white boi's acquiescence--his excitement to relinquish his woman--it's merely 'incidental'!"
And a new title flashed. "Approaching Conclusion."
Uh, oh! Pretty soon I was going to be asked to commit, I realized! "Sure," I thought. "I'm *incredibly*, immensely, astoundingly turned on... but, gulp... 'committing' is still going to be a big deal!" That was for sure.
Olivia resumed narrating.
"So... White couples have to be up for all these things to join the BNWO: First of all, black-only, black-ownership, and black breeding for the woman... And second of all, profound sexual deprivation, feminization, and going gay-for-BBC for the boi... Only such couples are appropriate to join the BNWO...
"Is that you, two? Does that excite you both? Is this what you want for your life? Pause to discuss again!"
At the pause, it was clear that both Carolyn and I were still enthralled and excited to continue with the BNWO. We only each seem more aroused, more engaged, more energized.
We each took stock briefly, and then Carolyn began to speak. "Boo.. The video is almost over now... But there's a part that Professor Kwemba and Olivia forgot to put in it that you should know about."
"What's that, dear?" I asked in response.
"Well... As you heard, it will be vital that we are both available to serve *ANY* alpha black male... To clarify for you... It even includes alpha black men that we might meet in public."
"Wow!" I responded. "That sounds sexy! But also difficult... How can that possibly work? How can we be identified?"
"Yes, dear," Carolyn continued. "It does require an approach for identifying us publicly... That's what I was just about to explain... Of course the alpha BBCs need a way to identify us...
"Oh, and believe me... They have that figured out...
"We'll each get a nostril pierced, tastefully off to the side... It'll look very normal on me...
"On you, there's no use fibbing: it *will* look gay...
"It will be one more thing that makes you into a faggot, both to yourself, to me, and to everyone else... but you'll get used to it..." Carolyn said, matter-of-factly, as though it was certain I would commit to everything this new lifestyle required.
It was a turn on for me to hear her being so confident and glib, luckily!
"Then," my acutely aroused wife continued, "Our priest will attach a small black gem through our piercings... And as we progress through each of the phases of training, a larger gem will take the place of the one before... So that any alpha stud who encounters either of us in public will know how much he should demand."
"Wow!" I interjected. "We'll be marked like chattel... Wow! That sounds sexy!"
"Oh, phew!" my wife responded. "I'm so glad you think so! But... you realize that the alpha black men will be able to ask us to serve them sexually whenever they might like... so long as it doesn't interrupt us from earning a living...
"You might get plucked from the audience at our nephew's soccer game to suck off an alpha black guy in his car... He could say to you 'Faggot, I need a BJ, come with me!' right in front of my sister and our brother-in-law-- right in the crowd!
"Or you might get tapped on the shoulder by a giant black guy when you're out having drinks with your buddies... You'll have to go service the black guy, and good luck pretending it's something non-sexual, when he's already said to you in front of all of them, 'Faggot, I need some release! Come with me now!'
"I might get called away from lunch with my Mom to get ass-fucked in the bathroom of a restaurant... and she will certainly have heard the alpha say, 'Cunt, I saw your hot ass a moment ago. I need to tap it. Come with me!' That will be blatantly clear to my Mom, too!
"Or I could be at the day spa with my friends when a black manager notices me and says, 'You look nice, Cunt! Let's have a quick fuck after your massage!' And all my friends will know because of course I'll be replying, 'Yes, Sir!'
"Literally anything could happen when we're out in public! I'm told we can expect at least weekly humiliation--that the BNWO prides itself on publicly outing its white supporters!"
"Fuck!" I said. "That sounds really demeaning... But if I'm honest, it's also really HOT! How sublime and erotic!!"
"So glad you think so, Boo!" my wife responded. "But you realize also... The BNWO is growing pretty quickly these days... It won't be long before all our friends, all our family, all our co-workers and--yes--all our neighbors also know what our piercings mean! We'll be publicly out as BNWO white subordinates to our entire circle.... Literally everyone will know!"
"Well, Boo!" I said. "Yeah... That makes a lot of sense, actually! If they're calling it Black New *WORLD ORDER*, you kind of expect that it will be radical and become public. You'd expect that, wouldn't you?" I offered matter-of-factly.
"Golly, Boo!" my wife continued. "I'm so proud of you! You're really getting the idea quickly here!"
"I guess I am, I guess I am!" I replied.
What I didn't say out loud to my wife--at least not yet:
The immense allure of how much I expected to enjoy sucking on big black cocks just kept growing bigger and bigger and bigger in my mind, ever since she first hinted that I might be expected to go gay with BBC!
It was a notion that had been reverberating in my consciousness, amplifying itself, ever since it first came up, mere minutes ago!
"Damn! I'm sure excited for BBC!" I thought to myself. "This video has really brought me in touch with my gay side--gay for BBC! Fuck!!!"
Carolyn pressed the video to continue.
"Well, folks," Olivia said on camera. "That's actually all there is to share at this time. Assuming you move forward with the BNWO, there will be surprises from time to time... But that's a solid overview for you... The BNWO appreciates your consideration... We appreciate your thinking about joining us as a lowly white 'supporter' couple, to be used, to be abused, to be treated as sexual serfs... Now, it's time to decide... It's time to pause this video again... And finally to *decide*! You have ten minutes to talk it over and make up your minds... In ten minutes, your first BBC, your priest, and his entourage will be arriving at your door... It has been timed to the video...
"You can welcome him in and begin your new, fabulous BNWO lifestyle and religion... Or you can pass, and not have another opportunity for a random number of months for either of you... It could be six months, it could be a year, or for some of you the number of months will be infinite... that's right, we've set it so that ten percent of folks who turn us down are blackballed for good... no second chance...
"Think about the potential for remorse and regret, if you found this evening to be an incredible turn on, like most white people do!
"That's right... We have plenty of new white folks who want to join the Black New World Order compared with our ability to train you all...



"If you fail to welcome your priest when he arrives, your next chance might just be... 'never'!
"And, by the way... the woman may move forward without the boi--but not vice versa! But... if she does proceed without the boi, she'll be moving away from him and the relationship ended for good... no possibility of future contact at all!
"Even if you're married--the BNWO is happy to assist sexy white slutwives with complimentary divorce representation if needed!
"Now, pause, discuss... and *decide*!
Carolyn looked me right in the eyes, she held my hands in her hands, gently, lovingly, and then spoke.
"Well, Boo," she said, tenderly, "You know I've been thinking about this for weeks. I told you an hour ago when we sat down, and the video certainly hasn't done anything other than increase my interest...
"I--at least--will be moving forward...
"I need to go black...
"I need to join the Black New World Order and become a white slutwife for black...
"I'll certainly therefore become black-only... and within a year be black bred, to boot...
"The question is, will you be joining me?"
Before I could respond, Carolyn moved her hand to my crotch and started to stroke me ever so gently through my thin pants, while at the same time she leaned in and nibbled at my ear.
In less than five seconds--and before I could even think to try to stop myself--I shot off in a giant orgasm.
I came stronger than I could ever remember. I spurted for what felt like a full minute, and shouted in release. "Unnnngggghhh! Yes! Ungggh! Oh my God! Fuck!! Yyyyyessssss!! Yyyyyessssss!! Yyyyyyyyyeessssssss!! Arrrrggghhhh!!"
When I finally calmed down, Carolyn leaned forward and gave me a peck on the cheek before observing, "And... there... my love... we... have... your... answer, don't we?"
I nodded, bashfully, ashamed at how easily my wife's touch had made me cum--and even through my pants!
"I'm so happy, Boo," Carolyn added, "that we'll be staying together... You're going to love seeing me go black! You're going to love becoming a BBC faggot! And you're going to be a great 'helper' parent for my Black babies! How many do you think I should have?"
"Oh, Boo!" I responded, "Don't you think that'll be up to our priest to decide?"
"Oh," my gorgeous wife replied, "Yes! I'm sure that's right... Yes, I'm sure!"
That, my friends, was how my wife and I started our perverted new life. Happy, yes, but definitely perverted.
It was a year before I had any intimacy with my wife again other than holding her hand. To celebrate our full, TWELVE-MONTH anniversary in the BNWO, our priest allowed me to clean out Carolyn--the VERY pregnant Carolyn!--following a five-BBC gangbang.
It was at the end of a long night. There was so much cum oozing from her pussy and ass, it seemed like it took me an hour to lick Carolyn clean.
As I was finishing sucking the last of the BBC creampies from her gorgeous ass, our priest--it was Professor Kwemba, of course--came over to me to speak. We now knew him as "Cardinal Kwemba," rightly reflecting his high status in the BNWO religion and social order.
"Faggot, Ted," he began, "You've been a loyal subordinate white boi these past twelve months... It's been noticeable to all of my Brothers, your Mistress Carolyn--and not least of all, me... I think you've finally earned it... Are you ready for the best moment in your life to date?"
I heard a direct question, so I knew I should answer. "Yes, my Cardinal! Yes, my high priest! I am! Please! Please do me!"
"Oh, good," he responded calmly. "I intend to. I intend to! Spread your legs! Spread them wide as you can! Carolyn and Olivia will hold them in place as I possess your boi pussy for the first time, as you have been so desperately craving!"
(Olivia was there because Cardinal Kwemba always traveled with an entourage of helper slutwives. They assisted him in whatever sexual orchestrations he might desire. This night, both the cute, thin brunette Olivia and the short, curvy blonde Brenda were with him at our house--as well as the five alpha BBC pals that he'd brought over to gangbang Carolyn, specifically.)
It wasn't easy trying to take Kwemba's cock at first. Far from it.
Just the head of his massive python felt like a giant fist knocking at my tiny sphincter.
But with effort and patience, Kwemba got through.
His giant eleven-inch, super-thick cock's plum-sized head got past my sphincter!
Fortunately, I'd been practicing on ten-inch dildos for months, even though this was my first time taking a real cock. And a truly massive big black cock at that!
It was so immensely arousing to have my cardinal--my Master--at last taking my boi pussy! I had been craving it for months! I had been begging for weeks! And finally he was taking my pussy-like hole that was rightly his!
My boi clit stayed rock hard--just like it was when I had been cleaning my wife's pussy and ass from BBC creampies. In fact, it got even harder and more inflamed. My head was propped up so I could see it and see Cardinal Kwemba as he took me missionary style.
It was so erotic to see how excited my little boi clit was in response, to see how I was more aroused than ever before in my whole life!
"Cunt Carolyn!" Master Kwemba barked. "Cover your faggot's dicklet with a condom now! I don't want it to spray me!"
"Yes, Master! At once!" my obedient gorgeous wife responded, as she handed my left leg to Brenda to hold onto.
It was exciting that Carolyn had to touch my boi clit a little--for the first time in a year and even skin-to-skin--as she slipped a condom on me. I groaned from the excitement. "Unggggghhhh! Thank you!" I shouted, ever so gratefully.
"Open your mouth, faggot!" Kwemba then barked at me. "I'm going to possess it just like if you were a girl!"
I obliged him and then the 6'3" fifty-year old black adonis leaned in and plundered my mouth with his tongue. It was as though he was r*ping both my ass and my mouth at the same time--even though it was actually completely consensual on my part.
Yes, even though I was more than willing, I still felt so incredibly "taken." I felt "invaded" by my alpha black priest--my vastly superior alpha black priest.
I had always loved French kissing, but being Frenched aggressively by my Master was something new and astonishing! It made me feel wickedly subordinate, pathetically inferior, totally subjugated--and even female.
"This is what it means to be 'taken'!" I said to myself. "Fuck, I must be a serious faggot--as I *love* this!"
I loved it so much--and Kwemba only had the first three or four inches of his cock up my ass and his tongue jammed in my mouth. And already I loved it!
"This is what it means to be really alive!" I told myself. "Finally!! Finally I am truly serving my purpose! Finally I am getting fully taken by an alpha black man and his BBC! With his mouth plundering mine as well! So fucking arousing! So out-of-this-world exciting! FUCK! FUCK! Finally I am fully serving my Black Master to the FULLEST! Yes!! Yes!! Yes!! So amazing!"
I knew that a whole new chapter was beginning for my life--maybe a new "book," even.
My life was going to be divided into two sections: Before getting properly fucked by BBC--and after. And this "after" time was going to be the sublime part. This was when I was REALLY going to feel alive! This was when I was really going to feel fulfilled!
The Cardinal pulled back from Frenching me so he could work harder at getting his magnificent cock more fully inside me. Yes, he leaned his torso back, and pressed his cock forward.
Bit by bit, he got his cock further inside me. "Thank God I prepared myself so well with dildos almost this big!" I thought to myself. "Otherwise, this would be ripping me apart! But instead... It's just fabulous! FUCK!! This is so incredible! This is so *AMAZING*!"
I could see a mask of pleasure begin to form on my Master's face as he was nearly balls-deep.
"Yes!" I thought to myself. "I'm really doing it! I'm really satisfying my master with my 'boi pussy'! He really likes this!! Yay!! Terrific! Incredible! Stupendous!! Wonderful!!"
And then, Master did it. Master got all the way balls deep! I was over the moon with how sexy and accomplished I felt!
"Thank God!" I thought. "Thank God I can take master all the way! Now he's going to want to fuck me regularly, I hope! God, this feels fantastic!!"
"Unnnngh!" Master groaned. "You have a nice tight boi cunt, faggot! Fuck! It's nice!"
"Thank you, Master!" I muttered, "Thank you for fucking my boi pussy! Thank you so much!"
And then just as I started to feel Master's cock twitch and begin to unload in my ass, it happened! It happened just like in the video Carolyn had shown me a year ago: I. Came. Too!
I came without even touching myself!
"Aw fuck!" I yelled. "Yesssss! Yesssss! Oh my God, yes! Oh my fucking god! Sooooo amazing!! Thank youuuuuu! Yesssss! Oh, thank you!! Thank you!! THAAAAANK YOUUUU!!!"
My boi clit gushed pulse after pulse of my faggot cum into the condom. I couldn't believe the volume. It was amazing to me! Sure, it helped that it was my first cum in a week, but still. Still, it was amazing.
Cardinal Kwemba had cum with a roar, too. Simultaneous with me even. "UNGGHHHH!! YYESS!! TAKE IT!! TAKE IT FAGGOTTTTT!!" he yelled. "TAKE IT DEEP FAGGOT!! ARRRGHHHH!!! UNGGHHHHH!!!"
Naturally, being an alpha black adonis, Cardinal Kwemba came even longer than me,
When he was done, he pulled out and lay to the side of me on the king size bed. He even gave me a quick, dominating French kiss, just as if I were a girl. It made me feel like such a pathetic, submissive faggot to be kissed that way... And I loved it!
"Decent job, faggot," Master said, after taking a quiet moment. "Solid for a beginner... Good job taking my whole eleven inches. Nicely done!"
"Thank you, Master!" I responded. "Such my pleasure to serve you."
"Shhh. Keep quiet dipshit," he said, "You're not cumming anymore. No speaking unless asked a question except in the middle of fucking! Never forget! And just for that, I'm going to let Carolyn lick our juices from my cock instead of you... You can go sit in the corner, faggot... Come here, Cunt!"
My wife was all too eager to oblige him. My Carolyn--belly six-months swollen with the Cardinal's baby-to-be--crawled onto the bed without so much as glancing at me and slurped Master's cock clean of his cum and my ass juices.
I knew from experience that it tasted revolting--I had sucked his cock clean after it had come out of other people's asses!
But Carolyn didn't miss a beat, she sucked his cock--as always--like it was the love of her life. She sucked it with longing, lust, and adoration. It made my tired little boi clit twitch to see it.
Oh, life was going fabulously! Life was all that I had ever dreamed-- and more!
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WARNING: This is a hardcore interracial cuckolding story, with bisexual elements. Typical of my writing focus. Please only proceed if you enjoy the genre. As always, negative comments will be deleted--feel free to invite me to your own story if you have a better one, with my thanks! :-)
ALSO: There's not a lot of recap here. Readers are encouraged to read the first FOUR chapters first. ENJOY!!!
-----------------------------------
When I stopped typing out the last chapter, our first night of BBC debauchery--at our apartment--was just getting started.
Our white pals, Eden and Dan, had come over a short while ago, together with their Black Master, Edgar. With the express intent of taking my gorgeous vixen of a wife, Sally, all the way black--all the way to black-only, black-owned, and black bred-- on this very first outing.
Less discussed was the fact that Edgar also expected to subjugate me--Harold--to BBC, to have me pay homage, and likely to see me start to gay for BBC.
Sally knew that I was excited for BBC, sure, but I'd never discussed it with our friends.
That silence fell away quickly with their arrival at our apartment.
The first giveaway was my incredible level of arousal as I greeted them on arrival. Sure, my dick is small--my wife and I refer to it as my boi "clit" now because it's so small and to acknowledge that it merely serves for my pleasure. But my "clit" was rock hard; totally red, swollen, inflamed; and drooling precum even as I met them at the door.
I looked ridiculous as I had shoes and socks and a shirt on and merely had my pants and underwear off so my totally excited boi clit would be on display.
But what really made it plain for everyone that I was ready to go gay with BBC is that when our new Master, Edgar, fondled me merely in passing, I shot off in a loud and intense orgasm for all to witness.
Yup, everyone could tell I was totally aroused for my new BBC Master, even though my wife was intended to be the group's focal point.
Now, I was kneeling before Master and my wife, as they had just paused their extensive makeout session.
They looked so erotic together, Master and my wife.
Edgar, a 6'3" 50-year-old-plus black man, with an incredible physique, and an eleven-inch cock, only semi hard and apparently still sheathed in his pants. His homely face only served to accentuate how sexy everything else was about him and, in a perverse way, it made Master even hotter, even more of a sex icon.
My wife could easily also be a "sex symbol" in her own right! She's a 5'10" bombshell with a gorgeous face (a little like Charlize Theron when she was also in her thirties), flowing red curls, bright blue eyes, and an incredible 34DD-24-37 physique.
While Edgar's face is pretty homely, his charisma, confidence, and incredible body overcame it and, in a way, complemented it to make him seem like a sex god.
And here he was, an ebony sex god, paired with my alabaster sex goddess of a wife--and on the cusp of fully blacking her, blacking her for good! He was about to own her for blacks and thoroughly ruin her for anything less than BBC!
Master had summoned me to make my Sally's pussy naked and available to him as proof that I needed to see him fuck her, own her, and even breed her.
For me to make Sally's pussy, ass, hips, thighs, and legs naked and available for Master was the way I would "sanctify" their relationship, and the way I would "accede" to my new, permanently lowly beta white cucky status as well.
Master had been very pointed with me. "Shrimp dick, don't speak!" he barked. "Just nod or shake your puny ass head... You want to stay around and watch me breed your wife tonight, right? You *need* to watch me black her, own her, and breed her, right?"
I nodded definitively. Slowly--and very clearly.
Sally then added that it was her fantasy now, too, and I should "get on with it."
She had edged her hips forward to assist me, and it was the moment of truth.
Would I go through with it? Would I free my wife's pussy, ass, hips, and legs so she could be fully available to Edgar's use?
He had already ripped open Sally's blouse and bra and freed her breasts for his rough fondling. She loved it. She was panting and blushing all over--and her nipples and areola were puffed out with her nipples as hard as could be.
Everyone had seen my naked boi clit again hard, drooling precum, and twitching, and Dan and Eden had commented also on my obvious excitement to egg me on.
"Come on, my faggot pal!" Dan had heckled. "Get on with it, shrimpdick!" Eden had jeered.
Everyone in the room of course knew I was going to go through with it.
My twitching little boi clit gave me away.
So did the fact that we were even all together to begin with.
Plus, it was obvious I was under my wife, Sally's, thumb--and she was clear about what she wanted and needed.
Further, it was clear that all of us were geared, too, to respect Master Edgar's authority and cater to his wishes and needs.
So, yeah, everyone knew I was going to take Sally pants and panties off, to sanctify her sexual availability to Master, to make her pussy and ass fully available for Edgar's enjoyment, his satisfaction, and his ownership, and to facilitate my wife--who was ovulating--being bred right away, to boot.
Yes, it was just a matter of moments, and everyone knew it! Including me!
Still, I savored moving slowly. I savored a few extra moments before my cuckolding was finalized, made irrevocable. For once Sally's lower body was naked for Edgar, assuredly nothing would stop them from coupling.
I knew Sally had her mind made up--yes, from how she talked to me about things in advance--but even more so from how enthusiastic she already was in Master's embrace.
Nope, nothing would stop my wife's blackening and black breeding.
Nothing short of a tsunami, an earthquake, or an act of God would be able to keep Master's cock from claiming my gorgeous wife's intimate openings for his own.
"Get on with it, faggot!" Master Edgar finally boomed. "Or would you like a beat down?"
Having heard a direct question, I knew I needed to answer. "No, Master," I replied. "Faggot will hurry! Faggot would not like a beat down!"
And in only a moment more, I had Sally's pants and panties off. She lifted her hips and wriggled eagerly to help things along. That rubbed salt in the wound, her tangible eagerness--and yet it was a turn-on beyond belief to experience how eager my wife was to get blacked, owned, and bred.
The sight and smell of Sally's naked pussy was unbelievable!
My wife's crotch was positively inflamed with lust.
I had never seen her pussy so pink, puffy, and wet!
I had never smelled her pussy more pungent, more aroused!
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "Sally has NEVER been this turned on for me, that's for sure! Damn--is she incredibly horny for Master Edgar! Fuck! She sure is ready to go black, black for good! To get black bred, even!"
"Well!" I continued thinking. "That's it! My gorgeous Sally is as good as gone now! She's as good as blacked! She's as good black-owned! She's as good as black bred! Fuck! Wow! Thank fucking God I find this so hot and erotic! Thank. Fuck. Ing. God!"
"Good job releasing your wife to be blacked, faggot!" Master boomed at me. "Now, go stuff her panties in your mouth as a gag and sit back in the corner... Dan and Eden--you tie the faggot down again, arms at his sides. Be certain he can't touch his boi clit!"
God, I really loved all of this! Hearing Master refer to me as a "faggot" and my little penis as a "boi clit" turned me on even more! It made my little boi clit even harder! It made me twitch. I oozed more precum! Something about hearing our black alpha BBC talk about me so derisively was beyond erotic--it was sublime!
"Oh, Master!" my beautiful Sally cooed at Edgar. "Please do me! Please do me now!"
"In a few minutes, cunt!" Master bellowed. "First, I want to fuck that pretty face of yours a bit. Now it's time for you to take *my* pants off and meet the new love of your fucking-little-life!"
As they were talking, Dan and Eden made quick work of tying me up, with my arms totally immobilized at my sides--far away from my still-naked boi clit--just as Master had commanded. There was no way I was going to be able to play with my clit. Still, it was rock hard, inflamed, twitching with arousal, and leaking precum.
"I wonder if I'll come just from watching, even without anyone or anything touching me?" I thought. "Could be! I mean I've read about it in erotica... Maybe it could actually happen to me? God! God, I hope it happens to me!!"
I wasn't lost in my head thinking about "what-ifs" for very long. Rather, I quickly refocused on watching my bride unsheath Master Edgar's gigantic ebony phallus.
It was a sight to behold! My gorgeous Sally kneeling before the giant stud--with his perfect body and immense prick. His homely face only served to underscore his reason for "owning" the scene: his fabulous body, and especially his God-like enormous black prick. "Dang! Does Master ever look like 'fucking' personified!" I thought to myself. "Yes, if 'fucking' were a person--Edgar is what he would look like!"
A moment later, and my wife's dainty hands had Edgar's dick fully unsheathed. Just partway hard, it looked like it could eat my little boi clit as a snack.
Wow! Wow, it was enormous! Not even hard, it seemed five or six times the volume of my boi clit. "How will my dainty wife even get that in her mouth?" I wondered.
Sally surprised me. She opened wide and guided Edgar's enormous black cock right into her face.
In but a moment, most of it seemed to be inside her! "Shit!" I thought, "She must have been practicing! Yes--Sally must have been practicing on her dildos! That fucking slut! Dang! Thank God I think this is so incredibly hot! Thank God I love, love, love watching my wife become a whore for big black cock!"
Sally looked so incredible sucking on Edgar's immense cock. It seemed like she was beyond just enjoying it sexually. She seemed affectionate for it.
My wife was so radiant.
Her lips and mouth moved with such care.
She seemed like she had come home to a long lost lover, like she'd re-found the love of her life even!
My wife sucking Master Edgar's cock was such a sexy and sensuous scene. I noticed I was involuntarily groaning into my balled up panty gag. Luckily, very little noise came out and so I didn't end up distracting anyone and getting in trouble. My little boi clit got even redder and more inflamed--which I wasn't sure was possible, and my precum flowed like all heck! "Fuck, this is exciting!" I thought to myself. "So hot!"
Master Edgar's voice again interrupted my reverie. "Alright, Cunt!" he boomed. "That's a nice taste! Good job for a beginner. Now, tell me, Cunt, do you want to get fucked?"
It took my wife a few seconds to get her mouth clear of sucking on Master's mammoth prick so she could answer. "Oh, Master!" she cooed. "More than anything! Please, please, please fuck your cunt! Please!"
"Maaaybe, bitch!" Edgar responded. "But only on one condition."
"Anything, Master!" my wife replied.
"You got to swear to go black only. You got to swear that upon our first fuck, I will own you. That you'll be completely black-owned, starting with my owning you, and that I can breed you and fuck you as much as I want, as long as I want-- until one day--likely many months from now--you bore me, and I swap you to a new BBC alpha owner... You ready to swear?"
"Aw, Master! Wow!" Sally replied. "Of course! Of course! Bitch is happy to become black owned and bred! Bitch knew you were going to require this! Bitch understands! And yes-- bitch swears it! Bitch swears her loyalty to you and your massive black cock, Sir Master Sir! And loyalty to whatever BBC you should next give me, too!"
"Good, Cunt! Good!" Edgar boomed in response. "But your faggot husband has to agree again as well. Your faggot has to swear to give you up! Faggot has to swear to no sexual contact with you at all-- not even ever cleaning up your pussy and ass-- though I might give that privilege to Dan or other white guys! His only access will be to WATCH you--and only so much as I allow!"
Edgar pronounced it, but he was looking at just Sally, begging as she kneeled before him. His precum was dripping from her lips. Her nipples were as hard as erasers. Her face was bright, bright pink. The smell of her aroused pussy infused the entire room.
Sally glanced at me, she stared at me icily. "You heard the man, faggot husband," she said. "Now nod your assent. Nod that you *swear* with our friends here as witnesses. Nod that you agree to give me up to be Master's owned cunt. Nod that you agree that you'll have ZERO sexual access to me at all--not a THING beyond watching me! Do it! Do it, faggot!"
I just waited until she stopped talking. I wanted to hear the sum total of what my wife was going to say before nodding, was all.
As soon as I thought she'd at least paused, I did it. I slowly but clearly nodded my assent. I agreed for two reasons. First, I knew it was absolutely what my wife needed and required; there was no backing away now from meeting her needs, not at this late stage.
And--second, I agreed because I now needed it, too! I desperately needed to see my wife thoroughly fucked, owned, and bred by this amazing sex God--by the astoundingly charismatic Master Edgar and his gigantic black phallus. I could imagine nothing more erotic in the world! Just as I couldn't bare that my wife might be deprived, I didn't want to be deprived either!
Nope--it was doubly necessary to agree. I enthusiastically agreed!
I agreed that my gorgeous, sexy, beloved wife could become Master Edgar's owned cunt, and that she would never, ever--not ever!-- be sexually available to me ever again... not one teensy iota besides watching!
Master never did look at me. He looked down to my wife to report to him. "Well, bitch? Did your faggot swear as well?"
"Oh, yes! Oh, yes Master!" Sally cheerily responded. "Faggot has sworn! Indeed, he has sworn! Please fuck me now! Please claim what is yours! I should be fertile tonight, too! Fuck your baby into me, Master! Please fuck your baby into me!"
"Alright, Bitch! Almost! You swear to be my OWNED three-hole black-only slut? My slut who I can use in every hole and share with whatever black guys I want? My slut who will let me trade her to another big black alpha cocked stud when I am ready? A slut who will be bred multiple times, each time lovingly raising the baby with your cuck?"
"Yes! Yes, Master!" my Sally avowed. "That sounds so hot! That sounds so incredible! Yes! Yes, I've been expecting that! Yes, I want that! Yes, I swear to you!"
"Alrighty then, cunt!" Edgar echoed. "Get on the bed then, cunt. Get on the bed on your back... Dan and Eden, you pull the cunt's legs up and to the sides for me at first so I can get as deep as I like! Cunt-- there's no avoiding it... This is going to hurt like hell at first... But give it a bit, and you'll be swearing that you died and went to heaven! You can count yourself lucky that I'm so hungry for pussy that we'll leave your ass virginity until next--usually I make bitches give up their ass first! Time for your tasty tight little white pussy! Soon to be tight no more! Ha!! Yes--time to ruin your cunt! Time to RESIZE it!"
"Yes, Master!" Sally replied, as she quickly scurried into position. "Take my pussy! Stretch it out for Black! Stretch it out good! Ruin me, Master! Resize me for BBC!! Resize me for good!"
Sally had never been vocal for me. But Eden had coached her that Master really greatly preferred all his sluts to be vocal, and that if she wanted to be a "priority" slut for Master, she'd have to be noisy and talkative. "Oh! Thanks for letting me know!" had been my wife's matter-of-fact texted reply--I'd seen it earlier.
Dan and Eden got into position on either side of Sally. They pulled her knees up towards the sides of her head to open her pussy wide for Edgar.
Edgar lay himself part way down on Sally.
"This is your last chance to change your mind, Cunt!" Edgar said, cooly. "After I've fucked you, your pussy will *demand* big black cock. Once we have fucked, nothing less than BBC will satisfy you. You sure you want to be blacked? You ready to be black-only? You ready to be thrashed, trashed, stretched, and resized?"
"Yes!!" Sally yelped, loudly. "Yes! Yes, please! PLEASE! Please, Master! I need it! I need to be blacked! I so badly need to be stretched! My pussy needs to be wrecked! Stretch my pussy wide open and make me yours!"
"Very well then, Cunt! Very well! It's time! Go ahead... Go ahead and guide me in, Cunt!" he bellowed.
Sally reached her dainty hands down between them (the dainty, delicious hands that would never again touch my excuse of a dicklet!). She aimed Edgar's now rock hard phallus. The blow job and all the talk of owning my wife had clearly gotten him fully revved up and ready!
"It won't fit!" Sally yelped.
"Give it a bit, bitch!" Edgar said, as he flexed his hips again and again in little thrusts.
It took a minute or two to get even just the tip of his mammoth member up inside my gorgeous redheaded wife--even though her pussy was engorged and sopping wet.
"There! You got the hardest part, bitch! You got the tip!"
"Unnggghh!! Owwww!" Sally bellowed. "THAT'S JUST THE TIP? Fuck! That hurts!"
"Give it a bit, bitch! Just give it a bit... Resizing ALWAYS hurts, bitch... just got to be patient!"
"Fuck! Owww!"
"Shhh, baby girl! Shhhh, my sweet fuckbag! Just relax! Just try to relax!"
"Oh, shit!"
"Just be patient, bitch! You said you wanted your pussy wrecked-- well, now we're wrecking it!"
"Okay, okay! But... But... FUCK!"
"Give it a few minutes, bitch! I'm going slow! I'm ruining you nice and gentle--I promise!"
Sally went quiet. She seemed to be straining and breathing hard, but she wasn't crying out in pain--at least not for a few minutes.
Edgar was continuing with his slow, shallow thrusts. He did that for several minutes, and then...
"Oooh! That's nice!" Sally at last cooed. "Yes! That feels *really* nice now! Oh, yeah--never been so full! So deep! Unnnnghhh! So nice!"
"See, bitch! I told you!"
"Oh, fuck! Sooo full! So stretched! But nice! Fuck, yeah!"
"Alright, bitch... get ready, I'm going to start fucking some more into you... You only got a little bit so far! Probably as far as whitey... Now we're going to make you a woman! Now we're going to take your virginity!"
"Yes! Make me a woman, Master! Take my virginity! Yes! Fuck me with more, Master! Fuck more into me-- please! PLEASE!"
"Of course, bitch! But it's going to hurt again-- brace yourself!"
It was the most erotic site I ever could have imagined. My gorgeous wife. My Sally. The redheaded bombshell love of my life. On her back. Getting plowed by her new Black Master whom she had only met once briefly in passing prior to tonight's wild sex session. Yes, my wife was allowing a virtual stranger to take her black, breed her and own her! And while our friends held her legs up and open, no less!
My wife was getting black owned like I had long dreamed of! My wife was getting her pussy stretched, ruined--and resized-- like I had fantasized!
My wife was getting *permanently* resized, according to Master Edgar, and I certainly believed him!
And my Sally was about to get bred! In addition to now being committed to being black-only and black-owned for good! "Damn!" I thought to myself. "This is so fucking hot!! Sally is one incredible-looking white wifeslut for Black!!"
My boi clit was leaking precum and twitching around like crazy!
"Yes! This is so amazing! So fucking amazing to watch!! God, I'm so glad Sally decided to go for this!" Those were my main thoughts by far.



My pangs of jealousy paled in comparison to how erotic it was to watch.
"Man! All that interracial porn has really programmed me for this!" I thought to myself. "So amazing to see my gorgeous wife--the love of my life--get blacked like in a porn flick! So intense! So erotic! So amazing! So perfect and sublime! FUCK!"
Briefly, I noticed that Eden and Dan were smiling at each other. They were beaming. They were clearly proud of themselves. They were savoring taking their good friend black, getting her absolutely ruined for whites, and converting us both to "the lifestyle."
Eden and Dan were excited that Master Edgar was going to knock up Eden next, as their promised reward.
Eden looked so happy and aroused. "I wonder if she's fertile tonight, too?" I asked myself. "Her cycle could be aligned with Sally's. Wouldn't surprise me. That would be hot for Edgar to knock up two white wifesluts in the same night, I'm sure!"
Edgar must have started plumbing new territory in Sally's pussy again, as I heard my beloved yelping in pain once more. "Ow! Shit! That hurts again! FUCK! Ow! FUCK!" she complained.
"Stay cool, bitch! I'm just newly in the last bit of your pussy! No pain, no gain!! Of course it hurts, bitch! But you'll adjust again, I promise!" Master Edgar encouraged. "Just stay cool, bitch! Stay cool!"
"Oh! Oh!? Actually--you're right, Master! That DOES feel good! That feels very, very good already! YESSSS! That feels so fucking good! Yes! That feels FAB. YOU. LUSSS! Ungggggggh!" was how Sally responded.
They fucked a few minutes like this. It seemed like Edgar had a few more inches he hadn't fucked into my wife yet. He seemed to be holding back. But even so, my wife had started to roll from one explosive cum right into the other.
"Aw, fuck! Master! I can't believe it! I'm cumming! I'm cumming again! I can't keep track, Master! You. Keep. Maaaak. Innnng. Meeeee. Cummmmmmmm! FUCK!!"
"Yeah, bitch! That's right! I'm a one-man cum-making machine! Don't you know it!" Edgar bellowed proudly, then added. "But you know that ain't all my cock, yet bitch, right? You know it, right?"
"Ungggh! No way!" my beautiful Sally replied. "There's fucking mooore?"
"Damn straight, fuckbag! There's about four inches more. You just got the first seven--the part that can fit in your pussy... For the next four, those would have to go up inside your WOMB... I ain't gonna make you do that... Not yet, anyway, bitch... But do you want it? I'll do it if you want it!"
"Aw, fuck, Master! Shit, that sounds hot! And scary! You tell me, Master! Tell me what to do, Master!"
"Well, fuckbag, it's like this... If you want to be a 'TOP FLIGHT' fuckbag, yeah, you got to INVITE me... Yeah, you got to INVITE me to fuck up into your womb! But I ain't gonna kid you... It's going to fucking hurt like hell at first... It'll hurt like CRAZY! But then, after a while, you're going to love, love, love it! It'll be more amazing then you can dream! It'll feel like your orgasms had orgasms! So what's it going to be, bitch? You tell me?"
"Aw, Master! That sounds scary--and fabulous--both at the same time! But I gotta be 'top flight' though! Must! So do it! Fuck through my cervix! Fuck into my womb, Master! OWN MEEEEE!!"
"As you wish!" Edgar responded. "As you wish!"
And he pushed harder into my sexy wife as he spoke, he thrust his hips up at her harder, further than before.
"Oh, fuck, it hurts, Master! FUCK! IT HUUURRRRRTTTSS!!"
"Yeah, bitch! Just like I told you it would! Just like I promised!"
"Aw, shit that hurts, Master! Fuck!! OWWWW! Fuck! Shit... But yes! YESSSSS!! Give me the whole thing! Fuck through up into fuckbag's womb! I gotta have the whole thing!"
"That's good, fuckbag! Because now you were going to get it anyway! There's no way I was going to stop once you agreed! No fucking way! Now, you're gonna get it, bitch!"
"OUCH! OH! FUCK! THAT HURTS! THAT HURTS LIKE HELL!" Sally shouted.
"Yeah, fuckbag! Hang tight! Give it a chance!"
"SHIT, THAT HURTS!"
"Give it a little while, fuckbag! Give it a chance!"
"FUCK!"
"Just a few more minutes, bitch!"
"UNGGGGHHH! SHIT!! FUCK! SHIT!!!"
"Yeah, you're almost there, bitch, I can tell!"
"Unnnggghh! Shit! That's a lot of cock!" Sally exclaimed.
"I know it is, fuckbag! Yeah, I know it!" Master said. "You just hang in there and get fucked! Get fucked good!"
"Ungggh! Yes, Master! Fuckbag... will... hang... in... there!"
A few more minutes passed, with a wide variety of groaning and grunting from the both of them. Then...
"That's it! You got it now! Fuckbag, you got it! That's all of it finally! You got all eleven inches! Good fucking job! You got me all up into your womb, fuckbag! You got me balls deep! You got me way up deep! You did it, cunt! Now, hang tight while I gradually build up a little rhythm!"
"Fuck, I'm full! Fuck! Hurts-- but hurts so good! Hurts so AMAZING! Hurts so FABULOUSSSS! YESSSSS! YESSSS! YESSSSSSSSS!"
"There it is, Fuckbag! Time to enjoy! TIme to soak it up! Soak up getting properly blacked for the first time in your puny little life!"
"Yes, Sir Master Sir! OH! MY! FUH! KING! GAWD! So amazing! AH! MAZE! ZING!!"
"It's feeling really good now, ain't it, fuckbag?"
"Oooh! Yeah!! YOU HAVE NO IDEA!! NO IDEA! SO GOOD! Feels... soooooo... goooood! Yeah, it feels SOOO good now, Master! It feels AMAAAAZINGGG! SO AMAAAAZINGGG!"
Sally had never ever been the least bit vocal with me during sex, which made it all the hotter to hear her constantly shouting out her pain and her pleasure with Master. "Shit!" I realized. "Master Edgar is really bringing my wife alive sexually! Well beyond anything I ever could! He's got her millions of miles past any excitement I might ever have brought her... Gosh, I'm sure I seem like just a little boy to her now... if that! If she ever even thinks of me sexually again, that is!"
My thoughts were interrupted by Master's booming voice re-focusing me on how thoroughly he was fucking my wife. "Excellent, fuckbag!" He yelled, "I'll ramp it up for us then!"
I saw Edgar's thrusting pick up the pace--both the tempo and the size of his motions. Wow--was he an athlete at this!
"Aw fuck! I can't believe it!" Sally shouted. "It's so unbelievably AMAZING!! FUCKING INCREDIBLE! Fuck! It's amazing! Aw, God! Aw, God.... I *love* it now! Aw, fuck!"
"See, cunt! I told you!" Master bellowed. "I told you just to be patient, cunt!"
"Aw, Master! Fuck! Your cock is so AMAZING!! I love it! I love it so much!! Neeeever stop fucking me! Please! Please never stop!! So fucking good!! It's like your cocks fucking me EVERYWHERE! Shit! Oh, fuck! Unggghhhhh! I'm cumming! I'm cumming again! Oh, fuck! I came again! Shit! So amazing!" Sally exclaimed.
Sally had her legs wrapped around Master now. Dan and Eden had retreated so the couple--my wife and her new Master-Lover--could be more intimate.
Sally had her legs pulling Edgar in and her arms lovingly caressing him. Her hands were on his shoulders, his back, his head.
She pulled Edgar in to kiss her. My wife pulled Edgar in as she opened her mouth.
She opened her mouth wide so he could plunder her face with his tongue, simultaneously with his gigantic prick plundering her pussy and womb.
My wife enabled Edgar to fuck her mouth and womb in tandem: one with his massive tongue and the other with his gargantuan cock.
God, did Sally look radiant and in love. It was incredible to see how fully feminine, pliable, and amorous my wife was with her new owner and Master!
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "She's giving herself to her new Master way more profoundly than she ever gave herself to me! Fuck!! Sally was never, ever that submissive and amorous with me! Fuck!! Good thing this is so fucking hot to watch! Fuck!"
The moaning and groaning from the two of them--Sally and Master--grew intense. Sally was more high-pitched, of course. Master, more like a beast growling.
"Unnggggh! Fuck! Your pussy is tight, bitch! Grrrrr. I fucking love it!" Master would boom.
"Yessss!" Sally would shriek. "I love this! Oh my God! I love this so much! I can feel you ruining and resizing me! It's so hot to be resized! Keep at it, Master! Keep resizing meeee! Aw, fuckkkk!"
"Certainly, bitch! That's the fucking plan!"
"I never thought fucking could be this good! This is AMAZING, Master! I fucking love this! Aw god! You're fucking me into love with you, you bastard! FUCK!"
"That's the idea, cunt!" Edgar responded. "The whole idea is to fuck you 'in love.' To fuck you in love with BBC, that is! With *MY* BBC!"
"Aw, shit! Master!" my wife replied. "It's working! It's so amazing! So fabulous! Aw, fuck! You're making me love you, you fucker! Fuck! Shit! You're making me fall for you! This is so fucking AMAZING! Don't stop! Never stop! Keeping fucking me! Keep fucking me forever!!"
"No problem, Cunt!" Master enthused. "You're a hot fuck! You're well worth owning! I'll keep fucking you! Yeah... I'll gladly own you! Yes, I'm happy to own you, bitch! Not forever--but for a good long while! Maybe for a couple of kids' worth!"
"YESSSS!" Sally yelled. "Own me, lover! Own me, Sir Master Sir! Aw, fuck! Own me for as long as you will! Own me for as long as you're willing!! This is so amazing!! I love this!! Resize me just for you! I love loooove fucking you so fucking much!! Own meeee! Arrrrrghhhhhhhh! Yes! Yes! Yessss! Breed me! Give me your baby! Give me LOTS of babies! Knock me up! Knock me up again and again.... And again! Make me love youuuuu!! FOR FUCKSAKE! I'm cumming! Unggh! Cumming! CUMMMMMING AAAGAAAIINNN!! Arrrrrghhhhhh!"
My Sally was obviously cumming like crazy with all her shrieking--and of course, she shouted out as much, too! Yes, she was cumming her sweet little lungs out. "With how much she's loving this, I'm sure she means it-- I'm sure Master Edgar will get to breed her as much as he damn well pleases!" I thought to myself. "Fuck-- good thing that will be so fucking hot to watch! YES!"
Master seemed to be only a moment behind. His ass started to get a little twitchy, and I could tell he was on the verge of coming.
And then he did!!
"YESS!" Master howled. "Fuck, yes! Unggggghhhhhhhhh! Argggggghhhhhhhh! Unghhhhhhhhhhhh!"
And I could see him pulse and shake. He was obviously unloading his wad of cum deep inside my wife--all the way up inside Sally's womb. "Shit!" I thought to myself. "She's knocked up for sure! My slutty wife is black-bred for sure! Sooooo hot! Sooooo arousing!!"
And then, something amazing happened. I exploded, too! I exploded without anyone even touching my inflamed, twitching little boi clit. My noises were muffled as I groaned into my panty-gag. "Ungggh! Ugh! Yes!" I groaned-- though it came out but faintly.
My cumshot wasn't modest, though, no.
My cum spritzed for several feet in front of my chair. "Dang!" I thought. "That's the biggest load I've ever shot! Fuck this is hot! So hot to see Master breed my wife! So terrific!"
Once Master Edgar's orgasm subsided, my wife thanked him. "Oh my, God, Master!" she cooed. "Thank you! Thank you so much! Thank you for that incredible sex! Thank you for owning me! Thank you for knocking me up!"
"You're welcome, bitch," he replied matter-of-factly. "My pleasure. All in a day's work! A fine 'virgin' like you, you gotta get black owned and bred--no two ways about it! And that's what I'm here for! Yessir!"
"I can't wait to give you even more of me, Master!" my wife purred. "I can't wait to give you my other virgin hole--the *totally* virgin one!"
"Aw, that's good, bitch!" Edgar responded. "That's damn good! Because it's fucking expected! It's fucking required!"
"Are you going to do it tonight, Master?" Sally asked.
"Of course, fuckbag! It wouldn't be a right and proper 'shock and awe event' if I knocked you up but didn't also plunder your hot fucking ass!"
"Oh, goodie!" my wife chirped happily. "I can't wait!"
My wife didn't have to wait long, no sirree. She didn't have to wait long at all!
Our new life was well and started. It certainly was. And the evening was young!
Would you like to hear more?
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NOTE: As usual, this a perverted interracial cuckolding story. I'm not going to give away all the perversions that are in it, or its angle. It's not too different from my usual fare. Read it at your own risk. I hope you enjoy!
EXTRA NOTE: I took this down for a few days after some helpful fans pointed out some problems with the editing. I've worked on it a bit more, too. I hope those of you who read it before like it even better now!
-----------------------------------------------------
Hi, I'm Courtney. I'm a cute, thirty-two-year-old professional woman, married four years--as of the start of this story. My husband, Ron, was also thirty-two. He's nice looking, too.
Like most women, I suppose, I tend to be self-critical about my appearance. But realistically, I am quite attractive. From age 18 to age 27, when I met my husband, I went from one boyfriend to the next. Any time I had a break up, some other attractive guy was available to date. I guess I can admit they're right: Besides having a pleasant personality, I'm pretty.
My face is cute, and I have shoulder length dark brown hair and bright blue eyes that complement them well. My curves are a sexy 34D-25-37, and I have a cute butt. My limbs are thin, which may not be every guy's thing, but lots of guys seem to like it. At 5'7", I'm on the tall side.
Some people say I look like Jennifer Love Hewitt but with blue eyes. Both my face and figure are similar to hers.
I'm also kind, sweet, good-natured--and horny. All that also seems to make me appealing to men. Why wouldn't it, right?
As for Ron, in most ways he is a "catch." Tall, nice-looking, sweet, hardworking, and accomplished. On paper, a woman couldn't ask for a better husband.
As for Ron and I, our relationship is "fine" mostly. We get along well, and are generally happy together. We had started to talk about trying for kids soon. Waiting one more year--until we both finish grad school--seems to be our prevailing thought.
Unfortunately, for a few years now, we've been in a sexual rut. Or--to be more open about it--I have been in a rut ever since I met Ron!
Sex with Ron just does not do it for me--it never has.
You are probably thinking that I have myself to blame--and you would be right, alas.
I agreed to marry Ron even though I was only mildly attracted to him, and the sex wasn't very good--not even in the beginning.
In fact, Ron never, ever managed to make me cum. Not with his thin little five-inch dick. Not even with his tongue--which lacked both stamina and finesse.
I agreed to marry Ron because he was such a solid guy and kind, and my family liked him--and he had good prospects. He was the first "nice" guy I had dated after a string of jerks--and I worried I might not ever meet another nice man at that point!
When I was twenty-eight, and Ron proposed, he seemed like the most "suitable" husband I might ever meet. And I really wanted to settle down.
You can call me a sucker, but I love Ron anyway--even though sex is important to me, and sex with Ron is... well... in a word... terrible. Just awful!
For a long time, I simply snuck around with dildos and vibrators and made do with self-pleasure.
When this story started, I had just finished increasing the size of my dildos.
When I first saw a thick eight-incher in the online catalog that my pal Louise had recommended, six months back, I thought to myself, "Naw! I bet this will be too big!" But I was curious, and so I bought one. I was wrong! I loved, loved, loved it! I loved the length--and loved the thickness!
A month after that, I said to myself, "Hmm... This eight-incher really surprised me, maybe I should try nine?" So I bought a nine-incher. I loved, loved, loved that one even more!
Fast forward to three months ago, and I had started plowing myself regularly with a whopping ELEVEN-inch dildo--and I adored it! It brought me incredible orgasms!
Something told me to pause there--call it womanly intuition, I guess--and so I did.
I've been sticking with my fabulous eleven-incher, which I call to myself my "Maximus" dildo. It seems like the "maximum" sensible size, is why.
But still, as amazing as my Maximus dildo is, it also underscores the absence of the "real thing."
Nope. A big dildo is simply NOT as satisfying as a big cock. It just isn't.
The biggest cock I'd ever had in real life was almost the size of the eight-inch dildo--WAY bigger than my poor Ron's little dicklet... so much bigger than him. (Unfortunately, it had come attached to Andy, who turned out to be a womanizing asshole!)
"I wonder," I would think to myself. "Now that I've taken such a gigantic dildo regularly, I wonder if I could take an equally big real-life cock? You know, I bet I could! It stands to reason that I should be able to! And fuck! FUCK! *That* would be hot!"
Quite unfortunately, instead of fully satisfying me, my Maximus dildo made me more sexually frustrated with my husband's little dick than I had ever been before.
My Ron's little five-inch dick now seemed like a twig to me. And with my Maximus dildo having stretched me out for three months now, I could barely feel Ron's tiny dick when he put it inside my pussy.
No--I wouldn't even call it "fucking" or "sex," Ron's insertion was so uninteresting me.
Rather, it seemed just to be "Ron inserting his little dick for his amusement."
If Ron noticed my looser pussy, he didn't say anything. He still managed to cum when we would insert his dick.
I'd simulate being interested and excited to the best of my ability--as a loyal wife should.
I would pretend to cum--always it was pretending--and right afterwards, like clockwork, Ron would cum.
Still--even after five years of mounting frustration--I still didn't want to leave my husband. I can see myself enjoying raising a family together, and growing old together. I do love him!
I just really needed a fix for the pathetically unexciting and totally unsatisfying sex with my Ron and his little thin dick.
I was feeling at a loss as to what to do. Sneaking around and cheating didn't seem like a very good plan, for example!
I told my therapist about the problem, and she didn't seem helpful at first.
"Courtney," she'd say. "It's probably in your head. If you focus more on your love for your husband, you should be able to have good sex together... Or open up to him, invite him to use your toys on you!"
"But, Doctor! I just can't see myself suggesting that!"
Finally, after going around in circles with me for a few sessions, Dr. Elppin came up with a referral. "Courtney," she said, "Clearly, I'm out of my depth on advising you for your sex life, and a referral is in order... I don't know how she does it, but this Dr. Peters I networked to is supposed to work wonders as a sex therapist, here's her number. She's expecting your call."
I called Dr. Peters, and made an appointment. She wasn't available for three weeks, and I was just glad I didn't have to wait longer.
"Come see me by yourself," she said. "I want to hear the problem from your perspective first, Ms. Montiv, before I hear at all from your husband. Be sure to complete this online quiz I'll be sending you, truthfully and fully, in advance of our meeting. You'll want to be alone. It gets quite personal and provocative."
The quiz shocked me to say the least! It asked quite extensive details about my sexual history, turn-ons, turn-offs, and also about Ron.
Then I went to see Dr. Peters. She spent a few minutes validating some of my survey results and gauging if I really did want to stay married.
"So your husband has really never been able to make you cum, not ever, Ms. Montiv--or may I call you 'Courtney'?"
"No, not ever-- and yes, please call me 'Courtney,' doctor."
"And you fake it for him?"
"Yes, every time."
"And you say that you'd like to stay together, right?"
"Oh, definitely. Ron is such a dear. And so loyal and dependable. And he cares about me so deeply."
"And it says here... You've had your best sex with your best-endowed sex partners, right?"
"Oh, yes. Definitely. I feel bad saying so, but definitely."
"And you miss that full feeling?"
"Well, my dildos sort of provide it, but it's not the same..."
"I understand, Courtney. I understand... And you're attracted to black men but never had one. How come?"
"I'm not sure. I guess I've never been approached in the right way. I don't know."
"I see. And you and Ron... You never share fantasies or watch any porn together... You just have straight sex."
"Yes, I just feel too awkward starting any sex talk with Ron. You see, he's very shy and awkward about sex, and I don't want him to think that I'm a tart or lose respect for me."
"I see... So... Remind me, Courtney--and yourself--why are you here?"
"I want a better sex life, doctor!"
"Are you open to whatever my advice might be--whatever my opinion might be? I've worked with a thousand couples, and I do have a good idea about your situation."
"Yes!! Please, doctor! Please tell me whatever it is!"
"Even if it's going to shock you?"
"Yes! Even if it's going to shock me. Please tell me!"
"Well, the first thing you need to get your brain around is that there is no way that your dear Ron is ever going to become an adequate lover--not for you at least... No way. Not ever."
"What?! You can't coach him? You can't help him learn how to be better in bed?"
"Nope! No--I *could* coach him... But it wouldn't matter if I did!"
"What?! And why not?! Dr. Elppin said you are the best at this!"
"Dr. Elppin is right. I am the best at this. And one of the reasons I am the best at this is that I know not to try for the impossible... You're a woman who CLEARLY needs to get fucked by big cocks... And, being realistic about it--given that you're now used to an enormous eleven-inch dildo--you probably do need massive BLACK cocks... White men simply are not well-hung enough--not even the biggest of them... And there's no way to *coach* your husband into becoming a black guy with a massive black cock, is there, Courtney?!?"
I shivered as I heard the words "massive black cock"--not just once, but twice--in what my new therapist had just said to me.
In my heart of hearts, I knew the doctor was right! I *craved* big black cock! I desperately needed to get fucked by the biggest cocks--and everyone knows that those are black cocks!
I shivered. I blushed. I started breathing more heavily. My nipples got hard and pointy under my dress and bra... And I'm sure my pussy also started to juice.
Dr. Peters noticed right away. "Hearing me call it out for you is turning you on, Courtney, isn't it?! You're aroused to hear me talk about getting you fucked by massive black cocks, big black cocks, aren't you??"
"Uh... What? Uh.... Yeah, I guess so, Doctor!" I fumbled awkwardly at being called out by the doctor. "It *is* definitely turning me on! It's exciting to hear you call it out so clearly!! But! But! But if I *need* big black cock, does that mean my marriage is over? Does it have to end?"
"Well, this is where my more advanced knowledge comes in, my dear... No, your marriage does NOT have to end... far from it."
"Oh??"
"Yes. There are definitely ways of rescuing the marriage of a real woman like yourself--a gorgeous, sexy woman like you-- who just happens to *NEED* big black cock! Even as she stays married to a white guy with a little dick! But... our time is up for today, Courtney. Would you like to set a time to continue to discuss?"
"Oh, yes, doctor!" I replied enthusiastically. "Very much so!" And so we set a time for the following week.
"Hi, Courtney," Dr. Peters began our next session. "Good to see you again... And how have you been feeling this past week, might I ask? How has your sex life been?"
"Not that different, I guess," was my reply.
"Still relying on your massive dildo and vibrators, Courtney?"
"Yeah."
"Anything feeling at all different?"
"Well, I guess so."
"Please, do tell!"
"I'm thinking all the time-- I mean literally *ALL* the time-- about getting fucked by big black cocks! I practically can't even get any work done! Getting black-fucked is all I think about now! I've even started watching porn after Ron goes to bed!"
"Ah! I see!" Dr. Peters remarked. "Yes... This is not that surprising, Courtney... You see, now that your doctor has called out your need with you--brought it front and center with you--your mind feels free to focus on it."
"'Free'? 'Free'?!?! There's nothing 'free' about it, Doctor! I literally can BARELY think about anything else!"
"Well, Dear," the doctor responded. "That can happen when a need-- a deep, true, powerful need-- has been deeply suppressed but at last comes to the surface. What this is telling you is that you truly do *need* to get blacked-- blacked by really big black cocks-- and nothing less."
"But you said I could probably keep my marriage... I'm confused... How is this supposed to work?"
"Have you heard of 'cuckolding,' Courtney?"
"I'm not sure... I think so... but I'm not sure if I know the right meaning."
"Would you like me to explain it to you?"
"Yes, sure... Please!"
"Cuckolding is where the woman in a partnership--often a marriage but not necessarily--takes on a new lover or lovers and the man in the partnership becomes subordinate. Sometimes the man watches or maybe he just hears about her lovers."
"Oh, wow! That's what I thought it was... And people really do this?"
"A great many people, Courtney."
"And this is what you think would be best for Ron and me?"
"If you are to stay married, Courtney, in fact I think cuckolding is your ONLY choice! I think you're just too sexually frustrated to proceed another way... Doesn't it seem that way to you, too, dear?"
"I guess that's right."
"The question for you, Courtney, is the *kind* of cuckold that Ron could become."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, there are different kinds of cuckolds. Not every cuckold is the same."
"Oh... How so?"
"Well... Some watch. Some don't. Some still have sex with their women partners. Others don't. Some become bisexual or even gay. Others don't. There are lots of possibilities."
"Oh... I see. Wow, there's a lot to think about, a lot to learn about, I guess."
"Yes, it's a lot to learn about, I'm sure. I understand that this is a lot... You're doing great so far, Courtney, if it helps to know! You're doing a terrific job at working on your sex life!"
"Thanks, Doctor Peters!" I replied. "I suppose you really are helping... Thinking about enormous black cocks all the time... that will fade, won't it?"
"Good, Courtney. I'm so glad you feel like I'm helping... As for your newfound black cock obsession... time will tell, but I expect you will make your peace with it... In. Due. Course! If you're like the rest of us who need BBC--and I do count myself in this camp, by the way--you will always think about getting blacked a lot. You'll think about it a lot more than you thought about sex previously, that's for sure! But you will also find a way to function, to get your job and studies done, to take care of your personal chores. It shouldn't be crippling."
"Well that's a relief to hear!" I offered, with a very, very big exhale. "So what's next, Doctor?"
"Well... We know you need enormous black cocks... What remains to be sorted out is what kind of cuckold Ron might become."
"Is it up to me rather than up to him?"
"Good question, Courtney. Good question! Indeed, many women I work with, when we start them on a cuckolding journey, are surprised to learn... It's just really variable, and it's best if a highly trained sex therapist like myself helps guide..."
"Oh? So, you navigate this rather than me?"
"Well... Depending on what I learn when I interview Ron... it might obviate certain options... Or even force a choice... And I'm equipped by training and experience to have that exploration with your husband... It would be too much to expect you to manage it!"
"I see!" I replied. "I guess that makes sense! And what happens then?"
"Well-- high-level... it can go one of two ways... More likely, there's some type of cuckolding that will work for your little-dicked husband. Most small-dicked white guys have cultivated a desire to subordinate their needs to their woman's needs, luckily... You can thank interracial porn for that! But... but... but there is some chance that it could lead him to leave you... This is not a risk free situation, my dear! Far from it! Yes, you will end up with your sex life restored--that much is sure... But your marriage? It might or might not make it... We'll try to maximize the odds for you."
"Wow, Doctor!" I said. "This is a lot for me to get my brain around!"
"Yes, it is a lot of new information to process--including some difficult information--I'm sure... I understand that this is a lot... You're doing great so far, Courtney, if it helps to know! You're doing a terrific job at working on your sex life! How does this all sound, Courtney? Are you still on board?"
"To be honest, doctor? It sounds kind of scary. I don't want to lose Ron! But if I'm really honest... Even more, it sounds exciting! It makes me feel hopeful! I like the idea of making Ron my cuckold! Especially after all these years of shitty sex, I like it as a kind of revenge that he should become my cuckold!"
"In my experience, Courtney... That attitude will serve you well! That bit of self-importance! That bit of selfishness! That will serve you VERY well in rebuilding a satisfying sex life for yourself!"
"So what next, Doctor?"
"Next, I need to meet with Ron."
"Oh!" I said with slight surprise. "But I guess that makes sense!"
"Yes," Dr. Peters continued. "I know enough about you and your needs for now. I need to start to get to know Ron, to explain the situation to him, to learn his needs, and to guide him into his new role."
"Yes, that makes sense."
"Good, Courtney. I'm glad."
"But how? He has no idea that I'm seeing you!"
"Oh, yes, this is an awkward moment, I know. Does Ron know that you're in therapy?"
"Oh, yes, doctor."
"And is he supportive?"
"Very much so. He's been in therapy sometimes, too."
"In that case, just tell him that I asked you to bring him in, that I thought he would be able to help you 'make more progress.'"
"Sure! I can do that! And then you'll talk with us together?"
"I think I'll excuse you to the waiting room after brief greetings, but yes--we can start together. We should plan on an extra long session. I'll also bring you back in at the end."
Fast forward two weeks, and Ron and I were heading to the appointment with Dr. Peters.
"Boo," he asked me multiple times on the car ride over. "Can't you tell me what this is about, specifically?"
"Sorry, Dear!" I replied, patiently. And then I explained that the doctor felt it best if she led on the content.
After quick greetings when the appointment finally started, the doctor excused me to her waiting room.
I had thought about being sneaky and leaving a microphone behind so I could listen in, but realizing that I'm not a very good actress--outside, of course, of faking orgasms-- I thought better of it. "What if I learn something that really surprises me?" I thought. "I would never be able to contain myself when I rejoined them!"
As twenty minutes turned into twenty-five, I got anxious waiting. Finally, after exactly thirty-seven minutes and some seconds, the doctor had me back in her office as well.
"Thanks for rejoining us, Courtney," Dr. Peters began. "I've had a very positive and useful discussion with Ron just now. Ron, would you like me to summarize it for Courtney, like we discussed?"
"Please, doctor," my husband said. "That would be great."
"Well, Courtney, Ron also is dissatisfied with your sex life. Quite dissatisfied! And while his ideas may not be exactly what you and I have been talking about, I think we can map out a plan that will be satisfying to you both. Would you like me to explain?"



"Please!" I said, plaintively. Boy, was I eager and nervous to hear!
"It's like this, Courtney. Ron also has been frustrated for some time. You see, he can tell that you're not satisfied, and that's been ruining sex for him, too, even though you put out... And he says that you've shot him down any time he's tried to discuss it with you... So I guess it's a very good thing that you two now have me involved."
"I had no idea!" I blurted. "I thought I was sparing your feelings, Boo!" I used our affectionate nickname that we shared with each other.
"I know, Boo!" Ron responded, kindly. "I understand."
"It's nice to see you being understanding of one another," the doctor interjected. "That's a great basis for moving forward. Shall I continue?"
"Yes, please!" my husband and I said in near unison.
"Well, I guess I'll get as straight to the punchline as possible, and then we can discuss... So, Courtney, Ron understands that you need to get fucked by enormous black cocks--a steady diet of them, to be blunt-- and not just his little dicklet... He gets it. He knows they are the center of modern sexuality nowadays, and that most women your age crave black cock--albeit sometimes secretly... But your husband is not interested in being a typical cuck. No. Far from it... Instead, he wants to become your 'Master.' He wants to own and dominate you, Courtney! It can be with the understanding that you eventually will need to get fucked by enormous black cocks... but Ron wants you to 'earn' it first... His feeling is that if you're going to be a 'BBC whore' and 'wifeslut' yet want him still to provide for you, the least you can do is let him have the satisfaction of directing it--and of you putting out more for him, as well... I know this probably comes as a big surprise to you, Courtney."
"To say the least, doctor--and Ron! This is *not* what I had in mind! I thought you were going to become my 'cuck,' dear!"
"Yeah... Sorry, Boo! I'm a lot of things, but I'm not a patsy! And while I'm glad to see our sex life pivoted in an exciting new direction, it's going to need to be on my terms, too."
"For real?" I queried.
"Yeah," my husband replied. "I've long thought it would be hot to watch you fuck massive black cocks, but I still need to be the man of the house, dear!"
"Doctor," I turned to Dr. Peters next. "You never mentioned this kind of possibility. What the heck?!"
"Indeed, Courtney," she replied. "This is quite unusual. Much more often, small-dicked husbands like Ron watch a lot of cuckold porn and are excited to become beta cucks... but once in a while--very rarely!--a husband will have Ron's reaction... My suggestion is that you roll with it, sweetheart. He is--after all--promising you that you'll be able to 'earn' your way to BBC, like you so desperately want-- and need!"
"You're going to have to really earn it though, Courtney," my husband chimed in. "For example, you're going to have to do all kinds of sex acts that haven't so far been on the menu for me--and also 'do' a variety of folks I have in mind... not all of them with BBCs, far from it. Oh... And also, you're going to have to tolerate me calling you appropriate nicknames to put you in your place."
"What kind of nicknames, Boo?" I asked.
"Oh, I'm not even sure yet," he said. "Certainly the basics, like 'bitch,' 'cunt,' 'whore,' 'slut'... I'll probably come up with some unique ones, too... for starters, I think I'm going to default to calling you 'slut' from now on... after all, you do want to be a 'slut' now, don't you, Boo?"
"Yeah, that's fair, I suppose," I replied.
"Good, slut," my beloved husband responded with a big smile. "Honesty between us is going to be important in this new life phase... A *lot* more honesty than we have had so far!"
"Oh," my new Master continued, "and you'll need to be addressing me more formally, as some mix of 'Husband,' 'Master,' and 'Sir'-- not 'Boo' or 'Ron' anymore. Got it, slut? Oh, and refer to yourself in the third-person, too, slut-- you know, to further diminish you!"
"Slut gets it!" I responded. "Sir, Master, Sir Husband!"
"Excellent, Slut!" my husband replied with a big smile. "I'm glad you're going to be an obedient whore and bitch. Terrific!"
"So we only have a few minutes left, you two," Dr. Peters interjected. "Do we have a plan then? Courtney, are you on board to be your husband's submissive slut now? With the understanding that he'll provide you big black cocks to fuck when he feels ready?"
I was tongue-tied, as I contemplated the question. In the meanwhile, my husband chimed in.
"Just look at the slut, doctor!" he declared. "You can see that the whore is aroused! Look at her meaty nipples showing through her bra and dress! See the slut's flushed cheeks! The slut is good to go--it's obvious! I can even *smell* her!"
"Ha!" added Dr. Peters. "I do believe you're right, Ron! I see the same signs--and I smell your slut's arousal, too! How about you, slut Courtney? Are you ready to admit it to your Husband-Master and me, your therapist? Are you ready to commit? Are you ready to have a go at being your husband's devoted and owned slut?"
As the two of them were talking, I also assessed the same observations. My face was flushed! My nipples were out and proud! And I could also feel and smell that my pussy was juicing!
It turned me on even more that my therapist had decided to join my husband in degrading and diminishing me. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "I love, love, love being diminished by them both! Shit, this is HOT!"
"Well," I said. "It seems slut's body is 'voting yes'... So how can slut disagree with her husband, her therapist, *and* her own body? Right, Doctor and Sir-Master, Sir? Sure! Slut will go for it!"
"Great!" Dr. Peters said. "You two get started--get going as 'Master and slut'--and why don't we plan for a check in some weeks from now... How about in three weeks?"
Ron and I agreed that that sounded fine.
Three weeks later, we were back with Dr. Peters as planned.
"So, Ron and slut, how have things been going?" the doctor queried.
She slipped right back into our previous role-play--with her joining my husband to diminish, humiliate, and subordinate me... Just like I had so enjoyed the last session!
"I'll answer for both of us, doctor," my husband said. "As the master, it's only fitting that I should, right?"
"That makes sense to me, too, Ron," the doctor replied. "Go ahead. Do tell."
I got moist as my husband and my sex therapist together continued to treat me as a subordinate submissive. That they did this together made my role as a submissive slut seem that much more real--that much more determined.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "This is hot! I love being a sex object to my little-dicked husband, for him to direct and control! Too bad his dick is *still* too little for me! But dang my panties are getting moist! YES!! This is moving in the right direction! Thank God!!"
Briefly, I was dreamy and distracted as I contemplated the vast improvement already in my sex life.
My husband's reply to Dr. Peters grabbed my attention then.
"Things have been going well so far," Ron offered. "The slut is compliant, which is the main thing. She gave up her anal virginity as soon as we got home from our last visit with you, for example. That was a delight--to finally get access to the slut's hot ass! And she liked it, too! I let her finger her wet pussy as I ass-fucked her, and she had her first good cum with me *ever*, she admitted! I had her wired up for biometric monitoring--since she's a good actress--and the tech said she came, too!"
I blushed in embarrassment--and pride!
Ron continued. "These past few weeks, I've fucked her in the ass seven times, and gotten so many blowjobs I've lost count... Truly an excellent turn of events. So thank you, Doctor!"
"You're welcome, Ron," she responded. "And please continue."
"Yes, of course... Previously, the slut had cut me off from *any* blowjobs, by the way, so it's been great to get those going again, as well as the butt access."
"I'm so glad, Ron!" the doctor encouraged him.
My husband offered more. "...So overall, the slut is doing much better than before with my needs... Naturally, I'm rationing her orgasms... I'm trying to balance being a demanding master with being an understanding one, though: So weekly, so long as she's been an obedient little slut, I put her in a bondage device--I've been experimenting with a few-- and use her massive 'Maximus' dildo and her favorite vibrator on her... The first cum she likes... The second cum, too... But I've discovered that if I keep at it, I can make her cum a third and even a fourth time... Those satisfy her on some level... but the fourth one is usually also exhausting and irksome to her... an effect which I'll admit to savoring!"
"Great, Ron! Tell me more!" the doctor said.
"That's the main story for you there, Doctor... That's become our routine... I guess it's working, as the slut hasn't rebelled much... She seems happy enough... You can ask her a few questions when you're ready as well. Once you've finished asking me, please."
"Ron," the Doctor replied. "I agree. Just looking at her, I see an aura of new contentment in the slut... And also anticipation, too... She still needs to get blacked, and blacked good... But I think you've got her part way there... You've got her partway to a new and more fulfilling sex life... and certainly for yourself as well, Ron. I commend you! Say, are you fucking the slut in the pussy at all anymore?"
"Naw, Doc," Ron responded. "The slut doesn't deserve my dick... She doesn't want it, and she doesn't deserve it. When I crave some pussy--which isn't too much--I get it for myself elsewhere. There are a couple of sexy women from my yoga class who've been taking turns with me."
Ron's remarks stunned me. He hadn't said that to me directly ever. "But who could blame him?" I thought to myself. "He's certainly got ample reason to want to fuck other women-- I've outright told him that his dick is too small for my vagina... What else could I expect?"
"Sounds fair enough, Ron," the doctor offered, echoing my own thoughts. "What do you have planned for the slut and you from here?"
"I think it's best if I keep the slut guessing, don't you, doctor?" Ron queried. "Not knowing adds to the titillation for her, I'm sure, and it certainly accentuates my very enjoyable sense of control as the slut's master."
"Yes, I could see that, Ron, yes. That's very insightful of you. You're off to an excellent start as a dominating master," Dr. Peters responded. "I see the slut is sitting quietly and not interjecting at all. An element of your training?"
"Very much so, doctor. Yes," Ron replied. "Yes, the slut is very clear not to speak unless asked a direct question."
"Well done, sir!" Dr. Peters complimented my husband. "Very well done! I might have to enlist you to help me train some of my other patients-- you seem to be a natural! Is that all?"
"Well," Ron responded. "Thank you for the compliment-- do let me know if ever that's a sincere invitation. That could be interesting to help you train some other sluts, yes! As for us... is that all? Yes. I think I have given you all the updates you need. If you have any questions, just text me... I want to keep the slut in the dark."
"That's very astute, Ron. Sure. You're still on track to get the slut fucked by massive black cocks when you see fit, however, correct? We did promise your wife that, you remember?"
"Oh, yes, doctor. I'm very excited to get my whore-wife fucked by BBCs when I feel she's earned it. Most definitely. A promise is a promise!"
"And do you have resources lined up for that? I do have some 'assistant' *staff*-- pardon the pun!-- some gents with very large staffs! Ha! BBC guys who could help. Would you like me to email you the catalogue?"
"Oh, that would be great, Doctor! I do have a few people identified, but I'm sure yours would be excellent to include!"
"Great!" Dr. Peters replied. "I'll email you the catalogue-- it's got photos and excellent discussions of personalities, sex styles--their fees--and more. Courtney is so attractive, most of them should waive their fee! Assuming you allow them to fuck her bareback and in every hole, that is!"
"Oh excellent, Doctor! Many thanks in advance! Oh, and of course-- definitely we have to get the slut blacked bareback and in every hole... It's a clear requirement... Condoms have been our birth control lately, so she'll be risking pregnancy, to boot! Rather, I should say, she'll be getting *BLACK-BRED* when and how I see fit!"
"Wow, that sounds hot, Ron!" the Doctor remarked. "You *are* good at this! Will you have the slut carry to term when she does get black-bred?"
"Well, the slut is pro-life, Doctor," Ron explained. "So *if* I want to respect her beliefs, then it seems we would be having some black babies... Though I haven't decided if I feel required to anchor on her beliefs... I think that's enough said for now--better to let the slut be unsure and anxious!"
"Ooh! That sounds sexy, Ron!" Dr. Peters responded. "I'm tempted to ask you more... But I can tell it will be best to let the slut stew with what you've chosen to say... You sure seem to be having fun with this, I'll say!"
"Thank you, Doctor! I'll admit to enjoying myself!"
I shivered, anticipating the exciting and scary journey ahead. The unknown thrilled and frightened me. But I was ready to embrace whatever Ron had planned, trusting that he would guide me through this new chapter of our lives.
"Oh, one other thing, Ron," the doctor queried. "You do realize you need to prepare her ass for BBCs if she's going to receive them without getting torn?"
"Oh, yes, Doctor," my Master responded. "That goes without saying... I'll miss having her ass as tight as possible for me, but this week we'll be starting the butt plugs-- you know, to stretch the slut's ass a little at a time."
"Good, Ron!" Doctor Peters enthused. "I'm glad to see you planning everything out so well!"
"Wouldn't have it any other way, Doctor!" Master added. "I want to do everything right for the slut--and for my benefit, too, of course!"
"Excellent, excellent, excellent... Now a couple of quick questions for the, slut," Dr. Peters said, turning to me, yet maintaining my diminished role. "It sounds like your husband has a clear plan for your future. How do you feel about all of this?"
I took a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts. "I feel... I feel a mix of emotions, Doctor. Excited, nervous, and a bit overwhelmed. Ron has definitely taken control, and while it's scary, it's also very arousing--and it's been fulfilling so far! There's also a thrill in not knowing what's next. I trust my Master-Husband, and I'm looking forward to seeing where this takes us."
"That's a healthy attitude, slut," Dr. Peters replied. "Trust and communication are key in any relationship, especially for a slut like you towards her Master... Ron, do you have any final thoughts before we wrap up?"
"Just that I'm looking forward to seeing how this plays out," Ron said, a smile on his face. "And I'm glad we have your support, Doctor."
"You have my full support," Dr. Peters assured him. "And remember, slut, you should lean into obeying your Master-Husband to the fullest. He has your best interest at heart, too, and this will go best if you trust him to the fullest. From what I've seen, you two are off to a great start."
"Thank you, Doctor," I said, feeling a sense of relief and anticipation. "We appreciate your help more than you know."
As we left the office, Ron put his arm around me. "You did good, slut. I'm proud of you."
"Thank you, Sir Master-Husband, Sir," I replied, leaning into him. "Your slut is proud of you, too."
Over the next many weeks, Ron kept me on my toes.
He would often leave me guessing about what he had planned, building both the excitement and anxiety in our dynamic.
My Master-Husband continued to explore new ways to dominate and pleasure me--sometimes in ways that annoyed me, but more often in ways that left me fulfilled and eager for more.
There were some predictable rhythms that Master seemed to enjoy.
Master would almost always start an evening by focusing me just on his own needs.
During these sessions, Ron would expect that I receive him in my ass and mouth, both, ensuring that I was thoroughly used and submissive. He would take his time, savoring each act and ensuring that I was fully compliant. He developed quite a bit of stamina over the weeks, and satisfying his appetite would leave spent and exhausted.
If Master was in a generous mood, he might allow me to play with my pussy while satisfying him--but I would have to avoid cumming.
If I came while satisfying Master, there would be a punishment--no exceptions. (Making me clean the bathroom with a toothbrush was a favorite.)
I tried never to get punished, but sometimes I was just horny, and I would cum. I think I cleaned our bathroom top-to-bottom four or maybe five times during this whole time frame!
Fortunately, while Master's dicklet was way too small to satisfy my pussy, it did provide a measure of fullness in my ass-- but just barely! Lucky for both Master and me, somehow the butt plugs were making my ass more elastic for large insertions--getting me ready for big black cocks in the ass--without loosening me up fully, like Maximus had done to my pussy. Good luck, in this regard, for both Ron and myself!
"Shit!" I'd think to myself, however. "My Master-Husband's dick is so small, it doesn't even feel big in my still-snug ass! Now, that's really pitiful!"
Occasionally Master-Husband insisted on "ass-to-mouth" treatment--making me suck him off directly as he pulled out of my ass. After some weeks, I became so submissive, that I managed to enjoy even this incredibly degrading treatment. "Yes!" I'd think to myself. "At least my shrimp-dicked husband is an effective dominant! At least he has that going for him!"
I would satisfy Master in our living room--and partly clothed, as he preferred.
If he was taking my ass, my clothes would come off just enough for him to use my ass. If I were blowing him, I'd be fully clothed.
"Your clothes stay mostly on, slut," he'd explain, "to help keep you focused on me, and less tempted to touch your own naked form. This time is my time--not your time. This time is for you to serve me, slut!"
Often, Master-Husband would deliberately have the shades open and the lights on. And he'd invite his fishing buddies by the window to watch and humiliate me.
"Slut," he explained, "I can only properly degrade you by letting the world know what a slut you are-- letting my buddies see how abjectly you serve me-- and they'll be sure your pals know, too!"
My pals did find out, of course, and I sure had some difficult explaining to do! One of them, Melissa--I found out--sought out my husband as a lover behind my back, even! (Melissa was happy to have his little dick in her extra-tight pussy, as it turned out!)
As I submitted to my Master-Husband-- but without ever really being that fulfilled-- I'd remind myself in my own mind: "Thank god my husband is eventually going to get me blacked! Just as he promised"
Finally-- when my Master-Husband had the orgasms for himself that he wished to extract in an evening... and if he felt I had earned being rewarded, the rest of the night might go something like this:
Master-Husband would have me strip naked--still exposed to passersby in our living room. He'd have me do a few twirls for good measure, and then direct me to the bedroom.
While we would have privacy in the moment in the bedroom, Master made videos that he shared with his friends. To my immense shame, not even my face was blurred or anonymized! For all I knew, the videos could have been making their way back to my co-workers or academic department!



On the way to the bedroom, my Master-Husband would make me walk naked ahead of him, his eyes glued--I was sure--to my beautiful naked form.
He might take playful whacks at my sexy ass as we walked the corridor from the living room. "Get on the bed, slut," Master-Husband would command, once we would reach the bed.
I would instantly comply, my heart racing with a mix of excitement and stress.
Master would watch me, usually with a smirk on his face and always with lust in his eyes.
He would then bind me with whatever restraints he'd have chosen for the evening--some combination of metal, wood, and leather.
Sometimes, Master would include a gag. Often, he'd use a hood.
He'd reach into my dresser and pull out my Maximus dildo.
If I were masked or hooded, I could still hear his movements. I'd feel a rush of desire and anticipation.
"Spread your legs, slut," my Master-Husband would order, his voice low and insistent. "Let's see that hungry, needy, wet cunt of yours... Show me your gaping, craving, hole, Slut!"
If my bonds would allow, I would stretch my thighs wider still-- making myself yet more exposed and vulnerable.
My Master-Husband would crawl next to me, positioning himself close to my pussy--from whatever angle the bondage of the evening would allow.
Master would lean down, his breath hot in my ear. "You're mine for now, you fucking slut. Every inch of you--your whole body--belongs to me."
"Unggggh," I would groan in acknowledgment, if able--it was the most I was allowed to respond without being asked a direct question.
A low groan was my customary way of signaling acknowledgment--and acquiescence. I did it often. "Unnnghhh!" I'd groan again.
Master was clear that I was his. Not just from my groan of course: My rock hard nipples and my oozing pussy would do a much better job of giving me away!
At this point, I'd usually start to smell my own pussy essence wafting through the room!
"Yesssss!" the smell would tell me. "I'm ready for Master! I'm ready for Maximus!! Yes! Please, god! I hope he starts to plunder my pussy soon!!"
My husband's hands would roam over my body, teasing, prodding, poking, and exploring. He would pinch and twist my nipples, sending jolts of pain and pleasure through me.
He'd maul my ass.
Usually he would spank me.
Sometimes Master-Husband would give me just a few quick spanks. But other times--never predictably--he would spank my ass hard for what felt like an hour.
It might be in bunches of three or four hard blows. Then a pause. Then some more blows.
Often I would have welts on my sexy ass the next day. I'd see them in the mirror and smile with pride. Yes--it turned me on and filled me with pride that my Master-Husband enjoyed beating my ass-- sometimes quite black-and-blue, even!
I would try to read what kind of slut my husband wanted me to be any particular evening: submissive and yielding--or stubborn and recalcitrant.
If I guessed wrong, it wasn't a problem--Master-Husband would simply redirect me. "Submit to me, bitch!" he might yell, if he wanted me to be meeker. "Is that all the fight that's in you, cunt?!" he might shout, if he wanted more tension.
Eventually--when he was good and ready--Master-Husband would at last position the head of Maximus at my pussy entrance. I would be sopping at this point, and Master would have to focus to keep my dildo from just slipping around.
Master might enter me slowly-- beginning with teasing, slow, shallow thrusts. Or he might shove Maximus as hard as possible up inside me from the very first stroke. Whatever suited my husband's whim, was what he served up.
My job, of course, as a good submissive wifeslut was to follow my Master's lead and make the most of whatever he chose to serve up.
However the dildo fucking started, naturally Master would at least eventually get to the point of reaming my cunt out with long, deep, hard strokes--like I so craved and counted on!
I'd cry out, the sensation of being stretched and filled would overwhelm me--especially after such satisfying foreplay.
Master was skillful at stroking Maximus in and out of me, and he'd always hit all the right spots.
"Cum for me, slut," he would eventually growl. "Cum hard. Show me how much you need this!"
His thrusts would become faster, more urgent, with the dildo pounding into me with a relentless rhythm.
I would feel the pressure building, and my orgasm would coil up big and tight in my core, getting ready to unleash.
Master would lean in, capture one of my nipples in his hand, and twist hard until I cried out.
"Master! Oh god! Oh god!! Master-Husband!" I would scream as my orgasm would crash through me, exploding in wave after wave of pleasure--ripping through my body and limbs.
I'd buck and thrash against my bonds, my screams filling the room. "Yess!! Oh, fuck! Yess!! YESSSSSS!! Arrrrrrgghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!! Yes!!"
Screaming out while cumming was always--yes, always--allowed. Thank God!
Master-Husband would continue to fuck me with the dildo, drawing out my orgasm until I was a trembling mess.
He would eventually pull away, a satisfied smile on his face. "Good girl, slut," he would murmur, stroking my hair. "That's a good slut."
I would lay there--bound, panting, and spent--a sense of contentment washing over me.
Then--after taking a break (and giving me one, too!)-- Master would typically do it again! And even once or twice more after that!
It'd be spaced out unpredictably over a long evening. Ron would take breaks of unpredictable lengths, then return and do me with Maximus again.
At the end of an evening bound and at Master-Husband's mercy, I'd be a completely sated, wrung out, and totally happy sweaty mess.
I'd thank him profusely.
"Thank you, Master! Slut thanks you so deeply! Thank you for making me cum! Thank you for satisfying me so thoroughly!"
"You're welcome, slut," he'd reply, dryly. "You earned it."
Not uncommonly, bringing me to multiple orgasms would make my Husband-Master needy for more release, too. He'd leave me bound, masturbate briefly, and be sure to come on my face. Then, he'd task me to scoop it off with my fingers, lick it up and--of course--swallow his load. "Nice job, slut!" He'd say when I was done swallowing.
My Ron had shown me a side of himself I never knew existed until recently, and I was eager to explore more--but also yearning, more than ever, for massive black cocks. "Should I break down and beg Master-Husband?" I was beginning to wonder.
True to his promise when we had first been discussing our new sex life with Dr. Peters, Ron did also slut me out to his pals and co-workers.
All his fishing buddies got a crack at me. And while Mel and Steve were poor lovers with small dicks, Matt was quite a stud--for a white guy. His thick seven-incher got regular access to all my holes. While Matt had to wear condoms--breeding was going to be reserved for black studs later--it was still a thrill to be taken by him.
Ron enjoyed watching. Whenever other guys were done using me for an evening--or sometimes during--Ron would beat off and cum on my face. Or he might also have a go at my pussy or ass afterwards.
Ron also let both our neighbor husbands have a crack at me, after they confronted him together one day once they had seen me in a gangbang through the window. "Ron," Joel and Harvey said, "It's clear your Courtney has become a wanton slut. We overhear the screams and moans all the time. And she makes a lude display through your windows. If you want us to be quiet about it, we want a piece of her, too."
My Master-Husband explained. "No problem, Gents. I'd be pleased to whore out the slut to both of you, too." Harvey was a lousy lover, but Joel had a thick eight-incher--huge for a white guy--and really knew how to use it.
For my part, I really leaned into being a tramp. I enjoyed being a vessel for my Master-Husband's fun and games, and a highly desired slut to his friends and our neighbors. I'd never been more satisfied in my sex life. Not ever.
And yet-- still, I craved BBC. Still I knew that I needed more. "Fuck!" I said to myself. "Not even being a slut with occasional big white cock is doing it for me! I'm such a whore! I so badly need to get fucked by immense black cocks! Even these white seven- and eight-inchers just won't do!"
I avoided saying it out loud, but I am sure that my Master-Husband could see it in my eyes. I was convinced that he could see me ending every fuckfest, every gangbang still hoping for more.
A couple of times when I had enjoyed a gangbang that included a couple of pretty big white cocks, my husband said as much. "Slut," he began. "I can tell you had a good time... and yet... and yet... you still look ready for more... I have a feeling you still need BBC... don't you?"
Having been asked a question, I was indeed free to answer directly! "Yes, Master-Husband!" I responded. "Master is so perceptive. Yes, slut... your shameless submissive slut... your slut does still need immense BBC... oh, Master! Oh, Master-Husband, Sir! Thank you so much for noticing and caring, Master!"
"No problem, slut." Master would respond dryly.
Then one evening, a few months after we had started this perverted journey, with Ron as my Master and me as his devoted submissive, we were making love alone.
As usual, Master started by putting me through my paces--using my face and ass--roughly, as he often did. Then, he used a variety of toys and techniques to bring me to orgasm multiple times. And, finally, Master allowed me to rest.
As I lay there, panting and sated, Master-Husband leaned down and whispered in my ear, "You've been a good slut, Boo." Yes, he used my tender nickname. "I think it's time we take the next step."
My heart raced with a mix of excitement and fear. "Unngghhh?" I groaned, doing my best to communicate a question. Words were forbidden for me, since I had not been asked to speak!
My husband smiled, a wicked glint in his eye. "I think it's time you got what you've been waiting for. It's time to get you fucked as you have been craving. Fucked by a huge black cock."
I gasped, my body already responding to the thought. "Arrrrgghh.. Gluggg... Unnkkk?" Again, I groaned in question.
"Absolutely," he said, his voice firm and commanding. "I've been in touch with Dr. Peters, and she's set up a meeting with one of her 'assistants.' A man with a full eleven-inch BBC who knows how to handle a slut like you. Are you ready, slut? Are you ready to be blacked and bred?"
I nodded, my eyes wide with anticipation. "Yes, Master. Your slut is ready." I responded to his question.
Ron's smile widened, and he pulled me close, his hand cupping my breast possessively. "Good. Because tomorrow, your life is going to change forever. Get some rest, slut. You're going to need it."
As I lay in bed that night, my mind raced with thoughts of what was to come. I was both terrified and thrilled at the prospect of finally getting the massive black cock that I had long been desperate for.
From listening to his specific choice of words--he had mentioned "bred"--Ron seemed intent that I was going to be bred if not right away, at least very soon. My Husband never said anything accidentally, and I had distinctly heard him ask me if I was ready to be blacked *and* bred!
It was my fertile time. I knew, and I'm sure Ron knew it, too. He always told me he could even smell when I ovulated, even!
The next day, Ron drove me to a secluded house on the outskirts of town. As we approached the door, my heart pounded in my chest. Ron turned to me, his eyes serious. "Remember, slut. This was your idea. This was what you've long said that you wanted. You haven't had a change of heart, have you, slut?"
"No, Master," I replied, my voice steady despite the butterflies in my stomach. "Slut needs this. Slut thanks you for what we're about to do!"
My husband knocked on the door. A tall, muscular, dark black man opened it. He merely glanced at me before exchanging pleasantries with Ron.
While they were chatting, I sized him up: a chiseled jaw, piercing eyes, and a wide, large nose dominated his face. He was definitely rugged-looking, and while he wasn't exactly handsome, he had incredible animal magnetism. "Yes!" I thought to myself, "This will be the perfect black alpha bull for me, I bet!"
His crotch was almost at my eye level, and I quickly noticed his incredibly large bulge. "Yess!! At last!!" I thought to myself. "Finally, I'm going to get fucked like I need!"
The black man stepped aside, gesturing for us to enter. As we stepped into the foyer, I felt my wetness already oozing between my legs and on my upper thighs.
"Welcome, Courtney" the man said, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine--and at last addressing me. "I'm Kwame. Dr. Peters told me all about you, slut. I'm looking forward to taking you black... But before your husband goes, I have a few quick questions that I need you to answer in front of him--also to be recorded on my home A/V system. May I, slut?"
"Uh... yes, Sir!" I responded--unsure how Kwame wanted to be addressed.
"Are you ready to be bareback blacked in every hole, as much as I want, as long as I want, so long as I don't cause you permanent harm?"
Gulp! That was quite the question!
"Think carefully, slut!" Kwame added as I demurred. "It's a binary question. Either answer has serious consequences. 'Yes,' and you may be my concubine here for some time. 'No,' and you're right back out that door with your husband."
I hadn't come this far to chicken out now! And he had promised to avoid any "permanent" harm!
"Yes, Sir!" I said, at last.
"Good, Slut! Good!" Kwame responded cheerfully. "And are you ready to be fully obedient to me, to quit your job, to live here under my roof and rules, however long I might like-- to do whatever chores I might ask, and to be a submissive slut for any person whom I should so choose--black, white, man, woman--and maybe even some animals? Again... take your time. Again, it's a binary question, with serious implications."
"Yes Sir!" I said faster this time, as I was better anticipating.
"Good, Slut! Good!" Kwame again encouraged me. "Are you ready to be black-bred--and ONLY black-bred--for the rest of your fertile years? That means NEVER bred by your husband, bitch! And Kwame gets to decide who breeds you--and how often!"
Gulp! That was a big one. I paused. I'm sure I looked shocked and stunned.
Kwame added. "Yes, bitch. I know I require a lot. But this is what sluts sacrifice to me in order to get my truly massive eleven inches of black cock... I can assure you there have been ZERO regretful wifesluts thus far... And you will be number eleven!"
I still paused.
"You have ten more seconds, slut. 10... 9.... 8... 7... 6... 5... 4... 3..."
"Yes!" I responded. "Yes, Sir!"
I wasn't going to wait any longer. I knew that I needed this experience. I knew that I needed to be owned by a self-confident, massively-hung BBC stud no matter the cost-- and I'd always wanted a large family anyway. So, I sealed the deal.
I said, "Yes!"
"Oh, fabulous, slut!" Kwame beamed in happiness. "Such great news! You look like you're going to be a fabulous and fertile breeding slut! Excellent! And I hear you're likely fertile right now! We'll have to knock you up this weekend as part of your big welcome! Excellent!"
Ron nodded, a smug, satisfied look on his face. He shook Kwame's hand, gave me a peck on the cheek.
"I'll see you when Kwame so chooses, slut," Ron said. "Enjoy yourself! You've earned it!"
And then my husband left.
"Now, now!" Kwame said, with a big smile. "Which hole shall I sample first? Hm? Not the easiest decision!"
For my part, I was equal parts excited and terrified--as I salivated (at both ends!) at the thought of getting Kwame's immense BBC inside me.
END of CHAPTER
Note: readers should feel free to encourage details for the next chapter. I'll look them over before writing it, I promise!
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"So you're a hundred percent sure you want to turn your wife into a BBC-only slut, get her BBC-owned, and BBC-bred," Reggie asked me, seemingly for the hundredth time.
"Yes! I know it's sick and perverted, but I can think of little else!" I replied.
"You realize that there's no turning back? That after I black her a few times, she'll be hooked. There will be no denying her BBC. And then when I tell her to go BBC-only, she will. And then when I tell her it's time to breed, she will. You haven't even had any kids together yet, and you're willing to give her up to BBC so fully?! Are you insane, man?" He pressed me again.
"Maybe I am insane, but I just think it will be so incredibly hot! I mean, you've seen lots of photos of Bethany, don't you think she'll be a hot BBC slut, yourself?" I turned it back on him with a question this time.
"No question, my friend!" Reggie replied. "Your wife is fine!! She's got it all, man! A beautiful face, gorgeous hair, amazing tits! What are those, double-Ds? Fabulous hips, terrific legs, and a hot ass! Not one girl in a hundred has such a juicy fucking ass, man! I can't wait to fuck it, too!"
Reggie was right. My wife is gorgeous, with an incredible body. In fact, for those of you who watch porn, my wife looks a lot like Chanel Preston--right down to her brown hair and eyes. Like Chanel, she's a total knockout. My Bethany also has the perfect body that women only have before they've ever had a baby--curvy but tight. She's sweet, fun, and horny, too. I'm a very lucky guy.
Just like Chanel, it could be my 31-year-old wife's ass that's her most amazing feature. Plump. Round. Firm. Perfectly sculpted. I catch men and women alike stealing glances, or even outright staring at her. I've been flattered that my wife seems to have been so loyal to me ever since we met four years ago now.
"Whoa! I thought you said you were going to leave her ass for me to fuck?!" I replied.
"Well, yeah... I mean maybe... But after a while being blacked, she's going to beg for her ass to get blacked, too... And once she gets blacked in the ass, she won't want your little dicklet back there anymore, either! You'll have to settle for 'mercy' hand jobs, faggot!" Reggie explained.
"Oh..." I said, processing this new information. "Does it have to be like that?"
"Well... I'm just telling you what's going to happen... I mean, I've blacked over two dozen wives now... And this is just... Well, it's what always happens... She ain't going to be interested in your dicklet anymore except for when a 'brother' directs her to beat you off out of mercy... You gotta be at peace with that." Reggie explained. "I mean... Unless you rather not see Bethany blacked?"
"No, no!!" I replied, anxious that the handsome, hulking, and incredibly hung Reggie might back out. I had met Reggie through the Internet for starters--after about a year of being obsessed with getting my gorgeous brunette wife blacked-- and we were finalizing next steps over drinks at a pub. "No... You gotta do it, Reggie! I really need you to do it. I have a good feeling about you."
"Good feeling, my ass!" Reggie teased me, with an easy smile. "You're just another honky BBC pervert!"
"All right... Fair enough! Now... You had said something in your Internet ad about being a BBC 'for hire'-- what payment do you require?" I asked him.
"Oh, yeah... That's right! Your Bethany is so hot, I almost forgot about payment!" Reggie said, then adding. "It depends."
"Depends on what?"
"Depends on whether you are going to give me any problems... I'm happy to black such a hot white bitch and addict her to BBC. It'll be fun for me to turn her into a BBC-only breeding slut... You going to give me any trouble, or you going to let me breed her as I please?"
"Oh, uh... I hadn't thought about it that much... We'd only talked about wanting one baby, Bethany and me."
"Hunh. Only one?" Reggie queried.
"Yeah, I've been nervous about too much responsibility," I admitted.
"Well, I'm only going to fuck her if you agree that I can breed her as much as she lets me," Reggie said, mildly. "If she's anything like my other slutwives, that means that *I* will get to decide... And it will be three, maybe four times."
"Shit! Whoa!! I don't think I can afford for us to have that many kids!!" I protested.
"You'll figure it out somehow, dipshit," Reggie explained. "You *will* pay their bills, and you *will* understand that any boys will have my last name--the girls can have yours--and you'll introduce me to your family and friends as their father."
"Wow!!!" I responded. "That's a lot! Gulp!!"
"I'll tell you what," Reggie said. "I'll let you think about it for a few weeks. Let's meet here in a month, and you can give me your answer. I'm not going to be a dick and make you decide on the spot."
We parted company.
My name is Kevin, I should mention, but you won't hear it used much in this story. I'm the drab thirty-five-year-old husband who just happened to get super lucky in love. Well--maybe I'm being too hard on myself: I'm nice looking, kind, a good provider--and I do think my Bethany loves me and feels that I'm a catch, too, in my own way--just probably not in a very physical way... If I had to guess.
I had found Reggie through an Internet chatboard focused on taking white women Black. I'd been interacting there for over a year before I found someone I thought was the right fit: educated, refined, tall, good-looking, dark black, with at least a ten-inch BBC and--importantly--near enough to our mid-size city. Reggie finally surfaced, and he fit the bill perfectly. A forty-five-year old attorney, 6'2", and a hunk--he lived right in our same city and even had a whopping ginormous eleven-inch-long two-inches-thick ebony edifice of a phallus. "Shit!" I thought the first time I saw a photo of it, erect of course. "That thing looks truly amazing! I bet my horny wife will love it!"
After that first in-person meeting with Reggie, what ensued was the most stressful month of my life.
Initially, I set my mind to move the fantasy aside. It's just too high a price to pay to see my Bethany blacked, to have so many black kids.
I was determined. I wasn't even going to meet Reggie again, I decided. I decided right away.
However, my conviction did not last long.
As I made love to Bethany the very next night, not even a full 24 hours after meeting with Reggie, all I could think about was seeing her get blacked, blacked-owned, and black bred. And specifically by Reggie and his eleven-inch-long fabulous big black cock.
I couldn't stop thinking about his BBC getting up inside my wife even as I fucked her.
All I could think about was how hot it would be if Reggie came into the room, and my wife ran to him, threw herself on him, and fucked him with all the passion one might imagine, all while sucking on his face--greedily french kissing him.
I was visualizing Reggie fucking Bethany even as I came in her--came in her with my meager white five-incher, to be more specific. I imagined I was beating off and watching Bethany get fucked.
The same thing happened the next night, and then every night we fucked after that. With. Out. Ex. Cept. Shun.
A few weeks passed, and it was the same pattern... I could only cum by daydreaming that Reggie was blacking my beloved wife!
Then, before you know it, a month was almost up, and it was just about time for me to meet Reggie again at the pub and let him know: Was I going to engage him to black my wife--and mostly likely take her black-only and black breed her--or was I going to chicken out.
The whole month, I had fantasized nonstop about Reggie blacking Bethany. Luckily, I was still able to get an erection for my wife--but in order to cum, without exception I'd have to fantasize about her getting blacked, and specifically by Reggie and his immense eleven-incher.
Yes, I was totally addicted to the idea of Bethany getting completely black-owned and bred. Specifically by Reggie. There was no question that with this obsession so strong, I simply had to move forward.
Reggie took an even harsher tone when I met up with him this time. "So what's up, faggot?" he opened with.
"Uh... I'm not a faggot." I countered--but without much conviction.
"Sure you are, dipshit," Reggie replied. "I can see it on your face. You need me to black your beautiful wife. You've been able to think of almost nothing else since I last saw you. You can't even cum without imagining me fucking her, I bet... Only a faggot would be this desperate to lose his wife to black cock... You may not have thought about it yet, but I think you need my BBC to own you, too, faggot.... You need me to fuck your face and even your ass. You want to go 'gay for BBC' just as I make your wife into a BBC addict... We'll see... Maybe I'll do that at some point--if you're incredibly lucky-- but I'm not that interested in fucking faggots... Breeding your gorgeous wife multiple times? That's much more up my alley... So, I'm right. You're 'in,' aren't you? You would have just emailed me otherwise, right?"
"Yeah, Reggie, you're right. I can think of little else besides you blacking and breeding my Bethany! I'm absolutely 'in'! Now, how do we make this happen?"
"There are a few ways it could go down, dipshit... It's hard to know which is best until I get a 'read' on your wife... You need to invite me over for dinner as an 'old college buddy' so I can get a read on her. And we'll take it from there... How about next Wednesday?"
"Wednesday could work," I said, "But Saturday would be better. Bethany is always at her most relaxed on Saturday."
"Fine, faggot," Reggie replied. "I'll come over on Saturday--let's say 7pm--and get started on taking your fine Bethany black and--if she's like most women--toward black-only before you know it!"
"And what about the cost?" I asked.
"Yeah... I really should at least make you give me a deposit, at least until I see if I'm able to turn her into a black breeding slut," Reggie said. "Let's make it $100K, faggot. $100K, and if every time she gets bred black, $25K--plus interest--goes into college savings for the kid. How does that sound?"
"Shit!" I responded. "You're planning on breeding her FOUR times, aren't you?" The math wasn't too hard for me to do.
"Fuck, yeah!" Reggie replied. "A never-pregnant hot mama like your little wife? Age thirty-one-- we'll have her birthing at 32, 34, 36, and 38--at least... Yeah, that sounds about right. Get to about age forty, it's a little less certain, but yeah... We'll get four beautiful badass black babies out of her for sure-- probably even if you *did* try to fuck it up!"
"Wow, Reggie! Just... Wow! But.... Uh... I guess.... If you... uh.... Say so... I suppose." I stammered, blown away by his prediction.
Our meeting soon wrapped up. We agreed on a backstory. Reggie--in real life a lawyer--and I were going to pretend to have been in political science classes together in undergrad and lived in the same dorm building for two years. I gave him the name of my roommate, Jeff, and a few facts about him that he could easily remember: nerdy, into video games, now an accountant.
"Honestly, Kevin," Reggie said, "That should be more than enough. If your Bethany is interested in going black, she'll be much too focused on the moment--on the conversation in the room, on my physicality, to get paranoid about how long we really know each other."
"Really?" I pressed.
"Oh, yeah," he responded. "For sure. I've done this more than two dozen times now, remember, as long as there's a plausible connection, your wife is going to believe we're friends."
"Fuck!" I said. "This is really going to happen, isn't it?"
"Oh yeah, faggot," he replied. "All. Most. Cer. Tain. Ly! See you Saturday, dipshit!"
And with that, Reggie dropped a twenty to help with the drinks and sauntered out the door, leaving me stunned and contemplative.
"I bet he fucks her Saturday night," I thought to myself. "Something tells me he's going to fuck her right away."
Bethany doesn't really like to host people at our house, but I explained that Reggie was both an old friend and potentially a useful business contact--that his contacts could help me grow my IT firm. And she relented.
As soon as Bethany said "yes" to dinner, I wired Reggie the money and texted him. His reply was simply, "Excellent, faggot. You might want to fuck her a last time or two." Shit! That was intense to think about--that my gorgeous wife could even go black-only right away!
Saturday night rolled around, and my wife had gone all out! She'd prepared an amazing beef wellington-- and she was dressed to impress. "Wow, Boo!" I said, "You look amazing! I hope Reggie doesn't get too jealous of how good I have it!"
Bethany blushed and pretended that I'd been too complimentary--but I think she really knew how great she looked.
When Reggie arrived--right on the dot and carrying a bouquet of mixed flowers--I could tell Bethany was immediately impressed by him: his looks, his stature, his confident charm.
I made sure the wine flowed freely for dinner--and the conversation did, too.
Openly, we were all having a terrific time, and Reggie kept his flirting with my wife tasteful--very gentlemanly, as he occasionally paid her compliments.
We were chatting amiably and talking about favorite movies, local politics, books--you name it--when my wife left us briefly to go to the bathroom.
Reggie turned to me, deadly serious. "Listen, faggot," he began, "Listen carefully. She'll only be gone a minute. As soon as she gets back, let her know you have a business emergency. That the guy on duty with your firm needs your help on a tough technical problem. Insist that we continue to hang out together. If I don't call you, come back at 9am-- I'll call you if you can come home sooner."
"But wait!" I started to protest.
"Shut up, faggot. Your wife is into me. I'll get her to fuck me, but I can tell that you have to give me some alone time to work on her. So-- go!!"
"All right! All right!" I yelped. "But how are you going to do it? Just tell me that much!"
"I'm going to tell her the truth, faggot! I'm going to tell her how you set her up because you wanted her to get blacked-- and then she's going to be putty in my hands-- or at least I think she will! I'm pretty sure! Now get the fuck out of here!"
I hadn't expected to be kicked out of the house, and I was flummoxed and disoriented. I got in the car, drove around the corner, parked, and contemplated the situation. "Fuck!" I said to myself. "Reggie is going to black my Bethany, my Boo, and I'm not even going to get to watch-- this isn't what I planned on! Fuck!"
I was sulking for a good long hour before my phone rang. It was Bethany. "What the fuck, Kevin?! Are you for real?!" she yelled.
"Uh..." was all I could say back, unsure what exactly she was angry about. "Um, hi, Honey... uh, what's the matter?"
"You! You're the matter, you faggot!" she screamed through the phone. "You set me up!"
"What do you mean, hun?"
"You left me alone with Reggie to see if I would be faithful to you!"
"Is that what he said to you?"
"No."
"Well, what did he say, Boo?" I queried.
"He says that you want me to fuck him!" my Bethany continued to yell. "But that can't be true! Can it?"
"Well, why don't you believe him?"
"It just seems far-fetched! I mean, I know you love interracial porn... but setting your own wife up to get blacked? That's just extreme!"
"Yeah," I said mildly.
"Oh, my God!" my wife screamed. "It is true! Shit! You *do* want me to fuck him!"
"Only if you want to, dear," I confessed.
"Oh, my God!" she responded. "Why wouldn't I want to!! It's been forever since I fucked a black guy! Or any big cock! I'd be *crazy* not to!"
"Well, then there you are." Again, I was mild.
"But I still can't really believe it."
So it turned out that my beloved Bethany would only believe me if I returned home, and physically offered her to Reggie. That's right, she summoned me back to the house so that I could strip her naked for her new black lover, one piece of clothing at a time.
I rushed home, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. As I entered the living room, I was greeted by a sight that sent a lightning bolt of emotion through me--arousal, excitement, jealousy, and fear. It only took me a moment, however, to take stock and realize that, yes, arousal was by far the "winner." More than anything, I felt immensely turned on!
"Good!" I thought to myself. "Thank God I'm as turned on to getting my wife blacked as I thought I would be! Thank God that now that the moment is here, I want it more than ever! Phew!!"
Reggie and Bethany scarcely noticed me open the door to the house. They were right there in the living room, on the sofa, completely intertwined--their hands everywhere on each other and their lips mashing.
The two of them were in an immensely passionate embrace, with their mouths wide open and tongues intertwined in a fervent kiss.
"Shit!" I realized. "It's been a long time since my wife kissed me with anything like that intensity! Oh, snap!! My wife has NEVER kissed me with that intensity!!"
Bethany's hands were roaming and exploring Reggie's muscular body, caressing his broad shoulders, chiseled chest, and tight abs.
Reggie's large hands cupped my wife's delectable firm ass, squeezing and kneading it with a hunger that radiated throughout the room.
"Well, well, well," Reggie said, breaking the kiss and flashing a smug smile at me. "Looks like your husband is back, Bethany. Guess it's time for the main event, huh?"
Bethany, her eyes glazed with desire, nodded eagerly. "Yes, please. I need it."
Following Reggie's earlier instructions, I began to undress Bethany. I started with her blouse, slowly unbuttoning it to reveal her luscious cleavage. Each button undone felt like a countdown to the inevitable, and Bethany's breathing grew heavier with each one. As I slipped the blouse off her shoulders, her bra was revealed--a delicate lace that scarcely contained her full, round breasts.
Reggie's eyes widened with appreciation as he reached out to squeeze them, eliciting a moan from Bethany that was a mix of pleasure and anticipation.
I moved on to her skirt, unzipping it and letting it fall to the floor in a soft rustle.
Bethany stepped out of it, leaving her in nothing but her lace panties.
The sight of her, almost completely naked, was intoxicating.
Reggie, unable to resist, pulled her close and ground his hard cock against her, making her gasp. The friction of their bodies against each other was electric, and I could feel the tension in the room rising.
"Take off her panties, Kevin," Reggie commanded, his voice thick with lust. "Let me see that tasty little pussy."
"It's not going to be 'little' much longer, will it?" my wife flirted sensuously with him.
"No, bitch. It won't. You're right there." Reggie responded dryly. "We're going to resize it for black in short order. Yes. We. Will."
"Oooooooooh!" Bethany moaned. "Unnnngggghhh! That sounds AMAZING, Reggie! Do you promise me?"
"Of course, bitch!" the black stud replied. "I don't fuck around. I only fuck for keeps. I intend to make you mine!"
"Aw, fuck! Really?" my wife queried.
"Oh, yeah, bitch! You're much too fine to leave for whitey here. We gotta black you!"
"Black me?"
"Yeah, bitch! Get you hooked on black... Turn you black-only!"



"Aw, fuck, Reggie... That sounds so hot! That sounds amazing!"
"Just you wait, bitch. Just you wait... You. Have. No. Eye. Dee-uh."
"Aw, fuck! I'm so horny for you, Reggie! I'm so wet and ready!"
"Good, bitch! Good! But now you gotta ask him."
"What? I'm confused."
"You gotta ask your faggot to take your panties off so I can black you... I told him earlier... I only black a woman if she can get her boyfriend, lover--or husband--to take her panties off and offer her to me!"
"For real? And what if he refuses?"
"I ain't got no time for drama, bitch. This is my way of being extra sure you're both ready... It ain't hard. You gotta ask him, and then he has to peel your panties off and offer your pussy to me... that's all. It ain't hard. He ain't gonna say 'no'--look at him... He's drooling. He wants this even more than you do, bitch. Your faggot here is dying to see you blacked. This is just a formality, bitch... go and fucking ask him already."
I was kneeling on the floor next to them at this point, my eyes down, waiting expectantly for their dialogue to play out. Reggie was right, I'm sure-- Yeah, Bethany was horny for him, sure... But for me... For me... For me this was a dream YEARS in the making... This was a fantasy with its roots in my earliest porn use and that had bloomed over the years with my incredibly sexy wife by my side.
I now DESPERATELY needed to see Reggie fuck her. I needed to see him black my Bethany as badly as I needed air or water, food, or love... I *had* to have it!
Waiting for my gorgeous Bethany's decision, one way or another was agonizing. Yes, it all depended on if my wife really, truly had the nerve. It was one thing to tell her new lover to fuck her--but it was another level to order me, her doting husband, to hand her over to him.
I also understood the practical side of Reggie's rule, here. He wanted to rule out any legal trouble from either of us, should things among us go south. Fair enough.
So everything was paused.
Bethany 100% had to ask me out loud to offer her up to him. And we were all waiting for her to do so.
I was sure that Reggie was recording this. I had my recording devices secretly lodged around the house--and I'm sure Reggie had one or two of his own, as well. Certainly at least his phone was recording audio.
The pause seemed like forever as my wife turned briefly contemplative.
But after that long moment, my prayers were answered. "Yay!! Yes!! Fabulous!!" I thought to myself, as soon as I could detect the positive lilt in Bethany's voice.
"Very well, Reggie... very well," my sexy wife said, breathily, before turning in my direction. "You heard the man, faggot husband, it's time to give him my pussy--give Reggie your wife's little pussy--for him to plunder and resize for black cocks."
I sat frozen for a moment, making sure that I heard the words correctly and, frankly, also to savor what she had just said. Bethany didn't just say to give her over to Reggie. No. She said specifically to her pussy over for Reggie to "plunder," for Reggie to "resize for black cocks."
"Wowza!" I thought to myself. "Not only is my beautiful wife going to go black--she's going black 'like she means it'! She means to get her little pussy RESIZED!! Fuck yeah!! This is going to be so incredibly hot to watch!!"
Apparently my moment's pause was more than Bethany had patience for.
"Now, faggot!" she barked. "Take off my panties now! And while you're at it, shove them in your mouth as a gag-- that way you can stew on how soaked they are!"
Wordlessly, I did as I was told. Reggie had trained me that I should only speak if absolutely necessary, such as if he or Bethany asked me a direct question.
I hooked my fingers into the waistband of Bethany's dainty panties--a bit more demure than a thong, but graceful--and slowly pulled them down, revealing her fully waxed pubic area slowly but surely.
The lace panties gracefully slid down her legs, leaving Bethany at last completely naked and vulnerable.
Reggie's gaze roamed over her body, taking in every curve and line with a hunger that verged on predatory.
"You look fabulous fully naked, bitch," Reggie told her, "And boy am I going to enjoy making you my own... But there's one more thing that needs to go down before we can get you fully focused on my cock--like you do so rightly desire... Yes, one more thing... We need your faggot here to sanctify us in one more way... Something good and symbolic... Yeah, you're guessing it probably... he's gotta blow me. Come here, faggot! Show my big black cock how grateful you are to be here with your wife and me tonight!"
I approached Reggie with an eagerness that surprised myself.
"Whoa!" I said to myself. "Holy crap! I *want* to suck on his cock! Fuck! That's surprising! Shit! I *am* a faggot for BBC--just like Reggie was telling me the other day! Shit!"
My little dicklet strained against my pants.
Reggie unzipped his pants and readied his underwear for me to reach in.
"You take it out, faggot. You need to get used to doing the work for us big black cocks. Yeah, you do the work!"
As instructed, I shimmied right over---I only had to shift two feet--and pulled out his enormous, thick cock.
Reggie's giant ebony phallus while limp was easily longer and thicker than my dick when hard.
"Wow, that's a lot of cock! Oh, my god! That looks amazing!" were my first--and totally reflexive--thoughts, followed by: "Fuck! I *am* a BBC faggot after all! Fuck!"
I knelt before the black adonis, my heart racing with a mix of anxiety and lust.
I took his cock into my mouth and felt the velvety smoothness of his skin. Quickly, it began to pulse, and in a few moments, it was hard--very, very hard!
I sucked enthusiastically, my head bobbing up and down as I took in as much of him as I could.
The taste of him was musky and enjoyable. But it was the size and shape, and the heat and the precum that I most savored.
"Wow! I'm giving Reggie a blow job!" I realized. "And he seems to really like it!" I felt so proud of myself, so accomplished--and I loved every second of it!
Reggie let me suck him for a few minutes, his hips moving to meet my mouth. He groaned in pleasure, his hands tangling in my hair.
"That's enough, Kevin. It's time for the main event," he said, pulling me off his cock with a pop. "Your wife looks desperately in need, mesmerized and horny. Fuck--I can smell that sweet pussy. Probably they can smell her next door! This bitch has to get fucked now, I can see it in her glazed expression... Yo, Bethany, my good bitch, that's right, ain't it?"
"Oh, yes!!" Bethany moaned. "Yes, my lover! I need you so, so badly! PLEASE!! Please fuck me now! Don't make my pussy wait another minute to get filled and stretched!! Fuck me! Fuck me deep!"
"Oh, you bet I will, bitch! You bet I will!"
Reggie moved quickly between my gorgeous wife's shapely thighs, his cock poised at her entrance.
Bethany reached down to aim him in, and then with one long, slow thrust, he entered her, making her cry out in what seemed like pain and pleasure--but Bethany confided in me later that it was "nothing but pure bliss."
"Oh, Reggie!" she moaned, "I love it! Your cock is AMAZING!! Fuck me, Reggie! Fuck me!"
Reggie began to move, his hips slapping against her thighs as he fucked her with deep, relentless strokes. The sound of their bodies slapping together was wet and obscene, a symphony of carnal desire.
Bethany was vocal, her moans and screams filling the room. "Oh god, Reggie! You're so big! You're so deep! You fill me so well! I love it! I've never been fucked like this! Fuck me harder!"
Reggie obliged, his pace increasing as he pounded into her. The couch--extra long and extra deep, and able to accommodate them--creaked and groaned under the force of their movements.
I could see the muscles in Reggie's back and ass flexing with each powerful thrust. Bethany's legs wrapped around Reggie's waist, pulling him deeper into her, her heels digging into his firm ass.
My wife's arms reached for his head to pull Reggie into a French kiss, her mouth wider than I've ever noted it to be for me.
Reggie enthusiastically followed Bethany's lead for the kiss, and I could soon see that his tongue was exploring up against the insides of her cheeks. He was tongue-fucking her face as his immense cock likewise plundered her pussy.
Their kiss lasted for a long moment until Reggie decided to pull back and narrate the scene a bit. "Bitch," he said, calmly. "You've got my whole cock now. I'm balls deep. Shit, that's impressive. You must have been made for black. Very few bitches can take me balls deep unless they've been blacked before. Shit, you must be loving this."
"Oh! Reggie!" my wife cooed in response. "You have no idea! Your cock feels so incredible! I've never, ever felt so full! And it feels so RIGHT! I love you blacking me! YES! I was born to be blacked. Unghhhh! This is so AMAZING! Never stop fucking me!"
"No problem, bitch! Ngggh. No fucking problem!"
And then this time, it was Reggie who leaned in for a kiss.
Bethany eagerly welcomed him in.
It was so erotic to watch. Without even thinking about it, I had unzipped my pants--against Reggie's guidelines--and been fidgeting with my little dicklet.
The second time they started to French kiss while fucking--that was it. It put me over the edge. It was easily the hottest thing I had ever seen, or even imagined.
It was so much hotter than I had even dreamed it would be to see Bethany go black. They kept switching positions, and numerous times I could see that my wife was easily taking Reggie's full eleven-inches inside her. "Holy shit!" I thought to myself. "His cock must be up inside her womb, even. Fuck!"
I didn't even give myself full strokes, just little ones--because I didn't want to fully break Reggie's guidelines and so I kept my underwear on. Still, I came.
I came in massive, powerful spurts, inside my underwear. The amount was immense for me. Well more than I thought I was capable of. I couldn't help but let out a loud yell. "Oh, fuck!! Yes!! Yes!! Arrrrghhhhhh!!"
But the two black-and-white lovebirds--they didn't even notice. They were too lost in their incredibly gorgeous and athletic coupling.
The perfect feminine specimen--my Bethany--taken by the perfect male specimen, the ebony adonis, Reggie--who, for better and worse, I had brought into our own home.
"Fuck, this is incredible!" I thought to myself. "I did it! I brought the perfect black adonis into our home, and it's everything I hoped it would be for Bethany and me--and even more! Fuck, yeah!"
As my cum subsided, their fucking continued. Their stamina continued.
Bethany seemed to flow from one orgasm into another. I couldn't even count how many times she seemed to cum.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum--AGAIN!" Bethany screamed, her body tensing as her third--or was it her fourth?--orgasm ripped through her.
With Reggie balls deep, it meant he had to be up into her uterus even. Shit, that was sexy to think about!
Reggie was clearly enjoying himself almost as much as my wife. He grunted louder and louder in pleasure, his own release most definitely drawing nearer.
After fucking my wife through at least four powerful orgasms, Reggie started to lose his own self control. He at last accelerated his thrusting even faster. You could tell he was pushing to his climax now--satisfied that he had given my wife so many.
At last, after fucking the shit out of my beautiful wife Bethany for easily a half hour, Reggie came, his hot seed filling my wife's pussy and womb.
The whole scene was so hot, I came for the second time in ten minutes! My little dicklet pulsed as I came in my already messy underwear, the intensity of my orgasm again mirroring the raw, primal scene before me.
Reggie collapsed on top of Bethany, both of them panting and sweating, their bodies slick with exertion.
I could see the aftershocks of their pleasure rippling through them, a sight that was both beautiful and raw.
As they caught their breath, Reggie pulled out, his spent cock glistening with their combined fluids.
Bethany, still in a daze, reached out and stroked his softening cock lovingly, a contented smile on her face.
"Fuck, that was good," Reggie said, a satisfied smile on his face. "You're a good little fuck, Bethany. I think you're going to make a fine BBC-only slut."
Bethany, her eyes shining with adoration, nodded in agreement. "Yes, Reggie. Whatever you want."
"I think I'll be moving in here so I can fuck you all the time, bitch," he said, matter-of-factly.
"Reggie, I think I would like that," Bethany purred back.
"Good, settled then."
"But shouldn't we ask Kevin?"
"Are you fucking kidding me, bitch? First of all, he takes his orders from you now, as your cucky faggot. Second of all, he's going to love it at least as much as you will, bitch. Look at him. See how blissed out the faggot looks from watching us fuck?"
"Oh, wow, Reggie! I see! You're right!"
"Damn straight, bitch. Happens every time. The toughest part will be supplying him enough black cock also, bitch. He's going to need a supply. Brothers like faggot blow jobs a little--but not that much. We'll probably have to have a lot of different fellas pass through."
"That sounds fine!" my wife responded.
"I'm not sure you understand, bitch. They're all going to want to tap you, too."
"Oh! Well... Uh... I hope you don't mind hearing this, Reggie, but I think that sounds kind of hot!" Bethany admitted.
"Ha! I figured you'd feel that way, bitch. Any white girl who can take an eleven-inch BBC balls-deep on her first go ought to have that kind of appetite. Sure! Why not! But not right away."
"Why not right away, Reggie?"
"Because I gotta get you pregnant first, bitch. Your first baby has got to be mine."
"Oooh. I would like that!" Bethany confessed.
"Yeah! You're overdue to be bred, aren't you, bitch!"
"You have no idea, Reggie! Kevin has kept making excuses to wait... Well, now he's going to lose out. I don't think I ever want his useless little dick in me again."
"That's the right spirit, bitch! You bring it!"
The whole time I was listening and averting my eyes in shame. I knew better than to speak up. Reggie had been very clear that if I spoke out of turn I would be banished from watching them fuck--or worse. And that was a consequence I certainly couldn't stomach.
So I averted my eyes in shame, even as their incredible conversation did what I would have thought impossible-- it got me hard. Again. Right after cumming twice.
That's right, my little dicklet was all five-inches of rock hard enflamed.
Reggie noticed and pointed it out to my wife.
"See, bitch. Your faggot is going to be fine. He's cum twice just while watching, and his tiny weiner is all revved up again just from listening to us come up with a plan."
"Oh, Reggie!" my wife cooed. "I'm so glad you're here! Thank goodness Kevin found you for us!" And she leaned in for a lusty kiss.
They proceeded to make out for an hour, took a quick bathroom break, and then had another long, luxurious round of fucking.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "This new life is going to be hot! It's going to be so incredibly hot!"
While I felt the tiniest twinge of jealousy, mostly I was overwhelmed by the eroticism of the evening... and I even came two more times as I watched them continue to fuck.
Finally, in the wee hours, we were all spent and exhausted. I spruced the master bedroom up for the two of them. And at Reggie's encouragement, I lay on a mat and slept at the foot of their bed.
I lay there, my mind racing with a mix of emotions. The sight of Reggie and Bethany, spent and sated, was both satisfying and humbling. I felt a twinge of loss, but it was overshadowed by the intense fulfillment of seeing my fantasy come to life. As I listened to their steady breathing, I realized that this was just the beginning of a new chapter in our lives--a chapter filled with even more erotic possibilities.
I couldn't help but wonder what the future held, what new experiences awaited us. The thought of Reggie moving in, of becoming a permanent part of our lives, both excited and terrified me. But one thing was certain: I was ready to embrace this new reality, to watch and learn my place in this dynamic.
As I got sleepier, I couldn't help but feel a sense of fulfillment. I had brought the perfect black adonis into our home, and it was everything I hoped it would be for Bethany and me--and even more.
The raw, primal nature of their encounter had awakened something within me, a desire to explore the depths of my own submission.
I knew that this was only the start, that there would be challenges and adjustments ahead. But in that moment, as I lay at the foot of what was now *their* bed, I felt content, knowing that I had set us on a path of sexual discovery and fulfillment.
Whatever the future held--which at the point I understood was going to be huge black cocks and a lot of them!--I was ready to face it. I was ready to face them.
"I wonder," I thought to myself. "Will all the big black cock that Reggie has in mind for me turn me fully gay? I could see that it could... Hmm. I guess only time will tell."
Reggie's voice interrupted my reverie one last time for the evening. "Good job taking to the mat straight away, dipshit. The symbolism is important for you--and frankly, for all of us. Especially on my first night as the new man of the house, faggot," he said.
"Yes, Reggie, Sir," I replied. "Faggot understands." And I did.
"Master?" I added, imagining how he would prefer to be addressed.
"Yes, faggot."
"May I ask a question?"
"You've been a good faggot tonight, and have given over your beautiful wife to me, so I'll allow an occasional question. What is it, faggot?"
"Am I going to turn fully gay for BBC, master?"
"In all likelihood yes, faggot. In all likelihood yes."
"Oh."
"Rest easy, faggot. You'll be the happiest you've ever been, I can feel it."
And I knew my Master was right. I had faith in him. I truly had found my place at last.
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Hi there, again, it's me, Rob. Last time, we were in the middle of an orgy starring my eighteen-year-old girlfriend, Emily. It wasn't just us; it was her orchestrating an orgy with two of her hot girlfriends and five other guys. I was only allowed to watch and beat off--at least at first.
Just a day ago, Emily dropped the bombshell: she wanted to become a slut before college, trying "big cocks" with our high school classmates. She was especially excited to go black and take black cock completely bare.
I had just taken Emily's pants and panties off, made her pussy available to my white rivals, Josh and Howard. She was lustily sucking on Josh's rock-hard eight-incher, and I blew a load just watching! The room laughed at my expense, but Master Craig, the dominant black alpha with the biggest cock--at eleven immense inches--came to my rescue.
"Let's not mock the cucky too badly! This is fucking hot! Emily is giving an incredibly lusty blowjob to Josh. Fuck, that's hot! I need some relief, too! All right, everyone! We're going to have a change in plans!" Craig clapped to get everyone's attention. "Sorry white dipshits! I need to get a piece of Emily next--she's just too tasty! The rest of you dudes will have to make due with the other two beauties!"
Craig walked over to Emily, who looked glass-eyed and in shock. "Don't be too sad, chumps," he said to Josh and Howard. "Melodie and Brenda will do you. And maybe Emily will fuck you some other day--although, she COULD be black-only before that happens! Sorry dipshits! Them's the breaks!"
Craig extended his hand to Emily, leading her briskly by the hand down the hall to her room. "God!" I thought to myself. "My Emily looks gorgeous. Bottomless. Top and bra barely on. Cute as a button. Nice curves. So fucking turned on! Look at how flushed she is! Look at how erect her cute little nipples are through her bra even! Fuck is she hot!"
"Hey Faggot!" Craig yelled back at me. "Snap out of it! Aren't you coming? Just sit in the corner and don't cause any trouble... I'm sure you'll enjoy watching your 'girlfriend' go to 'black-cock heaven'! Yeah! I bet you'll fucking love this! I may have some kinky shit for you to do to help out, too--like licking my but crack or fondling my nuts as they explode inside your 'beloved.' Ha!"
I followed, still looking ridiculous with a shirt on but no pants or underwear, and my recent ejaculate dripping from my temporarily limp little boi clit. No one cared. The girls had big cocks to satisfy, and the big-cocked boys had hot girls to fuck. I was just an afterthought to serve as a kinky "accessory" of sorts.
In Emily's bedroom, Craig boomed, "Is this where the faggot and you lost your virginity together, slut?"
"Yes, Master Craig!" Emily answered, reaching out to hold his hand. "But I'm sure it will feel like losing my virginity all over again in a few minutes, won't it, Master?"
"Damn straight, bitch! You'd better believe it!" Craig responded. "You're definitely going to feel like you lost your virginity for real. Ab. So. Fuck. Ing. Loot. Lee!"
I sat in the corner, far away from the bed, on Emily's desk chair.
"Bitch," Craig continued, "I'd like to make out with you for a little while, but I gotta be honest. That cute kisser of yours was just blowing another guy... We gotta replace his dick essence with mine before I can kiss you... You know what that means, right? I'm going to stand here for starters. You kneel and get busy, bitch."
"As you command, My Lord!" my blonde girlfriend responded with a sweet, good-natured tone, as she knelt before Craig. "I shall unsheath and tend to your mighty weapon, Sir!"
She gave him the most adoring smile. "Fuck! She seems so incredibly into him!" I thought to myself. Jealousy surged through my body, even as I remained titillated, too.
Time seemed to stand still as Emily moved gracefully to undo Craig's pants. She undid his belt, unsnapped his jeans, pulled down his zipper, and slid down his pants.
Craig's massive bulge was even more vivid in his tight white briefs. It looked nearly like he had a cantaloupe tucked in there! "Shit! His cock is gigantic--enormous!" I thought to myself. "Holy fuck!"
Then, Emily slid down Craig's brief. Booing! His half-hard cock--already seven or eight inches long--uncoiled and hit her in the face. My gorgeous girlfriend barely flinched. "She expected this!" I realized. "She's ready for him!"
"So, what do you think, bitch?" Craig queried, commandingly.
"I think I've never seen anything so beautiful and amazing in my entire life, Sir!" Emily replied.
"Good job, bitch! That's right... Call me 'sir' or 'master now--right on!"
"Yes, Master Sir!" Emily replied cheerily. "It's every bit as beautiful and magnificent as I dared to dream, Sir!"
"Good, slut! Good!" he responded. "Now you know what to do!"
Emily opened her pretty little mouth as wide as she could land used one hand to help guide Craig's stiffening cock inside. Her eyes glistened. Her cheeks were blushed. Her nipples pushed through her bra and top like beefy little bon-bons--I'd never seen them so big!
Her cute lips seemed to be making love to Craig's giant phallus, not merely sucking on it. Yes--my girlfriend seemed smitten--turned on, of course, but also in love!
It was such an erotic scene--immensely erotic! I groaned into the stuffed animal I was using to gag myself.
"Thank god I stuffed this animal into my mouth!" I thought to myself. "I'm sure they won't even hear me--and that sure beats getting kicked out!"
"Fuck!" Craig shouted after a few moments. "That feels good, bitch! Shit! You sure this is your first time sucking a BBC?"
"Oh, yes, Master!" My girlfriend cooed. "It's my very first time even seeing one up close--never mind sucking on one!"
Craig's cock pulsed in Emily's mouth, and she moaned around it, her eyes locked on his. The sight was both humiliating and incredibly arousing for me, watching from the corner, with my little boi clit now hard and throbbing with need again!
Emily's skills were impressive as she took Craig deep, her head bobbing up and down with ease. She didn't quite deep throat all of him, but she got an amazing eight or nine inches in her face and down her throat!
"Fuck, you're good at that, slut," Craig groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. "Keep going. Make it wet and ready for us!"
Emily complied, her saliva coating Craig's shaft, making it glisten. After a few more moments, Craig pulled her off, his cock standing proud and dripping with her spit.
"Enough of that for now," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I need to fuck you. Get on the bed, on your hands and knees. Show me that cute little ass of yours."
Emily quickly moved to the bed, positioning herself as commanded. She didn't put doggy style on the menu for me--she told me she found it degrading--but for Craig, she scrambled into doggy without a moment's pause. Fully compliant.
Craig climbed on behind her, his massive cock poised at her entrance. I watched, my heart pounding, as Craig pushed into Emily with a single, powerful thrust. Emily cried out, her back arching as she took him in.
"Fuck, you're tight," Craig groaned, his hips accelerating into a rapid rhythm. "But you're going to take it all, aren't you, slut? You're going to take every inch of my black cock--no matter how bad it hurts, aren't you?"
"Yesss," Emily hissed, her voice breathless with pleasure and pain. "I'm taking it all, Master. No matter what. Even if it hurts like hell! Fuck me deep, Master. Fuck me all the way! Fuck me harder. Make me feel it."
Craig complied, his thrusts becoming more powerful, more insistent. The bed creaked and groaned beneath them, the sounds of their coupling gaining in volume and filling the room.
I could see the sweat beading on Emily's brow, I could hear the squishing and squeaking of her pussy as his mammoth cock dragged her juices and air to and fro in and out. For his part, Craig seemed to be barely exerting himself--more like he was just warming up.
Emily's abdomen bulged out whenever Craig was most of the way in. "Shit! That's AMAZING!" I thought to myself. "His cock is so huge it rearranges her insides when he's in all the way! Fuck! So hot that she can take him that deep!"
After only a few minutes, Craig had about two-thirds of his monstrously large cock deep inside my girlfriend. "Fuck, Craig! I love this!" Emily shouted. "This is so AMAZING! I never dreamed fucking could be this could! Never stop fucking me!"
"You're a hot, sweet fuck yourself, bitch! But you want to be a 'regular,' you gotta take me all!"
"What? I don't have all of you yet?"
"No, bitch! I got another three inches for you. I'm hitting cervix. You want me to punch into your womb, bitch, so you can get the next three?"
"Aw, fuck! YES!! I need to take you balls deep, Master! I need to be a 'regular.' Fuck me balls deep! Do it!"
"Alright, bitch! But I warn you, it's going to hurt like hell at first. It'll hurt like hell--and then you're going to feel like you went to heaven! You ready, bitch?"
"Aw fuck, Master! YESSS!! Bitch is READY!! Fuck me deep! Do it! Plunder my womb! Own me! Own me for blacks!"
"Alright! Here it comes!"
And, as promised, Craig shoved his remaining three inches--he shoved himself balls deep from behind into my delicate, dainty bookish girlfriend.
"YOWWWWWWWW!!" she yelled.
"Yup, bitch! I warned you!"
"AW, FUCK!!"
"Give it a bit, bitch! Give a bit!"
They fucked back and forth with less talking then for several minutes. Both of them groaning--especially, Emily.
I couldn't really tell whether she was groaning in pain, in pleasure--or maybe both. But finally she revealed herself. "OH MY FUCKING GOD!!" she screamed. "IT'S SO AMAAAZING!! YESSS!!"
"Good, bitch! I told you it would be. I told you it would!"
Emily's moans grew louder, more desperate, and it was obvious she was approaching the orgasm of a lifetime. Craig reached around and began to touch her clit-- just lightly.
That did it. That set her off like a half ton of C4.
With a monstrously loud cry, Emily came, her body convulsing around Craig's cock as she rode out an orgasm that eclipsed anything I'd ever seen her have with me--oh, by maybe one-thousand fold.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "Emily's never going to be satisfied with my little white dick again ever, not even a little. I'm done. Shit... Good thing I find this so hot to watch at least!"
Craig wasn't far behind Emily in reaching his first climax of the evening as well.
With a handful of assertive further thrusts, still doggy-style, Craig buried his ginormous love shaft deep inside my love and came, his body shuddering over and over with release.
They collapsed together, their chests heaving as they caught their breath.
As they disentangled themselves, Emily turned to look at me for the first time in forever, a satisfied smile on her face. "Well, Boo? How was that for your first time watching a real man in action?"
I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. "It was... intense," I finally managed to say.
Craig chuckled, a low, mocking sound. "Intense is one way to put it. You're going to have to get used to this, cuck. Because this is just the beginning."
With that, Craig stood up and put a towel on, whistling a tune as he did so, before sauntering out her bedroom door.
Emily watched him go, a dreamy look in her eyes. As the door clicked shut behind him, she turned to me, her expression softening.
"Come here, Boo," she said, patting the bed beside her. "Let's cuddle for a bit. You've done good so far tonight."
I crawled over to her, my mind reeling from everything I had just witnessed. As I wrapped my arms around her, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held. Would I be able to handle more nights like this? Would I be able to watch as Emily explored her desires with well-hung men, knowing that I could never satisfy her the way they could?
Or, worse... Would I be mostly excluded from watching her fuck massively hung black studs like Craig? Would she do it all the time but only rarely allow the excitement of watching? Yes! Missing out on it was what I really feared, I quickly realized.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "I must really be a hardcore cuckold if missing out on watching my girlfriend fuck black is what I fear the most! Shit, am I a pathetic cuck!"
Only time would tell what would happenl. But for now, I held my girlfriend close, savoring the warmth of her body and the knowledge that, for the moment, she was still at least partly mine.
The night was far from over, however. Maurice, the other black stud, was waiting his turn, and I knew that Emily's journey into the world of black cock was just beginning.
Shortly, Maurice entered the room, his presence commanding and confident. He was just as imposing as Craig, with a muscular build and a cock that was almost as large. Emily's eyes widened as she took in the sight of him, a mix of fear and excitement playing across her features.
"Ready for round two, slut?" Maurice asked, a wicked grin spreading across his rugged, scarred face.
Emily nodded, her voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Master Maurice. I'm ready."
Maurice gracefully flipped her on all fours, shoved me firmly off the bed, and positioned himself behind Emily, almost in a single motion--he was that strong, athletic, and graceful.
His cock was already hard and ready. With a single, powerful thrust, he entered my adorable girlfriend, filling her completely. Emily cried out, her body quivering as she took him in.
"Fuck, you're tight still--even after Craig fucked you," Maurice groaned, his hips moving in a forceful rhythm. "But you'll take all of me just like you did with him--won't you, slut? You're going to take every inch of my nigga cock, won't you?"
"Yesss," Emily hissed, her voice breathless with pleasure. "I'm taking it all, Master. Fuck me hard and deep with your nigga cock. Make me feel it!"
Maurice made good, his thrusts probing deeper and deeper, and within a few minutes, he toowas balls-deep, like Craig had been before him.
Maurice's thrusts became more powerful, more insistent. The bed creaked beneath them, the sounds of their coupling filling the room. I was mesmerized at the sexy sight, my heart racing, as Maurice took my beautiful Emily with a ferocity surpassing even Craig.
Emily's moans grew louder, and desperate sounding, and I knew she was close.
Unlike Craig, Maurice didn't lend Emily any attention to her clit. "Bitch," he commented plainly. "Finger yourself if you need to to nut--I'm focusing on fucking you."
"Unngh! Just keep fucking me Master Mo!" she moaned. "You're going to make me cum any second now just from your AMAZING nigga cock! PLEASE! PLEASE!! JUST KEEP FUCKING MEEEEE!!"
Then, sure as she foretold--and with a giant, shrill cry of pure joy--Emily came, her body convulsing around Maurice's cock as she rode through her second gigantic orgasm of the night so far. "YESSS!! Aw fuck! YESSS!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM!! FUCK! YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM, MASTER!!"
Maurice unloaded seconds later, shaking and thrusting, and shouting for joy. "ARGGGGHHH!!!" he yelled. "TAKE IT BITCH! TAKE IT! SO FUCKING GOOOOOOD!! UNGGGGHHHHH!!"
As they disentangled themselves, Emily turned to look at me again, a satisfied smile on her face. "Well, Boo? How was that for your second scene of 'girlfriend goes black'?"
I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. "It was... Un. Buh. Leave. Ah. Bull!" I finally managed to say.
Maurice chuckled, a low, mocking sound. "Glad you liked it faggot. I got a feeling there's a lot more watching in your little faggot future!"
With that, Maurice stood up and threw a towel on and said "I'll see you in a moment, bitch--faggot."
Emily lay there exhausted. "Aw fuck! That was AMAZING!" she said, in my general direction but without looking up. I nodded my assent. Too awestruck to speak.
The night was far from over. Craig and Maurice returned together--freshly showered--shed their towels, and revealed their cocks semi-hard and ready for more. They positioned themselves on either side of Emily, their massive shafts pointed at her and ready to take turns.
"Ready for the main event, slut?" Craig asked, a wicked grin spreading across his face.
Emily nodded, her voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Masters. I'm ready."
With that, they passed her back and forth, each fucking her to orgasm and then passing her to the other, filling her completely and stretching her pussy some more. Emily loved it--she continually yelled out her encouragement and shouted out her orgasms. I lost count but I think Craig and Maurice each fucked her to three more orgasms this way--frequently unloading their own loads, while they were at it.
The room smelled like an army of people had been fucking--even thought it was "only" the two men and just the one woman, my thin little blonde girlfriend.
Emily's orgasms from the giant black cocks seemed like electric shocks through her whole system. All her limbs would shake and shiver. Her toes would curl. So would her fingers.
Emily would also shout out each and every orgasm, underscoring them for me deliciously. "YESSSSS!! Unnnnghhh! YESSSSSS!! I'M CUMMING AGAAAAAAIN!! Aw, fuck!! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!! Shit! Aw, fuck! AMAZING!!"
I watched, my heart racing, as Craig and Maurice took my adorable, sweet girlfriend with a ferocity I had never even imagined before.
The room was filled with the sounds of their coupling, the wet slapping of their bodies, and Emily's moans and groans of pleasure and delight.
Every so often, they took breaks to make out. Emily would ardently French kiss Craig, then Maurice, then Craig again. She kissed them with a fervor she'd never shown with me! "Fuck! She seems in love with them, from the way she's kissing! Fuck that's hot!" I thought.
The night wore on, with Craig and Maurice sharing Emily until the early hours of the morning. I watched it all, with my own little dick exploding in orgasm multiple times.
Each of the black studs unloaded in my girlfriend's pussy three or maybe four times--Emily came so many times I lost count. I'd never imagined she was so multiorgasmic, but apparently for black cock--yes, she is!
As the first light of dawn began to filter through the window, Craig and Maurice seemed nearly spent. Emily, as well.
"Fuck, that was intense," Maurice groaned, his voice hoarse with exertion.
Craig nodded in agreement, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Yeah, but we're not done yet, I have a feeling. I think the slut has one more fuck in her."
Craig's cock was still inside Emily, moving in a slow, teasing rhythm. He leaned in close, his voice low and commanding. "You need another cum, don't you, bitch?"
Emily moaned, her body trembling with anticipation. "Unnngggghhh! Yes, Master. So badly."
Craig chuckled, a wicked sound that sent shivers down her spine. "How badly, bitch?"
Emily groaned, her voice filled with desperation. "Unnngggghhh! So, so badly! I need it. It's unbelievable after so much cumming, but yeah! I need to cum again!"
Craig's hips moved in a deliberate, slow pace, keeping her on the edge. "Oh yeah? Bad enough to make a pledge, bitch?"
Emily's eyes fluttered open, confusion and lust both in her gaze. "Ungggh, what kind?"



Craig's grip on her hips tightened, his cock pulsing inside her. "To go black-only, of course, slut--the only pledge that matters tonight. You in?"
Emily began to pant, and her body trembled with need. "Uhh... Yes! Sure! Yes! I pledge!!"
Craig's thrusts became more insistent, his cock swelling inside her. His voice became a low growl as he clarified his demand. "Starting right now, cunt!"
Emily's voice was a desperate moan, her body on the verge of another orgasm. "Yeah! Sure! Fuck, cucky! STARTING RIGHT NOW! Black-only now! I need you to fuck me! I need to cum! I need to cum AGAIN!!!!"
"Good, bitch! Good!"
With that, Craig increased his pace, his cock pounding into her with renewed vigor.
Emily's cries of pleasure filled the room again as she came hard, her body convulsing around the black hunk's gigantic shaft. Craig followed soon after, his hot cum again filling her completely.
As they collapsed together, their chests heaving, she leaned over to Craig and French kissed him for quite some time. Maurice had let himself out.
After a while, Craig began to excuse himself, too. "Thanks, bitch," he said, "that was a memorable evening. Your pussy is going to need a few days rest, but we got to keep at it so it gets resized but good. You down for me and Mo again next weekend, bitch?"
"Oooh! Of course, Master! Just say the word!"
"And you don't mind if Deshaun and Jake join us, do you? We need to get you used to a variety."
"But Master-- uh, next weekend I'll be fertile."
"Oh!! Thanks for saying so bitch! You on any birth control?"
"Depends on how you look at it, Master. We used to use a condom and a diaphragm usually, cucky and me."
"Ah! I see!"
"But I wouldn't dream of asking you to use a condom-- and a diaphragm would keep you from fucking me all the way, wouldn't it?"
"Damn straight, bitch... damn straight."
"Well... I guess it's okay if you fuck me bare and no diaphragm while I'm fertile! I'm kind of amazed I'm saying this... But I *WANT* you guys to breed me! I really want it!"
"You sure, bitch? It's a big step!"
"Yeah... I'm sure... I think it'll be so hot!! I feel this incredible compulsion... Like it's my destiny, even!"
"I get that, bitch... I gotta admit, that does happen to some of you white bitches when you get your first good taste of black... It definitely happens!"
"I can see why!" Emily rejoindered. "I never imagined anything ever could be so amazing as the fucking we three just did! So... yeah... as surprising as it may seem... I need it! I want it! And I don't want to wait! But still... But still I want the father to be someone I know... Someone I'm already really into... Maybe even 'love'... Can we fuck just you, me, and Maurice again?"
"You bet, bitch! You bet! It's a date! 'Repro' sex weekend! Woo-hoo! YESSS!! I'm sure Mo will be up for it, too. He loves breeding cute white bitches like you!"
"Oh, great!!" Emily went on. "I'm so happy we're all aligned then! FABULOUS!! I'm SOOO excited for it! I can't wait to get knocked up! It'll be so hot! It'll be so fulfilling!!"
"You gonna carry to term, bitch?"
"Yeah! I think so!"
"Alright!! Out of this world!! You gonna keep the baby?"
"I don't see how I could give it up... I just can't see doing that!"
"But shit, girl! What about all your college plans? Your big life plans?"
"I think I found myself a new plan now... Black. Breeding. Slut... I just can't help it! I mean--we'll see--maybe I'll still try college, but I think I'm going to want to breed *A LOT*!"
"Excellent, slut! Truly excellent!! And what are your plans for cucky over here?"
"Well, I figure it could be good to have someone soothe my pussy between fucks... Maybe we can let him lick me clean every once in a while during breaks in our fuck sessions? It'll soothe me and give him some intimacy?"
"Sure, bitch! To help keep a cute new black breeding slut like you happy? Sure. That'll work. Cucky can be your cleaner. One hundred."
Emily turned to look at me, a satisfied and contented smile on her face. "Well, Boo? How does that sound to you? You want to have a role and support me?"
I swallowed hard. Now was a moment of truth. What would be better for me? Should I proceed in this kinky cuckold adventure as my girlfriend's pussy cleaner?
The answer only took me a moment to formulate. "Fuck ya!!" I thought to myself.
"Yes, Mistress Emily!" I said, acknowledging her new status. "I'd be privileged to proceed as your 'cleaner,' Ma'am!"
"Good, cucky. Good!" she replied. "Now lie down on your back. We're going to get you started!"
I did as I was told and in a moment my adorable girlfriend's destroyed pussy was descending on my face. It was a swollen mess. And imminently there was a gusher of sex juices. Some of it was Emily's natural juices, but for the most part--let's be honest--it was the black studs' cum. Gallons of it.
It flooded my face, and I swallowed as fast as I could. I swallowed for several minutes before it started to slow. Emily got off my face and then scooped up what had oozed over the rest of my face with her fingers and fed it to me.
"There, there, Boo," she said. "We can't have you missing any. A good cleaner has to swallow it all! There's a good little boi cleaner!"
"Yes, Ma'am!"
"You know this is going to be your only intimacy from now on, right--cleaning my pussy--and before long my ass, of cum and fuck juices. The rest of me is one hundred percent black-only now. You heard me promise."
"Yes, Mistress, I did."
"Are you ready to support me?"
"Very much so, Ma'am. Very much."
"You ready to 'pay homage' too, to the BBCs whenever they want? Suck them and let them fuck your little boi pussy, too?"
"Yes, Ma'am. I know it's expected of me. I promise to do a great job 'paying homage.'"
"Aw, shucks, faggot!" Emily responded. "You're going to be a swell little faggot cucky, aren't you?"
"Very much so, Ma'am. I'll be the best faggot cuck, I promise!"
Emily leaned in close, her voice a low, dominant whisper. "I've discovered my true calling, Boo. Black. Breeding. Slut. It's who I am now, and there's no turning back. I want to be a mother, Boo. A mother to black children. It's my destiny, and I can feel it in my bones. I know this is a big step, and part of me is scared. But the thought of carrying a black baby... it excites me in a way I can't explain. It's like I was meant for this."
She pulled back, her eyes shining with a mix of excitement and determination. "This is just the beginning, Boo. Get ready for a future where you'll be nothing more than my little faggot cuck, cleaning up after the real men who satisfy me. The best is yet to come, and it's going to be black as night."
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NOTE: I started this story about two years ago, and instead of having you all go back through prior chapters, I'm pulling all of it together--editing it again along the way. And molding it into one cohesive story-- you're welcome! 🙂
The usual disclaimer goes here! Do not read this story if you don't like nasty interracial stories. Just skip it. This one includes a cuckold going gay. Don't read it if that will not excite you. :-) Negative comments will be deleted (write your own story!). Thank you!
------------------
My name is Melodie.
While I feel modest and even insecure inside, to be open, I have often been told I'm incredibly pretty and sexy--beautiful even.
I'm a 5'5" white wife with a slender yet figure that rivals anyone's. My firm d-cups, shapely behind, tight waist, and generous hips--combined with my narrow shoulders--give me a feminine and alluring silhouette. My face is described as "cute," "charming," "pretty"--or sometimes even "beautiful," with blue-green eyes that even I will acknowledge have a sparkle. My straight, dirty-blond hair cascades down my back, adding to my appeal. To top it off, my trim never-had-a-baby-yet tummy doesn't hurt either.
Coupled with my sweet, easy-going, "quiet girl next door" personality, I've found that attracting men, even the most desirable ones, has always been easy for me. It's been a gift.
Most of my life, I've been a serial monogamist, with maybe just a few one-night adventures in college, like most women, I suppose. There were a few really studly (albeit white) athletes who came onto me at parties, whom I had been unable to resist--and with no regrets!
My husband, Ted, is overall a catch. He's handsome, a great guy, smart, funny, dependable, and his career is going well. He even earns enough to provide for both of us and a family.
I am focused on my career, too, as I'm a physician, and I didn't work so hard to set all my learning aside just because I married well. Maybe I would work part-time once we had kids.
I've been married to Ted for six years now, and we're both in our early thirties. Things are still nice between us.
As of a year ago, our love life was not as hot as it used to be, even as we were starting to think about having a family.
Frankly, I'd been wanting to get pregnant for some time. Ted, however, keeps saying, "Let's just wait until we're a little more established, Boo, okay?" I've been going along so far, but it is getting to me. One upside: I still have a sexier never-had-a-baby-yet body, so there is that!
Ted started us on porn about a year ago. He thought it might help "reignite" our sex life, he said. As it turned out, I really liked the interracial scenes! (As did he.) The taboo aspect of black-man on white-woman sex was incredibly sexy to me! So were the huge cocks! Could I take a really huge black cock up inside me, too, I wondered? I bet I could! Nothing seemed so special about the women in porn--I assumed only that they had practice, and had gotten stretched to fit big black cocks, to one extent or another.
I was so turned on by the hot black porn stars and their immense cocks, incredibly turned on! Ted and I both preferred porn where the white girl looked more like me. I noticed. He liked it better that way--and so did I. "That's me, getting black-fucked!" I would daydream as we would watch.
I think I liked the interracial porn even more--frankly--than Ted might have preferred. It got so that I could only cum during sex when we had interracial porn on in the bedroom.
Ted vocally had mixed feelings at first--even though I explained first of all that it was his own doing and also that I still found him attractive and loved him very much--even if his dick now seemed "on the small side." He said those words, not me!
I tried and tried to convince Ted that I still liked his "little white boi dick," but my reaction to the interracial porn told a story that was impossible to hide. Yes, I liked those big black cocks in our videos--a lot! A whole lot!
Be careful what you wish for there, boys, eh? :-) Your wife might end up liking something even more than you were prepared for!
But Ted adjusted--and it didn't seem to take too long. Just a few weeks.
Then, once again, the next step was Ted's idea! My husband surprised me with the gift of a big black dildo. I used it on myself privately. Eventually, I also let him use it on me, too.
At this stage, Ted seemed more relaxed and into things. He got incredibly aroused as he took me to giant orgasms with the dildo. Before long, Ted fucking me with the dildo became the focal point of our sex together.
It was obvious to both of us that my orgasms were much stronger than from Ted either fucking me or going down on me.
I liked the dildo a *lot* better than Ted's fucking or eating me! And Ted found it very satisfying to see me cum so much more strongly.
I was kind and would let my husband finish with his own orgasm almost any way he might want to afterwards: in my pussy, mouth, or hand. Only my ass was off limits.
I thought I was a pretty generous wife.
Then one day out of the blue--although I guess I should not have been surprised--Ted sheepishly suggested I fuck black for real.
I told him I would think about it. I worried about it for all the usual reasons: What would it mean for our marriage? Would I like it? Would I like it *too* much? How would we find someone suitable?
I decided to talk it over with my friend Allison, one of the nurses I'm close friends with at the hospital where I work. Allison was also a very attractive woman, and she seemed to have the vibe that she would be good to talk to. I'm not sure how I intuited it--but I turned out to be completely spot on!
After only a few minutes of conversation, that started with her just listening, Allison revealed to me that her husband was black, and that they both got off on him fucking other white wives. His name was Greg. Allison explained that he was really nice, and a great lover, with a thick ten-inch cock. She even showed me his picture. He was very handsome, I had to admit!
As I stared at Greg's picture, my heart raced with a mix of excitement and anticipation. "This is it," I thought to myself. The thought of being with a man so different from Ted was thrilling, and I was ready to embrace a new chapter in my life.
I had always been curious about interracial relationships--although I'd never had one, not even any of my college one-night stands--and now I was on the cusp of experiencing something truly transformative. "I can handle this," I reassured myself, my fingers tracing the lines of Greg's face in the photo. "After all, I'm already taking big black dildos in my pussy--a real man can't be that much different. Yes--I'm ready for this journey, whatever it may bring!"
Then Allison really surprised me by showing me a picture of Greg's hard cock--next to a ruler, for scale. It was even a little longer than ten inches--and looked thick and beautiful! I told her I thought it looked amazing. "You're a lucky girl, Allison!" I said.
"You could be also, Melodie! I bet Greg would love to fuck you! He loves fucking cute married white girls, just like you, you know! He especially loves *devirginizing* a cute white wife!" she said.
"What?! Really?! But I'm not a virgin!" I protested.
"You might as well be, Melodie!! I hate to break it to you, but since you've never had any big black cock, you pretty much are a virgin as far as Greg is concerned--or any hung black man!" Allison explained. "He'll fuck you way deeper and better than any white cock has, I can promise you! Have you ever had a thick ten-inch cock, ever, in your whole life?"
"Uh... no, definitely not." I answered modestly.
"What's the biggest you've ever had, Melodie? Don't be shy!" queried Allison.
"Well, this one guy in college... I think he was about seven inches... but not especially thick. Not any thicker than anyone else." I answered, truthfully.
"Well, Greg and his thick ten-incher are definitely going to feel like you are losing your virginity--for you and for him!" Allison stated firmly.
"And you would let him do this? You would allow him to 'devirginize' me, to black me for the first time? For real?" I was nearly in disbelief.
"Yes. It's one of the reasons we're together--that I'm not possessive, and that I get off from watching him fuck white wives--especially cute black-cock virgins, like you! We both get off on it. I love seeing my man take another girl and converting her to black cock!" Allison said.
"What do you mean 'converting'?" I asked.
"Well... After getting fucked a thousand times better by my husband's black cock than you have ever been before--and feeling like you've lost your virginity for real, for the first time, truly--do you really think you'll be able to stop fucking black?" Allison asked me, pointedly.
"I don't know... I'm not sure if Ted and I are ready for me to go black on-going... We've only talked about it as something that I would try out." I replied, sheepishly again.
"Oh, trust me, if Ted is encouraging you... He definitely wants you to go black. I'm sure he's no different than any other white beta cuck. He's probably ready not only for you to keep getting black fucked, he's probably fantasizing about you going black-only!" claimed Allison.
"Wow... Black-only? That would be a huge step... Golly, I really don't know," was what I squeaked out in reply.
"There is another thing for you and Ted to talk over and think about before moving forward, before inviting Greg to 'convert' you to Black..." Allison added.
I looked at her expectantly, silently inviting her to continue. She wasn't having it, and waited to be asked.
"Come on, Allison!" I poked. "Tell me already!"
"Well... Greg won't fuck a white wife unless she makes 'The Commitment.'" Allison said.
"'The Commitment'?"
"Yes, you would have to commit that if he makes you cum three times or more in your first night together, that he can fuck you every night for a month-- that you will invite him and me to your house, and your husband and I will both get to watch him fuck you every night in your marital bed... *and* that Greg can take you in all *three* of your holes." Allison explained. "Once you've been Greg's three-hole slut for a month, you'll be hooked on black cock, and will never be able to go back to white-only."
"But I've never taken it in my back door before, Allison! I'd be scared to take Greg back there, with him being so big!" I protested.
"Well, if that's how you feel, than you he's not going to fuck you. Too bad. Your loss. I'm sure you will find another black guy to fuck you if you work at it." Allison responded.
I didn't know for sure if she was being truthful about his requirements being so firm, but I just sat there quietly for a few moments.
"You're probably wondering if he's really so rigid, aren't you?" said Allison.
I nodded.
"Well, I can assure you that Greg has no shortage of options. He truly does not want to waste his time with even a girl as gorgeous as you who is not going to be compliant. Knowing he is going to have you more fully than anyone before--that's a huge turn on for him. His cock will be deeper in your pussy than anyone before--he loves that. Being the first in your ass-- also a huge turn-on for him... Oh, and there's another thing..."
Allison paused.
"Yes?" I said, quietly urging her to continue. "Go on!"
"Well, there's also what Greg calls 'The Submission.'" Allison said.
"What's that?"
"Well, 'The Submission' is that your husband has to submit, too. He has to present you and to offer you to Greg--as well as offer you to as many black cocks as you choose for your future... He has to tenderly suck on Greg's cock before Greg fucks you--any time that you or Greg or I ask--and also just after... He has to agree that if you orgasm three times or more in your first night with Greg, that he will watch you and Greg fuck and make love in your marital bed those thirty following nights... He has to submit and commit to licking Greg's nuts and ass crack as Greg cums bareback inside you... Ted has to suck the big black cocks of any pals that Greg decides to bring with him to your house, and Ted has to promise to swallow their loads... In return, you promise your husband that you will never, ever deny him a hand job, even if you decide to go black only for your pussy, ass, mouth--and for kissing."
"What do you mean 'and for kissing'?" I asked.
"Well, lots of white wives who go down this path, they do go black-only for their pussy, ass and mouth--obviously for cock. But they also pledge never to kiss their husbands more than a peck on the mouth again, and save their French kisses for black studs. It adds a more poignant element of deprivation for the beta white cuckolds--which is, of course, what Ted will soon be."
"Oh!" I said. This was a lot to process, but I was getting the picture!
"I'm sure Greg would love to convert you both to black. I don't need to check with him," Allison summarized. "You chat with Ted and get back to me any time. Take as long as you need!" she added.
And on that note, Allison ended the conversation and got back to work. I--on the other hand--discovered that my panties were completely soaked through, and I now had a giant wet spot at the crotch and ass of my scrubs. I was a mess!
Luckily, it was at the end of my hospital shift, and I was near an emergency exit door and my car. I made a run for it! I dashed home and masturbated myself with my big black dildo through two giant orgasms before I was calm enough to collect my thoughts.
Hm? How was I going to talk this over with Ted, I wondered?
For the next week, I could think of little else in my spare time but my conversation with Allison and how she and her husband, Greg, wanted to convert me--me and my husband, Ted--to Black cock.
My job kept me pretty busy. Luckily. But when I was not at work, my mind quickly wandered to daydreaming about being blacked. I would dream about how great it would feel finally to go black with a real man--rather than just my big black dildo--and not just any real man, but Greg, my friend Allison's real live hunky husband.
My panties were constantly wet.
Luckily, Ted was away on a business trip, or I'm sure he would have frequently smelled my oozing pussy around the house, and I would have had to talk with him before I was ready. Before I knew for sure that I wanted to undertake "the commitment." Before I knew for sure that I also wanted to manipulate Ted--if it even took any manipulation--into "the submission."
"The commitment" -- where I would most likely end up going black only. "The submission" -- where my husband, too, would submit to black cock and end up bi or even gay.
After my second day in this chronically aroused state, I realized I had no choice. That the only way I was going to be able to reclaim any normalcy for myself was to slake my new, more extreme level of black cock lust. I had to get blacked, or my pussy would ooze all the time as its form of begging me! My pussy and my sex drive were not to be denied! They craved black cock as much as a thirsty person craves water.
The third day after our initial talk, I cornered Allison on a break again. She was far from surprised.
"Let me guess," she said. "You have scarcely been able to think about anything other than my husband, Greg, 'the commitment,' and 'the submission' since I told you about them three days ago. Am I wrong?" She asked it with a genial smirk. Yes, she was smirking at me, but it was with kindness, not cruelty.
"Uh..." I muttered, embarrassed and taken aback to be so quickly called out. I was ordinarily a somewhat shy woman!
"So, you want to go through with it, don't you? You can't even imagine how you would move forward in life unless you do get blacked, I am guessing... Am I wrong?" Allison dug into it further.
"Uh... No, you're not wrong!" I finally formed some words. "In fact, you are definitely right! I want to-- no, I *need* to move forward and 'commit' to your husband... And, yes, somehow, I'll have to get Ted to 'submit' to Greg and other black cocks, as well!"
"Let me feel your pussy," Allison said matter-of-factly.
"What?!" I said back, more flummoxed than ever.
"We're in private in this windowless conference room. Go jam a chair against the door--you're closer--and then loosen your scrubs pants and let me feel your pussy." Allison clarified.
"Excuse me?!" was my response.
"You heard me. I'm going to lend you my husband to take you to sexual nirvana for what will end up being at least a month but could turn out to be forever. The least you can do is let me feel how badly you want him even now, even in the middle of your work day. I'm dying to see how soaked your pussy is. I'm bi and a dominant with women, and you're going to give me access to your cute little pussy if you want things to go further."
I wasn't initially excited to comply with Allison. I had to take a beat and think about it.
I had never been consciously attracted to other women. But I wasn't repulsed by them, either. And I so desperately wanted Allison's husband, Greg, to black me with his massive cock. I thought about it just briefly, and I realized that it only made sense for me to yield. It wasn't going to hurt me, after all, and I might find I liked it. And besides, I had to yield to get to Greg's cock--and I *needed* Greg's gorgeous, giant black cock! I desperately need it!
"Uh, okay, I guess! But this is very new to me! You'll be gentle?" I asked.
"You're becoming a black cock slut, Melodie. 'Gentleness' will be a rarity... So you had best learn not to expect it! I'll touch you as I see fit! But I'll tell you this much, you are going to like it!" Allison scolded me for expressing myself.
If I was irritated at how Allison was talking to me, I didn't let it stop me from complying with her wishes!
I walked over to jam a chair by the door--as instructed--and then walked back to Allison, stood right in front of her, and loosened my pants.
Allison is a tall, sexy redhead I should mention. If I'm honest, I think most men--and women--think she's a knockout. She has super long legs that bring her to about 5'11" in height. Her torso is normal sized, even petite. Her curves are impressive, and I'm guessing she has dd-cup breasts--definitely bigger than my c-cups. She's not overall that much bigger than me, but her extra six inches in height and her much larger breasts made her physically intimidating.
Allison has a beautiful face, as well. It occurred to me that if I was going to try a lesbian experience, I should be pleased that it's with such a sexy and gorgeous companion!
Now that I was about to yield to her sexually, I also found Allison physically intimidating in a way that began to turn me on. Notwithstanding being so incredibly feminine, Allison was going to "take" me, I realized.
And so she did.
Allison quickly spun me so that my back was to the wall and pressed me against it.
She leaned in and kissed me. One hand went behind my head to help her get close while her other went to my ass.
Allison turned my head up to kiss her just like a man might have--she was much taller after all.
Her tongue assertively probed between my lips.
I yielded immediately.
I knew Allison was completely determined to take me, and that the whole idea now was for me to relent and find out if I liked it.
It turned out I *loved* Allison's aggressive tongue inside my mouth! And just as that thought surged through my aroused head and mouth, Allison moved the hand that was on my ass around and into the front of my loosened scrubs pants.
As soon as Allison's fingers touched my sex through my panties, I realized that my pussy had gotten even more drenched than when we had started talking. In fact, now I could smell myself, which meant Allison could, too!



Being dominated by my gorgeous woman friend had totally turned me on!
It surprised me.
I didn't know it would excite me so much to be dominated by a beautiful and taller woman, but I loved it!
I met Allison's tongue with my own, moving with enthusiasm but somewhat more meekly. I knew Allison wanted to stay in charge. But I pulled her head closer anyway.
I began to pant and heave as Allison continued exploring my mouth, and her fingers snaked, finally, underneath my panties in search of my pussy.
When Allison touched skin on skin with my pussy lips and clit, sparks shot through my body. I quickly got close to coming.
After only a few minutes, Allison dug in on my clit, and I came!
I came *very* hard! I barely stifled a scream, and I began to wobble towards the floor.
Luckily, Allison was ready for me to get wobbly. She had moved her hand from behind my head to my ass and helped keep me up--as the hand playing with my pussy kept at it.
After a few minutes, Allison bore down on my clit again, and a *second* and even more intense orgasm shot through me.
I yelped out loud this time. Allison tried to muffle me with her mouth over mine, but I think we both knew that I might be overheard.
As I finally came down from my euphoric release, Allison swiveled me over and sat me on the edge of the table.
"So, my little Melodie," she teased, "I think we have found something new that you like... Good! Because I do expect all of my husband's lovers to be for my amusement as well--both before he may have them *and* on-going! So, I am glad you like my kiss and my touch! Now, we better get cleaned up. Soon, you'll need to return the favor, but sadly I'm out of time for today... You leave first and I'll leave in a few minutes."
We straightened ourselves up quietly, and then I just had to say it: "Thank you, Allison. That was *amazing*!! Thank you so much!!!"
"No worries, little kitten!" she replied. "I'm happy to get things moving for all of us!"
And then we parted.
For my part, I was relieved that my shift would soon end. I was overwhelmed by events and was looking forward to getting home to relax.
When I did get home, I watched porn--interracial, of course--and used my dildo on myself straight away, to a nice big juicy cum. My third of the day, I realized. A record for me!
Then I caught my breath with a big glass of chardonnay and reflected on events.
I realized I was both excited and happy. I had thoroughly enjoyed this latest turn, with Allison taking me and getting me off, and I realized that I was looking forward now to this new lesbian dimension. Yes, still the BBC "commitment" and the BBC "submission" but now also "The Allison," for lack of a better term jumping to mind!
Certainly, Allison was a force of her own, and it seemed fitting to think of her as her own new concept, with a "the" prepended. Why not?!
I was a little sad to realize that I had enjoyed being taken by Allison more than I had enjoyed fucking my own husband--at least in as long as I could remember.
I wasn't sure if I liked it better or worse than my dildo. It was different. Both were excellent!
I still craved getting fucked by Greg, by real live giant black cock and *man*, I realized.
Well, good!
As getting fucked by BBC was occupying my thoughts a lot, it's good that it should be important to me, right?
Before long I was horny again, and I realized I needed one final, fourth cum, if I were going to settle down well for the night.
The next morning, I was pondering my situation over a leisurely breakfast, as I didn't have a hospital shift, and Ted was still away.
I was contemplating my new obsession, of course. "How am I going to get Greg to fuck me with his BBC? While I can make the 'commitment,' sure... How am I going to get Ted to 'submit' to BBC? Hmmmm?"
After not very long it dawned on me: I can use Ted's own excitement at seeing me black-fucked to leverage things! I can tantalize him until he's so desperate to see me blacked that he'll agree to nearly *anything* that I might propose!
"Yes!" I thought to myself. "Yes! I should definitely be able to manipulate my horny, perverted husband. Easey-peasy!"
The plan was set in motion. I knew exactly how to play this.
I would tease Ted just enough to keep him on the edge, ensuring he was desperate to see me with Greg. I started by sending him a few suggestive messages, hinting at what was to come--and just omitting the part about my "commitment" and his "submission" for the time being.
Ted's responses were eager and hungry, exactly as I had hoped.
When Ted returned from his business trip, I greeted him at the door with a slow, sensual kiss. He responded eagerly, his hands already exploring my body. I let him undress me, feeling his growing arousal against my thigh. As he tried to lift me up to the bedroom, I gently pushed him away.
"Not so fast," I whispered, a mischievous smile playing on my lips. "I have something special planned for us."
I led him to the living room, where I had set up some candles and a bottle of wine. I poured us each a glass and then sat my husband down on the couch. I straddled him, feeling his hardness press against me, and began to grind slowly, teasing him with the promise of more.
"Melodie," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips. "What are you doing to me?"
I leaned in, my breath hot against his ear. "I'm giving you a taste of what's to come, my love. I've been thinking about our future... about Greg and Allison."
Yes, I had told him in a text message about what Greg and Allison had proposed--but only part of it--all about Greg taking me black but still nothing yet about the "commitment" and the "submission."
Ted's eyes widened, and I could feel his cock twitch beneath me. "You mean... you're serious about this?"
I nodded, a wicked grin spreading across my face. "Very serious. And of course you are a key part of it. It can only happen with you."
Ted's breath hitched, and I could tell he was on the verge of agreeing to anything. "Anything, Melodie. I'll do anything you want."
I stood up, slowly unbuttoning my blouse to reveal my lace bra. "Good. Because there's something else I want you to do--that I need you to do... I need you to suck Greg's cock. I need you to taste his cum. And I need you to lick his nuts and ass while he fucks me."
Ted's eyes were wide with a mix of fear and excitement. "Melodie, are you sure? Those are big steps!"
I stepped closer, my hands on his shoulders. "I am sure, Ted. And I need you to be sure too. I need you to submit to this, to me, and to Greg. Can you do that for me?"
Ted looked up at me, his eyes filled with a desperate need. "Yes, Melodie. I can do that. I'll do anything for you."
I smiled, feeling a rush of power and desire. "Good. Because this is just the beginning. There's so much more to come."
With that, I took his hand and led him to the bedroom. I put on one of our favorite interracial porn videos and had him use my favorite big black dildo on me through two orgasms.
When it was Ted's turn for release, I teased him.
"When I go black, honey," I whispered, "I might not want your little white dicklet in me any more--or Greg or my other black lovers might forbid it... Let's try that out. Beat off now for me, dear! Beat off as I tell you how excited I am to finally get black fucked for real! Oh, Ted! I'm so incredibly excited! Show me that you are, too! Cum in your hands for me, Ted! Make yourself cum!"
"Oh, Melodie! That sounds so hot! I can't even tell you! It'll be so worth it to give up sex with you to see you blacked. YESSS! So worth it!! Ughhhhh! Yesssss! FUCK!! YESSSSSS!"
And Ted then had one of the biggest cums I've ever seen him have right into his own hands. Naturally, I made him lick it all up and swallow it. "Swallow your cum, Ted, like a good little cucky faggot, now! Swallow it all!"
"Yes, Mistress!" he responded, immediately understanding my role expectations. "Cucky faggot will obey!"
Ted was so horny--and I was so turned on, too--that I had him use my dildo on me one more time, and talked him through beating off a second time as well before we called it a night.
The very next evening, Greg and Allison arrived at our doorstep.
Ted and I had been preparing all day, cleaning the house and setting the mood with soft lighting and music.
As I opened the door, Greg's presence filled the room. He was even more handsome in person than his photos, his dark eyes piercing and confident. Allison stood beside him, her red hair cascading down her back, a knowing smile on her face.
"Welcome," I said, stepping aside to let them in. "We've been looking forward to this."
Greg's eyes roamed over my body, and I felt a thrill of anticipation. "You look delicious, Melodie," he said, his voice deep and commanding. "You are exactly my type, to boot! A truly gorgeous and adorable white wife--and a virgin, too!"
"Aw, shucks!" I responded, playing along. "But I'm not a virgin, Greg!"
"Oh, yes you are, bitch!" Greg rejoindered. "Yes you are! You've never been blacked by a BBC, so you'll definitely *FEEL* like a virgin tonight! You will feel like you're getting devirginized! And you'll be tight like a virgin for me, too!"
I blushed and was, for a moment, tongue-tied and in awe of the confident chocolate adonis in front of me.
Allison stepped forward, put her hand on my arm. "Are you ready for this, my little kitten? Because once you start, there's no going back."
I nodded, my heart racing. "I'm ready. I need this."
Ted, standing beside me, took a deep breath. "I'm ready, too. Let's do this." Not that anyone was waiting for Ted's approval--far from it!
I led us to the living room, where I had set up drinks and snacks.
Greg sat down on the couch, his legs spread wide, a clear invitation. "Okay, everyone," he announced. "The faggot cucky has to unwrap and blow me to get things started. Them's the rules."
Ted knelt in front of Greg, and his hands trembled as he reached for Greg's belt.
"Take your time, faggot," Greg said, his voice calm and reassuring. "There's no rush."
Ted undid the belt and slowly unzipped Greg's pants, revealing his thick halfway-hard cock, already inches longer and twice as thick as Ted's little dicklet at its hardest.
I watched as Ted took a deep breath and leaned in, his lips brushing against the tip. Greg groaned, his hand resting gently on Ted's head.
Allison turned to me, her eyes shining with excitement. "You, too, Melodie. Get on your knees and show Greg how much you want him."
I did as she commanded, kneeling beside Ted.
I reached out, my hand wrapped around Greg's shaft, and I felt its thickness and heat.
I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to taste his precum, and Greg's groan filled the room.
Ted looked over at me, his eyes wide with a mix of awe and submission.
Allison guided us, her voice soft and commanding. "Now, Ted, lick his balls. Melodie, take his shaft in your mouth. Show him how much you want his cock."
I did as instructed, taking Greg deep into my throat, feeling him hit the back of my mouth and beyond. (I had practiced deep throating dildos to prepare.)
Ted's tongue was on Greg's balls, and the room was filled with the sounds of our arousal.
Greg's hands were in our hair, guiding us, his hips moving in rhythm with our mouths.
After what felt like an eternity, Greg pulled us away, his cock glistening with saliva.
"Enough," he said, his voice hoarse with desire. "It's time for the main event."
He barked at Ted: "Faggot--strip your woman for me!"
We both got up quickly: Me, to give Ted access to strip me--and Ted, so he could do the job. Ted set quickly, methodically to work removing my clothes. First, my blouse. Next, my bra. Topless before everyone, I felt incredibly naked, vulnerable--and deeply aroused. A shiver ran up and down my spine. I could feel my nipples stiffen yet further. "Oh, I bet my nips are 'out and proud'!" I thought to myself.
Then, Ted proceeded to remove my socks. After that, my pants.
I savored his slow pace. I loved everyone staring at me--Ted, Allison... and especially Greg's hungry gaze!
Allison came over for a moment when I was naked except for my panties and interrupted Ted with a raised palm. "Give us a moment, faggot," she said, without even looking at my husband.
Ted retreated obsequiously.
The sexy redhead leaned in and gave me a long, ardent, sensuous French kiss. Oh, did I relish it! She snaked one hand around my head to pull me in and with her other she probed my underneath my panties to my pussy lips.
"Oh, yes, Everyone!" Allison purred. "She's ready! She's in HEAT! This bitch needs to get fucked, and fucked but good!"
I'm sure I blushed even brighter red as then Allison retreated so Ted could finish stripping me naked.
Then finally, ever so slowly, Ted pulled off my drenched--thoroughly and completely drenched--panties. My incredibly soaked panties.
I could smell my pussy immediately stink up the whole room.
I smelled stronger than I had ever before in my whole life by far. I'm certain both men and also Allison smelled it.
Allison was the one who commented. "Melodie," she said, "Your pussy smells AMAZING! And so turned on! Good. We can all tell that you're ready! Very good!"
For my part, I felt like such a powerful cuckoldress as my husband stripped me naked for my new bull. I felt wonderfully dominant over Ted and sublimely submissive to Greg--and to Allison--at the same time.
Greg stood up, his cock proud and hard, and led me--naked now--straight to the bedroom. Ted and Allison followed, their eyes locked on us.
Greg laid me down on the bed, his body covering mine, my legs spread wide, his cock pressing against my gushing and ready entrance.
"Your pussy is obviously ready," Greg said, his voice a low growl. "But is your womb as well? Did you flush your pills earlier, like you promised us, bitch?"
I nodded, my body trembling with anticipation. "Yes--I'm ready, Greg, and yes, I did flush my pills... Please, Greg. Please fuck me. Please breed me!"
I'm sure Ted was shocked, but he didn't say anything. And for my part, I kept my eyes glued to my new BBC adonis.
Greg pushed his gigantic ten-inch cock into me, slowly at first, letting me adjust to his size.
I gasped, feeling him stretch me, stretching me wider and filling me so much fuller than I had ever been before.
Ted and Allison watched from a small couch across the room, their eyes dazed with a mix of excitement and awe.
Greg began to move, his hips thrusting up at my pussy, my little legs spread open to the maximum, wrapped around his backside, and working to pull him in.
I was ecstatic to have such a gorgeous and manly stud--the epitome of masculinity--in me and on me. "What a man!" I thought to myself. "How did I wait so long to go black?"
The stud's fabulous cock probed deep inside me, touching places way up inside my pussy that I didn't even know existed before that night.
"Holy, fuck!" I shouted. "This feels soooo good! Oh, my God, Greg! Your cock feels incredible! Fuck! So incredible! Soooo fabulous!"
I wrapped my arms around him, too, and urged him to fuck me deeper, harder. "Yes, Greg! So amazing! Harder! Deeper! I love it! I can take it! Fuck me more!!" I yelled. "Never stop fucking me!"
"You got it, bitch!" Greg responded. "You've got one sweet pussy! And I plan on fucking it a lot!"
The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure, our moans and gasps blending together. My body tingled all over. I soon dripped with sweat.
Nothing in my life before had ever felt so right as being fucked by Greg and his immense dick.
I felt so supremely well-paired. So perfectly mated. Taken by my ideal lover--even if he was any smart woman's ideal lover!
My mouth opened and Greg's clamped down on it and invaded with his tongue.
"Wow! That's a big sexy tongue!" I thought to myself. "I'm getting fucked upstairs and downstairs at the same time! Shit!"
"Ungggggh!" I groaned, as Greg continued to plunder my mouth with his tongue. "So amaaaaaazing!" I shouted, when he pulled back for a moment.
Greg was sweating now, too. He smelled musky and strong. "This is heaven!!" I thought. "This is what it means to get fucked by a REAL man!"
Allison's voice cut through the haze of pleasure. "Ted, get over there. Lick his ass while he fucks her-- lick it while he BREEDS her! Lick my husband's big black ass while he breeds your little white wife!"
Ted did as he was told, his tongue swirling right on the center of Greg's ass. (I couldn't quite see--but I could guess!) And my husband's hands gripped Greg's butt cheeks so he could really get in there deep with his lips, mouth, and tongue.
I heightened my excitement to have my faggot cuckold servicing my black bull's ass as he plowed me. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "I'm getting properly fucked at last! And my husband is servicing my lover--spurring him on to fuck me even harder. GREAT! FANTASTIC!"
Greg's movements became more urgent, his cock pounded into me harder. My pussy vibrated and sent electric waves of pleasure out throughout my body.
It felt like I was stoned--but amplified one hundred thousand times!
I had never, ever imagined that getting fucked could be so perfect. So fabulous. There was no way I was EVER going to stop getting blacked after this! No way, not ever!
I came hard--harder than I ever had before in my whole life.
My pussy convulsed around Greg's cock, my limbs spasmed in the air, and my tongue flailed around in his mouth.
"FUCKING AMAAAAAZING!!" I yelled into Greg's mouth. "YESSSS!! LOVE IT! YESSSSSSS!! CUMMMINGGGGG!! ARGGGHHHH!"
Greg followed soon after, his cock shooting inside me, pulse after pulse after pulse, shooting what felt like gallons of cum deep through my pussy--assuredly right into my womb.
The pulses were seismic. Like tsunamis of cum up inside me.
Greg's orgasm quickly triggered another orgasm in me. "YESSS!" I yelled. "AW FUCK!! I'm cumming!! I'm cumming AGAIN!!"
It was truly unbelievable. I'd been multi-orgasmic a couple of times before--with some of those athlete studs in college--but never in such rapid succession.
And a moment later, a bolt of further reality shot through my brain. "Shit!" I thought. "I'm certain to get pregnant from this! I bet I'm fertile enough--and that was like a gallon of cum!"
As I marinated on that notion, I had more thoughts. "YESSSS!" it shot through me. "YES! I *HOPE* I get pregnant from this! It would be so hot to have Greg's baby--especially as my first baby ever! Yes!! What an incredible male specimen to be bred by! Yes!! Aw, fuck! I hope he breeds me MULTIPLE TIMES!"
Ted's tongue was still on Greg's ass, lapping up his sweat and anal juices.
"That's enough, faggot." Greg barked. "Good job licking my nuts and ass through the whole thing but give it a rest now!"
Greg pulled out of me, his fabulous cock still hard and glistening with our combined fluids. He looked down at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "You did good, Melodie," he said. "That load should breed you alright. I'm happy with how things turned out. You should be too."
"Oh, absolutely, Greg! Ted had his shot and blew it. I'm thrilled that you might be the one to give me my first baby. Maybe even all of them?"
"We'll see, Melodie. Let's take it one step at a time. And don't forget, we've got another hole to break in tonight."
We took a small break for refreshments and then quickly got back to bed and making out, Greg and me.
Before long the gorgeous hung adonis was all revved up again, with his incredible chocolate phallus back at its full ten-plus inches.
Once again I was in awe of it.
I played with it with both hands, and even so, there was lots left over. It was truly amazing.



Just making out and holding Greg's cock in my hands was enough to get me incredibly revved up again and ready for more lovemaking with my incredible alpha black bull.
A mix of fear and excitement took hold of me as I thought about what was next.
I'd never taken a man in my ass before, and the idea of Greg, with his huge cock, claiming that virginity was both scary and incredibly hot.
I felt a mix of fear and excitement, knowing that this act would seal my transformation into Greg's "committed black-only breeding slut."
I took some deep breaths, trying to calm and center myself, as I prepared to embrace a new level of submission and--I prayed--also pleasure.
"Turn over and get on your hands and knees," Greg commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. I complied, quickly getting on my hands and knees, presenting myself rear to him.
Ted and Allison watched, their eyes wide with anticipation.
"Shoulders down and ass up, bitch!" Greg further ordered.
The massive adonis then positioned himself behind me and pressed his gigantic man-meat against my tight little asshole. "Holy shit!" I thought to myself. "His cock is rock-hard! It's as hard as if he hasn't fucked in days--even though we just fucked! Crap, this is one incredible stud!"
I took a deep breath, trying to relax as Greg began to push his immense cock into my cute little rear end.
It was slow and painful at first, but as his enormous phallus inched deeper, the discomfort morphed into pleasure--and absolutely intense pleasure at that!
"Fuck, you're tight, slut!" Greg groaned, his hands gripping my sexy hips tightly. "You're doing well, though, slut! Just relax a bit more... Relax a little bit more... Just relax and take it!"
I pushed back against him, and began to urge him deeper. "Yes!" I whimpered. "Yes, Greg! YES! YES! I LIKE IT! FUCK MY ASS! FUCK MY ASS DEEPER! FUCK MY ASS HARDER!"
The sensation was immense, a mix of pain and pleasure that sent shivers down my spine.
My perverted husband had asked me multiple times to fuck my ass, but I had always told Ted, "No way!"
With Greg, I of course knew that "no" was impossible. But what I didn't expect was how "right" it felt for him to fuck me in the ass.
I felt so incredibly dominated--"plundered" even.
And because Greg was so gorgeous, so strong, so masculine--I loved, loved, loved it.
It seemed natural to me to get ass-fucked by the hulking black adonis!
Getting fucked in the ass by such a perfect speciment of a man--it felt... like a compliment, even.
Greg began to move faster, his hips thrusting more aggressively, and his cock plunged deeper inside my bowels.
"Shit!" I thought. "I bet I'm taking most of him inside me! Holy fuck!"
Ted and Allison watched in awe, admiring Greg's and my super-hot coupling, their breath also ragged and gasping.
Allison's hand was between her legs, rubbing herself through her clothes as she watched Greg take my ass.
Ted begged Greg. "Greg, can I please jerk off? Please?"
"Not yet, faggot!" Greg barked. "Don't you dare touch yourself! Don't you fucking dare!"
"Yes, Master!" Ted replied. "Faggot understands. Faggot complies."
"Lick her pussy, Ted," Allison commanded, her voice raspy with desire. "Crawl underneath her and give her some 'clit care' while Greg fucks your wife's hot ass!"
Ted crawled up underneath me as ordered. I made way so that he could.
My husband's pants-covered crotch rested in front of my face and his face was at my crotch--like a 69 position except his crotch was covered.
Ted's crotch was at its most tented, from his cute little hard dicklet. "Shit!" I thought to myself, "My husband's dicklet sure is tiny compared to Greg! How did I ever make do with that tiny thing? Fuck!"
Ted quickly distracted me from those thoughts, though, as he got straight to work. My husband was of able service, actually, attending to my pussy with his mouth as he well knows how to do!
Ted's tongue quickly found my clit, and he nibbled, licked, and sucked it just how I like, as Greg continued to plunder my ass with his immense phallus.
The dual sensation was incredible. It was out of this world and in another whole galaxy!
It was almost too much to bear, and in just a minute, I came hard, my body convulsing around Greg's cock again.
"OH MY FUCKING GOD!! YESSSSS! UNNGGGGGHHHHHH! CUMMMING AGAAAAAAAAIN! FUCK YEAHHHH!!! CUMMINGGGG AGAAAAIN!!" I shouted.
Greg followed soon after, his hot cum filling my ass, further marking me as his.
He pulled out slowly, and I collapsed onto the bed, spent and sated.
I saw a big wet spot on Ted's pants. Boy, his precum had flowed all the way through his underwear and through his pants as well! Wow! That surprised me!
Ted's own release would have to wait though. We had all heard Greg deny him permission.
After another respite, Greg fucked me a couple of more times in the pussy. My orgasms started to come so easily, they were a blur. I became a stuttering, drooling mess of a woman, begging Greg to fuck me "more, harder, again!" and proclaiming that he should "never stop fucking me! You own my pussy now, Greg! Fuck me all the time! PLEASE!"
It was 4am when finally, Greg acknowledged that he was spent, and he and Allison excused themselves. "We're leaving now, bitch," he declared, "but we'll see you every night for thirty nights--as you committed... tomorrow it'll be 9pm."
"Oh, I look forward to it ever so much, Sir!" I coed. "Ever so much!"
"Good to hear, bitch. Good to hear."
Once Greg and Allison did leave, Ted begged me. "Mistress Melodie!" he whined. "Please! Please may I have some release!"
"Do you promise, husband, to keep allowing me to go black? Do you promise to support me going black-only and getting black-bred?"
"Yes!" he whimpered. "Yes, my love! Yes, my mistress! I support you going black! One-hundred percent. I *want* you to go black-only! You deserve it! It would be so hot! Please! Please go black-only! Please get black-bred!!"
"Very well then, cucky faggot. You may beat off then!" I said. "But you have to visualize Greg fucking me while you do it! Visualize Greg's amazing cock claiming your wife! Visualize him plundering my pussy and ass! Visualize him resizing me for blacks! Vizualize Greg BREEDING ME!! Go ahead! Stroke your little boi clit and imagine!"
"Oh, yes!" my Ted cried. "Oh, I can see it! I can see it from earlier! Fuck yes! Oh, thank you! Thank you for going black, mistress! Thank you for going black for us! Thank you for getting black-bred!! YESSSSSSSSSS! Unggggghhhh! YESSSSSSSS!"
He shouted out affirmations and gratitude as he came explosively. His cum sprayed more than I ever saw it spray before.
"You really liked that cum, you little faggot, didn't you?" I asked.
"Oh, yes, mistress! Thank you!" my husband responded.
"You can thank me by eating up the loads that are oozing out of my pussy and ass, faggot!"
"Oh! I would love to!" Ed responded--and he tried to approach my pussy with his mouth and tongue. I stopped him.
"Whoa, there, faggot! You haven't earned going down on me or even licking a load out of my ass! Go get a spoon... Yeah, go get a spoon, and I'll spoon feed you!"
I spoon fed Ed, and he was happy as a clam. I lost some respect for him, seeing how glad he was to be a black-cum-eating faggot, but I was also pleased to see him adjusting to his new situation. So I encouraged him. "Good job, cucky faggot! Good job--just a few more spoonfuls!"
It made Ed's little boi clit hard--between my humiliating narration and eating Greg's cum from a spoon--and I gave him one more "talk job" as he beat off before we went to sleep early that morning.
Of course, Greg had indeed made me cum well over the three-orgasm threshold to trigger my on-going "commitment." So, over the next month, Greg and Allison became a regular fixture in our lives, as I had promised they could.
I thought I came seven times that first night; Ted thinks it seemed like eight or nine!
Every night for the committed month, Greg came over and fucked me in two or sometimes all three of my holes, usually with Ted and Allison participating.
I loved it even more than I had ever dreamed. I felt so completely owned and possessed by the black stud.
"Fuck!" I would say to myself. "Being blacked is so incredible! Thank God my husband started us on this incredible journey! Thank God I opened up to Allison and she lent us Greg to bring Ted and me into this incredible new GALAXY of black cock! Fuck, do I love being a black-cock, black-breeding slut!"
I became a completely committed black-only slut just three nights in. "Yes!" I shouted when Greg asked me to go black only on the third night. "Yes! I commit! No more white cocks EVER! Black-only for me! Black-breeding-only forever!! UNGGGGHHHHH!! YESSSS!!" I came as I made my pledge.
Ted's submission also deepened, and he found himself growing more and more enthusiastic with his role of submissive faggot cuckold.
Greg allowed my husband to suck his BBC clean between our fucks, and he allowed Ted to fluff his BBC back to hardness to boot--all while Greg made out with me.
Ted loved it. "Oh, Master!" he'd say. "Thank you for allowing me to suck you clean of my wife's juices! Thank you for fucking her so well! Thank you for letting me suck you to hardness then to fuck her again!"
"No problem, faggot," Greg would reply, matter-of-factly. "It gives your wife a nice little rest to have you suck me off instead of her between fucks, so it's all good."
Two weeks into the month, Greg decided it was time for Ted to experience the full submission. He bent Ted over the back of the sofa, his ass exposed and vulnerable.
Ted knew this was coming. He knew because I waxed his ass earlier in the day on behalf of Greg.
There was only one obvious reason that I would do that. And Ted had put it together straight away. "Oh my God!" he had squealed, like a girl. "Fuck! Master Greg is going to fuck my boi pussy today, Mistress?! Isn't he?! Why else would he have you wax my bottom?! OH. MY GOD!! I am sooooo excited!! It's going to complete my 'submission'!! YESS!! FUCK, YES!!"
"I'm so happy for your, faggot husband," I said drily. "You're finally realizing your real purpose, I know."
When the moment arrived that evening, and he was about to get ass-fucked, Ted was nervous, but also incredibly aroused. His little boi clit was already hard just from thinking about it--we all saw as he got naked and into position.
Greg lubed my husband up briefly with a couple of fingers and some vaseline, the he pushed his massive chocolate cock in slowly. Immediately, Ted began to moan.
"Oh my God!" Ted groaned. "This is so amazing! This is so fucking good! Oh, God! I love it! Master Greg, your cock feels so 'right' up inside my boi pussy! Please fuck me harder! PLEASE!"
When Greg reached about eight inches up inside my husband's ass, Ted came hard, his little boi dicklet shooting off--spraying all over our sofa--without even anybody touching it, just from the excitement of receiving Greg's cock deep inside his boi pussy.
Yes, getting fucked by Greg was enough to make Ted pop off quickly in a huge cum.
"OH. MY. GOD!! MASTER! YESSSSS!! SO AMAZING!! YESSSSS!! OH. FUCK. YESSSSSS!! YESSSSSS!!" Ted shouted as he came.
Ted's body shook and shook as his little boi clit sprayed cum all over the sofa, seeming to coat it. "Guess we'll be cleaning these cushions tomorrow!" I thought to myself.
It turned me on, too. Watching Ted's cum spray from ass-fucking proved out that he was a submissive BBC faggot now--and I fingered myself to an orgasm as I watched. A small little cum, but nice nonetheless!
Yes, I loved, loved, loved seeing my husband prove out through his massive cums while he welcomed BBC in his boi pussy that he was a true, dedicated BBC white faggot cuckold. Through and through!
I always came easily while watching it--not deep cums like from black-cock, but nice, poignant, emotional cums!
Ted would confess to me privately that he, too, felt incredibly fulfilled. "Melodie," he would explain. "I know you're an incredibly beautiful, sexy wife. By all rights I should be more attracted to you than anything... I don't really understand it, but somehow... well, big black cock is just so VERY magnetic... there's something so powerful about it... something so sexy and strong... it's like the peak of everything sexual... I just feel compelled to be close to big black cocks--compelled to SERVE them. Thank you for understanding how obsessed I've become with enormous black dicks. Thank you so very much!"
"I understand, my husband," I'd reply. "As clearly I feel the same way! No, I don't begrudge you your BBC obsession at all! Far from it. Rather, I think it's quite the turn on. And I feel even closer to you--if that's possible--now that we're obsessed with big black cocks together, sharing the same focus. Yes--I feel even closer."
"Oh, good, Mistress!" my husband would respond. "I'm so relieved we're on the same wavelength!"
Then, something happened to me about three weeks into the month. It was an odd experience.
After I watched Greg ass fuck my husband for the third or fourth time, it's almost like something popped in my brain.
I remember feeling a little burst of euphoria as Greg made Ted spray a load from his little dicklet all around the room for, say, the fourth time.
Allison was eating me out as I watched.
She also jammed three fingers inside me and played with me just so.
"SHIIIIIIITTT!" I screamed. "FUCKING AMAAAZINGGGG!! UNGGHHH! CUMMMMMINGG NOWWWWWWW!! Unnnggg!! Arggh!! Unggggggh!!"
I came so big I saw stars. Allison looked up at me pleased with myself.
Shortly I took a break. I walked down the hall. I paused at a full length mirror and looked at myself. I don't think I had ever seen myself quite the same way before. Allison's words echoed in my mind, "You're a goddess, Melodie. Embrace it."
I saw nothing in the mirror but an incredibly hot and sexy woman. A near perfect female form. A gorgeous face. An obviously aroused body. Nipples out and proud. Labia puffy. Breathing heavy.
I noticed my thought patterns were different than a few weeks earlier. I was profoundly different. My thoughts were changed, shifted, transformed.
Gone was my insecurity. Gone were my self doubts.
Where I'd been shy, tentative, unsure before, now I just saw myself as "confident, gorgeous woman"--yes, submissive to big black cock. Yes also, horny, perverted, and dominant to my faggot husband.
A deep and profound confidence had replaced what had previously been my insecure, shy, and milquetoasty spirit.
"I'm hot enough to hold the interest of this fabulous alpha black adonis!" I said to myself. "Clearly, I am a smoking hot and desirable woman! No more insecure bs. It's gone!"
Who knew?! Who knew that becoming a big black cock slut--a black-only, black-breeding slut--could transform a girl?
I was a BBC slut--but it felt like a choice, like a self-confident and mature choice.
Well--that was interesting to note! That was an unexpected aspect of my journey.
By the end of the month, as Allison had foretold, I was well beyond black-only.
I was black-pregnant with Greg's baby, for one thing.
For another, my newly self-confident self had nonetheless pledged to have as many black babies as Greg might like.
"Please, Master Greg!" I begged. "Please breed me a lot! Please breed me three, four, even five times!"
Even as I felt strong inside, I was mission focused. And I was not beyond begging.
"I would like that, slut. Sounds like a plan," he would respond, mildly.
"I live to give you children, My Love!" I proclaimed assertively--not fully caring if the feelings were reciprocated. They were my feelings, and I was entitled to them either way, was how I felt about it.
"Good. That's nice." Greg would say in return, never promising me his love--that remained clearly reserved for Allison.
The absence of his love in return was humiliating, deeply humiliating--but I relished it. "Not just any woman can handle this kind of disconnect," I told myself. "To love and worship an incredibly gorgeous black bull and to have only his part time interest in return--but I, Melodie, am strong. I, Melodie, can handle it!"
Greg had gone well beyond converting me merely to "black-only"--rather I became his "committed--and loving--black-only breeding slut."
Ted, too, was converted much more fully to BBC than we had initially expected.
In the space of a month, Ted was almost fully gay.
My husband's sexual wiring had changed. It got so that he could achieve orgasm only when servicing black cock with his mouth or his ass.
Ted barely had any interest even in watching me with Greg. He was obsessed instead with BBC and how he could next get one in his mouth or up his ass.
Greg had found several horny friends who were willing to come by and use Ted--both his mouth and his boi pussy--throughout the month.
The sight of Ted getting roughly ass-fucked by a massive BBC became nearly routine!
BBC-ass fucking would always make my husband's little dicklet spray out around the room--a wild, urgent, voluminous spray. And always it was without him touching himself--or anyone's reach-around!
It was a marvel to watch, truly.
Greg and Allison explained to us that maybe one in a hundred white faggot cuckolds would spray so much--and just from getting plowed in their boi pussy. We should consider ourselves blessed.
It turned me on so much to watch, I definitely thought it was a blessing!
Ted's tiny dicklet spraying out his little boi cum voluminously wasn't too different from a very horny girl squirting, it seemed to me. And it was incredibly erotic to observe. Sublime even!
It would always stimulate me to another level of horniness to see my husband's petite dicklet spray around the room, and I'd do everything I could to have a good view of it.
If a BBC were in my mouth and throat, and I heard Ted's tell tale "yelp" from initial penetration by a BBC, I'd have my BBC move around to my ass. A girl has her tricks!
As for Greg's BBC pals, just as he predicted, yes, they wanted to "tap" me, too.
But Greg succeeded in lending out only my mouth and ass for the first month, until we were sure I was pregnant with Greg's child.
My pussy was off limits because any other fertility regulation (a condom or whatever!) was out of the question, and Greg was busy making sure I was pregnant.
Openly, I'm so sexy and got so quickly skilled in servicing BBC, that any black man who stopped in was beyond delighted for me to offer them either my mouth or ass!
No one gave Greg a bad time that they had to wait to tap my pussy!
Greg's dozen or so friends who used Ted and me were a mix in terms of how they looked. Short. Tall. Thin. Fat. Handsome. Plain. And some were downright ugly!
The two ugliest guys--Sledge and Dirk, I think were their names--had the largest cocks of the whole crew: eleven-inches and nearly as thick as a soda bottle.
Their ugly looks paired with their truly gargantuan cocks made Sledge and Dirk an astronomical turn-on to service. I could only take them partway in my mouth, throat or ass--but all of us still enjoyed it. "I bet my pussy will stretch to take them whole," I told myself. "Yes! It really should! Fuck! Fuck, I can hardly wait!"
When you service an ugly man just because he has a giant chocolate cock and your black alpha master expects you to--well, you know you're a diehard black-cock slut then for sure!
That knowledge--knowing that I was an inveterate black-only slut--it really amped up the sensuality of the moment. It was 100% "next level"!
I'd think, "What if Greg eventually has one of these ugly thugs knock me up? I could never stop it! Fuck! I could have the ugliest-ass black baby! Shit! And all because I'm an addicted and dedicated black-breeding-slut! FUCK! Fuck, that would be disgusting--and hot!!"



Just thinking about future pregnancy risk from those ugly mother-f*ckers would make me juice more!
Both Ted and I were clear that we had become big-black-cock sluts--each in our own way. It was well beyond obvious! We were BBC junkies!
As the month came to a close, Greg and Allison stood in our living room, their arms around each other. They brought out some champagne and handed out glasses and toasted us.
"Here's to you two sluts!" Allison said, a wide smile on her face. "You've both done so well this whole month! Melodie, you're officially a black-only breeding slut now. And Ted, you're a proud BBC faggot cuckold, now gay to the core... Greg and I are so happy for you both!"
"Yes!" Greg added. "Good work, kids. Here's to you!"
We all toasted and took a sip.
Then I looked at Ted, and he looked back at me, a mix of emotions in his eyes. We had both changed so much, and yet, we were still together, stronger than ever in our own perverted way.
"Boo," my husband started to toast also, his glass raised, though out of turn for a submissive faggot. "Everyone! I know I'm out of line to speak up... But I just need to tell my beloved--my dear wife-- I'm so proud of you, dear! I'm so proud of you for having the openmindedness, the courage, the creativity to go black--to go black-only--and to get black-bred. Not a lot of women would be so bold to chase their erotic dreams-- my dreams, too, sure... but still. And I'm so very proud of you!"
"Aw!" I replied, lovingly and with deep appreciation. "Thank you, my beloved faggot husband! And I'm proud of you, too! Not many men would have your bravery either, the bravery to empower a wife like me, the bravery to follow their own true faggot path, to become gay and submissive also to BBC. I'm proud of you, too!"
Then, I invited Ted to eat Greg's cum out of my pussy for the first time ever.
I'd just confirmed that I was pregnant, and I thought as a submissive my husband would secretly relish it if I told him in a way that was humiliating. I would enjoy humiliating him, too!
"Come, dear faggot husband," I said sweetly, my heart pulsing in anticipation of the dramatic reveal. "Come eat Greg's load for my pussy for the first time! It's a special night for another reason, and I want you to honor it with me in a special way."
I stepped slowly out of my panties, letting Ted's anticipation build, and lay back on the sofa. My heart raced, as I knew this re-connection--my husband's first contact with my pussy in weeks--would be meaningful and charged for me, too.
Ted eagerly dove in, as I stroked his hair and guided him around my swollen, hard-fucked vagina which was oozing from three loads from Greg earlier that evening.
It was a truly poignant moment, as I had expected, to offer Ted this reconnection and to start to realize it.
I'd gotten Greg's permission in advance if you're wondering--no way I would defy my black master!
"Good boy!" I said, as I gently guided him, and lovingly caressed the side of his head. "Good faggot husband! Lick up that cum... Lick up our master's cum! Lick up our BABY DADDY'S CUM!"
Ted looked up at me wide-eyed for a moment. Bewildered. Stunned at the situation and unable to speak.
"That's right, faggot," I said, peering down at him--beeming with pride, happiness, and joy. "I'm pregnant! My first little black bun is in the oven! I know you're excited, too-- I can feel it! Beat off as you eat me! Spray out your approval! Do it! Do it now! Show all of us how happy you are with a nice big mess cum out of your little boi clit! Do it now!"
And after just a couple of minutes of sucking the cum from my sloppy pussy, my husband did it. He came--he came in a giant orgasm.
Ted's boi clit sprayed copiously all over the carpet, as he moaned out an orgasm. Then, as is required of him, he thanked me. "Oh, mistress!" he said, happily, "Thank you! Thank you for making me cum! Thank you for the happy news! It's our destiny! Fulfilled at last!"
I smiled back--my heart bursting with love and contentment. "I couldn't agree more, my faggot husband! I couldn't agree more! I have a feeling a lot of black babies are my and our destiny!"
Allison and Greg watched us beneficently. When I peered up and saw them smiling at me, as Ted assiduously resumed eating my pussy, I exploded in orgasm, too. "YESSS!!" I yelled. "YESSSS!! BLACK PREGNANT AT FUCKING LAST!! OH, GOD FUCKING YESS!! EAT ME FAGGOT I'M ALMOST THERE!! EAT MEEEEE FAGGOT!! OH, GOD YESSSS!! OH FUCK!! YESSSSS!! ARRRRGGHHHHHHHHH!!"
Watching us had gotten Greg turned on again, and he then fucked my ass in celebration.
"Fuck, you have a hot ass, Melodie!" Greg moaned out in approval as he filled my bowels with his enormous phallus. "Fuck, yes! God, I looooove your hot little ass! Take it! Take my cock deep, bitch! Fuck, yeah!"
I loved having Greg deep, deep inside me. "Yes!!" I thought to myself. "He's owning me! My black alpha bull is owning me but good! FUCK! FUCK! I love, love, love it!!"
Within only a few minutes, Greg came--deep in my bowels--his fourth cum of the night. "OH MY GOD, MELODIE!! YESSSS! FUCK!! OH MY GOD!! YOUR ASS IS SO AMAAAAAAAZINGGGG!! YESSS!! FUCKKK YEAHHH!! MMMFFF!!"
Greg's cum triggered my own, quieter little cum that night, as I'd refrained from fingering myself so I could be more focused on my black lover's satisfaction than on my own.
A few moments after he finished cumming, Greg withdrew. And I knew what was expected.
Ted and I alternated, and tonight it was my turn--for "ass-to-mouth."
I plopped Greg's cock--still covered with my ass juices--lovingly into my mouth and gently sucked it clean. He loved it so much, I no longer even found it disgusting. It got Greg almost all the way hard again--but after four cums in a night, even he needed a break.
"Thanks, bitch," he said. "You can rest now. I'll give you another load in the morning."
"Thank you, Master!" I replied. "Bitch looks forward to it!"
Then, we all got some sleep.
Me? I dreamt of big black cocks--what else! 🙂
Ted's and my journey had well and started, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take us next. Only eight months more to our first black baby--that much I knew!
How many more babies after that? That part was a mystery.
And--now that I was definitely pregnant--Greg was going to open up my pussy to his mammoth-cocked friends! I could hardly wait! Especially for those two ugly guys, Sledge and Dirk, with the mammoth eleven-inchers. Fuck--that was going to be special!
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Hey, I'm Nick, and my incredibly sexy wife is Carolyn. We met just eighteen months ago, fell in love quickly, and were married nine months ago-encouraged by Carolyn's mom, who was hoping to be made a grandmother as soon as possible.
I'm just over forty, and Carolyn, 32. Neither of us with any kids from our "starter" marriage that we each had been through
I'm an ordinary nice-looking white guy. Carolyn, by contrast, is a stunner. 5'8", 34B-24-36, amazing long red curls, an incredibly hot juicy ass, and an adorable face.
My wife's tits may be on the small side, but her ass is literally unrivaled-sculpted and sculpture worthy. Her ass is muscular and just a little bit fatty, all at the same time. She-and more specifically, her ass-are constantly getting stares. Especially, the stares come any time my wife wears pants and most of the time she wears dresses, to boot.
Carolyn also has a great personality. Cheerful, sweet, bright-mostly shy but with a bit of mischievousness.
How she ended up picking me to wed, I think will always be partly a mystery. Yeah, I'm smart, nice-looking, and successful. Still, I do feel as though I won the mating "lotto" this second time around, and I sure was praying our marriage would be forever.
I suspect that I came close enough to being the "whole package" for Carolyn's requirements as she was beginning to feel herself wanting very badly to start a family. And, luckily for me, I met my wife when she was done being a perfectionist, insisting on checking every single fantasy box on the mental checklist that we all know women have.
For my part, I thought we had a great relationship-still do-and the only thing that gnawed at me when this story started was our sex life. While for me, our sex was truly incredible and unbelievably satisfying-I could tell that for Carolyn, it was not quite the same. No, I didn't think she was faking orgasms. I thought she had real ones. But they seemed to me on the "shallow" side, not as robust or gratifying as one would hope for.
I'd try to open a conversation with my wife now and again about trying to improve our sex life so she might enjoy it more, and any time I did, she'd shut it down with attestations and protestations about how happy and satisfied she was, and that she didn't want to get into anything kinky or discussing our fantasies. It was a very sweetly delivered stone wall, but it was a stone wall nonetheless.
I didn't expect a perfect marriage either-and I found ours nearly perfect-so this imperfect sex life (what man doesn't want his wife to be fully and deeply gratified sexually, right?!) nagged away at me in the background more than causing me substantial distress.
Or so I thought. I thought the nagging in the background-to see my Carolyn were profoundly sexually fulfilled-was minor and merely nagging.
But after a time, it turned out to fuel a whole fantasy life for me. A fantasy life of my wife being much better fulfilled sexually-a fantasy life of her being fulfilled by gigantic black cocks, while I watched-relieved of the pressure to perform.
I'd long enjoyed interracial porn and erotica, and when my wife seemed less than totally fulfilled, I'll admit that I turned to it a little bit more to distract me. At least in porn, I could see women who reminded me of my Carolyn thoroughly enjoying themselves-or seeming to do so.
It was a small seed of a fantasy life at first. I didn't watch porn all that much or read erotica all that often.
My desire to see Carolyn get blacked-blacked but good-might never have grown larger than, say, a modest size shrub had no opportunity interceded.
We'd moved to a new Southwestern city, excited to build a new life together, away from prior baggage for us both, and near where Carolyn's widowed Mom had recently moved for the weather.
We started off in a cheerful cul de sac of fancy homes, thanks to my high income and Carolyn having inherited.
Marvin was our sociable neighbor directly across from us. He-a bachelor-and I often chatted by his mailbox or ours. Both of us are natural extroverts, and both of us are in technology sales.
Marvin is an extremely tall-probably about 6'3"--well-muscled, and handsome milk-chocolate-colored black man.
I couldn't help but notice an extra-large bulge at his crotch. "Shit!" I thought to myself. "Marvin must be packing the proverbial "big black cock." Lucky stud! I sure wish I was gifted with one of those!"
Maybe the third or fourth time I was chatting with him, listening to him recount the latest initiatives at the office, I realized I was getting distracted- getting distracted by the thought of him fucking my tall, redheaded gorgeous wife!
"Uh-oh" I thought to myself, "Too much interracial porn over the years! Now I can't even be friendly with a black guy without imagining him fucking my very own wife?! Shit!"
Later, as I pondered the encounter, I showed myself more grace. "Hey," I thought. "It's only natural. I've read that in the presence of a physically superior male, most men would wonder about him having sex with their mate... Yes, my reaction was only natural!"
Over time, my horny thoughts about Marvin with my wife only grew. They blossomed into full-on fantasies even.
After a few weeks, I couldn't even have sex with my gorgeous wife without imagining Marvin fucking her.
And if I tried to beat off, I'd imagining Marvin fucking Carolyn then, to boot!
I'd think about how incredible it would be to see Marvin and Carolyn thoroughly intertwined. First making out. Then, the clothes come off, and they are groping and fondling one another.
Finally, I'd imagine Marvin plowing my Carolyn deep and hard, again and again, in multiple positions.
I'd visualize her shouts of joy and climax. His grunts of exertion and groans of satisfaction. Them grasping and pawing each other as they would suck and fuck for hours.
Yes, I imagined them going all night. Marv would start with a condom, Carolyn would pull it off.
And then-after fucking twice and still being horny-Carolyn would even excuse herself to yank out her IUD. Maybe her removing her own IUD wasn't even possible, but in my deviant fantasies, I daydreamed that she could do it!
"Wow! This interracial cuckolding kink is powerful with me!" I realized. "I guess I have to decide-do I want to get therapy for it, or do I want to try to see it realized?"
For several weeks, I was conflicted. I couldn't make up my mind.
I slept lighter than usual. I was stressed and anxious about the potential outcomes.
Something inside told me that this was a profound crossroads: if I pursued the cuckolding path, my marriage, my whole life could be forever changed.
If my wife went for it, she might very well like black cock better, maybe even a whole lot better, than my little white dick. And I could forever be a cuckold. Maybe even a sexless cuckold. Did I want that? Could I handle that?
And if Carolyn didn't go for it, she might forever lose respect for me, and it could create a huge rift in our relationship, one that might never be fully repaired.
So trying to get Carolyn to go black would certainly be a risky endeavor, a very risky one.
On the other hand, I'd read about how hard it was to get de-programmed from a sexual kink through therapy. If I tried therapy, it could be a long battle. Potentially a lifelong battle. And I might permanently be sexually frustrated, permanently fighting.
Or I might fight the kinky urges for a time and then succumb later anyway-in which case all the time and expense in fighting it would have been for naught.
Finally-I decided on something that seemed to me like a compromise: I would try to bring Marvin more into our lives, for the two of us, and see how things evolved. Maybe Carolyn could decide for me, in essence.
Maybe if I could get Marvin-who didn't have a serious girlfriend of any kind-in front of Carolyn and "on offer" for her, things would decide themselves.
YES! That seemed like the best option. Hopefully it would at least preclude a big rift between my wife and me-and it would be easier than keeping on trying to fight my urge to see her get blacked-specifically, blacked by Marvin.
I also realized that, unfortunately, I'm not that clever. While I'm a good sales guy, a lot of that for me came from being kind, earnest, and a good listener—I'm not at all skilled at manipulation. Far from it. So coming up with a more specific plan seemed beyond me.
Then, in an extremely lucky break, as I was in my third or fourth day pondering on a plan, Carolyn walked by Marvin and me, while the two of us were chatting, on her way into the house-and I noticed Marvin eying my wife's incredibly enticing hot ass longer than usual.
I decided right then that I should call him on it. That it could be my hook into seeing him fuck Carolyn-and perhaps even becoming her regular lover.
Before Marvin's eyes left my wife's delicious ass, I spoke up: "She's got a real hot ass, doesn't she, Marv?"
I shocked him with my directness, and he began to stammer apologetically. "Oh, man, Nick! I'm sorry! I didn't mean to gawk at your wife! It was totally by accident! I'm so sorry!"
"Hey, no need to apologize!" I responded. "It happens constantly to us. It's only natural-after all, my wife is incredibly hot, don't you think?"
"Uh..." Marvin wasn't sure how to reply. "Should I sense a trap?"
"No, not at all! We're good friends now. It's an earnest question! You do think Carolyn's really hot, don't you?" I leaned in, shifting to a whisper.
Marvin leaned toward me and mirrored my soft voice. "Let's put it this way, Nick... You are one incredibly lucky man, Nick. Very lucky!"
"Thanks, Marv! Yes I am! You're quite right."
Now, I took a big gulp before taking a bold leap. "But let me ask you, if I may... I know you don't have a serious girlfriend now or anything... If I told you it was okay with me- really, even more than okay- would you like to fuck her?"
"Shit, man! You serious?" Marvin whisper-yelled. I was a little worried he might be overheard and get Carolyn's attention.
"Serious as a heart attack"
"Okay, listen then. There are things to discuss. You're my friend, and you need to know what you're getting yourself into here. How about a beer downtown tomorrow after work? We can discuss."
"Sure thing."
"Great, man. See you then!"
I was the happiest I'd been in weeks. I'd finally acted and taken a first concrete step to realize my intense, incredibly compelling fantasy: I'd told my black adonis friend, Marvin, with a huge BBC bulge, that I wanted him to fuck my wife, my incredibly sexy and alluring wife.
I was over the moon and excited. I felt like such a man of action.
Even if the "action" was in the direction of becoming a submissive beta cuck to blacks, it was my decision to do so, my life choice.
A feeling of euphoria washed through me and stayed with me right through to my beer with Marvin the next evening.
Marv gave me a warm welcome at the pub. Always such a nice guy, full of warmth and positive energy. We covered the usual topics. Work. Business news. Politics.
I'm sure Marvin could tell I was feeling a little bit sheepish about what I'd propositioned the day before: The possibility of him fucking my wife. Yeah, he could tell.
This time, he took the lead. "So, Nick," he began. "We can't avoid it forever. You know, the reason that we're meeting up here tonight. Right?"
"Yeah, that's right."
"You really want me to fuck your wife, Nick?"
"Oh. So. Badly, Marvin! You have no idea."
"Alrighty! Alrighty... And has Carolyn ever gone black before? Has she ever been blacked?"
"I don't think so, Marvin. I mean... I've never asked her directly, but she seems like a conservative girl, and she says she just had long-term boyfriends before me... It's possible one of them was black, but it never came up... And you know how it is if you marry a pretty woman, right?"
"I'm not sure, Nick... What do you mean?"
"You don't ask questions about her past unless you're confident you want the answer! And so I've not asked her too many questions!"
"Ha! Smart man! Smart man!"
"Thanks, Marv... Once in a while I figure something out."
Marvin chuckled, clearly amused by the situation.
"Well, Nick, I appreciate your style, and you seem to be serious about this, but I should tell you what will happen if you allow me to seduce and fuck your Carolyn... Do you want to know what I think will happen?"
"Yeah, Marvin. That's why we're here," I responded. "Definitely. Go ahead and tell me."
"I think she'll get the best fucking she's ever had... Better than she ever imagined. Better than anything she ever dared dream of."
"Yeah?"
"Oh, yeah... And she's going to love it. She's going to love my big black cock-and how I use it-and she's going to wonder how she ever waited so long to go black... And she's going to want my immense black cock again and again... And you're not going to get in the way of that... We're going to make sure you will never get in the way of that, or we're not going to move forward. We're going to need insurance."
"Insurance?"
"Yeah... I'm going to need insurance that once I fuck your dear, beloved, gorgeous Carolyn that you will never get in the way of her fucking me as much as she and I both will want... She's going to want to fuck me a lot. And vice versa. She's my favorite type... I love tall redheads with a hot ass... I'm especially an ass man, and Carolyn's-as you know-is one to die for! None of my current steady fucks right now have your wife's 'qualifications.' Also, I really get off on fucking the daylights out of a sweet white wife... Especially as a black man... It feels like a kind of reparations... Very sweet! And while my friendship for you would have kept your wife off limits, with you opening the door for me to fuck her, all bets are now off... I'm going to want to fuck your wife, oh two, three, or four times a week."
"Shit! That might leave her too fucked out for me!"
"Oh, I'm certain that she'll totally lose interest in your little boi clit."
"Little boi clit? Ouch! That's mean!"
"And factual. How do you think a typical little white penis seems compared to an eleven-inch black cock? What have you got, a thin six inches?"
"Something like that," I responded. I wasn't going to say out loud that I was even smaller-only five inches.
"Yeah, a little boi clit, it sure sounds like."
"OK! Okay! Fair! And how does this 'insurance' work?"
"Simple, man. Very simple. But put that beer down. I don't want you spitting anything out when I tell you."
"Uh... okay."
"You sure you're ready? It's going to shock you."
"Yeah, go ahead. I'm ready."
"You're going to suck my cock while I film it."
"What?! What the fuck, man?!?"
"You heard me. I know you heard me."
"Yeah, I heard you... but how is that supposed to be insurance?"
"Oh, simple... If you fuck up, if you interfere with me and Carolyn fucking after we get started, I'm going to send the video-and still photos-to all your professional contacts... You'll be ruined in your industry."
"No shit!"
"Yup. I've been down this road before. This isn't my first rodeo with this kind of thing."
"Really?"
"Yeah... you'd be surprised how common this fantasy is with you white bois... Real common... I failed to take precautions like this at first. I invested tons of energy and planning and only got to fuck a white slutwife just once... Even though she wanted it again, the husband got in the way... I told myself, 'never again!' You see, it's a lot of work to seduce a devoted, sexy white wife... They don't jump right out of their clothes like in the pornos. It's work. And, yeah... I did all this work and only got laid once. It really sucked."
"I see. That makes a lot of sense that that would be really annoying!" I agreed.
Marvin continued. "So since then, I've got a different approach. The 'insurance approach.'"
"Wow!" I responded. "You do this so much you have a whole 'approach'?"
"Sort of," Marv acknowledged. "Seeing as this isn't my only way of getting laid, and I am pretty selective in terms of white wives, this will only be my fifth time, and it will be my fourth time with the 'insurance approach.' Yes sir!"
"Shit!" I said. "And it doesn't gross you out to have a guy suck your cock?"
"Actually, Nick, I guess you know a secret about me now, too, my man... I'm a little bit bi... But I only dig being a 'top.' You know what a 'top' is, my man, don't you?"
"Uh... I'm not sure I've heard the term before," I confessed, "but I can guess."
"Good, Nick. I'm sure you've got the right idea... Or you will soon enough! Ha!"
"So, you're really going to enjoy me blowing you, Marvin?"
"Yeah... I ain't gonna lie... Guys are better at giving head than girls... Guys know what a cock really likes... Plus there's the power dynamic... Yeah, I'm going to like you blowing my BBC, Nick. Yes. I. Cer. Tain. Ly. Will!"
"Wow! Really?"
"Yeah, really! And, frankly, if you're anything like the other three whitey cuckolds, you'll *REALLY* get into sucking on my BBC, and you'll quickly get very good at it!"
"Shit!" I said. "I'm not sure if I can do this."
"I understand, man. And you don't have to decide right now. In fact, it's best if you don't. I don't want any bad feelings between us. You should go think about this whole thing and then let me know... Oh, and besides sucking my cock-you're going to have to accept that our friendship will be changed... We won't be pals quite the same anymore... You'll need to accept being 'subordinate.' You need to think over whether this will work for you... Why don't you tell me in, say, a week?"
"A week?" I asked, rhetorically. "Yeah. That sounds reasonable. Do you want to meet here again?"
"Nah. Not necessary. You can text me your answer, and if it's affirmative, you'll sneak out of the house after Carolyn goes to sleep, walk across to my place, and you can blow me right that same day. A week from now, I'll be in town."
From there, we pivoted to some pleasantries and said our goodnights. We drove back to the cul de sac together, both of us pretty quiet. It was tricky to think of what else there might be to say.
That night, Carolyn wasn't feeling well, and went to bed early. I was anxious and couldn't settle myself to go to bed easily.
Like I often did in such a situation, I turned to porn with my wife unavailable. "A good cum will settle me down, I bet," I said to myself.
As I was surfing porn, I had an idea for the first time. "Hmm. With Marvin wanting me to blow him, why don't I read some gay interracial erotica, maybe watch some gay porn. Maybe that will help me sort out how hard this 'insurance payment' will be for me to make," I thought.
I was astounded, taken truly aback.
Interracial gay erotica turned me on immensely!
Gay BBC erotica turned me on so much, in fact, that I didn't even get to any video before I had an amazing cum-a huge cum from reading about a situation very similar to my own: a white guy blowing a big black cock adonis so that he would fuck his wife.
I loved, loved, loved it! And *that* was something for me to digest-to process.
"Wow!" I thought. "I guess the situation is pretty exciting to me-even the idea of blowing a BBC to get it to happen. Like in the story. Paying 'homage,' like they called it. Yes! Yes, I think I *will* pay homage to Marvin's BBC! Yes, I will!"


The very next day, I texted Marvin my answer. "The answer is 'yes!'" I texted, simply, as soon as I'd finished my most pressing tasks at the office that afternoon.
"Thanks for letting me know, faggot." began his reply. "But it's too soon."
My stomach dropped. Faggot? He was really going to call me that.
"Faggot?" I texted back.
"Yeah, faggot," his next text read. "That's your name now. You'll answer to it, and you'll call me Sir or Master. Understood?
"For real?"
"Do you want me to black your wife or not?"
"Fine! Okay, Sir!"
"That's better, faggot. You'll get the hang of it."
"So I've decided. Can I come over tonight... Master?"
"Nope, faggot. Like I said, it's too soon. But if you ask me really nicely, I'll send you a photo of my hard cock for you to drool over."
"Yes, please, Sir! Master, please send me a photo of your hard cock!"
"As you wish, faggot. As you wish!"
A moment later, a picture of the most beautiful cock I'd ever seen came through by text. "Whoa!" I realized. "I just thought this cock was 'beautiful'! That's telling!"
Yes, Marvin's incredible eleven-inch mocha colored phallus looked gorgeous to me. Not just "impressive." Not just "amazing." Nor even "incredible." It looked beautiful!
It was rock hard and next to both a ruler and can of coke. It was all of eleven inches, and perhaps a shade longer! "Wow, that's immense!" was my thought.
It truly was immense, Marvin's BBC.
At eleven-inches hard and more than half as thick as a coke can is wide, it was incredible.
It reminded me of Ricky Johnson's cock-I'm sure you know Ricky from porn, too, if you're reading this! Young fellow. Mocha brown-like Marvin. Long cock as straight as a ruler.
Marvin sent me a couple of other shots. In all of them, his cock was ramrod straight. Yup. Just like Ricky's.
"Shit!" I realized. "I'm salivating! Shit-I must be a faggot for BBC just like Marvin's been saying! Fuck! Shit! Maybe that's part of why I've been craving seeing Carolyn get blacked-it's partly a way for me to express my gay side? Fuck! Who knew?!"
"Fuck!" I thought further. "My little dicklet is hard now! Damn it! I'd better think of something to turn my thoughts elsewhere. I'm at the office, for chrissake!"
I know: "'Margaret Thatcher Naked In Winter! Margaret Thatcher Naked in Winter!'" I'd seen it in a movie, I can't remember which anymore, it was so long ago now, and it had become my go-to mental mantra for turning my thoughts away from sex. As always, it worked!
Carolyn didn't know it, but when I made love with her in the course of the ensuing week, I was always-yes, always-visualizing Marvin's hard cock in my head. Sometimes it would be Carolyn sucking on it. Sometimes, Carolyn would even be fucking it! Other times, yes-it would be me... I would be blowing Marvin's amazing, humongous, and gorgeous BBC! Yummy!
I texted Marvin a few times, hoping to accelerate the "Big Day."
But-as he promised: No dice!
Finally the promised day arrived, a full seven days after we met at the pub. It was the following Tuesday, and Marvin texted me in the afternoon. "Hey, faggot. You ready to start your real life's purpose today? You ready to go gay with my BBC?"
"What? What do you mean 'life's purpose' and 'go gay,' Marvin?"
"First of all, faggot- mind your manners. It's MASTER Marvin for you, and don't you forget it. That's your last warning. Mess up again, and I'll have to bruise you next time I see you. Second of all, yes, I mean 'go gay.' After you've sucked my BBC, you'll almost certainly want more. Happens. All. The. Time. And even if you don't go gay with my BBC immediately, if you want me to black Carolyn, you got to agree to suck BBC on demand- mine or my friends'. And you'll be a faggot for BBC before you know it. Yes you will."
"But Master, you said you only needed me to blow you for insurance!"
"Listen, faggot. Maybe that's what I first said. I don't give a damn. This is what I'm telling you now. You *are* going to become gay for BBC if you want me to blacken your wife... Don't be confused. Don't think of it as a *threat*! Think of it as a *promise*! I'm not telling you that you have to be become a BBC faggot- I'm telling you that after sucking as much BBC as I require, that you *WILL* become a BBC faggot."
I wasn't sure what to type, I hesitated.
Marvin broke the texting silence. "Do you understand me, faggot?"
I knew better than to pause longer. "Yes, Master. Faggot understands," I typed back.
"Good, faggot. Good. So what's your answer? Are you in? Or are you out? I got other hot white women I can fuck besides your Carolyn- or I could fuck her and never, ever let you watch."
"Master, I have to see you fuck Carolyn! I *must*!"
"Very well, then. So tell me, faggot. Are you ready to go gay with BBC?"
"Yes, Master... faggot is ready. Faggot will go gay with BBC."
It felt like a huge weight was lifted off my shoulders, to acquiesce to Master Marvin's demands. I was submitting to the alpha adonis. As rightly I should as the inferior male. I was submitting to Marvin's superior masculinity.
I felt my pulse drop. My blood pressure, too. I sighed in relief and submission. I was ready.
"Good, faggot. Good. I'm sure Carolyn will be asleep by midnight. Come by my house then, faggot."
My sense of calm submission was fleeting. After a few minutes, it dawned on me that as ready as I felt, I was on the cusp of life-altering change. As soon as I put Marvin's imposing ebony phallus in my mouth, I would forever be someone different-someone certainly "not quite straight" for sure, and-yes, like Marvin had said-potentially well on my way to becoming gay. Yikes! That was an anxiety-provoking concept for a man always accomplishing things, always in control. My life could soon spin beyond my control, I was all too aware.
At home that evening, my wife could tell that all was not quite right with me, that I was anxious. "No worries, Dear," I reassured her. "Just some modest speed bumps in the latest upgrades at CBA Corp. We'll get through it. We've been through it before. It's a little bumpier because our project manager is pretty green, but we'll make it work."
We both got in bed together at about eleven. I knew that she'd drift off-and that I was in no danger of doing the same.
We had a visible clock in the room that shone dimly. I watched it in silence as I tried to soothe myself. However, my main thoughts were certainly not calming.
"Shit!" I thought. "These are my last minutes as a thoroughly 'straight' guy. An hour from now, I'll no longer be able to say that. An hour from now, I'll be Marvin's faggot for real! An hour from now, I'll have his BBC in my throat, getting videoed and photographed for blackmail material, and it'll be the start of me going gay. For chrissake! I'm about to willingly go gay! Shit! I must be sick in the head!"
Before long, Carolyn started to snore. That was my sign that she was dead to the world, and I snuck out of bed to putter around the house.
I was tempted to go over to Marvin's early, to allay my anxiety and get on with it. But I knew better, and I waited.
At exactly 11:58pm, I grabbed my key, got into my slippers and made my way across the cul de sac to Marv's place.
I knocked gently, as he had instructed.
"Come on in, faggot!" I heard him bark through his door.
I opened the door and shut it behind me.
"Come to the living room, dipshit!" I heard Marvin call.
I don't know exactly what I was expecting but the scene made my jaw drop:
Marvin was buck-ass-naked in his lounger with porn blaring from the TV, stroking his eleven-incher, with it at full staff-not a smidge of droop!
Marvin had his cock rock hard and ready for me!
"Surprised, faggot?" he said, with a smile. "Figured I'd best be ready for you. The 'shock and awe' effect usually works best on you whiteys. So, here it is!"
"Fuck!" I exclaimed.
"No, faggot. It's 'Fuck, MASTER!""
"Actually... Uh, Master... I was thinking... May I speak?"
"No. Faggot. Not until later. If you want me to black your precious, delicious wife, now is not the time for you to speak! Now is the time for you to worship the black man! Now is the time for you to grant me my 'insurance policy'! Kneel and get busy!"
With his commanding style, and his gorgeous, immense cock staring me in the eye, Master Marvin vanquished whatever ambivalent feelings had been nagging at me. What was left? Lust. Pure lust. Pure *gay* lust. Pure gay lust for his fabulous BBC!
I knelt before my new Master as ordered.
"Good, boi!" Marvin barked. "Now take over for me! Take it in your mouth! Take it as far into your throat as you can! Whatever doesn't fit, stroke! Do it! Do it *NOW*!"
I didn't need to be ordered. I was moving slowly, afraid to misstep, but I was intent.
"Shit!" I realized. "I don't have any practice! Fuck! How could I forget to practice! Not on a dildo. Not on a cucumber. Nor even on a banana. Nothing! I haven't practiced at all!"
I opened wide and did the best I could.
I had a version of the same organ-a much, much smaller version.
I could guess what Marvin would like.
I knew to keep my teeth off his giant cock, as tricky as that would be.
I knew to lick, to suck, and to be tender.
I could barely get more than Marvin's glans in my mouth-at least at first. But oh what a beautiful, plum-size glans!
And it was deliciously oozing-positively oozing-precum!
God, it felt great! I loved, loved, loved having the tip of Marvin's cock in my mouth and-before long-partway into my throat as well.
I felt a feeling of peace wash over me, well beyond anything I expected.
"Yesss!!" I thought to myself. "THIS!! THIS! This is what I am meant to do! Sucking on fabulous immense black cock and bringing it pleasure. This is my destiny! God, I feel so lucky! Thank God Master demanded this of me, or I might never have known!"
Meanwhile, as I was lost in reverie, my lips and tongue kept busy. So did both of my hands. Yes, there was plenty of Marvin's cock left beyond my mouth for both my hands to stroke.
"Fondle my nuts, faggot!" I heard Marvin bellow from above.
"Hmm-hmm!" I groaned affirmatively, with my mouth crammed with his cock, as I moved one hand lower gently to fondle Master's gigantic nutsack.
"Yessss!" Master shouted his approval. "Nice job, faggot! Very nice!"
I noticed my own little dicklet-my little 'boi clit'--that seemed maybe ten percent of Marvin's cock by volume... Yes, my little boi clit was rock hard in my pants and craving my attention, too.
But I knew better. I knew better than to move ANYTHING away from attending to Master.
My own pitiful needs would have to wait-no matter how aroused I might get.
Then a wave of shock and euphoria swept through me. "Holy fuck! I feel so high! I feel so incredibly horny and excited! SHITTT!! I've never ever been this horny for a girl! Shit! I really *am* a faggot now! I am a faggot for BBC just like Master predicted I would be! FUCK!!"
I lurched off of Master's fabulous cock then for a moment, stunned.
I realized I was quickly becoming addicted to BBC. Getting addicted just while giving my first blow job ever to a big black cock. Fuck!!
"What's wrong, faggot?!" Marvin barked. "What the fuck are you stopping for?! You were doing great!"
"May I speak, Master? Would you really like to know?"
"Yeah, faggot! I got my insurance photos and video... Yeah, you can speak now. Sure. What the fuck? Why'd you stop?"
"Master. It's simple. I'm right on the brink. Your cock is fabulous. Sucking on it is amazing! It's even more incredible than ever I would have dreamt!"
"Great, faggot! Great! And so?"
"And so, if I keep sucking you, pretty soon I think I'm going to snap. I'm going to snap into being fully addicted! I never would have thought it could happen so quickly... But I love it! I love sucking on your gigantic pole! And if I suck you for even two more minutes, I think I might just get lost in cock lust and never come back!"
"Well, alrighty then, faggot! That's terrific!" Marvin rejoindered. "I told you a goal would be to make you gay for BBC. Did you think I was fucking making it up? If you're gay for BBC, you'll give me a lot less problems with your wife and me fucking all the time... I'm all for it!"
"But! But! But... Oh, Master! Must I? Must I cross over completely? Must I really, completely go gay?"
"Well, faggot- yes! Yes, you must go gay! 1,000% you must! But... But don't worry too much... I've seen faggots where you are several times before... You won't go as gay as you're afraid... A small slice of you will stay into women... I'll help. I'll be your coach... We'll make sure that you'll enjoy watching your Carolyn get blacked- that a little teensy piece of you will remain into her... And-in the short term-you'll still even be able to get hard and fuck her when 'required.'"
"Oh, thank you Master!"
"Well, don't thank me too much, faggot! Because... Yeah, I'm still basically requiring you to go gay... And it will be an ego adjustment for you.... But you've come this far, and now you MUST go the distance... You'll never forgive yourself besides if you don't! Look at how you keep staring at my cock! You can't wait to get it back in your mouth! So get fucking busy, faggot! Time. To. Go. Gay-faggot!"
"Unggghhh!! Yessir!! You're right!! I've come this far, Sir! There is no turning back!"
I got back to work on Master's cock and balls-back to work with full gusto.
And, sure enough, just as I had anticipated, it happened.
After a couple of more minutes of me sucking on Marvin's fantastic, gorgeous chocolate cock, that wave of euphoria came back.
The euphoria washed through me and bounced all around. It reverberated. It shouted. It rang out loud in my head. It yelled at me: "Nick is a BBC faggot now!! Nick is a BBC faggot!! Yessss!!!"
And just as it reached its loudest volume yet of the evening, my little boi clit shot off in my pants!
That's right, I came incredibly hard without even touching myself- just from the excitement of sucking my Master's immense BBC and realizing that I was his BBC faggot now.
I shot and I shot and I shot off in my pants!!
Marvin must have been really turned on, too, because right as I started cumming, he started cumming, too!
Marvin blasted massive shots of cum right in my mouth and down my throat. He came so quickly, with so much volume that some even shot up and out through my nose.
That was kind of disgusting-but if we're honest, even more so, it was hot.
One squirt after another after another after another. It seemed to be like a quart of cum.
There was no way I could swallow fast enough-especially as I was cumming too!
Master's ejaculate overflowed my mouth and nose and dripped down my face and onto my knees and the floor.
Shit!! What a mess!!
Marvin's voice broke the silence.
"Nice job, faggot, very nice!! Oh, and all that dialogue-and my cum spewing out of your face and all over the place... All of that made it onto my insurance video as well, by the way!! Change your mind about allowing Carolyn and me to fuck as much as we want to, and-well-you will be super-fucked."
I was so spent from the whole experience. My excitement and orgasm. Marvin's, too. I could barely register the threat. Nor did I much care. I was in love with Marvin's cock now, after all. I would never want to do anything but obey him!!
We took a break together and watched some TV.
"Give me a few minutes to recharge, fag, and we can go again," Marvin said.
"Yes, Master," my simple reply.
The next round went similarly to the first, but this time, Marvin situated me on my back on his bed, with my head tilted back and down. "I'll be able to get down your throat with your head like this, faggot."
He was right. And I was, miraculously, able to take Marvin's gorgeous, enormous cock all of the way down my throat. His balls bounced around on my nose and forehead.
I felt so accomplished! I didn't come without any touching this time. I just got incredibly aroused.
"I see your aroused little boi clit, faggot," Marvin boomed. "You'll have to take care of that yourself when you go home, loser."
"Hm-hmmm," I groaned, through a mouth full of cock.
Before we parted, I begged Marvin if I perhaps might not have to call him Master at all. "Sir!" I said, "It's not that I'm unwilling! It's that I'm afraid I'll do it in front of others-and then what do we say to explain it? What if you're in the process of seducing Carolyn still, and I blurt out and refer to you as 'Master' in front of her? What will we do then?"
"Oh, ha!! Hahaha!!" Master Marvin responded. "You're worried about that? I'm not!! I can think of a hundred ways I can leverage that kind of slip up into me fucking your wife within 48 hours-maybe within 48 *minutes*! I am. Not. Worried. At. All!"
"Oh," I said glumly, realizing that I had no power left at this point. I was Marvin's white-boi cuckold faggot, and he was soon going to black my wife, one way or another. Black her, I'm sure, for good. Just like I had set in motion, of course! So I only had myself to blame!
"Well, that wraps it up for tonight, faggot," Master said, as he reached to open the door for me.
Like a weak little girl-like a faggot, if I'm honest!--I queried, "When can I see you again?"
"Well, faggot," Marvin said. "I see you all the time! I'll see you in the cul de sac tomorrow evening, is my best guess!"
"You know that's not what I mean, Master!"
"Oh, ha!! Yes! Ha! Yes, I do!" he laughed at my expense. "But I'd like to hear you say it. What do you mean?"
"When can I suck you off again, Master?"
"You mean when can you worship my big black cock again, faggot?"
"Yes, Master! When can faggot worship your big black cock again, Sir... Please!"
"Not for a while, faggot. Nor for a while. First of all, I prefer women. Second of all, you have to earn it. You got to suck another twenty black guys-friends of mine-and then you can circle back to me."
"Twenty?! How am I supposed to make that happen, Sir?!"
"Oh, I'll set it up. You take those business trips you've been telling me about-just let me know dates and cities-and I'll text you meet-up details while you're on the road for BBCs in my network. Before a month is out, you'll meet your quota, I'm sure!"
"Wow! You're really going to pimp me out, eh?"
"Well, I won't be getting money for it, if that's what you mean. Just banking favors- but yeah! Pretty much the same thing... But I don't feel bad. You're going to think it's your best life!"
"Ungggh! I guess that's right!"
"Oh, I *know* it is! You've taken to BBC with a gusto... You're going to have a great time!"
Marvin was right of course. I *did* hit the road for work, and I *did* suck off at least twenty-seven BBCs on the road, folks in his network.
Maybe approximate numbers were good enough for my Master, but I enjoyed every one thoroughly, and I *wanted* to keep count!
Master Marvin was right, and I absolutely loved, loved, loved it! I felt like I'd died and gone to sexual heaven!
The black guys were all nice enough to me.
Most of them were domineering but not nasty.
None of them would I call "gentle."
But they all had what I now craved: big black cock to suck on.
I loved every single one.
The fact that I was sucking off the big cock of an alpha black guy often within just moments of meeting him added to my sense of subservience and humiliation-and my enjoyment.
To my pleasant surprise, most of them were happy for me to gently stroke myself while I serviced them, so long as I kept my underwear on, and I always had an incredible cum while servicing them or shortly thereafter.
I'd eagerly volunteer to lie on my back on a bed or sofa, with my head tilted back, and get throat-fucked. I found that I could deep-throat all but the most gargantuan black cocks that way. They loved it-and I loved it.


I'd jam a hand down my pants and stroke myself while my throat was getting fucked, and almost all the time, I was able to cum before the black alpha stud would blast off into my insides.
My cums were much stronger and more satisfying than I'd ever had from sex with Carolyn, or with any woman! That's how I knew, "I'm a BBC faggot now, for sure!"
It was an adjustment when I came back and had to function for my gorgeous wife.
I found that I could only function by visualizing BBC either in my mouth or fucking her.
Yup, I was hooked.
Thankfully, Marvin was right-I could still function with Carolyn... But it was just barely!
Through it all, I felt a special connection specifically to Master Marvin's BBC-the first one to take me-and once I was confident that I had sucked off all the friends he had assigned me, I messaged him.
"Okay, Master! Faggot has been compliant! Faggot has been good. Faggot sucked all the BBCs you required... Now, PLEASE! PLEASE, may faggot suck you off again, Sir? Pretty please!"
"Well, faggot," he began. "It certainly seems your faggot priorities have shifted, doesn't it? A month ago, and you wanted nothing so urgently as for me to black your beautiful wife, and black her good. Now, you're more obsessed with my BBC for yourself. Ha! You really are mostly a faggot now, aren't you?"
"Yes, Master. It's true. I really am mostly a faggot now- a faggot for you!"
"Well that's nice, and I realize I did promise you that after you sucked off my twenty pals-a number you've greatly exceeded, by the way, I am told-that you could circle back to me... but!"
"But what, Master?"
"But I've changed my mind, faggot."
"No!"
"Yes!"
"But, Sir! I can scarcely think about anything besides your BBC!"
"Well, then you have an incentive, faggot!"
"An incentive for what?"
"An incentive to help me tap your wife's incredibly sexy ass-that's what!"
"Sir?"
"That's right, faggot! It's time! It's time for me to black your beautiful wife! It's not until she's well and blacked that you can suck me off again... So if it's my cock you desire, then it's helping me fuck your wife that should be your focus."
"Ungggh. Must I wait to suck you, Master?"
"Ask me again, and I'll bruise you next time I see you, dipshit."
"Yes, Master. Dipshit understands."
"Good! Very good! Very good! And-lucky for us both-I have a plan!"
"Oh?!"
"Oh, yes, my little faggot. Yes, definitely... You're going to invite me and one of my friends, a woman named Mallory, out on a double date with you and Carolyn, and we're going to start hanging out together... I know your wife doesn't have a lot of friends in town yet... So the four of us are going to become besties!"
"Master, that sounds like it has possibilities, Sir!"
"Yes, it does!"
"But Master, I didn't know you had a girlfriend!"
"I don't... Mallory is more of a fuck buddy... She's also a deviant who enjoys helping me seduce new women to big black cock! Plus, she presents well... Her husband Bart is like you, a bisexual BBC faggot now himself, and he stays out of the way... Mallory will do anything for me and a regular dose of my cock... And as a trained psychologist, she'll have no problem helping us get your Carolyn primed and ready to get blacked!"
"Sounds like you have a great plan, Sir!"
"Well, I don't know how every detail will unfold, but this will get the right 'players on the field,' so to speak, and Mallory and I can figure it out from there."
Our double date the following week couldn't come quickly enough!
Carolyn was enthusiastic, as we got ready. "Boo," she said, using our mutual nickname. "I'm so glad we're going to get some social time with Marvin. He seems really nice, and we don't get out as much as we'd like to. How fun to go on a double date! Have you met this girlfriend of his before?"
"Yeah, Boo," I responded. "I think it'll be fun, too. No, I haven't met this girlfriend before. I didn't even realize Marvin had a girlfriend."
"Something tells me we shouldn't be too sure she's steady," Carolyn offered. "But I suppose we'll see!"
"Yeah, I guess we'll see. But anyway, I trust Marvin to bring someone who we'll enjoy hanging out with."
"Me, too!" Carolyn added.
I'm not sure exactly what either my wife or I were expecting-I guess we both thought Mallory was going to be black. Instead, she turned out to be a gorgeous, petite, curvy Caucasian brunette, with an amazing figure-probably about 35D-25-37.
Mallory was wearing a little black dress that hugged her curves beautifully, and her hair was up, tastefully highlighting her beautiful neck and shoulders-and her makeup was immaculate. She looked spectacular.
Then, when Mallory held out her right hand to shake ours, we couldn't help but see her left hand as it went to adjust her necklace: Mallory was wearing a diamond ring. A truly massive diamond ring. And on her ring finger. It could only mean one thing-that Mallory was married. But married to whom? We'd have to wait to find out.
I'm sure Carolyn saw the diamond as well as I. She was always even more observant. "Hmm! This could be an interesting dinner!" I found myself thinking.
Our surprise at her appearance notwithstanding, Carolyn and I both managed to be gracious, matter-of-fact, and polite. Even as we were both taken aback by Mallory's intense beauty *and* obvious married status.
Yes. Mallory was flat-out gorgeous. An eleven out of ten. And-oddly-the spitting image of the porn goddess Valentina Nappi, who happens to be one of my personal favorites!
Even though I'd been turned mostly gay, my loins stirred at Mallory's beauty. My pulse quickened. I caught my breath before it got away from me-but just barely! This woman was exciting-VERY exciting!
We proceeded to have a lovely dinner.
Marvin had suggested this elegant French place with a five-course prix fixe. A three hour meal.
We enjoyed it leisurely. Marvin and Mallory were both terrific company, and a lot of fun to talk with-for both Carolyn and me.
We covered everything from current events, to the arts, to favorite books, and even stories about where we grew up.
Mallory flirted with me. Marvin flirted with Carolyn. That quickened my pulse as well! Possibility was in the air! "Shit!" I thought, "Is there a chance I'll be able to get with Mallory while Marvin takes my wife?!? Oh my God!! That would be SOOOO, so hot!"
Two bottles of wine in, and even my usually shy wife was talkative.
We had discovered Mallory is a psychotherapist, working, as it turns out, mostly with couples.
"I heard that working with couples can be some of the most challenging work!" I offered.
"You're right, Nick. It can be," Mallory responded. "But I guess I seem to have a knack at it. I'm very lucky, and I get plenty of referrals."
"Yes," Marvin added, joining in. "Mallory is one of the most respected couples therapists in our whole region."
"Wow!" said Carolyn. "That's pretty big to be known not just in the city but regionally. I'm impressed!"
"Well, thank you, Carolyn!" Mallory offered back.
We were beginning dessert when Carolyn got outright bold. "Mallory," she said. "I've been biting my tongue this whole dinner on some questions, but I think if I don't ask you, I'll just be kicking myself afterwards. My questions might seem a little forward, but may I?"
"Well, that does sound interesting, Dear!" Mallory replied. "But-to be honest, it also doesn't sound like 'first date' material, wouldn't you agree? I firmly believe that a girl should maintain some mystery on a first date-even if it's a double date. Don't you think so, too, Carolyn?"
My wife had been charmingly disarmed. Of course she had to agree!
"Well," Carolyn replied. "If you put it like that, I suppose it does make sense!"
The whole table breathed a sigh of relief.
"This has been so fun," Mallory replied. "I'm really glad we went out tonight. How about we meet up again next week? There's a gallery showing that I'd love you three to join me for-how does that sound?"
Mallory had set a plan in motion for building incremental intimacy. Masterful. It was easy for Marvin, Carolyn, and I all to murmur our assent to going out again.
When we met up next, at the modern art gallery, Mallory decisively made a move. "You know, Carolyn," she said. "I see Marvin all the time. Why don't you tour the gallery with him, and I'll keep your Nick company. That'll be some fun variety for all of us!"
It was hard to argue with because it was only for social time.
Carolyn nodded shyly, and Marvin grabbed her petite hand in his much larger paw. His hand dwarfed hers. They looked amazing together. Honestly, they looked like two perfect physical specimens hand-in-hand, perfectly well-suited-much better than Carolyn and I ever looked together.
I could see my wife immediately start to blush. And clearly she was also turned on, as her nipples started to stick out through her tight green dress.
"Oh, he's starting to get to her now!" I thought to myself. "Excellent! The stage is being set!"
As for me, having Mallory grab my hand was also a treat. She whispered in my ear. "It won't be long now, Nick. Pretty soon, you're going to be another white beta cuck... I sure hope you'll be happy! Marvin told me it was all your idea-but the reality sometimes strikes differently from the fantasy... But it's all in motion now. I don't think you could stop it even if you wanted to!"
"Oh!" I said, "I definitely don't want to! I can hardly wait to see Marvin black my wife! It's going to be so incredibly hot!"
"I'm glad you think so, faggot-I'm very glad you think so. Because lord knows I'm not going to fuck you. I wouldn't even feel your little white dicklet, I don't think!"
"Thanks for rubbing it in, Mallory... That's swell of you!"
"Oh, you can hack it, my little fag! I know you can hack it!"
Thirty minutes later, our gallery tour was over. "How about a nightcap back at my place?" Marvin suggested.
My wife's nipples were still on high alert, and she was blushing. Marvin hadn't let go of her hand yet-he was brazen! But Carolyn wasn't pulling her hand away yet, either!
Mallory mirrored their behavior, with an arm around my waist, and leaning into my shoulder.
Carolyn looked at me-she was tentative, unsure. She wasn't sure what to make of this scene, where it seemed as though we were dating others rather than each other!
"Sure!" I said. I knew it was important to go along. "How about it, Carolyn?"
Carolyn was too flummoxed by Marvin's brazen level of attention to do other than follow my lead, I could tell.
Soon, we were in our car for the ride back to the neighborhood. I drove. Very little was said. I purposely tried to stay nonchalant and keep things light. I acted as if nothing unusual had just gone down-as if Marvin had not intimately held my wife's hand for the whole gallery visit.
I knew my shy wife, and I knew that if I wanted to keep her in a good mood, I had to avoid tasking her to talk about anything awkward or difficult-other than completely on her own terms.
Hence, for the fifteen-minute drive, we chatted mostly about the art. Even as I'm sure we both were wondering what this newfound intimacy might mean: my wife with Marvin, me with Mallory.
At Marvin's place, he mixed us all drinks, and then he grabbed my wife's hand to sit next to him on a snug loveseat. Mallory and I had the larger sofa, but she sat close to me as well.
Drinks flowed, and we bantered about the exhibit and world events. The four of us were surprisingly compatible conversationalists. Carolyn was the quietest. Between her shy personality and her being the only one not truly "in" on the evening's intent, this was hardly surprising.
Finally, there was a lull in the conversation, and my wife decided to go for it again. And she started in with Mallory. "So, Mallory," she began. "It's our 'second date' now. Surely you can answer some more personal questions for me now... Yes?"
"Well... seeing as I've been monopolizing your adorable husband most of the night, Carolyn, it does seem the least I could do! Sure. What would you like to know?"
"Well... for starters, you obviously have a huge engagement and wedding ring set on your hand, but we know you're not married to Marvin. So what's the deal with you, two?"
"Oh! Well, of course I owe you an explanation on that dear! But let me think for a minute... What would be the best way to tell you?"
Just then, Marvin interjected. "You know what they say, Mallory. A picture is worth a thousand words... Why don't you show Carolyn-you fucking little slut."
"Okay, Master! Okay." Mallory responded-and she gracefully sank to the floor at Marvin's feet.
"And you help her, faggot!" Marvin added-completely putting me on the spot.
There was obviously only one way for me to respond, and it was to acknowledge Marvin as my Master publicly.
This was a "do or die" moment.
I knew that if I disobeyed the energy of the moment, there would be hell to pay-or quite possibly Marvin would black my wife without me ever being able to watch!
"Yes, Master!" I chimed in as well, and I, too, fell to my knees and hobbled towards Master.
"What the heck!?!" my shy wife exclaimed. "What the heck is going on here?"
Marvin spoke so as to sooth here. "Just relax, Carolyn. No one is going to force you to do anything you don't want to do or try. Just relax and observe... for now! I promise to keep you safe, princess."
"I'm sorry- this is all too weird for me!" Carolyn exclaimed.
Unbeknownst to any of us at the time, Carolyn had had a serious relationship years earlier where her boyfriend had tried to get her involved in hardcore S&M, with practices way, way beyond anything that appealed to this group. But Carolyn had no way of knowing, and the mere mention of dark, S&M-type vocabulary, like "Master," was totally triggering to her.
To protect herself, my wife got up and stormed out of the house.
I chased after her. "Honey!" I yelled, as she stormed into our house, up to our room and started packing a bag.
"I don't know what kind of pervert you've become, Nick! Calling Marvin, 'Master'?!?" she screamed. "But I want no part of it! I'm going to my Mom's!"
I retreated. I realized there was no point in trying to reason with her while she was so upset. I went back across the street to Marvin's.
Mallory was still there. They were quick to comfort me. "This happens sometimes," Marvin said. "Yes, Mallory, said. This can often be the initial reaction right at the tipping point. Right before a white woman gives in to her urges for black cock."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, definitely!" Mallory, the psychologist continued. "It's her ego, her self image, fighting against her base desires, her id... If she weren't turned on to Marvin and the idea of going black underneath it all, she never would have let him lead her all around the gallery. 1,000% she's going to go black. She just needs to be led through this difficult moment... And, lucky for you, Marvin and I are experts in that."
"What should I do now?!" I asked, desperately.
"You should gently but persistently try to get her back, faggot," Marvin said.
"Yes," Mallory added. "Don't be too desperate, though. Just call her once a day and text her once a day. Tell her that you love her and want to talk."
"She probably won't talk to you for a while. Maybe as long as a few weeks," offered Marvin.
"Meanwhile," Mallory said. "Marvin and I will reach out to her, too. She'll probably respond to one of us for insight before you. Which one of us, it's hard to predict. If it's Marvin first, that's the most exciting news."
"Why's that?" I asked.
"It would mean she's as interested in his big black cock as she is for answers," Mallory explained. "He'll get her to meet, and odds are that meeting will be her introduction-if not her addiction-to black cock."
"Yessiree!" Marvin added. "I sure hope it shakes down that way!"
"Alright, it's a plan," I commented. "Phew! I have a feeling this will work... Excellent! So... What now?"
"Now, my little Cucky," Mallory purred, "You go home so I can tend to Marvin and his needs?"
"Can I please stay, Mallory, and help?" I brazenly offered.
"Tsk, tsk, tsk," she said, "You know the drill! None of Master's gorgeous giant cock for you until *after* he's thoroughly blacked your wife! But I'll tell you what. Why don't you stay and watch, and I'll let you eat his nut from my ass in a few minutes."
That was a thrilling side adventure, details for another time! Boy, was it exciting to eat Master's cum from Mallory's unbelievably sexy, hot ass! True to form, they wouldn't let me cum-not until I was alone later that evening.
The next six days unfolded just as Marvin and Mallory had predicted, with Carolyn not responding to any of us.
Seven days in, Carolyn sent a text lashing out at me: "Leave me alone, Nick. Go hang out with your 'Master.' I bet he has what you need!"
I asked Marvin and Mallory what to do, and they instructed me not to respond. "It will increase her sexual tension if you don't respond to that," they believably explained.
After two more days, Carolyn lashed out in a text again: "Maybe I'll go over to Marvin's and find out how your Master is so special!"
The consensus again was that Carolyn's sexual intrigue was clearly continuing to build. This time, Mallory had different guidance. "I hope this isn't hard for you to process, Nick. But Carolyn seems now to be totally fascinated with Marvin--just like the three of us have been wanting. All she needs from you now is her permission slip."
"Her permission slip?" I asked.
"Yes," Mallory explained. "Past all her hurt and anger, she's still your loyal wife. She wants very much to explore her sexual feelings for Marvin, and in her own angry way, she's fishing for permission."
"Oh!" I exclaimed. "And?"
"And you should give it to her, you stupid faggot." Marvin interjected.
"Shoot! But I have no idea what to say back."
"The key," Mallory said, "is to give her permission while matching her tone. So the message back should be very simple. Since she expressed that maybe she should find out how your Master is special, you should simply reply, 'Maybe you should.'"
"That's it?"
"Yes."
"Alrighty then!"
And we said our goodnights.
Then, three days after that, after twelve excruciating days total, it was Marvin that my wife next responded to. I got an erection instantly when he texted to tell me-because I believed it was true: I believed it meant that my wife was fascinated by my Master's big black cock.
"Hey, faggot," it read. "Guess who's coming by my house tomorrow night? That's right. Your smokin' hot ass wife, that's who!"
Yup. I got an instant hard on.
"Has she met up with Mallory already?"
"Nope, and Mallory made herself wide open available even. Your wife picked me. The big black man. Yessir. We all know what that means, don't we?"
"Yessir. My wife wants to see some cock. Some big black cock."
"Damn straight, faggot! Damn straight!"
"Well, good luck, Sir!"
"Oh, I don't need luck, faggot! Just a night's rest and clean clothes. Your wife is as good as blacked. Yessiree. The only question is how long will it take to make her black only, and then into a black breeding slut."
"Oh, wow, Master! You plan to make my Carolyn into a black breeding slut?"
"Of course, faggot! Of course! Did you ever imagine that it would be otherwise?"
"I guess I hadn't thought it through, Sir," I admitted-although I should have known all along.
Then, I searched my mind, and I realized that I had in fact been fantasizing about my Carolyn becoming a black breeding slut-I'd often masturbated to the fantasy of her getting blacked without contraception. I just hadn't put the words "breeding slut" to it nor thought about our having black kids.


Master snapped me back to reality with his next remark. "You don't have to worry about the number of kids, though, faggot. Carolyn won't like it, but after the first two-which you can afford-they'll be going to nice black families. Yes they will!"
"Wow, Master! You really have this all planned!"
"Nah! Not every detail, fag. Just the key features."
"So, Master... When do I get to come over and watch?"
"Not tonight, faggot. Not tonight. When I fucking feel like it."
"Sir, can I watch a video feed, Sir?"
"Nope, not that yet either."
"So what involvement do I get, Sir?"
"Well, since you've been a good little faggot, I'm going to have Mallory lead you over into my basement. Just in case, she's going to tie you up. And you're going to get to listen in, as most likely I'll be seducing and then fucking your wife in the living room just above. I'll leave the intercom on one-way so you can hear everything. And who knows, if you're really lucky, maybe Mallory will take pity on you and set you up so you can beat off."
I thought it was a fairly generous offer, as I'm his submissive and shouldn't expect much, and so I thanked Marvin profusely. "Thank you, Sir! Thank you, Master! Thank you so much!"
"You're welcome, faggot. Yes. And it's part of your training, also. We're going to have you so that you can only come when your wife is getting blacked or you're serving BBC yourself. Yes! Yes, we will!"
A day later, as promised, Mallory had me tied up in Marvin's posh, fully-furnished basement. "Faggot cucky," Mallory explained, "We can even be loud as fuck down here. It's sound-proofed. The only reason we'll hear much is that Marvin has turned on that intercom one way."
Only a few minutes after Mallory got me situated-seated and tied up-Carolyn rang the doorbell to the house.
Marvin made quick work of the preliminaries with my wife. Within five minutes, he had Carolyn confessing that she had come to him instead of Mallory because of the chemistry she had felt on our second double date, when they had toured the art gallery hand in hand.
Carolyn confessed that her best friend Jenny had encouraged her to seek out Marvin and talk things over. "It sounds like your husband has been sampling his big black cock, dear!" Jenny had said, "You should get to the bottom of that!"
Carolyn went on to explain. "I told Jenny how badly the term 'Master' gave me the 'ick.' It's because of a really creepy guy I once dated who tried to get me into some very sadistic stuff... She told me to 'get over myself' and reminded me that it was years ago now... And that lots of people use terms like 'Master' or 'submissive' without being sadistic... So, here I am... Talking to-I suppose-my husband's Master?"
"That. I. Am." Marvin responded solemnly and succinctly.
"I see," replied my wife. "Are you an aspiring sadist, too, like my old boyfriend?"
"No, Madam. That. I. Am. Not."
"Phew!" my wife said, with a big sigh, and an exhale. "Thank God! I don't know what I would do if you were!"
"Glad we have that out of the way for you, Carolyn."
"Thank you."
"No problem... No problem," Marvin said softly before lobbing an extremely direct question back at my wife: "Say... Have you ever been with a black man, Carolyn?"
Carolyn responded, breathlessly, "Well... I... uh... well, the honest answer is 'no, not ever'... But I've been warned... that you all are... uh... rather addictive."
"For a gorgeous white wife like you, in your prime years? Yes. You should expect that you will feel like you have never even been fucked before."
"Well, Sir... That's a bold claim!"
"Maybe. And yet it's true."
"Wouldn't that be for the white wife to say?"
"Yeah, fair enough."
"But I'm a married woman, Marvin! So unfortunately, we can only flirt about it."
"But you are HERE, Carolyn. Tell me, why are you here if it isn't to learn about me and-it seems ever so likely-my immense black cock?"
"Well... You seem to be my husband's master now-at least for sex-and I thought we should have words about it!"
"Words? 'Words' about your husband being a servant to my BBC? Are you for real?"
"Yes sir! One thousand percent! Words!"
"Nah! I don't believe you, bitch. I think you want to SEE it. I think you want to see the BBC that your husband begs for... You really want to see it, don't you, bitch? Isn't that why you're here? Words?! 'Words' could have been over the fucking phone."
"I don't know what to say, Marvin... You scare me a little!"
"Aw, I'm sorry, Carolyn... I don't mean to scare you... I can be a little intense. Especially when I'm talking with a super hot white woman about my BBC... But I mean you no harm. You can leave any time you want. I'll never stop you... There, is that better? Can I bring you some water or a beer, and we can talk a little bit more?"
"Thank you, Marvin. I'll have a beer... That would be nice."
The two of them then pivoted into some lower intensity chit-chat for a bit-about beer preferences, the neighborhood, how nice the gallery date was the other day.
Then, after a bit, Marvin-like a mastermind-pivoted the conversation back to sex when he could tell that Carolyn was more relaxed and ready.
"You know, Carolyn. This is a nice visit, isn't it? I'm really glad you came by. I appreciate becoming better acquainted, just the two of us... But I think if we're honest with each other, we still haven't gotten to the real purpose of your visit, have we?"
"Okay, okay," my wife sighed, resignedly. "You're right, Marvin... I never would have come here if I hadn't gotten curious... Yes, I put together that you've got some kind of gay grip on my husband sexually... And yes, I feel I'm well in my rights as his wife to find out what all his excitement is about. After all, he is *SUPPOSED* to be mine alone-but you've obviously turned him into some kind of a play thing."
"Okay, Carolyn," Marvin responded gently. "Now we're getting into some honest shit... I really appreciate that... Thank you for finally being honest with me."
"Happy to do so. Thanks for making me comfortable at last."
"Have you ever seen a big black cock, Carolyn? Not just a picture of one-which you probably have-everyone has... but a real live one?"
"Well... no, actually I haven't."
"So I guess you never dated a black guy?"
"I wanted to... I've always been attracted to black guys... but I was always afraid... it always seemed so taboo, and I never wanted to stand out... I'm far too shy to stand out like that."
"I can understand that."
"Thanks, Marvin... And I also have my marriage to think about still..."
Marvin let the silence hang in the air before he spoke again, his voice a low, confident baritone. "Your husband... he's not the man you think he is, Carolyn."
"Well obviously... You've got this gay grip on him now, for one thing... But are you saying that there's something more to tell?" My wife's voice was wary, guarded.
"Yeah, Carolyn. There is."
"Well then, please... get on with it already!"
"Are you sure you want to hear? Are you really sure? I do think you are going to find it even more shocking."
"Yes, Marvin. If you thought it was important enough to mention, I think you had better tell me."
"Alright... but remember, you agreed to hear it."
"Get on with it, Marvin, already!" Carolyn was getting exasperated by Marvin's dramatic stalling.
"Well... It started like this... Nick, he came to me. Weeks ago. He begged me. He begged me multiple times. He wanted something from me--very badly."
"What? Why would he do that? What could he possibly have wanted from you?"
"Besides-as we both now know-my cock, you mean?" Marvin taunted my wife.
"Yeah, asshole, besides your cock," my wife smacked him back.
"*YOU* Carolyn. You! You see, your husband wanted me to fuck you."
A sharp gasp came through the intercom. "That's insane! He would never... Nick is too..."
"Too what? Too straight?" Marvin chuckled. "Ha! Well... We already established that he's gone gay for me... You put that together soon after you heard him call me 'master.' Yeah-Nick *was* too straight... That is, before he met me... Once he met me, and after he got to know me and take my measure, your husband changed... Nick's fantasy to see you get black-fucked took off. Boy, did it take off! Your husband's fantasy to see you get black-fucked- well, it became an obsession for him... It got so he wanted to see you get fucked by me so, so badly, that he was willing to pay a price-a very high price."
"I don't understand," Carolyn whispered, her voice trembling.
"Do you want me to make this clearer for you, Carolyn? Are you sure?"
"I guess you had better. I think-for better and worse-I have to know!" Carolyn said--sounding both certain and tentative at the same time.
"Alright then, Carolyn... Well, your husband got on his knees for me, for starters. Right where you are now. I made him suck my cock so that I would even talk to you like we are doing now... It's a price I require in a situation like this-I do like the dominance and, frankly, the photos are a form of 'insurance' for me... And Nick liked sucking my eleven-inch ebony pole so much that he's been servicing my black friends' cocks ever since... All so that you could have a chance to see what a real man would feel like inside you."
"Shit!? Really?! That's how my once straight husband became a fag?!"
"Yup-and well said, too. Your husband is, pretty much, a faggot now. Black cock is now what he likes best."
"More than me, his incredibly sexy wife?"
"Well, do I have to rub it in?"
"Seriously?"
"Yeah... I think so."
"Well! That fucker! He has a lot of nerve!"
"He was only trying to be generous... It just brought him down a... shall we say... a bit of a 'complicated' path."
"That's putting it mildly!"
"Maybe... But here we are..."
"A very, very unusual place!"
"Well, Carolyn, you shouldn't be too hard on him, you know... Most white bois do fall hard for big black cock once they get a taste."
"Really?! And why is that?"
"Because it's such a turn on for them to connect sexually with the equipment that they could only dream to have on themselves... Yeah... since they all dream of *having* a big black cock, it becomes sublime for the white guys-erotic beyond anything they expect-to *service* big black cocks."
"Really?
"Yup, really... One-hundred-and-ten percent... And you know what else, Carolyn?"
"Please, do tell, Marvin."
"You *do* seem to be staring at my crotch."
"Uh... Oh..." my wife stammered. "Um... Oh... I hadn't realized."
"It's perfectly normal," Marvin replied. "It's a compliment actually."
"Oh, good."
"So are you glad we got that all in the open?
"Yeah," my wife admitted. "Thanks. Yes, it's all unsettling- but, yes, it does feel better to have it out in the open. Sheesh... What a weird situation, though."
"Well... only if you choose to think about it that way."
"Hmmm... Interesting..." my wife thought out loud.
"Why don't I get you another beer?"
"Sure... Thanks, Marvin."
The conversation pivoted to the mundane yet again. And Marvin, like a dating mastermind, waited patiently for another comfortable opening to bring the conversation back around to sex.
"So, Carolyn... It really is nice clearing the air... and spending some time together. I'm so glad you came over today. How about you?"
"Oh, me too, Marvin. Most definitely. Thanks for being so good to talk to-and for clearing up the situation... Even if it does give me a lot to think about... A whole lot!"
"It's understandable that you should feel that way."
"Thanks for saying, Marvin. Whoof! It's a lot to process. A whole lot!"
"Yes," Marvin replied simply.
Silence lingered. An uncomfortable pause that all of us felt in the whole house.
The truth was out. My wife had learned about the whole thing.
And her response was odd, surprising even. She was still sitting there with Marvin-whom she barely knew. My seducer. Her husband's seducer.
She hadn't taken her new information and-like many people might have done-simply fled.
Interesting.
I imagined her staring at the floor, and Marvin having the good sense to give her some space.
"So..." Marvin said.
"Yeah?" my wife replied.
"I notice you're still here, Carolyn. Even after all that shocking learning... I'm glad you feel comfortable sitting here with me."
"It surprises me, Marvin, but yes-I do feel comfortable."
"You wouldn't rather leave and think about all of this by yourself?"
"I'm not sure that I would," my wife admitted.
"Fascinating," Marvin commented. "I believe that, though."
"How so?"
"You barely know me... I just revealed a ton of intimate stuff to you about your husband... intense, unsettling, and intimate stuff... And your choice is to continue to stay here, with me, in my living room."
"If you put it that way, I suppose it could seem unusual," Carolyn acknowledged.
"Well... I like it," Marvin offered-ever so smoothly.
"Really?"
"Yeah... It can get lonely over here sometimes, and I like having you sit here with me."
"Thanks. I like sitting here, too."
"But I think there's another reason you're here, Carolyn-a reason that you may not want to admit to yourself- or to me."
"Yeah?"
"I think you want to see it for yourself."
"See what, Marvin?"
"Don't play bullshit games with me, bitch. You know what."
"Yeah..."
"So say it. I want to hear you say it, bitch."
"Do you have to call me, 'bitch.'"
"Right now-I think it suits the mood. But if you don't like it, you're free to go... bitch."
"I don't think I want to go."
"Very well then, bitch. I'm happy for you to stay longer, too... Now, where were we?"
"You just told me you think I want to see it."
"Yeah. I think you do... For one thing, you're still here... For another, you seem incredibly turned on... I can see your pointed little nipples, Carolyn. I can see your cheeks are flushed. And-you know what-I can even smell that your pussy has started to juice."
"Ungggh! You have my number, Marvin... I am turned on. I do want to see it... You're right. I do!"
"You like bigger dicks, don't you, Carolyn?"
"Yeah."
"Your husband- he doesn't have a big dick, does he?"
"Unh-unh."
"It's made you wet to think about my big black cock, hasn't it, bitch?"
"Maybe."
"Don't be coy with me, bitch... It's made you wet, right?"
"Yes. Yes, I'm wet," My wife responded, in a breathy whisper.
"You want to see my gigantic black cock, bitch. Don't you. You *NEED* to see it now, don't you?"
"Yeah, I do, Marvin... I do need to see it."
"Alright, bitch... Now we're getting some place... yeah... now we are... But you still have to say it out loud."
"I need to see your big black cock, Marvin... I need to see your immense cock that has my husband so enthralled."
"How badly, bitch?"
"Very badly."
"Yeah- I thought so."
"So... Will you take it out for me then, Marvin?"
"Nope... You got to fish it out for yourself, bitch. Us BBC studs do the minimum of work for you white wifesluts. You need to get used to that from the start."
There was a long silent pause then. Presumably, my wife was moving closer to Marvin.
Then, Mallory and I could hear a belt buckle clinking and rustling, and a zipper pulled. There was no mistaking that my wife was taking out Marvin's cock then.
Finally, we heard the auditory verification from Carolyn exclaiming aloud: "Oh. My. Fuck. Ing. God!! What. A. Majestic. Thing. Of. Beauty!!"
"Thanks, bitch!"
"No wonder my husband fell in love with it! It's AMAAAAZINGG!"
"Thanks, bitch... Most people seem to think so."
"Can I play with it?"
"I think you had better, bitch-unless you want this to be your last time seeing it, as well as your first."
More silence, with some heavy breathing, too- that intercom had a great microphone!
My wife's voice again: "May I suck it?"
"Yeah, you had better, slut."
More silence, but with some low-pitched moans, obviously from Marvin.
As Marvin's cock was sliding into Carolyn's mouth, a small tsunami of emotions hit me—jealousy, excitement, humiliation, submission, and a profound sense of finality.
This was the moment I had both feared and longed for.
"That's it," I thought to myself, "There's no going back. My wife will forever be the white wife who sucked our neighbors BBC- and it's impossible to imagine that it won't progress from here. Impossible. Shit-she seems as good as blacked. As good as black-fucked..."
I paused for a breath before another difficult thought slammed through my frazzled brain: "Shit, for all I know, my little white dicklet may never go inside my wife again!"
The room spun, as I realized that I was not just a spectator but also the instigator of this whole new dynamic.
The weight of my decisions and actions settled over me like a shroud, suffocating and titillating at the same time.
I knew right then that both Carolyn and I would only be going forward with Marvin, only moving deeper into submission to his BBC.
I would do literally anything to please my Master Marvin-and soon, the same would be true for my wife.
There was no way that my gorgeous, vibrant wife was going to find his BBC any less addictive than I had. I just knew it.
Dialogue from the living room above then jolted me from my inner thoughts.
"Fuck! Slut, you're good at sucking BBC for a beginner... You've had some other good size cocks before, haven't you, slut?"
"A lady never tells!" my wife responded, with a cheerful lilt-and revealing more about her past than I had wanted to know.
"That's fine, bitch. No problem."
"I'm so wet for you, Marvin. So very wet!"
"That's good, bitch. That's very good. You sound like you want to get fucked now. That right?'
"Oh, please! PLEASE fuck me, Marvin!"
"MAAAAAAYBE, bitch.... Maybe, I will. But I gotta warn you, before we begin, that you should only start if you're willing to get fucked until I'm done for the night... And that every hole of yours must be on offer... That, and no condoms, no diaphragm."
"But I've never taken it in the rear before! And those are my only two methods of birth control!"
"I really don't care, slut. Condoms or a diaphragm ruin it for my eleven-inch love pole, and I'm happy to breed you. And I love the idea of being the first man in your gorgeous, sculpted ass!"
"Wow! Really? I mean there's a good chance I'm fertile! And there's no way a thick eleven-incher will fit in my ass- even if I do like how you admire it!"
"Yeah, well it's hot to knock up a white buddy's slutty wife! And even getting a few inches of my rod in your hot ass will be sublime, bitch!"
"Do you really have to call me names all the time?"
"Holy crap!" I realized. "Now, it's just the names she's complaining about! Shit-Carolyn is willing to chance getting knocked up! Fuck-my wife is willing to take it in the ass!"
"Yeah, bitch. Look, that's just what us black alphas do when we fuck white slutwives. We use nasty names-it makes things hotter for us. It doesn't mean I don't like you. I like you fine."
"Really, you like me, Marvin?"
"Really, bitch."
"Okay, then show me with kisses."
They made out then for a good ten or fifteen minutes. Mallory and I didn't hear too much, but it was pretty easy to use our imaginations.
"Crap!" I thought to myself. "This isn't just fucking... they're making LOVE!" A cold dread shot through me. This was a dimension beyond my fantasy; I hadn't signed up to lose my wife's heart. But even as the fear of losing her gripped me, a deeper, more powerful thrill won out. The terror of her falling for him was the most potent aphrodisiac I had ever known, and my little boi clit throbbed with a perverted, profound, undeniable arousal.
Yes, it was sublime. "Holy crap!" I said to myself. "Not only could Carolyn get the best sex of her life ever- she might get the best love-making as well? Shit! That's hot! And thank God I think so!"


After a moment, the dialogue upstairs commanded my attention again.
"And one more thing, big fella," my wife said, "I can't imagine ever being able to take your eleven incher deep in my ass. It would rip me open!"
"Yeah, bitch," Master replied gently. "You're right. We'll just give you the tip-for now."
"For now?"
"No need to worry, slut," Marvin answered. "I know how to break in a cute white slutwife like you... For the most part, it'll be nice and easy... And you'll be surprised... Eventually you'll take me balls deep, pussy and ass... Not only will your pussy and ass take all of me... You're going to love it! You're going to feel like you've died and gone to heaven."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah! I can tell you're built for black cock. After tonight, you're going to wonder why you waited so long to get blacked!"
"Great, Marvin! Great! But enough with your promises, time for you to show me!"
The next two hours were easily the most exciting, animated, and erotic sex I'd ever imagined or heard!
My wife was vocal and loud with Marvin in a way that I had dreamt maybe she could be. Yes, my most erotic dreams for hearing her cum to peak after peak got realized.
"Yessss!" I thought to myself, "I made a good decision! Phew! Bringing my Carolyn so much better sex- definitely the right move! And I love, love, love listening to it, too!"
Only three minutes in, my wife's first orgasm started.
"Oh, fuck! FUCK! Marvin, that's AMAAAAAGINGGG! Unnnngggghh! I'm CUMMMINGG!! Cumming already!"
"Good, bitch! Good!"
"Oh, Marvin! I can't believe how deep you are!! How big you are! I've never felt so full! Fuck! It's INCREDIBLE!"
"Of course, bitch! And you don't even have the whole thing yet, bitch!"
"Fuck me deeper then, Marvin! Fuck! Me! DEEEEEP. ERRRR!!"
"UNNGHHH! Okay, slut! Here it fucking cums!!"
"Oh MY GOD!! OH MY GOD, MARVIN!! IT'S SO AMAAAAAAZINGGG! FUCK! Never stop fucking me! Never!"
"Oh, slut! I plan to fuck you a lot! A whole lot!"
"YEEESSSSS!! Keep fucking me, Marvin. Fuck me more! Fuck me harder! Ungggghhh! Yesssssss! YESSS!! Unggghhhhh! Oh, fuck... Oh.... FUCK! OH! Fuuuuuuck.... Cumming agaaaaain! Marvin, you're making me cum AGAIN!!"
"Excellent, slut! Excellent! UNNGGGGHHHH! That's one sweet pussy, slut! I'm going to nut, too, now! Fuck! Where do you want it, slut!"
"INSIDE ME, MARVIN!! Cum inside me!! Cum inside me now, stud!! Fuck!! YESSSSSSS!!"
"You might get pregnant, bitch!"
"I don't care, Marvin! Keep fucking me! Cum inside me! I have to feel you shoot inside me! PLEASE! PLEASE, MARVIN! PLEEEEEEEEASE!"
"Sure, bitch! HERE IT COMES!! ARRRRGGGGGHHH!! Ungggggg!!"
"Oh, thank you! Thank you, Marvin! Thank you so much! That was AMAAAAZING! THANK YOU!"
"You got it, bitch! My pleasure!"
That was round one.
They took a bathroom break and made out for maybe twenty more minutes before starting on round two.
For brevity, I'll leave the details of round two to your imagination. It was much the same as before, frankly.
My wife howled in satisfaction. Marvin asked her where she wanted his load. And my Carolyn begged for him to cum inside her a second time. My wife even begged Marvin to knock her up this time. "Please, Marvin!" she screamed. "Knock me up! Give me a baby! BREEEEED ME! Give me your black baby, Marvin! Breed me NOWWWW!!"
Marvin was all too happy to oblige my Carolyn. He shouted, "Okay, bitch! Nutting inside you, it is! This will knock you up, slut! This will knock you up but good! YESSS! ARRRRRGHHH!"
Mallory made snide little comments to me the whole time, such as:
"Oh, you poor cuckold, he's really owning your wife but good!" and...
"Good thing you're a faggot now mostly, cucky. Your little clit will never satisfy your wife after this!" and...
"Oh, yes! He's resizing Carolyn for blacks, for sure. Pretty soon, she won't even be able to feel a little white penis if it were inside her. White boi clits like yours will be useless to your wife after tonight!" and...
"Shit, cucky! Hope you're ready to have your first black baby in the house soon! Man, that's going to be humiliating for you!"
The combination of listening to my Carolyn getting the fucking of a lifetime-her loving it to the end of the universe and back-and Mallory's humiliating narration, as she kept herself out of reach from even fooling around with me... It all made the whole scene an incredible turn on.
My little boi clit had never, ever been harder.
Malllory was an exciting erotic add-on sideshow as well. The Valentina-Nappi lookalike played with her own breasts and pussy-and even rode along on a Sybian device that Marvin had in the basement. She left her top on, but I got to see her naked legs, pussy, and ass. Definitely an added turn on.
To keep me from cumming before she wanted me to, Mallory strapped an ice pack against my throbbing little dicklet, through my pants. (At least it was through my clothing!) She had a whole bunch of the ice packs in the basement freezer and ready to go and was cycling through them. She got off the Sybian whenever needed to change my ice packs and keep me from cumming. Mallory was prepared, that was for sure!
Luckily the icing didn't hurt. But it sure did keep me from being excited all the way to orgasm. I have a feeling that without the ice packs, I would have come even without any touching-that's how intensely erotic the whole situation was for me.
Mallory in contrast got to cum multiple times. She rode the Sybian to great satisfaction. She took advantage of the soundproofing and howled her cums out just like my wife was doing upstairs. "Aw fuck, yeah!" she'd shout. "Oh, he's fucking her good! Shit, Marvin's fucking your wife's pussy so good! So hot! Fuck! I wish it was me! I wish it was me! FUCKKKK! Yesss! Aw, shit! Cummmminggg! Fucking cumming!!"
Hearing and watching Mallory while I also got to listen in on Marvin with Carolyn was incredible. It was beyond fantastic. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "I don't think I could have dreamt of such a hot scene before today! Shit!"
I begged Mallory to stop with the icing and beat me off.
"No way, cucky!" she responded. "There's no way I'm going to let you cum... Not yet anyway. Not until I think they're finishing at least."
"What?!?" I asked. "They're going to go more than two rounds tonight?"
"Oh, yeah, faggot," Mallory explained. "Marvin is always good for at least three rounds with a new white wifeslut. At least three!"
And-sure enough-after a few minutes, Marvin did start up a third round of fooling around with my wife.
My ears were getting more attuned now, as were Mallory's. We both remarked what seemed to be another twenty minutes of making out.
Then, Marvin boomed. "Get on your knees, slut! Time for you to get fucked doggy!"
"But I don't take it doggy! It's too degrading!"
"Well, slut, you will take it doggy for me! You'll do whatever I want you to, won't you slut?"
"Okay, Sir... If you insist, Sir!" my wife yelled. Clearly she was extremely aroused again. It wasn't hard to imagine that Marvin had started to tease her hungry pussy with his giant fingers in order to coax her into position.
"Yes, Marvin!" my wife soon added, "Yes, I'll do ANYTHING you say! Here-I'm doggy. Fuck me, Marvin! Fuck me again now!"
"I most certainly will, bitch! Most cer. TANE. LEE!!!"
Then, there were a few minutes of the floor boards croaking and squeaking before my wife started to yell out again: "Oh my God, Marvin! I can't believe I'm about to cum again! You're making me cum again!"
"Who owns your pussy now, bitch?"
"You, Marvin! You own my pussy! You own me! You're so amazing! I can't believe how incredible you feel! Your cock! Your body! Your soul! I'm falling for you, Marvin!"
"Good, bitch! Feel free to love my black ass... Yeah, you can love me."
"Aw fuck, I do love you, Marvin! Fuck, I do!"
And when I heard my wife declaring her love for Marvin, I noticed that I had the hardest boner ever! It turned me on so much to hear my wife profess her love for the alpha black adonis and his immense cock. Even with Mallory applying an ice pack to keep me from cumming, I still had a fabulous hard on-little to anyone else, but the biggest I am capable of.
"Ha! You're such a fag!" Mallory exclaimed. "You're turned on that your wife immediately fell in love with your Master. I guess you two dipshits can share a Master now!"
"Unggghhh!" I groaned.
"I guess I *could* do you a favor, faggot, and *maybe* help you celebrate!"
And with that, Mallory removed the current ice pack, unzipped my pants, and pulled them down. My underwear, too.
She started to stroke me. One hand was enough for my boi clit of a shaft and her other teased my nuts.
First, she had to warm me up a bit. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "My boi clit and nuts are nearly frozen- fuck! I can't believe I'm thinking of my own dick as a 'boi clit'!! But fuck, it's a frozen one!"
It took Mallory's hands a few minutes to get my genitals back to normal temperature. But certainly she did accomplish it.
"Okay, faggot!" Mallory then remarked. "You should be warm enough now... What'll you give me to beat you off?"
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me, faggot. What'll you give me to make you cum?"
"ANYTHING! Whatever you want, Mallory! What do you want?!!"
"Let's see... What would be nice and perverted and you might not like it? Hmmm... I want to see you lick and suck your worst black rival's hair butthole. That's what I want!"
"Ungggghh! That's disgusting!"
"Well, that's my first and final offer... And I've done my research... I know it's Dwayne Randolph. Promise to eat Dwayne Randolph's hairy asshole, or you don't get to cum!"
"How the fuck will you even arrange that?"
"Oh, trust me... I know how to get a man-any man-to do just about anything... I've profiled Dwayne... He'll go for it just because he'll enjoy the power over you! Yeah, he'll definitely go for it!"
"And if I promise to do it, you'll beat me off?
"Yup! Right now! I'll beat you off right now-otherwise it's pants back on and more ice pack... I don't care that much, you can decide either way, faggot!'
"Unghhh! Fine! It'll be worth it! Fine! I'll do it!"
"You'll do what, just so we're clear?" Mallory teased, with a smile.
"I'll eat Dwayne's hairy asshole!!"
"Oh, but how many times?"
"Once! Isn't once enough?!"
"Nope- I think we need TEN times, over the course of a few weeks... Yeah, you need to eat his hairy male asshole TEN fucking times, faggot!"
"Okay! Okay!! Fine, Mistress Mallory! You win! Faggot will eat Dwayne's hair butthole TEN times! I will! I will!!"
"Okay, faggot! Then here's your lucky day! Here's what you've been craving! Here's your hand job at last! Don't you dare expect another one this year!!"
Mallory got back to work with her hands moving deftly on my little boi clit. Oh, did her touch feel fabulous! Her hands and fingers felt truly incredible! AMAAAZING, even!!
Mallory even leaned in and nibbled on my ear. "I'll bet you like a little nibble, too, don't you fag?"
"ARRRGGGHHH!" was all I could articulate.
The sexy Mallory's hands had an unbelievable touch. She knew just the right stroking and nut-fondling moves. It was incredible, stunning, and moved me to my core... I don't think I'd had such a good hand job in over twenty years!
And it was all over much, much too fast!
In only a few minutes of Ms. Mallory's incredible treatment-hand job with ear nibbling-my boi clit exploded in orgasm. "YESSSSSSS!! FUCKKKKKKK!! UNGGGHHHH!! YYYEEESSSSSS!!! Yes! YYYESSSS!! Yes!! Ungggggggggggggggh!"
My little nuts and dicklet seemed to pulse and pulse and pulse and pulse.
"Shit! That has to be the largest orgasm of my life to date," I thought to myself. "All from listening to Marvin and my wife fucking, with Mallory taunting me, and then beating me off... Fuck! What a sexy, horny scene! Shit, this is AMAAAZING!!"
I coated my shirt with jet after jet of cum.
Once my little dicklet's shots of cum subsided, Mallory scooped up my jizz with her fingers.
And-of course-she fed it to me.
As I greedily licked it all up, I heard my wife yelling again.
"Oh my God, Marvin! Oh my fucking God! I love your cock in my ass! I love it after all! FUCK!! Yesssss! FUCKK!! Yesssss! UNGHHHHH!"
When things calmed down a bit, Marvin explained to my wife that even though he fancied her too, he had many sluts he enjoyed-and needed to keep satisfied.
So, my Carolyn could only have Master Marvin as her lover part time.
She was also going to be expected to make love to any black man Master Marvin expected- but only after he knocked her up. Future breedings? Also they would be black-only, and Marvin would decide on those later.
My Carolyn was cum-drunk and swooning in lust. She definitely also thought she was in love. And she kept murmuring her assent. "Yes, Master." "Okay, Marvin." "Whatever you say, My Love."
Marvin also schooled my wife that even though obviously she would now feel differently about me-and of course much less in love-that I'm a good husband and provider and that she was "expected" to stay married to me... that I would provide the companionship and social structure that Marvin and his black friends didn't have time for, as well as the funds she needed, so Marvin wouldn't have to spread himself too thin.
My wife murmured her further agreement.
They made out again for a while, and in due course, Mallory and I heard their footsteps gently move across the floor.
The basement door swung open. Mallory and I could see that Marvin was talking to Carolyn just before descending the stairs with her.
Mallory and I could see the two lovers-alpha black master or submissive white slutwife-faintly illuminated.
They were naked and looked incredible. Each looked like the pinnacle of humanity: the black alpha stud and his perfectly-matched white aphrodite.
"Okay, bitch," Marvin said to Carolyn. "This next step should be good for your inaugural night, too. I made a promise to your now bisexual husband... Well, I suppose he's about eighty percent faggot now to be more honest... I promised him that after I blacked you, that he could suck me off again. He and Mallory have been down here listening to us. So he knows your pussy belongs to me now."
"Really, my Master?!" my wife interjected. "Are you sure?"
"Yes, slut. You'll learn to trust me on these things. Really."
"And so, Sir?"
"And so it's time for your husband's reward... a load from my cock. Believe it or not. I've kept a load for him. And it's important for your new roles, both as my submissives, that you should watch him suck me off."
Master led my wife down the stairs. Both of them looked so incredible.
Master was shining from perspiration and looked like a marble statue, with his semi-hard black python swinging to and fro between his thighs.
Fuck! Even semi-hard, Marvin's cock looked many times the size of my tiny penis! Immediately on seeing it, my mouth began to salivate and my little boi clit stirred in arousal.
My wife was shiny, too.
Carolyn also looked thoroughly used sexually-used, but alive, radiant, and likely eager for more.
Hickies covered my wife's neck and breasts. Marvin's cum, mixed with my wife's, was oozing down her thighs.
At her crotch, I thought I could see inflamed labia.
If I didn't know better, I would have guessed she'd fucked a whole battalion of men-not just one alpha black adonis!
Marvin led Carolyn over to the sofa. He sat down and led her to sit right next to him.
Mallory untied me, and as soon as Master spread his thighs, I knelt and got to work on his perfect, delicious love pole with my mouth, tongue, throat, and fingers.
Fireworks went off in my head, just like they had the first time.
"YESSSS!" my thoughts shouted. "FINALLLY! I get to suck Master's unbelievable BBC again! FINALLY! YESSSSS! Yes! YYYYESSSSS!!"
My wife needed Master to tell her what to do. "Bitch," he commanded, "Spread your legs so Mallory can eat you."
"Yes, Master my Love," my Carolyn replied.
And Mallory leaned in and got to work beside me. As I tended to Master, Mallory tended to my wife.
Even as I could sense my wife begin to yield sexually before Mallory's relentless pussy-eating, I could tell her gaze was upon me.
Carolyn soon reached over to pat me on the head and encourage me.
"Good job, faggot cucky husband!" she said. "That's a good faggot husband! Suck our Master! Suck our Master really well!"
I'd never even imagined being so happy.
Having my wife watching and encouraging me as I sucked off Master Marvin's enormous prick made my soul feel complete.
After some time, Mallory lent my boi clit a hand again as she licked Carolyn to orgasm beside me, and when Master came, I did too.
The basement was awash in the groans and sounds of the four of us cumming-apparently Mallory had inserted an internal vibrator that brought her off, too, at the exactly right time.
"See, kids," Marvin said, clearly addressing all three of us. "It's like I told you it would happen. You all serve me now."
And so we do!
I have never felt so satisfied and at peace as I do with our new life.
Marvin comes by three or four nights a week and fucks the daylights out of my Carolyn.
I get to relax and beat off as I watch and listen to her cum and cum and cum-to the stars and back-and scream out how much she loves our new Master and wants to make babies for him.
Sometimes Mallory comes, too. She'll sit beside me-usually on a Sybian (we have one now, too)--and whisper little taunts at me like I love.
When he's most happy with me and feeling generous-which luckily seems to be about once a week-Master Marvin allows me to clean up my wife's pussy and ass of his creampies with my mouth and tongue.
It's truly sublime and satisfying for me. It's so humiliating and submissive-and it's also the only direct physical intimacy I have with my Carolyn anymore. Not unless you count an occasional sociable chaste kiss on the cheek, or a quick little hug in public, so as not to raise suspicions.
That's right, my wife doesn't even kiss me on my mouth anymore, never mind go anywhere near my little boi clit.
Carolyn has no interest in my tiny penis-nor does our Master believe in white slutwives going anywhere near their husband's dicklets.
In fact, I have to have my underwear and pants on when I lick Carolyn's holes clean-and I'm not allowed to even play with myself through my clothes when I eat her clean-I'm to be focused exclusively on my duty, and bringing my wife both pleasure and relaxation.
It's especially poignant and erotic for me when I lick a creampie out of Carolyn's incredibly hot ass-servicing her so submissively in a hole that I was never given permission to fuck and that, now, I never, ever will be. It's the ultimate subordinate act-and incredibly hot.
For her part, Carolyn privately confides to me also that our new life is more satisfying than she ever could have imagined for herself.
"Husband," she'll say, "I never would have thought of this life on my own... But I really love that we have such an assertive and dominant master in Marvin... And his immense ebony phallus? Well, it's just so taboo and provocative... and the way it probes and thrusts so deep inside me, front and back... so thoroughly possessing me... He just makes me feel so much more a woman than I ever would have guessed a man could make me feel... It's just *AMAAAAAZING*!"
"I know, Boo!" I'd respond, "I obviously can tell... And it thrills me beyond measure to see you satisfied... So much more satisfied than I was able to provide for you directly."
"Well, you did do your best!"
"Thanks for saying, dear."
"And you did have the intuition to take us Black... Such great intuition, my beloved husband... I'm so incredibly grateful for you... Somehow, even though I would never tell you, you knew that your little boi clit just wasn't enough for me... And look at the gigantic masterful black cock you went out and got for me-for us!"


"I'm so grateful for you, too, dear! And it's been totally my pleasure to get you a giant black cock to fuck so you wouldn't have to get by with my little, thin boi clit any more... Our sex life now- totally centered around you with Marvin and his immense BBC- and with me getting to watch... It's so much more amazing than any sex life I ever had before- or dreamt of either."
"I guess the two of us are just really lucky," my wife would say.
"Indeed, we are."
"And I have a feeling that Marvin knows how to lead us to ever better and more erotic destinations, too," Carolyn would comment.
"Oh, I think that's definitely the case, too. Definitely."
It was bliss to be in such perfect agreement with my wife about our unconventional new lifestyle-jointly submissive to our bisexual black alpha stud, Marvin. Total marital harmony through BBC. Who would have thought?
About once a month, Master directs Mallory to give me a mercy hand job. Now, it's through a latex glove. "White boi cuckies shouldn't get touched directly on their privates by anyone," Master explains. I groan in submission and satisfaction when he reminds me.
Marvin hasn't started sharing Carolyn with his friends just yet. He wants to make sure her pregnancy gets at least to the five month mark, and it's only at four.
Meanwhile, he's started teasing her about how much she's going to enjoy being a slut for multiple big black cock lovers.
"My bitch!" he'd exclaim, "You're so fucking into big black cock now... I bet you can't wait to get gangbanged by the bruthas... Yeah! You're going to be awesome getting gangfucked. I can tell. You're ready to take three, four, five BBCs all night now, aren't you?"
"Unnngghhh!" Carolyn would groan in response to his taunting, "That *does* sound incredibly hot, Master! How much longer do I have to wait? I *WOULD* like to start getting gangbanged... You're right! Your white wifeslut is ready! PLEASE! Please, Master! Don't make me wait any longer!"
"Not too much longer, bitch! Not too much longer!" Marvin would respond. "We just got to make sure my baby has taken but good in your womb. The gang bang will get a little rough... Best for you to either be between pregnancies or solidly five or six months pregnant... And since I ain't ready to give up dibs on breeding you yet... It's going to be while you're pregnant... At least for now, bitch!"
"But Master, will your friends think I'm hot if I'm so pregnant that I'm really showing?"
"Of course they will, slut! Of course they will," Marvin would reassure my wife, "You've still got everything going on-a beautiful face, nice curves, your smoking hot ass-and to top it off, you're a white slutwife with a pussy *and* ass that can handle big black cocks. They're going to love, love, love you... They'll be begging me for regular invitations to come back around and fuck you."
"Oh, good, Master," Carolyn would respond, "I'm so relieved-and I can hardly wait!"
Life couldn't be any finer! Carolyn is now only two weeks away from her first promised gangbang. And I'm not sure which of us is most excited. I think we're all looking forward to it very much: Marvin, Mallory, me- but I suppose if I'm honest, I think Carolyn is looking forward to getting herself gangfucked most of all.
Yup, my wife has gradually transformed into the ultimate white slutwife for BBC. And she was ready for more.
As for the imminent baby? Carolyn and I have been chatting. We're both excited that Marvin has said we can keep it.
We have agreed to tell all our friends and family the truth about the conception-that it's through our "Black alpha bull and Master." Carolyn wants very badly to subject us both to the humiliation-we'll be met with tons of shock of sniping behind our backs, we know. Probably even some people will mock us to our face. It'll be rough-and we are confident, strangely erotic. We also know many people-both husbands and white wives will be secretly jealous, and that arouses us also to no end.
Carolyn thinks it's especially poignant that all our friends will know I'm a bi cucky for BBC.
Yeah, we both think it's incredible that we'll soon be "out and proud."
We've decided that we'll even have a "Meet the Father" get-together. Carolyn and I are going to feel out which of our friends seem to be favorably inclined to our new lifestyle and invite them over to meet Master. With a little luck, if the mood is right, maybe there will even be some fun and games.
"Kids," Master Marvin explained, "I ain't going to fib you. I have a strong track-record hosting events like this. You can expect there will be lots of sucking and fucking before the night is out. In fact, if we get a good-size guest list, I'll probably add a few bruthas to help field all your white-folks slutty needs."
That all sounded amazing to me and Carolyn, and we told him so. "Wow, Marvin!" we said, almost in unison, "That'll be terrific! Let's definitely go for it!"
"Great, kids!" Marvin responded. "It's a plan then. Thanks in advance for the help with recruitment."
As for the arrival before long of the baby? My wife and I are both excited to finally be starting our family-as unconventional as it may be.
And, we've decided that if it's a boy, we're going to name him Martin Jr.--with Martin's last name, to boot. Out and proud. If it's a girl, it'll be Martine-also with his last name.
As it should be.
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WARNING: This is a hardcore interracial cuckolding story with themes of dominance and submission. If you don't enjoy those kinds of stories, skip this one. Do not read it all the way through only to complain. Non-constructive comments will be deleted. Please feel free to write your own superior story and invite me to read it in the comments--I'll be very happy to view your work in return. Thank you!
--------------------------------------------------------------------
As far as I was concerned, my fiancée and I were still in the middle of our whirlwind romance. We met in January and got engaged in May. It was now just three months later, in mid-August.
When I met Sally--at my age 38 and her age 31--I'd been blown away by her on all fronts: her immense beauty, her personal drive, her sweet personality, and her intelligence. She was the whole package.
After a first marriage where my first fiancée had completely "let herself go," I'll admit that Sally's great beauty and excellent physical fitness were certainly not lost on me. They were paramount. Oh, and beautiful she was--and still is!
At 5'11", she matches my own height. But she's still a petite, feminine girl--just with extra long legs that frankly look stunning on her. Her curves are an incredible 34D-24-37, and her ass is to die for. She has flowing red curls and an adorable face.
I suppose she's not quite model-level gorgeous, if we're brutally honest, so let's call her a 9.8 in the looks department. As a 7 myself, I was beyond thrilled to have found her!
Yes, I know that Sally also considers me the "whole package"--and it is true that in passing there's no obvious area that I'm lacking. I'm smart, funny, hardworking, well-educated, and successful. All good. In passing, no one would know, of course, that my dick is just a mediocre white-guy thin five-inches. And, I suppose, in olden days that would have been fine for most women.
But nowadays, thanks to the prevalence of porn--even for women--well... Women--even relatively selective and chaste women like my fiancée--even they know that "more" is an option for them. That big cocks are available. Especially, as is obvious in the porn world, big *black* cocks.
This point--the option of big black cocks--was hammered home for Sally and me starting three months ago, in mid-May (barely a week after our engagement), Reggie moved into the apartment next door.
Reggie is a handsome man, roughly our own age. Also successful and professional. We were neighborly rather than friendly. All three of us kept it to basic chit chat in the hallway or by the mailboxes.
Or at least that's how it was at first.
Like apartment buildings everywhere, the walls are only so thick, and while our building did benefit from quality construction, there simply was no stopping the sex noises from Reggie's apartment.
Three, four, five--and even sometimes six--times per week, we'd hear women--a variety of women--howling their lungs out in excitement and satisfaction, typically followed by Reggie's own intense growling in orgasm and satisfaction.
"Oh my God, Reggie, you're so deep!"
"Aw fuck... It's *SOOOO* amaaazing! Never stop fucking me! Never!"
"Ungh! Shit! Fuck! Soooo good! Sooo intense! Aw, fuck! I'm almost there! Keep fucking me! Fuck me with your giant pole, you bastard! Fuck me deep!"
"Inside me! Cum inside me! You have to cum inside me!"
"Yes! Yessss!! Knock me up! Knock me up with your giant cock, you fucker! Give me your baby! Breeeeeeeeed me!"
It was relentless. And constant.
I might have complained but it only fueled our own sex life, for Sally and me.
I counted myself lucky that it made Sally wet and horny to hear all the women--and it was obviously a variety--getting so excited next door.
After a couple of weeks of hearing how excited it all made my fiancée, it was only natural that I should spontaneously ask her while we were fooling around. I asked her without even thinking: "I bet you wish it was you who Reggie was fucking tonight, hunh?"
As soon as the words left my lips, I realized that maybe I had made that cardinal mistake of relationships: I may have asked a question where I wasn't really prepared for the answer--where I didn't really, truly want to know the answer!
But it was too late.
The question was asked. And there was no taking it back. It hung in the air, waiting for my gorgeous fiancée's response. "I bet you wish it was you who Reggie was fucking tonight, hunh?"
"Honestly, my love?" Sally replied after a beat. "Yeah. Yeah, I do. I do wish it was me he was fucking tonight."
"Oh!" I responded. Shocked even though maybe I shouldn't have been. After all, it was only natural that a woman--any woman--should respond that way after hearing our handsome and polite dark brown neighbor, 6'4" and very well-muscled, thrilling one woman after another in his bed.
"Oh, wow!" I added.
"Can you blame me, Boo?" my fiancée asked, using our sweet nickname for each other. "Don't you think any woman would feel that way after listening to the 'Reggie Show' nearly every night for weeks?"
"Uh..." I stammered, "Uh... I guess if you put it that way."
"Well, how else would one put it? I mean, he is giving quite the sex show, don't you think? Even if all we can do is hear it."
"Yeah. You're right. It *is* quite the sex show. And clearly we've both been enjoying it."
"Exactly," Sally said. "Exactly my point."
"So you'd really like to fuck him?"
"Do you really want to talk about this more, Boo?"
"Uh... Yeah, I think I need to understand this."
"You sure, because I don't think you're going to like everything you might learn."
"Yes, Boo. You're my fiancée, the conversation has come this far, and I think I really should hear the whole story," I added, feigning more confidence by far than I felt inside.
Inside, I was truly a ball of nerves and stress. But I was simply too fascinated by my sexy fiancée's sexuality than to do anything other than drive forward.
"Well, remember... You pressed it!"
"I'll remember, I promise," I attested.
"The truth is, Boo. Definitely yes. If I didn't think it would hurt our relationship?" Sally conceded. "Yeah... Absolutely I would want to fuck Reggie. Yes, I would fuck him."
"Well... Fair enough. I pressed you. And there's how you truly feel... Thanks for being honest," I responded.
Then I added, "I guess with us getting married, occasionally there's going to be some awkward honesty."
"All I did was answer your questions, Boo... I answered the first one, and then you kept pressing."
"Yeah... that's fair... I should have known better than to ask to begin with!"
"Pro-ba-bly!" my fiancée teased, drawing the word out--extremely slowly and in her sexiest, breathiest, most adorable tone of voice. "What are you, a rookie?"
"Touché! Apparently so. Apparently so!"
"Look, Boo... Just because we talked about it, doesn't mean it needs to happen."
"Thanks, Boo. That's very loving. I love you, too!"
"But this is interesting, my Love," Sally added as she reached her hand around my crotch as we cuddled in bed. "Your little fella is rock hard."
"Well, so?"
"Well, it's rock hard even while we talked about whether I might like to fuck Reggie!"
"Yeah? And?"
"So you're not going to admit it? You're not going to say it out loud?" my fiancée needled me a little.
"I think I'm done saying controversial things for the evening, Boo!"
"Fair enough... fair enough... Is it okay if I say it then?"
A moment of truth. My hard little dicklet had given away that I was turned on, but the properly chosen words from me could likely shut down this whole exploration now if I really wanted to.
"Yeah..."
"Just 'yeah'... Or... Just maybe... would you like me to say more?"
"I think I *would* like you to say more, my love," I ventured boldly.
"Very well then... but remember, you gave me your blessing... You told me to continue... I think you would be turned on to see Reggie fuck me... that's why I think your little dicklet is so hard!"
"Ooomph! You know how to hurt a guy! You never called it a 'little dicklet' before!"
"Well... I was never getting you ready to be cuckolded before, was I?"
"Cuckolded?"
"Oh... don't you be coy with me, Mister... Yeah... You like the idea of Reggie fucking me... And so do I... and so we're getting you ready to be cuckolded."
"Unnnnghhhh!" I groaned, and as my Sally teased my little dick, I could tell that I was leaking precum in her hand. I could feel it get sticky and moist between her fingers and--as she had just aptly put it--my "little dicklet." That moist stickiness could only be from me. Yes, I was leaking quite a bit!
"Thanks for the precum, my love!" she said. "Or, 'thanks for the precum, cucky,' I should really say."
"Do you have to talk to me like that, Boo? Insulting my dick and calling me 'cucky'?"
"Hmmm... I've watched porn and read erotica, too, my love... How do you think I got by without a dumbass boyfriend for the three years before I met you... I think both are called for... and, after all, your little dicklet is still hard... and it's leaking precum. So I don't think you really mind, either."
"Unnnnggghhhh! Fine!" I shot back, in a tone of gentle exasperation, even as underneath I felt a mix of shame and excitement. "I guess you're right... But is my dick really little?"
"Do you really want the answer to that, my love?"
"Unnghhh. Maybe not. Never mind."
"Smart man... Now you are getting smarter... but I think it's hot if I should tell you anyway: If your dick were any smaller, there's no way you would have gotten past the third date with me, never mind engaged to be married! Your little dicklet is *barely* acceptable in size. Just barely... So there. Now you know."
"Unggghh." I groaned, it was hot to be put in my place like that by my incredibly gorgeous fiancée.
At least she didn't tell me it was "unacceptable," I thought to myself!
Then Sally added. "I think I should find Reggie's cock much more to my liking. Judging from all the entertainment we overhear, it sure sounds like he has a really big cock, don't you think, Boo?"
"Certainly, Boo. Certainly," I agreed.
We cuddled quietly then for a moment, each of us obviously with plenty to think about.
I broke the silence. "So, Boo," I asked, "How do you think you'll seduce him?"
"Oh! Does that mean I have your permission, Boo?" Sally asked.
"Do you need my permission?"
"As your betrothed? Yes, I would only move forward with your permission."
"Hmmm... Can I think about it?"
"I suppose... but the more we talk about it, the more badly I want him! Oh, Boo! I *do* so want Reggie's super big cock! I can tell that I would love it!"
"Well, why don't you tell me how you would seduce him, first of all?"
"Oh," my gorgeous fiancée responded, "I am sure there are a thousand ways... I want to mull on it for a few days... think over what will be hottest."
"You're so beautiful, Boo," I replied. "I'm sure all you would need to do is ask, and Reggie would gladly fuck you."
"Maybe. Maybe. But he also likes you as his friend and neighbor. And with all the women he has on tap, that could be a hindrance. So I want to give this some thought."
"I understand, Boo. I understand... Say, all this talk has made me horny... How about we mess around?"
"Aw! Poor Boo fiancé!" Sally replied. "You *do* seem to be horny! But I don't think I can let your little pecker inside me... No, I think it'll be hotter if I keep my privates reserved so that no one is in me again until Reggie... Don't you think that would be hotter, too?"
"Oh, fuck! I hate it that I agree, Sally-- but I agree! That *is* a really hot idea!"
"And maybe-- maybe I won't even ever let your little pecker inside me again-- maybe I'll have you *only* be my cucky-- and only big cocks will go in my pussy from now on."
And--I wish it hadn't happened--but it did. My little dicklet shot off in orgasm in my fiancée's hand just then, even with her barely stroking me, even!
That's right, Sally was just gently stroking my little dicklet--not to be withholding but simply because that was what was right for the moment. And I exploded in a giant cum.
"FUUUUCCCKKKK!" I yelled. "That's sooooo hot! FUUCKKKK! That's hot! Ungggggghhhh!"
"Haha!" Sally laughed at my expense. "The cuckold streak is strong in you my beloved! Clearly! It's very strong! I shan't forget how turned on you just got... You just came from the mere beginning of a handjob--just my barely starting to fondle you!--right when I suggested that you might never fuck me again and that I might only fuck big cocks... Hmmm.... VERY interesting! Very interesting indeed!"
We cuddled quietly for a few moments.
Sally broke the silence. "Hmmmmph... I had no idea I was engaged to such a pervert! What an immense pervert... Alright. Good to know it... Now, this is enough for a night... Lights out for you. I'm going to masturbate in the guest room and rejoin you here when I'm ready."
Sally never did rejoin me that night.
That night, I listened to her use her vibrator to three loud orgasms--and then she fell asleep in the guest room. The next morning, she laid out some new rules.
"So, my love... It seems you are quite the cucky pervert... The good news for you is that I like that. I like that quite a bit! I think you should still be a good companion and husband as a celibate cucky. And I can have different--different and more fulfilling--big cocked men as my partners for sex. I've given it some serious thought overnight, and that's what sounds optimal to me."
Sally tried to look confident, but I also sensed some fear in her--a bit of fear that I might not go along with things, and that she might lose me.
For me, listening to her "lay down the law," Sally's smidge of fear made the situation more appealing not less.
"It seems my fiancée probably does still love me deep down," I thought to myself. "Thank God! Maybe this is a tenable situation for us both after all?"
After a breath, my gorgeous fiancée continued. "For now, you can have the main bedroom, and I'll take the guest. Once I have a steady big cock partner--hopefully Reggie, or it could be someone else--I suspect he'll want to change it around, so I suggest you enjoy the king size bed while it lasts."
"Uh..." I stammered. It was a lot to take in. But, honestly, it sounded reasonable to me. It sounded like I might like it that way, too. I loved the idea of Sally as my life partner still--and I'm sure it would be incredibly hot to watch her with a variety of better-hung sex partners.
"'Uh....' what, cucky?" Sally probed. I noticed her twisting her engagement ring, as she continued, "And think carefully about how you answer, because if you try to resist me on this, well... honestly, it puts our future at risk. I'm serious here about what my needs are."
Wow! My gorgeous fiancée was really laying down the law. I saw a few options here, as I thought very quickly.
One was that I could fight or refuse. That could really mean the end of our relationship. Was I ready for that? No. I didn't think so.
More likely, I thought I might be amply satisfied by a love life centered around watching my Sally getting fucked by really big cocks. It could really be hot to see her so much better satisfied than I was capable of--much, much more satisfied. It would alleviate a lot of performance anxiety for me, to boot.
Another option was that I could hedge or delay. Yeah, I supposed that might work. But it wouldn't really change the inevitable decision that would be required: To acquiesce to Sally going over to big cocks or to risk losing her for good.
The third option--and the one that was quickly rising in my internal ranking system as my fiancée waited for me to speak next--was that I could simply acquiesce. I could fold from any objection. I could completely go along with what Sally was wanting--for herself and for us.
It seemed inside like a really weighty long moment, but probably it only took me five seconds to respond.
"Uh... I think that might work for me, actually," I said simply.
"Oh, good, cucky. Because I thought about it last night, and I thought about this new possibility of not having to rely only on your pathetic little dicklet... and I realized that your dicklet really is too small for me... That's why I jumped on your invitation for me to fuck Reggie to begin with. I do really love you, but I also do need more."
"I understand," I said--and I really did.
"Good... and I think we need a little something else, to be honest, with your cucky role. I think we need you to verbally acknowledge your submission to my leadership--at least when it comes to sex."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"No, no, you said that wrong, cucky... What you meant to say is, 'I'm not sure I understand, *MISTRESS*!"
"Ohhhh!!!! I see!"
"Not quite, cucky!"
"Um, sure. I'll try again.... Ohhhh! I see, Mistress!"
"Good job, cucky! Now you're getting it!"
"Thank you... Mistress! Cucky tries to be a fast learner!"
"Excellent, cucky! Excellent! Now I have more good news... I've decided on the plan for seducing Reggie. We're going to have him over for dinner. We're due to have him for a neighborly dinner. It would be difficult for him to say 'no.' Once he's here, I'll lead the way. All you have to do is respond and be an obedient cucky. Do you think you can handle that?"
"Yes... Yes, Mistress, I do! That sounds like an excellent plan, Mistress."
"I didn't ask your opinion. Try not to offer too many opinions and remember I really do expect you to be my subordinate now."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good, cucky. Good. Now, do you think you can do your part and get Reggie over here for dinner?"
"Yes, Mistress. Of course."
"But don't invite him for too soon. We don't want to give off any weird vibes. Invite him for next week."
"But Mistress, it's only Monday."
"And what's your point, cucky?"
"Well, you did say you were going to be celibate until Reggie fucks you."
"Yeah, so?"
"Well, and I know you... That's a long time for you to go without."
"So it is, my little faggot cucky. So it is... Still, I think it's necessary so as not to seem over eager."
"As you wish, Mistress."
"That's the spirit, cucky. Yes. That's the spirit."
As it turned out, it took a full three weeks until Reggie was able to come over for dinner, given his travel schedule and mine.
Three weeks that Sally had to go without getting laid.
But she didn't go without sex--not exactly. Rather, she made ample use of her fingers, vibrator, and a newly purchased oversize dildo. Perhaps not surprisingly, it was a chocolate-brown shade similar to Reggie. "That can't be a coincidence," I said to myself.
Yes, Sally amply entertained herself. I heard her numerous deep orgasms as she dreamt of fucking our neighbor. Sometimes she even yelled his name out loud! "Hmmm," I wondered, "What if Reggie heard that?"
Sally was obviously quite horny, and she masturbated a LOT.
Every. Single. Night. Often multiple times.
"Wow!" I thought to myself, "This fantasy has really brought my fiancée's libido alive! Who knew that this woman could be so horny? Just WOW!"
I knew better than to comment on how frequently Sally was masturbating--or on how loudly.
But I did think of a question that I thought she might tolerate.
"Mistress," I asked her one night--right after dinner--about a week in, "May I ask? How are you finding it, relying on your toys and not having sex lately?"
"Truthfully, my little faggot?"
"Do you have to call me faggot, too, mistress?"
"Well.. let's be honest, cucky... who but a faggot would give up a beautiful fiancée like me only to watch her get fucked by bigger cocks?"
"Unggghhh. I dunno. But we haven't talked about me doing anything gay, Mistress!"


"We don't have to talk about it, faggot. I can see it in your eyes. I can see it in your crotch. Yes, I can see how your little dicklet twitches ever harder when we talk about me getting big cock fucked. It has to be because you're fascinated by bigger cocks for yourself, too. It just must."
"Uh..." I stammered, unsure. "Maybe. I dunno."
"Well, cucky. It's not too important to know for sure right now, but seeing as it seems to make you hard or keep you hard, I'm going to keep calling you... my little faggot... as well as my little cucky... do you understand, faggot?"
"Unnnghhh," I groaned with resignation, "Fine, Mistress. Faggot understands."
"Good," my gorgeous Sally responded. "Now, I'm never going to allow your little dicklet inside me again, but since you're being a good little cucky, and I have no big-cocked alpha instructing me otherwise--at least not yet--you might as well get a little kindness from me once in a while."
"If you think I deserve it, Mistress."
"Oh, yes. I think you do. Come lay down in my bed beside me. I think I'll give your little boi clit a nice, tender milking."
"My what?"
"Your little boi clit."
"What, Mistress?!"
"Your 'little boi clit.' You know, your dicklet... 'Little boi clit' is another name for your dicklet. You'll need to get used to that name, too... Your little dicklet--it's obviously more like a clit now... Like a clit, it's only good for your own pleasure. So we'll often be calling it a 'clit'... That is, if you want me to milk it ever."
"I never heard of milking a clit before, Mistress," I replied, trying to maintain my composure, even as I was a bit rattled from being feminized so blatantly.
"Well, you have now, faggot! Would you like to be milked--or not?"
"Yes, Mistress! I think I would like that very much!"
"Good, faggot. Take off your pants and underpants and get your clit out and let's go lay down together."
"Yes, Mistress," I said--trying to hide how rattled I was by having my small penis now referred to as a woman's body part.
"Shit!" I said to myself, "This is a striking new indignity! Oomph! This one will take some getting used to!"
A moment later we were laying down.
"Aren't you going to get naked too, Mistress?" I asked.
"Nope, faggot. This is just for you. A reward for being a good boi."
"I see."
"We'll see."
I leaned in to kiss her but she pulled back.
"No kissing."
"But kissing is my favorite part, Mistress."
"Yeah... But I decided it's too intimate for me with my cucky faggot... So it's off the menu."
"What?! As of when?!"
"As of just now."
"Oh! Really?"
"Yeah... Really... And I don't want to hear another peep of complaint from you about it, cucky. We agreed you're my subordinate. So I make the rules... And the next person to kiss me will be Reggie."
"Oh..." I said, with a glum inflection.
"'Oh, 'Mistress,' you mean!"
"Yes, Mistress. Oh, Mistress. That's right, mistress."
"Now shut up and lie back and no more talking, or I'll cancel your milking."
I heard the threat and obeyed.
My fiancée--my mistress--proceeded to give me a hand job. It started very slowly. Way more slowly than I would have liked. Then she backed off. Then Sally started in again. And then she backed off again.
It didn't take very long for me to realize that Sally--my once loving and dutiful fiancée--was intently edging me. She was bringing me closer and closer to cumming and then backing off.
Finally, after what seemed like ten or fifteen cycles of edging me--but maybe it was more, Sally spoke again.
"I like this," she said. "I think I could do this all night, come to think of it. I like bringing you close and then backing off-- I like doing it again and again. Maybe I should just keep edging you, cucky. It would serve you right for being such a disappointing fuck all these months."
"Unggggghhhhhhhhh!" I groaned in a blend of titillation and frustration.
"I bet you would love to speak, my little faggot-- but you better not! Speak and we're done! Speak, and you're off to bed with orders not even to beat off tonight!"
"Ungggghhhhhhhh!" I groaned once more.
"Lucky for you, groaning is tolerated!" My fiancée teased me. "And... And... I think you may just have suffered enough..."
And with that pronouncement, Sally finally stroked me in earnest.
"Here it comes!" she shouted, as soon as she sensed my pending release. "Here comes your milk! That's a good little faggot!"
And then--ever so fortunately--my fiancée stroked until I spurted my very last spurt. She stroked the entire length of my little shaft, glans to base, with her right hand. It was far from difficult for her, but it was still appreciated!
In tandem, Sally used her left hand to massage my balls--with just the perfect mix of tickling and squeezing, as she knows I adore
"Arrrrrggghhh!" I groaned, as my body writhed and my jizz shot uselessly in the air, spraying my shirt--with some even reaching my chin.
"FUCKKK!!" I yelled. "Yesssss! Fuhckkk! AY-MAY-ZING! Aw, shit! Soooo good! Yessss! YESSSS! Yesssss!!".
Sally's incredible attention produced what might have been the most satisfying orgasm of my entire life to date--all as I visualized Reggie fucking her, fucking her so much better than anyone ever had before.
"Shit!" I said to myself, "That's something else! I found a hand job from my gorgeous fiancée--while we talked about her stepping out on me with big-cocked alphas--even more satisfying than fucking! Wow, that was something else!"
"You can clean yourself up, cucky," Sally instructed, matter-of-factly, as she hopped out of bed. "I can see you really enjoyed that. Good! Because that's all that you can expect from me, going forward, is an occasional hand job. And you had better be obedient, or I'll leave you with 'ruined' orgasms instead."
"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledged. "Message received!"
And we said our goodnights.
"I do still love you, faggot, you know-- and sleep tight!"
"Thank you, Mistress. Your faggot loves you, too. Sleep tight, as well."
It was another two weeks until the big evening arrived.
The waiting could have been worse, I suppose.
My beautiful fiancée did give me a daily milking--which I was grateful for, especially as hearing her nightly cumming multiple times from her vibrator and dildo was an incredible turn-on for me.
"You're a good faggot fiancé," Sally would say, "It would be cruel to allow your semen to build up."
"Thank you, Mistress," I would dutifully reply.
Finally, the big day arrived, and it was almost time for Reggie to arrive for dinner.
Sally had cooked her signature dish, an amazing Beef Wellington, which she'd cooked for me exactly once before--early in our courtship. "Aha!" I thought to myself, "This is 'Sally's time to manipulate a guy' signature dish--would be how I should think of it!" In any event, I was grateful for an excuse to eat it.
"Remember, cucky--you're not to call me 'Mistress' in front of Reggie-- not unless I trigger it first-- by calling you 'faggot' or 'cucky' in front of him."
"I'll do my best!" I replied.
"Don't fuck up, cucky," she said. "I want to have control here."
"I understand, Mistress, I really do... but you have to realize also, I'm very used to calling you 'Mistress' now so long as we're at home. It'll be hard for me to do otherwise!"
"Well try hard, faggot. Try very hard!"
"Yes, Mistress!"
As it turned out, I surprised myself, and I didn't slip into our private vocabulary at all throughout dinner.
I noticed Sally starting to get awkward, however. She was starting to blush and fumble for things.
"Ha!" I realized, thinking to myself, "My fiancée is so into him she's bashful and awkward! Her feelings of affection and lust are making a mess of her! Hilarious! And she was hoping to have this whole thing so choreographed. But now she's a mess! And I couldn't save her if I wanted--not as her cucky! Shit! I wonder what she's going to do?"
And just as I had that thought, Sally trembled. She trembled carrying a platter of dessert pastries and sliced fruit. It crashed from her hands, and she fell, too. The platter broke into a hundred pieces, and food flew throughout the kitchen and partway into the dining area.
Reggie was closer, and with an easy grace, he leapt to his feet and gave my fiancée a hand. He focused first on how she was feeling. I sensed that I should stay a step back.
"Are you okay, Sally?" Reggie asked my fiancée earnestly.
"Unnggghh. The truth?" Sally asked, in equal earnestness.
"But of course," Reggie replied.
"I haven't been myself lately."
"Oh, dear," Reggie responded, "I'm so sorry to hear it!"
"Yeah, I'm sorry about it, too."
"Is it something personal and private--or would you like to talk about it tonight, with me here?"
"I suppose it's now or never!"
"Whatever do you mean?"
"It's about you, Reggie?"
"About me?"
"Yes--you had better sit down, too," Sally told him.
"Alrighty," Reggie said, as he sat back down--looking quizzically at both me and Sally.
Sally paused. But then she found herself unable to speak to Reggie.
Instead, she turned bright red from embarrassment and turned to me to rescue her.
"I'm too shy, cucky!" my beautiful fiancée cried, "I just can't tell him. You'll have to tell him!"
And Sally ran off into our bedroom, sobbing from stress and embarrassment--and leaving me holding the bag.
I should have known that she wouldn't be strong enough to be the "alpha chick" in front of her formidable black adonis crush.
"Cucky?!" Reggie exclaimed--looking right at me, given that I was the one person left in the room for him to ask.
I made a big sigh and inhaled. "I guess I better tell him the situation," I quickly thought, "unless I want to make an awkward situation even worse. Let me think, how best to begin? I guess from the beginning..."
So I laid it out for Reggie. How we heard him having sex so easily through the walls. How thrilled and utterly delighted his women partners were. How the women came and came and came--and how so many attested that they had never been fucked so well in their life ever before. How they couldn't believe how fabulous his enormous black cock felt deep inside them. How skilled he was with it. And how they prayed--aloud--that they could be one of his regular lovers.
I told Reggie what a huge turn on it was for both Sally and me to listen in, night after night, week after week. And how eventually it got so that Sally developed a burning interest in sleeping with him--and an emotional crush as well--and how the idea of me becoming her cucky while she got big cock-fucked by him, Reggie, greatly appealed to me as well. How I--as a loving fiancé--longed to see my Sally as deeply fulfilled sexually as Reggie's sexual partners.
I also revealed how within the marriage, I had been reduced to celibacy. How I got "milkings" now instead of sex. How I didn't even get mouth kisses anymore. And also how Sally would refer to me as "cucky" or "faggot"--because "only a faggot would fantasize about giving his gorgeous fiancée up to big cocks only."
And how all of that had led up to tonight, where we were hoping that somehow we would navigate a step closer to making my fiancée's and my shared fantasy--our fantasy of her sleeping with him, our neighbor Reggie--a reality.
It took me several minutes to lay it out. Reggie interrupted only occasionally along the way. He mostly just encouraged and acknowledged me, saying things like "I see" or "tell me more."
Reggie handled it with a psychological sophistication that I had heard through the wall. He knew full well that I would benefit from the catharsis of simply laying out the story, and seeing him--my male alpha superior--receive and accept it in peace.
And that's what happened. It felt great to get it off my chest and shared with the man that I prayed would soon become my fiancée's and my black alpha adonis Master. It felt fabulous. A euphoric sense of relief swept through me when Reggie acknowledged me with, "My man. That's a lot to take in. A whole lot. But I salute you. It takes a big man to recognize when his fiancée needs more and for him then to help provide that to her--like you are doing right now. I truly salute you, my friend."
"Aw, shucks, Reggie," I said. "That means a lot. You're right. This has been a lot of work. It does take a lot of conviction and love to focus on Sally's needs like this. Yeah, it does."
I thought about adding about my own potential gay appetite for big cocks as well, but it seemed like it might kill the moment--especially as I had no idea at all if Reggie would be comfortable with my own more intimate interest in cock, so I bit my tongue. "If I only get to see Sally get big cock-fucked, it will be a dream," I told myself. "Getting to suck on some big cocks myself--it might interest me, for sure, but it would just be icing on the cake. No reason to complicate things now!"
"So... Now I know," Reggie responded, "The cat's out of the bag. And we're at a crossroads. Seeing as you two love birds are angling for me to be in charge, if it's okay with you, friend--or should I say 'faggot'?-- if I assume that role now?"
This was it. This was the next big plunge. This was another moment that was do-or-die. Where I would need to go with the flow. Or--if I really wanted to--I could still scotch the whole thing.
"We've come too far," I said to myself, "And I don't think my super horny fiancée would forgive me at this point if I botched things up. So, we had better move forward. Yes, I'd better move things forward."
It was obvious what I needed to say next. "Master Reggie, yes. It's time for you to take charge. We are at a crossroads. It's time for you to take control of faggot and his fiancée. Faggot agrees."
"Good, faggot, good..." Reggie continued. "So, you realize that I need to go into your bedroom now and fuck Sally, right?"
"Oh, golly! Really? So soon?"
"Yeah, faggot. Come on. I know you've had your share of success with women. You're a good looking guy--and with social skills, too. To have bagged Sally, you must have 'game.' Surely you do... So you know that when a beautiful woman is feeling stressed, anxious, horny, and unsure of her appeal that there's only one gentlemanly thing to do, right?"
"Oh, wow! I think I'm following you. But go on."
"Yes, I intend to..." Reggie responded. "It would be cruel if I didn't go in there, say some kind things, and make love to Sally. She obviously has been dreaming of me fucking her for a long time now--and she feels unsure if she's appealing enough... Nothing will comfort her as well as getting my cock up inside her... In fact, I'll have to do it front and back, both, for good measure. You've noticed that all my girls are expected to be three-hole sluts, right?"
"Well, Sir-- I should start to call you 'Sir' and 'Master', right?"
"Please, faggot. I think you had better."
"Good. Well, Master. It sure sounded that way to me... but I've never discussed it with Sally yet."
"Trust me, women are always smarter. Always. If you noticed it, of course your fiancée noticed it. Of course."
"Yeah, that makes sense, Sir."
"Good... So she'd be nervous then if I didn't fuck her ass as well as her pussy... She'd wonder if something was wrong... If maybe I didn't like her enough... Say, have you ever tapped that amazing hot ass?"
"No, Sir. I have not. Sally has always hinted that anal sex is totally off limits with her."
"Yeah, beautiful girls get away with that with you white bois... But white chicks don't get away with that with a manly black man. Nope. Not. At. All... This brother--for instance--always requires ass to be on the menu."
"I understand, Sir."
"So... That will be poignant for you, cucky, eh? In a few minutes you'll be giving up your woman--both her pussy and her totally virginal ass... Wow... I'm even getting a hole that you've never, ever been in! Shit! That's some poignant stuff! If I were a little more generous, I might make her give up her ass to you first... But nah... You're her willing cucky, so I don't think so."
"Yes, Master."
"Shit, faggot. Look at how hard your little dicklet is in your pants! I bet that's as big as it gets too, boi, isn't it?"
"Uh... Master, I was hoping you weren't going to notice..."
"Well, the size of your tiny dick was hardly going to be a permanent secret from me, was it, faggot?"
"No, Sir. I'm sure not."
"Good... Hey, this is a nice little chat, but like I said, your fiancée really needs me to go and fuck her now... The question is, what to do with you? Hmmm... I got to think on this for a moment... Not going to lie, this is a new situation for me. Believe it or not, this is my first time owning a couple together!"
"Wow, Master! You're so attractive, I'm really surprised!"
"Yeah... Well, I don't go looking for complexity in my life... And there's lots of simpler ways to get laid... Okay... I know!"
"Sir?"
"I've decided what to do with you while I go make love with your fiancée."
"Yessir?"
"You're going to get lost. You're going to scram. You're going to leave and not come back before dawn--and in the meantime, I'm going to ravage your fiancée all night in what used to be your bed."
"Ungh? Really, Master?"
I felt the slap across my face and fell down to the floor even before I heard it, it seemed. That's how quickly Reggie took a whack at me.
"What the fuck, Master?"
"Are you questioning my right to punish you, faggot? Think carefully, because if you are, I have worse consequences than a slap... Like instructing Sally to withhold milkings from you, faggot--maybe just for a week, or maybe for a month... or maybe even for as long as she and I are lovers. Don't test me again. It's inappropriate behavior. Even if it didn't make me mad, I'd have to punish you to keep you in line. You got it, faggot?!"
"Yes, Master," I offered--realizing that it was important that I should acquiesce. "Faggot understands. Master is in his rights to punish faggot."
"Good, faggot. Good. Now scram! Put on your shoes and coat and get the fuck out of here!"
"May I get a few other things, Master?"
*** WHOOMPF! ***
Ugh! Reggie had hit me again! This time a punch to the gut that knocked the wind out of me and sent me reeling.
It took me a few minutes to get my wind back and uncurl from being balled up in pain.
"No! Faggot. You. May. Not!" Master declared. "Test my patience again, and I will swing to actually hurt you."
"Faggot understands! Faggot is leaving now, Master!"
"Good! Good job, you fucking faggot!"
And with that, I hustled out the door.
I was shaken. I hadn't expected to be hit. That hadn't been on my bingo card at all for the evening. I had no idea that Reggie could be so brutal. "Shit!" I thought to myself, "He could have really hurt me! At least all he did was sting and rattle me! Fuck!"
It was a cool summer evening. Very pleasant. Perfect even.
"It's like the earth is blessing what's happening," I thought. "The weather is ideal. As if to say 'Sally is getting what she needs at last--it's what's right with nature.' It's saying 'Cucky--go do whatever. It doesn't matter. Go walk for hours. Go sit in your car. Go hang out at a bar-- just leave your fiancée alone with her new lover until daybreak.'"
Through it all, my little dicklet, my boi clit, was still hard. It was rock hard, enflamed, and tenting my pants. "Well, I can't walk into a bar like this, that's for sure!" I realized.
Hmmm. What should I do with myself?
I looked at my watch. I noticed that it was barely after ten at night. Dawn would be at about 6am. A full eight hours away. "Sheesh!" I thought, "That's a lot of time for them to fuck! Shit! Shit! SHIIIIT!! Boy, do I wish I could have been allowed to stay and listen or watch! DAMN!!"


I decided to start with a long walk. Yes, a walk will calm me, I thought to myself. No one will notice my tented crotch because I'll move quickly, and my dicklet is so little anyway!
I only made it a few blocks in our urban neighborhood. Little more than around the corner, when it dawned on me. "Fuck! I don't really have to walk around! The hedge outside our bedroom window is nice and big. I can just tuck myself between the hedge and the window and hang out and listen in! Shit! Of course! That's what I've got to do!"
I grabbed a bottle of water, a blanket, tarp, and some tissues from my parked car--the minimum supplies I knew that I would need--and quickly got into position. "Let's see," I mused, "If I do this right, I can look like just another homeless bum camping out."
In a few minutes, I had a tarp covering me from the street, the blanket on the ground, and tissues and water at the ready. "Funny how camping skills can come in handy sometimes!" I mused to myself.
I settled in to eavesdrop on the new lovers.
Luckily, I had not missed much.
"Shit!" I thought, "I had no idea our apartment walls were so thin. Crap--I wonder how much people have been listening in on us?"
After a moment, my fiancée's voice demanded my attention.
"OH. MY. GOD!" I heard Sally exclaim, "It's sooo amaaaazing! I've never seen such a gorgeous dick in my whole life!"
"Wow!" I thought, "I guess the past fifteen minutes they've just been making out... Shit! I thought Reggie was going to get to fucking her faster... Shit! He's not just fucking her! No! He's MAKING LOVE!!"
That was a poignant realization for me to make, but it was immediately obvious from the slow reveal of Reggie's cock. There was no other explanation.
That, plus it built on the language Reggie used with me when we were chatting before. He had talked in terms of "making love" and being "lovers."
At the time, I thought he was just trying to soften the blow for me that he was about to "fuck" my fiancée--but no, he was instead just telling the truth. Reggie fully intended to be a "lover"--not just a great "fuck."
This raised the emotional stakes considerably.
But this is what Sally has always wanted, I said to myself. Yes, now that I reflect on it, it was Reggie's tenderest sexual interludes that turned her on the most.
My fiancée didn't just want to get fucked by Reggie's giant black cock--she wanted to be MADE LOVE to by it and by him!
Did Sally want to get "fucked" sometimes, too? Yes, I was sure.
But what she wanted most of all was Reggie, with his immense black phallus, as her new EL-OH-VEE-EEE-ARR. LOVER.
"Shit!" I thought, "This is going to be really next level. Supremely so!"
Those were a lot of thoughts, sure, but they happened fast--maybe in the blink of an eye. I remember having that complete train of thought whiz through my mind before I even heard Reggie's reply.
My Sally had commented on how "amaaaazing" Reggie's cock was.
Without missing a beat or flinching, Reggie responded matter-of-factly, "Yeah, bitch. I get that a lot."
"Ungghhh, Reggie... Do you have to call me, 'bitch'?"
"I talk rough 'bitch,' but it doesn't mean I don't like you. You'll get used to it. Fuck, once my cock is all up inside you, you won't give a fuck what I call you!"
"Oh, wow, Reggie! You're going to get that whole thing up inside my little pussy?"
"Oh, definitely... and eventually, it will all fit in your ass, as well!"
"But I don't take it in the ass, Reggie!"
"I think you're confused, little lady... I think you meant to say, you haven't *yet* taken it in the ass... I'm sure you've heard through the wall how my bitches take it in all their holes... Did you think you could be an exception?"
"Oh, wow! Uh. I dunno... I guess I never thought about it..."
"Oh, cut the crap, bitch... Don't be coy... You knew you were going to get it in the ass... You're just feeling a little scared now that you're seeing exactly how big eleven inches of big black cock are in the flesh... Ain't that right, bitch?"
"Fine! Yeah!" my fiancée admitted, "You're right, Reggie... Yes! I'm scared!"
"Don't worry, bitch... I'll make sure you don't get hurt!"
"Thank you, Reggie. I trust you."
"As you must, bitch. As you must... Now, enough talk... Let's get that pretty little mouth to work!"
If Sally replied, it must have been a whisper, as all I heard next were tender sucking sounds. Sounds that had to be my fiancée sucking on the biggest cock of her life.
She went at it for several minutes before I heard Reggie breathing heavily.
Then he took a moment to comment. "Nice work, bitch! Very nice... This isn't your first big cock, is it, bitch? I know your fiancé's little dicklet isn't big enough for you to develop this level of skill. Shit, his dicklet is more like the size of a tootsie pop."
"Let's not make fun of him, Reggie. He's a good man... Let's make this about you and me... Okay?"
"That's very sweet of you, bitch. I'm down for that. You're right. He is a good man. He's an especially good man for giving you up to me!"
"That's sure the truth. 'Thank you, Ed, wherever you are! Thank you for giving me up to Reggie!"
"Hear, hear! Thank you, faggot Ed!"
"Ha!" my Sally joined in, "That's fair enough, 'Thank you, faggot Ed!'"
And right then--right after they both thanked me, "faggot Ed"--is when I had my first cum of the night. It was a massive cum, and it's a miracle that I managed not to yell as my little clit exploded in my hand inside my underwear.
I barely had my pants undone, and nothing was pulled down. I had my hand in my pants, moving ever so slightly, but when my fiancée and her black alpha stud new lover took a brief break from their foreplay to thank me--them both thinking that I was nowhere nearby--it was so erotic, such a huge turn on, so poignant, so sublime, I shot off. I shot spurt after spurt after spurt--not a lot of volume, but a lot for me.
Finally, after many seconds, my orgasm subsided, and I realized that I was quite the sticky mess. "Shit," I thought, "I'm a gooey mess in my underpants now! It's going to be super-embarrassing to walk around when I move from here!"
There were hours more to go.
"Alright, bitch," Reggie resumed running the show, "Let's move you around and see if we can't get my cock a bit further down your throat... Lie on your back with your head just over the side..."
There was a little commotion and Reggie added, "Yeah, let's get a little lower... let's see... if I angle just right... Now, open wide and try not to gag... I won't let you suffocate... Let me do the work... Oh, yeah... Here we go! Yeah! Oh, that's nice, bitch! Oooomph, fuck! Good job, bitch! Good job! Shit! Great work for a beginner, bitch... Great work! Shit! That's enough... Time to fuck, bitch! Now, time to fuck!"
"Please, Reggie! Please! Please fuck me!"
"You ready for me to give you a new pussy, bitch? Your pussy ain't ever going to be the same after I fuck you for a while... You ready for that? You have to be ready. This is serious shit."
"I'm ready, Reggie! Yes! I want that! Give your bitch a new pussy! Give bitch a new pussy--PLEASE!!"
"On your back, face up, slut! We're doing it missionary. I want to watch and kiss your pretty face while I fuck you for the first time. Get on your back and brace yourself!"
"Unnnnggggh! Yessir!"
"Hold it on target for us, slut. You're tight. You gotta hold it on target."
"Yessir!"
"Shit you're tight! You haven't had a big dick for a long time, have you, slut?"
"Ungh. You have no idea, sir."
"You miss them big, don't you, slut?"
"Yeah... So badly."
"Ever have one this big?"
"Fuck no!"
"It'll hurt at first-- then it'll soon feel like heaven."
"Promise?"
"It's gar-en-teed, slut. So, I don't have to promise... But I do have to... *PUSH*!"
"Oh! Wow!"
"There! Now you have the first few inches, slut."
"Ungggh. So full already! First 'few', Reggie?!"
"Yeah, slut!"
"Ung!"
"Like it, don't you, slut?"
"Fuck!"
"You really like it already, hunh?"
"Oh, yeah!"
"Alright, slut. Here's just a little bit more... Just another little bit."
Reggie held nearly still, I imagined, letting my fiancée adjust. But the sheer, overwhelming pressure of him, stretching her in ways she'd never felt before, apparently was already incredibly exciting for her--already thrilling her well beyond her expectations.
"Oh... oh, fuck... Oh, my, God! You're barely even moving! Fuck, you're barely moving and..."
"Yeah, slut!"
"Oh, my God! You're barely in me, Reggie... Fuck! And already. ALREADY! Fuck! Already, I... I'm cumming! I'm CUMMING already! CUMMMINGG! Fuck! You're making me CUMMMMM!! UNGGGHHH! Arrrgghhhh! Ooooooh!"
I could imagine how Sally's gorgeous body trembled and shook as her first orgasm of the night ripped through her.
It sure sounded like a surprise tsunami of shock and pleasure. Her yelling diminished somewhat, now to her purring in gratitude--profound gratitude.
"Aw, fuck! Reggie! That was so amazing! Your big hands on my ass--the way you owned each butt cheek as you thrust just your first few inches in me! Fuck! That was incredible! THANK YOU! Fuck--I never knew sex could be so good!"
"Excellent, slut! And that's just the tip of it! You don't have more than a few inches, is all so far!"
"Fuck, that's it?"
"Yeah, slut. Fuck, yeah," Reggie chuckled, his deep baritone piercing the walls and reaching all the way into my conflicted soul. "Told you it'd feel like heaven. And I'm not even halfway in yet."
I heard some wet, slurpy kissing before our new Master resumed speaking. "Yeah, slut! Now here's a few more inches!"
"OH. MY GOD! I never felt so full in my EN. TIE. ER. LIFE! So full! So AY-MAY-ZING!"
"Like that, cunt?"
"Oh, fuck! It's AY. MAY. ZING!! It's incredible! It's way better than I even dreamed! Fuck--it's better than I ever dreamed sex could be!"
"Yeah, I get that a lot."
"Yeah, so I have heard--right through that wall!"
It wasn't hard for me to visualize the two of them fucking--the gorgeous black alpha adonis and my sexy, redheaded bombshell fiancée.
She was still on her back in my mind's eye--like Reggie had ordered her, with her arms and legs wide open and curled around him as much as possible.
He loomed over her, easily propped up on his strong arms--both so he could get leverage and so he could have a good look at her. Except, except... Except when he loomed down hard on her torso while he grabbed her bottom. His large hands--as Sally had said--each a perfect match for her medium-size, perfectly formed buttocks. Each hand optimal for squeezing, slapping, and owning my fiancée's impeccable ass, even as his cock claimed her pussy as his very own.
Most of his cock was up inside her by now, I was sure--way, way further than my little boi clit ever got. Was it all the way in yet? I didn't think so.
My boi clit was again hard and throbbing even though I'd cum just minutes ago.
"Shit!" I thought to myself, "I wonder how many times I'm going to be able to cum from listening to them make love tonight? Three times? Maybe four? FUCK! Fuck, this is sublime! YES! I'm so glad I helped set this in motion! I love hearing Sally get so thoroughly fucked--so much deeper and better than I ever could do."
"Ooooooh!" my fiancée exclaimed.
"It's feeling really good again already, eh, cunt?"
"Oooh! Unggggghhh! Stah-puh. Tawk--ing. Puh...lease! Unggg... Fuck! Soooooo good again! Fuck!"
"Tough shit, cunt... Talking is my thing... As you know... You seem to be having fun anyway! I'll talk as much as I fucking please... You don't have to be coherent back... Soon, you will be a babbling mess, I'm sure!"
"Oh my God! Yes! So amaaaazzinggg! Yeah... babbling mess.... Fuck! Just keep fucking me!"
"You can bank on it, cunt!"
"Ungggghhh... Fucking never this good! Not ever! Fuck!"
"Of course not, cunt! Nothing is like your first really big BBC... Especially *MINE*."
"Oh, God! Reggie! Never stop! Never, ever stop!"
"So... does that mean you want the last three inches?"
"What?! You fucking kidding? You have THREE more inches?"
"Yup, cunt! Got three more inches for you!"
"But where will they go? Already so full!!"
"Up into your womb, of course! Where the fuck else?"
"Oh my fucking god! Really? Won't it hurt?"
"At first, but you've heard all the women through the wall... You're built as well as any of them... You can take it, slut!"
"Then, YES! Do it Reggie! Give me it all! Fuck yourself up into my womb! Do it now!"
"Okay, but if I do that, I'm not pulling out to cum... And--I don't know if you realized--we're not using any birth control... You ready for me to blast your womb with my babymakers, cunt?"
"YES! YES! You have to cum inside me! You have to! I have to feel you!"
"Even if it means getting knocked up?"
"Unggghhh. It should be safe... but I don't care... I *HAVE* to feel you inside me!"
"Okay, cunt! So long as you're down with that!"
"Oh, definitely! But how about we do it, doggy... Master! That way you can REALLY own me! Will you do me, doggy, Master Reggie? PLEEEEASE!!"
"Fuck yeah, cunt! That sound EXCELLENT! Go ahead... Flip over! Shoulders down! And ass up, bitch!"
Sally never would try doggy style with me! "It's too degrading, Boo," she would usually say, and she'd beg off. However, one night, when tipsy, she admitted the real reason. "Besides, Boo," she confessed, drunkenly. "Doggy wouldn't work for us. Your legs are too little compared to mine. Sorry, but you just aren't tall enough to dominate me that way! Sorry!'
It stung to hear, but it was the truth. I'd need to kneel on a cushion or stool to fuck my fiancée doggy style. While I would be game to do so, that was in the bucket of allegedly "gross and kinky" things that Sally claimed to have no interest in... Until cuckolding me with another man, that is!
Reggie, who is a good five inches taller than me, and with much longer legs, didn't have this constraint. Rather, I imagined he might be PERFECTLY proportioned to take my Sally in just about any position!
So, as it turned out, my Sally was now *begging* to do it doggy... Ooph, that stung! But even more so--it was supremely erotic. It was sexy beyond belief. Sublime, poignant and hot. "Damn!" I thought to myself, "I wish I was Reggie, getting to take my Sally doggy-style with a huge black cock. That lucky fucker!"
"Shit!" Reggie exclaimed, "You look fucking hot in this position, bitch! Dang! You got an amazing figure--especially those incredible hips and that hot ass! Great fucking idea, slut, to do it doggy! But I gotta warn you... I'm going to have to smack that hot ass as we fuck! It's too fucking juicy! Yeah, I'm going to have to beat that ass! I hope you don't have a lot of sitting planned for tomorrow!"
"Unggggh!" Sally responded. "That sounds so hot, Master! Beat your slut's ass! Do it! Beat me black and blue while you fuck me deep! That sounds INCREDIBLE!!"
"Alright!"
"Bring it already, Master! What are you waiting for!"
"Shut up, slut! Here it comes! Here's comes your Master's beefy eleven inches! It's coming all the way in now! Better fucking brace yourself!"
"Unggggghhh!" squealed Sally. Reggie must have started his deep insertion. "Fuhhh...."
*** SMACK! ***
*** THWACK! ***
*** PTHWACK! ***
The smacking sounds began in earnest. As promised, our alpha black adonis had started to beat my fiancée's gorgeous, perfectly sculpted bubblicious ass.
My Sally's ass was a goddess-like blend of well-muscled and slightly fatty. Perfectly shaped. As perfect as, say, the porn star Chanel Preston--maybe even hotter.
And my alpha-personality Sally had welcomed our new Master to beat her on it. "I guess she's a pervert, too, after all," I mused to myself. "Ha! Just took a huge black adonis to bring it out of her!"
"You like that, cunt?" Reggie barked at her. "You like the contrast between the pain on your ass and the pleasure in your pussy? I bet you do. All you white sluts like to get your asses beat while I fuck you... I'm sure you've heard it through the wall... Haven't you, slut?"
"Ungggghhh.... Yeah..."
Sally was lost in sex. She could barely speak.
"Unghhh... So..."
"'So,' what, slut?"
"FUCK! AY-MAYYYY-ZINGGGGG!" Sally screamed. "It's AMAZING! MORE! FUCK ME MORE!"
"You ready for my last few inches, cunt?"
*** THWACK! ***
"YES! PLLLEEEEASE!! NOW! GIVE IT TO ME NOW!"
*** WHACK! ***
"Okay, bitch... hang on... it'll take a few minutes to work it in!"
Understandably there were then a few minutes of mostly grunts and groans from each of them. And sounds of Master Reggie beating on my fiancée's ass as well.
*** THWOP! ***
*** SHWACK! ***
*** SHMACK! ***
I also then heard smooching.
"Well," I thought to myself, "I guess they've changed position and are face to face again. Back to missionary, I have a feeling."
The smooching continued for quite some time. Several minutes at least.
"There we have it," I thought to myself. "This is DEFINITELY love making. As I had both feared and anticipated... Shit... Shit! Shit! Sally is definitely going to fall in love with this guy... No woman makes love like this without falling in love! She's falling in love right now! TO-NIGHT! As I am literally listening to them fuck!"
I was stunned by the realization. And then I had another thought.
"And--most shocking of all--the main effect on me is to make me EVEN MORE turned on! Shit! Shit, I am a sick pervert! Only a sick pervert would enjoy hearing his super-hot fiancée fall in love with another man! Damn, I'm a weirdo!"
Weirdo, yes. But also immensely turned on.
I loved, loved, loved how great an experience Sally was having--so many galaxies beyond anything I could ever offer her sexually. And I knew--deep in my heart--that the only way it could be so immensely satisfying for her would be because she was also falling in love.
So--the fact that my Sally seemed to be falling in love? Yes, it only made it hotter, more poignant, more incredibly erotic--and totally beyond sublime.
Those thoughts washed around my brain on repeat for several minutes as I listened to Reggie grunting and my fiancée groaning and moaning--so much more vocal than anytime that I had ever made love with her, that was for sure!
Eventually, the dialogue resumed.
"So full! Ungghhh! Never so full!" Sally moaned. "Oh... oh, fuck... it's... it's IN! It's all the way IN! I feel your balls on my ass! YESSS! You're BALLS DEEP in me! Ungggh! It's so FA-BU-LOUS!"
"Good, hunh, cunt?"
"Oh my GOD, you're in me so DEEP, Reggie! It's... it's AMAZING! It's so much BETTER than I ever dreamed!"
"You're going to need my cock a lot after this, won't you, slut?" from Reggie.
"You have no idea!"
"Your pussy is mine now, isn't it, slut?"
"Unggghhh! YES! PLEASE!!"
"Mine for good?"
"Oh, God. YES! PLEASE! PLEASE, Reggie! PLEASE own my pussy for good!"
"Good, slut... Glad to get your request 'on file'! We'll see! I'll be thinking about it!"
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuh,,,. Me. Mo!"
"Getting so my strokes are making it hard to speak, eh?" Reggie said, with a teasing tone.
"Ungghhhhhhh!"
"What, Sally? I don't follow you?" Reggie kept up the teasing.
"Stop!"
"You want me to stop fucking you, slut? Okay... I'll pull out!" Reggie was amping up his taunting, now briefly withholding his cock from my super-sexed up fiancée.
"No!"
"No, what?"
"Stop teasing! Fuck me! Fuck me more!"
"As you wish, slut! AS. YOU. WISH!"
And I can only assume Reggie thrust himself back deep inside my Sally from the moaning, yelping, mewing, and yelling that resumed.
After a few minutes of panting and babbling incoherently--from the both of them--Sally had another go at talking.
The overwhelming pleasure she seemed to be experiencing didn't make it easy for her to express herself.


"Neh-ver! Ungggghhh!" came through the window, in my fiancée's sweet but urgent voice.
"Yeah, bitch? What you trying to say?"
"Unggghh. Fuck! So ah-MAAAAY-zzzinggg!"
"Yeah, I like it, too... Um, yes, I do!"
"Neh-ver! Unggggggh!"
"Should I pull out for a second again so you can speak, slut?"
"Nnnnn-oooooooh! Taawwk. LAY-ter!"
"Alright, slut! We can focus on fucking for now! Works for me, too!"
"Aw, god! I'm CUMMMMMING!! Fuck! I'm cummmming AGAAAIN! UNGGGGHHHH!!"
"Aw right, slut! I ain't stopping!"
"Fuck!! CUMMMMMING STILL!!"
"Yeah, slut! Get that cum! Get that good long cum!"
"OH. MY. FUH! KING! GAWD!"
I'd never in my wildest dreams imagined that my Sally could get so incredibly animated during sex. I mean, I'd hoped for it in the abstract, but it wasn't something I'd been able to visualize would actually occur.
But now. Here and now in real life. My most erotic fantasy, my deepest fantasy was being realized. I was euphoric as I listened to Sally getting royally black fucked, black fucked to the edge of the galaxy and back!
The pace increased. The creaking of the bed frame grew faster. The wet thrusting sounds grew more urgent.
Sally's moans were constant and loud--a symphony of pleasure I certainly had never been able to coax from her nor, I suspected, any man before Reggie.
My fiancée wasn't just getting fucked. She was getting sexually pummeled, shellacked, and unraveled.
With every thrust of Reggie's gargantuan love rod, another piece of the old life, of her sexual attachment to me, was getting fucked out of my Sally.
"Aw, shit! So good! So awesome. Reggie! You, King! Reggie--fuck me! I'm going to cum again! Oh fuck! AGAIN!! CUMMING AGAIN!
That was my fiancée's third cum of the night--and all just within her very first fuck session of the night, as well. Holy crap! That was amazing to listen in on! Amazing to visualize. I hadn't been a direct witness, I'm not sure if I would have believed it! But it was real. Right before my very own ears, so to speak.
"Aw, God, Reggie!" my Sally cooed, "Fuck! Still CUMMING!"
"Oh, yeah, bitch! I like it, too!"
"Fuck! I'm STILL CUMMMING!!"
"Oh, yeah!"
"SHIT! MY GOD! FUCK! STILL CUMMMMMINGGGG!"
"Ungh. Oh, fuck! I feel it now, too, bitch! I feel it now, too!"
"Cum for me, Reggie! Cum! Cum deep inside me!"
"You want my baby, bitch?"
"YES! YES! Give me your baby! Bitch wants your baby, Reggie!
"Ungggh! Okay, bitch! Here it cums... Here... It... Cums.... Take it! UNGHHHHH!! Arrrghhhhhh! Unggggggggg!!"
"Yes, my love! Give me your load! Cum deep inside me! Breed me! Give me your baby! YESSSSS! YESSSSS!"
"Fuuuuck! Ungggh! ARRRGGGGHHHHHHHH! Unggghhhh!"
"AW, GOD! YES!" Sally screamed, "Blast my insides! Blast me with your cum, my king! Feels so AY-MAY-ZING! YES! FUCK! Cumming! CUMMING AGAIN!"
And my two Masters' simultaneous orgasms--Reggie's and my fiancée's--are what finally triggered my second cum of the night.
Knowing that his immense and incredible giant black shaft was shooting unprotected up into the womb of the gorgeous and lusty love of my life.
Knowing that she had begged him to breed her.
Knowing that at least on some level, my Sally wanted the Black adonis' child--rather than mine.
Know that they were cumming like crazy together from THEIR enjoyment of it all.
Well, it was just sexually incredible! It was erotic beyond belief to hear and visualize my precious woman, my fiancée, my most cherished relationship in the world... To see her turn into a wanton slut for the black alpha king from just next door and his giant black cock!
And so I shot off another tremendous wad of jizz in my pants. Again, with barely needing to touch myself.
A twig dug into my knee, but I didn't care. The discomfort was nothing, a small price to pay for the privilege of listening to my queen get claimed.
"Shit!" I thought, "I sure do love my fiancée getting blacked! THANK. FUCKING. GOD! Because obviously she's loving this to the moon and back. Obviously. Shit! I can tell this is going to be a permanent thing! WOW!! My Sally might be a permanent BBC slut already! Just from her first fuck! Converted fully to BBC just now, as I listened in! Sublime! Fantastic! Incredible!"
The lovers' dialogue as they recovered from fucking quickly re-demanded my attention.
"Oh, Reggie, that was AAAAY-MAAAZ-ZINGGG!" Sally purred, "THANK YOU! Thank you so much! Thank you for fucking me! Ungghhh..."
"Yeah...you're welcome, bitch! I liked it, too... That *was* good, bitch! You took my cock like a champ! It's like you were born for big black cock!"
"Ha! Maybe... Maybe I was!"
"Not many women can take me balls deep on the first fuck, you know!"
"I'm a high achiever!" Sally joked. "But seriously, Reggie... That was insanely good! Utterly amazing!"
"Best sex of your life, hunh, bitch?"
"Fuck. Not even close. It's like you touched my soul from the inside."
"I figured."
"You know... I better be careful, I think," Sally added.
"Why's that?"
"I think one more fuck like that, and I'll be lost in you!"
"Well... I think that's excellent, Sally! Nothing wrong with that... In fact, that's what I want to hear. That's what I EXPECT!"
"Oh, wow! You're trying to fuck me 'in love' with you?"
"Of course, Sally! I love to fuck you white bitches in love with me... It's my absolute favorite thing to do--ever!"
"And will you fuck yourself in love with me, too, Reg?"
"Nah... I'm sorry, slut. The 'love' stuff is a one way street... It's from you to me. It ain't ever going to be the other way."
"And why not?!?!"
"That'll be for my eventual Black Queen. That's why."
"Oh, an eventual 'Black Queen.'"
"Yup."
"I guess that's fair enough."
"Yeah, my family would disown me if I don't eventually marry a black woman... but that's a ways off. They don't expect me to marry any time soon."
"How lucky for you," Sally said, sounding a little dejected--and plainly so.
"Don't be sad, little lady," Reggie said, trying to comfort her--and addressing her nicely, for a change. "I promise you some memories that we'll both cherish. We're going to have a swell time. And your Ed will still marry you when we're done... Frankly, he'd even marry you if you're actively my lover."
"You think so?"
"Oh, yeah... you got him wrapped around your finger... and he's ready to be your lifelong cuck while you focus your sex life on us brothers."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah... It's a definite thing now. More and more. You'll be a white wifeslut for black cock. And your Ed? He'll be happy to serve alongside you. Guys like him are born to be faggots."
"Wow, Reggie. You know so much!"
Then I heard some major smooching. Plainly, my fiancée had leaned in and resumed giving her new lover some big kisses. I know how she thinks, and she was feeling relieved and elated about Reggie's optimistic prognosis for her--and our--love life.
"So, Sally," Reggie spoke up after some time.
"Yeah, lover."
"You want to be my 'girlfriend'?"
"Aw, really, Reggie?"
"Really."
"Yes, I would really like that."
"You'd have to be monogamous with me."
"Sounds fair."
"That means nothing sexual, for Ed--but with one degrading exception."
"Oooh! That sounds devious, Master Boyfriend!"
"That's a cute nickname for me, Slut GF!"
"That sounds pretty cute, too!"
"Thanks, slut!"
"So... When are you going to tell me the degrading exception--the sexual thing Ed's allowed to do."
"I could tell you now."
"Stop taunting me, Master Reggie and tell me already!"
"We should let him eat my creampies out of your ass."
"Ooh! That's cold! You want to have my fiancé eat your spermy loads out of my ass? Just... Wow! WOW!"
"Think about it, slut... It'll be so sublimely degrading for him! He'll love it, actually, I'm sure... To eat your alpha bull's load from your ass. To eat my load from a hole that he never, ever got to fuck--and now never will."
"Yeah... You're right, Reggie... It'll torture Ed... And he will love it! PERFECT! Great idea!"
"So, it's settled then!"
"Settled!"
And they smooched to seal the deal.
I could visualize them cuddling.
Thinking about eating my first anal creampie out of my fiancée's perfect ass was a thrill beyond belief.
I'd gotten away with licking her amazing ass, but just once.
The idea that I could service it with my mouth and tongue--and in the degrading, humiliating, sublime act of licking up our Master's creampies--it was incredibly thrilling.
A shiver even shot up and down my spine as I visualized it.
My precum overflowed.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself, "Now I need another cum! Some more release!"
I was one excited little pervert.
My hand reached down into my wildly sticky, gooey pants, and I started stroking my boi clit once more, as I listened to my Sally and our shared Master continuing their pillow talk.
Fuck! This was going to be the best life ever!
Our amazing new love life was well and started.
Would you like to hear more?
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My name is Erin. If you couldn't guess just from my name, yes, I'm of Irish-American descent. Bright blue eyes, pale skin with a few freckles--not atypical. Less common, my brown hair that I wear short because it suits my angular face and--being honest here--allows my incredible figure to be the main thing that projects my femininity.
Yes, even I agree, I have a truly spectacular figure: 5'6", 34D-24-37. And I'm athletic. I've been told--quite often--that I'm built "both for comfort and for speed."
Certainly, I put any movie star and most porn stars to shame. Scarlett Johanssen, for example? Her face might be prettier, but my figure is hotter. Charlize Theron? My figure is more feminine.
So I've gotten quite used to almost everyone I meet finding me attractive--often extremely so. Men, of course. And also, women.
It was unavoidable for me.
And I've looked this way since I've been fifteen.
My parents forbade me from dating before I went to college--a decision I think my mom now regrets. For once I arrived at campus, I had--no secret from my mom--two years of incredible promiscuity. Why not? The culture sanctioned it.
Sophomore year, after I spent a month as a fuck toy for the very nice, incredibly well built, and massively hung basketball team, my mom and some friends ran an intervention, and got me to take myself more seriously.
A month after that, I settled into a nice relationship with Liam, a nice Irish-American classmate, and by the time we were twenty-four, we were married. My wild days were--I thought--behind me.
Fast forward to age thirty, and I thought all my wild days were behind me. I was establishing myself as a tech sales executive, Liam and I were talking about trying to get pregnant soon, and I was enjoying married life. Even if the sex was not as satisfying as it had been in my wild days as a plaything for the basketball team, it was still--I told myself--"good."
Liam, at least, had a decent six-inch dick--solid enough for a white guy--and knew how to use it. He wasn't inept. And he was a passionate lover.
I thought my life was in a safe groove.
And it was.
Until Antwan was hired and assigned to be my sales engineer.
At first, Antwan seemed unthreatening enough. He was fifty-two years old, only 5'8", and had a good-size gut on him. No woman's idea of a dreamboat for sure.
But he was charming, had a breezy personality, a kind and confident manner.
But the real kicker, the real worry from the day I noticed: this particular black older man had a massive bulge in his pants--a bulge that reminded all too well of the black athletes I had so enjoyed servicing in college.
The first time I noticed it was when Antwan and I were sitting down together in my office to prepare for a sales presentation.
He was dressed appropriately, but the massive bulge at his crotch was still impossible to miss.
I'm sure I looked stunned and like a deer in the headlights, and as soon as I looked up and at his face, I knew: He noticed me noticing!
"Shit!" I thought to myself, "Now this middle age black man KNOWS that I noticed his massive cock! Fuck! Fuck, I wish that didn't happen."
I proceeded to trip over half my words in our meeting so then Antwan *also* knew that likely I had an *interest* in his cock.
Unfortunately, that would have been correct.
It had just been too long.
And at thirty now, my eggs were screaming at me! My eggs were screaming, "Erin, get bred! Erin get fucked! Erin, get knocked up!"
And the idea of getting bred by this much older black man, with the big gut and the giant cock, it just immediately took root in my psyche.
"Shit!" I said to myself, "How am I going to shake this idea loose? It would be so unkind to Liam. It would be so risky for my career! Or... Or do I have to lose the idea? Fuck! Erin! Be a grownup!"
I was immediately at war with myself as to what to do.
For a few months, I was lucky. Antwan was a true gentleman. I'm sure it was obvious to him that I was attracted to him--he wasn't a rookie. And more than once, I noticed my nipples got hard in front of him, poking visibly out in my blouse. They had always given me away, my nipples.
And even though Antwan was single and seemed lonely, he made no move. Me? Somehow I restrained myself.
When we met in my office, if he came in after me, Antwan made a point of leaving the door open behind him. "How kind of him!" I thought, "Trying to help me behave right and proper!"
I would do the same if I entered his office, leaving the door open behind me.
It became a "thing we did" to help each other stay professional.
Certainly, he was attracted to me, too, and also fighting it.
Once, I even saw his massive cock get partway hard in his pants. Luckily, we were in his office, and I just left after a little while so that Antwan could collect himself.
However, finally, circumstances got more complicated.
We needed to go on a customer visit across the country together. There was no avoiding the business travel.
And while we did book separate, individual flights, our company preferred us to use this one hotel in New York, where we were headed. There was no avoiding being at the same hotel. Or at the same dinners.
"Shit!" I told myself, "I really hope I can hold it together for this trip. Liam deserves for me to hold it together!"
Our second night in New York, our clients canceled dinner on us at the last moment, and we were alone together at a fancy restaurant.
"Please, nipples, be calm!" I coached my own body--but to no avail. My little "beacons" were soon out and proud.
Finally--and who could blame him--Antwan broke. He had just reached his limit. Any man would have eventually. I could hardly be resentful.
"Ms. Erin," he began. Sometimes Antwan addressed me formally, as a combination of acknowledging and poking fun at my higher rank at the company. "I do think at last we need to address the--uh--shall we say 'headlights'?--in the room. Shall we?"
I was taken aback by the unexpected direct remark. "What? Oh!? Uh..." I said at first.
And after a moment to collect my thoughts, I added plainly, "Yeah, Antwan. Sorry about that. They do have a mind of their own!"
"Now, now, Ms. Erin... Let's be honest with each other, don't you think? Wouldn't it be more accurate to say that your..." and his voice lowered here "...nipples reflect your true feelings?"
"Uh... oh," I stammered, "Uh... Well... I guess that's fair, Antwan. If you put it that way."
"I do put it that way, Miss! Yes, I do."
"Uh... I apologize, Antwan," I said. "Really, I do."
"What for, Erin? Really... No need to apologize."
"Well... it's not very professional!"
"That's true! That's for sure! But it does give an old man a thrill!"
"Yeah... I thought I noticed that once, maybe twice!"
"Yeah... At my age, it's easier to be a bit less reactive."
"That must be nice!"
"It has its plusses and minuses."
"I can imagine."
"Ms. Erin, now that we're talking, shall we say, 'more personal,' can I ask you a few questions?"
"Sure, Antwan. Why not? Ask me anything."
"When was the last time you got fucked by a really big cock?"
"Ungggghhhhh! It's been a long time, Antwan! A very long time!"
"You like them big, don't you?"
"Unghhh, Antwan. You have no idea. No idea!"
"Mmmm... I'm not sure if that's the case, Miss. Not. Sure. At. All. Old Antwan here has been around the block a few times, you know! Quite. A few. Times!"
"A charming, sweet man like yourself, Antwan? I'm sure you have!"
"Oh, and I was quite the looker not so long ago, too. Quite!"
"I bet you were, Antwan!"
"You know what I think, Miss?"
"Sure... Please tell me."
"I think it's no use, Miss."
"Excuse me?"
"No use in you fighting it any more. It's just going to nag at you more and more, bigger and bigger. Isn't it?"
"Ungggghhhh! I don't know, Antwan. I don't know. Maybe?"
"Shit, Miss! Now I can even smell your pussy! Even over all these restaurant smells! You're wet now, too, aren't you, Miss?"
"Oh, fuck! Really?" I exclaimed.
I paused. I took stock. I even put a hand quickly on my crotch because my sense of smell isn't that good.
Antwan was right. "Shoot!" I added, before he had a chance to reply. "You're right again, Antwan! Right... again!"
"You miss getting black-fucked, hunh? It's been a while. Maybe even years?"
"Unh-hunh... Yeah... About a decade."
"Wow, Erin! That's a long time for a big cock slut like you to do without! I'm amazed! That's really impressive!"
"Ungghhhh! Thanks? I guess?"
"No, seriously... That's really impressive."
"Thanks!"
"You think you can do it much longer, though, Erin? I mean... You really seem to be in 'need'?"
"I owe it to my husband, Antwan! He's such a good man! I owe it to him to refrain... Really, I do."
"Well, you may 'owe' him... But I don't think you're going to be abstaining for the rest of your life... Just doesn't seem very likely to me... Sitting here, looking at your 'headlights,' and smelling your FINE wet pussy!"
"Unggghhhh... You can really smell me? Ungh! Maybe you're right, Antwan... I don't know!"
"Oh, I'm definitely right... I know you white sluts who like them big, Erin... and, if I'm not mistaken, you also prefer black... that's what you are, aren't you, a white slut for black? You know you're a slut deep inside, right?"
"Unggghhh... Yeah... I guess so... But do you have to say it out loud?"
"Yeah, Erin... I think I do... We're getting you primed to act like a slut again-- so it only makes sense to start in on talking to you like one."
"Unghhh... Really?"
"Don't ask stupid questions, slut."
"So where do we go from here?"
"You tell me... I'm not the one who desperately needs to get fucked... I'd LIKE to get fucked... but you NEED to get fucked... You tell me... are you a cheating slut--or are you a cuckolding slut? Are we going to cheat on your husband? Or are we going to get his permission?"
"I don't know! Arghhh! This is so stressful! Help!"
"Oh, I'll help you, slut... But scoot closer, first... It's time for you to get a good feel of what awaits you as we work this out... Scoot your chair closer now..."
I complied. Of course I complied.
Antwan took my closer hand, my left hand, and placed it on his crotch. I guess he had worn exceptionally baggy pants to dinner. His gigantic cock was most of the way hard and throbbing. "Fuck, that's big!" was thought--and it bounced around my brain, as if on an amplifier. "God, that'll feel great up in my pussy!"
At this point, I could feel that my pussy was juicing and my breath was getting rough.
"You like that cock, don't you, bitch?"
"Do you have to call me 'bitch'?"
"I think we're at the point where I'll call you whatever the fuck I want, don't you?"
"Fair!"
"So... we got to help you decide: 'cheating slut' or 'cuckolding slut'? Either is okay with me, I guess... What do you think, Erin?"
"Unggghhhh! I don't know! Fuck, Antwan! I just want to get fucked! Can we have sex first and decide on 'cheating' or 'cuckolding' later?"
"Spoken like a desperate slut... Good! Glad to see your true self is coming into focus!"
"Unggghhhh! Please pay the bill and take me up to my room!"
"Room? Maybe I should just fuck you here on this restaurant table? I bet you would like that, wouldn't you?"
"Probably I would."
"Yeah... Good! Glad to see the slut coming into focus... But I'm also still your friend, bitch, and I know it's best if we get this question settled before we start fucking... 'cheating' vs. 'cuckolding'. You gotta pick."
"Ungghhhh! I don't know, Antwan! Can you pick for me?"
"Alright... I can be a little helpful... If you 'cheat,' it'll probably destroy your marriage--but you'll get to become a full time big black cock slut... If you decide to 'cuckold,' you'll probably get to keep your marriage--but your life will be a little more complex... Do you still love Liam?"
"Yes! Yes, I still love Liam!"
"Okay, then... better to cuckold."
"But I have no idea how to do that!"
"Oh... It'll be super easy... Nearly every thirty-year-old white guy these days is hooked on interracial porn... All you have to do is *ASK* Liam the right way for his permission!"
"But what if he says 'no'?'"
"He probably won't!"
"But he might!"
"Life is risk--but it's a small chance... He's less likely to say 'no' than he is to resent cheating!"
"Unggghhh.... Okay!"
"I'm even willing to call him for you."
"Really? That would be great! But what will you say?"
"I don't know... It'll depend on how he responds."
"Oh."
"Yup... Life is risk!"
"Alright... So, do we do it now?"
"Let's do it from your room, Erin."
"Uh... okay."
I was in a hazy confusion of lust and excitement as we paid the bill and headed up to my room.
Antwan held my hand the whole time--which I found electric, emotional, and grounding, all mixed together. "Wow! I'm horny for this man!" I said to myself. "God, I can't wait for him to fuck me!"
"Dial him up on your phone, slut... Say 'hi' for a few moments and then pass the phone to me non-chalantly."
"Okay"
I dialed.
A short pleasant conversation with my husband ensued. Once we covered the highlights of the day, I added, "Antwan wants to talk to you, too, dear." And passed the phone as instructed.
I was able to hear both sides of the conversation because Antwan turned the volume up. "He's got old ears," I thought to myself.
"Hey Antwan," my husband began.
"Hi Liam."
"So what can I do for you, Antwan?"
"I like and respect you, Liam, so I'll cut to the chase... Did you know that your wife is secretly a slut for big black cocks?"
"Oh... I thought she'd put that behind her in college."
"Ah! So you did know."
"Well... I heard the rumors in college, and they were believable, so I thought they could be true."
"Yeah... they probably were!"
"And why are we talking about this now, Antwan?"
"It's back, Liam. Your wife is desperate for me to fuck her... I give her a lot of credit, actually... She's been horny for me for months, and she's only begun to break down on this trip."
"Oh... Is that supposed to be a comfort?"
"Yeah... it should be, Liam. It should."
"You guys are about to fuck, hunh?"
"Yeah, Liam. It looks that way... But we wanted to call you first, at least let you know... give you a chance to weigh in."
"And what if I'd rather you not fuck my wife, Antwan? What if I'd rather you not turn into a cheating whore?"
"Well, I suppose it is fair to think of her as 'cheating' if you're opposed... but she's no 'whore.' She's in it strictly for her enjoyment... And, nope, the option of us not fucking isn't on offer, I'm afraid, Liam... Erin has gotten too horny and desperate for my thick nine-incher, and I'm done resisting her... I don't have any more will power left... So, yeah, we're gonna fuck... As soon as we hang up the phone, we're going to fuck--and, yeah, you can also count on me taking her in every hole."
"So why even call me?"
"Because Erin would rather cuckold you than cheat on you."
"Oh?"
"You do know what a cuckold is, right, Liam?"
"Yeah."
"Would you like to be Erin's cuckold to big black cock, Liam--or would you rather she cheat?"
"I have to pick one or the other? What the fuck?"
"Yeah--we're trying here to 'cuckold' you, but I guess if you object really strenuously, then we should call a spade a spade and admit that we're cheating..."
"Hmm... Give me a minute here... Can you put her on the phone, actually, Antwan? I want to hear her tell me this herself?"
"Sure thing, pal. Here she is."
"Hi, honey." I said.
"You're about to fuck another man, and you start with 'hi, honey'?"
"Unggghhhh! Please don't be cross, Boo! I still love you!"
"You still love me but not enough to keep from fucking Antwan?"
"I'm sorry, honey! I tried! I tried so hard! I just really miss BBC, and Antwan is really sweet and kind--and he has an AM-AAAAAY-ZING cock!"
"Oh, wow! So the stories about your sophomore year with the basketball team are true, hunh?"
"I'm afraid so."
"And you really have to have big black cock again?"
"I'm sorry... I'm sorry, Liam! I really am! But I just can't fight it any more! My body is screaming at me to get big-black-cock fucked! Nothing has ever fulfilled me like BBC! Nothing makes me as satisfied as a woman! Nothing makes me feel so complete!"
"Well, then I guess I can't stand in your way."
"You're not going to leave me, are you?"
"Honestly, Erin? I'm not sure... We'll have to see. It'll depend... For starters, um... Can I watch?"
"Um, gee... I hadn't thought of that... But... Um... I guess so... That seems fair... But how about starting tomorrow night? I feel a little self-conscious tonight."
"Okay, well... in that case, how about tonight, you just leave your phone on?"
"I dunno... Let me ask Antwan how he feels. One sec."
I muted the phone mic while I conferred with Antwan.
"Sorry, slut. No audience tonight, not even audio-only. Not for our first night together... Later? Sure.... But I want tonight to be special. Just you and me."
"What if I say that I'll only fuck you if Liam can listen?"
"I say that's bullshit, slut. You need this more than me. You'd fuck me standing on your head tonight if I set that requirement."
"Unggghhh! You're right! Fine!"
Liam didn't take the news well but grudgingly acknowledged that he understood, and I did promise he could listen in the next night.
We said our goodbyes, and I could tell my husband was conflicted. Crestfallen, yes--but also aroused.
How would our marriage fare? Only time would tell. But I felt compelled. Compelled to move forward. My body--which must have been designed by God for big black cock--was screaming in eager enthusiasm.
I felt as though I was about to start living my natural purpose again: To be mated with big black cocks--immense nine-plus-inch big black cocks like Antwan's.
I was breathing hard, my pussy was gushing, and I could hardly wait!
There'd be no birth control tonight, either. I craved feeling Antwan skin-on-skin, and I'd forgotten my diaphragm at home. "I shouldn't be fertile just yet in my cycle," I rationalized to myself.
Not unless my egg releases early.
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I'd just hung up the phone on my adoring husband, Liam. Although, truth be told, I'm not sure if he would still be adoring after this: He'd just spoken with Antwan--my massively hung black co-worker--and then with me. And we had announced to Liam that Antwan and I were about to make him a cuckold. We'd announced to Liam--to put it plainly--that Antwan and I were about to fuck.
I was so in lust for Antwan's massive black cock, however, I only half cared how Liam felt--if that. My needs--my pussy's needs, my body's needs--those came first for me. At least for the night.
My overwhelming feeling was need--deep, profound, urgent sexual need. A poignant and almost painful need to get Antwan's big black cock deep up inside my pussy after much, much too long doing without BBC. After a decade without big black cock!
I was panting. My pussy was gushing. And--as Antwan had ably observed--my nipples were rock hard pointers extremely visible through my bra and thin summer dress.
Yes, as Antwan had remarked, while he was horny for me, I was in NEED.
I needed to get big black cock fucked. Desperately so.
It was the size that I needed--yes. And it was also the color--the taboo.
As soon as I hung up the phone with my husband, Liam, Antwan began pawing at me.
He extended his big hands and literally tore my dress off.
"Ungggghhhhh! Wow!" I moaned.
"Time to get you naked, bitch!" Antwan declared.
Wow! I thought that was hot! To be literally stripped down to my bra and panties by the strong black man, who was old enough to be my father.
"Now for your bra and panties, bitch!" he yelled.
There was more ripping. Antwan--at 52--was incredibly strong! That made him even sexier to me, of course!
"Shit!" I thought in passing. "Good thing I packed plenty of clothes for this trip!"
"I know you're ready to get fucked, cunt. Your pussy has been stinking up the room since we got in here... Get on all fours on the floor, cunt, with your shoulders down and your ass up! Get ready to get fucked! We can make love more slowly another fuckin' time!"
"Yessir!" I yelped enthusiastically. I was all too happy to comply.
I quickly got my perfect 34D-24-37 physique onto all fours on the carpeted floor. It was a short-pile carpet and hardly the softest, but I scarcely cared.
"I'm about to get properly fucked for the first time in ten years!" my brain shouted inside. "Fuck, yes! Bring it! Who cares about some rug burn!"
Antwan wasted no time nestling up behind my naked ass on his knees.
He'd stripped himself naked nearly as fast as he had stripped me.
"You want me to wear a rubber, bitch?"
"No. I have to feel you!"
"You using any birth control?"
"No."
"Is it a safe time?"
"Pro-ba-BLEEE!" I said, drawing the word out for dramatic effect. My never-had-a-baby-yet thirty-year-old body was screaming to get fucked--and to get fucked in a hurry.
"You don't care if I knock you up?"
I felt co-worker's hard cock casually bumping against my thighs and ass as we negotiated the possibility of birth control. "Shit!" I said to myself. "I can't wait to get that cock all the way up inside me! Damn! That cock is going to feel FAN-TAS-TICK!! FUCK!"
"Oh, Antwan! I need you to fuck me bare!" I shouted, hungrily. "I'll think about consequences later! Now fuck me!! I'm begging you to fuck me bare!"
"Alright! I like breeding you white bitches anyways!"
"Then fuck me already, Antwan! I need it so bad!"
"If I knock you up, you promise to birth the baby?" Antwan asked, as he made a point of stroking his glans lightly against my labia--ever so lightly.
"Seriously??"
I was incredulous. I couldn't believe I was getting the third degree, when I was splayed before him, in all my glory, with all my femininity open, vulnerable, and ripe for him to take.
"Yeah, bitch. I don't believe in abortion..." Antwan admitted. "I'm a religious man."
"You for real?"
"You betcha. One. Hundred!"
"Fine! Yeah!" I would have said anything at that point so I could get fucked by his giant cock. I would have committed myself to anything!
"That'll serve my husband right!" I shouted out. "He had his fucking chance! Give me a baby, Antwan! Go ahead! Knock me the fuck up! Let's make a baby together. It'll be hot!"
"Yeah! That's the spirit, bitch! One black baby coming right up!"
"Enough talk, stud! Fuck me already!"
"Yeah! Alrighty, bitch! Let's get you knocked up, and you can come be my girl. Fuck that lame-ass white husband!"
"Whatever, Antwan! Just fuck me already!"
"As! You! Wish! Bitch!"
And with that last exclamation, Antwan finally began claiming me.
He pressed a hand on my back to push it lower, more into submission.
He tapped the inside of my thigh as he said: "A little wider, slut. A little wider."
Antwan then rubbed his glans on my labia in earnest. Yes, to tease me. Yes, also to get my juices flowing and my cunt more pliable.
His dad-bod belly grazed the upper part of my ass. I didn't care. I really liked the man, and I was turned on both to his personality and even more to his humongous chocolate-brown cock.
"Oh my God!" I yelled aloud. "YESSSS! Antwan! YESSSS! Fuck me!!!! Fuck me NOWWWWW!!"
"I'm getting there, bitch! Don't you worry! You'll get good and fucked!"
What seemed to be the first few inches got thrust up inside me.
"AT LAST!" I screamed. "YESS! GIVE ME MORE!"
Then Antwan pulled on my fabulous hips--he pulled my body back towards him. And in doing so, he gave me a couple of more inches.
At this point, Antwan was as deep as my husband, Liam, ever could get. But he was much, much thicker inside me.
I felt stretched.
I felt stuffed.
I felt stuffed full as I could ever remember being fucked--even with just the first half of Antwan's cock. His first four or five inches.
It felt AYYY-MAYYY-ZZZING!!
"Aw, fuck, Antwan!" I yelled. "It feels so good! Oh... Fuuuhh... So.... Goooood!"
Antwan continued to move me back and forth on his cock without getting any deeper inside me.
I felt like a plaything to him.
I felt like I was a sex object for Antwan to use however he wished.
At whatever pace suited him.
He gripped my hips hard. Very hard.
"Shit!" I thought. "That's going to bruise my hips! Fuck! That'll be hard to explain to my husband--why I have bruises on my hips! Fuck--that's fucking SEX-EEE!"
Then it hit me. The combination of my contemplating how Antwan was marking my hips--and his still shallow thrusts making me feel so full.
It hit me almost as soon as we started fucking!
My first orgasm!
"Awwwwww, fuck! Sooooo goood! I looooove it! YYYYESSSS! I'm CUMMING! CUMMMMMING!! CUMMMMINGGGGG ALLLLLREEEADDDDYY!! Yesssss!! YYESSS! ARRRGGHHH!"
"Good, bitch! Cum! Cum some more!"
"Yes! I love it, Antwan! Still CUMMING!! Fuck! Feels so good! CUMMMMMING MOOOOORE!"
"Excellent, bitch! You like it, hunh?"
"Aw, fuck! You have no idea! It's AYYY-MAYY-ZINGGG! I love it, Antwan! Oh, my fucking God! You're only what? Half in me? And you're making me go from cum to cum to CUMMMMM!! I'm cumming... AYYY-GAAAAIN!!"
"Yeah! That's the fucking spirit, bitch!"
"Aw, fuck! Never stop! Neh-ver! Neh-neh-neh-ver! Never stop fucking me, Antwan!"
"I might not, bitch! I just might not!"
"Aw, yeah! I love this! This is soooo gooooood!"
"I like it, too, cunt! Yeah, I do, too!"
"More now, please! PLEEEEEASE!! Please fuck me DEEEP-ERR! DEEP-ER! MORE! Deeper! More!"
"So you want the rest of my cock, bitch?"
"Unggggggghhhhhh! YYYEEESSSS! You fucker! GIVE ME THE REST OF IT! GIVE ME THE REST OF IT NNNNOOWWWW!!" I yelled, barely able to be coherent at this point. "Arrrrghhhhhhhhhhh!"
"I'll take that as a 'yes'!"
"YESSSSSSSSS!"
"Well, bitch! Sure! Here you fucking go!"
And with that, Antwan shoved the remaining four or five fabulous inches of his incredible cock way up inside me.
You would have thought it would have hurt.
You would have thought it would have been difficult for me to take, to accommodate... to handle.
But, no.
I was so excited.
I was so primed.
I was so ready.
I was so in *NEED* of Antwan's full nine-inches of thick black cock!
Even if it would have hurt... even if it would have been difficult or painful...
All I noticed was the incredible PLEASURE!
The intense pleasure.
The immense satisfaction... of being properly filled by a MASSIVE black cock for the first time in what seemed like a million years!
How did I ever take a break from big black cocks--I wondered to myself.
"Oh my God!" I cried aloud. "I love it so much! I love it!"
"Yeah, it sure seems that way, bitch!"
"You have no fucking idea, stud! Your cock is IN-CRED-IH-BUL! I love it! I love YOU!!"
"Aw, shucks! I fucked the pretty white princess in love?! Already? Ha!"
"Aw, fuck, you stud! YESSSSS! The 'pretty white princess' is in love! Sure! Whatever! Just keep fucking the pretty white princess with your awesome fucking cock!"
"I plan on it, cunt! I plan on it!"
And then somehow, Antwan found a way to push another half inch of MAGNIFICENT giant cock up into my pussy.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "I guess I have an incredibly deep pussy or something, as this feels PER-FECT!"
Pleasure exploded throughout my vagina, bounced all around my pelvis and hips, and then shot up my spine, and out through my eyeballs.
I exploded in an even more massive orgasm.
This one caused my whole body to shiver, my limbs to shake, and my toes to curl.
I'm sure my mouth was foaming as I yelled out. "AGAIN! YOU STUD! You're making me cum--AY-GAIN! CUMMING AY-GAAAAIN! FFFUCCCKKK! YYYESSSSSS! Yyyessss! YYYESSSSS! YYYYESSSS! YYYYYESSSSSS! UNGGGGGGHHHH!!"
It was like being shot up into outer space.
It was a profound, explosive, emotive, shocking feeling that I hadn't felt for the past TEN years!
I was FINALLY getting properly black-fucked again!
YAYYYY!!!
Yesssss!!
THANK FUCKING GOD!
"Aw, God! Thank you, Antwan! THANK YOU!! I'm cumming!! I'm CUMMMINGGG AGAAAAAINNN!!! I'M CUMMING STILLLLL!! UNGGGGGGGHHHHHH!! YYYESSSSSSS!!"
Antwan released my hips and proceeded to smack each of my butt cheeks hard!
"Oh, God! Yes! Smack my ass! Smack it! I love it!"
*** THWACK ***
*** PTHWACK ***
*** SCHMACK ***
"Aw, fuck! So AAAYYYY-MAYYYY-ZZZZINNNNNG!! How did you know?! You're making me cum! You're making me CUM! You're making me cum AYYY-GAAAIN! FUCKKKK!"
"Aw fuck, bitch! I like it, too! Yeah! I like it, too!"
Then I could tell. Somehow I could tell: My cunt started to milk Antwan's shaft.
My cunt wanted its due!
My cunt wanted Antwan's load--and it wanted it NOW!
"Aw fuck, slut! Your pussy feels AYYY-MAAY-ZINGGG! FUH...FUCK!! Now it's my turn, cunt! Now you're making me cum! Aw, fuck! YYYYESSS!! Yeah!! Yessss! UNGGGGGGHHHH! Arrrrrghhhhh! YYESSSS!!"
And then I felt it. It was unmistakable. Antwan blasted my cunt--I'm sure he was right against my cervix so it surely shot straight up into my womb. Antwan blasted my cunt and womb with blast after blast after blast of his babymakers straight up inside me.
It felt like a fucking quart of cum!
It felt like dozens of pulses!
It felt like minutes!
"Yes, my love! Blast me! Blast me full of your seed! Make us a BAAAY-BEEE! YESSS! BREEEEED ME, PLLLEEEEEEASE!! BREED ME!! Unnnnnghhhhhh!"
"You got it, cunt! My pleasure! Totally my pleasure!"
"Oh you fucking God! CUMMING AGAAAAIN!!! YESS! FUCK! CUMMING AYYY-GAAAIN!"
"ARGGGH! Me, too, cunt! ME, TOOOOOOO!"
Following our simultaneous orgasms--his first and mine umpteenth--it was some moments for us to catch our breath in quiet before sharing words again.
I yanked a blanket off the bed and snuggled up in my strong new lover's arms on the carpet, savoring the feel of him holding me for a few moments before speaking.
"Oh my God, Antwan!" I said at last, breaking a long silence. "That was so amazing! That was the best sex I've ever had!"
"Really, bitch? Better than the black boys in college?"
"Aw, fuck. So much better, Antwan! Every bit as animalistic. But I could feel it--you care for me, don't you?"
"Of course I do, bitch. Ever since the minute I met you."
"Aw shucks, Antwan!"
"It's true, bitch."
"Me, too--you--Antwan. Me too, you."
"That's a good thing, bitch. Because you might need to shack up at my place. I'm not so sure Liam is going to be good with things."
"Yeah, I know, Antwan. We'll see."
"Yeah, bitch. We'll see."
"Kiss me, Antwan. Show me how you feel with kisses."
And we made out for a good half hour.
I enjoyed it far more than I'd expected.
"Slut," Antwan said to me after some time, "You know you were made for black cock."
"Yeah, Antwan, I've heard that before."
"Well, it's definitely true. Your curves. Your insides. Your energy. All perfect for big black cock. All perfect for MY big black cock."
"Yeah, Antwan. I realize."
"Erin, I don't think you should ever try to give it up again for white. Do you?"
He used my first name, which he hadn't done since dinner. Antwan was saying something important. I noticed. I thought about it extra.
Should I ever give up BBC again for white?
It wasn't a hard question for me to answer--not after that incredible fuck!
"No, Antwan, I don't think I should. I don't think I can ever give up BBC again for white. Not on your life."
"That's the spirit, bitch! That's the spirit!" Antwan replied, exuberantly.
Then he added: "So, bitch, you're going to be my regular lover now, eh?"
"I wouldn't have it any other way, Antwan... No other way!"
"Alright!" he exclaimed, with a big goofy smile, as I caressed his face.
I don't think I'd ever seen a man so happy. Not even Liam on our wedding day.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "I really do have feelings for this black stud, too! Just like I shouted out while we were fucking... Big feelings."
And the night was still young.
There was a halfway hard sticky black cock in my hand that seemed like it could use some licks and kisses, for one thing.
"Hmmmm?" I wondered to myself, "I wonder how our combined juices on my lover's shaft might taste?"
As I was beginning to think that over, I felt a small sharp cramp.
I hadn't eaten for hours.
I wasn't feeling sick.
I realized it could only mean one thing.
I'd just dropped an egg.
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Overall, I consider myself a lucky man. At age forty-two, I was successful, still good-looking, and a sexy wife, who'd given me our two beautiful children. Very lucky.
Were some aspects of my life less than thrilling? Sure! I wasn't rich, probably would be working another twenty or even twenty-five years, and my sexy wife--at age thirty-five and no longer craving baby-making--wasn't as horny as I would have liked. But I knew better than to feel sorry for myself. Most guys I knew had it worse. Way worse.
Sally, in addition to being a great mom and a good partner, was still incredibly attractive. Only lightly-wrinkled, and still with a beautiful face and figure. Long curly red hair, a cute face, super long legs at 5'11"--she matched my own height--and a fabulous 34D-26-36 figure.
Sally looked like a gorgeous petite girl, just with the bonus of incredibly sexy extra long legs.
My wife's waist was ever so slightly thicker than her 24" waist from just before kids, but from looking at her, Sally could still pass as never-having-had-a-baby-yet. She was that shapely and trim.
My wife's ass had the perfect blend of muscle and fat--sculpture-worthy. And it always earned stares when she wore pants. Without fail.
Sometimes I would even try to count the number of people who stared at Sally's ass in my head when we would go sightseeing or visit the mall. Thirty-seven was the one-day record--on a visit to Italy.
If we ever needed to visit an iffy neighborhood, I'd always remind Sally to wear a dress or a long jacket so that her delectable ass would not be on display. She might briefly groan in protest, but she would always yield to my good sense.
My wife was much less horny than me--but at least she had learnt to tolerate my using porn and masturbation to get by.
Thankfully.
We had sex--but only about every other week now.
It was always the same way: Some making out and fooling around, followed by a few minutes of the missionary position, and a minute or two of my wife on top.
Sally rarely orgasmed these days. I rationalized it to myself that it was because she no longer craved getting pregnant on some unconscious level--but events did reveal that was wishful thinking on my part.
Because of my age--and maybe also my porn use, if I'm honest--I couldn't cum fast enough before Sally would lose interest in fucking.
Both of us made the best of it--it was nice to be together. We both liked that we had sex--as limited as it was--with some regularity.
Once in a while, when we would lay in bed afterward and before I would leave to beat off to completion, I--the more extroverted of us two by far--would float a conversational trial balloon. "Hey, Honey," I would start, "Are you sure you wouldn't like to mix it up a little?"
"I like our routine," she'd insist. "It's really nice, Honey! You did a nice job again!"
As much as I might hope, variety wasn't on offer.
Luckily, I got variety through porn, and I enjoyed the same "main dish" on repeat.
Yes, things could have been much worse for sure.
Then, six months ago, when I got home from a grueling month-long business trip to Asia--a whopping thirty-two days, in fact--things changed.
Much to my surprise, after our next sex, when I asked Sally if she might like some variety, she answered differently!
"Honey," she said, avoiding eye contact, "we need to talk about something... I found your other Google account... You know... the anonymous one."
Shit. I got scared right away. That would be the one that I used to write for Literotica!
"I found all these stories you've been writing... I mean, you have multiple versions saved in your Google Drive, so I have to assume you're the writer. Right?"
Gulp!
"At first, I was horrified. I mean, what wife wouldn't be...
"All these stories about cuckolding. And not just any cuckolding, but interracial cuckolding with massive black men... uh... with equally massive man parts!
"I was appalled!
"I was really shocked and stunned and I was thinking of changing the locks while you were away all month!"
"Uh... But you didn't... Uh... How come?" I asked, plainly.
"Because, well... your stories... well... they made me... wet."
"Oh?!"
"Yeah... it really upset me at first, but your stories also really turned me on."
"How so?"
"I thought it was so sexy! I mean you obviously wrote half of them about me--and about how you would like to see me incredibly well satisfied, incredibly well-serviced by giant black men...
"And I realized... It only took me overnight... That, well, the stories were actually very loving...
"That you wanted me to have my best possible life..."
"I do, Honey. I really do."
"Yes, I can see that, Ted. I definitely can."
"And?"
"Well... and this is harder to admit... But also visualizing myself in your stories... It simply was an incredible turn on... An unexpected... thrill."
I was unsure what to say. I didn't really want to say anything. I wanted Sally to keep revealing what she had been going through, to keep explaining her reaction to my stories.
My wife broke the pause before I did.
"Yeah... For the first time in years, I got so worked up that... uh... I even... took care of things."
That was as close to the word "masturbation" that my conservative wife could speak--at least at that point. Certainly, her meaning was clear.
"Yeah, while you were visiting clients, dear," she continued. "I entertained myself... I entertained myself a lot... I found the stories in the first few days of your trip! And practically the whole time you were away, I was imagining myself in your stories... Getting ravaged by one of those dark fellows... or--if I'm honest--even by several!"
"You can say it honey. Give it a try... You imagined yourself 'getting fucked by... Big. Black. Cock.' Don't you think you should have a try at saying it?" I ventured, bravely putting my wife on the spot, upping the conversational stakes.
"Uh... It's so embarrassing!" she exclaimed, and then she started to bawl and buried her head on my shoulder for a few minutes.
"Aw!" I said, as her sobs began to subside. "It's okay, dear! I know it's a big adjustment to find you have a similar... uh... 'interest', let's say... to your 'perverted' husband. Especially after all those years of hassling me for doing porn! Ha! It must be very hard to admit!"
"You have no idea!" she exclaimed, and then she wailed some more, her shoulders heaving.
"Aw, it's okay, dear!" I tried to be reassuring to her now. "I won't tease you any more for it... It's okay! Really!"
"Really?"
"Yeah... I can only imagine that you've been through enough!"
"I have! Yeah. That's right. I have been through enough!" my Sally insisted.
"So... What are we going to do about it?" I asked.
And a month from then, with our two young kids out overnight at Sally's mom's, we had Elgin over.
We had settled on Elgin because he was a big black guy we had both met through my work some years ago. Large. Tall. Ruggedly handsome. Sociable. Not currently in our professional or social life.
He seemed alpha enough. Would he also be gentle enough? We accepted that only time would tell. Yes, we realized that any BBC alpha would be a risk... a risk that now we were both willing to take.
Sally had met Elgin at a couple of industry events with me, and she remembered him favorably--as a strong presence and also the subtly hungry way that he had eyed her.
At the time, she had said it creeped her out, but now, he was her suggestion.
"Besides eying me a little aggressively, he was nice enough," she remarked. "And what's more, Tanya at my office used to date him, and she was always cooing about how big his private parts were and how great a lover he was... It was embarrassing to listen to!"
"Ha!" I said. "Embarrassing then, but a turn on now, eh?"
"Touché!" my wife conceded. "Admittedly so!"
Sally started to show a sense of humor about her BBC interest at last joining my own. As we were thinking over how best to proceed, she even watched interracial porn with me.
We ruminated for quite some time.
I was eager for us to take action. Sally slowed us down.
"Honey," Sally said. "It's been a big step for me to admit this interest to you! You can't expect me to go and have 'relations' with a black man the very next day!"
I told her I understood. I certainly understood.
Even so, I also grew frustrated.
"We've been talking about this for a few weeks now," I was thinking to myself in week three after my return home. "Clearly Sally is incredibly turned on to big black cocks now. When will she say she's ready to get blacked? Sheesh. How long will I have to wait?!"
Finally, after six agonizing weeks of conversation and watching porn together, Sally at last said she was ready. She wanted to make my fantasy--now our fantasy together--a real thing.
"You have to call Elgin, though, honey!" Sally insisted. "I'm way too shy. You can't possibly expect me to call him!"
I had long assumed I'd be in that role, and I was all too happy to move forward.
I called Elgin. He was direct, unsurprised, and available the following Friday.
He required Sally to take some blood tests. "All my bitches take it bare," he texted me to explain. No, he would not be reciprocating. "I get all the bitches tested. You have to trust me."
Sally was in a state of constant arousal and anxiety in the ten days of anticipation. I was, too.
I played with her with a giant black dildo we had purchased.
She had a screaming orgasm every time.
In return, my wife would only allow me to beat off while she watched. "Honey," Sally would explain. "I read every single one of your stories. You're my cucky now. It's only natural I keep you out of my privates--and keep from touching yours--from the moment of our decision to the moment Elgin takes me."
"I one-hundred percent agree, dear," I would reply. "Your sexy presence while I beat off is fine to hold me over."
"Good, cucky!" my wife would respond. "I'm relieved you see it the same way... as well you should!"
"Cucky" seemed to be the one kinky word that my wife was willing to use at this juncture, I noticed. I guess she needed something new to call me besides "hubby" or "dear."
When Elgin finally arrived--at 8 PM sharp on the appointed Friday--his presence filled our foyer.
He nodded at me briefly, then pivoted his piercing gaze immediately to my wife, who stood warming her hands by the fireplace.
Sally wore a simple green silk bathrobe, that was an amazing complement to her long red curls. A shy woman, she had a tank top and panties underneath.
I'd prepared Elgin for this and explained to him how awkward my wife could be fully naked.
"No problem, faggot," he'd texted me back. "I'll rip off whatever suits me. Just be sure she doesn't wear something she'd hate to see shredded."
Back to the scene in the room.
"Slut," Elgin said, starting off by putting my wife right in her place. Sally didn't bat an eye. She'd read enough about how BBC alphas treat white wife sluts.
"Elgin. Thank you for coming."
"Faggot," he said, tilting his head just enough so anyone would know he wasn't talking to my wife. "You can sit on the floor and watch from the corner. Don't speak. Don't move unless I tell you. I don't care if you shit yourself."
I nodded and retreated to the corner.
Elgin approached Sally. He didn't touch her at first. "So you read all his stories," he said.
"Yes," she whispered.
"I read them, too. Your husband is a serious faggot cuckold... Did you have a favorite one?"
I sensed her shiver. "Actually... several."
"Well, well... No wonder I'm here, bitch... No wonder... What was the common element, if I may ask, slut?"
"The wife goes black... The wife goes black-only... and for good."
"Does he know that already?"
"Well... he knows it now."
"Ha! Hahaha! That's excellent, slut! You waited to reveal that until I was here! That's top flight, slut!"
"Thank you... Sir."
"Yeah, I like that, bitch... You *should* call me 'Sir.'"
"Yes, Sir... I think so, too... Sir."
"So... you want to go black-only."
"Yes, please sir."
"You sure you're ready."
"Oh, God, sir! I'm so ready!! It's been too long since I've had a big dick... And the idea of having only big black dicks... It's just thrilled me ever since I read my loser husband's little library!"
"Yeah, I don't blame you, slut... He is a pretty good writer."
"Quite good! And... that's the other thing... I know he'll like me going black-only, so I really might as well!"
"I agree, bitch... I fully agree."
"Here, Elgin... Give me your hand." Sally took his hand and brought it through her loosely-tied robe and inside her panties. "Feel me."
"Shit, bitch! You are super wet!"
"Of course, Elgin! I need you to do me! I need you to take me black! I know you have an eleven-inch gorgeous BBC... Tanya told me all about it... Do me with it, Elgin! Do me with it now! Own me with it!"
"Well, bitch... You apparently *are* ready... and gorgeous... and it'll be my pleasure to take you black... and to own you... but old Elgin here, I need a smidge of foreplay first..."
He kissed her then. It wasn't gentle. It was possession.
Her mouth opened wide instinctively, and Elgin's tongue invaded it.
Sally melted into his arms with a soft moan, her hands coming up around his neck.
They made out, standing there, for several minutes.
It was electric to watch them.
My little dicklet throbbed in my pants.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "She's really giving herself to him. It's just like she said! She really means to go fully black, fully black-only, and starting tonight with Elgin!"
When he eventually broke the kiss, he spoke softly and in command. "Follow my lead."
Elgin led my gorgeous wife to the couch and laid her back.
He quickly ripped apart her tank top and panties, both.
And in a moment his mouth was on her breast, and his hand between her thighs.
Sally arched off the cushions and began to moan loudly. "Unnnnghhhh! Oooooooh! Aaaaaaah!"
"You're already totally soaking wet, slut," he murmured. "Wet for a stranger. Wet for a massive black cock you've never even seen."
"I've imagined it," she gasped.
"How big did you imagine?"
"Huge. Massive."
"Bigger than your husband's?" A nod toward me.
She let out a shaky laugh that turned into more moaning as Elgin's fingers--each nearly the size of my little dick--worked her.
"God, yes!" Sally replied. "I imagine you so much bigger. Many times bigger... Immense!"
"You ready to unwrap and meet your new best friend, slut?"
"Awwww, God, Elgin! Yes! Ever so ready!"
"Alright then, get busy, bitch."
"With pleasure."
Sally sank to the floor and unbuttoned Elgin's pants, and with his help, pulled them off.
Next was another moment of truth. Would she go through with it, I wondered. Would my wife have the guts to take off his underwear and connect with this virtual stranger's monstrous black cock?
The answer: Oh, yeah--Sally had plenty of guts. She straight away pulled off his boxer-briefs next.
Elgin's mammoth cock sprang right up and smacked my gorgeous wife gently in the face, startling her.
"There it is, bitch. It's going to be your new best friend, isn't it?"
"Oh, my God, Elgin! YYESSSS! It's incredible! It's BEAU-TI-FUL!"
"Yeah, I get that a lot."
"Can I touch it?"
"You had better."
Sally stroked it gently for a few moments. Then she asked Elgin, "Can I put it in my mouth?"
My wife hadn't given me a blow job in years--and he she was *asking* to give her new black lover, a virtual stranger, if she could blow *him* within ten minutes of him coming by... coming by to fuck her.
"Spectacular!" I thought to myself. "Shit! My Sally is so turned on to this guy--and to his immense ebony cock, to boot! Yesss! Just as I have so long dreamed of! Finally! Finally my dreams are coming true!"
Elgin responded to my wife's request to suck him off: "Only if you ask me the right way, slut. You gotta say 'can I suck your big black cock?' bitch."
My wife didn't ordinarily talk dirty at all, but for Elgin, it was clear she was going to be fully compliant.
Indeed, she responded to him immediately. "Very well... Can I suck your big black cock... sir?"
"You may, slut."
Sally eagerly opened her mouth and used a hand to guide the gigantic phallus in.
She could barely get any of it in her inexperienced mouth, but it wasn't for lack of trying.
My wife opened her jaws as wide as she could.
Elgin's gargantuan phallus looked huge in comparison to her dainty, feminine face.
Sally had a glassy-eyed look.
She sucked lovingly on the first few inches--all that she could get into her mouth and the topmost portion of her throat.
She seemed so enamored of Elgin's cock--even in love.
"Damn!" I thought, "I don't remember my wife ever seeming so in love with me!
Still, it was obvious that my wife was inept at cocksucking. She got three, maybe four inches of Elgin's cock in her face. Not a bit more.
Elgin let her suck on him for some time anyway.
He was in no rush.
I think he was determined to wait for Sally to make the next move. It seemed that way.
Elgin lay back and seemed to relax--seemed to savor the situation: his newfound power over yet another incredibly hot white wife slut. Yet. Another.
Yes, Elgin had told me that my wife was joining his harem--she was becoming the fifth wife slut in his current rotation. He was confident that he could hook her on his cock in one evening.
And Elgin had fucked so many white wives by now, that he'd nearly lost count, but not quite. It was twenty-three, he said.
He considered himself a late bloomer. Many of his friends, he said, were well into three digits.
After some time, Sally broke the silence finally.
"Sir?"
"Yeah, slut?"
"Aren't you going to... uh... put it in me, sir?"
"It has been in you, slut." Elgin said with a laugh. "Do you mean something else?" He teased my wife.
"You know... Do me... Aren't you going to do me?"
"I don't know slut, do you think you deserve it?"
"Yes, Elgin. Yes! Slut deserves it. Slut definitely deserves it! Do me! Do me, please! Do me now!"
"If I fuck you now, bitch, can I fuck you whenever I want?"
"Yes! Yes, you can do me whenever you want!"
"Then tell me, bitch. Tell me that I can *FUCK* you whenever I want. Use the f-word, bitch. I want to hear you say it."
"Yes, Sir... You can fuck me, sir. You can fuck this bitch whenever you want."
I was floored. The incredible alpha stud hadn't even fucked my wife once, and she'd already promised herself to him on an on-going basis. "Wow!" I thought to myself. "My Sally is one hardcore, black-cock-committed slut! Just from reading my stories and her first ten minutes with this guy. AY-MAY-ZING! Fuck! So fucking hot!"
If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes and heard it with my own ears, I wouldn't have believed it.
I reflected for a moment. I wasn't sure that I'd ever even written a story with a white wife committing herself to black only so quickly... None of them sprang to mind!
"Shit!" I thought. "Beneath that prudish veneer, my wife is one serious black cock slut!"
Their conversation quickly recaptured my attention.
Elgin responded to my wife's promise that he could fuck her "whenever" he wanted: "Sounds good to me, bitch... sounds good to me! Get up here on the sofa on your back and brace yourself... Here it comes! You're going to feel like you've never been fucked before, bitch! You've been warned!"


Sally quickly moved herself into position on her back, her thighs spread wide. Elgin lay upon her--with a boxer's speed and a dancer's grace.
The alpha black stud then pierced my wife in an urgent series of ever deepening thrusts.
It took him only a minute to work his cock in.
She was tight but also soaking wet. And they both had an intense urgency about them. A yearning, need to couple. A drive to be joined and mated.
"Shit, bitch! You took all of me! Fuck! Almost no white bitch ever takes all of me on the first fuck... You've been practicing on toys, eh?"
"Yessir... Ungh! Yes! And thank God! Oh, thank God! You're so HUGE! You're so IMMENSE! And it feels AY-MAY-ZING, Elgin! Ooh, it feels GREAT! Yesssss! YYYESSS! Yyesssss!"
Sally's back arched, her lips parted, and then a scream tore out of her--a raw, shattering scream of pleasure.
My wife's fingers clawed at Elgin's back and shoulders, her knuckles white, as the pleasure overwhelmed her.
"FUCK! Oh GOD! It's... it's SOOO GOOD! IT'S SOOO DEEP!" Sally yelled.
"Deeper than any white guy?"
"YES! UNGH! SO MUCH DEEPER!"
Elgin pounded into my wife's pelvis with an animalistic, urgent rhythm as his cock probed deep within her.
It has to be pressing up hard into Sally's cervix, I thought--and maybe even through into my wife's womb.
I could have sworn I could see the black alpha stud's giant cock making my wife's belly distend.
"Shit!" I thought. "I hope he doesn't rearrange her insides for good!"
It was an incredible turn on to watch and listen. It was a million times hotter than any porn video I'd ever watch.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "This is sexier than anything I ever could have dreamed of! This is beyond anything I ever imagined or even wrote about!"
By some miracle, I managed to sit on my hands rather than play with myself--even as my little dicklet was rock hard, throbbing, and oozing precum.
The couch shook. Loudly. It snapped me back from any thoughts about myself or my own gratification, and refocused me on Elgin and my wife and their hot-as-hell fuckfest.
Sally's cries were constant, as they resonated with the black alpha stud's thrusts.
"YES! RIGHT THERE! OH FUCK, RIGHT THERE! MORE! MORE! MOOOOOOOORE!" Sally shouted.
My wife came suddenly, violently, her body seizing around him. "I'M CUMMING! OH GOD, I'M CUMMING!"
Elgin didn't stop. He fucked her through it, his pace unrelenting.
"Again," he growled.
"I can't! It's too-- AHHH! ARGHHHHH!!"
He slapped her ass, hard. "I said AGAIN!"
Tears streamed down my wife's face, but she was nodding wildly. "YES! MAKE ME! MAKE ME! MAKE ME CUM AGAIN!"
Two minutes later, Sally did cum again--a sobbing, screaming orgasm that left her limp.
Elgin pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, and pushed her knees apart. He spat into his palm, slicked his eleven-inch thick ebony cock, and pressed it against her rear entrance.
"This is mine too," he said, matter-of-factly, as he pushed several inches up into Sally's previously virgin ass--as he claimed my wife's gorgeous ass, that I had never been in and that I now never would.
It was humiliating for me, and a sublime turn-on as well. "Yes!" my thoughts exploded in my brain, "My wife is getting well and thoroughly blacked! At last! Just as I have forever dreamed! Yes! The alpha black king is getting more access than me! Access that I never deserved!"
Sally shrieked, a sound of shock, pain, and overwhelming sensation. "WAIT! IT'S TOO--!"
"It's mine," Elgin repeated, sinking deeper, his voice tight with strain. "You know it's required. You signed up for this. Now, take it."
And she did.
Sally's protests melted into ragged moans. "Ohhhh... fuck... it's so full... it's so... *yours*..."
He fucked my wife's previously virgin ass with the same dominant intensity he'd just used on her pussy moments before.
One hand fisted in her gorgeous curls, the other gripping her enticing hip.
My wife's words--as she continued to transform into *his* fully owned slut--became a broken chant. "Yours... yours... yours... never his... never again... only you... only black cock... only YOU, Elgin... FUCK! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"
Her third orgasm sent her pitching forward, limbs trembling spastically.
Her voice, spent from screaming, emerged as a broken whimper of surrender.
Yes, that's right. My wife came just from Elgin's cock deep in her ass.
His hand wasn't anywhere near her pussy--nor were hers.
I'm not sure I would have believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes.
Elgin stayed embedded and shifted forward on her as my beautiful wife collapsed.
As my wife continued to spasm in orgasm, at last Elgin's release came, too.
Elgin gave a huge guttural shout, his body tensed, and--finally--he emptied himself deep in my wife's gorgeous, perfectly-formed ass.
I had a good view of the action and could see where he entered my wife's ass.
He had managed to get about eight inches up into her ass, leaving three still exposed.
So as Elgin came, I tried to count the pulses.
But they were too rapid and too many. Was it ten? A dozen? Maybe fifteen pulses of cum that he shot up into my wife's incredible ass?
Then: silence, except for their heavy breathing.
Elgin withdrew.
Sally lay there, wrung out, pummeled, shellacked, and exhausted.
He looked at me, sweat gleaming on his skin.
"Get over here."
I moved on numb legs.
"Lick her clean, faggot. Get my cum out of her ass. Every drop. You do a good job, and you might get to watch next time."
The humiliation, albeit a fantasy fulfilled, was still a physical shock.
I looked at Sally. Her face was turned away, buried in a cushion. Her body was spent, trembling.
She didn't look at me.
I got on my knees. The smell of sex and sweat and my wife's fecal ass juices filled my nose--disgusting and sublime, at the same time.
I leaned forward.
Her ass looked as gorgeous as ever.
Only once had I gotten away with licking it.
I was admittedly excited to lick it again. And the humiliating circumstances, upsetting as they were, only added to the eroticism.
Finally, I was serving as my wife's cuckold to superior BBC--as I had long dreamed.
At last, a situation worthy of one of my stories was playing out in real life. It was playing out in *my* real life!
A feeling of euphoria swept through me as I approached my wife's gooey ass.
My little dick was rock hard and oozing precum in my pants as I moved to perform my assignment.
I gently moved my wife's amazing butt cheeks apart so I could get my mouth onto her asshole.
Then, as commanded and expected, I began to kiss and suck.
The feel and taste of Elgin's creampie combined with my wife's juices was both nauseating and fabulous.
"Yes!" I said to myself. "At last I'm living out my most deviant dream. At last!"
As my tongue touched her tortured anus, Sally spoke, her voice muffled but clear. "Never again, Ted. I'm going to be just like 'Sally' in your stories. There won't be you or any white guy inside me... Not in my ass, not in my pussy. Not in my mouth. Not ever... Ungh... I'm black-only now, husband... You'll be lucky if I give you a hand job... But you know what you will get? You will get to eat lots of jizz... Yeah... I'll let you eat puh-lenty of black cock creampies... from both ends..."
The words hit me like an erotic cyclone.
In defiance of Elgin, I shoved a hand inside my underwear and started stroking.
I didn't even pause to undo my pants. Luckily I was in sweats.
I sensed the drawstring tear--of course I didn't care.
An orgasm quickly seemed within reach--and yet over the horizon. I'd been holding back for so long, it made it harder for me to cum now.
"Yes! Oh my God! YESSS! Yes! YESSSS! Oh fuck! YESSSS!" I shouted.
"You like this a little bit, baby?" my wife teased, at last paying me a small amount of attention.
If Elgin minded, he decided not to say anything.
"Oh, God! You have no idea! Yes! Oh my God, yes! So fucking much! Finally you're blacked--backed like I always dreamed!"
"And you like cleaning out my ass, don't you, cucky?"
"So fucking much!"
"That's good, cucky... You're going to get to do it a lot... So I'm glad you like it!"
"Aw fuck!"
"So, husband... Should I also get black bred? You know. Just like 'Sally' in your stories? Would you like that?"
And that's what put me over the edge. Sally--my incredibly gorgeous wife--now gone black was also hinting that she'd like to get black bred.
It was my ultimate and most sublime fantasy, to watch my wife have black "repro" sex until she got knocked up--and it was what finally took me over the edge into orgasm.
A jolt, white-hot and electric, arced up and down my spine and detonated in my groin.
My body seized.
A shout tore from my throat as my dicklet--rock-hard and aching--finally burst, unable to contain itself any longer.
"YESSS! OH MY GOD! YESSS! PLEASE YESSSS! PUH-LEEZE GET BLACK BRED! YES! OH FUCK! YESSSS!"
I erupted in my biggest orgasm. Ev. Er.
Shot after shot of my feeble white jizz--sperm-free from my vasectomy--squirted inside my underwear. Warmth flooded my crotch. I was quickly drenched.
A fabulous liquid glow shot through my dicklet, spread around my crotch, and then radiated through my whole body.
"FUCK!" I yelled. "THIS IS IT! FINALLY! FINALLY YOU'VE GONE BLACK! AWW, SALLY! YES! FINALLY! THANK YOU! THANK YOU SO MUCH!"
It was a perfect storm. A sublime tsunami of eroticism beyond what I had previously dared to dream.
My brain was like a Geiger counter at the site of a nuclear blast--with the needles all off the charts.
It was an earthquake of 11.0 on the Richter scale.
Briefly I wondered if I might lose IQ points from the euphoria, or an ability to control my limbs, my bowels, or some other bodily part.
That's how profoundly jolted I was.
I felt euphoric, and I had no regrets.
"Even if our alpha punishes me," I thought once I settled down, "That unbelievably sublime cum was worth it... No matter what... No matter what he does."
My wife turned her head to look at Elgin, her expression one of dazed, absolute surrender. I was again off Sally's radar as she re-focused on her new lover, her new black owner.
"Oh my fucking god, Elgin! That was incredible..." she said, stating the obvious to start with. "I'm yours now, stud... Do whatever you want with me. Fuck me anytime. Fuck me all the time! *Ungggh!* That was AY-MAY-ZING!"
Elgin smiled, running a hand through my wife's moist hair.
"You hear that, faggot? That's your new truth. Now suck up all my jizz from your wife's hot ass, and make it quick! I have more in store for her tonight! Maybe we'll even flush her pills like you're dreaming of."
I was happy to comply. I leaned back into my wife's gorgeous ass, and I gave it a big kiss and a deep suck, making sure to plunge my tongue deep inside her to get every last drop.
Yet another huge glob of Elgin's jizz mixed with my wife's ass juices was my reward. "Dee-lish-ous!" I thought to myself as I swallowed.
"Oh... and great idea, guys... I'll gladly flush my pills for my new stud," I heard my exhausted wife murmur as I swallowed.
"Holy, shit!" I thought. "This just keeps getting better and better!"
Yes, the future was going to be fabulous. Yes!! At last!
"How many black babies will my sexy wife have?" I wondered, "And will her new owner sire them all, or will he farm her out--maybe to a friend or two? Or, even hotter, maybe to some strangers? Hmm. She's in her thirties... But something tells me my wife's got a number of good breeding years left. Especially if Elgin drives her at a commanding pace... Wow! This could be HOT!"
I'd written a lot of deviant fantasies starring "Sally." I wondered how many of them my wife might actually be interested in playing out. "Ooph!" I thought. "If she really liked my stories as much as she said, that could really keep her busy! YES! That would be fantastic!"
Time would tell. Time would tell.
As I pondered, my little dicklet got hard again. Oh boy, this future was going to be exciting!
Author's Note: The future for Sally, Ted, and Elgin is wide open. Will she get black bred? Will Elgin share her? Will Ted's humiliation deepen? I have my own ideas, but I'm more interested in yours. If this story inspired you, consider writing your own Chapter 02 in the comments. Let's see where the community takes this. (I reserve the right to take inspiration from any comments and expand into a follow-on chapter in my own words, fyi.)
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I suppose I could have seen it coming.
I had chosen to date--and now we were living together, too--an exceptionally hot white woman in her early thirties. Meredith.
Never married, never had a baby yet. Cosmopolitan and smart. High sex drive, intelligent and fun. A red head--by choice, with hair dyed from natural blonde. Tall. 5'8". More lean than curvy, but enough curves in the right places. Smallish but gorgeous tits. 34B-26-36. An incredibly pretty face and an exceptional, incredible, sculpture-perfect ass.
I'm an ass man, so this all worked more than well enough for me. (Extra large tits? Who needs them!)
On top of that, I'd sloppily let my girlfriend discover my interracial porn fetish by failing to clear my browser history and lock my laptop one night.
Meredith became curious. Then, more curious. She asked me all kinds of questions:
"Why did I watch porn when I had her--such a sexy girlfriend?"
"What was it about interracial porn, in particular?"
"Why did so many of the girls in my favorite videos look like her?"
My answers were:
"Variety, I guess?"
"It's hot to see taboo sex involving really big black cocks--so much bigger than my own little white dick, and giving women so much better orgasms than I could ever dream of."
"Because on some level--truthfully--I dreamed of seeing her go black, and getting all the satisfaction that I thought only big black cock could offer!"
Meredith clearly appreciated my honesty. I'm sure it helped her stay connected when a different girl might have broken up with me.
But it had another effect, too.
I shouldn't have been surprised.
Eventually she wanted to try interracial porn herself--together with me.
Me? I'm attractive and appealing enough. 5'10", handsome, smart, a high-ranking specialist within my firm, divorced once no-kids, and a half-dozen years older. Almost forty. But I'm far from the star here. No, I'm more like a witness. My name happens to be "Ted," not that you'll be hearing it much.
Meredith discovered that her taste in interracial porn closely mirrored my own. She liked it best starring big black guys with enormous BBCs and with girls looking as much like her as possible.
We'd always have our hottest sex by far right after watching porn together.
It wasn't hard to tell that my girlfriend was fantasizing about the BBCs while fucking me and my little white five-incher. Nope. Not at all.
She'd scream out things that made it obvious.
"YES! FUCK ME WITH THAT BBC!"
"FUCK ME! FUCK ME, DEEPER, MANDINGO!"
Or...
"OH, GOD! RICO--YOU OWN ME WITH YOUR BBC! SHIT, YOU OWN ME NOW!"
It turned me on and made me cum sooner and harder, too, so I certainly didn't complain. But I could hardly fail to notice.
Then one day, it happened. I was surprised, but I probably shouldn't have been.
We were hanging out after a relaxed dinner one Sunday when Meredith sprang it on me. "Boo, we need to talk."
Uh-oh.
"Yeah?"
"I've been thinking about something."
"Uh-huh."
"And I've been working up the courage to tell you... but you need to understand that what I'm telling you about is a decision that I've made."
"Uh... okay. A decision."
"That's right... a decision."
"To do... uh, what exactly?"
"To get blacked."
"Pssshhhhht!" I spit out my sip of beer all over the magazine I had been trying to read.
"I was afraid you might react like that."
"Uh... all I did was get startled, dear!"
"Well... then," Meredith asked, as she curled up beside me, all sexy in her PJs beside me on the sofa. "Now that you're done getting startled... Shall I continue?"
"Uh... Yeah... Sure. Go right ahead!" I was still startled but no longer needed to expel anything I was trying to consume at least!
"I've really been enjoying our interracial porn, so I've read up on interracial sex, and asked a few girlfriends--quite a few have an interest in interracial sex, as it turns out!"
"Really?"
"Yeah... Josie and Betsy, for example... They didn't want to admit it at first... But when I pressed them, they confessed to it... And--well--the consensus is that it's usually really amazing! Amazing just like in the movies we watch together... Josie says that if I'm this interested in going Black, she thinks I really should do it, that I might really regret it when I'm older if I held back on my sexuality."
"Well... Has Josie gone black?"
"Well... Not yet... she's a little scared, she says..."
"But she's not scared for you? Pfffft.... Figures."
"I can understand why you would feel that way. Certainly I can! So I asked a few more friends... It turns out that Erica, Monica, and Darlene--my three besties from work--they are all into interracial cuckolding... They just didn't tell me because they thought I was too prudish... They say it's fabulous... They say that it'll be just like our favorite movies... They say it'll feel 'like I died and went to heaven'--that's what they said!"
"And what about me? What do they say about how *I* will feel?"
"They said--and this is the hard part for you, for us--not to worry about it that much... not to involve you in deciding... They said that I should just decide what I want and go for it... And to 'inform' you... And, well... That's what I'm doing right now!"
"Oh, so now I'm 'informed.' Uh... great. Thanks?" I said sarcastically, and also hoping to hear more.
I hoped Meredith didn't notice, but in the meantime, my dick had hardened to ramrod stiff in my pants. Actually, I realized... Meredith could *not* notice because I had a throw blanket over my lap!
Yes, my dick--my little white five-inch thin dick--it totally knew how *it* felt. It was excited! It was over the moon thrilled!
I tried to keep it from showing on my face, even as my gorgeous girlfriend continued to titillate me by laying out her plans.
"Yes. Thanks for understanding, Boo. You're now informed!" Meredith replied, trying to put a smile on it as well.
"So what's next?"
"Well, you know this black guy at the gym, Kevon, who's long been hitting on me?"
"Yeah?"
"Well, the next time I see him, I'm going to make it clear that I'm available... So I'm pretty sure within the next few days, assuming he's not on a business trip, I'm going to be getting blacked."
"Oh."
"So, I guess that gives you a smidge of time to think about how you feel about it."
"How I feel about it?"
"Yeah... I mean, I know we've been enjoying interracial porn together... So maybe you'll be okay with it... Or maybe you'll need to break up with me. Also, maybe you'll want to watch... or maybe you would rather not... I don't really know... I've just decided that I'm going to be getting blacked and, I hope, by whom... And assuming Kevon is flexible, some of the rest of this is up to you... For what it's worth, Monica thinks you'll want to watch--but Darlene thinks you'll be too shy. Erica isn't sure."
"So you're one-hundred percent committed to this? To getting blacked?" I challenged.
"Yup. One-hundred. Totally. Fully. Completely... Committed."
"Well... I don't have to sleep on it then... It's long been my fantasy, as you know... It's informed what's my favorite porn to what, for crying out loud! Of course I want to watch!"
"Ha!" my sexy Meredith responded. "I knew it. Monica and I bet Darlene. Easy money!"
"Glad I could help!" I joined in her mirth.
"Well... I have some other news you might be less glad about though, Boo."
"What's that?"
"I've decided that we should abstain for a while... You know, at least until I'm blacked for the first time."
"Oh! And why is that?"
"I just think it'll be hotter... I'll get more worked up and horny... And then so will you... It'll be hot for me to taunt you that the next dick in my pussy won't be your little dick but will be BBC!"
"Hunh... And when do I get to cum with you next, in this movie you have in your head?"
"I'm not quite sure, to be honest," Meredith replied. "Maybe in my mouth as Kevon unloads in my naked pussy... Or maybe only after, as you lick his creampie out of one of my holes."
"*One* of your holes?" I queried.
"Yeah... You know how all the holes have to be on offer for BBCs... If I'm serious about being blacked, we have to know that I'll be giving up my ass."
"Your ass--for the first time, to be specific!" I rejoindered. "The magnificent ass that you have so steadfastly refused ever to give up to me!"
I was exasperated--even as I also thought the idea was sublime, stupendous, and AY-MAY-ZING-LY erotic!
"Yeah, Boo," my girlfriend continued. "That's right, my 'magnificent' ass I have refused to give up to you will certainly get blacked soon. Yup. I suspect you'll love watching!"
"UNGHH!" I groaned in confession. "Yeah, Boo... You have my number... I *will* love to watch that!"
I took a beat as we quietly held hands and then asked another question. "And what about that other incredibly sexy thing I've hinted at that you've said is simply 'too disgusting'?"
"Uh... You mean... Using my lips and tongue on a hairy male ass... Is that what you mean?"
"Yeah... That exactly."
"Well, Kevon didn't mention anything, but my girlfriends have... They absolutely say it's an expectation... Erica and Darlene have both been doing that... Monica says that her BBC boyfriend has given her one more month left to 'get with the program' in that area... 'or else.'"
"Oh! OH, WOW!"
"I know! I've been floored, too!"
"So do you think you can handle it? I mean, you've been pretty strongly opposed!"
"I'm sorry if this is hard for you to hear, Ted... But I so badly want to get blacked by BBC now... Blacked but good... I think I'd do just about anything that wouldn't permanently hurt me or hurt another person... I really need this! You... your porn... my girlfriends' encouragement... You've all created a 'horny-for-black' monster!"
"WOW! I'll say! Just, wow! So you're going to rim Kevon, too... And presumably his friends?"
"Yes, Boo... That's the plan... From what Erica and Darlene say, I'll get used to it--and probably even end up really liking it! And while I might get an infection sometimes and need antibiotics, that's just a risk I have to accept. Apparently, the plan is to just have a big 'rimming-fest' a few times a year to keep them happy, instead of doing it all the time."
"WOW! Just fuh-king WOW!"
"I know!! It is really hot, isn't it!"
"It's... It's fucking STUPENDOUS, Meredith! That's what it is! I can barely believe how much of a slut you're willing to be!"
"I know! Me, too! But... I don't know what to say... After all our porn... After seeing how much it turns you on, too... After what my girlfriends have to say about how incredible it is... After how much Kevon turns me on when he flirts with me... Yeah! I'm really excited to become a big black cock slut-- totally!"
"Well, there it is then... There it is!"
We said our goodnights after a few more minutes of chatting. Meredith had me go sleep in the guest room. I counted myself lucky that I had permission at least to beat off!
Man, did I have a fabulous cum as I dreamt of soon watching my gorgeous girlfriend getting blacked--and in all of her holes at that!
In fact, I was so turned on, I had *two* incredible cums to beating off--with just my imagination and not even any porn--before finally drifting off to sleep.
The next day, luckily when I arose Meredith had already left for work. One less source of titillation and distraction, I figured.
Even so, I could barely concentrate at work. Even nearly at forty, I kept getting involuntary hardons. Luckily it was a day I needed mostly to work at my desk!
When I got home, it was a few minutes after Meredith had returned from the gym. I was guessing she would have news.
The second our eyes locked, her face turned bright red. Mine probably did, too. My little dicklet hardened instantly--I knew that she had black cock on her mind, and that made me horny as hell.
"So?" I asked simply. "How was the gym this morning?" We both knew I was asking about her speaking with Kevon.
"Come... Sit down." Meredith led me to the sofa and sat down beside me. She reached out and grabbed my hand in hers.
"Kevon was at the gym this morning."
"And?"
"And it's... Well, we spoke there... and then we had lunch together, too... and... all of it... uh, well... it's simply *beyond*!"
"What do you mean by 'beyond'?"
"It's beyond what I had dreamed... What you and I had talked about."
"How so?"
"Well... first of all, he's excited to fuck me... No surprise there..."
"And... And is he okay if I watch?"
"Yeah... Also no surprise... He says he's fucked a few white girls in front of their boyfriends, fiancés, or husbands... Doesn't bother him..."
"Why do I sense there's still a 'but' coming?"
"I guess there is..."
"So spit it out already!"
"Well... He only fucks white girls under some special conditions..."
"Yeah... Well, we already assumed you'd have to have all your holes on offer, right? Is there something else?"
"Yeah... Several other things, actually...."
"SEVERAL?! Shit, that sounds like a lot..."
"They are a lot," Meredith confessed.
"You going to tell me?"
"Well, I dunno... do you think you can handle hearing it?"
"Shit! Meredith!! You've already decided you're going to meet his conditions, haven't you?!?! That's why you're stalling... Fuck!! No wonder!!"
"Yeah, Ted... I have... And--well--I'm not all too sure that you're going to like it!"
"Alrighty then, Meredith... Let's get this over with, then... Tell me what they are!"
"I wrote them down, Boo... It's easier for me." And my gorgeous, horny, soon-to-blacked girlfriend handed me a piece of paper.
"Kevon's Rules for Blacking Meredith:
1. Your cucky accompanies you to your first blacking session. He proves his acceptance by removing your pants and panties himself, presenting you to me on his knees.
2. You agree to go black exclusively for a *minimum* of one year. During that time, all sexual intimacy is reserved for me... Or my black friends. We're talking no making out, no hand jobs, no French kissing--nothing--for anyone else, especially no one white. Especially not for your cucky. A chaste kiss or holding hands is his limit.
3. You agree to always take it bareback. You'll be tested, and so will any other bitches me or my friends will fuck. That'll be your assurance health-wise.
4. Birth control is entirely on you. If you don't want to get pregnant, that's your responsibility to manage. I'm not worried about it.
5. As discussed and well known, yup, all of your holes must be on offer, including that sweet little virgin ass. You will be giving that up to me first.
6. Your first night of black will be in one week. And per our agreement, it will be a training session with me and my two besties, Darius and Meat. Since you're wondering: Darius is a "mere" ten inches. Meat is a footlong. I shit you not. I'm a "comfortable" eleven inches. ;-)
7. Your cucky gets to watch when I feel like it--and he *must* on your first night.
8. Cucky will also be on call to service BBC when I require it. He should expect to suck a football field's worth of black cock in the year ahead. Let's be real: he'll probably go gay.
9. If your cucky isn't onboard with sucking lots of BBC, I have a pal from work who will gladly take his place."
You two have overnight to decide. My pals and I don't like to be kept waiting, and there's a long line of white girls who do what they're told. Text me by the morning with your answer.
I read the list--up, down, and sideways.
Gulp! That was some list!
Oddly, it seemed to tap into some of my deepest, darkest fantasies. "Hmmm," I thought to myself. "Could there be some way that Kevon might have known? Could it be possible?"
My thin little dicklet--more of a "white boi clit," if we're honest about it!--hardened beyond the point of granite in my pants. It was leaking precum, too. A river of precum, frankly.
I looked down, and I saw that a dark spot was starting to form in my crotch.
As I looked up, I noticed Meredith's nipples were as hard--or harder--than I had ever seen them. They looked like chunky little erasers stuffed at the tip of her bra. I wondered how they could push forward with so much force.
I heard myself panting.
Then I heard Meredith breathing hard, too.
And last but not least, I noticed the smell in the room. Yup, the living room now reeked of pussy, Meredith's pussy, of course!
Well, well--obviously we were *both* incredibly aroused.
It didn't seem like there was any doubt that my gorgeous redheaded girlfriend, with the impeccable ass and incredible sex drive, was sincere about going forward.
And clearly it turned me on roughly as much, the whole idea of her going black--and even under Kevon's onerous rules... Or--if I were truly, deeply sincere--were they perhaps his *delectable* rules, rather than "onerous"?
Yes... That was my honest feeling... I thought they sounded FAB-YOU-LUSSS!! DEVINE!! SUBLIME!!
"SHIT!" I thought to myself. "Who knew? I'm actually turned on by *ALL* of this!! Even the idea of sucking BBC!! SHIT!!"
Meredith broke the silence.
"Golly, Boo," she said. "You do seem... uh... to be... shall we say... 'responding'?"
"Hunh?" I was still lost in lala-land mostly, contemplating how extreme the rules were, how exciting and unbelievably erotic they seemed.
"Boo!" Meredith raised her voice a little to snap me out of it. "Look at your crotch, Boo! You're obviously incredibly turned on! Look how tented you are! Look at the dark spot forming from your precum! JESUS! This really, really turns you on, doesn't it? Be honest!"
"Yeah... You're right..." I surrendered. "One thousand percent!"
"So... That means you'll do this with me? I don't have to find a different cucky?"
"Yeah... I'm in... I don't see how I could live with myself, to be honest, if I didn't go for it."
"YAY!!!" my girlfriend exclaimed, and she gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. "I guess there's no rule against a hug!" she added. "Oh, and Kevon also says I can give you an occasional talk job."
"What's a 'talk job'?" I queried.
"What do you think it is, silly?" she teased, lightly.
"I guess I beat off while you talk to me?"
"Exactly!"
"UNGHHHHH!" I groaned.
"I'll take that as your confession that it sounds sexy to you--at least for the situation?" Meredith asked.
"Oh, yeah! AB-SO-FUCK-ING-LOOT-LEE!"
"Good! Because Kevon also said that if you agreed I could give you one right after we let him know. Shall we let him know right now? If we don't, your 'talk job' will have to wait, too!"
"Yes! Let's tell him right now, my love! I'm so horny... I have to have one of these talk jobs! Let's text him right away!"
"He said that you need to call him so that he can talk to you to make sure it's for real."
"Sure! Happy to!"
Meredith dialed him right up. Kevon answered almost immediately. They spoke first.
"Ha!" I overheard him say. "I had a feeling I might hear from you tonight--but damn!! It's early, girl! That didn't take long at all!"
"You were right, Kevon. One hundred percent. You read our number. Exactly. Ted's dying to be my cucky."
"Your FAGGOT cucky, you mean?"
"Yeah... my *faggot* cucky."
"Put him on the phone for me, slut."
"Yes, sir!"
"Hey, Ted."
"Hi, Kevon."
"Nice to speak with you after hearing so many good things about you at the gym. Meredith says you're a real stand up guy... I'm sorry that you can't give her what she really needs and deserves."


"Thanks for saying."
"So listen, me and my boys, we don't like no trouble, so I need to hear you say it, start by saying your full name and giving me permission to record. I need you to tell me you consent to us blacking your girlfriend and turning you into a BBC faggot... You're a businessman. Say it really formal-like. My last name is Paulson, fyi. You got it?"
"Yeah, I think so."
"Go ahead now."
"Okay... I, Ted Liabeu, give Kevon Paulson and his friends permission to use my girlfriend Meredith Evans and me as much as they might like... uh... and to turn me into a BBC faggot... They may also film and record us and use that material for whatever purpose they so please."
"Nice, Ted! Nice touch adding in recording rights... You're a faggot with imagination! I like that! You ready to bring Meredith over here next Friday and offer her up?"
"Yes! Yes, sir!"
"You ready to live by all nine of those rules, and to help assure also that Meredith does, to the best of your ability?"
"Yes! Yes, sir!"
"Well, congratulations then, Ted! You're now officially a faggot cucky! Con-gratch-oooh-laaay-ssshunns! Next week, I think I'll make sure my cock will be your inaugural BBC to suck... Get ready, faggot! You'll be ready, won't you?"
"Yes, sir! Faggot will be ready!"
"Excellent, faggot.... Excellent! See you then!"
I walked into a different room from Meredith, the bathroom, claiming a rare moment of privacy before Kevon and I hung up the phone. I locked the door and ran the water and then continued in a whisper so I couldn't be overheard.
"Sir--before you go, may cucky faggot ask you a question?"
"Surer, cucky faggot. Just don't make a habit of it."
"Your rules... They're... They're so incredible... they're so--I hate to admit it--perfect for me... How? I mean, how did you know?"
"First of all, faggot, you're welcome! Second of all--it was easy. I started by interviewing your beloved Meredith for an hour over coffee--that was a delightful experience, by the way--and then I had her give me all of your browser history... I got *all*--and I do mean *all*--of it... Including stuff well beyond what I think Meredith had noticed... You *are* a kinky cucky faggot! And so--because it suits me and to be gracious to you... I simply embellished the rules to our mutual liking... yeah, partly for me... but also to do you a solid... to make things more satisfying for you... I knew the slut probably wouldn't notice... So I figured I'd give you your best life as well!"
"Meredith... She doesn't know you did that?"
"Nope! And you're not to tell her either! It's best if the slut thinks I use the same rules for every white bitch... Don't you agree, faggot?"
"UNGHHHH! That's so hot and devious! But... Yeah! Definitely for the best... That'll make it much, much easier for you to maintain... maintain compliance... Master."
"Yeah... Good job starting to call me 'Master,' faggot... Good job! Glad you approve of my clever little mah-nip-you-lay-shun! I don't feel too bad... Meredith will be getting her best life! Just don't blow it! Keep it our secret, or... Or maybe I'll have her get a new cucky... You hear me?"
"Yes, Master! Your secret is safe with me! Yessir! But I have another question, Master... May I please?"
"UNNNNGHHH! Okay, faggot. Because this all is new... But don't make it a habit!"
"No sir, Master... faggot won't make it a habit... Faggot promises... But *why* did you decide to do it this way? You could have just made it all about your own needs only?"
"Ahhh... That's simple, faggot... First of all, this *does* fit with my own needs! I love to subjugate both halves of a couple... I'm *thrilled* that you two have this potential--not every couple with an aspiring gorgeous white slut for black does!! A lot of white dudes can't handle submitting themselves to BBC, to going gay for black cock... Second of all-- 'fuck them bitches!' If I can get my rocks off while prioritizing another man's needs, too--even a honky's--then so be it... Bros before hoes... And if I'm going to be fucking your woman all the time, then on some level you're my bro!"
"Oh, okay, Sir... I'm not sure I follow... But I thank you for it!"
"Alrighty then! And, like I said... You're welcome! Bye now!"
We hung up and then, and I rejoined Meredith in the living room.
"You were gone a while, Boo," she noted, as her quiet way of trying to learn what Kevon and I had been talking about.
"Was I?" I responded. "I didn't realize."
"What was it about, Boo?" now she asked more directly.
"Well, our new Master... He just wanted to be really clear with me about the level of obedience he expects... from us both."
"Oh, good, Boo... Yeah... You're my faggot now, and Kevon's subordinate even more so, so it *is* important that you're clear on that! Good... I'm glad he took the time!"
"Me, too, Boo! Me, too!"
Then, as promised, Meredith did go ahead and provide me my first ever talk job.
It was out of this world.
It truly exceeded anything in my sexual life to date--even better than regular love-making with my drop-dead-gorgeous and horny girlfriend! And all from me touching myself while she merely spoke to me!
"Alright, faggot boyfriend! A promise is a promise! Let's get your little boi clit out! Strip!"
I complied and in double time.
"Are we staying on the sofa, mistress?"
"Yes! Here, throw this towel under your hairy ass." Naturally, I complied.
"SHIT, that's a pathetically small little dicklet compared to a BBC!" Meredith snapped at me.
"Yes, Mistress! I know!"
"I'm so glad I won't be touching that--at least not for a year! PHEW! That'll be a relief! Tell me, which are you more looking forward to... Cleaning black creampies from my pussy or from my ass?"
"Ooh.... That's tough to say, Mistress!"
"Pick one or we're done here!"
"Okay, okay.... Ass, I guess."
"Good, good! Now imagine first of all that you're watching Kevon plunge his thick eleven inches in and out of my ass! It's hot, isn't it?"
"Oh, FUCK, yeah! So hot!"
"He's thrusting again and again and again! At first I can only take a few inches... Because, you know, I'm new at this... But then, I reach down and start to play with my clit as he's ass-fucking me... I play with it just right! Hot, yes?"
"UNNGGGGH! Incredible! FUCK!"
"It's hot for me, too! It's way hotter than any time a white little dick like yours has fucked me anywhere!"
"YESSS! YESSS, Mistress, it is!"
"That's right, faggot! I *am* your mistress! And you're watching me get ass-fucked! Ass-fucked by Kevon and his thick eleven-inch ebony love pole! HMMM... I'm loving it! I've never felt so taken! So possessed! It feels like it's thrust deep up inside my belly! SHIT--I wonder if it's going to thrust up through my esophagus and up out of my mouth, for fucksake!! It's soooo immense! And hhhhaaaarrrrrd!! UNNGGGG! And finally--finally--after many minutes of thrusting over, and over, and over again, Kevon gets balls deep in my magnificent, bubblicious, gorgeous ass! That's right, balls deep!"
"FUCK YEAH!! UNNGGGGGHHH!"
"Don't cum yet, cucky! You're not allowed to cum until I say so!! Yeah... I'm getting fucked balls deep in my hot ass and playing with my clit! OH GOD, my clit feels incredible!! It's never been so tightly wired! Touching myself feels electric--like a thousand bolts of lightning hitting me at once... UNNGGGGHHHHHH!! And just when I think it might never happen--that orgasm might just miraculously stay bottled up, even with all the mini waves of euphoria I was feeling... Just as I am getting so, so frustrated from the build up, at last... FINALLY.... FINALLY, I cum explosively... I shout my little lungs out in joy!! 'YESSSSSS, KEVON!! OH, FUCK, KEVON! TAKE ME! FUCK ME DEEP! NEVER STOP FUCKING ME, YOU GOD! OH, FUCK, WHO KNEW ASS-FUCKING COULD FEEL SO GOOOOOD! I'M *CUMMINGGGG*!! I'M CUMMING SO HARD!! YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM AND CUM AND CUMMMMMM!! FUCK, YOU'RE A GOD!! YYESSSSSS!!'"
"OH MY FUCKING GOD, MEREDITH! THIS IS SO FUCKING HOT! PLEASE--PLEASE LET ME CUM!"
"NOWHERE NEAR YET, CUCKY FAGGOT! NOWHERE NEAR!"
"Yes, Mistress! Cucky obeys!"
"Good Cucky! Yes, Kevon is plowing my ass--I've started cumming. You heard it--I had my first humongous, truly giant cum from getting my ass plowed... A cum a *million* times better than any you've ever given me! And Kevon--it triggers him. He cums too! He starts beating my ass as he thrusts and thrusts and thrusts... and finally blows out his *own* cum--deep, deep, *so* incredibly deep inside me. OH, MAN does he roar!! 'YYYYESSSS!' he roars. 'FFFFUCKKKKK! YYYYYYESSSS! YOUR ASS IS SO SUBLIME BITCH!! OH MY GOD, WHAT AN ASS! THANK YOU FOR SAVING IT!! THANK YOU FOR SAVING IT FOR ME, YOU SLUT!!' He shoots what feels like a barrel of cum deep inside my guts. I love it. It's supreme. I feel like the most powerful, most feminine, most sexual woman in the history of the world! I shake with an added mini orgasm as I ponder how much cum Master Kevon has shot up inside me. I wonder how long his load will take to come out of me... Will it ever all come out?"
"OH MY GOD, MISTRESS! FFFFUCKKK! THAT'S SO HOT!"
"Yeah, faggot cucky! It is! I know it is!"
"PLLEEEEASEEE, CAN I CUM!"
"NOT YET, FAGGOT! DEFINITELY NOT YET!"
"UNNNNGHHHH! Yes, Mistress!"
"I thank Kevon obsequiously... 'Oh, Master, that was amazing! Thank you for having my ass! I'm so glad I saved it for you!' He's more dismissive and merely says, 'I liked it too, bitch. You're welcome.'"
"OH, MY FUCKING GOD, MEREDITH!! PLEASE LET ME CUM!!"
"NOT QUITE YET, DIPSHIT FAGGOT! NOT QUITE YET... Now... Now, you're licking Kevon's creampie from my ass... He's summoned you with a hand gesture and barely a glance in your direction... Imagine how lowly you'll feel... Kevon, who I only know from the gym, never dated at all... He just got to devirginize my gorgeous ass--and I absolutely loved it! And you... And you are stuck with just licking his creampie from me! You're stuck licking his creampie... but what's worse, you're *grateful*... You're grateful for it!! You're grateful that you got to see a superior man--a man with a dick infinitely better than your little boi clit--claim your girlfriend's 'magnificent' hot ass for the first time... You are aroused beyond belief... And what's more, you're at peace! You know you're in your place!!"
"UNNGGGGHHHH! OH, FUCK!! YYYYYESSSSS!! THAT'S RIGHT!! THAT'S SOOO RIGHT!! THAT'S IT EXACTLY, MY LOVE!"
"Yeah... I know, faggot... I got your number! I know that's it exactly... Boy, do I know! That's what you crave, isn't it, my little faggot?!"
"YES, MISTRESS!! EXACTLY!! OH, PLEASE, HEAVENLY MISTRESS--PLEASE LET ME CUM NOW!!!"
"NO--You can't cum yet, Cucky! No--my cucky faggot! No cumming yet... You're licking my sweaty ass! You're slurping my BBC lover's cum and swallowing it up! You know you have to finish cleaning before you're allowed to cum!!"
"YES!! Yes, Mistress!! When this happens for real, I promise!! Absolutely I'll finish cleaning first!! But now--but now, right now, may I cum from this fabulous talk job?!"
"'HMMM... Let. Me. Think.... HMMM... Not. So. Sure! Maybe you don't deserve it!'"
"UNNGGGGHHHHHH!! Maybe I don't!"
"Maybe I want *you* to promise to suck some big black cock next week, too! And a lot of it! YES! How about I have Kevon get half-a-dozen cocks lined up for you to suck!!"
"UNNGGGGHHH!! Sure, Mistress!! Anything! YES!! Get a half-dozen BBCs lined up for me to suck. Do it!!"
"Yes! That's right! I *will*! I will! *And* you'll lick their hairy asses, too! Yes, you'll lick their hairy asses right after swallowing my creampie--and to *EARN* the right to suck their massive black cocks like you so crave!!"
"Yes! Whatever you want! Yes, I'll lick their hairy asses to earn the right to suck them! Absolutely I will!! I promise!! PLEASE, MISTRESS! PLEASE LET ME CUM!!"
"Okay then, faggot! Okay... I'm getting bored now anyways... This is getting boring... Cum, faggot! Cum, now! Cum before I get fed up and leave the room!!'"
And then I did cum--just like Meredith *finally* allowed.
My little dicklet--my little boi clit--good for nothing but my own pleasure... It shot wad, after wad, after wad in the air and all over my chest and belly, as I shouted out my pleasure: "YEEESSSSSSS!! FUCK!! YESSSSSSS!! CUMMMMINGGGGGGGG!!! UNNGGGHHHHHHHH!! YYYESSSSSSSSSSSS!!"
Meredith paused saying anything until my ejaculation subsided.
"How was that, faggot?"
"Amazing! Truly amazing, mistress.... THANK YOU!! Thank you so very much!"
"You're welcome, faggot... and savor it in your mind... Kevon says it'll be weeks before he tells me to do that for you again... He's a former pro-ball wide receiver, and he wants you to suck your first 'fifty yards' of BBC--he says--before I do that again.... Even if they were all footlongs, that would be your first hundred-and-fifty cocks! You up for that, faggot?"
"Yes, Mistress! YYESSS! Whatever it takes! Yes, faggot is up for it!"
"Good! Good. Next week you get to give my pussy away to Kevon and his friends, to go black... ostensibly just for a year... but let's be realistic... What do you think are the odds that I'll ever come back? I hope you're looking forward to watching me become a black breeding slut, you lowly faggot!"
Oh, wow!! That had been my wildest, darkest dream. And Meredith had *nailed* it!
"Yes, my love... As a matter of fact, I am! I *am* praying to watch you become a black breeding slut! Mistress... Will you... Will you marry me?"
"Maybe, faggot... Maybe I will... If Kevon will so allow... If Master should so agree! But if you mean it, scoop up all your gooey cum from your body and eat it! Eat it now!"
Never did a man scoop and swallow his own cum faster, I promise you!
The next week, Meredith's first BBC party, went perfectly, and almost exactly according to plan.
I took off her pants and panties as required.
Then, I air-kissed near her pussy to symbolize its movement away from me, as Kevon required.
After a relaxed and lengthy warm up round of making out with all three men, lustily Frenching each as though he was the one and only love of her life, they all got down to some serious fucking.
Meredith got the daylights fucked out of her by Kevon, then Darius--in multiple positions, even doggy-style, which she refused to do with me because she said she felt "too vulnerable."
Well, there was no way Meredith was going to give her black alpha studs with their giant cocks any back talk, any complaints about being "too vulnerable." And she even took it totally in stride when they called her "cunt," "bitch," "slut," and "whore." Nope, my horny girlfriend didn't bat an eye at anything she might have previously thought of as "too demeaning."
Finally, after Kevon and Darius had fucked her but good, and my girlfriend's pussy was thoroughly stretched, she also managed to take Meat.
She even took Meat's humongous twelve-incher balls-deep!
If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn't have believed it.
It was a sight for the ages to see Meat, with his perfect and giant athletic body, and his cock that could substitute as a column for the parthenon, plundering it in and out of my relatively petite alabaster girlfriend in half-a-dozen different sexual positions--making her cum her lungs out in each of them. It put any porn film I had ever seen to shame.
Meredith moaned and groaned out how much she was loving it. "GOD, YES! MEAT!! YOU'RE A GOD!! SO AMAZING!! FUCK ME! FUCK ME MORE! OH MY GOD! I'M CUMMMINGGG! I'M CUMMING AAAAGAAAIN!! AHHHHH!!"
Then they French kissed and cuddled for twenty minutes as she glowed in satisfaction and gratitude and thanked him obsequiously. "Oh, thank you, Mister Meat! That was so incredible! OH, GOD! Thank you for fucking me!"
"No problem, bitch," he responded matter-of-factly. "I liked it, too."
And then the guys went in on her for a second round, this time starting with her ass.
"Bitch," Kevon explained. "We're going to have to take it easy on your ass at first, until it gets used to taking cock... Tonight it'll be just me."
"Whatever you say, Master Kevon," Meredith purred, with a subservient grin. "You know best!"
And just a few minutes after Kevon devirginized my girlfriend's stupendously hot ass she asked him... She brazenly asked him...
"Master, cucky and I have a request... It's a package proposal... UNNGGGHHH! THAT FEELS AY-MAAAAY-ZINGGGG!"
Meredith had started to speak but then got distracted by pleasure.
"This sounds serious, bitch... Want me to pull out for a second so you can talk?" Kevon said.
"I... UNNNNGHHHH! FEEELS SOOOOOO GOOOOOD!"
"That's not an answer!" Kevon teased.
"YESS! FUCK YES! PULL OUT FOR A SEC!"
"You're going to have to suck your ass juice off my cock!!"
"FINE, MASTER!"
Kevon pulled out.
And like the hardcore slut she was rapidly becoming, Meredith *did* lick and suck her ass juice off his cock--lovingly at that.
"SHIT!" I thought to myself. "She's licking his ass-juice-covered cock more lovingly than I remember her ever making out with me with my mouth! FUCK! FUCK, that's humiliating! Thank fucking God that this is such a turn on to watch! SHIT!"
"So what is it slut?"
"Well... Cucky and I were thinking..."
"Now, now," Kevon interjected. "You know you're not supposed to be thinking... And especially not cucky."
"I know. I'm sorry, Master. Cucky is, too."
"Okay, slut... Apology accepted. Now, what is it?"
"Well... We're thinking... We're thinking it could be sexy if... uh... this is weird to admit..."
"Got on with it, bitch... My cock needs to revisit your ass in another five seconds!"
"Well... We think it would be hot if cucky married me... But you were the one who would breed all our children!"
"Oh, wow, bitch! That is a really touching proposal! Let me think it over as I fuck your hot ass some more... Let me think it over..."
Master Kevon did finally agree, of course.
Three years later, we're a happy, albeit quite unconventional family of four--not counting "Daddy Kevon," who comes by to visit with us and the two kids every couple of weeks. Meredith, me--and our toddlers, Kevin and Kenya.
Me? I love my BBC slutwife to the moon and back, as well as all our gorgeous mocha-colored babies.
My sex life now consists--as you would expect--of watching Meredith getting blacked, sucking BBC myself (and lots of it!), cleaning her creampies, and an occasional talk job. And, yes, I am more fulfilled--much more sexually fulfilled, especially--than I ever thought possible.
I don't think I'll ever get over how gorgeous Meredith's ass looks--how perfect, how erotic--with a huge black fuck stick pounding in and out of it.
It is a sight that nearly fries my mind. Every. Single. Time.
I think I'll always be floored by how intense it is to watch my wife French kiss Kevon or one of her other Black lovers--so much more intently, so much more arduously, than she has ever kissed me.
Again: Every. Single. Time.
And those rim jobs that Meredith had at first been dreading?
After her first few efforts--once she saw how much her BBC alphas loved, loved, loved having their asses eaten out--Meredith approached them with a smile and true gusto.
Rimming Black alpha ass was another area where my beloved wife approached love-making with way more enthusiasm than she had ever done with me!
It was sublime, beyond erotic, on top of being utterly humiliating to watch my wife make out with a Black man's asshole much, much more enthusiastically than she had ever even kissed me on the *mouth*!
"SHIT!" I do think to myself. "My wife is such an incredible fucking slut! Look at her eating that black ass with such ardor, such passion! FUCK--she never even French kissed me with half that passion! FUCK!! UNNGGGGHHHH!"
And sometimes I would even cum just while watching it and beating off.


It was that intense to watch. Also: Every. Single. Time.
Just like I had fantasized at the start, our life is at a permanently elevated erotic plane.
If my original sex with Meredith, just the two of us, could be described as being in orbit around the earth--well, then watching her with Black men with immense cocks is like watching her surf the very edges of the known universe.
Seeing my wife so supremely satisfied, since I love her so much, is equally satisfying to me.
Deep inside, when my Meredith reaches an incredible orgasm, a part of me also touches that same nirvana. It's a beautiful, deeply karmic connection.
And I shout out my own masturbatory orgasms to prove it. Embarrassingly loud!
In fact, Meredith long-ago realized that for her to be maximally absorbed with her BBC Adonises and their incredible cocks, it was best if I usually watched from our soundproof basement... At least when it wasn't "cleaning time." And I totally understood!
I have been happy to comply.
Equipping all the various rooms in the house where my love likes to get BBC-fucked with cameras and microphones wasn't hard.
Nor was it too difficult to soundproof the kids' rooms, so they wouldn't hear Mommy cumming her lungs out either!
Yes, we've been living a fabulous life, so much more fulfilling than either of us had dared to hope before we ventured forward with Kevon and his BBC besties.
Our friend group, it's true, is a little smaller than we would like. We don't hide our kinky lifestyle, and it's not easy to make up a story to explain two mocha babies, so we're limited to a small community.
But to us, it's worth it. We're totally fulfilled.
And, yes, I did get through servicing that proverbial football-field's worth of BBC in that first year. More than "got through." Rather, I loved it! It was delicious, a slice of heaven.
It was like a new home for me, to be able to serve that which so sublimely serviced my wife.
I love how dominated and owned I feel with a BBC jammed in my face as a pair of black hands--both stronger than my own and overpowering of truly any muscle I might have--will thrust my head all around for the black man's satisfaction.
I love how a BBC alpha will take whatever pleasure he wants from my face, lips, tongue, and throat--and for as long as he might want.
It quickly got so that nothing--and I mean nothing--turns me on nearly so much as getting BBC face-fucked, not even watching my Meredith get pounded, as hot as that also is!
Yes, it quickly got so I have my very best cums as I service BBC--or immediately after for those frequent times when a Black master might order me to delay touching myself.
I always shout my lungs out in a huge cum, although with BBC in my face, it will be garbled. "GRRRRUNGGGHHHH! UNNGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!!! GRRRRRRRRUBBBLE! GRUBBBBBBBBBBLLE!"
Meredith enjoys teasing me about it even. "Honey," she starts. "I do really appreciate that you've been so tolerant and encouraging as I've become a BBC slut. Really, I do!! But you do realize... You didn't have to decide to become even MORE devoted to BBC than me! You know that, right? I mean... I swear it seems like you love big black cock even more than me!! Sheeeesh!!"
Who knows, maybe one day, I'll even beg for a BBC in my boi pussy.
Unfortunately for me, it isn't on the top of the list for Kevon and his crew. He explained it to me one day in passing--I suspect when he saw a little extra gleam of cock-lust in my eyes.
"Yo, faggot," he said. "Thanks for another stunning blow job... You clearly really do love BBC... Me and the fellas appreciate it... We hope you're not too disappointed that we're not interested in boi pussy... Something about a hairy ass... Well, it's just a little too gay for us, I guess. Sorry about that! But you let us know, if you ever develop a burning need to get your boi pussy filled, say the word, and we'll round up some true black faggots for you... You hear me?"
I just nodded in shame to indicate my understanding, as I whimpered, "Yes, thank you Master Kevon. Faggot understands."
Meredith and me, we both found our new home with big black cock--big time.
And Kevon was more than just our master; he was our protector. He handled things.
Once, a drunk neighbor started yelling slurs at our mixed-race kids while they were playing in the yard. I was frozen, terrified. But before I could even move, Kevon was out the door. He didn't throw a punch. He just got in the man's face and spoke, low and calm. The neighbor's face went white, and he practically ran back into his house. We never heard another peep from him. Kevon was protecting his offspring, but he was protecting Meredith and me, too. In that moment, I wasn't just a witness; I was one of his people, under his wing.
Kevon also took a measured approach regarding who he expected me or Meredith to service. Even though we were certainly required to service at least once any BBC that Kevon so desired, our master paid attention. He noted who we clicked with and who we didn't.
That seemed to bring Meredith more kindness, frankly, than it did me.
There were a couple of guys where their fucking styles were just a little odd and icky for Meredith--Victor and Matthew, I think their names were.
Well, Kevon made sure that Meredith never had to fuck them a second time, no sir. Instead, they were sent to me. (Kevon owed them favors.) I didn't like sucking them much, either, so Kevon did exit them from our orbit after just a few blow jobs from me each. He didn't want us to be unhappy.
Tonight, Meat is visiting--one of Meredith's and my favorites, both--and it's the third anniversary of our first get-together.
Kevon promised, "this'll be a great evening for you all... And faggot... If you don't fuck up, you can have one of your annual 'talk jobs.' As gay as you are now, I know you still cherish the special intimacy of a talk job with my number one white slutwife... And so you shall have one!"
Damn, I can hardly wait. My little boi clit is throbbing and drooling precum as I think about it!
I stopped typing this for a while and went to the kitchen. I snacked a bit and started to daydream.
I was excitedly waiting to be summoned to the bedroom when I heard my gorgeous wife thrashing in ecstasy upstairs. "Thank God the kids are at their grandparents tonight!" I thought.
Meredith's hollering reverberated around the house.
As her oohing and aaahing got louder and more raucous, I noticed a note made out to me on the kitchen counter. It was in Kevon's handwriting:
"Dear Faggot,
I got a rule. Meredith knows about it, now you do, too: No more than two spawn per woman, no matter how hot.
But obviously Meredith needs to be bred more.
I want to see her bred more.
You want to see her bred more.
And most importantly, of course: She craves it. It's her purpose to be a black breeding slut so long as she is able. It's her highest purpose.
So tonight... Well, all you'll have to do is listen.
Regards,
Master Kevon"
I didn't have to wonder long as to what exactly Kevon was implying. No sir.
It was nearly as if on queue that I heard my gorgeous redheaded wife yelling out:
"UNGGGHH! OH, MEAT, YOU'RE SO AMAZING!! FUCK ME!! OWN ME!! FUCK ME DEEP!! SHIT! TAKE ME! BREED ME, MEAT!! USE ME LIKE KEVON SAID YOU COULD!! IT'S *YOUR* TURN TO BREED ME, MEAT!! OWN MY PUSSY! GOD, YOUR COCK IS AY-MAY-ZING! GOD, YOU'RE SO DEEP! OH, FUCK--I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING SO HARD! FUCK, THAT"S AMAZING! OH, GOD, MEAT--GIVE ME YOUR BABY! ARRGHHHH!!"
Meredith had been cunning. This was her way of announcing baby number three to me. She hadn't told me in advance. She knew this would be hotter and sexier for us both... Such a loving and thoughtful wife!
AHHHH!! Black baby number three would be arriving before we knew it!
UNNGGGGHHHH!! So exciting! Another gorgeous mocha child to enrich our lives!
After cumming her lungs out, I knew that my Meredith would reward Meat with a rim job--she had grown to love giving them to her Black adonises. That would get him hard again, and then he'd fuck her to yet more screaming orgasms.
Merely contemplating the scene that was unfolding within my earshot caused an immediate and involuntary reaction: My hand jammed itself into my pants and started stroking in rhythm with my gorgeous wife.
Before I knew it, I was cumming my lungs out as well!
"THANK YOU, MEAT!! AHHHHH! FUCK MY WIFE!! GIVE US YOUR BABY!! DO IT!! BREED HER!! BREED HER HARD!! FFFFUCKKKKKK!! FUCK HER DEEP! MAKE HER CUM! OWN HER! OWN HER PUSSY! OWN MY WIFE'S SILKY, SILKY PUSSY! YEEEAAAAAAHHHH!!!"
Easily another one of my most amazing orgasms ever. Damn, did I love our life together!
Soon, I prayed and also expected, Meredith or Meat would summon me on the intercom to tend to her creampies and--almost without a doubt--Meat would invite me to rim his ass and then fluff him to fuck her a third time, and if he had been resting this week, quite possibly a fourth.
It was a breeding night. He was going to want to fuck my wife a lot.
God, what a wonderful life.
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It was senior year in high school, and we were all just eighteen--some of us barely. I, Rob, was dating Emily. My best friend, Alex, was dating Julia.
Alex and I are both nice looking white guys, nearly six-feet-tall. I was (and am) a little better looking, but Alex--the lucky bastard--had (and has) a much bigger dick. Mine is a not-quite-average five inches. Alex's is a thick and robust full eight-and-a-half. Yeah, he told me the exact measurement. Then, once when we were watching porn and beating off together, he grabbed a ruler to prove it to me.
To say I was impressed and jealous would be an understatement.
It was spring semester, as this story begins, and before long we would all be off to different colleges.
Alex and I were hanging out one day watching a game when during a commercial we started comparing notes about our girlfriends.
I told him--for the four-thousandth time--that I thought he was very lucky. Julia is an incredibly lusty and curvy petite brunette, who exuded sex appeal and horniness. She had a 35DD-26-37 physique, I was convinced.
Alex rejoindered. "You know Rob, Emily is really cute, too, even if she isn't so stacked. And you make it sound like she's an amazing lover. God, I'd really love to sleep with her one day myself."
For some reason that idea stuck with me--the idea that my best friend fancied my thin, pale, blue-eyed, blonde-haired girlfriend. He was right, she is really pretty in her own skinnier way. Everything on her looked proportional and feminine. Her B cups looked perky and delicious. Her little ass looked more than tasty. She had lovely curves. Her personality was quiet and alluring and sweet. Emily gave off the vibe that she would be an attentive, pliant, and enthusiastic lover. All of which was true about her. Yes, Emily was a hot little fuck, just like I'd been telling my best friend.
We'd been fucking for just a few months--only since we were both eighteen--and I thought I was in heaven on earth: A beautiful girlfriend who fucked me a lot, few responsibilities, not much homework, and a nice breather until college started.
I felt especially lucky given that I was not exactly at the pinnacle of the high school social pecking order. Not a jock. Not a rich kid. Just a fairly nice-looking earnest highly nerdy kid.
Emily was--and is--nerdy, too. People thought we seemed well-suited. We did, too.
I never said it out loud to anyone. Never shared the thought, even, before typing it here. But I also thought that my girlfriend's slight build made it more likely that my little five-inch dick might truly be enough for her. Yes, I rationalized that it could be so. Only subsequent events showed that I was quite mistaken!
Yup, life was idyllic. Plus, I got to hang out every day with Alex and our other school chums. Would life ever be this good again?
Emily and I were headed to different colleges--inconveniently far away. I dreamt that somehow we would stay together. It allowed me to stay in the moment, savoring the time we were enjoying together.
However, this new fantasy--this idea of my best friend Alex and his massive shaft fucking her, fucking her much better than I ever could, took root in my psyche once I'd heard Alex verbalize it to me that fateful day.
Soon, it became my favorite beat-off fantasy, to imagine Alex fucking my sweet girlfriend, making her scream out orgasm after orgasm--of course louder and heartier than I ever could.
I imagined her French kissing him--with even greater passion than she would French kiss me. And Emily liked French kissing a lot!
Over a few weeks, rather than dampening, the fantasy only grew and grew.
It got so that I would sometimes even fantasize of Alex fucking her when Emily and I were fucking!
"Shit!" I said to myself. "This is starting to become an obsession!"
I read up on sexual obsessions. And I learned that if they were not explored, they could keep growing and growing--or that a significant psychotherapeutic intervention might help.
I could have gone into therapy. My family would have been supportive (although I couldn't of course tell them the specific reason!).
But no, I didn't really want to. What I wanted instead was to see my fantasy enacted. Yes, I *badly*--ever so badly!--wanted to see my best friend and girlfriend fuck and make love.
I just had this profound sense that Emily was capable of much more sexual fulfillment than I was providing her. And I knew it would be scorchingly, sublimely, supremely erotic to see her reach new heights. I *had* to see it! I felt thoroughly compelled to witness all the erotic fulfillment my sweet, sweet girlfriend truly was capable of.
On a profound level, I knew--knew to my core--that seeing Emily much more fulfilled would fulfill me, too.
And fucking my best friend also offered the safety and emotional connection that I just knew in my heart could unlock that sublime sexual satisfaction for her. I just knew it.
But how to make it happen? How to make it happen was a more difficult question.
With my mind made up as to "who, what, and why"--at least I knew that I wanted my best friend and my girlfriend to fuck and why--I started to mull over ideas for "how."
Also as I turned on the idea, the fantasy became more real to me. I realized that if they fucked, there was a chance that I might lose Emily. That she might like fucking Alex so much more than me, that he would replace me.
You might have thought that would dissuade me. But in some perverse way, it made it hotter.
"Yeah!" I told myself. "Not only do I want to see my girlfriend royally fucked--but it'll be hot to risk losing her! She likes Alex already--add in great sex... She easily could fall in love with him. Could she love us both and keep us both? I don't know--but I *still* need to see them fuck. I have, have, have to!"
I struggled with how to make it happen, however.
I couldn't ask Alex to hit on my girlfriend--absolutely not--he was way too loyal. And even if I could convince him that I wanted to see them fuck--which maybe I could--he'd be afraid of being rejected and upsetting all of our good relationships. He was a sensible guy. And a loyal friend.
No, the impetus would have to come from Emily. Somehow, I'd have to interest *her* in fucking him--and then just let him know that it was okay.
Even then, however, he'd probably worry about losing Julia, so the best path would be to get her buy in as well.
Sheesh! This was feeling like a *lot* to try to coordinate... I wondered if maybe it just would never happen.
Then, after several weeks of mulling on this--and Lord knows how many times beating off to imagining it--I seized a moment to risk talking to Emily about it.
I waited until right after some sex that seemed exceptionally nice for us both. Her orgasm had seemed deep and resonant--alas, that was an exception, it's true.
"Say, Em," I began.
"Yeah."
"I'm really glad that you seem to like our sex life a lot."
"Me, too, Boo!"
"But can I ask you... be really honest here... do you ever wonder... I mean, I know I'm not the biggest... you know, down there... Do you ever wonder what it would be like with a bigger one? I mean... I couldn't blame you if you did!"
"Uh... this is a weird conversation, Rob."
"Yeah... I guess... but do you..."
"Are you sure you really want to talk about this? I mean, the conventional wisdom among us girls is not to talk about this!"
"I hear you, Em... Yeah, I get that... but, yeah... Yeah, I think it might turn me on... whatever your answer might be."
"Really? Are you sure? I mean... I suppose you do seem secure enough to handle it... And--if I'm honest--childish enough to really want to know!"
"Touché, Em! Touché. I suppose it is childish, sure."
"So you promise not to hold it against me if I answer honestly?"
"Yeah, I really want to know... It's been bugging me to know, and I've been holding back on asking you for weeks now!"
"You promise not to be mad, no matter what?"
"Yes--I promise!"
"Alright, my love-- yes. Yes! Yes, I do wonder what it would be like to be fucked by a really big dick... I mean, yours is nice and all--you do make me cum--but I do wonder what it would be like to be really stretched and filled up and taken... By... By a bigger man than you down there. By a much bigger man, to be honest!"
Emily's admission hung in the air between us, thick and heavy. My own dicklet was rock hard, pressing against my underwear. I was relieved that she didn't immediately notice it.
"Wow," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "Just... wow. Thank you for being that honest with me, Em. Seriously."
"I... I can't believe I just said that out loud," she whispered, burying her face in my chest. She sounded more shocked than proud. "I've never even admitted that to myself before, not really. I feel so... exposed."
"Well... you didn't HAVE to tell me, Em. Not if on some level you didn't want to."
"No, Rob, my sweet boo... I'm not having it... You were relentless... This revelation... It's on you. You have to own it."
"I guess that's fair," I conceded. "You're right."
"Glad that's settled, sweety," my girlfriend rejoindered. "Sheesh. You can be a piece of work sometimes."
"Fair... but you, too, you know!"
"Hardly!"
"Alright... also fair!" I knew better than to keep fussing. This was really all on me.
Then Emily finally realized that she could--and probably should--"collect some data," as the saying goes... She reached her hand down to my crotch and discovered me rock hard. The jig was up!
"Ha!" Emily teased. "Well, well, well! *Someone* likes to think of his girlfriend fucking a really big dick... Ha! Yeah... Someone is really into this!"
I wasn't sure what to say. "Uhhhh..." I mumbled. "Yeah... I guess so, Em."
Silence lingered for a few moments. I spoke next.
"So... what do we do now? Do we just... I don't know, forget I asked?" I stammered. "Or... or do we do something about it?"
Emily looked at me, her eyes wide and a little lost. "Do something about it? Rob, honey, what are you even talking about? This was your weird obsession. I just... I told you what you wanted to hear. What am I supposed to do?"
My face burned with a mix of shame and urgency. "Ughh! I... I, uh.... Oh, shoot... I don't know!"
"Shhh. It's okay," she said, her voice softening. She could see I was stressing out. "I know what you're trying to say. It's sweet. And a little crazy." She paused, a thought dawning on her. "But... if you're serious... I might have an idea."
My heart pounded. "You do?"
"Mmmhmm. I may... But you're going to have to be patient as I have some research to do on it first."
"Research?"
"Yeah... I have to see if it's really something I could put together."
"Put together? Sounds like you have a scheme in mind, Em! Tell me!"
"Nope! I won't tell you until I know more--sorry! Absolutely. Will. Not."
"Ungggh! Fine!" I conceded. I knew when Emily really meant business. This was clearly one of those times.
I didn't have to wait long to find out, however. Just a couple of days.
Emily texted me right when she was done hanging out with Julia, who so happened to be one of her closest friends, besides being Alex's girlfriend.
"Come over. It's about our 🔮 fantasy. I told Julia. It's ⌛ to update you."
That was it. Not even twenty words. I flew out of the house.
I found Emily pacing in her family room, her parents were in another part of the house. My girlfriend looked... different. Scared, but also buzzing with a strange energy I'd never seen before.
"So?" I asked, breathless. "What did she say? Are you okay? She didn't freak out, did she?"
"She didn't freak out, Rob," Emily said, stopping to face me. "Julia has a plan, Rob. A big one."
My stomach dropped. "I knew it! Wow! And? The suspense is killing me! What is it?!"
"She's got a similar dilemma, Rob," Emily said, her eyes wide with the memory of the conversation. "She's way ahead of me--or us. Way, way ahead. She's been looking at websites, chatting with girls in college, reading posts on online chat groups... It's a whole thing, Rob. A movement, really. I've heard about it... It's called 'Black Into White.' It's sexy stuff to think about, that's for sure... To fantasize about... But Julia... Julia wants to take it further... Julia says she wants 'in.'"
"Whoa! No way! Julia wants to join up with 'Black Into White'?! Fuck! That's hardcore!" I responded, my heart pounding.
"Yeah, seriously hardcore!'" Emily added. "Julia says she's ready... She's says she's fantasized about it long enough... 'Well more than long enough!' she says... She says she's preoccupied now... That every time Quentin [the star of our high school basketball team] smiles at her in the hallway, her little eighteen-year-old pussy gushes... It's gotten so she has to wear a pad in her panties *all the time*! Not just for her period--but every single day we're at school!"
My throat went dry. "You're kidding!"
"I am so not kidding!" Emily said. "But she says she needs a 'go ahead.'"
"A 'go ahead'?" I murmured.
"Yep," she said, her eyes gleaming. "From Alex... She says the 'Black Into White' group that Quentin heads up at our school 'needs' her white boyfriend to 'release her,' that's the phrase... They don't want to risk any trouble."
"Alex?!" I practically shouted. "Alex would have to 'release her'? Pfffft... He'd never give her a go ahead to go black! He's terrified of losing Julia!"
"See? That's where you're wrong," Emily said, sitting up a little. "Alex was hesitant, yes... he *did* need a little persuading... But Julia explained how we'll probably all be going our own separate ways in college anyway... And then she also offered him something else, something specific."
"Oh? And what was that?"
"Shit, Rob!" Emily exclaimed. "This would be a lot easier if you had some intuition, Boo!"
"Sorry, Em! I'm just not following."
"It's *me*, Rob... Julia offered Alex... *me*! Julia gets to start fucking our basketball team's over-eighteen crew--and some of the football team, too... and Alex... Well, Alex gets to start fucking... *me*!"
I was floored. "So... Julia wants to fuck some black guys, and to make it okay, she's setting up Alex to fuck you?!?"
"That's the deal," Emily confirmed, her voice growing steadier, as if she were reciting a shocking set of rules. "She wants him to think of it as a 'trade.' And she told me all about how good a lover your best friend is... very skilled and energetic, indeed!"
I was stunned. I'd been dreaming about this, but still... The pace at which it was unfolding--and my girlfriend's directness--they'd left me stunned and tongue-tied.
"So, Rob..." Emily continued. "I'm going to fuck him, Rob... I'm going to fuck your best friend... Your best friend with the much, much bigger dick... Just like I think you've been dreaming of... I'm right that this is what you've been dreaming of, aren't I? I've got this right now, boyfriend, don't I?!"
And she asked that--ever so pointedly--she also made a quick grab for my crotch... It was a quick grab where she found my little dick to be at its hardest, and throbbing. Precum was starting to leak, too, I was sure. "Shit! I hope she can't see a dark spot on my crotch just yet," I thought, more than a little embarrassed.
Put on the spot like that, with my girlfriend challenging me point blank about whether I'd been dreaming of her fucking my best friend... I answered sheepishly--but truthfully. There wasn't enough time to dream up a fib. "Yeah... That's right, Em. I *have* been dreaming of you and Alex fucking."
"Since when, Boo?"
"Since one day a few weeks ago, when he let on that he'd like to fuck you... Ever since he let on, I haven't been able to get it out of my head. It planted like a fantasy--and I had this profound sense that you would really, really like it... and it just grew, and grew, and grew! I hope you can understand!"
"We'll, you're in luck... *cucky.* Yeah... you're going to be my 'cucky' now! You're in luck... because what started as your fantasy has since also become mine! Julia told me what a great lover Alex is, yes... but also how big is cock is--so much bigger than yours!--and how good he is at using it, and now it's my fantasy, too!"
My little dick twitched to rock hard in my pants. "Wow! Just... Wow! And... When are you guys going to do it, Em?"
"Tomorrow," she said, as she sweetly reached out to grab my hand. "Tomorrow night your best friend is coming over to my house... to make love to me... while my parents are out."
My mind raced. "Can I... can I watch?"
Emily shook her head. "Nope. Not this time. I'm too shy for that, and Alex isn't ready for it, either.... But I promise I'll tell you everything... Every. Single. Detail... More details than maybe you will want. After all, this was all your idea, remember."
My little dick was so incredibly hard, and drooling precum.
Emily looked really turned on, too. Her face was flushed bright pink. Her nipples were more swollen than I had ever seen them.
Was my girlfriend's pussy wet as well, I wondered? Yes. It must be the case. In fact, I was starting to smell her.
Emily then turned awkward and embarrassed and dismissed me.
I drove home in record time. A hormonal fog nearly causing me to crash--once that I was aware of.
I don't think I ever made it from the front door to my bedroom quite so fast.
I barely had to stroke myself to cum, the sexy vision of my girlfriend with my best friend's big cock thrusting up and inside her was overpowering.
I quickly came. Came explosively.
And a second round was mere minutes to completion as well.
"Damn!" I thought to myself. "If it's this hot just hearing that it's about to happen... Wow! Sure seems like I'm in for an erotic ride! Yessss!"
The next twenty-four hours were the longest of my life. I was a mess of horny anticipation blended with stressed out anxiety.
Finally, my phone beeped late Sunday night with a text message from Emily. As I could have guessed, she was too shy just to call me.
"It's done. He just left. 🚘"
My hands were shaking as I texted her back. "So? How was it?"
"It was... fantastic. Yes, fantastic is the right word! 🌊🥳🌊🥳" she typed. "Just as we imagined--you and me both--it was different... A lot different... to be fully candid... I hope this doesn't hurt your feelings... I hope this excites you more than it stings... He was better than you--a lot better! 🤭🌟💦💣"
"Better how?" I begged.
"Rob, I'm too tired to share a lot more now," she continued. "Maybe take a hint from chosen emojis, my love? 😜🙃 But let's just say I get the hype now. The hype about size... I felt so much more fulfilled as a woman... more than I ever, ever expected to be... His cock... It was incredible... I loved feeling full--really, really full... His cock...
Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ
"Well, quite simply, It brought me... ecstasy... Yeah 'ecstasy' is the right word... and it made me feel like so much more of a woman 💃... I could feel every thick vein, Rob. Every. Single. One. I could feel his 🫀beat through his cock... It was like nothing I've ever felt... Ugh! Truly... I hope this is not too hard for you to hear--hopefully not, since it started as your idea! 🤤💦🍆"
"Wow, Em! Holy shit! You loved it that much!! That's fucking sexy! Shit! Wow! I'm glad, I guess? I think? But... Uh... When can I see you?" I asked.


"I don't know, Rob," my beautiful girlfriend responded. "It's school all week--and I promised Alex I would see him the next five nights through Friday. 📅"
"Excuse me?"
"Did you think you owned me, Rob? 🔒 I mean, you had to know this could happen. That I might really like fucking your best friend if you gave me the 🟢 ... And--be honest here--you did more than that... You put this whole thing in motion... I would have been faithful to you if you hadn't put this all in motion. You have to realize that! 🧎‍♂️"
"But I didn't think you would replace me! And give him EVEN MORE than me! Shit, Emily--you never fucked me every night of the week during a school week! FUCK!"
"Well--I'm not sure that I have replaced you, love... I mean... I just know that after the multiple screaming orgasms 🌊🥴💖 Alex just gave me that I agreed to fuck him and his 🌟 Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ every night for the next five nights--I promised him... You had to know that this could happen, didn't you?⁉️"
"Unnnggghh! I guess so!"
"Yeah, you should 'guess so,' my dear! I mean, you *wanted* me to like it, right? You wanted me to have my 'best sex ever,' didn't you? 🌊🌊🌊 You wanted me to really enjoy fucking your best friend with his 'giant dick' 🍆🍆--or that's what you said, anyway!"
"I did," I admitted.
"And that's what happened, and so now I simply want more--that shouldn't be hard for you to understand, my sweet. 🍭"
"I guess it isn't."
"Good, my love... I still love you... 💞 Even if your role seems to be changing... I did tell Alex that we needed to let you watch. 🔭 I want a few more nights with him alone first... Would you like to come watch us fuck on Friday night? At Alex's? We'll just all three go to the basement, and his parents will just think we're hanging out... You can even take your 🤏 out and ✊💦 as you watch us, my love!"
"Ungggh!"
"But my love, isn't this what you wanted to happen? Didn't you want me to like it? Didn't you want to watch me?"
"Yeah, Emily... That's true! But I don't think I ever really thought hard about what I also might be giving up! Never mind what *YOU* seem to be giving up!"
"Well, it's too late for that now, Boo... Or I should really say... cucky... how could I forget... tee-hee! Yeah... You're my cucky 🧎‍♂️now!"
"Unhhh!"
"Not sure what to say, eh? Not so extroverted anymore? Okay... Well, remember--this was all your 💡. Thank you, Rob... I'm very happy with it. I like the 💡 of you being my doting cucky while your best friend fucks me--a lot!--with his superior Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ ... And he's quite a good kisser, too, I'll have you know! Quite good!"
"You sure know how to rub it in."
"Well 🧎‍♂️, ... You'll be the one rubbing one out! ✊💦 Ha! 😂❤️"
"Touché!"
"Come by Alex's place Friday at 7pm, my sweet. It'll be our sixth night together--in a row, at that! I think Alex and I will be comfortable with you watching by then... See you then?"
"Okay," I replied half-heartedly. I was excited to watch--very much so!--but I was *not* at all pleased to be made to wait.
As if reading my mind, Emily added. "And don't bug me too much before then... I need some time to 🎯 on my new lover and his Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ!"
Damn, Emily really rubbed it in with that extra-long cock symbol! She sure knew how to get to a guy!
I just sent a thumbs up back. What else was there to say?
Consciously, I was somewhat conflicted. A little despondent even.
But I immediately noticed something vivid: My little dick was rock hard--absolutely rock hard--in my pants. And throbbing too.
"Yes!!!" I thought to myself. "Thank God! Thank FUCKING God! Thank fucking God that this is an incredible turn on to me--that my Emily is becoming a slut... Maybe already is one? For my best friend and his massive cock--a cock so much bigger than my little penis. Certainly my penis couldn't even be called a 'cock'!"
Once I had finished texting with Emily, I started to settle in to beat off in my bedroom. It was my usual location. I had a lock on the door, and my parents room was at the other end of the house--and my older sister was away at college.
Yeah, I was about to beat off to the vision of Alex and Emily fucking when my phone beeped from another text message. This one from Alex.
"Hey bud!" he had typed, choosing a relaxed opener.
"Hey!" I texted back.
"You alright?" he queried, ever the good friend.
"Yeah--I think so."
"Emily updated you?"
"Yeah, she told me you guys did it."
"Yup. And THANK YOU, by the way--thank you so incredibly much for setting the whole thing in motion... It was... Everything that I had imagined... Well, frankly... And then some."
"Yeah. I'm not surprised," I replied to my best friend on his summary about fucking *MY* girlfriend. "I told you sex with her is incredible."
"Yup," Alex responded. "*SUPER* incredible! Fucking stupendous! I fucking loved it! Equally important--Emily did, too! She told me she never even knew she could cum from penetration alone, because she hadn't with you... Well--with me, she can't stop!"
"You have to tell me, man!" I typed back. "I need to hear about it."
"I figured as much, you kinky fucker... Sure, I'll tell you... Well, for starters... my much bigger dick than your teensy one... Well, it shocked her for like ten seconds... If that! Seriously... for like ten seconds she fidgeted with my dick awkwardly, fondled it in confusion... And then 'boom!' Boom! Emily took to handling my cock like a duck takes to water!
"Just like I assumed." Alex continued. "You were *definitely* telling the truth... And--I don't know how you're going to feel about this, Rob... But I'm going to be fucking her as often as she'll allow... I mean, yeah, you're my best friend... But you *did* set this in motion. So, I figure that makes it cool. I figure that deep down you knew it could happen, that she and I might want to fuck *a lot*. And you chose. You *chose* to take the risk... So I am planing on fucking her a lot, a whole helluva a lot!"
"But I'm confused," I typed back. "Your Julia is *WAY* hotter... How could you want to fuck my Emily all that much?"
"Well, Rob, a few things, really... First of all, Julia is--sadly for me, it's true--pretty much only interested in big black cocks now.... So, actually, I'm in the market for a new girlfriend... And, as far as girls go... Sheesh, she may look a little mousy at times, but your Emily... For one, thing, FUCK--naked, she is incredible! She's got the sweetest thin, little figure! Shit--everything about her is adorable! Her curves, her sweet little B-cups, her ass... Fuck--I love how well I can grab an ass cheek in each hand... They fit so nice! And her pussy... Shit, you think on a thin girl it might have been too tight for my eight-and-a-half-inches...
"Well, it did take a while... But she took me BALLS DEEP... That's right, Rob... I fucked your Emily balls deep on the very first fuck... I dunno... I might have made her velvety sweet pussy too stretched for little dicks like yours already... Shit--I hope I will soon! Yeah--I hope I stretch Emily out so little dicks, like yours, will be useless to her pal... I'm sorry to admit it, but fuck, yeah... I'm really into her!"
I was flabbergasted and had no idea how to respond.
Alex broke the momentary silence in the texting. "Tell me, though, Rob... Is this turning you on? Shall I continue? Tell me to continue, or I won't!"
I was briefly conflicted--but if I'm open, only briefly...
All of this was terrifically erotic to hear about... I loved hearing about it from both of them!
To learn how much my best friend appreciated the sexuality of my girlfriend... *MY* girlfriend, with whom I had just set him up, essentially!
To learn how he had managed to fuck *MY* petite Emily balls deep with his massive cock... And their very first time fucking at that!. DAMN! Damn, this was a huge, gargantuan turn on!
Plus, clearly Alex was already developing feelings for Emily, too. Wow, that was a turn on, too!
"I knew it!" I said to myself. "My Emily really does have a special magic pussy... It *is* incredibly easy to fall for her, just like I did!"
Did I blame Alex for being so into Emily so quickly?
Hardly. How could I? It could have happened to any guy. In fact, in a way it was nicer that he was so into her--I didn't have the feeling that she was being used like I might have otherwise.
Yeah, they were "fucking"--but really it would have been more honest to call it "love making."
So thoughts rushed through my brain super quickly, and I barely hesitated to type my next reply: "Do continue."
"Ha! I knew it! You bet, pal... You bet! And, well... Besides being incredibly beautiful with her clothes off--way, way more beautiful than I had expected... Wowza!! Your Emily is an incredible lay... She's a *way* better lay than Julia... An order of magnitude... And, frankly, by far the best fuck of the eight girls I've fucked so far... And not by just a little! Your Emily is a stupendous lover, a truly out-of-this-world fuck... You've been a lucky guy, Rob!"
"Until now," I responded, somewhat sadly.
"Well, my friend," Alex typed, "Honestly, you only have yourself to blame."
"Yeah, I hear you."
"Well, don't be too sad... Emily and I both think you'll enjoy watching us... I mean, we're not sure when we're going to be ready for that... It's a little kinky for us... But we figure that eventually it's something you deserve."
"What?! Emily told me to come by your place on Friday."
"Yeah, pal. I'm sorry about that. She got ahead of herself. But I'll tell you what, I'll have her phone you and leave the line open so you can listen in."
"That's not the same!" I protested.
"Well, my friend, that's what's on offer. That, and eating my fresh creampie out of her pussy afterwards--if you play your cards right."
"And that's it?!"
"Yeah, for now."
"Pffft. Some friend!"
"Hey man! You brought this on yourself. Don't get mad at me. You set things in motion, but you're not God, a king, or a puppet master."
"Yeah, I hear you, Alex. Fair enough. I guess I'll adjust."
"That's the spirit, Rob... I have faith. I think you will!"
Immediately after that text exchange, I started to beat off. Of course I did. My rock hard little dick drew me to it like a moth to a flame.
I quickly yanked off my pants and underpants and slid under my covers.
As soon as my palm touched my thin five-inch hard on, Alex and Emily zoomed into my mind's eye. They were having sex. Not just sex, but passionate love-making.
I could hear them moaning and groaning in my mind. Emily was shouting out how much she was enjoying herself. "Oooh, Alex! This is sooo good! YES! I'm so glad we're fucking! YES! Never stop fucking me! I can't believe I waited this long to have sex with you! Fuck me! Fuck me deep! Fuck me harder! Ungggghhh! You fuck me sooo much better than Rob ever could! Unghhh! YES! I'm cumming!! I'm cumming!! Ungggggh! YYYESSSSSSS!"
It was as though I was right in the room with them, visualizing them intertwined, lustily kissing, and fucking their way through several different positions... Missionary, doggy, cow girl... Yeah, it was especially hot visualizing them fucking cow girl--my best friend relaxed on his back as my girlfriend writhed up and down on him providing them both incredible, out-of-this-world pleasure, a truly sublime sexual experience.
I yelled out with my orgasms as I imagined myself in the room with them each time. I just barely managed to keep my voice low enough so it wouldn't blast to the other end of the house where my parents were sleeping.
The first time I was cumming, I yelled something like this: "YESSS! FUCK HER DEEP, ALEX!! FUCK HER SO GOOD!! OWN THE SLUT! OWN HER PUSSY LIKE YOU DESERVE! MAKE HER CUM! MAKE MY GIRLFRIEND CUM HARD AND OWN HER FUCKING PUSSY! YYESSSS!! OWN EMILY'S PUSSY! OWN IT LIKE YOU DESERVE!! UNGGGGGGGGGGGGG!!"
The second time, it was Emily I was yelling at--again in absentia--as I came: "TAKE HIS COCK, MY LOVE! TAKE IT DEEP! TAKE ALL OF IT!! LET HIM OWN YOUR SLUTTY PUSSY, MY LOVE!! LET HIM FUCKING OWN YOU!! YOU FUCKING SLUTTY GIRLFRIEND, MY BEST FRIEND OWNS YOU NOW, DOESN'T HE?!?! YEEEAAAAH!! LET HIM OWN YOU MY LOVE! LET HIM OWN YOU DEEEEP! ARGGHHH!! YEAAAAAH!!"
Would you like to hear more?
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Shit! My world was changing--and fast!
Yeah, I had instigated it all. So, absolutely I had mainly myself to blame.
I simply had been unable to stop fantasizing about my big-cocked best friend fucking my girlfriend once he revealed that he'd liked to. I just could not.
And then I had set things in motion by managing to talk to my girlfriend about "big cocks" in just the right way.
Fast forward--and skip past a few plot details--and my Emily and my best friend Alex had just fucked for the first time. (Readers are *strongly* encouraged to start this series from the beginning.)
Yes, my girlfriend and my best friend had fucked--*and* both told me about it! *Both* texted me to tell me how incredible it was.
I had mixed feelings.
But--kinky though I might be--I was feeling *lucky*.
I felt very, very lucky--that more than anything I found the whole situation a massive, utterly gigantic, and super-erotic turn on.
A *humongous* turn on!
Not only had they fucked once--a first time--but Emily and Alex told me that they planned on fucking for another five days straight!
Yup, it was a Sunday night, and they planned to fuck every night through Friday, even though we had school. (To remind you, we are eighteen-year-old seniors in high school.) Yeah, they were going to fuck every night even though every night was a school night.
The days that week were not days at all for me. Rather, they were long, slow blinks of an eye, each one separated by a chasm of torturous waiting.
I would get through school by forcing myself to focus on the tiny, insignificant details: the squeak of a marker on the whiteboard, the taste of the mystery meat in the cafeteria, the pattern of cracks on the sidewalk walking home.
It was a mental game of distraction, a desperate attempt to keep my brain from replaying what they had told me about their love-making on a loop in my head. (Yes, it was "love-making" and not just "fucking"--it was *very* obvious that they were fond of one another!)
But as soon as I closed my bedroom door, the game was over.
I became little more than a clock-watcher, waiting for the buzz that would tear me down even as it would also take me to new, utterly sublime, erotic heights.
Fortunately the unbelievable eroticism well eclipsed whatever humiliation or sadness I might feel.
Yup, thank God! I was way, way more aroused than anything else!
I knew that every night one of Emily or Alex, or maybe even both, was going to update me--they had promised to.
"It's the least we can do, Rob," Alex had said. "To keep you updated. To let you know how much we're enjoying each other. To feed your humiliation--and your erotic gratification. Yeah, we're on to you pal. We know that more than anything this whole thing is a HUGE, huge, HUGE turn on for you... Otherwise, you never would have set it in motion. Not ever."
I was glad to be understood, and in a group chat, I thanked them both for it.
The angst and humiliation, I told myself, was the price. The supreme moments of erotic bliss, those were the reward..
Waiting for Monday's report--only their second--was a torment.
Every moment of the school day had been stretched and tense, like Glad wrap placed too tight over Tupperware, ready to be punctured by my own impatience.
The early evening, as I tried to distract myself with homework and video games, went little better. I was coiled as tight as a clock spring.
Then, at 10:03 PM, finally the buzz that I had been waiting for all day came. The buzz from my phone that would only mean a text from Alex.
It brought a jolt, a tiny shock that went straight to my groin. I snatched up the phone and opened Alex's text in record time..
"Dude. Just... holy shit. I'm speechless. You were not fucking kidding. Emily is... wow. Just wow. Thank you, man. Seriously."
My thumb hovered over the screen. I could feel my pulse in my throat. I managed to type back a single, shaky word.
"Yeah?"
"You were *not* kidding about her, man... I mean, I knew she was cute, that little 'girl next door' vibe, but I had no idea. No fucking idea. You totally understated how hot a fuck she is...
"Emily is a complete surprise when you get her going... Shit! I didn't realize a girl could even *be* so lusty! I thought she was unbelievable yesterday--and today she exceeded even that!
"And dude, tonight she deepthroated me. Said she'd never done it for you even though you're so 🤏.... She looked me right in the eye and said, 'I want you to be the first... I want you to cum down my throat, Alex.' I hope you can handle this, man, because she's a completely different girl with me... Do you want me to stop?"
My reaction was immediate. "Oh, no! Don't stop! I need to hear it! PLEASE! Please continue!"
"Good, Rob! Good. Since you seem so sure... Well, I was surprised, but your girlfriend managed to deep throat me! All eight-and-a-half thick inches! WOW! She must have been practicing on a dildo or something... Let's be honest--she couldn't have gotten that good from sucking on your little thing, right? No way, not possible... Nope...
"Emily laid down on my bed on her back, tilted her head back and just invited my throbbing cock right on in! 'Ease it on in, big boy,' she said. 'Just work up your speed gradually... just build speed slowly and treat my face like a "throat pussy" until you cum.' She gagged on the first few inches, before getting the hang of it... Before long, she took it all!
"Shit, Rob! I never met a girl as raunchy as her before! Fuck! What kind of slut refers to her face as a 'throat pussy'? Damn! Your girlfriend is some special kind of slut! Where have you been hiding this sex monster?"
I wasn't sure if that was a rhetorical question, but Alex seemed to pause, so I chose to answer him: "Honestly, man... No idea! No fucking idea! DAMN! You *do* seem to be really bringing out the slut in her! Holy bajeezus! Just like I thought you might! Damn, that's hot!"
"Thanks for saying bro... It's a good thing you think this is really hot! I know it has to be hard to hear about, too!"
"It is... Yeah, it is hard to hear," I conceded. "But it's even more hot than difficult... Fuck, it's hot!"
"Glad you think so, Bro!"
Again Alex paused. He was being kind, I guess. Not wanting to overwhelm me with more than I could handle.
"And what then?" I asked after several moments.
"And then we fucked up a storm... Duh! :-) Shit--I couldn't believe it, but inside a couple of hours, she got me hard *three* more times... We fucked like crazy... I fucking lost track of how many times your girlfriend--or fuck is she mine now??--came!
"Emily had these ginormo screaming cums--not dainty! I've never even imagined a girl cumming that much in one night of sex... Finally, your girlfriend... She just seemed to have a seizure, more or less... She had this incredibly long, spasming orgasm... She seized and flailed and shouted out how great it was. Afterwards, she started weeping--I guess in a good way? She shook so much as she wept that I held her tight to comfort her... Unbelievable."
Another pause came. Alex--I assumed--ontinued to try to measure out how much he told me... or at least how much at once.
"Please, Bro... You have to know... This is... Well, frankly, this is just unbelievably hot for me... *PLEASE*! Do continue!!"
"Very well then, Rob... Very well! You asked for it... And the kissing, dude... holy shit. You never told me how great a kisser she is, you fucker! Shit! I don't know if she kisses you the same way... but with me, she kisses with her whole body... not just lips and tongue. Her hands move in my hair. Her arms and legs wrap around me... Her hips grind up like she wants to climb inside my skin. It's... over-the-top... It's like she wants to devour me whole, practically!"
I just stared at the words, my five-inch dicklet straining against my pajama pants, a tiny, hard flag of surrender. All of that was WORLDS--I mean *WORLDS*--beyond how Emily ever made love with me. Sure, there were shadows of Alex's experience in my own. But Emily's ardor with Alex was miles and miles beyond anything she'd ever shown to me!
French kissing with me? Yeah, it seemed passionate... But not like the fury of lust that my best friend had reported!
Orgasms from sex? Yeah, Emily seemed to have one decent cum per night with me--but never screaming and certainly never multiple!
"She kept saying 'thank you.' Over and over," Alex continued. "Between orgasms, she'd just gasp it out. 'Thank you... thank you...' 'Thank you for showing me what a real dick feels like!' 'Ugh! So great to be with a real man who knows how to use it!' she said. Her exact words, man. I swear...
"Seriously, Rob. I thank *YOU*. This is the best thing that's ever happened to me... Your delicious girlfriend is the best gift *EVER*. You're my best friend, but you're also a fucking God of generosity!"
"Uh..." I struggled for what to say. "You're welcome, I guess?"
"Oh... And I almost forgot! One more thing... One more thing I simply *MUST* tell you... I'm not sure how you're going to feel about this one, but you deserve to know... She insisted that we fuck bare... She said she was using her diaphragm, and she was willing to chance using just one form of birth control unlike the two she uses with you... she wanted to feel me skin-on-skin... Yeah, she mentioned it was something she hasn't been willing to do for you... Sorry about that, Bro! Shit--hopefully that turns you on to learn about! She's going to pivot to the pill for a bit more reliability, but she says she 'loves, loves, loves!' how I feel skin on skin too much to go back to condoms... I hope that turns you on to hear about--I honestly felt you deserved to know."
I was at a loss. This was a turn on to hear about it, but it did also feel like a betrayal. "Well, it serves me right, I guess," I thought to myself... and I decided to also type that to Alex.
"I guess that's a good way to think about it, Bro... Bye for now. I gotta get some sleep."
"Bye."
I dropped the phone onto the blanket. My dicklet was so hard it ached, a frantic, insistent pulse.
My precum was flowing rapidly at the tip. I was turned *on*, very much turned on!!
Fuck!! That was a crazy intense motherload of sexy stuff to hear about! DAMN!
My Emily had hit full throttle "slut" for my best friend and his big dick in nothing flat! Deep throating him! Not just taking him bare, but *committing* to taking him bare going forward!
Wow! Fucking astounding! Fucking supreme!
It was so poignantly erotic to learn about.
It made me quake to my core to think about how fully my Emily was throwing herself at my best friend sexually, right from the start.
AY-MAYZING! Such an amazing and utterly *SUBLIME* turn on! Unggghhhhh!
Shit--how incredibly lucky that I'd predicted right: *Both* that Emily would love fucking Alex *and* that I would love hearing about it!
I squeezed my eyes shut and a shudder wracked my body.
I barely had to touch myself.
Less than a minute after I wrapped my fingers around my already-throbbing dicklet, a truly humongous, world-shattering orgasm ripped through me.
It was seismic--a 9.0 on the Richter scale at least. It was a full-body convulsion that left me gasping, limp, euphoric, and--as pathetic as it might be--also incredibly satisfied. My t-shirt was drenched in my cum, and I'd even shot off as high as my own neck and face--that's how aroused I was!
"Yes!!" I thought to myself. "It's just as I was hoping!! Pairing up Emily and Alex truly *is* satisfying her--and indirectly me--worlds more than I was ever able to... Just as I had fantasized and dreamed!"
I was bringing the love of my life her best sex life ever... Better, I was sure, than Emily had yet even dared to dream for herself... Yes!! What a terrific act of love! And incredibly arousing for me to boot! YYESSSS!
In fact, my orgasm beating off after hearing from Alex was easily ten times more powerful than anything I'd ever felt in person with Emily.
It was the cum of a creator, an erotic maestro... Yeah, Emily and Alex were my erotic "master piece," of a fashion.
I beat off a second time, to one more fabulous cum, before falling asleep with the phantom taste of their combined juices on my tongue, my mind finally at peace because the waiting was over. For today.
Getting through Tuesday was easier, but the wait was somehow more intense. The initial shock of Monday's report had worn off, leaving a horny yet anxious residue... What if it was a fluke? What if Alex was exaggerating?
At school, I ran into Emily multiple times briefly in the hallway between classes.
We said little, and mostly just exchanged tentative glances. Each time my heart leapt into my throat.
The sly little smiles she threw me corroborated. "Yup--she's feeling incredibly well fucked. Alex told me the truth!"
In between those little smiles, Emily had a serene and more contented look than I could ever remember.
She moved more smoothly. Her walk was a bit more upright.
Most people wouldn't have noticed, but I love the girl, so I could tell.
A host of subtle changes in her comportment reflected her increased self-confidence.
The self-confidence of a beautiful young woman who was getting supremely well-fucked, is how it seemed to me.
"Good for her! She deserves it!" I thought to myself.
Did her friends know? Could they see it on her face, or in her gait, also? I wondered.
Gosh, I bet at least Julia knows that I've been cucked by Emily with my best friend. She's been in on it from the start. So *at least* she would know. That notion made my little dick twitch halfway hard, and I took note.
And with Julia knowing, that meant that Allison, Victoria, Rachel, and Terri probably also knew--certainly by now, nearly 48 hours after it started.
Wow! A lot of cute girls certainly now knew that I'd been cucked. The very thought made my dick fully hard--luckily when I was in the middle of English class, and a desk easily covered my modest hard on.
That night, I didn't just wait for the text. I felt like I was willing it into existence with my desperation.
I paced my room, my phone clutched in my hand tightly.
When Emily's texts finally started arriving at 10:45 PM, as I was staring blankly at my calculus homework, I dropped the book.
"Hi Robby ❤️"
"Thinking of you!"
My fingers felt clumsy as I replied.
"Hey, Em. You okay?"
"More than okay, my love. ❤️ So much more than okay."
"Tonight was... unreal again, divine 🌸🌸🌸. Alex is just... on another level 🪐. And his cock Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ... god, Robby, it's like a masterpiece 🎨. It's like I've been playing a little ukulele 🤏🤏 and someone just gave me a whole orchestra 🎻🎺🎹🥁 The things it makes me feel 🌊💦😫 ... the sounds it makes me make shout 😫💣😫...
"I feel so... *fulfilled*. I know I keep saying that, but it's the only word. He fucked me so deep. 🕳️⬇️ I came three times. Three long, deep, soul-wrenching, shrieking cums 🤯😫💦🤯😫💦🤯😫💦 ... Thank God nobody was in the house but us! Thank God! My third cum was the biggest... it was a full-body thing. I couldn't stop shaking 🌋. My toes curled so hard they cramped. I saw stars. 🌟🌟🌟"
"He plundered my mouth with his tongue, too. 😛 It was like your best friend was claiming every part of me. It felt so good to be... owned. To be taken. Not to have to think at all... To just feel. 🥰🥰🥰"
"I feel so grateful. 🙏🙏🙏 To you, for starting this. For being so brave and selfless. And... to Alex. For showing me what it feels like to be fucked--please forgive me!--by a real man with a real dick! Ɑ͞ ͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞͞ ͞ ͞ ͞ ﻝﮞ Sorry to say it, Boo, but it's true... There's just no contest between you two!"
"It's okay." I replied.
"I hope so. ❤️ I'm starting to think I may never stop fucking him, cucky. ♾ I hope you understand... I'm sorry, but it's hard to imagine ever going back to just your 🤏 after this--your little boi 'clit,' might be a better term... This is just too amazing by comparison... I'm sure you can understand.... It doesn't mean I don't care for you, cucky 🧎‍♂️. I do... But I don't think you could even ask me to give up sex that's this much better 🤯😫💣💦... I mean, it's hard for me to imagine you'd have it in your 🫀... Anyways, something for you to start to 🧠 about!"
My hand was shaking as I read it. *Cucky*. She'd said it again.
"Boi clit." Emily had come up with a cutting and apt nickname for my little penis, and used the diminutive emoji 🤏 again, to boot. Oddly, it aroused me to read it.
For her to call my penis "🤏" or a "boi clit"--well, those were true enough observations, it seemed to me... and in our new voyeuristic hierarchy, somehow their truth made them sublime, poignant, and a major turn on! Call me a pervert if you must, but for me, it was true.
And the thought of her never stopping with Alex as her lover... I should have been heartbroken. I should have thrown my phone against the wall.
Instead, I had loosened my pants, jammed a hand down them and started to beat off my 'clit'.
My first cum of the night was only minutes away, needless to say.
I was so aroused, two more cums followed that Tuesday night before I managed to sleep.
Wednesday was a day of pure, uncut anticipation.
The dread was gone, replaced by a gnawing, ecstatic hunger that made my whole body feel more alive.
I knew I was waiting for something magnificent, and my body knew it too.
I was half-hard all day, walking through the hallways in a state of constant, low-grade arousal. And in classes, when my crotch was sheltered by a desk, I was fully hard most of the time. Luckily my precum didn't flow too much and cause an embarrassing wet spot!
Every creak of a floorboard, every buzz of my phone, sent a jolt of adrenaline through me. I was a coiled spring, waiting for release.
That night was an agonizingly long wait before I heard from either of them. My phone finally buzzed. It was after midnight. Finally! What a huge relief!
It was Alex. My stomach clenched. It was late, even for them.
"Hey bud. You up?"
"Yeah. Everything okay? You guys usually text earlier."
"Yeah... yeah, everything's more than okay.... That's... kind of the thing, man."
My heart started pounding. "What do you mean?"
There was a long pause. I could hear him take a deep breath on the other end.
"Dude, something happened tonight. And... I'm sorry. I really am."
"What? Is Emily okay?"
"She's more than okay. Very much so.... That's the thing... Something surprising happened, my man... In a word, something... *perfect.*"
He paused. I interjected. "What, Alex? You have to tell me WHAT!"
"Dude... I'm not sure how you're going to feel about this one, but okay... After Emily came the second time, she just looked up at me with those sweet beautiful blue eyes, like you know she has... and... well, and she said it. She whispered, 'Alex... I think I'm falling in love with you.'"
My girlfriend, *my* Emily, was falling in love with my best friend.
Damn!
Just as I *knew* might happen.
But still... *DAMN*!
I couldn't speak. My throat was a knot.
Alex continued.
"And dude, I swear to God, I didn't plan on saying it. It just... came out. I looked at her, and I just blurted back... I blurted back with even more clarity... I said, 'I love you, too, Em.'"
"Fuck," I managed to croak.
"Yeah. Fuck is right. So... we talked. And we decided... I mean, she decided, and I agreed... She's my girlfriend now, Rob. *My* girlfriend. She said... she said you could be her... you know. Her 'backup boyfriend.' If you're okay with that... She said it would be non-sexual, of course... Besides your cucky 'privileges.' We're both okay with those continuing... It happens to turn us on that it turns you on...


"But don't hold out hopes for any... you know, 'intimate' touching... We don't think that'll work for us... You'll just get to hear about things... maybe watch a little... And besides that, you'll be... uh... Just for... company... For when I'm busy or whatever..."
I was stunned, though I should have seen it coming.
Alex continued. "Em wanted to be the one to tell you... But I didn't want her to have that stress, so it's me... So... What do you think... Do you want to be my 'backup' and her 'cucky' still?"
I stared at my wall, my little dick already rock hard and dripping precum at a great rate in my pajama pants. Yeah, my PJs were already getting sticky on the inside.
The humiliation was a tidal wave, sure. But the arousal was a tsunami crashing right on over on top of it.
I took a deep breath.
I realized I was enjoying things and that this didn't really represent a change for me. Not really.
It just labeled it for what it actually in fact was--or so I soothed myself.
"Yeah," I typed back, my thumbs shaking. "Okay, Alex. Yeah. I'll be her backup boyfriend."
I shut off the phone and threw it on my bed. Partly, I was disgusted, but I was way, WAY, *way* more aroused. In fact, I'm not sure I had ever been more turned on in my entire young life.
My whole body was shaking. But not from the upset, no. Rather, I was shaking from sublime, gargantuan, out-of-this-world arousal--a cyclone of arousal so strong that it made me dizzy.
Damn, this was a profoundly exciting development... *profoundly*! It moved me and shook me, to my very core.
My body shivered in euphoria as I thought about it. "I engineered that!" I said to myself. "I engineered those two becoming lovers! *I* engineered them falling in love... That was *me*!"
And I beat off twice that night as I imagined the gorgeous lovers entwined, professing their affection--professing their *LOVE* for one another--and fucking with an intensity that my now-ex-girlfriend had never, ever mustered for me. Not ever.
"Wow!" I said to myself, as I started to stroke myself. "She fell in love with my best friend and his magic dick in less than a week... Damn--that's fucking hot! FUCK! YEAH!! IN. FUCKING. LOVE!! YESSSS! ALREEEAAADY!! UNNNNGHHHHHHH! YES, EMILY! YES! LET HIM OWN YOU! LET MY BEST FRIEND OWN YOUR SOUL--AND YOUR PUSSY! YYESSS! UNGGGGHHH!!"
Would you like to hear more?
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Thursday came in a blissful, opiate haze. After the revelation that my best friend and my now former girlfriend were in love, I was in shock.
It hadn't even taken them a week. Nope. It had only taken them a few nights of fucking--love making, if I'm more honest.
(For those of you just joining us, here's the deal: It all started with my own obsessive fantasy. I couldn't stop thinking about it after my best friend, Alex, admitted he wanted to fuck my beautiful blonde girlfriend, Emily. The idea didn't just take root; it felt profound, like I knew she deserved a level of fulfillment I couldn't provide and that I was destined to witness it. I confessed the fantasy to Emily by preying on her curiosity about really big cocks--such as Alex's--versus my own small five-incher. It turned out Julia, Alex's girlfriend, was way ahead of us, part of a "Black Into White" movement. She worked out a deal: she got her black studs, and Alex got to fuck Emily. Their first time was incredible; Emily said it was the best sex of her life, a reality that was even more thrilling than my wildest dreams. They fucked three more nights in a row, and I lived for the dirty details. Then, just last night--their fourth together--they confessed their love for each other. Any normal guy would have been destroyed but, for me, the humiliation was a tidal wave while the arousal was a tsunami crashing right over it. Emily told me I could be her "backup boyfriend" and her "cucky," and I accepted my new role with a rock-hard dick. Now back to Thursday...)
I felt detached from the mundane world, an agent operating in broad daylight, my mission secreted away in my pants.
At school, the faces of my teachers, the words in my textbook, they were all just a dull, gray wash.
My entire consciousness was narrowed down to a single, brilliant, burning light: *This is real. This is happening.*
Finally, night arrived.
When my phone finally buzzed at 11:18 PM, I felt a surge of pure joy.
This was it. The culmination. The masterstroke of my own design.
I was prepared for anything. Anything except for the simple, brutal finality of her words.
"Thank you, my 'Backup Boyfriend.' Thank you so much, my love, for understanding... I couldn't help it... I always liked Alex, as I'm sure you know... And, well, when he fucked me with his super magic cock, that perfect cock, something just snapped. I fell hard! I'm so glad you agreed to be my 'backup' and stay my 'cucky'... Even if you're going to be a sexless cucky... Well, maybe not totally sexless... Maybe we'll let you watch and listen and jerk off in the same room with us sometimes... No promises! We'll have to see! But I'm glad you're okay with being my cucky... maybe even always!"
For a single, sharp second, a phantom pain shot through my chest.
It was a memory of a life that was supposed to be mine. But it was a ghost, fleeting and insubstantial, instantly vaporized by a cyclone of arousal so powerful it made my head spin.
My boi clit was instantly, painfully hard, a titanium rod of pure ecstatic energy.
My hand shot to my crotch, and with just a few frantic squeezes, I was cumming, a hot, shameful pulse in my pants, as I readied to type back my reply.
"It hurts," I began, and it did. Quite a bit. But it was a beautiful, poignant ache.
"But even more," I continued. "That's so incredible Em! I'm so happy for you! And that's so incredibly arousing! FUCK, YEAH! I'm glad you're in love! It's hot to hear about how Alex fucked you right into love with him... Ungh!!"
The three little dots appeared, and then they vanished. They reappeared. I imagined her on the other end, shocked, delighted, processing my absolute, total surrender. Then her reply came, and I could practically hear her laugh through the screen.
"Ha-ha! Good, faggot cucky. I am really glad!"
The words hit me like a lightning strike. *Faggot*. *Cucky*. It wasn't an insult. It was a branding. An investiture.
My little boi clit immediately got rock hard again from the poignant, spot on insult--equal parts humiliating and sublime. YYESSS!
It felt like my soul was being emptied and refilled with a new, higher purpose.
It didn't cum again just then. No, as turned on as I was and even though a teen, I did need a few minutes to recharge.
But I did masturbate to orgasm twice more before sleeping a blissful, deep sleep--incredibly at peace with the direction that I had tipped things.
"Yes!" I thought to myself. "How natural that my best friend and my now ex-girlfriend should be in love... and I should be their faggot cucky... Yes!" All felt right in the world.
The word "faggot" felt so right, that I wondered. Yeah, I wondered.
Was going gay going to be part of my journey, too? It seemed possible--and yet not like an immediate compulsion, either. "Weird," I thought. "That's really weird. I wonder why this doesn't trouble me more? Or really at all?!"
I drifted off to a blissful slumber with that question unresolved and pleasantly filed away for another time.
The next night was the promised "First Friday"! The first night I would get to listen in on my now ex-girlfriend, Emily, and my best friend making love. They'd both promised me that Emily would call me and leave the sound on. I could hardly wait!
It was the most exquisite bliss of my young life.
The promise of a *live* phone call was a promise of communion.
It was going to be the very first time I'd be connected with them live during their sex instead of just learning about it, hearing about it, or seeing clips of it afterwards.
It was a new *level* for me as their cucky.
I locked my door, turned off the lights, and sat on my bed in the dark, my phone clutched in my sweaty palm like a holy relic.
At 8:05 PM, it rang. Emily's name on the screen made my heart seize. I answered with a croaked, "Hello?" The first sound I heard was her breath, a sharp, ragged gasp, followed immediately by the wet, rhythmic slap of flesh.
"Robby?" she breathed, her voice tight, strained. "Are you there?"
I could only moan.
"Good... just... listen... Oh, God, Alex... right there... don't stop..."
I could hear him, a low growl.
"You like that, you little slut? You like my big cock stretching you out?"
Her response was a choked sob of pleasure. "YES! OH, FUCK, YES! I LOVE IT! I LOVE YOUR BIG COCK! IT'S SO MUCH BIGGER THAN ROBBY'S! OH, GOD, SO MUCH BIGGER! SOOOO MUCH BETTER! IT'S FUCKING AY-MAY-ZING, LOVER! NEVER STOP FUCKING ME! NEVER! UNGHHHHHHH!"
Alex rejoindered with similar enthusiasm. "I won't, my love. I'll always be your man. Always! You're mine now. Mine now and always! Arghhh! You have the sweetest pussy! DANG!!!"
The sounds were a symphony of my own creation.
The slick, sloppy noises of their bodies joining, the creak of her bed frame, his guttural commands, and her whorish, ecstatic replies.
The microphone on Emily's phone was working well--picking up lots of details.
"Tell him, Em," Alex grunted, his voice thick with exertion. "Tell him how many times you've cum."
"Twice so far!" she shrieked. "I'VE CUM TWICE... AND COUNTING! OH, GOD, A THIRD NOW! I'M CUMMING AGAIN! THANK YOU, ALEX! THANK YOU! OOOOOHHHHH!"
The immediate scene was hot--without question--but it was the emotional landscape that truly destroyed me.
I had never, ever heard Emily like this. With me, her orgasms were quiet, almost apologetic little shudders. This? This was a volcanic eruption. A primal, uninhibited screaming that seemed to wrestle with pleasure itself.
Every guttural word, every shrieking demand for more was a testament to a level of passion I had never sparked, could never spark.
It was a live audio feed of my own inadequacy, and it was the most excruciatingly beautiful thing I had ever heard.
Then came the verbal dagger, the one I knew was coming but still felt like a kick to the stomach: "IT'S SO MUCH BIGGER THAN ROBBY'S! OH, GOD, SO MUCH BIGGER!"
The humiliation was so sharp, so absolute, that for a second I thought I might be sick.
But the sickness curdled instantly into a molten, white-hot arousal that pooled in my groin. This was it. This was the masterpiece.
This was the sound of my girlfriend being fucked right into another dimension of pleasure by my best friend.
And I wasn't just a listener. I was the patron of this art, the sick genius who had commissioned it.
I listened for what felt like an eternity, my hand barely stroking my dicklet, just holding it, feeling it throb as I absorbed every fabulous, intergalactic, transcendental note.
When I heard Alex's final, triumphant roar, I also let go.
Alex yelled out. "ARGGGGHHHHH! FUCK! SO GOOOOOOD! YES, MY LOVE! YESSSSSS! ARGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHH!"
And I started almost in tandem. My line was muted and my parents were out, so I let her rip. "YESSS!! CUM INSIDE HER! CUM DEEP INSIDE HER!! OWN HER PUSSY! OWN HER DEEP, MY FRIEND! OWN THAT FUCKING PUSSY THAT USED TO BE MIIIIIIIIIIIIINE!! FUUUUUHHHHHHHHH!"
The orgasm that ripped through me was volcanic.
I had never cum so hard in my entire life.
The call ended a minute later. I had never felt so connected. I had never felt so proud.
For a while after that, things settled into a routine. The two of them fucked three, four, or even five times per week--both of them had very chill parents, and besides they were well aware that us "kids" are technically adults.
A good 75% of the time, one or the other of them would send me a text message afterward or some video, even.
About once a week, I got to listen in live or even watch a live video feed. That was always sublime and incredible.
My best friend and my quasi-girlfriend--as I now sometimes thought of her--had quickly settled into a routine. A routine that involved quite a bit more fucking than Emily had ever done with me!
But was I complaining?
Absolutely not.
It was HOT! It was incredibly HOT!
I loved, loved, loved bearing witness.
And I savored that I had engineered the whole thing.
Only the idea of my watching in person seemed to be uncomfortable for them--or specifically, for Alex, I should say.
"That's just too gay," he told me, "to have you in the room with us. I don't really want another dick in the room--even if it is your little boi clit. Just yuck."
But I scarcely cared.
The video feeds were nearly as good, I told myself.
God, did they look and sound amazing making love.
Her dainty and gorgeous form, coupled with his handsome body and giant cock.
And the amount of passion in their love making was so palpable, so heartfelt. It was like a religious experience to watch it.
The things they told me about it were... Fabulous. Delicious. Sublime.
Alex, even though he was in love, dropped most of the pretense of respect. His updates became less about Emily as a person and more about her as a prize, a conquest he was thrilled to be claiming. He'd send messages with such nuggets as this:
"Dude, I have to tell you this. Fucking her bare is a religious experience. I've never felt anything like it. Her pussy is so tight. Even soaking wet, it grips my cock like a vise. And when she cums, Emily literally milks the cum out of me. I've never felt a pussy do that before. It's like she was built for sex with a big cock like mine--way more than most girls, that's for sure!"
Or this:
"You were not kidding way back when you told me about Emily being a secret slut. She gets this look in her eyes, man... this total fuck-me face. I've never seen a girl get so hungry for it. It's like you unlocked her inner whore and then just handed her over to me... She's insatiable. I'm gonna be fucking her raw every single chance I get. Thank you, my friend. I'll never be able to thank you enough."
And sometimes, a final, cutting reminder of my new place:
"Hope you're handling this okay, Bro, because I'm definitely not stopping. I'm officially obsessed with your ex-girlfriend's pussy. I'm going to own it. She told me herself she even sometimes fantasizes about getting pregnant together. Bro--pregnant! Said it feels too good, and she loves the fantasy of no contraception at all. Sorry, man, but her libido chose a winner. Dang!"
Emily progressed from more reserved to notably more raunchy, as her sexual self-confidence grew and grew and grew. Her texts soon became extremely graphic:
"Just got back home from a few hours at Alex's, and my pussy is soooo SORE. Your best friend absolutely destroyed me tonight. He used me like a little fucktoy, and I came so hard I saw God. Your little dick could NEVER do this to me. Thank you for giving me to a real man with a real dick!!"
Or this, which seemed an exciting hint of what was to come:
"Alex was playing with my ass tonight! He wasn't even trying to fuck it, just grabbing my ass while he took me from behind and spreading me open. He kept whispering in my ear what a perfect little ass I have and how he can't wait to 'own every part of me.' It made me cum so hard, faggot cucky. Hmmm... Maybe there's something else that I should gift my new man? That would be explosive, wouldn't it?!"
And sometimes, a message that was just a raw, brutal accounting of her new life:
"You're not going to believe what he did to me tonight with his massive cock. He bent me over, spanked my ass until it was bright red, called me his 'little slut,' and fucked me so hard my brains are still scrambled! I've never felt so used and so alive in my life. I'm his completely. Now go jerk off and think about what a good girl I am for my new king, my faggot cucky."
"UNGGHHH!" My mind would yell inside every time I would read any of these texts. I saved them all and would read them over and over, that was for sure!
"DAMN!" I thought to myself. "She's going to give him her ass before long! WHOAAA! That'll be amazing when it happens!"
Plus, I got to record the videos of the two of them fucking up a storm for my future use.
"Shit!" I said to myself. "These are going to be the centerpiece of my permanent porn stash--that's for sure!"
It was a few weeks into this voyeuristic and masturbatory bliss that I got my next jolt. Yet another boundary that Emily had chosen to cross with Alex that had never been on offer to me.
"ARGGHHHH!" I thought to myself. "It figures. I should have expected that Alex's big dick would unlock yet a further level of lustiness in Emily! All the signs were there.
I learned about it from Alex in a text.
"Dang, Rob! Tell me... Did Emily ever rim you? She fucking rimmed me, Rob! Your former girlfriend made out with my asshole! No one has ever done that for me before. No one, not ever... After our second fuck of the night last night, Emily said, 'You deserve a special thank you, Alex. A very special thank you--for all the incredible love-making you've been providing me! Lie back... I read about this. I have a feeling you're going to like it.' And then she fucking rimmed me with that gorgeous little mouth and tongue of hers!"
"Wow!" I texted back. "Uh... Would you tell me more?"
"Sure, you pervert... Why don't you start stroking your tiny boi clit while I type it for you... shit, you can be a loser sometimes, Rob... But I thank you for it!"
I did take out my boi clit and start stroking. It had been rock hard since I'd read "rimming."
"I'm going to make this fast, bud... And then actually I'm going to go fuck her some more... She's still here! She's resting but she'll be ready to go again soon...
"Okay, the rimming... Oh, my fucking God!! Remember how much you used to like French kissing her? Remember how all those foreign languages she knows, how they've made her tongue strong and *incredibly* agile?! Remember all that?
"Well... Think of it this way... The tongue that she won't even bring near you anymore besides a peck on the cheek? *That* agile, dainty, beautiful little super-linguistic tongue? It was just licking up around and inside my butthole! Yup! She was just sucking on my butthole like she was in love with it! Like once-upon-a-time she used to kiss you! Just think of that as you beat off, dipshit! I bet you can visualize how hot it was... Her cute little face... Her nose nestled in my ass... You enjoying this? You want to hear a little more?"
"Yes, please!" I typed, without hesitation.
"Dude! You've become some special type of faggot masochist, but okay... Dude... her tongue probed as deep as it could... and flicked all around while she was at it! And... and... and she didn't do it just for a moment, either. No... She did it with gusto! Your ex-girlfriend rimmed my ass with passion!"
"WOWZA!" I texted him.
"WOWZA! Is a fucking understatement... But yeah... Now, goodnight! I hear your ex-girlfriend stirring... I don't want to keep my lover waiting!"
"DAMN!!" I thought to myself. "That was AY-MAY-ZING to learn about! That was so hot to hear about! WOW! Just *WOW*!"
My best friend--with the much, much bigger dick, the only "real" dick between us--really owned my former girlfriend sexually now. That was beyond painfully clear.
And as I visualized my Emily French kissing his ass--and her tongue going after it with all of its strength and finesse--I stroked my little boi clit. I stroked firmly and with determination.
After a few short minutes of visualization and stroking, I came. I came in a massive, explosive cum.
"OF FUCK, YEAH, YOU SLUT!! RIM HIM!! RIM HIM GOOD!" I yelled out, praying that no one in the house would hear me, as I struggled to keep my voice from being too, too loud. "YOU FUCKING SLUT! YOU'RE SO FUCKING HOTTT!!! YEAHHHH!!! ARRRGHHHH!!"
I was dying to see it on video, and later that night, my phone buzzed again. It was Emily. She had sent a mixed media message which was delivering slowly. Ever so slowly. "Yes!" I thought to myself. "It could only mean one thing... She's sending me the video!"
It took forever to download. "Damn!" I said to myself. "She's sending me a lot of footage!"
Her little text message materialized first. "My little-boi-clitted cucky... This is just a rough edit, but I didn't want to make you wait long! Ha! I have a feeling this will be sublime for you... At least I hope so... Watch how I make out, how I French kiss, your best friend's ass... Pfffffft. Not anything I ever imagined doing for you, that's for sure! But he just turns me on SO much--so much MORE--that I can't help it... I keep thinking of new things I want to do for him and his incredible dick! I hope you enjoy watching and listening as much as Alex and I enjoyed the moment! Bye now!"
To say the video was intense--well, that would be the understatement of the century!
It was surprisingly good quality. And the angles were fabulous, too. They must have really prepared the room... Actually, not "they," but Emily! Yes, Emily had prepared the room, the slut! It was *her* bedroom after all! And she performed for the cameras! She made sure the cameras could see how lustily she was tonguing and sucking his ass as she gently stroked his rock hard cock--just enough to keep it titillated, and not so much that he would blast off.
She was going "oooh" and "aaaah" and Alex was making all the sounds a guy would make when he was trying to enjoy himself but without blowing a load. "Unggggh! Niiiiiice! Yyyyyesss! Oh, fuck, yes! That's AY-MAY-ZING! Soooo goooood!!"
It was beyond sublime--totally humiliating and cataclysmically poignant--to see her beautiful face that had first kissed me... Her beautiful mouth, tongue, and really her entire face... jammed into the hairy ass of my best friend and servicing it with all the gusto one could imagine-- every bit as amorously as she had ever kissed me on the mouth, and then some!


"SHIIT!" I thought to myself. "She *seriously* loves my best friend. *My* Emily! She loves him way more than she ever loved me... And her lust is at least equal!"
Painful realizations to have, for sure, but fortunately for me, even more so--beyond erotic, beyond arousing. For the umpteenth time since this adventure had began, I felt an earthquake of euphoria rattle through me.
I summoned the will power not to stroke instantly (aided, for sure, by already having cum once that night). I wanted to savor it all a little bit longer.
With some discipline, I held my little boi clit without stroking, as the euphoria quaked and jolted throughout my body. "FUCK YEAH!!" I yelled out, praying it was quietly enough that my parents wouldn't hear. (If they did hear, they didn't say anything to me about it.)
At last Emily pulled away a little, and gave a smile to the camera. "How was that my big stud?" she asked. She looked at the camera for me--the little slut--even as she spoke to her lover, my best friend.
"Oh, my LOVE, you have no idea!" Alex replied. "No idea! THANK YOU! Thank you so much! I never even dreamed a girl would do that for me! That was incredible! THANK YOU!"
"Ha!" my mistress smiled at the camera again. "I had a feeling you would like it!"
God, that was incredible to watch! I was rock hard from my euphoria and gearing up--though I had already cum that night--to cum yet again. Precum was oozing from the tip of my boi clit like nobody's business. My hand--still just gripping my clit cautiously--was getting sticky.
I watched it on repeat--it was a good fifteen minutes of rimming!--and before the second time was up, I'd cum again. Another deep, soul-wrenching cum.
I yelled out as though I were in the room with them. "YES, MY LOVE!! YES!! RIM HIS ASS!! RIM HIM SO GOOD! RIM MY BEST FRIEND LICK HIS ASS LIKE IT'S THE LOVE OF YOUR LIFE!! LICK HIS HOLE! PROBE IT, SUCK IT, LICK IT--MAKE LOVE TO IT!! YESS! YEEEEAAAAHHH! SO HOT! SO GOOOOD! FUCK! YEEEEAH! FUCK! ARRRRRRRRRRRGHHHHHH!"
Most of my load landed all the way up on my face, I was so turned on as I was beating off.
It was the kind of cum that reminded me that I truly was living my best life.
Would you like to hear more?
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Should I be generous and start with a recap? I suppose so. Besides, it helps me, too, to remind myself of what this journey has been like--how perverted, twisted, kinky, and... if I'm completely open... cataclysmically erotic. Sublimely satisfying. Orgasmic beyond belief.
Yes, it's been a perverted journey, but one of my own making, and one that's been intensely gratifying. Well beyond my initial dreams even.
It started with a passing remark that my best friend Alex had made, like guy pals sometimes will do: he admitted that he'd like to fuck my beautiful thin blonde girlfriend, Emily. Even though his girlfriend at the time, Julia, seemed objectively much hotter and apparently lustier, yes, Alex also wanted to fuck mine!
It didn't matter to Alex how lush and lusty his Julia was. Nope. No, Sir. He wanted to fuck my relatively mousy and more sedate girlfriend anyway.
Him and his eight-and-a-half-inch cock, that is. Yeah... He wanted to fuck my girlfriend with his much, much bigger dick than my little five-inch penis.
By comparison, my dick is so little that I couldn't even imagine calling mine a "cock." Nope. To call mine a "cock" would be ridiculous, wouldn't it?
"God!" I'd thought to myself. "That would be so hot, I bet! I bet Emily would *really*, really love it! Boy, do I bet she'd love, love, love getting fucked by Alex and his immense cock!"
What started as Alex's passing fantasy, it appealed to me, too--very much so. And it took root in my psyche where it bloomed and grew... and grew and grew!
Before long, it was nearly an obsession for me, to see him fuck my adorable girlfriend.
Somehow, I found a way to talk to Emily about it, first by getting her to vocalize her own interest in big cocks. Yeah, by some miracle, I got her to admit she had an interest in big cocks.
Then Emily conspired with Julia, who set Emily up as part of an exchange... You see, Julia swapped Emily as a new lover for Alex so he would release her to go black. Yeah... The group that Julia wanted to go black with, the "Black Into White" club among the 18-year-old seniors at our high school... Well, to join, a girl would have to be released by her white boyfriend. Emily was a trade to secure that release.
A lot else has happened since then. For one thing, Emily isn't my girlfriend anymore. No. Now, she and Alex are an item. They are 100% certifiably "in love."
For another, Emily and Alex fuck up a storm! Yeah... Or it would be more accurate to say that they "make love" a lot... For definitely they are in love. They have even proclaimed their love to one another, and they are not shy about it with others, either.
I'm relegated to being Emily's "backup boyfriend"--purely for social activities, she says, and purely if Alex is too busy.
And I also still have some cucky "privileges." They both still enjoy telling me about their sex life for me to masturbate to--and they even send me video and audio feeds with regularity.
Lucky for me, they share my kink--from the complementary end of things.
It brings me no pride, but my orgasms from my voyeuristic involvement with them are, alas, even stronger from when I was ever with Emily directly!
It satisfies me profoundly to hear the much more robust, animalistic, and satisfying sex that Emily has with Alex and his massive cock compared to the tame sex she had with me. Yup.
And so here we are. Many weeks since this started.
Two weeks ago, Emily--out of a combination of love and lust--had just added to the "menu" for Alex. She'd just started doing something new for him. And now we were back in the routine, just with one more trick added. That trick was rimming.
That's right. Now my ex-girlfriend would even lick, suck, and make-out with the hairy asshole of my best friend. Disgusting, poignant, erotic, and sublime all at the same time!
That gorgeous mouth! That agile multi-lingual fast-moving tongue! Those would no longer kiss me... But they were readily available for my best friend's hairy, sweaty, disgusting ass!
It was incredibly humiliating for me to listen in, hear about, or watch--but it was even more arousing. Far more arousing!
Watching Emily provide Alex a rim job was now my favorite thing to beat off to, it was so stupendous, so intense, so fantastic.
It'd been that way for a couple of weeks.
And the whole time, I had the feeling still: more is yet to come.
Yeah, there's yet more that Emily is going to give to Alex sexually. She'd hinted at it to me, and I knew in my very core that she would eventually do it.
She was going to give Alex her virgin ass. Yup, Emily was going to give Alex her virgin ass to fuck, to fuck but good!
I had all this background in mind as I settled in back then to beat off for the night.
It had reached midnight without my hearing from either of them.
This almost always meant that it was going to be a rare "off night," with neither of them reporting in. So I'd developed a habit: if it got to midnight without a report from them, I'd relax and take matters into my own hands--so to speak--relying on footage they'd sent me previously or sometimes even just re-reading older sexy text exchanges we might have had.
I'd just started beating off to some footage of the two of them fucking doggy-style when my phone buzzed. It was a text from Alex.
"Dude!" he started as he often does.
"Dude!" I replied back. It was like our handshake. "What up?"
"Well... Since I know you want to know... Tonight... tonight started off as more of the 'usual'--the ever so incredible 'usual'... the incredible sex, the crazy orgasms for both of us, a rim job for me,,, all of it... But then... then something new happened... something... totally... totally unexpected... totally... hmm, what is a good word? Yeah... totally *surreal*. 'Surreal' is a good word for it!"
As soon as I read the word "surreal," I figured it had probably happened. That Emily had probably given up her gorgeous tight little ass to him. What else, at this point, could it be? What else, at this point, was there left?
But I didn't let on. No. I knew it would be hotter to see just what Alex chose to say about it.
"Your girlfriend, your Emily..." Alex continued. "She offered me a gift... A totally unexpected gift... her last remaining... I guess there's no other word... virginity."
Even though it's exactly what I'd expected, my breath still caught in my throat.
"Yeah, she feels like I more properly devirginized her pussy, sure... but without me even asking, tonight she begged me to take her adorable tight little... ass! That delectable sweet little bottom!"
I stared at the screen. *Begged*. The word echoed in my mind. I was instantly, painfully hard, the fabric of my jeans suddenly an unbearable constraint.
"WHAT?!"
"I KNOW! She got this really serious look after her second orgasm, all flushed and glowing.... She just propped herself up on her elbows, her B-cups looking all perfect and sweaty, and she just whispered it, trembling with nervousness... 'Alex... please... please be the first... I want you to have every part of me.' Who the fuck *says* that?! Who the fuck is this girl?! I swear to God, Rob, you were hiding a sex fiend from the world for some time!"
"And, oh my God, her ass is just as sweet as her pussy--maybe even sweeter... So forbidden. So silky. Amazingly tight. And so deliciously kinky... I used a ton of lube, went super slow. She whimpered into a pillow, but pushed back against me the whole time, trying to take more. She eventually took THE. WHOLE. THING! Yeah... all eight-and-a-half inches of my thick dick! Yeah... Your ex-girlfriend's sweet little bubblicious bottom was pressed up against my stomach, and I just... I took my time. I mean... It was my first anal sex, too... It felt like I was deflowering her all over again."
"She played with her pussy the whole time I was fucking her beautiful little bottom, and in almost no time, she started to cum.... I mean, *hard*. I was just about halfway in when she started shrieking into the pillow. Her whole body shook. Her legs flailed. Her cute little toes curled. Damn--I wish I had video taped it. For all of us! But it happened so fast. Sorry, buddy."
His next message was a direct quote. Maybe it wasn't verbatim, but who cares. Just the gist of it was FAN-TAS-TIC!
"She screamed out. Man, did she scream out! 'THANK YOU, Alex! Oh my God! THANK YOU! I'm cumming! I'M CUMMING!! I'm cumming *AAAGAIN!*... IT'S SO DIRTY! I FEEL LIKE SUCH A SLUT! I LOVE IT! DON'T STOP! FUCK MY LITTLE ASS! OWN MY ASS! OWWWWNNN IIIIT!'"
My eyes were wide, my mouth agape. I had spent enough time with Emily naked that I could easily picture it: her slim back arched, her cute buttocks up in the air, her dainty limbs going every which way.
All while my best friend's thick, veiny, massively long cock thrust in and out of her tiny, most forbidden hole. While her hand flailed rapidly between her own legs.
My hand flew to my boi clit, and within a minute of making contact, I was cumming--a deep, deep shuddering orgasm that shot mostly up all the way to my face and left me breathless.
It was some time before I picked the phone back up. I needed to collect myself. When I did I read a series of texts from Alex.
"You there?"
"Bud, you there?"
"Ha! You went to beat off, didn't you?"
"Ha! I bet you're beating off! Well, who could blame you!"
"Hahaha! Alright, cucky! Let me know when you're back!"
I was a bit embarrassed that he called me out, but not very. After all, my being able to beat off to great orgasms was obviously at the center of this whole arrangement from my end! Obviously!
"Hey!" I responded when I finally came back to the phone.
"Ha! Hope you had a good beat-off, my faggot cucky little-dicked friend!"
"It probably would surprise you, Sir--but very much so! Of course very much so!"
"Good, faggot. You deserve it!"
"Thank you, Sir!" I naturally got deferential with my best friend when he called me out as a little-dicked faggot cucky. It seemed fitting, and I think we both liked it.
"You ready to hear more, faggot?"
"PLEASE!" I was not above begging if needed.
"But do you DESERVE to hear more?"
"Probably not," I conceded. "But PLEASE tell me anyway! Please tell little-dicked faggot anyway!"
"Alright! Alright! I'll take pity on you once more, dipshit. Once more. Maybe you can get a second tiny cum out of this," Alex offered. "Once your ex-girlfriend started cumming, she was insatiable...
"She started pushing back hard, forcing me deeper. 'More! Give me more! I want it all! I want all of your big cock in my ass!' She shouted."
"Yeah?" I interjected when I sensed a pause.
"So I gave it to her, faggot... I fucked your ex-girlfriend's sweet, delicious, bubblicious ass until my nuts were slapping against her adorable, plump, little ass cheeks... She was just a limp, whimpering, cummed-out and cum-filled mess by the time I was done. I pulled out and she just collapsed, completely spent."
"Wow!" I texted. "Sir, May I know more?"
"Pfffffft. I guess I should be generous, faggot, given that you sent this gorgeous woman my way, what the hell," Alex continued. "Sure... When I came, dude... Oh my fucking god... I came deep in her ass.... I pumped and pumped my sperm into her sweet little ass, and she just milked it and kept moaning 'YES! Own me, Alex! Own my ass!' Of course I responded, 'With pleasure, slut! Totally my pleasure!' And she just moaned and said 'thank you' again. Just a quiet, little 'thank you, Alex...' repeated half-a-dozen times... It was the most intimate, dirtiest, hottest thing ever in my entire life.... Did you know, not even my lusty Julia had ever even given me her ass?!"
I was dumbfounded and speechless.
Alex texted some more. "She's completely mine now, man. In every single way. Every hole. Her whole soul. All of her... And I have you to thank. You created this, you beautiful, twisted motherfucker. You're a legend."
I slumped in my chair, my body limp, but my little boi clit rock hard again already, just minutes after cumming.
My vision went white for a moment with the start of this next wave of my arousal. My ears felt like they heard the whole world vibrating.
I didn't just feel like a cuck that night; I felt like a prophet.
I beat off to two more orgasms that night before I was able to settle down to sleep. Two more soul-quaking, body-shaking orgasms. "Yessssss!" I shouted out. "Own her ass, Alex! Own my girlfriend's hot ass! You fucking deserve her! Claim her for your own!" And then also, "Give him your tasty rear, you slut! My love! Yes! Give my best friend your last and final frontier! Give him the hole you would never give to me! Make his ownership complete! FUCK! Yeaaaaahhh! Yyyyeesssssss!! Arggggghhhhhhhhh! Unggggggghhhhh! Oh, fuck! YYYYYESSSSSSSSS!"
We had crossed a frontier I hadn't even imagined would be possible, and I was the one who had drawn the map.
This time, Emily's video didn't arrive for a few days.
"I needed some time to edit this for you, faggot cucky," she explained. "I think you'll be happy with it! Yes, I do!"
There's really no way to say with ordinary adjectives just how amazing it was.
It was like filet mignon compared with stale bread. It was like sex with someone you love versus a ruined hand job from an ugly girl. It was like going on a trip to Paris versus visiting the city sewage plant
It was simply unbelievable, like a slice of heaven made tangible.
The eroticism of seeing my first love give up her tasty virginal ass--and at her own initiative!--to my best friend and his massive cock, was simply out of this world.
The video was totally true to how Alex had described it.
Emily had orgasmed a ton.
She had *begged* for him to get it all inside her.
My mistress *did* take him balls deep.
And it absolutely was the most erotic scene I ever possibly could have imagined.
I was so turned on, I masturbated to orgasm not just twice that night. Not just three times, but a full four times, suppressing myself from yelling out too loudly. "YES! FUCKING TAKE HER ASS, ALEX! TAKE HER! OWN HER FUCKING ASS, MY FRIEND! OWN MY LOVE'S FUCKING ASS LIKE YOU BOTH DESERVE! YEAAAAHH! CLAIM HER! CLAIM HER ASS FOR YOUR OWN! OWN HER! YYYEEESSSSSS!!! UNGGGGGHHHHHHH! YYESSSSS!!"
Phew! Utterly unbelievable.
My phone buzzed the next afternoon. Emily, of course. My heart hammered against my ribs as I opened it.
"Hey faggot cucky! Hope you enjoyed the video I sent! I watched it with Alex and we both agreed it came out amazing! Truly! But I have something even more special for you..."
I held my breath.
"It's that creampie I'm sure you've been dreaming of licking out of me, sucking out of me, ever so tenderly... Don't deny it... I read about it... I know it's a typical faggot cucky dream, even if you've been too shy to bring it up! Yeah, I'm on to you... Well, I've been thinking you deserve a treat... A 'thank you' for all you've done for me... So, that creampie... Yeah... You can finally have one... But no, not from my pussy... my pussy is reserved for Alex You can lick that creampie... Out. Of. My. A-S-S! Just don't tell Alex. I'll have you come over after next time I let him do me there! If. You. Are... LUH-KEY!"
My boi clit instantly went rock hard and started drooling precum.
The sheer audacity. Wowza! How brazen! How bold! DAMN! My ex-girlfriend and the one love I'd had yet in my young life... she'd just offered me intimacy with her freshly fucked ass while making me keep it secret from her new boyfriend and my best friend?! It was the most beautifully twisted thing she had ever proposed to me.
I did *not* need to think it over! It was the smallest of tiniest betrayals to my friendship. "I deserve it!" was my immediate and overpowering thought. "Especially after all I've done for him!"
"YES!" I typed back, my thumbs shaking. "PLEASE!"
"Good boy, my sweet little-boi-clitted faggot," she replied instantly. "Alex thinks he's the only one getting to claim all my holes... little does he know my favorite little-boi-clitted cucky is going to start getting cleanup duty! Yes. You. Will!"
Would you like to hear more?
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It'd been a few months now into my life, since I'd wound up my girlfriend, Emily, to go sleep with my big-cocked best friend, Alex.
Call me a masochist, if you will, but we know that the technical term is cuckold. WILLING and EAGER cuckold, it should be said.
Yeah, Alex had planted the seed of the idea by sharing that he would like to fuck my beautiful thin blonde girlfriend, but then I was the one who schemed.
By good fortune, it turned out Emily had an interest, too, in getting fucked by a really big cock, and it worked out to be not so hard to nudge her into Alex's eager arms, with his now-former girlfriend's, Julia's, help.
Now Emily was Alex's girlfriend and no longer mine, and as prior chapters have detailed, they have gone all the way and then some. Emily now even liked to rim Alex's hairy ass, and she enjoyed him fucking her in her ass, to boot!
And--just last week--Emily had gone another step, a quite unexpected step: she'd let me know that she intended to grant me "clean up privileges" from her next anal creampie.
That was five days ago now. I'd been on edge praying that each day it would happen, and the wait had been killing me. I was wound tight, incredibly tight. God, did I crave being physically intimate with Emily again--even though it would be in a demeaning manner. In fact, the demeaning, humiliating nature of it only served to make it hotter for me.
I wonder if maybe she'll even deign to stroke my little boi clit for me, for old time's sake, just to be generous. Maybe she would? God, that would be fabulous!
At last--finally!--at 11pm after five nights of waiting, I got summoned.
My phone buzzed as I had so anxiously been waiting. I'd heard from Alex in the interim, but this was my first time hearing from Emily since her offer to let me eat a hot, savory creampie from her delectable little ass, five unbelievably long days ago.
"Hi, my little-boi-clitted faggot cuck! Hello, my little-clitted Love! How have you been? Sorry that you've had to wait five days! But it's time now, though! Your best friend and his giant, delicious cock just drove away for the night... My parents are away, too, and I have not just one but two succulent, dripping creampies ready for you! Come on over! Drive carefully! Try not to let your little faggot clit go spritz before you get here! Maybe, just maybe it'll get a kiss, too!"
I just hearted her message and ran to the door. I could not believe my enormous good luck.
I knew Emily well, and she didn't have a truly mean bone in her body. If she was teasing about giving me a blowjob, that could only mean that after *months*--that's right, it had been months--of no direct sexual contact, she was intending to give me a blowjob.
Plus, the implication was two creampies. That could only mean she had decided to let me clean her pussy, too--that delicious, sweet little pussy that I missed so, so much.... Yum!
I could scarcely believe my good fortune, and my dick got immediately hard in my pants.
Shit! I knew I had to do something to calm down because my parents were awake and in the living room. Even though my dick is small, it still tented my crotch. I couldn't walk past them without them noticing it hard. I thought fast. Getting my dick to relax seemed impossible.
I settled on climbing out my bedroom window. It wasn't that hard to do. It was only half a flight off the ground.
I drove to Emily's with my heart thumping, taking extra care at every intersection. Twenty minutes later, I arrived.
I rang the doorbell, not sure what to expect. Emily hollered, "Come on in, Sweetums!" rather than opening the door. "Why?" I wondered.
I immediately saw why.
She was standing about a dozen feet back from the door. Wrapped in a pink silk bathrobe that I had given her last Valentine's Day. Her hair was up in an attractive bun.
But what really stood out?
My love's face and hair were dripping... dripping with cum--my best friend's cum!
My little boi clit sprang even harder in my pants in excitement. I thought she looked incredible! Like a modern Aphrodite, a veritable goddess of love! Anointed in "special" erotic "ointment"--aka, "my best friend's jizz." Ha!
My little boi clit vibrated in my pants. The rest of me was stunned, speechless, and even dizzy.
Emily helped me through it.
"I figured," she said, "that after so much time in relative solitude, My Love, that you might like to make out in addition to lick up my creampies, but I would need a rationale. I couldn't just have a make out session with you for no really good reason! It would be disloyal of me to Alex! But! But! I could certainly have my cucky clean the jizz off my face, right? I mean, as your Mistress, that'd be my prerogative, wouldn't it? So here we are!! Did I guess right, my sweet little faggot cucky? Would you like to lick the jizz off my face, for starters?"
I nodded meekly as Emily reached a hand out to me, which I met with my own hand.
She led me straight to her room. The room reeked of sex. Of course it did. The bed was a mess. It looked like it had just been "fucked in"--which of course it had.
"Let's sit here, my sweet!" she said, indicating the bed. "We might as well!"
She pulled me down, and then in, and then wrapped her arms around my neck as she moved in to kiss me.
My open mouth met hers--the only girl I had ever kissed so far in my young life, the love of my life to date, my best friend's girlfriend... who literally used to be mine!
For me at least, the reunion with Emily for making out was nothing less than electric. Sublime. Utterly explosive. Pure bliss!
Those lips! That sweet, delicious, and agile tongue! That adorable face!
That it was all awash also in my best friend's sperm? I scarcely noticed or cared.
I was in orbit--absolute cosmic orbit--to be making out with my love, *my* Emily, once again.
We kissed, and kissed, and kissed for a good fifteen or twenty minutes before she gave me a little gentle shove so she could speak.
"I missed you, My Love!" she said, filling me with joy and happiness. "Yes, as much as I prefer Alex as my main lover, it's true--I've missed you!"
I won't kid you, the caveated affection wasn't my favorite, but I was still more than anything euphoric from our astounding make out session.
"But!" Emily added. "Now it's time for why you're *really* here! Yeah--that's right... I want you to eat your best friend's spooge from my *ASS*--my sweet little ass that *you* were always hoping to *fuck* but never got to! Now, pull off my panties, my little faggot cucky and get busy!"
My gorgeous ex-girlfriend didn't have to ask me twice. That's for sure!
My hands trembled as I reached for the delicate lace of her panties. The fabric was warm, damp all around with the sweat of her recent exertions--and soaked at the crotch from creampies, front and back.
I peeled her panties down slowly, reverently revealing the prize I had been anxious for these past several days--and dreaming of, in secret, for weeks.
As soon as I had her panties peeled, Emily flipped herself onto her stomach so that I had access to her ass rather than her pussy.
Her ass was a masterpiece, just as I remembered it. Two perfect, petite pale globes, still bearing the faint pink handprints from Alex's earlier exertions.
Nestled between those delicious cheeks, was Emily's most forbidden hole, glistening and slightly agape from its recent thorough fucking.
A thick, pearly glob of Alex's cum was already welling up, threatening to spill over and run down her thigh.
"That's it, my sweet cucky," Emily cooed, her voice a mix of affection and command.
She shifted on the bed, lifting her hips slightly to give me better access, presenting herself to me like an offering. "Don't be shy. It's all for you. A special treat just for my most devoted little faggot."
The scent hit me then--a primal, musky cocktail of her arousal, his sweat, and the sharp, salty tang of his fresh semen. It was the smell of their union, the smell of my own delicious defeat. My little boi clit throbbed, a frantic, trapped little animal wrangling against my zipper.
I leaned in, my breath catching in my throat. I was so close I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. My tongue flicked out, tentative at first, tasting the very edge of the creampie where it met her skin. It was exactly as I'd imagined: bitter, salty, and utterly, profoundly intoxicating.
"Mmmmm, that's it," Emily sighed, a shiver running through her body. "Clean me up, Robby. Clean your best friend's cum out of my ass. Show me how much you appreciate this gift."
Emboldened by her encouragement, I pressed my face fully against her. I sealed my mouth over her still-pulsing hole and began to suck, drawing the warm, thick fluid into my mouth. It was a depraved, beautiful act. I was tasting the proof of Alex's ownership, the tangible evidence of his pleasure deep inside the girl I still loved. Each swallow was a confirmation of my new place, a surrender that felt more like victory.
I worked diligently, my tongue probing, lapping, and cleaning every last trace of him. Emily moaned softly, grinding back against my face, not with passion, but with the lazy satisfaction of a queen being attended to by her most devoted subject. When I was done, she was clean, but my face was a mess of saliva and the lingering evidence of her lover, my friend.
I pulled back, panting, my heart hammering against my ribs. I sat up next to her gorgeous prone form, desperately hoping for more.
Emily turned her over and sat up as well--with a slow, knowing smile spreading across her beautiful, cum-splattered face.
She saw the desperate hope in my eyes, the throbbing need in my pants, made plain by the spreading dark spot of precum that had seeped through.
"Oh, my sweet, sweet cucky," she whispered, her voice dripping with an earnest yet also condescending affection. "You did such a good job. You really did."
She reached over, her fingers gently tracing my jawline. "And you know what? I did promise you a little fulfillment, potentially, for your hard work, didn't I? I think maybe I implied some specially placed kisses, if I'm not mistaken, yes?"
I heard a direct question, so I knew well enough to answer. "Yes, Mistress Emily, you did."
"Well... I have good news and bad news for you on that front," my mistress--my ex-girlfriend--added.
"Oh?"
"Yes! You see, I've thought it over, and I realize that it just wouldn't be... appropriate. No, not appropriate, for me to apply my mouth to your little thing... It would just be too disloyal. So, that's the bad news, I'm afraid."
"Oh, okay, Mistress. I understand," I replied--as I did understand.
I noticed her looking at me expectantly.
"Oh... Am I allowed to ask?" I queried.
Emily nodded shyly.
"What's the good news then, Mistress, please?"
"I can play with your little thing with gloves on... Assuming you might like... *That* I can do... So long as it's through gloves! Would you like that, my sweet cucky faggot? Would you?"
"Oh, yes, Mistress! PLEASE! Your cucky faggot would be thrilled!"
"Good! I'd like to do that for you... I would... Yet... Yet... I think it'd be best if I made you *pay* for it a bit further... Made you pay homage some more to Alex... to honor him... to thank him--even though he's unaware--of his unwitting gift to you... Do you know what I have in mind for that, cucky? Can you guess?"
"I'm sorry, Mistress Emily, but no... Really, I don't!"
"Okay, well, I'll just show you then... Go fetch us a spoon from the kitchen... You know where they are!"
I raced and raced back.
Emily took the spoon from me and immediately placed it at her crotch and scooped around. She was readily able to fill the teaspoon with the creampie remnants from her pussy.
"It's very simple, my sweet faggot cucky... Eat up! Eat your friend's remaining spooge from a spoon until it's all gone!"
"Mistress, can Cucky just lick it from your pussy?"
"No! Absolutely not! Pussy is for Alex only, Cucky! And don't you forget it! Here... Swallow up!"
Emily--my beloved, gorgeous sweet Mistress Emily--then spoon fed me her creampie.
Honestly... I thought it tasted absolutely awful! It tasted bitter, and nasty, and rancid... But. But. But... At the same time I knew it was my gateway to further intimacy, so I ate that first creampie up with haste and vigor! And same for the second, third, fourth--and even the fifth and final spoonful!
Disgusting but sublime.
Yes, I hated--absolutely hated--the taste. But I loved how each spoonful got me closer to my objective: the promised gloved hand job.
"That's a good boy! Keep eating!" Emily encouraged me as she saw my revolted face with each spoonful. "You're doing a great job! You'll be done soon, cucky faggot! And then it'll be time for your 'milking.' Yup, 'milking' is what a mistress calls it, you know, when she gives her faggot cucky a hand job. It's not terribly sexual for me, is the reason!"
"Unggggghhhh!" I groaned in anticipation, as I swallowed the last little remnants of my best friend's jizz mixed with my Emily's juices from that fifth and final spoonful. "As you say, Mistress!"
"Strip your pants and underwear off, little-clitted faggot!" Emily barked. "While I go get my gloves."
I hadn't removed my clothes that fast, not ever.
I sat on her bed with my shirt on and my lower body exposed. I knew better than to take off more clothing than I was told.
"I guess you better take your shirt off, too, faggot," she quipped, as she snapped on latex gloves. "And lie back... I have a feeling this isn't going to take long, so you might as well get as relaxed as you can to try to savor it!"
Emily was right. Even though it was through latex gloves, her touch felt truly AY-MAY-ZING! Out of this world beyond. "Ah! Oooph!" I thought to myself. "Finally! Finally some sweet sublime intimacy with My Love! FUCK YEAH! Fuck, it's soooo, so good! YES!"
Emily worked my little boi clit with both hands. One hand teased my balls just the way I loved, while the other stroked my shaft every so smoothly.
Emily didn't need any lube--my precum provided plenty.
She egged me on. "There, there, my sweet faggot cucky! Does this milking feel nice? I bet you missed me, even if you are a faggot now... Didn't you? Yeah, I bet you did!"
When I managed to hold out for more than just two minutes, Emily turned it up a notch. "Better cum soon, my sweet faggot cucky... Your mistress is getting bored! It'd be a shame if Mistress stopped milking you before you came, wouldn't it? It might discourage me from milking you ever again, besides! Cum for me now, faggot... Cum! Cum as you visualize me getting plowed by your best friend's giant cock! Cum as you visualize Alex owning all my holes, like you never could! Cum, faggot, cum!"
And finally I did cum! I came in what felt like a dozen giant spurts. My cum covered my chest and belly and some even reached my cheeks, nose, and chin!
"Yes, Mistress! Yes!! Get fucked! Get owned! Yes, let my best friend own you, Mistress! Let him own you but good! Arrrrrghhhhhhhhhh! YYYYESSSSS! YYYYYESSSSSS! FUCK, YESSSSSSSSS!"
Emily scooped all my cum up with her gloved hands--nearly every drop--and made me lick it off her fingers. "Eat up, my little faggot... Eat up, if you ever hope to get another milking again! That's right, lick it all up!"
And I sure did! I happily obliged her!
"Thank you, Mistress," I murmured as she fed me my cum. "Thank you so much!"
"You're welcome, faggot," Emily responded. "But you know what... I'm still horny, and I bet you are, too... too bad your boi clit is too small to be useful to me... Would you like to help me with my dildo, 'Max'? It's hotter for me if you would help."
She didn't have to ask me twice, that was for sure! I was more than thrilled to use "Max" on Emily--"Max," her ten-inch dildo. It was dark brown, I noticed.
"Hmmm," I asked myself, "I wonder if this portends adventures to come?"
Emily came incredibly hard when I used Max on her. Even her screaming orgasms together with Alex paled by comparison. It was incredible to be a part of it. And, yeah, it definitely made me wonder more... Is my ex-girlfriend getting ready to go black? To go black with really, really big black cock? Sure seems so!
"Yes!" she screamed again and again as she came. She had me use "Max" on her for two screaming, big cums. "Sooooo fucking good! Fuck me with that big black cock, faggot! YYYYESSSSSS! Fuck me so good! Fuck me so deeeep! AY-MAY-ZING! Aw, God! Unnnghhhhhh! Yyyyesss! Oh, I love it! Please keep fucking me! Deeper! Yeah! Deeeeeeper! ARGHHHHHH! UNGHHH!!"
Naturally, I got super turned on again myself from servicing her with the dildo.
Emily was extra kind, and she serviced me again, too!
"Aw!" she said. "Poor little faggot cucky! Is that your eensy, weensy little hard boi clit all excited again? Hmmm.... I guess I can help you out a little bit one more time... You can milk yourself this time, though, while I just relax and play with your little nutsack a bit... I'm tired, and that should be plenty for you, I think!"
"Whatever you say, Mistress!" I responded obediently.
God, was her touch amazing. Emily really knew exactly how to touch me. And after just another few minutes, I blew a load even bigger than the first one.
"You know what to do, faggot!" Emily instructed. "But I'm tired. You can scoop it off yourself this time and eat it... Go ahead now!"
I eagerly complied.
My jizz didn't taste good to me, but I knew that being obedient was my best bet to getting an encore performance--and repeated "access" to Emily again was what I craved more than I was going to let eating some more cum bother me a little bit. Especially since it was only my own.
As I soon after drove myself home, I couldn't believe how good I had just had it: My most perverted kink of being a cuckold was still being indulged--and now also some real, if constrained, intimacy had been restored with the love of my life thus far.
I felt like such the lucky guy. And with my dick so well drained, I felt incredibly relaxed, to boot.
I was a lucky faggot cuckold, indeed.
Very lucky.
"Should I tell my best friend about our betrayal?" I asked myself. "Nahhh... I deserve this. Fuck him. I gave him Emily to begin with. This isn't too much for me to get back. Nope. No sir. Tough shit for Alex."
Would you like to hear more?
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The next few weeks were a blur of sublime satisfaction. I continued as a cucky as before, but my Emily also granted me cleaning privileges along with her ever so generous milkings of my little boi clit. Rather, about half the time she milked me; the other half, she would just tickle my nuts while I milked myself.
Either way, I loved it and was incredibly grateful!
Emily's pace for our encounters together was about weekly--immensely satisfying for me, especially compared to when she'd first started fucking my best friend, when I had no such "privileges."
I was in heaven. The best of all possible worlds! The eroticism of our kinky lifestyle together with the intimacy of my love's weekly touch.
It was totally sublime, and I was in orbit with how satisfied and fulfilled I felt.
I thought this was it. My equilibrium. My final form.
I was wrong.
The first tremor came late on a Tuesday night. My phone buzzed, not with the usual playful emoji or the delayed gratification of an evening report, but with a frantic, repeated buzzing that vibrated through my desk. It was Alex. My blood ran cold. He never texted or called this late unless something was wrong. This was a phone call--truly unusual.
"Alex? What's up? Is everything okay?"
"It's happened, Rob!" His voice was a panicked whisper, high and tight, cracking with an emotion I couldn't immediately place. It was more than panic; it was a raw, wounded disbelief.
"What's happened? What are you talking about? Is it Julia?"
"It's Emily, Rob! It's Emily! I can't... oh, fuck, I can't believe it," he stammered, and I could hear him pacing on the other end of the line. "I mean, Julia going black... we knew that was coming, right? She was always talking about it, that 'broadening her horizons' shit. We saw that coming a mile away. I even accepted it! But... Emily. *My* Emily, Rob! She became my girlfriend! You know that! Not just on the side, not just for fucking... she was my girlfriend! And now... she's gone black, too! She's left me, Rob, just like Julia before her!!"
The words hit me like a physical blow. *My girlfriend.* The possessiveness in his voice, the raw, unfiltered claim, was like a knife in my gut. He was right, though. They'd even made it official--and very quickly at that!
It asked a lot of me to expect me to be sympathetic now that Alex had also apparently been cucked--cucked *again* by BBC.
Somehow, I managed to rise to the occasion--I guess because I was so at peace deep inside with how I had facilitated Alex and Emily becoming an item. Yeah, deep inside, I really was fully at peace with it.
"Wow!" I said. "Are you really sure? I mean, Emily seemed so into you. I never would have expected this to happen. Are you sure it did?"
"Yeah, Bro! Yes, I'm sure! Here... Gimme sec, I'll forward you the note she sent me!"
A moment later, the screen shots started coming, shots of Emily's note to Alex. She wrote quite a bit!
"Dear Alex,
I hope your debate tournaments went well. [Alex was just back from several.] I bet you did an amazing job, as usual!
I hope you won't be too upset, nor too surprised, but I did get up to some mischief while you were away for a whole week. I went with Julia to go hang out with her new crew, the 'Black Into White' guys, at Quentin's place.
I'm sorry, but it was too tempting for me to resist. For months now, Julia has been regaling me with tales about how amazing big black cocks are, how it's a world--no... a 'galaxy'!--better than sex with white bois with tiny little dicks... Even than white bois with a decent size cock, like you do definitely have. Again and again I told her, 'no thanks,' that I was happy with you--even 'in love' (VERY much in love!)--but she was unrelenting about how I would fall in love with BBC maybe even faster than I fell in love with you, and your quite lovely cock.
For weeks and weeks I resisted her... Well, until this Friday night while you were away.
You take a big risk leaving a girl like me alone for a week, you realize? Well--you realize it now! Ha!
So, on Friday, I went with Julia to hang with the 'Black Into White' guys... And I had an experience that I can only summarize as... totally surreal and utterly out of this world.
Julia was right. Beyond right.
BBC astounded me. Getting BBC in my mouth, pussy, and A-S-S even! -- in all my holes!--was... a revelation!
It was every bit as stunning, and then some, as sex with you compared with sex with Rob. It only took my very first time, with one of the big-cocked guys, Kevon. He's an inch-and-a-half longer than you and also a good deal wider... Oh my God, Alex!! I felt like I'd gone to another level of heaven--similar to how I felt when you and I first made love!
And I knew right then and there that even though I would always be fond of you--and love you as a... well, as a friend... that my main *love*--and the center of my sex life--was going to be big black cock going forward.
I've joined the 'Black Into White' movement as one of their 'fulltime white sluts'--alongside our friend.
I realize that this might break your heart, Alex--and maybe yours, too, Rob.
I'm sorry. Truly.
But I hope you'll consider my offer to be my next... well, to be my cucky. Rob can still be, too! You bois (that's how the black guys say to refer to you!) and your tiny white dicks can be my cuckies together--my celibate cuckies. And Julia's, too... If you are strong enough. If your egos can take it. I know it will turn you both on no end--of that I am certain!
Give it some thought and let me know by Thursday--and ask Rob and have him let me know by Thursday, too. It's a group invite. If you two aren't up for it, Julia and I will probably find some new white bois to serve us, as Quentin and their friends like their white sluts to have cuckies to help look after them.
But in the meantime, tell me this much--and have Rob tell me, too--start a group chat for us also with Julia: Did reading this get your little white boi clits hard?
I'm sure it did, but I still want to read you confess it. Admitting how you really feel, deep down inside--it's the start for your new life.
Yeah, Alex--I realize that's going to be an adjustment for you--thinking of even your dick as a 'little boi clit.' But that's what it is in comparison to a glorious ten, eleven--or even twelve!--inch beautiful immense black COCK! That's right, Alex, even your dick is a little white penis to me now!
Oh--and thank you both, by the way, my Sweets! If it hadn't been for this scheme that you cooked up--having me fuck you and your relatively decent-size boi clit--I never would have worked up the confidence to go Black! So I owe it all to you and Rob! THANK YOU! Forever, thank you!
The Black guys by the way... they all said they've been 'waiting to tap' me... They 'knew I'd be a really hot fuck'... but they knew it was important to wait until I had enough confidence... So *DOUBLE* thank you, Alex--and to Rob, too--for building my confidence.... Extra double thank you!!
Xo--but not on the mouth!-- Emily
PS: You should forward this to Rob-- he deserves to learn about it in my own words."
Well, you know what they say: What goes around, comes around.
It looked like I was going to have a "cucky buddy" going forward. Yessir.
I felt a certain smug schadenfreude at my best friend's misery, I'll admit.
And, more than that, my little boi clit sprung to rock hardness just part way into reading Emily's scorching hot letter. And by the time I was done with it, I was oozing precum. My pants had a big wet spot even. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "She's even gone black! Fuck! I hope I get to watch her in action! DAMN! This is incredibly, incredibly H-O-T! YES!"
A moment later, Alex sent me Emily's PPS.
"PPS: You teeny white beta cucks are going to love this... The 'Black Into White' BBC studs have a rule... Any white girl who wants to fuck them more than six months has to quit birth control altogether... Julia's due to flush her pills NEXT WEEK! If you play your cards right, you can watch me flush mine six months from now... Yeah, that's right... We're both going to become Black *BREEDING* sluts!"
Shit! That was going to be AY-MAY-ZING to see! Fuck! I could hardly wait!
I dropped the phone to go beat off before I even worried about replying to my frazzled friend.
I imagined myself in the room with Kevon and Emily, cheering her on, as he plundered her missionary--his cock fully impaled inside her, her limbs wrapped around his back, his tongue possessing her mouth.
I milked my little boi clit as I yelled out: "Yes, My Love! Take him deep! Take that black cock all the way deep, my love! Show him what a slut you are! Take him deep! Take that immense black cock balls-fucking-deep! Let him ruin you, My Love! YES! Let him ruin your pussy! UNGGHH! Let him ruin you for whites! YES! FUCK!! YES! ARGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHH! UNNNNNNGHHHHHHH! YYESSSSSSSS!"
I had one of the best cums of my life, for sure!
God, I sure hoped she would let me see her in action! Fuck, yeah! That was something I *desperately* wanted to see!
Would you like to hear more?
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CHAPTER 1 - OUR JOURNEY BEGINS!
-------------------------------------
"My sweet Cucky," my adorable blonde wife of four years addressed me, as I chauffeured us across town. She could see I was apprehensive and to my surprise tried to comfort me. She noticed that I had just glanced at her positive ovulation test that was in her lap. Master Malcolm had commanded that we bring it with us and, to be honest, I think Melodie was enjoying brandishing her fertile status to me as we drove to meet him.
"Relax," she said, "We're not rushing into this. We have both thought long and hard about how badly we want this. You have allowed me to train you for a year towards this, towards consummating Master Malcolm's ownership of us both, towards us both being black-owned, towards you being celibate for women and me being black-only, towards me being bred by Malcolm and any other Black men that he may later choose... towards me being bred *only* ever by Black men. You've had numerous outs, and at each turn, you've decided to endure yet another 'step of acceptance' rather than to pivot away from this."
Melodie reached over and toyed with my obvious if small hard-on through my pants as I struggled to focus on the road.
"See," she added, "Your little faggot clit knows what it wants! You can't wait to see me black-fucked! You can't wait to take off my dress and panties--to see how soaked they are--and to give me to our new owner and his gorgeous giant black cock! You can already smell how turned on I am! This car reeks of my pussy, doesn't it? You can't wait to see our new Master stretch my pussy and ruin it for you and any other white boi clits. You can't wait to see him resize my vagina for good. You can't wait to see him take my virgin ass. You can't even wait to suck his cock clean after he fucks me the first time--I am *certain*--and then again after he fucks my virgin ass... You're looking forward to him fucking your face and your throat. Cleaning his cum from my pussy and ass will be your first intimacy with my body in months--I'm sure you can't wait for that either! But... Most of all... You can't wait to see Master Malcolm *breed* me. You're such a pervert that you can't wait to see our new Master knock me up even though you never have... even though you *never* will."
Melodie was 100% accurate in everything she said, and my rock hard little "faggot clit"--sometimes also called my "boi clit"--and blushing face admitted as much to her right then.
We were on our way to our friends', Dan's and Allison's, house, where we were going to give Melodie over for black ownership, for black only, and for black breeding--and Master Malcolm would own me, as well. You read that right. We were going for the interracial cuckolding trifecta--"only," "ownership," and "breeding." It was really a "quadfecta" when you counted the "husband ownership" as a key feature. Allison and Dan had the privilege of being an additional audience since they had been instrumental in our recruitment.
This "quadfecta" was what Master Malcolm required of any new white couple under his dominion: Complete dominance and ownership from the start of his physical involvement.
Any gradualism had to be *before* Master Malcolm started to have sex with a white married slut or her cuck.
He literally would not lay a hand sexually on a white woman unless she had already promised him such total and permanent ownership--and gotten her husband on board, to boot.
It was an impressive, intense, and commanding approach, that's for sure.
Malcolm was one of just a handful of BBC studs in our city who could demand these terms, so far as we knew--and it was because of his amazing reputation as an extraordinarily well-hung, handsome lover and an intuitive, demanding Master.
It was as simple as the laws of supply and demand. Nowadays, lots of sexy young white couples craved a Black Master of Malcolm's stature, and there were many fewer Masters available than were in demand. So of course he could command the terms that he so wished.
I was to be owned as well as Melodie. No part of our bodies were to be off limits for Malcolm... nor for anyone Black to whom he might choose to offer us. The only promise to us was that we would not be physically harmed. We could be marked as well as outed publicly. If our careers were impacted adversely, the very wealthy Master Malcolm would make up any financial shortfall--at least "adequately," he promised--even on a permanent basis.
Melodie was nearly a virgin so far as Malcolm was concerned--and as he required. She'd never had a "real" cock before--never a big black cock; her rear entry was totally unexplored; and she'd never been pregnant before, either.
Ownership was also to be permanent. If--or more likely, when--Malcolm eventually got bored with us, he would barter us to another Black Master for whatever they might agree to. Since Malcolm was both wealthy and skilled at attracting new couples, he had no need to barter an owned white couple like us for significant value. Yet it was a point both of pride and of sensuous dominance for Master Malcolm that we agreed never to be free again but instead to be permanently black owned. In fact, apparently once Malcolm bartered a white couple for just a piece of gum. In that particular instance, the point was to humiliate the owned white slut and cuck, which I am sure was achieved.
Melodie and I had done our homework, and we assumed we *would* be marked, publicly exposed and humiliated--and lose professional status and earning potential. Our commitment to getting properly black-owned was so deep, that we were not only at peace with this, the sheer submissiveness of it added to our excitement.
Malcolm would choose when and if Melodie could use any birth control. Unsurprisingly, for starters, the orders were that there would be none. In fact, two months ago Master Malcolm ordered us to flush all of Melodie's birth control pills so that the first time he fucked her we could--and would--time it for her fertile time, and with her system clear of any contraceptive residue that might harm Malcolm and Melodie's offspring.
Malcolm liked the "shock and awe" approach of breeding a new white slut immediately for multiple reasons. First of all, it added drama, excitement, and satisfaction for him, the slut, and the cuckold to start off with "repro" sex between him and the slut. Second, it bonded the white slut--if not the couple overall--to him more fully and fastest. Third, as soon as he knew his seed had succeeded, Malcolm could start sharing the slut--imminently Melodie--with his buddies, secure in the knowledge that her first Black baby would be Malcolm's own, and not some other Black guy's.
After their first child together, Malcolm most certainly would offer Melodie fertile and unprotected to other Black men for breeding. The fact that we had no control whatsoever over who would breed her was fabulously arousing to both Melodie and me. She was going to be a totally owned breeding slut, in every sense of the term--and so long as I was obedient, it was promised that I would be allowed to watch. It was sublime.
Malcolm had us on a live feed to the Internet--only our faces not showing--as he had first Melodie and then me popping her pills slowly into the toilet, counting up until 60. He had commanded that I eat a few of them just for his jollies, as well. I did NOT feel well the next day, to say the least.
We had heard from Allison that even though Malcolm intended to spare her this humiliation, he was going to require us to introduce him to our families at Melodie's first baby shower as "our owner and Melodie's breeder." That our families would be horrified was titillating to think about!
How did we get to this point? The same way as any number of other modern couples is my guess: Initial recruitment followed by lots of psychosocial engineering.
About a year-and-a-half ago, we had first met Malcolm casually at a holiday party thrown by our good friends Allison and Dan. Malcolm liked us as "potential property" right away, we later learned. He was especially taken with Melodie's cute and innocent all-American "girl next door" good looks (blonde hair, blue eyes, button nose, cute mouth), coupled with her fabulous figure--34C-24-36--and outstanding medium-size bubble butt.
Melodie's butt is especially amazing. The perfect mix of muscle and fat. And--for better or worse--she'd worn tight-fitting jeans at the party where we first met Malcolm, so he'd gotten a really good solid look at it.
He also liked our personalities, and that we were straightforward, clean-cut people. We were, and are, good conversationalists, and while we obviously didn't know many Black people, we didn't come across as racist or stuck up. Highly exciting to Malcolm, we also seemed to be the kind of relatively naive, straight-laced folks who probably never before considered anything extramarital--never mind becoming interracial submissives to a Black Master like him! Not until Malcolm put things in motion, that is.
We didn't know at the time of the party, but then Master Malcolm did own Dan and Allison already. However, privately he was tired of them, and he was not planning on fighting Allison's idea to relocate for her career in about a year. So, he ordered Allison and Dan to recruit us to replace them, as a condition of him supporting their move. They had known from the start that this type of effort could be required of them, and they obediently got to work recruiting us on Malcolm's behalf to become his next fully-owned white sex slave couple.
While he still owned Allison and Dan, Malcolm was spending more time with another couple he simultaneously owned, Vanessa and Pete, and Allison was getting fucked mostly by Malcolm's pals at this point--pals who also put Dan's face and throat to good use, apparently, as well.
Allison and Dan were also on call to entertain Black men visiting our town on business and lonely, if they were in Malcolm's extended network. We heard that Allison found it especially satisfying to slake the hunger of a strange, new big black cock in her pussy--especially if the stud simultaneously claimed her mouth aggressively with his tongue. She loved being an attractive white slut to some new hung black man for a night, a weekend, or a week.
Malcolm knew from his considerable experience that we could take about a year to prepare, so he set Allison and Dan to task right away after meeting us.
Dan started talking to me, and simultaneously Allison got talking to Melodie.
Allison told Melodie about how much more fulfilling a lover Malcolm was than Dan had ever been. More than "a thousand times more gratifying," was some of her specific wording, I was told. Allison also recounted that Dan loved to watch Malcolm pleasing her in ways that Dan never could, and that Dan learned to enjoy paying homage to Master Malcolm's giant phallus through blow jobs and getting face-fucked. Dan had even learned to enjoy the humiliation and submission of rimming Malcolm's sweaty Black ass on command, Allison said.
Dan told me the mirror image of the same things. He told me how incredible it was to watch Allison taken to sexual nirvana, a "galaxy beyond" anything that he, Dan, could provide, and how he, Dan, had enjoyed embracing his submissive side and becoming bisexual for Malcolm's "hypnotically enticing" massive black cock. I asked Dan if he was all-around bisexual at this point, and he said, no, that "little white dicks held no interest at all"--only "gorgeous giant black cocks" were sexy to him.
Soon, Dan's and Allison's sex life, as the property of Master Malcolm, came up for conversation when all four of us were out to dinner together, and everyone could tell that especially Melodie was energized and engaged by the topic. My feelings were a little hurt by her enthusiasm, but I also understood. Though tall and nice looking, I'm a bookish man, and my five-inch dick is nothing to shout about. Melodie's body is much closer to the ideal for women than my academic-style body is for men. So I could see how it would be so arousing to Melodie to explore "trading up" on the physical side of things.
Melodie seemed to think it was only fair for her to be allowed to trade up physically. She said as much to me several times. I'm not sure if she noticed, but this always gave me a hard-on to hear about.
Allison and Dan guided us step-by-step.
Every week, they lent us new interracial videos to watch before making love. These gradually became increasingly themed around Black domination and white submissiveness. Many of the white couples featured even looked like Melodie and me. Allison was in several videos, always orgasming her heart out, while Dan was enjoying black cock alongside her. Malcolm appeared in several. He was as impressive as any professional porn star.
It should have been obvious that the videos were orchestrated to seduce Melodie and me down the Black ownership path, but in the early weeks, we kept telling ourselves and each other that it was only fantasy material.
After we had been watching the videos for several weeks, next came dildos that were modeled after big black cocks--embarrassingly, passed by Dan to me to give to Melodie. Melodie loved these more than I had expected she would! It was humiliating for me, but it was even more sexy to see how Melodie would writhe in pleasure from getting fucked with a variety of big black dildos--the smallest of which seemed twice as long and twice as thick as my own dick, of course.
Melodie looked so gorgeous with a big black phallus jamming in and out of her petite frame, plunging in and out of her formerly little pussy, stretching her pussy a little more each time.
I was surprised at how deep Melodie could get a dildo inside her vagina. It was only a few sessions before Melodie got "Max"--the nickname for her biggest and favorite dildo--balls deep.
While she started to crave an even bigger dick, she said, she had promised Allison and Dan--and relayed word to Malcolm--that "Max" would be her biggest dildo.
Max was shaped like Malcolm's cock, but an inch shorter and a couple of millimeters thinner, Allison let us know. This would keep Melodie "virgin enough" for Malcolm's cock, for "when the time is right," Melodie teased.
It was easy to imagine how amazingly sexy Melodie would be getting fucked by a real live Black man. I started to daydream frequently about Melodie making love--sometimes gentle and sometimes rough--with Malcolm and other Black men. It was hard to keep it from my mind even when I was at work.
Soon, I realized that Melodie was masturbating more than ever. She used to masturbate only occasionally, was my impression. But now, with Max, it was daily. She left the evidence in plain view, and she even would tell me when I got home after work how great her cumming "from Max" had been while I was gone that day.
Fucking between Melodie and me soon became a rarity. Our twice or thrice a week sex life fell into a new routine: we would start off watching an interracial video together holding hands, followed by my using Max on Melodie, followed by Melodie giving me a hand job.
It was painfully obvious that Melodie's orgasms from Max, the dildo, were stronger (and louder) than any she had ever had during lovemaking with me. It was a bit depressing--but it was also very satisfying to see her consistently brought to this new, much higher level of sexual satisfaction. I love Melodie deeply. Seeing her more satisfied truly gratified me as well.
Being limited to hand jobs was exciting for me at first. After all, hand jobs meant I now had lower status in our sexual relationship. And lower status meant I was just like all the husbands in the incredibly hot interracial videos we were constantly watching.
However, after a couple of months, I did develop some ambivalence about being limited to handjobs *all* the time. So I tried to get Melodie to have sex with me again. I started to climb between her legs one night after using Max on her. To my initial shock, she gave me a small shove and said, "Absolutely not, Rob! Can't you get a clue? We are *done* having sex. You are my cuckold now, Rob! You're my *celibate* little cuckold!"
With that, she pushed me more firmly away and clarified for me that she was on her way to becoming black-only with real live black alpha studs, such as Malcolm, that we were getting ready for that.
No, her going black for real was not going to be only a fantasy forever. She was firm.
I would join her on the journey, Melodie said, or we would part ways.
She said that she wanted to become Malcolm's next owned white woman, for when Allison and Dan moved away.
Melodie preferred that I become "owned" along with her, but that she had her mind set to do it anyway.
I was flabbergasted, but after I took a beat, I did notice that my little boi clit--all thin five inches of it--was still hard and, in fact, harder than ever. I'm sure that Melodie noticed, too. Her eyes glanced briefly at my crotch. For some reason she didn't say anything just then.
I pointed out to Melodie that she needed me as her cuckold or Malcolm wouldn't have her. She quickly retorted that she could find a replacement white cuck to be owned together with her in about two days if needed!
I thought "two days" was an exaggeration--but in my heart I knew it was pretty close.
I slept in the guest room for a few nights, of my own volition.
I moped. I drank some.
I tried reasoning with Melodie that it was just a fantasy for me, but she was insistent.
I even spoke with a therapist, who rightly told me there was no knowable right answer for what I should do.
Every night, I had erotic dreams about Melodie and Malcolm fucking.
I tried to wish them away as unimportant, but of course the opposite was true. Rather, they were telling.
In the end, Melodie prevailed on me to stay together--if you could call what she had in mind "together."
I told myself that I felt too connected to her to move on. If I'm honest, however, it was as least as much the *huge* turn-on of visualizing Melodie getting black fucked and black owned. My dreams of watching Melodie with Malcolm revealed my true feelings.
The part about Melodie turning *only* black and breeding only black only was something that I wrangled with.
It was a turn on, yes, but I had been looking forward to having kids of my own. I had feelings of loss to work through.
I was less worried about being denied Melodie's vagina and other openings--I had gotten acclimated to those losses.
Melodie helped me get through my sadness about not having kids that were mine biologically. She promised me--as did Master Malcolm--that I would be the kids' main Dad and Malcolm "their bio Dad." I would get to raise them and teach them.
Somehow I made peace with this idea-- probably because the turn on was so compelling, but also because my wife was so keen and set on this path.
My wife was determined only to be black-bred. You can't really argue with a woman about how she wants to be mated, can you? I certainly didn't think so.
I think I knew that my kids would likely look up more to their impressive bio Dad. But how could I expect my beloved wife to have other than her mating preference?
Malcolm promised her and me also that he would only mate her with strong, smart, handsome, successful Black men. It would be him, or someone else of excellent caliber... Unless we disappoint him, that is... A risk that, frankly, excited us both. Talk about your Master being powerful!


I was also ambivalent about the bisexual aspect of things. However, that was another way in which all the videos we were watching were helpful.
I saw how much white guys who looked a lot like me seemed to enjoy serving black cock. I realized that, after all, I probably would enjoy paying homage to black cocks, too.
So after a few weeks of sulking, arguing, and fussing, finally I agreed. I said that I thought I could try being totally black-owned together and her being black-bred. Melodie said that was good enough for her--for now.
For several weeks we resumed our routine of me using Max on her for her orgasms and Melodie then masturbating me. I would ask her when we were going to go black in real life, and she would say vaguely, "one day, Honey, when I feel it's best!"
I started to hope that perhaps the day would never come. I got comfortable with how things were.
The status quo was not to last, however.
Abruptly or so it seemed, Melodie started wearing a latex glove when she gave me handjobs. I got annoyed. But she reminded me that when we did become black-owned for real, she wasn't going to be allowed to touch my dick except on special occasions, not even with a glove on. Her gloved hand jobs would get me more used to my being on my own.
Begrudgingly, again, I went along with it. My wife's explanation was reasonable enough, I told myself. Again, I didn't really seem to have any say--and I definitely could not imagine leaving my adorable wife. After all, I loved her to the moon, and she had already gained my agreement that we would as a couple one day both be black owned!
Also, at this point I was profoundly craving watching Melodie getting fucked by a real big black cock.
I craved watching her get black fucked more than I had ever wanted anything before.
I absolutely *had* to watch it happen. I wanted--no, I *needed*--to watch her getting black fucked again and again.
I really had gotten fully programmed into being a submissive white cuck.
For a significant part of my psyche--some perverted, submissive, insecure, and subservient slice of my mind--the idea that my adorable blonde wife, married just four years, only thirty-years-old, scarcely fucked by anyone before we met... The idea that she was going to get black fucked, go black only, and even breed black only was an exceptional, incredible turn on!
Even though it was humiliating and scary, I could visualize how hot and sexy my wife would be if Max were Malcolm's live big black cock, attached to his big, brawny, handsome black physique!
It was a smoking hot idea!
The two of them fucking would easily be hotter than any of the porn we were so enjoying together, because it would star my own sexy little Melodie!
My wife from real life would become my personal live-action porn star--and in the scenes I most dreamed about seeing!
The fact that access to this show would also require me to be a groveling submissive to her handsome black Master had also become a turn-on, even though I avoided admitting it out loud.
I had grown secretly to love the idea that I would have to make love to Master Malcolm's cock and to be face-fucked and throat-fucked by it, as well. That I might get butt-fucked was a subject of ambivalence, and something that I just tried to put out of my mind.
Soon, Melodie continued to guide me through more "steps of acceptance," as she called them. Apparently this was a phrase she had learned from Allison, as Allison had learned from Malcolm's previous white slut (and so on, back to the very beginning, however many years ago).
The very next "step of acceptance" was that I was made to masturbate myself as my only form of release. Melodie cut out her handjobs altogether. Anything more intense, such as a blowjob, was *definitely* out of the question.
After that, French-kissing, or any amorous mouth kissing even without tongue, was off limits. I really enjoyed the intimacy of kissing, so that was a tough one.
After kissing being taken away, next was any touching of her body at all, including fucking her with her dildo, Max.
She would impale herself on Max and also use a Sybian stimulation device with an attachment similar to Max.
Again, Melodie wanted to stay "snug enough" for Malcolm in real life--even though she was already stretched permanently from being a useful size for hypothetical sex with me.
Melodie ran the controls to the Sybian herself--or Allison and Dan would remote control it while Facetiming with us.
While I might enjoy touching one side or another of her pussy if by magic Melodie did deign to have sex with me, Melodie would get nothing out of it, she would taunt me.
It was one of her many taunts about how sexually useless I now was, and how erotic big black cocks and big black men are by comparison.
It turned my wife on to taunt me, and she could tell from how my dick would ooze precum through my pants, that it turned me on as well.
These various steps of acceptance played out over several months. Melodie would wait until I was relaxed about my state of deprivation and then tighten things up a notch.
After no amorous kissing and no helping her with Max, came a step I hadn't thought of: I was no longer to see her naked, nor to watch porn with her, nor even to sleep in the same bed. Melodie called it, "Cucky's listening-only step of acceptance." I could sit on a chair outside what used to be our bedroom as she watched porn and satisfied herself. Lucky for me, at least Melodie was noisy.
At first, during this difficult "step of acceptance," with no sexual contact other than my hearing her pant and scream, I was allowed to masturbate myself to orgasm every night.
But then, about a month in, Melodie found yet another level of deprivation to inflict: going forward, I was only allowed to orgasm if she yelled out "Cucky, you may orgasm now!" following her own satisfaction.
I protested this measure, to lose this autonomy over my own release. But Melodie was firm. If I did not comply, she said, then even after all this, she would go black without my being able to watch at all--she would get a different white cuckold in order to be with Malcolm or perhaps stay with me (if I was lucky) and go black with someone else beyond my presence, such as out on dates. If I wanted *ever* to see Melodie black-fucked and black-owned, I would have to go with her lead on this, too!
I couldn't imagine missing out on seeing my adorable Melodie finally get black-fucked and black-owned, not after investing in so much deprivation already. I rationalized that I was 36-years-old, and I should be able to handle skipping orgasms for the sake of marital harmony.
Little did I know what Melodie had in mind, however! This phase of my training, this "step of acceptance" went on for months! I got a bit delirious with frustration, actually, and am not even sure how many months!
Sometimes, Melodie would let me have an orgasm several nights in a row. Other times, it was every other night. And then just when I would get complacent that I would get to orgasm frequently "enough," Melodie threw me a curve ball by only letting me orgasm only after five, six, or even seven nights of going without.
I was lucky that Melodie only monitored my orgasm-deprivation through my Apple watch rather than enforcing the deprivation through the dick cages that I knew also existed.
The one-time I deliberately disobeyed Melodie and masturbated against her wishes, the Apple watch did inform her, unfortunately. Melodie deprived me of listening to her masturbate for a whole week when that happened. It was lonely for me and got me in line. Another couple of times, I had wet dreams. Those were only punished by three nights of no orgasms for me.
At some point during all this, Melodie stopped calling me by my first name, Rob, when we were at home and started calling me, Cucky, instead.
It stung at first, but then I had to admit it was true--even though I was only cuckolded by a dildo and machinery so far, I certainly was her "Cucky," fair and square!
Then, to my shame and embarrassment, Melodie started calling me "Cucky" in public and social situations.
At first it was just in front of waiters and bartenders. She'd say something like "I'll have a Chardonnay and Cucky will have whatever light beer you have on tap." The waitstaff would look shocked, and I would blush bright red and lower my head in shame.
It was also titillating to me, the exhibitionist and humiliation aspects. I would get a hard-on that Melodie might--if I was lucky--lightly tickle through my pants. Then she would mock me about how little my dick--my little "faggot clit" she started to call it--is. And she would tease me that probably she wouldn't let me have an orgasm for several days because of how pathetic my "little faggot clit" seemed. This mocking, teasing, and feminization would only turn me on more, we both realized.
Then Melodie progressed to also calling me "Cucky" in more personal, higher-stakes situations. She introduced me at her last office Christmas party to her gal pals as "my Cucky, Rob... Can you see how cute he is, and why I keep him?" We were standing talking and even so I tented my pants, to my shame. "See his cute little tent, friends? That's his little faggot boi clit in there!" she would say, before revealing yet more. "I'm training him to keep me company for when we both get black owned soon. If he's lucky, he might get to hold my hand as I get impregnated by a huge, handsome Black Adonis! Afterwards, he gets to suck the big black cock clean. If he does an excellent job, we might let him masturbate his little clit... It will depend on our Black Master's mood." I looked at the floor but even so my clit hardened even more.
Not satisfied with my high level of embarrassment, Melodie then commanded me to look each of the four women in the eye, and in turn tell them why I was so excited to be giving her up to Master Malcom. "She's going to look so incredible with his huge BBC in her," I told Mandy. "It'll be hot to see her have the best orgasms of her life," I told Rochelle. "Licking his cum from her pussy will be the first time I will be touching her there in almost a year," I told Evelyn. And, finally, to Christine, "I can't imagine anything hotter than giving up Melodie to being permanently black-owned and exclusively black-bred." My clit oozed precum in my pants throughout, and the women noticed the dark spot that developed and laughed at me. I had mixed emotions. Yes, it hurt a little, but it was also poignantly exciting.
Out at lunch with her younger sister and our brother-in-law, Melodie also started to call me "Cucky." The first time they looked puzzled but the second time, they must have looked up the word, as they failed to suppress laughing at me out loud. While I blushed in shame, I noticed that my faggot clit got hard anyway. That I got hard, only added to my internal sense of humiliation. When Melodie proceeded to divulge that we were going to become black owned and how she could "barely wait to be mated with a real man," I nearly choked on a bite of food but also I felt precum again ooze from my clit.
I learned that calling me "cucky" more and more, referring to my "clit" more often, and getting me used to public humiliation--these were further "steps of acceptance" that Melodie had been taught by Allison.
Finally, after about a year of training, Melodie laid out yet one more "step of acceptance" and training. "Cucky," she said, "You've been a real trooper this past year as I've been training us both towards being black owned. You have only one more 'step of acceptance' before we're both going to get black owned! You have to be trained to worship big black cock, to suck it, to allow it to face fuck you, to allow BBC to throat fuck you. You even have to be conditioned so that you are comfortable cumming when you're sucking on BBC or being face- and throat-fucked by it. Malcolm tells me he will probably ass-fuck you before long so that you fully understand your low status, but he wants to be the first person or thing to enter and claim your rear hole, so it isn't a preparatory step."
"Because you're completely new to sucking cock, Malcolm requires you to be trained up before he can be bothered to claim us as his pets," Melodie continued. "For however many days it takes, he's going to send his friends and associates over here to train you on worshipping BBC... This 'step of acceptance' will continue until you can deepthroat a BBC and also happily cum while doing so... And it starts in ten minutes!"
My training as a BBC face slut and throat slut went surprisingly smoothly. I was eager, and I could tell it went a lot faster than my wife or Master Malcolm were expecting. I'm embarrassed to admit it, but I enjoyed it quite a bit!
Melodie noticed how well I took to worshiping massive black cocks, and before long she was teasing me that I was her "secretly gay cucky" because I seemed to have my best orgasms of all time with a black dick deep in my throat and gagging me.
CHAPTER 2 - OUR BIG NIGHT FINALLY ARRIVES!
-------------------------------------
After a mere three weeks of my sucking BBC and being aggressively throat fucked, Melodie and I found ourselves in the car at last, on our way to Allison's and Dan's and ready to be claimed by Master Malcolm. "Claiming" is what Master called it, the event and process where he would finally take ownership of us.
Finally, after about a year of preparation and countless "steps of acceptance," I was going to get to see Melodie consummated into total Black ownership. She would be taken to sexual nirvana and *fully* claimed by our amazing, gorgeous, and potentially permanent Black Master Malcolm. He would almost certainly breed her in this first encounter. And my own ownership would be consummated through cock sucking and pussy cleaning--as well as my lips and tongue cleaning both Melodie's and Malcolm's asses. I was almost shaking with anxiety, anticipation, humiliation, and excitement.
After a car ride that seemed to last forever but in reality was only thirty minutes, we arrived at our friends', Allison's and Dan's, place.
My little five-inch boi clit was rock hard and oozing precum, I was so excited.
Melodie's pussy was already excited as well--clearly, it was wet. In fact, she had to be soaking.
I could smell her aroused pussy so, so strongly in the car. That of course meant my wife was already immensely excited also.
"Good! That's as it should be!" I thought to myself. "A white wife--MY super-adorable white wife--SHOULD be excited beyond belief when she's about to get black-owned and black-bred!"
The excitement of turning my cute little blonde Melodie over for blacking, black-only, black ownership, and black breeding at our first meeting with Master Malcolm--the excitement had been building for months. For her and for me.
I was going to get blacked, too. I was going to have to service Master Malcolm however he required as well.
Melodie was going to have to give up her anal virginity to Master Malcolm as well as give up her pussy for ownership and to be bred.
It was what the interracial sex community would call the white couple's "quadfecta": the woman being black-only, black-owned, black-bred--plus on top, the husband black-owned as well.
We were going to go directly from our teasing and warm ups at home, from my wife withholding from me and taunting me, right into the quadfecta with our BBC initiation. With Melodie fertile, for good measure.
While I'd already given a good number of BBC blowjobs as a "credibility check" for Malcolm, Melodie still hadn't gotten any black cock at all--nothing beyond plastic dildos, that is.
Melodie was heading into tonight a complete BBC virgin--her dildos definitely didn't count.
The idea was that hopefully Melodie would get bred her first time even meeting Malcolm.
As I mentioned before, this was the approach that Malcolm required. And we were both excited to yield to it!
Malcolm was one of the most sought-after black masters in our area, and this was the only way he would agree to black a new couple: the shock-and-awe immediate quadfecta approach!
Melodie, by the way, is quite the cutie, let me remind you. While she isn't some ultra-tall sleek model, she's incredibly attractive overall. I don't think I have a single friend who wouldn't like to fuck my adorable wife if given the chance.
Me, Rob? I'm a nice looking 5'11" 36-year-old white guy, with a pretty good build. Successful. Earn a good living. And I have a nice personality with a good sense-of-humor. My biggest shortcoming is exactly that, a shortcoming. I have a small white-guy five-inch little dicklet that sometimes I feel barely qualifies as a "penis"--and certainly that's how my beautiful wife now feels about my teensy weiner.
Melodie teases me nowadays that I have a "faggot clit"--useful just for my own pleasure--similar to how her regular, female clit is for her pleasure. Definitely my penis isn't a cock! Not even a dick. Maybe a "dicklet." But, most often, my wife calls my penis simply my "boi clit," "faggot clit," or just my "clit."
On the way over to meet Master Malcolm for the first time, Melodie taunted me as she showed me her positive ovulation test and talked about how excited she was to be black owned and bred after all these months of psychologically preparing ourselves for it.
Finally we arrived at Allison's and Dan's nice, suburban home.
We walked up to the door. I was a little embarrassed as my pants were visibly tented in front by my hardon, and I even had the beginnings of a wet spot from my abundant precum. So embarrassing! Even though my boi clit is just five inches, it still created a visible tent. And there was no pretending that the dark wet spot on my light tan pants was anything other than precum, no.
Melodie picked up on my concern and offered reassurance. "Rob," she said, "No need to feel awkward about your cute little tent in your pants--nor even your blotch of precum that's seeped through. Everyone's here to be focused on Master Malcolm taking me black-owned and breeding me. It'll only relax everyone to see that you're turned on, and the small size of the tent from your little boi clit will help everyone see why this is such an important move for me--I mean, for us! It'll be good. You can be proud of your hard little faggot boi clit and your growing wet spot, Sweetie! They are just right for the situation!"
And she gave me a gentle little patronizing pat on the crotch with her palm. It clearly wasn't meant as anything sexual to her. Still, it was the most touching I'd had from her in months, and it sent a jolt of excitement through me, a shiver through my spine.
Melodie noticed my reaction and teased me. "Tsk, tsk! I suppose that felt sexual to you, Rob! Ha! Hahaha! Yes, I guess that's the most I've touched your little clit in forever. Sigh. That's how it goes for the subordinate beta cuck!"
Then she added, "Alright. Enough chit chat! Let's ring the doorbell. Time to get me properly fucked at last!"
I rang the doorbell for us, and my friend Dan--who had become a white beta cucky, subordinate to BBC, a couple of years earlier--quickly came to the door to let us in, but with an uncomfortable look on his face. I sensed something was up.
He led us into the living room, and I immediately saw why Dan had been uncomfortable.
Allison was getting up from a sofa to greet us, a wine glass in hand--that was expected.
Dan, Melodie, and I were standing there, ready to say "hello" and be sociable. However, one person was totally unexpected, totally not who we expected!
Instead of Malcolm, who we had all these months expected would claim Melodie and me for his amusement, there was Flint, my biggest rival in life--who also happened to be a massive, 6'2"-tall black guy. Instantly, it clicked that Flint was there most likely INSTEAD of Malcolm!


Fuck! I was stunned and shocked! Horrified, even!
My heart skipped several beats. I stopped breathing, I think.
I hated this guy--absolutely HATED him.
My fingers dug into my palms so hard the pain finally distracted me.
Flint ran the consulting firm that was my biggest competitor in the region. He had made my life miserable on multiple occasions by acing me out of opportunities--most recently he seemed to threaten my ability to land the Jacksonville Project that I'd been pitching to their board for months, the project that was supposed to buy Melodie and me the nicer house that she'd really been wanting.
Flint and I had also been rivals in grad school, where he had routinely bested me as well--often claiming the only "A" in a class graded on a curve, relegating me to an "A-" or a "B" even.
And he flirted with Melodie shamelessly whenever we were at civic or industry functions together, which was unfortunately frequent. I'd catch Dan watching these exchanges with a knowing little smile that I didn't understand at the time.
It would have been nice to have been able to blame Flint's success on him getting racial advantages in contracting, but nope. I couldn't honestly do that!
The guy was genuinely smarter than me.
It made it *so* much worse to be fairly bested! I couldn't even really complain!
Nope. I couldn't really fault Flint's better business results on anything other than him having greater competence!
I always tried to work a little harder so our service could equal his, and yet still I struggled--and failed--to match Flint's success.
And here he was--apparently--in place of the stranger, Malcolm, whom I had expected was going to own us.
I gave a quick look at Melodie. She's well-acquainted with Flint, too, and her face reflected equal surprise. She looked stunned, and her eyes were wide with anxiety.
Unlike my sense of horror, however, in Melodie I detected curiosity. "Fuck!" I thought to myself, "My wife is going to want to move forward! She's going to want to let Flint be our black master! She's going to want him to black her, black own her, black breed her--and have me submit to his BBC as well! Shit!!"
Objectively, Flint had a ton going for him. In addition to being brilliant and successful, he truly was charming and charismatic. His face was a bit misshapen--ugly, maybe, even--but he had a large, well-muscled physique and a charismatic personality that managed to make him compelling to women.
I'd always known that Melodie was attracted to Flint. She would try to flirt when she thought I wasn't looking. But I still saw her doing it.
It was hard to fault my wife, really, though. Flint had a natural way with the ladies. And the rumors were that he was quite the cocksman. Since I'd heard those rumors--I realized in a flash--Melodie probably had, too. "Shit! I'm sure she now wants to see for herself!" I thought. "I'm fucked! If Melodie gets her way--as she likely will--my rival is going to be our BBC owner! Fuck!"
Dan handed each of us a glass of wine, and encouraged Melodie and me to sit down on a loveseat just adjacent to the sofa where Flint was sitting. Dan sat next to his beautiful brunette wife Allison on a second loveseat.
Allison spoke first. "I'm sure, Melodie and Rob, that you are surprised. That's totally understandable. You see our 'friend' Flint here runs in the same 'guild' of 'Black Masters' as Malcolm. In fact, he's claimed me multiple times in all my holes--much to my satisfaction! Dan has definitely enjoyed watching... Well... Malcolm and Flint got to talking recently, and they together decided it would be hotter if Flint--as Rob's real-life rival--would take you both black and own you instead of it being Malcolm. Both Malcolm and Flint thought it would be a hot idea. Flint's always fancied Melodie, and, Rob, he would savor subordinating you, as well."
When Allison paused, I wanted to jump in. My mind was racing for a way I might be able to stop this. All that came out of my mouth to begin with was, "Uhhh...."
Dan spoke next. "Yes, Rob," he started, "We all understand your being shocked and surprised... And to be clear, Melodie and you have free will, have freedom... You do not have to go forward if you don't want to... But so you are clear... This is now the only path on offer for you from the Black Master's guild in our city... So it's Flint to own you... Or you have to find some other path... And another city won't be easy... As the Masters will send the word out to blackball you as disobedient if you turn down Flint... This is just par for the course with them... This is very typical, really--if they have a chance to pair new white submissives with a Black master from their regular life--and especially a rival to the cucky--they almost always go for it... It's just hotter for the Black masters this way... I'm sure you'll understand eventually!"
This whole time, Flint had sat silent, sipping a scotch, and clearly trying not to smirk. He was not generally a cruel fellow, and I guess he was trying to avoid rubbing it in, the predicament that he and Malcolm had decided to place us in.
After Dan, Flint finally spoke up. "Truly, Rob and Melodie, all of us will understand if this turn of events is simply too much for you... It is a lot to ask--I know--for you to become owned by me, Rob's long-time--and more successful--rival in real life... We're all sympathetic to how awkward this must be for you... But perhaps it will end up hotter, sexier for you, too? Hmm? Perhaps the submissiveness, Rob, that you were yearning for will be more sublime, more poignant at the tip of my big black cock, even, than it would have been with Malcolm? Perhaps watching me own and breed Melodie will be even more erotic to you, Rob, than it would have been if it were Malcolm? And for you, Melodie, when was the last time you had an actual decent-sized penis inside you? How long has it been? Hmm?"
It clearly was not a rhetorical question that Flint posed to Melodie, judging from the way he looked at her. So, she replied.
"Uhh... I guess it depends on what exactly you mean by your question, Flint!" Melodie said. "You know, since Rob and I started training for tonight, I don't think of his little thing as much of a 'penis' anymore... and I would never call it 'decent-sized,' besides-- no. No. Rob's little weiner is more of a 'boi clit'.... And we've been married for four years and dated exclusively for two years before that... I've been faithful the whole time, so I guess it's been over six years since I've had a proper-sized penis in me, actually!!"
"And, Melodie," Flint continued, "Do you really want to leave here tonight without getting fucked properly after going so long without? I know it's been months since you've been laid, even at all... Do you really want to leave without feeling my giant black love pole deep up inside you--after preparing so long and thoroughly to get blacked tonight? I know you're ovulating, and so I know you're especially yearning to get fucked... Can you see yourself leaving instead of moving forward? Can you see yourself leaving without continuing to get your mind, spirit, and body rewired for BBC? I know you've been going through all those 'phases of acceptance' for Rob--but at the same time, you've been rewiring your own sexuality, too, certainly, haven't you? You've begun reprogramming yourself, on every level--physical, mental, spiritual-- so that nothing in life is going to be as important to you as BBC... Isn't that right?"
"Honestly, Flint?" Melodie responded. "Actually, that all is *totally* right... I *have* started to reprogram myself to be centered on BBC as the most important thing in my life... absolutely... I already dream every night about getting black fucked, owned, and bred. Yes. I do. And I can't really imagine waiting any longer to get blacked... Especially with being fertile and about to ovulate... I'm so fucking horny!! I can practically *taste* it! I could never imagine being so ready for anything in life!... And I have been attracted to you for so very long--as I bet everyone here knows... I'm super 'ripe' to get black fucked--and that's just how it is!! I simply *have* to move forward-- I simply *have* to get black fucked at last!"
"Haha!" all of Dan, Allison, and Flint laughed, nearly in unison. Only I failed to join in the merriment. Only I was scared and hesitant.
"We knew it!" Dan chimed in. "I tried to have a bet before you got here about whether you would go forward with getting blacked tonight, Melodie, and no one would take the 'no' side of the bet! We all knew you were going to 'need' to get blacked anyway, we all knew that you would be flexible about it being Flint instead of Malcolm... We all knew you would be too horny to back out!"
"But Melodie," Flint interjected, "You didn't even ask Rob how he feels, if he's okay with it! What's with that?"
"Oh, come on, don't be silly!" Melodie said. "I lead our sex life now, Flint... Or I suppose now it's 'MASTER Flint.' Yes... Master Flint, I lead things! Surely you must sense that! I decide what I want and need, and Rob finds a way to make that sexy for him, too! It's delightful, I assure you! I want and need *your* BBC, and if Rob isn't interested in staying, I guess he can wait in the car! But... I don't think that'll be an issue... Look how Rob's crotch is still fully tented, everyone! Rob can't hide it, he's incredibly turned on! He's dying to see me get even further centered on BBC and fucked a million times better than he ever could! I bet you could make Rob even give up a limb to watch you fuck me, own me, and breed me, Flint!"
"Ha!" Flint responded, as Dan and Allison also chuckled. "That's the spirit, Melodie! I like that spunk! But... unfortunately it's not that simple... I'm only going to black you tonight on the same terms that Malcolm had planned: the full black-ownership 'quadfecta.' And, as you know, that means that Rob has to pay homage to my cock... Not quite giving up a limb--but he has to submit to my cock, too... and of his own free will. Further, Rob has to commit to sucking me off with devotion whenever I might like, and as much as I might like... As well as all other black cocks that I may direct... and you can assume that it will be many! So, for better or worse, you need Rob to opt in, or you are not going to get blacked tonight! Rob also has to accept and expect that my BBC friends and I will also claim and plunder his 'boi pussy,' too... Yes, we *will* take him fully gay... as it will amuse us! I'm secretly bi, and it will *definitely* amuse me!"
"Master Flint!" Melodie nearly shouted. "You must be shitting me?! Even after all these years of you wanting to fuck me, you're going to insist on the quadfecta or nothing? Really?!?"
"Yup!" Flint said, matter-of-factly. "Those are the rules. I would lose my standing in the Master's Guild if I handled it another way... And to help, I have a back up plan for my own needs... You see, Allison would be more than happy for me to plow her instead of you if Rob isn't ready to commit and comply... And Dan's boi pussy is on offer to me as well... Isn't that right, Allison? Dan?"
"Oh, yes sir, Master Flint!" they responded energetically, nearly in tandem. "At! Your! Service!" and they both added a playful salute before saying further. "Nothing would please us more!"
"Thank you, slut Allison and faggot Dan!" Flint said to them. "I appreciate your loyalty and availability. I will make it up to you--or perhaps we will be coupling in just a few moments!"
For whatever reason, it seemed I should keep silent until I was personally addressed, and so I did.
I noticed Dan was smiling wide, savoring my predicament. "Hm," I thought to myself, "I guess he thinks of me as his cucky rival now? And he's enjoying watching me about to fall into submission, too. Yes, that must be it... Golly, can I blame him?"
Then Dan chimed in. "It looks like Rob's crotch is still tented! I bet he's ready to fulfill his role in the quadfecta! How about it Rob? Are you ready to pay homage to Master Flint's giant cock, to suck his cock as much as he might like, to suck all the BBC he 'assigns'? And even to get ass-fucked by as much BBC as he so decides? Hmm? Are you ready?"
Master Flint jumped in to add before I could answer. "Oh... And to be fair and up front... I want you to know, it's going to be at least two or three black cocks to suck at a time, at various different locations around town, for fifty nights straight... Including if you're on a business trip! I can easily arrange for BBC anywhere you travel! Probably you'll get fucked in the boi pussy about every other night as well--that should be what your ass can handle... Yes, you'll get it in the boi pussy because--let's be realistic here--you will soon be begging for it there anyway! Ha!"
Flint paused to smirk this time and take a sip of his scotch. Then he continued laying it out for me. "Yes, we'll get your 'cock count'--your number of BBCs served--up to at least one or two hundred before we slow it down. Yup. That should do it. I find this 'shock and awe' approach is best... And you need to understand that all that black cock in your face, throat, and boi pussy... together with a complete lack of sexual attention from any woman... Well, certainly it will turn you fully 'gay for BBC'... Yeah, you'll still enjoy watching Melodie get blacked, and you'll get pleasure from cleaning her holes or a mercy handjob when I so order it... but you--just like your beautiful wife--will become fully committed black cock sluts together! Yes, soon you will be begging to get black fucked in your ass, dipshit--yes, you will!"
Everyone stared at me, looking for me to speak. I was dumbstruck for a few moments--stunned by so much erotic information to process!
But I had never been hornier. Melodie had been right. I would have given up a limb, even, just to watch her get blacked--especially after her months of training me to become more and more obsessed with her going black. Sucking black cock--lots of black cock, even--paying homage to black cock... And *also* the inevitability of getting ass-fucked by BBC and being turned totally gay for black cock... It just was not a deterrent. No, at this point in fact, the promise of so much black cock was instead a complete and total turn *on*! As it turned out, while preparing me for *her* to go black, Melodie had also prepared *me* to go black!
My little boi clit remained rock hard in my pants--and it began twitching even--for everyone to see!
My wet spot at the tip of my little tent--I noticed--got bigger and darker.
"Well, gang," I finally started to speak again, "As my beloved wife likes to say 'the little faggot boi clit' never lies... My twitching little hard-on and growing wet spot are your answer, folks! Of course, I'm in! How could I let a little thing like 'paying homage' to my rival and getting turned gay for *his* BBC keep me from watching my beautiful Melodie taken black? Of course it couldn't!! In fact--apparently it's quite the opposite! It seems I'd like to be made gay for BBC, as it turns out! Yes, indeed!"
"Excellent decision, faggot!" Flint responded--and then he must have noticed the surprised look on my face before he continued. "Yes, that's right," Flint added. "It's time for you to get used to a 'language shift.' You're to be calling me 'Sir' and 'Master.' I'll be calling you 'faggot,' 'dipshit,' 'cumbucket,' 'loser,' or whatever else might occur to me... Your slutty wife will be my 'fuckbag,' 'whore,' 'cunt,' 'bitch,' 'slut,' 'hosebag,' or whatever might occur to me... Do you two dipshits follow? Oh, and you're only to speak when spoken to. Only when asked a direct question. So, hosebags, do you follow?"
"Yes, Master Flint!" Melodie and I responded, nearly in unison. "We understand!"
"Good, dipshits, good!" Flint said happily. "Does slut have any last questions before we move forward? I'm not interested in faggot's questions right now, but I'm happy to hear from slut."
"Just one, Master Flint," my gorgeous wife responded. "Before I commit to you being my Master, I need to ask... I've been training for months now to submit specifically to *BIG* black cock... I've been dreaming about Master Malcom's eleven-inch love pole in particular... So, I have to ask... Are you as big?"
"Bigger, bitch." Flint said succinctly. "Eleven-and-a-half, to be specific. I know you've been training. So your pussy may be ready, but your ass is going to hurt at first. Don't worry, though. Soon you will feel like you've died and gone to heaven no matter what hole I fuck you in."
"Oh, fabulous, Master! Just fabulous!" Melodie responded. "That's ter..."
Flint cut her off before she fully formed her next word. "Bitch," Master Flint explained. "I did not ask you a question. Stop speaking. Do *not* speak unless spoken to. This is your last warning. In the future there will be punishments. Do you understand, bitch?"
"Yes, Master," my wife responded. "Bitch understands."
"Good. If you want to beg to speak, you can try with your body language, and either I will notice, or I won't, and you'll live with the outcome... For example, if we're just lazing about at your home or mine--or here--you can kneel down and pray before me, and I'll know you wish to speak. Got it, cunt?"
"Yes, Master," Melodie responded. "Your cunt understands!"
"One exception... I tend to be tolerant of being begged for sex acts... So in that regard, you should feel free. Got it, cunt?"
"Yes, Master! Cunt gets it!"
"Good, cunt! Good!" Flint responded. "I appreciate a cunt who can learn! Now, let's see... Come here, cunt... Let's get started while faggot takes out my cock and starts loving on his new 'best friend'!"
My gorgeous wife all but sprinted to be at his side on his sofa. She cuddled right up and looked at him expectantly.
Master Flint seized the moment and leaned down to kiss her. His large hand, dark against her blonde hair, cupped the back of her head and held her in place as his mouth claimed hers. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped Melodie's lips as she melted into him.
Flint promptly invaded her mouth with his tongue, starting to claim her. Melodie gave him the lusty French kisses that I had always dreamed of but never, ever received. It was as though he were fucking her face with his tongue, and she seemed to love it, her jaw wide open to receive him.
They looked sublime together, a modern-day Caesar and Cleopatra. I saw it then, clear as day: I wasn't just losing my wife for sex, I was being replaced in every way. And my traitorous tiny faggot clit twitched, loving every second of it.
Their kissing went on for several long minutes before Flint came up for air, his lips hovering just above Melodie's swollen, panting ones. He turned his cold, dominant gaze to me.
"Oh... And faggot, be forewarned... Even sucking my cock for the first time could seriously addict you to BBC. It's been known to happen. And you look just like the kind of pathetic dipshit to whom it will happen! Yup, I can see it... my BBC is about to be your 'gaymaker'... There will be no turning back... Your so-called 'hetero' self is about to be extinguished, faggot... Yes, I can see it in your eyes!"
"Unggggh!" I groaned but I knew better than to vocalize a protest.
"You may speak, faggot! I'm sure we'd all like to know how you feel about that threat... Nay, that 'reality'! Tell us!"
"Yes, Master Flint," I answered shyly. "Faggot understands... It's only natural that your fabulous BBC will make faggot gay... I understand.... May faggot begin to service you now? Faggot is ready!"
"Yes, faggot," Master responded, "You may. You may 'liberate' your new 'best friend' from my pants and begin your new faggot life... Proceed!"
CHAPTER 3 - THE QUADFECTA BEGINS!
--------------------------


There are moments that split your existence into "before" and "after." Seeing Flint on that sofa instead of Malcolm was mine.
My archrival. The man who'd bested me for fifteen years. The man who'd always wanted my wife.
And now he owned us both.
My boi clit was hard and twitching in my pants. Hard as iron. And I could tell that my precum was flowing a lot.
Now, here we were. The stage was set.
We'd just barely arrived at Dan's and Allison's, and Flint had spelled everything out for us. My boi clit was hard and leaking, and my brain was starting to catch up.
"Whoof!" I thought to myself. "This is some bold new reality. DAMN! This is wild! My rival is going to be our new owner! SHIT! FUCK! Thank God I think this is hot as hell!"
The air in Dan and Allison's living room was thick--supremely thick--with the scent of my wife's fertile arousal.
I'd even announced to everyone how my little boi clit had obviously also decided that I was "in." The mood in the room was, in fact, festive. Everyone was happy for us--and especially for my Melodie.
Flint, my wife's and my imminent Master, sat smirking on the sofa, swirling his scotch lazily.
And Melodie, my gorgeous, treacherous wife, was now sitting beside him, her eyes wide not with shock, but with an overwhelming lust.
My wife was ready. And so was I. Terrified, but also ready.
I looked from my wife's eager face to Flint's confident smirk, and I knew there was no turning back.
The quadfecta was at hand, and it was going to be administered by my nemesis.
Flint had summoned Melodie to make out with him while "faggot cucky"--that's me--got acquainted with "his new best friend," which is Flint's gigantic nearly black love pole.
My wife had already rushed to his side, and she was petting at Master and anticipating his kisses. Master Flint hadn't finished giving out orders just yet.
"Shit!" I thought. "They look so sexy together! Like a modern-day Mars and Aphrodite! Fuck--they look so amazing! Damn--thank god I agreed to this!"
"Yes, faggot," he said, "It's time for you to proceed.... It's time! 'Liberate' your new 'best friend' from my pants and begin your new faggot life... Do. It. Now!"
My body moved before my brain could catch up, a marionette whose strings had been cut and then immediately re-attached to a new and sinister puppeteer.
I slid off my chair, my knees hitting the plush carpet with a muffled thud. The silence of every observer in the room--my wife, Dan, Allison, and Flint, too--it was palpable.
Every eye was on me. Most of all, Melodie's.
I could feel her gaze, a hot mix of pity, excitement, and sheer, unadulterated lust.
She was watching her husband kneel. She was watching her husband--me--prepare to service the rival who was also beginning to own her.
Her hands and arms stroked the amazing, muscular physique of my replacement--my *superior* replacement--my rival, Flint.
He didn't say a word more. He just watched me approach, a smirk still on his lips and patiently tapped a finger on his thigh.
He had won. This was his victory lap.
My hands trembled as I reached for his belt. The leather was thick and heavy, the buckle cool and solid under my fumbling fingers.
This was it. The moment of no return.
I was about to free the cock that had haunted my dreams. It was the symbol of my inadequacy, and the key to my wife's and my debasement.
The buckle came undone with a click. The button next. And then the zipper.
My heart hammered against my ribs like a drum.
I pulled down Master Flint's zipper, each tooth a tiny, metallic scratch of surrender.
I hooked my fingers into the waistband of both his pants and boxers and pulled, as Flint flexed off his throne just enough to help me.
And then... Then his gigantic, magnificent ebony cock was free.
It popped out, like a spring, already halfway hard and then landed on his thigh with a dull thud.
Melodie's pupils dilated as she took in the enormous cock's imposing size. Her mouth, agape.
As for me? Flint's enormous, gorgeous cock... Well... it was... everything.
Yes, *everything*.
Immediately, I knew in my heart it would be the center of my world.
Flint's immense pole would be my new north star. My nirvana. My... deity.
Even half hard, it was many, many times the size of my faggot clit.
Even half hard, his luscious, humongous brown cock was a magnificent, terrifying, beautiful thing.
A deep brown, veiny column of flesh, it seemed a thousand times the size of my tiny faggot clit.
The head was a perfect, flared mushroom, already glistening with a bead of clear precum.
The scent hit me next--a musky, masculine, powerful aroma that was nothing like my own. It was the scent of a conqueror. And my mouth watered.
My hetero self, the ghost of the man I used to be, let out a final, silent scream and then dissolved into nothing.
"Well, faggot?" Master Flint's voice was a low, amused rumble. "What are you waiting for? Introduce yourself to your new best friend."
I leaned in, my face just inches from it. I could feel the heat radiating off his skin. This was the moment. The first taste of my new life.
My breathing froze briefly as I inhaled his musky scent.
Sure, I had sucked some BBCs before tonight, but this was my first time sucking my Master's BBC--and that made all the difference.
Before it was just sucking--this was more like "paying homage to my Lord."
I stuck out my tongue and gave the head of Master's cock a tentative lick.
The precum was salty and slick. A jolt, like an electric current, shot straight through me. My faggot little clit jolted violently in my pants.
This wasn't just a turn-on. This was a revelation. This was a drug, and I was instantly, hopelessly addicted.
"That's it, faggot," he groaned, his hands coming down to guide the sides of my head. "Now stop teasing and open up. Take your Master's cock."
I opened my mouth as wide as I could and took him in. The sheer girth of him stretched my lips to their limit. My jaw ached instantly. He was so big, so hot, so *real*.
Sure, I had sucked black cocks before during my "credibility check," but this was different. This was Flint. This was my rival. This was my owner.
I started to move, trying to find a rhythm, but it was useless. He took control. His hands tightened in my hair, and he began to thrust.
"That's a good little cocksucker," he grunted, pushing deeper. "Relax that throat, dipshit. You're going to be taking a lot more of this from now on."
He pushed past my gag reflex, and I choked, my eyes watering. Tears streamed down my face, mingling with the drool that was now coating my chin and his shaft. It was humiliating. It was degrading. And it was the most intensely erotic moment of my entire life thus far.
From the corner of my eye, I saw movement. Master Flint had turned to my wife beside him and had resumed making out with her. Their mouths opened wide, and you could tell that Master was plundering my wife's sweet little mouth with his tongue.
She received his tongue eagerly, her cute jaw as wide open as she could make it. That beautiful mouth that was sworn never again to kiss me, it was fully, energetically, enthusiastically available to my arch-rival... and to any black man that he might so require!
"Damn!" I thought to myself. "She never allowed ME to French kiss her like that! She'd only let me use the tip of my tongue! He's pretty much fucking her face with his tongue... And my wife? She's not only letting him... She seems to love it! Fuck, that's hot! And God! God--do they look AY-MAY-ZING together! Such a gorgeous couple! So much hotter than *I* ever looked with her, that's for sure!"
I watched them from the corner of my eye, as their kissing continued for another ten minutes. I could hear their tongues dueling, his dominant, hers submissive. All as I continued to suck on his cock, tenderly, lovingly--just as he seemed to want.
He was claiming her mouth with one part of his body while he was claiming my mouth, face, and throat with another--asserting his new ownership over the two of us.
The tableau was complete: the Master, the wife, and the cuckold, all locked in a perfect, twisted triangle of power and submission.
My heart ached with a jealous pang that fortunately was overwhelmed by my throbbing arousal.
When Master finally broke their kissing, Melodie was panting, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed.
"Stand and undress for me, fuckbag," Flint ordered, his voice a low growl. "Show your Master what your faggot husband is gifting him."
Melodie stood up on shaky legs. She looked sexier and more gorgeous than I had ever seen her. She was completely aglow. It made me think of how happy she seemed on our wedding day--only this time, as she stripped to present herself for her new Master, she seemed like she was a hundred times more excited... maybe more!
Her eyes found mine for a short moment, and in them, I saw no apology. Only a burning, desperate need--a need for her new Master to fuck her, to own her, of course.
My Melodie reached behind her back and unzipped her tight green dress, letting it pool at her feet.
She wasn't wearing a bra, so her perfect, C-cup tits with their pink, totally hardened nipples came into immediate, full display. They looked truly magnificent. Worthy of a sculpture. "Those are Master's now," I thought to myself. "I might never, ever even touch them again, other than by accident."
It was a hard realization--and at the same time, it excited me intensely. Yeah, the sublime humiliation of it made my boi clit twitch as it added to my building excitement.
My wife got her fingertips to her panty line when Master barked at her.
"Wait, slut!" he snapped. "This part is faggot's job. Faggot has to take your panties off and offer you to me if you're to get fucked, owned, and bred!"
Melodie got a panicked look but said nothing. She couldn't believe that Master Flint had put so much power in my hand's, her mere faggot cucky.
She need not have worried.
I had no interest in backing out.
I wanted to see Melodie get blacked, owned, and bred just as badly as she wanted it by this point. Maybe even more so.
I looked up at Master as I was continuing to love on his cock with mouth and tongue.
I awaited his specific direction.
"Go ahead, faggot," he said, as he lifted me off his cock. "Gift your wife's pussy to me. Gift me her pussy and womb, to own and to breed."
I started to move quickly to comply. Master redirected me. "Gift her to me slowly, faggot. I want us all to savor this."
And so I moved slowly. I ever so slowly peeled my wife's panties down her gorgeous legs. I moved an inch every few seconds.
Melodie's panties better resembled a puddle than a piece of fabric.
They were drenched all the way through from her pussy juice.
My wife's pussy smelled up the whole room.
Never had I smelled Melodie so ripe and ready--not ever.
Slowly, I continued to peel them down.
My fingers trembled against the soaked fabric as I peeled them down her sultry, thin, heavenly thighs.
A wave of dizziness washed over me--was I really doing this? Really gifting her pussy--her "everything"--to my rival forever? My faggot clit twitched as if to tell me "yes." This was exactly what I craved, exactly what I needed.
Yeah, I was totally obsessed with her getting blacked for good and black bred.
And I was so obsessed with it that I was even going gay for BBC as "payment." Or--if I was more honest--getting to go gay for BBC was part of the appeal. Yeah, I wanted to go gay for BBC!
And so, I did my part. I continued to ease my beautiful bride's drenched panties down her gorgeous legs so that we could both keep going black.
Melodie's pussy was bare, glistening, pink, and swollen with arousal as she gingerly stepped out of the panties so I could take them away.
She looked truly fabulous and beyond excited. She seemed like a young virgin who couldn't wait to get fucked by her first love for the first time.
Assuredly Master's giant cock would make my wife feel like she was losing her virginity all over again. It was doubtless the case.
"Wow, that's some ripe looking pussy that you're gifting me, faggot! Ripe smelling, too!" Master commented.
I noticed her juices were dripping down the insides of her thighs.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself. "This is a woman who needs to get fucked! Shit--she's ready to get blacked! Blacked and bred! I've never seen her this primed! Not even close! Thank fucking God this is hot for me, too! THANK GOD!"
Nor had my wife ever looked so beautiful. She looked fantastic. Like a modern-day Venus.
"So, fuckbag," Master Flint said, continuing his attention to my gorgeous bride. "Are you ready to lose your real virginity? Your BBC virginity?"
Flint extended his hand to stroke her pussy, as my wife stood still, fully naked before him. "Hmmm... You feel ready."
"Unggh! Master!" my wife gasped, as she shivered under his touch. "You have no idea! YESSS! PUH-LEEEASE, YES!"
"Good, fuckbag. Good!" Was his reply, as he continued casually probing her vagina while they spoke. "You realize that if you allow me to fuck you it means that you are agreeing to my 'owning' you. That I can fuck you as I please. Instruct you to have sex with any other black men that I may want... That you'll be black only-- and for good... And that I *will* breed you--personally or with others--so long as it is medically safe to do so."
"Yes, Master! I, Melodie (redacted), commit myself to be fully owned by you for sex and for breeding."
"Forever, bitch!"
"Forever, Master!"
"Good, fuckbag! Good... Now you, faggot. You have to *ask* me to own her! Ask me nicely, or I'll kick you both out of the house right now... And you'll have one unhappy wife to deal with! Ha!"
"Yes, Master! Faggot asks you! PLEASE own my wife! Please take her from me to own, to take black only, and to breed black as much as you might like for the rest of her fertile years!"
"Good, faggot! Now promise me to pay me for the privilege by going gay for BBC!"
"Yes, Master! Faggot promises to pay you for taking my wife black by going gay for BBC! Faggot one-thousand percent promises!"
"EXCELLENT!" Master declared. "Really excellent! Now we'll start testing those promises... as they are effective *immediately*!"
The scent of my Melodie, a raunchy, fertile perfume, permeated the air, and mixed with the musky scent of Flint's cock. It was the earthy, virile smell of my new reality.
Master stood up, his now ramrod-hard eleven-and-a-half inches jutting from his body like a weapon.
He barked at Dan and Allison. "Tie the new faggot down to that chair in the corner. Immobilize his arms. He's going to want to beat off. I don't want to be distracted by that shit."
Dan and Allison moved quickly in compliance. I knew better than to fight them.
Flint noticed my chagrined expression. "Unless, faggot, you'd prefer a cage on your little clit... Would you prefer that?"
"No, Sir."
"I didn't think so... So very well, you'll be tied up. You can beat off later on some time... Unless you cum without touching yourself. I've seen it happen."
God, I prayed it would happen! I was so immensely horny! I didn't want to wait until later to cum.
I hadn't been asked any questions so I knew better than to speak. I just groaned my excitement and assent. "Unnnnghhhhhhhgghhhhhhh!"
"That's what I thought, faggot.."
Flint then returned his attention to my wife.
He grabbed Melodie at the hips, spun her around, and bent her over the back of an oversize chair.
Melodie didn't ordinarily like being taken from behind. "It's degrading!" she'd explained to me, as she refused to let me ever fuck her that way. But she made no complaint to Master Flint. For him, she was completely pliable and compliant.
Her perfect bubble butt jutted exactly right in the air--juicy and inviting his penetration.
My wife's fertile pussy was open and waiting. Her ovulating womb was juicing and ready to receive.
I had a perfect view. Flint had positioned them so I'd be viewing them from the side, able to see everything.
My wife's beautiful big blue eyes were wide and sparkling from excitement
She did her best to hold still for her ebony conqueror, as she trembled from anticipation.
Melodie turned to face away from me, but Master wouldn't have it. He wanted us to look at each other.
It wasn't hard to guess why. It would be more humiliating and more erotic for us both.
Using a single hand, Flint reached down and rotated Melodie's head.
"Face your faggot husband, bitch. And keep your eyes open."
He didn't explain why. We were his pets, so it was neither expected nor required. And besides, it was pretty obvious.
"Unggggh... Yes, Master!" Melodie responded, meekly.
Master then turned and growled at me. "You see this, faggot? You see this perfect little pussy? This is mine now. Your little faggot clit will never touch it again. You will only ever clean it--and only when I'm feeling generous."
Master positioned himself behind my wife. He aimed his ebony pillar with his left hand as his right caressed and then grabbed my wife's ample right hip.
Flint used the head of his massive cock to part my wife's pussy folds, rubbing it up and down her slit, coating himself in her juices, as she moaned and groaned from need and anticipation.
"PLEASE! Please fuck me!" Melodie begged again.
"Oh, damn!" I thought to myself. "God, do they look perfect! Yes! Just like this was destined to be! The two of them look like a work of art, for fucksake! Shit! I can't wait to see them fuck!"
Melodie whimpered and pushed back against Flint, desperate to get laid after months of anticipation and celibacy.
"Please, Master," she moaned. "Please fuck me. PPLEEEASE! Please fuck me! Please fuck me *N-N-N-OWW*!!"
I could see the desperate, needy yearning in her eyes. I'd never seen--nor even heard of--a woman so incredibly hungry to get fucked.
"Even with your husband staring you right in the face, fuckbag?"
"Yes, Master! I don't care! Even with my faggot husband staring me right in the face! Fuck me now! PUHHH-LEEEASE fuck me now!"
"Once it goes in, you can never fuck your faggot again--are you ready for that, slut?"
"Yyessss! I don't want faggot's clit ever again!"
"Once I'm in you, you can ONLY fuck black... Are you ready for that, slut?"
"For fucksake! Yyyessss! Puhhhh-leeeease fuck me, Master! Yes! That's why we're all here! To take me black! To take me black *only*!"
"And you're ready to get bred! Ready to take my baby batter and make me a baby, bitch?"
"Yes, Master! Yes! Oh, God! I'm so horny! I'm so fucking horny!! Yes--slut is ready to make you a baaay-beee! Pleeeease, let's make a baby!"
"After your first baby, are you ready to make as many black babies as I want--and with whomever as I might so designate?"
"Yess! A thousand 'yesses', Master! We know that's why I'm here! Yes, for fucksake... I. Fuck. Ing. Agg. Ree! Now fuck me already!!"
"Damn, slut! You are one needy, determined, and desperate slut for Black... Aren't you?!"
"Yes, Master! Slut is needy and desperate... Yes!! Now fuck your slut, Master!!"
"Alrighty, slut! Very well, then! Get ready, slut! HERE IT COMES!!"
Then, with a powerful, slow, deliberate thrust, our new Master shoved the first half of his massive sex-piston in my wife's plump, juicy, and totally aroused pussy.
He only gave her about six inches to start, but even so, it was truly enormous in comparison to my little clit. It was both longer and much, much thicker.
Melodie screamed... she screamed in *ecstasy*.
My wife had prepared herself, after all, so that her pussy would be ready for a giant BBC. She'd prepared herself with months and months of giant black dildos shoved up inside her--again and again and again.


Nonetheless, Melodie screamed of pure, unadulterated shock, joy, and pleasure when she received her first real, live BBC for the first time, Flint's gigantic BBC.
"Yesss! Oh, God! Yessssss! Ungghhhh.... Ooooh.... Fuck! Oh, my god! Oh, my god! Oh my god, Master! I love it! I love it so much! Yes!"
"Fuckbag, that's only about half of my cock."
"I know, Master!" my wife responded. "I know! But fuck! Already it feels so amazing!"
"Oh, really, bitch?"
"YES! Oh my God! Yes! Already... So much more than anything I've had before... Ungggghhhh!"
"That's nice, bitch... That's nice... You ready for more, bitch?"
"Yes! Please, Master! PLEASE!"
"Alright... hang tight... I'm going to give you the whole thing now... In one. Long. Slow. Push!"
"Ungggggh! Oh my fucking, God, Master! Oh my fucking, God!"
"You like that even better now, bitch, don't you?"
"You have no idea! No fucking idea! YES! Yes, Master!"
My wife's back arched, her hands gripping the legs of the chair. She gripped so hard her knuckles turned white.
"The real thing is better than those dildos you practiced on, isn't it bitch?" he growled at her.
"Oh, my gawd! Sooooo much better!" she yelled. "Aw, fuck! Neh-ver stop fucking meeeeeeeee!"
My wife was so excited, her mouth was drooling.
Beyond that, snot soon began to blow out of her adorable little button nose!
It was like Melodie was having a seizure. Her reaction--her immense pleasure--at being fucked by Flint for the first time was so intense, so extreme.
Drool kept flowing. Snot did, too! Her screams were constant. She shivered. She twitched.
Her eyes locked on mine as Flint drove into her, and I saw it then--the raw, unfiltered joy of hers that burned brighter than any humiliation.
My presence didn't diminish my wife's pleasure. Rather, it fueled it.
My traitorous faggot clit pulsed, acknowledging this truth.
All those excretions coming out of her cute little face were incongruous with her former "good girl" image in a way that made their coupling even hotter: The mammoth alpha bull fucking the cute, adorable white wifeslut so hard.
It seemed as though their sex juices were running up through her insides and out of her face!
It seemed as if his cum was shooting through her nose, even though it was obvious he wasn't cumming yet.
God, it was so hot the way my adorable sweet wife kept excreting more and more drool and snot.
The seat of the chair that her face was pressed against got soaked.
Her cute, girlish face became completely coated in her drool and snot.
It got to the point where she seemed to struggle to breath through it. Indeed, she took a hand a few times to wipe the wetness away, only to have her own saliva and mucus coat her face yet again!
"Fuck!" I thought. "It looks kind of like a group of guys has cum all over her face! Shit--that's amazing! Dang--that's fucking hot!"
I had expected the drool, but to see her nose blowing snot out from excitement? Shit! That was totally next level!
They looked so amazing with their bodies joined and fucking so enthusiastically. He seemed like the ultimate male specimen, domineering, muscular, virile, strong--and with an unbelievably immense cock. She seemed like the ultimate female--sleek, curvy, receptive, pliable, yielding, and sensuous--and able to fully receive and enjoy his immensity.
The two of them fucking together were like a symphony of sex.
At one point, Flint slowed his pace and brushed a strand of hair from Melodie's face with surprising tenderness. She leaned into his touch like a cat being stroked.
It was a small gesture--almost nothing--but it undid me. Not with jealousy, but with something closer to reverence. He wasn't just taking her; he was attending to her.
In that moment, I understood what I'd never been able to provide: not just size or stamina, but also that unusual, rare combination of power and care that makes a woman feel both conquered and cherished. My heart swelled with unexpected gratitude. Yes, I was grateful to my rival for providing this. "Yes!" I said to myself. "My Melodie is at last getting *everything* she deserves as a woman!"
Flint was so big, so deep inside my wife. I could see Melodie's belly bulge from the sheer size of him. "Shit!" I thought. "His load is going to go deep into her fertile womb... She's going to get knocked up tonight, for sure!"
Our new Master started picking up the pace, with faster and longer strokes of his gigantic love pole in and out of my wife's pussy.
My wife shouted out accordingly from her increased pleasure and excitement. "Aw, shit, Master! Never stop fucking me! Nehhhh-verrrrr! Oh, god, never stop fucking meeeeee!"
With his harder, longer strokes, Master took my Melodie to seventh heaven-- a whole new galaxy of pleasure, a gazillion light years beyond any pleasure I'd ever given her.
My sexy wife started to cum only a few moments after Master Flint started really going to town on her.
"Oh, my fucking God, yessssss! I'm cumming! I'm cumming Masterrrrr! Unggghhhhh..... Ooh.... Ungggghhhh.... Ooooh... Arggghhhh.... Oh, my God!! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm cumming soooooo-- I'm cumming soooooo-- BIIIIGGGGGG!!
"Oh, fuck, it's sooooooo fuhhhh-kkkinggg gooooood! Unggggggghhhhh! Aw, God! You own me now, Master!! Yeah, you own me!"
"Yes, that's the idea, bitch," Flint replied mildly. "I do own you. As you and your faggot agreed. Yup. Master. (thrust) Owns. (thrust). You (thrust). Both. (harder thrust)"
And then--grabbing one of my wife's gorgeous, ample hips in each hand for leverage--Flint began to fuck Melodie in earnest, with strokes that were long, hard, and powerful.
On every single stroke now, he pulled out nearly all the way before plunging back into her again to the hilt.
Master fucked my adorable, sexy Melodie with a raw, animalistic power that I could only dream of.
He stretched her, reshaped her, and began to ruin my wife for anyone smaller.
For what felt like an eternity--but was probably twenty minutes--Flint owned her completely.
The sound of Flint's hips slapping against my wife's ass echoed around the room, providing a percussive beat for our symphony of submission.
And my beautiful, sexy, curvaceous Melodie loved every moment.
"Oh, fucking, God! I'm yours now! Only yours! Oh, God! It's so ay-may-zing.... Unggghhhh... Ungggghhhh...... Ooooooh...
"Yesss! Never stop fucking me! Never! Unghhhhh.... Unghhhhhh... Oooooh...
"Oh, fuck! Yeah! Awwww, God! I didn't even know fucking could feel like this! I could never even *feel* a faggot clit after this! Yes!! Yeah.... Ooooh... Oh, God! Ooooh...
"Just like I wanted... yeah... ooooh.... Yeah...
"Yes! Oh, God, yesss! You're ruining me for whites! You're ruining me for little faggot clits! Ruin-- ruining.... You're ruin-- Unghhhh....
"Oh, God! Why?! Why?! Why did I wait so long to go black?!?! This is so ay-may-zing! Unghhhh!!! Black is the best! Black is the greatest! Fuck, yeah! Never! Never stop fucking me! Never.... Oooh... Yeah.... Unnnghhhhh..."
She cried out the whole time he fucked her.
Her slender, sexy thighs--slick on the inside from their juices--trembled uncontrollably as wave after wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.
I watched my wife's face cycle through expressions I'd never seen--transports of pleasure so intense they bordered on anguish, then dissolving into a bliss so complete she looked almost childlike. I realized I was witnessing something sacred: the full unveiling of Melodie's sexuality, the woman she was always meant to be but never had the context to become.
I had loved her for four years without ever fully seeing her. Flint had found her in a single night.
The thought should have devastated me. Instead, it filled me with a strange, exalted peace--I was present for her becoming. I was allowed to witness it. That felt like a gift.
My wife's crying voice was a desperate, lust-fueled prayer of gratitude and satisfaction.
Every few minutes, Melodie shouted out yet another orgasm.
"Aw, gawd! I'm cumming aaaagaaaain! Oh, my fucking God! I can't bee-leeeeve it! But you're making me cum aaaagaaaain! Ooooh... Thank you, Master! Master, thank you!"
Or it'd be something like this:
"Your cock is in my fucking soul, Master! You're owning my fucking soul!! You're making me cum aaaagaaain! Fucking again! Yyyyyesssss! It's so ammmayyyy-zzzzzing! Thank you! Oh, thank you!"
Drool and snot continued to flow from her face. Sometimes in a river. Other times, more like a spray. I'd never seen anything like it before in my life, not even in porn.
"Oh, God, Master!! You're capturing my soul!! Oh, gawwwdd!"
My wife's pussy was overflowing with juices as well. Pussy juice now fully coated the inside of both her delectable thighs. Master's fingerprints, from grabbing and slapping her, marked her fabulous, bubblicious ass. Melodie looked like the epitome of a woman being mated. The ultimate female form.
Master Flint would sometimes stay quiet. Sometimes, he'd tease her with something like, "Don't mention it, bitch. Happy to own your sweet little pussy! That's what Master Flint is here for, bitch!"
Flint--quieter by far--mostly grunted out small primal sounds of conquest.
A little later on he had something else to say: "Yeah! Take it, bitch! You've needed this for a long time--I've seen you eying me, bitch! Well--it's yours now... Take my fucking cock! This is what you were made for! This is what you needed! Take it deep, slut! Take it all the way deep!"
"Yes, Master! You're so right! This! This! This is what I've always needed! Never stop fucking me! This has been my destiny! Oh, god--thank you for showing me! Thank you! Thank you sooooo much!!"
He looked down at me, still on my knees. "You see, faggot? You see what a real cock can do? You see how your wife needs to be fucked? You're pathetic. You're nothing. She's never going to let you in her again after tonight. Not ever! Ain't that right, bitch?"
"Oh, yes, Master!" Melodie cooed in response. "No more faggot clits! Not ever! Especially not faggot husband's! Just like I prommmissssed! Unggggggg!!"
The two of them were right. I was nothing. I was never going to fuck my wife again. Not ever. That much was beyond obvious.
I was just a spectator, a humiliated little man with a tiny, dripping little boi clit, watching my archrival breed my wife.
The room fell silent except for their ragged breathing and my wife's intermittent screams and yells.
It was the most sublime, the most perfect, the most agonizingly beautiful moment of my life.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "It's like they were always meant to be mated! They look so incredible together--my rival and my wife! It's like they were destined to fuck! Destined to breed! Fuck! Thank God I think this is so fucking incredible! Shit! They are amazingly sexy together! They fucking look perfect! Like sex personified!"
Flint's rhythm grew more erratic, his thrusts more powerful.
"I'm going to cum, bitch!" he roared. "I'm going to cum in your fertile little cunt! I'm going to breed you! I'm going to put a Black baby in you! Take my seed! Take! It! Nowwwww! Argggghhhhhhh!"
"Yes! I can feel you entering my womb! Fuck, yes! Fuck me in my womb, Master! Please, Master!! Plant your baby!! Make me a mama!! Unggghhhhhhh!! Yessssss!!" Melodie screamed, her body convulsing in a massive, earth-shattering orgasm that seemed to go on forever.
With a final, guttural roar, Flint buried himself as deep as he could go and unloaded.
His balls tightened, his whole body went stiff as a board, and he pumped his potent seed all the way to the back reaches of my wife's fertile womb.
Flint pumped and pumped and pumped. His ejaculation seemed to last forever.
Finally, it was done. My rival had almost certainly bred my fertile, ovulating wife--and begun to rip her from me, heart and soul.
A thin sheen of sweat glistened on our Master's chest as he caught his breath.
And I was deeply, deeply lustful for BBC, much more than pussy, now myself. The quadfecta was complete.
It was just as we had planned and intended. Our conversion to an utterly submissive BBC cuckold couple was complete.
Flint stayed inside Melodie for a long moment, catching his breath and gently spanking her ass. "Nice, job, bitch!" He complimented her. "Very nice job--especially for a beginner!" Then, slowly, he pulled out.
His cock was still hard. It glistened beautifully with the thick, creamy coating of their combined fluids.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "His cock looks so delicious! Damn! He's made me gay for him already! Shit!"
A river of his cum immediately began to leak from Melodie's well-fucked pussy, running down the inside of her slender thighs.
"Fuck!" I thought. "I'd really love to lick this all up. Please, God, I hope he has me lick everything up!"
My prayers were answered!
Flint pointed his soiled cock at my face. "Clean it, faggot," he commanded. "Clean your Master's cock."
Dan and Allison untied my body--re-tying just my hands behind my back--and I scrambled forward, my mouth already open. I took him in--still he was hard!--tasting the tangy, salty, bitter mix of my Master's cum and my wife's pussy.
It was both disgusting and delicious at the same time. It was almost exactly as I had daydreamed it would be--and I was beyond thrilled at my privilege to consume it. It was the "sex sauce" I had been dreaming of lapping up for oh so many months.
I licked and sucked, cleaning every last drop of sex juice from Flint's shaft--and from his balls--worshipping the very instrument of my wife's pleasure and my own humiliation.
My faggot clit tingled and twitched the whole time, I enjoyed sucking his shaft clean so much.
When I was done, and Flint was cum-free, he pointed to Melodie's still-gaping, dripping pussy. "Now clean her, faggot. And don't you dare let a single drop of my seed go to waste."
I crawled behind my wife. This was going to be my first sexual intimacy with her in months. I could hardly wait! I was so thrilled, my little boi clit twitched and oozed in my pants.
Melodie's ass was still in the air--gorgeous and enticing. Her body trembled in the aftershocks of her multiple orgasms.
I leaned in and pressed my face to her sopping wet cunt.
A jolt of electric excitement shot me through. A wave of euphoria. I was over the moon to be sexually reunited with my Beloved--even in this limited way.
Tentatively at first, I began to lick my wife's beautiful pussy.
I lapped up our Master's precious cum as it leaked from her.
It was my first taste of my wife in months, and it was to clean another man's seed from her--to clean our *Master's* seed! To clean my *rivals* seed! The irony was so perfect, so painful, so poignant, so erotic.
My body shivered from the pure, sublime, humiliating arousal of it all.
I cleaned my wife's cunt ever so thoroughly, my tongue probing deep inside her, searching for every last drop, until she was as clean as could be--as clean as my cucky tongue could reach.
My wife let out a soft moan of satisfaction but otherwise didn't even say anything at all even to acknowledge me. Just that moan. "Hmmmmmm..."
And then she thanked our Master--not me, I had become insignificant--but instead she thanked Master Flint.
"Oh, Master!" Melodie purred. "Thank you for having the faggot clean me so nicely. Thank you... It's like he was made for this, Master!"
"Yeah, bitch..." Flint responded. "Yeah, he certainly was... Faggot is at last fulfilling his true purpose. He's found his place... Yup. That's for sure."
Then Flint glanced over to address me. "That's enough, faggot. Decent job, but that's enough... it's time for our next 'event' of the evening... Time to take this bitch's sweet little ass for the first time... Time to take her last virginity... Oh, yeah! Tell me, faggot... Would you like me to take it? Would you like me to take your wife's cute little ass for the first time? Hmmm?"
I knew the reply that was expected of me, and I knew better than to disappoint.
"Oh, of course, Master, Sir!" I responded. "Absolutely! Please! Please, Master Flint! Please take faggot's wife's ass! Please take her last virginity!"
"Right answer, faggot! Right answer!"
He didn't ask Melodie what she thought, even as he pivoted to address her.
"Brace yourself, bitch... This is going to hurt!"
Flint spat on his hand, rubbed it onto his cockhead, and pressed his still-hard pole up against my wife's tight, puckered asshole.
Melodie tensed. "Master... please," she gasped. "Please be careful..."
"Shut up, bitch." He snapped at her. "Just shut up and take it. You always knew that this was coming, I don't want to hear about it... It's going to hurt. Taking a virgin ass with a BBC always hurts, bitch."
And then he pushed.
Melodie cried out, a sharp, pained sound. And for several minutes, my wife continued to sound like she was in pain--quite a bit of pain!
I had mixed emotions. I felt terrible about what she was going through, even though I recognized it was an inevitable rite of passage for her--and for us--as we submitted to our new master for the first time.
But seeing Master Flint plunder my wife's delectable, gorgeous ass was also hot as hell--a beyond sublime turn-on.
Finally--after so many years of my fantasizing and even occasionally begging for the chance--my adorable, beautiful wife finally got her ass taken. And not taken by a little faggot clit like mine, no sir! But taken by an incredible black alpha stud with a truly enormous dark-chocolate cock!
If you're wondering what feeling was strongest--the worry for her pain or the turn-on--I'm not going to lie. It was 1,000 percent the turn-on.
It simply was sublime to see my dominant wife--the woman who was so dominant to me--get her gorgeous ass plowed by my massively hung black rival, who was utterly dominant to her.
It was quite something to watch Flint thrust and thrust and thrust into my wife's ass as she cried out and whimpered in misery. I barely noticed my modest feelings of sadness and or sympathy. "Yes!" I thought to myself. "Watching my Melodie getting her ass plowed by Master Flint is soooooo fucking hot! Yyesssss!"
Flint's amazing cock plundering my wife's perfectly formed alabaster bubble butt was an unbelievable sight. It easily rivaled anything I'd ever seen in porn. Shit! It was fucking erotic perfection! God, was I grateful to be there to watch!
Finally, after quite some time, as Flint continued to slowly, inexorably work his massive cock into Melodie's gorgeous, previously virgin ass, something amazing happened: My wife's cries of pain began to change. A low moan escaped her lips, surprising us both.
My whole body tensed as I witnessed this transformation.
Her cries softened, morphed, and became cries of... pleasure. Yes, *finally* she started to enjoy the brutal, deep invasion of her ass by Flint's monstrous love pole.
My Melodie cried out with a new intensity--not of pain, but of a pleasure so overwhelming it seemed to short-circuit her brain.
"Oh! Oh! OH! What's... what's happening to me?!" she gasped. "It's... it's starting to feel... Oh, GOD! It's starting to feel AYYY-MAYYYY-ZZZZING! Unnggghhhh!!"
Flint chuckled darkly. "There it is, bitch. There it is. Your ass is learning its purpose. Your ass was made for BBC. Just like your mouth. Just like your cunt. Every hole you have was made for BBC."
"YES! Oh, God! YES!" Melodie screamed. "My ass was made for BBC! It's so fuhhh-kkkinggg ayyy-mayyyy-zzzzinggg, Massss-terrr! I looooooove it! I'm cumming! I'm cumming from my ass!!"
My wife's body convulsed as an anal orgasm ripped through her. Her back arched impossibly, her fingers clawed at the chair, and a guttural, animalistic howl tore from her throat.


I'd never seen anything like it. I'd never heard of anything like it. My wife--my prim, proper, adorable Melodie--was cumming from getting ass-fucked.
And she was cumming hard.
"OH, GOD! OH, GOD! OH, GOD! I'M CUMMING JUST FROM YOUR FA-- BU-- LOUS-- COCK! IN! MY! FUCK-- ING! ASSSSSS!"
Flint grinned and kept pounding, driving her orgasm to heights she'd never imagined. "That's it, bitch. Cum from your ass. Cum from my big black cock in your ass. This is what you were made for."
"YES! YES! I was made for this! I was made for BBC in my ass! Oh, God! Oh, God! I'm cumming aaayyy-gaaaiiiin!! It won't stop! It won't stop cumming!! Unnggghhhhh!!"
Her whole body shook. Her eyes rolled back. Drool and snot flowed freely again. She looked completely destroyed--and completely blissful.
I watched, mesmerized, as my wife experienced the most intense pleasure of her life. Not from her pussy. From her ass. From my rival's enormous black cock.
And I was harder than I'd ever been in my life.
My boi clit was still rock hard and twitching in my pants, and my balls were aching for release. But my hands were still bound behind my back. I couldn't touch myself even if I'd been allowed.
Flint continued to fuck my wife's ass with long, powerful strokes, each one driving a new gasp or scream from her lips.
"You see, faggot?" he grunted between thrusts. "You see what your wife was missing? All this time, she could have been getting herself pummelled and ravaged by BBC. Instead, she was stuck with your little faggot clit. What a waste."
"Yes, Master!" I agreed, my voice cracking with arousal. "What a waste! Thank you for showing her! Thank you for giving her what she needs!"
"Damn right, faggot. Damn right."
Melodie's anal orgasms seemed to blend together, one after another, an endless cascade of pleasure that left her incoherent. She could only moan and scream and beg for more.
"More! More! Please, Master! More! Don't ever stop! I need this! I need BBC in my ass! I need it! I NEED IT!!"
Flint gave her exactly what she begged for. He fucked her ass harder, deeper, faster, his hips a blur of motion.
The sound of his body slapping against her ass was deafening. The wet, sloppy sounds of their fucking filled the room.
And then, with a roar that shook the walls, Flint came again.
"Take it, bitch! Take my cum in your ass! Take it all! Argggghhhhh!!"
He pumped load after load of his hot, thick seed deep into my wife's bowels. Melodie screamed one final time, her body convulsing in the most powerful orgasm yet, her ass clenching around Flint's cock as if milking every last drop from him.
"YES! I CAN FEEL IT! I CAN FEEL YOUR CUM IN MY ASS! OH, GOD! IT'S SO HOT! IT'S SO GOOD! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING ONE MORE TIME!! Yyyyessssss!!"
Finally, they collapsed together, Flint's massive body pinning my wife to the chair. Both of them were panting, sweating, spent.
The room was silent except for their ragged breathing.
I sat on the floor, hands bound and my body aching, my little boi clit straining against my pants, a dark wet spot spreading across the fabric.
I was in a state of shock. Awe. Disbelief.
My wife had just been fucked--properly fucked--for the first time in her life. By my rival. In her pussy and her ass. And she had loved every second of it.
She had cum harder than I'd ever made her cum. Harder than I could ever make her cum.
And I had watched it all.
And I had loved watching it.
God help me, I had loved every second.
After a long moment, Flint pulled out of Melodie's ass with a wet pop. His cock was still semi-hard, glistening with cum and ass juice.
He stood up, stretched, and walked over to me.
"Clean it, faggot," he commanded, holding his soiled cock in front of my face.
I didn't hesitate. I leaned forward and took him in my mouth, tasting the bitter, earthy flavor of his cum mixed with my wife's ass. It was disgusting. It was degrading. And it was exactly where I belonged.
I cleaned him thoroughly, lovingly, worshipping the cock that had just pleasured my wife in ways I never could.
When I was done, Flint stepped back and looked down at me with a smirk.
"Good faggot," he said. "You're learning your place. Now clean your wife's ass. Every drop."
I crawled behind Melodie again, my face pressing against her cum-leaking asshole. I licked and sucked, cleaning Flint's seed from her most forbidden hole, the hole he had just claimed for the first time.
Melodie moaned softly but didn't speak. She was too far gone, lost in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss.
When I finished, Flint untied my hands.
"Stand up, faggot," he ordered.
I did, my legs shaky beneath me.
"Strip."
I removed my clothes quickly, my little boi clit springing free, hard and dripping.
Flint laughed. "Look at that little thing. Pathetic. No wonder your wife needed a real cock."
He reached out and flicked my clit with his finger. I gasped, nearly cumming from that single touch.
"Ha! Sensitive, aren't we, faggot? Well, you're not allowed to cum yet. Not until I say so. Understood?"
"Yes, Master," I whimpered.
"Good. Now kneel."
I dropped to my knees.
Flint walked over to where Melodie was still draped over the chair, her ass in the air, cum leaking from both her holes.
"Slut," he said, tapping her on the shoulder. "Time to wake up. We're not done yet."
Melodie stirred, lifting her head. Her eyes were glazed, her face a mess of drool and snot and smeared makeup.
"Master?" she murmured. "More? You want more?"
"Always more, bitch. But first, it's time for your faggot husband to get his reward."
He turned to me. "Faggot, lie down on the floor. On your back."
I complied, my heart racing.
Flint guided Melodie over to me, positioning her above my face. Her well-fucked, cum-filled pussy and ass were inches from my mouth.
"Clean her again, faggot. And this time, you can touch yourself. But you don't cum until I tell you to."
I dove in, lapping at my wife's pussy and ass, tasting the mix of Flint's cum and her juices. At the same time, my hand wrapped around my aching faggot clit, stroking slowly.
The pleasure was overwhelming. The taste, the smell, the humiliation, the submission--it all combined into a single, all-consuming sensation.
I was on the edge within seconds, my balls tight, my clit throbbing.
"Please, Master!" I begged, pulling my mouth away from Melodie's pussy just long enough to speak. "Please let me cum! I'm so close!"
Flint watched me with amusement. "Not yet, faggot. Keep cleaning. Keep stroking. But don't you dare cum."
I whimpered but obeyed, forcing myself to slow my strokes as I continued to lick my wife clean.
It was agony. It was ecstasy.
After what felt like an eternity, Flint finally spoke.
"Cum, faggot. Cum now."
I exploded, my little boi clit spurting its pathetic load all over my stomach as I screamed into my wife's pussy.
Little sound came out. "Arumpppppphhhhhh! Grorgghhhhhhhhhhh! Hmmpppppphhhhhhhh! Unghhhhhhhhhhhh! Rumppphhhhhh! Rumpppppph! RUMPHHHHHHHH!"
It was the most intense orgasm of my life... Thus far.
Finally! Finally, Master had let me cum, too. I was beyond relieved! And ever so grateful.
As soon as Flint had Melodie moved, I thanked him. I thanked him obsequiously. "Oh, Master! Thank you! Thank you so much! Faggot is so, so grateful! THANK YOU!"
"Don't mention it, dipshit," Master replied, matter of factly. "I'm not a sadist. I know you need to get your rocks off now and again... That said, I'm not sure you're going to like what's happening next. The slut is coming home with me... For a month."
My blood ran cold. A month? Maybe even no communication?
"What?!" I gasped, the protest out before I could stifle it.
Flint's eyes narrowed. He backhanded me across the face, not hard enough to injure, but hard enough to make my ears ring. "Never challenge me, faggot. Never."
He looked back at Melodie, who was being helped to her feet by Allison.
"You, my little fuckbag, are going to live with me for the next month... and maybe then some. I'm going to fuck you morning, noon, and night. I'm going to make sure you're good and bred. And I'm going to make sure you are so thoroughly addicted to my Black cock that you'll never, ever have a second thought about your old life."
My wife, in an exhausted blissed-out haze, uttered simply, "Yes, Master. Of course."
Her eyes still glazed from a massive dose of post-fuck euphoria, my Melodie looked at me briefly before returning to look at Master Flint.
There was no sympathy in her gaze, only a passing casual glance.
"Yes, Master," she reiterated her consent. "Fuckbag would like that. Fuckbag would love to come home with you for a month, Sir! Thank you! Thank you for the privilege!"
"You're welcome, fuckbag. I'm sure it'll be my pleasure to host you and have you."
Dan and Allison dressed my wife quickly. They didn't bother to meet my eyes. They were just following orders.
When Melodie was ready, Flint put his arm around her and walked my adorable wife to the door. Melodie didn't even look back.
"See you in a month, faggot," Flint said over his shoulder, and then they were gone.
The door clicked shut. The silence that followed was deafening. I was left alone in the room with Dan and Allison, the smell of sex and humiliation thick in the air. My face stung, my heart was shattered, my faggot clit was still rock hard and twitching, begging for further release, I was still so turned on.
My friends didn't say a word. They just got up and went into another room, leaving me there, dazed and confused.
Eventually I took the message, got up, got dressed, and drove myself home.
CHAPTER 4 - I WENT EVEN GAYER FOR BBC!
--------------------------------------
The house was deafeningly quiet. My wife's shampoo still sat in the shower. A coffee mug with her lipstick print sat by the sink. I stood in our bedroom and breathed in the faint trace of her perfume clinging to the pillow she'd left behind, and my faggot clit twitched even as my chest heaved in anxiety.
The next week was the longest of my life. I went to work, I went home, I existed. The BBCs that Master was going to send me to suck? Those hadn't started yet.
He'd texted me to explain. "Faggot, I want you languishing in solitude for a while, knowing that I'm making your woman my own. I don't want you distracted by the incredible sexuality and satisfaction of servicing BBC all the time yet--that'll come soon enough. Meanwhile, just be glad that you can beat off as you daydream about how thoroughly I'm owning your luscious wife... I'm not a cruel master--you have my permission to beat off... But only once a day! Ciao!"
With Master's intentional deprivation as a backdrop, my every moment was consumed by images of what he was doing with my beautiful, sexy wife.
Was he fucking her now? Was she sucking his cock? Was he breeding her again and again?
I was forbidden from touching myself more than daily--which was difficult because I was constantly horny. But the command was absolute.
I was in a constant state of agonizing arousal. I'd beat off, and my little faggot clit would be hard an hour later. At work, I had to hide in my office because I was so prone to spontaneous erections even there.
Finally, on the seventh day, an email arrived in my inbox. The subject line was simply: "Week One." My hands shook as I opened it. It was from Melodie.
"My dearest Cucky,
I hope you're behaving. Master Flint says you are--I'm not sure how he knows!
I'm writing to you because he commanded me to. Honestly? I would have forgotten otherwise, Boo.
Master Flint wants you to know about my week.
It has been the most incredible week of my life.
I've never been so happy, so fulfilled, so... complete.
Every moment I'm with him, I feel more like the real me. The woman I was always supposed to be.
He is everything you're not and everything I need.
He's so powerful, so intelligent, so commanding. And his body... God, his body. He fucks me at least three times a day.
My pussy is his. My ass is his. My mouth is his.
He has fucked me in every room of his house, on his balcony, in the back of his car. He has completely and utterly claimed me. And I have never felt more loved.
I'm not just saying this. I'm falling in love with him, Rob. I'm falling in love with my Master--*our* Master.
It's the most real, most powerful thing I have ever felt. When he holds me after he's fucked me senseless, I feel safe. I feel like I'm home. I don't ever want to leave.
Thank you for letting this happen. Thank you for giving me to him. I don't know what the future holds, but I know my future is with him as my Master.
We'll find a little role for you in it, I'm sure--serving us when you're not too tied up sucking BBC and taking it in your faggot pussy, raising our brown babies with me as if they're your own... you know, good, wholesome cucky type things!
You'll get to play with your little faggot clit as you listen to us fuck--yeah, mostly you'll be relegated to listening--and occasionally we'll let you watch.
Now that we're in love, Master and me, I've convinced him to start sending you BBCs to satisfy and distract you.
Make sure you're home every night by 8pm! And be sure to please all the BBCs that Master is sending you! Every. Single. One!
Oh, and also Master says that you must withdraw your bid for the Jacksonville Project. Even though he'll likely win it anyway, he can get a better price once you withdraw.
Master will give you a sliver of it to work on so our family can get by... And if you're wondering, I won't be told to email you again until you do withdraw... So do be a good little faggot cucky, if you like hearing from me!
No need to email back--Master says I'm not allowed to read it anyway. We'll confirm your withdrawal of the bid from an inside contact, if you're wondering.
I'll write again when Master so instructs. Be a good faggot cucky boi in the meantime!
A smidge of my love to you!
Your wife,
Melodie"
I read the email three times. Then four times. My hands shook so badly I could barely keep the phone steady. Each word was a dagger, but even more so an aphrodisiac. My gorgeous, sexy wife was in love with him: My rival. Our Master.
It was over. The final, crushing defeat.
And not only that, I was instructed to hurt myself in business. Ouch. That stung, too.
And it wasn't just any project. It was the Jacksonville Project... my baby. A $5 million baby--with half-a-million in likely profits!
The one I'd pitched to the board myself, the one that was supposed to buy our family a nicer home, and finally a notable triumph over Flint.
But I knew better than to fight the order to withdraw.
In a bizarre way, it made me even more turned on.
My little faggot clit twitched in my pants. I felt it throb.
My breathing started to deepen. Fuck, was I turned on!
I logged on to the Jacksonville website right away, keyed in my password, and did indeed withdraw my bid.
A shiver ran through me as I did it. A shiver of profound submission. A shiver of erotic subjugation. "Boy, Flint really owns me now," I said to myself. "Thank fucking God this turns me on so much! Thank God!"
And as I sat there in the silent, empty house, once again reading the words of my wife's love for another man, my hand, as if with a will of its own, pulled off my pants and underwear and wrapped around my aching, desperate faggot clit.
And ever so quickly, I came. I came harder than I had ever come in my entire life. Just from visualizing Melodie and Flint together and nothing more.
A massive, shuddering, soul-crushing orgasm that ripped through me, leaving me empty, spent, and more completely and utterly owned than I had been just minutes before.
Most of my cum landed on my face even, with the remainder spread all over my shirt, which in my haste I had left on. "Shit, that was AY-MAY-ZING!" I said to myself.
Twenty minutes later--I'd barely just put on some fresh pajamas--the doorbell rang. My heart hammered against my ribs as I shuffled to the door.
When I opened it, five black men stood there, ranging from their late teens to mid-twenties. They were all different shapes and sizes, but they all had the same confident, predatory look in their eyes.
And I soon discovered they all had enormous, delicious big black cocks. The smallest one had to be nine inches. The biggest, nearly a foot.
"Master Flint sent us," the tallest one said, pushing past me into the house. "Said you needed some company."
They made themselves comfortable on my sofa, laughing and talking loudly as if they owned the place. The tall one patted his thigh. "Get over here, faggot. Time to earn your keep."
I sank to my knees between his legs, my hands trembling as I worked his zipper down. His cock sprang out, thick and already hard. The musky scent filled my senses, and my mouth watered. I took him in, stretching my lips around his girth.
"Look at this little cocksucker go," one of the others laughed, pulling out his own dick. "He's hungry for it."
Soon I was moving from man to man, my mouth and hands working frantically. They were rough with me, grabbing my hair, forcing themselves deeper, calling me every name in the book. "That's it, dipshit, take it all," "You love this black cock, don't you faggot?" "Master Flint was right about you."
My jaw ached, my eyes watered, but I was in heaven.
Each cock was different--some long and slender, others thick and heavy--but they were all magnificent. I serviced them all twice, and two of them three times, just as they demanded.
They were surprisingly generous about my own needs. "Go ahead and rub that little thing," one said when he noticed my desperate squirming. "Just keep it under your pants--don't want your faggot juice getting on us."
I came three times that night, shuddering orgasms that left me weak and trembling, all while my mouth was full of black cock.
When they finally left around 2 AM, my house reeked of sex and my jaw felt nearly dislocated. I crawled into bed, exhausted and utterly satisfied, my face still sticky with their dried cum.
Just as predicted, I was gay for BBC and a hardcore cucky in no time flat. Or so I thought.
For the next two weeks, it became my new routine. Every night at 8 PM, the doorbell would ring. Sometimes it was the same group of men, sometimes it was different ones. Young, old, muscular, lean--they were all Master Flint's proxies, and they were all there to use me.
I learned to deepthroat with an ease that shocked me. I learned to love the taste of their cum, the feel of it coating my throat. I learned to find a state of blissful, empty-headed peace while my mouth and hands were put to service.
They would let me rub my little boi clit through my pants, and I would have shuddering, pathetic orgasms that left me feeling more and more like a spectator in my own life.
But the ass-fucking never came. They would slap my ass, call it a "boi pussy," and talk about how they were looking forward to "breaking it in," but they never touched it there. It was a constant, looming threat, a promise of a deeper submission that was always just out of reach.
On the fifteenth night, only one man came to the door. It was him. Master Flint.
My heart seized in my chest. He hadn't been to our house ever--and I hadn't seen him since the fateful night of quadfecta, when he also took my Melodie away with him.
He looked incredible, wearing a simple but expensive-looking tracksuit that showcased his powerful frame. He pushed past me into the house, a look of cool appraisal on his face.
"Faggot," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through my entire body. "I hear you've been serving my men well."


"Yes, Master," I stammered, dropping to my knees instinctively. "Faggot has done his best."
"I know," he said, a small smirk playing on his lips. "But there's one part of your training that's been neglected. Melodie tells me she's worried you're not being fully prepared for your new life. She's concerned you're holding on to a part of yourself that needs to be... extinguished."
He walked over to my sofa and sat down, sprawling out with the easy confidence of a king. "Strip. Now."
My hands shook as I fumbled with my clothes. In seconds, I was naked, my little faggot clit hard and twitching in the cool air.
He crooked a finger. "Come here."
I crawled to him on my hands and knees. He grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at him. "You've been a good little cocksucker, but that's just the appetizer. It's time for the main course. It's time for you to learn what it really means to be owned. It's time for me to claim your other hole, your little faggot pussy."
My blood ran cold. This was it. The moment I had been both dreading and craving.
"Please, Master," I whispered, the words catching in my throat.
"Please what, dipshit? Please don't? Or please do?" He laughed, a harsh, cruel sound. "Don't lie to me. I see how your little clit is twitching. You want this. You need this."
He was right. God help me, he was right.
He pushed my head down towards his crotch. "First, get me ready. Show your Master how much you want him to pop your cherry."
I worshipped his cock through the fabric of his sweatpants for a moment, smelling his powerful, masculine scent, before pulling them down.
His eleven-and-a-half inches sprang out, already hard and magnificent. I took him into my mouth, sucking him with a desperate reverence, trying to convey all my lust, all my desire.
After a few minutes, he pushed me off. "Enough. Get on the floor. On your back. Legs up. Grab your ankles and don't let go."
I scrambled to obey, my body trembling with a mixture of terror and anticipation. I was on display, completely vulnerable, my most private place exposed to him.
He knelt between my spread legs. He spat on his hand, coating his massive cockhead with a thick layer of saliva. Then he spat again, this time directly onto my tight, puckered hole. The cold shock made me gasp.
He pressed the head of his cock against my entrance.
"This is going to hurt, faggot," he said, his voice low and serious. "It's supposed to hurt. This is me claiming you. This is me breaking you so I can remake you. When I'm done, you won't just be a cocksucker. You'll be my boi. My property. My personal faggot. You'll understand that every part of you belongs to me."
And then he pushed.
The pain was blinding. A white-hot, searing agony. My hands gripped my ankles so hard I heard my knuckles crack. Every muscle in my body seized--my arms, my legs, my stomach, right down to my fingers and toes. My jaw clamped so tight my teeth nearly cracked.
I couldn't breathe. I couldn't scream. I could only feel him, impossibly long and thick, splitting me open.
It tore through me. I screamed--a raw, guttural sound of pure torment. It felt like I was being torn in two.
"Shut up and take it," he grunted, pushing deeper. "Relax that ass and accept your Master."
He was relentless, sinking inch by agonizing inch into my virgin hole. The pain was overwhelming, and tears streamed down my face. I felt like I was going to pass out.
Then--something shifted. Not pleasure yet. Something beneath the pain. A pressure so deep it was almost beyond sensation. Like he was pressing on a button I didn't know I had.
I didn't want it to feel good. That was the terrifying part. If this felt good, there was nothing left of me to take.
He thrust again. And this time, the "something" bloomed into a jolt--electric, involuntary--that shot from deep inside me straight to my faggot clit.
"No," I whimpered. "No, no, no--"
My mind screamed stop but my body had already chosen. My hips, as if with a mind of their own, pushed back against him. A moan escaped my lips--traitorous, desperate, needy. I clamped my jaw shut, but the sound had already betrayed me.
As he buried himself to the hilt, his heavy balls resting against my ass, a new sensation sprouted deep inside me.
Then--like a switch flipping--every nerve ending in my body rewired itself. The pain didn't fade; it transmuted, transforming into something so overwhelmingly pleasurable that my vision blurred.
Master was hitting a place inside me I never knew existed. A place that sent jolts of pure, unadulterated pleasure shooting through my entire body. My screams of pain turned into whimpers of pleasure. My faggot clit, which had gone half-limp from the shock, was now rock hard again and leaking a steady stream of precum onto my stomach.
"That's it," he growled, seeing the change in me. "There it is. I found your little button. I found your pussy. You like that, don't you, faggot? You like your Master fucking your faggot pussy?"
"Yes! Yes, Master!" I cried, my voice a hoarse, desperate moan. "Oh, God, yes! Please don't stop!"
He began to fuck me in earnest then, his powerful hips driving his massive cock in and out of me. The pain was a distant memory, replaced by a pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable. I was a ragdoll in his hands, my body completely at his mercy.
I was no longer Rob. I was no longer even a faggot. I was just a hole for his pleasure, and in being that hole, I had found pure ecstasy.
Master reached down and wrapped his hand around my throat, not squeezing, just holding me in place. "Look at me," he commanded.
I forced my eyes open to meet his. They were filled with a triumphant, possessive fire.
"Cum for me, faggot," he ordered. "Cum from my cock in your ass. Don't you dare touch your little clit."
I wanted to obey. I was right there--balanced on the edge of something vast and terrifying. But I couldn't tip over. My boi clit throbbed, desperate, leaking, but it wouldn't go over without--
He shifted his angle. Just slightly. And dragged his cock across that spot.
Slowly.
My vision went white.
"There it is," he growled. "That's the spot. That's the spot that makes faggots like you lose their minds."
He hit it again. And again. Each stroke was a deliberate, devastating assault on the last shred of my former hetero self.
"Please--" I begged. I didn't know what I was begging for. Release. Mercy. For him to never stop.
He slammed into me one final time, burying himself to the root, grinding against that magical place--
And I shattered.
My back arched off the floor. A massive scream tore from my throat as my faggot clit at last erupted. "Argh, gawwwwwwd! THHHHHANKKKK YOUUUUU! Thank you, Massssterrr! Ungggghhhhhh! Fuhhhhh! Awwww, ggawwwd! Thank you, Yyyyyyyoouuuuu! Yyyeeaaaaahhh! ARRRRRRRRGGGHHHHH!"
Rope after rope of thick, viscous cum shot from me, painting my chest and stomach from my massive orgasm. I felt spurt after spurt shoot out. Some coated my chin. It seemed to last forever.
It was a pleasure so profound, so total, it shattered my very soul. I wasn't just cumming; I was being broken and remade in a single, blinding instant.
As my body convulsed with the most intense pleasure of my life, Master Flint roared and buried himself deep inside me one last time. I felt his cock pulse as he emptied his load into my bowels, marking me from the inside, sealing his ownership.
He stayed inside me for a long moment before pulling out slowly.
The absence was its own agony--a sudden, devastating emptiness where he'd been. My hole gaped open, refusing to close, as if my body was already mourning what it had lost. I felt his cum start to leak from me, warm and thick, running down onto the floor beneath my raised hips.
I lay there, trembling, unable to move. Unable to think. Unable to be anything other than what he'd made me: a hole. *His* hole.
He stood up and looked down at me. I was a mess of sweat, tears, and cum on the floor.
"Get cleaned up, faggot," he said, his voice calm and final. "Your initial *PHASE* of training is complete."
His words hung in the air like a promise--or a threat.
"Master, may faggot ask a question?" I braved.
"Ugh. Sure. What is it, dipshit?"
"You said the initial 'phase'? Is there another phase coming?"
"You'll see, faggot. You'll see!"
It was the end. And it was the beginning.
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Six months had passed since Emily's note. The "Black Into White" group hadn't just been a phase. It had become a new normal, even though Emily and Julia were both participating from college now.
To stay with their Black studs--who as a group had decided to attend the local, well-rated public university--both girls had defied their parents and foregone their elite college admissions to stay local. That's how committed to their black slut life they had both become.
That they were each on the verge of being disowned by their family would not be an understatement.
But sexually? Their sex lives were a far different story from their family relationships.
Emily was in her prime, glowing with a confidence and sexual hunger that was terrifying and beautiful.
She was insatiable for black cock.
Alex and I were, as Emily had predicted, her "celibate cuckies." We had both continued on to colleges about a thousand miles away, but we came home often enough.
We didn't get to fuck Emily anymore, needless to say. We didn't even get to touch her. We just got to watch.
We weren't truly celibate, you might like to know. But we role-played it that way for Emily, Julia, and their Black lovers. It seemed to make it hot for everyone that we did.
Alex and I? We loved every second of our continued voyeuristic involvement, of watching Emily, and also Julia, getting blacked. And they got blacked a lot!
Alex's and my on-going reality wasn't just big events. It was a constant, exciting stream of "Black Into White" experiences and media material.
We two cuckies were the unofficial archivists of our ex-girlfriends' descent, the curators of their submission to superior, immense big black cocks.
Alex and I had a shared, encrypted folder in the cloud that was our porn stash, our bible, and our damnation, all in one.
It was filled with videos sent directly from the girls or filmed by the Black Into White kings themselves.
To give just a few examples:
We saw Julia, Alex's first ex-girlfriend and the lusty, curvaceous brunette who had started it all, getting broken down and conquered by three of the kings at once.
They had tied her up over a gymnastics horse, her curvy body splayed open for them. They took turns with her mouth, pussy, and ass as she cried out with excitement and urged them on to do more.
The video was a little shaky, filmed by a fourth of the guys, but the audio was crystal clear: Julia's gagging sounds mixed with the wet, rhythmic slapping and her own muffled, desperate cries of pleasure and encouragement. She was a woman possessed, a vessel for pure, unadulterated lust.
The scene was over an hour long, and they took her body--a dead-ringer for the porn star Valentina Nappi--and unloaded twice in her ass, twice down her throat, and four times in her pussy. Yeah, I had counted. In each hole, Julia managed to take them all balls deep, even Quentin's eleven-incher. It was truly a site to behold. Then, at the end, she beat off the camera man as he filmed that as well.
We couldn't believe she could take it all, especially Quentin's eleven-incher, in her ass. It was the first time we understood the true scope of what was happening.
But it was Emily who truly was the star of the collection--Alex and I both felt more emotionally connected to Emily, and it just made it so much hotter to see how committed she had become to massive black cocks.
In one favorite video, our mutually-ex-girlfriend was on her knees at the center of a circle, a beautiful, pale-skinned angel surrounded by an incredible nine thick, dark cocks.
Her face and hair got painted by load after load of BBC jizz until she was nearly unrecognizable.
In another favorite video, Emily was mounted on a breeding bench they'd built in a basement, her delectable little ass just over the side, with a line of men stretching out the door, each one taking their turn fucking her from behind while she just moaned and begged for more, shouting out a huge orgasm every now and again. The men each waited to fuck her until they were near cumming, and they all unloaded a big, gooey creampie in her pussy. By the end of the video, her pussy was a giant gelatinous mess, with gobs and gobs of sperm also dripping down each thigh. Emily had so many orgasms throughout, that she was also left a shivering, twitching, quivering mess--as though she were having a long, gentle seizure. It was unbelievably erotic to watch and easily rivaling the best professional gangbang porn that I'd yet to see.
We also saw Emily taking two BBCs at once, one in her ass and one in her pussy, screaming that she'd never felt so full, nor so complete as a woman.
The most potent video, the one Alex and I both admitted was our favorite, was from a few months back. It was just Emily and Quentin.
He was slow-fucking her and talking to her, with his voice a low, hypnotic rumble. "Look at this pussy," he said, holding the phone down to show her stretched, pink hole gripping his thick shaft. "This was made for black cock. wasn't it, baby?"
And Emily, her face flushed and sweaty, had looked right into the lens, right at us, and whispered, "Yes, My Love, My Lord... My pussy was made for black cock... Yes, I was always destined for black cock, Sir... Thank you! Thank you so much! Thank you for showing me!"
I must have cum fifty times to that video. Alex admitted to me it was his favorite, too.
There was something about the way Emily looked right at us while saying that she was made for black cock that broke our brains and rebuilt our little boi clits into what they were always meant to be: instruments for self-pleasure while watching superior BBC in action with our love.
We were there in person for some of it, too.
We'd watched the girls get gangbanged on the floor of that very basement, Quentin's basement, a tangle of limbs and flesh, with the air so thick with the smell of sex and sweat it was hard to breathe.
We saw the girls' bodies change, their movements become more confident, more graceful, and more fluid.
We saw Julia and Emily learn to please their new men in ways they never had with us--longer blow jobs, rim jobs, anal sex, and more times getting fucked in the pussy in a session than we ever would have imagined.
We saw the girls become the big black cock sluts that they were always meant to be.
Finally, after several months and on one particularly important day, Alex and I were sitting in Quentin's basement on a Saturday night, the air thick with the scent of weed, testosterone--and immense anticipation.
Emily was upstairs, getting ready for the evening's festivities. Julia was elsewhere; this night was especially for Emily and those of us guys who worshipped her--the "Black Into White" kings and Alex and me.
Alex was sitting next to me, looking as happy as he ever had.
He was relaxed, and as confident as a beta white boi could be in the situation--during a rarely allowed visit to the "Black Into White" clubhouse in our hometown.
"So," Quentin said, tossing a deck of cards onto the table. "We all know the rules. Tonight's the night. It's been six months. It's time for Emily to get bred."
"Right," Alex said, his voice only a little bit wobbly, as the gravity of the moment started to seize his consciousness.
"Yup," I concurred, my voice an octave high, betraying my stress.
"And us black 'kings' here are playing for first dibs," Quentin continued, shuffling the deck with a practiced, rhythmic sound. "Standard Texas Hold'em. Winner gets to breed Emily first. Loser goes last. Guys in the middle are ranked accordingly... You white faggots are just here for 'accessory' rituals, of course."
Alex looked at me. I looked at him. We were only allowed to watch and help with a key modest moment or two. Breeding Emily? Completely out of the question, of course.
Of course only the club members, the "kings," would play the poker game to decide the breeding sequence. Only the hung Black alphas.
Tonight, it was Quentin, Darnell, Matthew, Zack, and Meat who were there.
They were Emily's five favorites and the club had decided that for her first breeding, they would do her a solid, and the daddy would be from among her favorites.
As it happened, their cocks ranged from a solid ten inches on Matthew to a full footlong on Meat. In fact, Meat's real name was Joseph--his twelve-incher was why they called him "Meat."
Us two cuckies were invited as a courtesy. At Emily's beneficent request. Alex and I thanked her profusely when she'd let us know.
"No worries, my little-dicked faggots," she'd texted in reply. "It's the least I could do for your role in things. For building my confidence in this direction, for putting me on the path towards big black cock."
The game was fast, aggressive, and filled with trash talk. But when the final hand was down, there was no drama. Meat had the nuts. He had cleaned everyone out.
"Looks like I'm up, gentlemen," Meat said, grinning. "Emily's waiting. I'll go get her."
Alex and I sat there for a moment, stunned by events but strangely at peace.
My dick was rock hard in my pants and oozing precum. I'm sure Alex's was, too.
We were reconciled to the fact that our dicks would be staying covered by both underwear and pants so long as we were in the club. Such were "Black Into White" club rules for white boys--unless we were stuffed away into the dedicated sub-basement "white boi A/V cubby," which was nobody's top choice for the day.
Emily wanted us up close to the action. And the Black alphas studs were fine with it, so long as we minded our place.
Alex and I were both excited beyond the moon to be there when Emily--whom we had each loved so profoundly--got knocked up with her first black baby.
"Fuck, Rob!" Alex had said to me as we drove over. "To think, the love of our young lives so far--both of us--is about to get black-bred... And our reaction? How do we both feel? Our reaction is little more than 'Please, Sirs, may we watch?' Shit, we are pitiful." I could only agree.
Back to the event itself... Quentin continued to MC. "Alright white boi," he said. "We agreed you would do the next ritual honors."
"Wait a second," Darnell interjected. "Emily needs to be here to watch this... Meat!" Darnell yelled out. "Meat, bring the bitch in here to watch!"
In a moment, Meat escorted Emily back in. She looked ravishing, wearing nothing but a sexy bra and panties. Her makeup was smudged nearly all the way off. She'd clearly been making out with Meat rather than getting straight down to fucking.
Emily noticed us white bois there and blushed, but she didn't try to cover herself.
"Good to see you, Emily," I ventured, my voice trembling. It took some bravery for a white boi to speak at all in this crowd, but I craved a morsel of direct connection with the love of my life thus far. "It's been a while."
Emily was surprised I'd dared to open my mouth, it seemed. "Uh... Good to see you, too, Robby... I guess... Uh... You, too? You really want to watch this?"
"Wouldn't miss it for the world, Em! With what we've been through together? This will be *THE* pinnacle... The absolute pinnacle!"
Emily looked surprised that I would admit that in front of everyone but said nothing further. She understood that her role tonight was to be a sex object, a submissive for her black alpha kings.
"Alright kids," Quentin interjected. "That's enough talking from any white bois!"
I nodded my intended obedience, as did Alex.
"Faggot Alex," Quentin continued. "Please... Go ahead and do the honors."
After a quick nod of reply, Alex moved methodically, slowly, as he understood this was a profound moment. One that he and I would want to have seared into our memories forever.
He walked over to Emily's purse in a corner, rummaged around but for a moment, and found the case for her pills.
"Here it is, All!" he said, knowing that a declarative statement was called for before turning to smile sheepishly at Emily, who smiled back.
"Emily, our sweet black cock slut," Quentin said. "This is your very last chance. If you object to being bred, this is the time for you to speak up..."
Emily, humiliated even though she had long known this night was coming, merely looked at the floor.
"Very well then," Quentin interjected. "Faggot, please proceed!"
And so Alex took the medication package out of its carrying case, walked over to the basement sink, and popped the first pill out from several feet up.
Alex's sly approach meant that the pill could get a little speed going before reaching the bottom of hard porcelain.
"Plink."
The first pill hit the sink floor. It was a small, sharp sound.
"Plink."
The second..
"Plink."
The third.
And in due course, Alex popped all twenty-eight pills in the package, one by one, into the sink.
The sound was hypnotic, a metallic, rhythmic symphony of finality. Plink, plink, plink, plink. It echoed off the concrete walls.
When the last pill fell, Quentin joined him and turned on the faucet.
The water washed the little white tablets down the drain, swirling them away into the darkness of the sewer.
Emily's last defense against being black bred had been washed away.
"Done," Quentin said, turning back to me with a look of sheer dominance. "It's all set. Every last drop... Now... Emily can get bred in earnest"
I smiled, keeping my unspoken pledge to stay silent. Alex had a visible hard on as he walked back to me from the sink. Not as small as mine, for sure, but still the next smallest in the room. My little boi clit was ramrod stiff.
"Nice job, faggot," Meat interjected, "Thanks for taking care of that for me--for us... I'm going to go breed this cunt in private now... I'll bring her back when she's got a creampie or three dripping from her cunt for you all to check out... See ya in a bit!"
Emily had been standing there in a trance this whole time, watching her birth control pills getting disposed of.
She looked amazing in her perfectly fitting bra and lace panties. She was glowing--quietly--in anticipation. Her nipples stood out like pointy little erasers. The smell of her sweet little excited pussy permeated the whole room.
When Meat extended his hand to claim her it seemed to jolt her into reality.
She warmly received his hand in both of hers and let out an involuntary groan. "Unggggggghhh! God..." she started, before adding only a little louder than a whisper. "Oh, Meat... I'm so glad it's you! The biggest in the Club--so fitting for my *first* black baby! Unghh! At last... My destiny... At last!"
Alex and I? Our precum surged and darkened our crotches. Luckily nobody would notice or care but us.
Fuck, it was a turn on that events had finally led to this. At long last.
The basement was thick with anticipation as Meat led Emily away.
The silence that followed for a moment was heavier than any sound, broken eventually by the distant thud of a door closing upstairs.
Quentin then dealt another hand of cards to the remaining players, but nobody's heart was in it.
All eyes kept drifting toward the ceiling, toward the sounds that would soon filter down.
Alex and I sat frozen in our chairs, our hands clasped in our laps to hide the obvious bulges straining against our pants.
The twenty-eight pills swirling down the drain replayed in my mind--a symbol of everything we had enabled, everything we had lost.
After a few minutes, the sound track from upstairs at last did start--just as all of us had been waiting for!
First came the muffled sounds of passion. Then Emily's distinctive cries grew louder and more desperate.
The Black studs exchanged knowing grunts and nods, continuing their card game with practiced nonchalance, but even they couldn't completely hide their interest.
"Sounds like Meat's giving her the full treatment," Darnell commented, laying down his cards.
"Shit! That girl's got some lungs on her!" Matthew observed.
The sounds intensified--rhythmic slapping of flesh, creaking of bed springs, Emily's increasingly frantic moans. Then came the words that made both Alex and me simultaneously suck in our breath:
"YES! BREED ME! BREED MY WHITE PUSSY, MEAT! FILL ME WITH YOUR BLACK SEED! OH, GOD! PLEASE! I NEED IT, MEAT! I NEED YOU TO BREED ME! FUCK, YEAH! PUT YOUR BABY IN MEEE! FUCK, YEAH! KNOCK! MEEE! UP! OH, GOD... I NEED IT, MEAT! I NEED IT SO BAD! BREED ME, YOU BASTARD! I NEED IT! PLEEEEEEASE!"
The card game stopped completely. Even the Black studs were silent now, listening to the raw, primal sounds of breeding happening upstairs.
Emily's voice rose to a fever pitch: "OH GOD! I'M CUMMING! OH, GOD, YES! I CUMMING SOOOOOO GOOD! PLEASE CUM, TOO, MEAT! CUM WITH ME! CUM IN ME! KNOCK ME UP! MAKE ME A MOMMY, MEAT! MAKE ME A MOMMY WITH YOUR BIG BLACK DICK! OH, YEAAAAH!! FUCK, YES, MEEEAAAT! CUM INSIDE ME NOW! GIVE ME A FUCKING BABY! PLEEEEASE!! PLEASE CUM INSIDE MEEEE!"
Alex was trembling beside me, his face a mask of anguish and ecstasy. I knew exactly how he felt--this was the culmination of everything we had set in motion, the final surrender of the girl we had loved to the superior masculinity we had always known existed.
"YEAH, BITCH!" Meat finally growled in return. "TAKE MY LOAD! YEAH! FUCKING TAKE IT! MAKE ME A BAAAAABY, BITCH! FUCKING TAKE IT! GET BRED, BITCH! YEEEEAAH!"
After what felt like an eternity, the sounds subsided for a while. Then, they repeated.
Emily and Meat repeated their loud fucking. Not once, but twice.
The three fucks only took maybe half an hour. That's how horny they both were.
Just a few minutes after their third fuck, Meat returned, grinning from ear to ear and in just his boxers, with Emily fully naked and in tow.
She was glowing--literally radiant with post-coital bliss. Her skin was flushed, her eyes glassy with satisfaction. And her pussy was dripping with what had to be a combination of her juices and Meat's abundant ejaculations.
"Present yourself, slut!" Quentin commanded.
Emily stood before us, legs slightly apart.
Thick globs of semen ran down her sexy, slim thighs, evidence of the multiple loads Meat had deposited deep inside her.
The smell of sex filled the room--primal, overwhelming, undeniable.
"Check her out," Meat said proudly. "Took three loads. She oughta be good and bred."
The other Black studs gathered around, examining Emily's creampied pussy and thighs like connoisseurs. They prodded and explored her used pussy with their fingers and stroked her inner thighs, making her gasp and moan with renewed pleasure.
Alex and I watched from the floor several feet away, forbidden to touch. Our boi clits throbbed painfully against our pants.
"Who's next?" Quentin asked, dealing cards again.
The night continued in this pattern--one by one, Emily's five favorite Black studs had a go at breeding her, each depositing their seed deep inside her womb.
By the time the last one finished, Zack, Emily was exhausted, satisfied, and almost assuredly bred.
My love's pussy was a mess of overlapping creampies, evidence of her complete surrender to black breeding.
"You boys did good," Quentin told Alex and me as the night wound down. "Building up her confidence like you did. She was always meant for this."


Emily, now cleaned up and wearing a robe, approached us. Her eyes were soft, almost tender.
"Thank you," she whispered, touching first Alex's cheek and then mine. "I know this must be hard, but... this is what I was meant for. This is who I was meant to be."
Alex could only nod, tears in his eyes. I found my voice: "We know, Emily. We always knew."
The drive home was silent between Alex and me, both of us processing what we had witnessed.
Alex's cock and my little boi clit were still hard, our pants both soaked from precum at the crotch.
Neither of us had cum yet. It hadn't been allowed for us to masturbate, and cumming didn't happen for either of us spontaneously without touching.
Alex was driving. A little slower than I preferred. We were headed to his house since his parents were out of town. We intended to beat off side by side on their cavernous bathroom floor, as it was easy to clean up.
"Will you drive a little faster, please?" I urged him. "Shit, I need to cum! Hurry!"
"What? Are you kidding me?!" he retorted. "I'm so horny I can barely see straight... We'll get there when we get there!"
Finally, we did arrive.
We ran to his parents' massive bathroom as we had planned and both stripped naked.
It was only the fourth or fifth time I'd seen his massive cock naked in person and without Emily there. "Shit! That thing looks delicious!" I found myself thinking.
He caught me eyeing him. "Would you like me to?" I managed to squeak out.
"I think you had better, faggot," he responded.
And, with that, I blew my best friend. I at last put his giant, beautiful dick in my mouth as I stroked my own.
I was in heaven. I had found a new home.
We both shot off within seconds, given all that we had witnessed.
Alex's immense load overwhelmed my mouth. I couldn't swallow fast enough. Some of it dribbled out of my mouth. Some even shot up through my nose and out of my nostrils.
"Shit that's disgusting!" I thought to myself. "But even more so, it's FUCKING AY-MAY-ZING-LY HOT! YEAH, IT'S SO FUCKING HOT!"
We chilled with beers for a while and then each gave each other a long, slow, delicious hand job.
I serviced Alex--as my better-hung superior--first, naturally.
As I stroked his shaft and fondled his nuts, I felt a mixture of lust and envy. "God, this cock is so beautiful!" was my main thought. "And finally! At last! At last, I'm getting to savor it myself--and it's not just for Emily. At. Fuck. Ing. Last!"
Yeah, I really loved stroking my best friend's massive cock. But I was so drawn to it, I couldn't keep myself from putting my mouth back on the head and sucking on the first few inches from time-to-time as well.
"SHIT!" Alex exclaimed. "You're good at this, faggot! I mean, really, really good at this! Yeah! Keep playing with me, faggot! Keep sucking me! Keep it up! Shit, I can feel the love!"
"With pleasure, my friend!" I replied. "I do love you." I admitted.
"I know," he whispered back. "I know you do." He didn't say the "L" word back to me. He didn't have to. He was my "better," after all.
I continued to tend to his shaft and balls lovingly. Yes, I did. And before too long, Alex came again.
I thought about taking it in my mouth again, but this time I wanted to see what his cock looked like shooting off. I was far from disappointed!
Shit--it reminded me of a geyser or a firehose. It was white, foamy, and truly powerful.
His thick eight-and-a-half-inch dick let loose a truly massive cum of perhaps ten large pulses that shot all over his chest, stomach, and also up onto his face.
"FUCK YEAH!" he shouted. "AW, GOD! YES! YES! OH, ROBBY! YOU FAGGOT! THIS IS SO FUCKING GOOOOOD! YYYESSSSS! UNGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH! YYESSSS! YEAAAAH! SO FUCKING AY-MAY-ZING! SO FUUUUUH-KING GOOOOOOD! ARGHHHHHHH!"
After a short respite, Alex returned the favor. "Alright, faggot," he said. "Turnabout is fair play. You deserve a good cum, too."
My best friend's hands felt incredible on my nuts and shaft, and I kept thanking him for it.
"Oh, Alex, thank you! It feels sooo good! You're so GREAT at this! Yeah! PLEASE! Please keep going! Aw, God! You're fabulous! This feels AMAZING! UNNGGGHHH!"
Before long, I too was cumming, and I shouted it out as well. "AW, FUCK! YEAAAH! SOOO GOOD! DON'T STOP! AW, FUCK!! UNGGGHHHHH! ARGGGHHHH! SHIT! YEEEAAAAH! I'M CUMMING!! YEAAAAH! I'M CUMMING SO HARD! YEAAAAAAH!"
It was my best cum ever, I realized--even exceeding the MANY hot cums I'd had along this whole voyeuristic journey. "Damn!" I thought to myself. "I wonder what that means! My best cum was at the hands of my best *GUY* friend?!? YIKES!?!"
It truly made me start to question assumptions I had about myself.
Alex quickly brought me back into the moment.
"Yeah," he said matter-of-factly. "That was a nice job cumming for me, you little faggot. Good work, cumming for Papa Alex! Catch your breath and then you can blow me again if you ask nice!"
"Fuck, yeah!" I thought to myself, as I took a short rest. "Blowing my love, Alex, again sounds like just the ticket! Hmm... But I wonder? Would I like blowing a massive black cock even better? Yeah... I wonder..."
I serviced Alex twice more that night. And he did the same for me.
Never did I feel so sexually satisfied--or so fundamentally at peace.
The profundity of my peaceful feeling struck me as surprising, but I savored it nonetheless. "Shit!" I thought to myself. "I hope life will always feel like this... I wonder if it could?"
Would you like to hear more?
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CHAPTER 1 - MY WIFE DISCOVERS MY EROTIC WRITING
-------------------------------------
Overall, I consider myself a lucky man. At age forty-two, I was successful, still good-looking, and a sexy wife, who'd given me our two beautiful children. Very lucky.
Were some aspects of my life less than thrilling? Sure! I wasn't rich, probably would be working another twenty or even twenty-five years, and my sexy wife--at age thirty-five and no longer craving baby-making--wasn't as horny as I would have liked. But I knew better than to feel sorry for myself. Most guys I knew had it worse. Way worse.
Julia, in addition to being a great mom and a good partner, was still incredibly attractive. Only lightly-wrinkled, and still with a beautiful face and figure. Long wavy blonde hair, an adorable face--with bright blue eyes, a cute nose, and a pretty mouth--and a fabulous 34DD-26-37 figure. At 5'10", she's like a petite curvy girl but with extra long legs.
My wife's waist was ever so slightly thicker than her 24" waist from just before kids, but from looking at her, Julia could still pass as never-having-had-a-baby-yet. She was that shapely and trim.
My wife's ass had the perfect blend of muscle and fat--sculpture-worthy. And it always earned stares when she wore pants. Without fail.
Sometimes I would even try to count the number of people who stared at Julia's ass in my head when we would go sightseeing or visit the mall. Thirty-seven was the one-day record--on a visit to Italy.
To visualize my wife, you can imagine Julia Roberts but with blonde hair and blue eyes; a shorter, cuter nose; more generous breasts; and a hotter ass. My wife has a similar vibe to Julia playing a shy blonde woman character--but a couple of notches hotter.
If we ever needed to visit an iffy neighborhood, I'd always remind Julia to wear a dress or a long jacket so that her delectable ass would not be on display. She might briefly groan in protest, but she would always yield to my good sense.
My wife was much less horny than me--but at least she had learnt to tolerate my using porn and masturbation to get by.
Thankfully.
We had sex--but only about every other week now.
It was always the same way: Some making out and fooling around, followed by a few minutes of the missionary position, and a minute or two of my wife on top.
Julia rarely orgasmed these days. I rationalized it to myself that it was because she no longer craved getting pregnant on some unconscious level--but events did reveal that was wishful thinking on my part.
Because of my age--and maybe also my porn use, if I'm honest--I couldn't cum fast enough before Julia would lose interest in fucking.
Both of us made the best of it--it was nice to be together. We both liked that we had sex--as limited as it was--with some regularity.
Once in a while, when we would lay in bed afterward and before I would leave to beat off to completion, I--the more extroverted of us two by far--would float a conversational trial balloon. "Hey, Honey," I would start, "Are you sure you wouldn't like to mix it up a little?"
"I like our routine," she'd insist. "It's really nice, Honey! You did a nice job again!"
As much as I might hope, variety wasn't on offer.
Luckily, I got variety through porn, and I enjoyed the same "main dish" on repeat.
Yes, things could have been much worse for sure.
Then, six months ago, when I got home from a grueling month-long business trip to Asia--a whopping thirty-two days, in fact--things changed.
Much to my surprise, after our next sex, when I asked Julia if she might like some variety, she answered differently!
"Honey," she said, avoiding eye contact, "we need to talk about something... I found your other Google account... You know... the anonymous one."
Shit. I got scared right away. That would be the one that I used to write for Literotica!
"I found all these stories you've been writing... I mean, you have multiple versions saved in your Google Drive, so I have to assume you're the writer. Right?"
Gulp!
She paused, looked away briefly, and then back at me. "And Dan... I checked your browser history. I saw what you watched while you wrote them... I also did research. I know what... what 'QOS' means now. I know what 'BNWO' is. I did a *whole* bunch of research!'"
Double gulp!
"At first, I was horrified," my wife continued. "I mean, what wife wouldn't be...
All these stories about cuckolding. And not just any cuckolding, but interracial cuckolding with massive black men... uh... with equally massive man parts!
I was appalled!
I was really shocked and stunned and I was thinking of changing the locks while you were away all month!"
"Uh... But you didn't... Uh... How come?" I asked, plainly.
"Because, well... your stories... well... they made me... wet."
"Oh?!"
"Yeah... it really upset me at first, but your stories also... Well... They really turned me on."
"How so?"
"I thought it was so sexy! I mean you obviously wrote half of them about me--and about how you would like to see me incredibly well satisfied, incredibly well-serviced by giant black men...
"And I realized... It only took me overnight... That, well, the stories were actually very loving...
"That you wanted me to have my best possible life..."
"I do, Honey. I really do."
"Yes, I can see that, Dan. I definitely can."
"And?"
"Well... and this is harder to admit... But also visualizing myself in your stories... It simply was an incredible turn on... An unexpected... thrill."
I was unsure what to say. I didn't really want to say anything. I wanted Julia to keep revealing what she had been going through, to keep explaining her reaction to my stories.
My wife broke the pause before I did.
"Yeah... For the first time in years, I got so worked up that... uh... I even... took care of things."
That was as close to the word "masturbation" that my conservative wife could speak--at least at that point. Certainly, her meaning was clear.
"Yeah, while you were visiting clients, dear," she continued. "I entertained myself... I entertained myself a lot... I found the stories in the first few days of your trip! And practically the whole time you were away, I was imagining myself in your stories... Getting ravaged by one of those dark fellows... or--if I'm honest--even by several!"
"You can say it honey. Give it a try... You imagined yourself 'getting fucked by... Big. Black. Cock.' Don't you think you should have a try at saying it?" I ventured, bravely putting my wife on the spot, upping the conversational stakes.
"Uh... It's so embarrassing!" she exclaimed, and then she started to bawl and buried her head on my shoulder for a few minutes.
"Aw!" I said, as her sobs began to subside. "It's okay, dear! I know it's a big adjustment to find you have a similar... uh... 'interest', let's say... to your 'perverted' husband. Especially after all those years of hassling me for doing porn! Ha! It must be very hard to admit!"
"You have no idea!" she exclaimed, and then she wailed some more, her shoulders heaving.
"Aw, it's okay, dear!" I tried to be reassuring to her now. "I won't tease you any more for it... It's okay! Really!"
"Really?"
"Yeah... I can only imagine that you've been through enough!"
"I have! Yeah. That's right. I have been through enough!" my Julia insisted.
"So... What are we going to do about it?" I asked.
Nearly two months later, we had Elgin over. But getting there--that was a journey.
We had settled on Elgin because he was a big black guy we had both met through my work some years ago. Large. Tall. Ruggedly handsome. Sociable. Not currently in our professional or social life.
Julia had first suggested my work colleague Edmund, whom she thought was very handsome, but she said she understood that I disliked him too much. Edmund had aced me out of a promotion, and he was still gloating about it with me.
Elgin seemed alpha enough. Would he also be gentle enough?
We accepted that only time would tell. Yes, we realized that any BBC alpha would be a risk... a risk that now we were both willing to take.
Julia had met Elgin at a couple of industry events with me, and she remembered him favorably--as a strong presence and also the subtly hungry way that he had eyed her.
At the time, she had said it creeped her out, but now, he was her suggestion.
"Besides eying me a little aggressively, he was nice enough," she remarked. "And what's more, Tanya at my office used to date him, and she was always cooing about how big his private parts were and how great a lover he was... It was embarrassing to listen to!"
"Ha!" I said. "Embarrassing then, but a turn on now, eh?"
"Touché!" my wife conceded. "Admittedly so!"
Julia started to show a sense of humor about her BBC interest at last joining my own. As we were thinking over how best to proceed, she even watched interracial porn with me.
We ruminated for quite some time before moving forward even though Elgin was an early idea.
I was eager for us to take action. Julia slowed us down.
"Honey," Julia said. "It's been a big step for me to admit this interest to you! You can't expect me to go and have 'relations' with a black man the very next day!"
I told her I understood. I certainly understood.
The first night, I suggested we watch something together, Julia flinched like I'd proposed a crime.
"On the TV? What if the kids--"
"They're asleep. I'll keep it quiet."
She sat on the far end of the couch, arms crossed, while I queued up a clip--a blonde woman, not unlike my wife, taking on a well-endowed black man in a hotel room.
Julia watched in silence for two minutes. Then her arms uncrossed. Then her hand drifted--almost unconsciously--to her thigh.
"This is... ridiculous," she whispered. But her eyes didn't leave the screen.
"'Ridiculous' how?"
"Ridiculous that I'm... that this is..." She didn't finish. On screen, the woman gasped as the man entered her, and Julia's thighs pressed together.
By minute eight, my wife was breathing heavily.
By minute twelve, she said, "Can we... can you fast-forward to the part where he--"
"I don't know which part you mean, Boo."
"You KNOW which part." Her voice was sharp, embarrassed, hungry. "The part where he really gives it to her."
I skipped ahead to the pounding climax. Julia watched the whole thing--fifteen full minutes of relentless, deep penetration--without blinking.
When it ended, she stood abruptly. "I need to go to bed."
"Are you--"
"Goodnight, Dan."
She was in the bathroom for forty minutes. I heard the shower run, then stop, then start again. When she finally came to bed, her skin was pink from the heat, and she lay on her far side without a word.
I didn't push it.
The second night, she asked to watch again. "Just to see if it was a fluke," she said. "How I reacted."
It wasn't a fluke.
By the fourth night, Julia was choosing the videos herself. She scrolled with increasing decisiveness--bypassing the tame stuff, zeroing in on the roughest, most intense scenes. Women bent over and taken from behind. Women on their knees, worshipping massive black cocks. Women who looked like they were losing their minds in orgasm as they got thrashed by alpha black studs with giant dicks.
"Does it really feel that good?" she asked one night, pointing at a woman mid-orgasm on screen. "I mean... does it really feel like that? That can't be real."
"It can," I said confidently but gently. "With the right size. Yes. And the right partner."
She was quiet for a long time after that.
By week two, the dildo arrived. I'd ordered it--a thick, black, ten-inch model that Julia had clicked on during one of her browsing sessions before quickly minimizing the browser window, as if I hadn't seen.
When the package came, she turned scarlet.
"I didn't say I wanted--"
"You clicked on it."
"That doesn't mean--"
"Julia."
She exhaled. "Fine. I clicked on it."
That night, she lay back on our bed and let me use it on her--slowly at first, with me working just the tip inside her while she adjusted.
"More," she whispered.
"Are you sure?"
"MORE, Dan."
I pushed deeper. Julia's back arched off the mattress. Her hands gripped the sheets.
"Oh my GOD," she breathed. "Oh my GOD, that's--"
Her first orgasm hit in under two minutes. She screamed into a pillow--something she'd never done with me.
Afterward, she lay trembling, staring at the ceiling. "That's what it could feel like," she said quietly. "With... with someone who's actually..."
"Yeah," I said. "It is."
She didn't touch me that night. She didn't offer, and I didn't ask.
By week three, the rules had begun to crystallize--emerging organically from Julia rather than from anything I'd suggested.
"No more... you and me," she said one evening, after I'd used the dildo on her for the third time that week. "Not until after."
"After what?"
"After I've been with him. It doesn't feel right anymore. You understand, don't you, honey?"
My cock throbbed in my pants. "Yes. I understand."
"Good." She paused. "You can still... take care of yourself. But I want to watch. Is that okay?"
It was more than okay. It was devastating--sitting across from my wife, her freshly orgasmed and glowing, me stroking my modest erection while she observed with clinical interest.
"You really are small," she said one night, watching me. "I never thought about it before. But compared to what's coming... it's like..." She trailed off.
"Like what?"
"Like it doesn't even really count as a dick." She said it without malice. Just observation. Just fact.
I came harder than I had in years.
By week four, Julia was using the dildo on herself--alone, in the afternoons, while I was at work. I knew because I came home early once and heard her through the bedroom door. The wet sounds. The rhythmic gasping. The cry of release.
I stood in the hallway, hard and forgotten, listening to my wife satisfy herself in a way I'd never been able to.
I didn't interrupt. I went back to my car and waited twenty minutes before "arriving home" again.
Julia was in the kitchen, making dinner, serene and slightly flushed.
"Good day?" I asked.
"Wonderful," she said, and smiled.
By week five, she was ready. I could feel it--the restlessness, the way she studied black men on the street with undisguised interest, the way she'd sometimes drift off mid-conversation, her thighs pressing together.
But she didn't say the word. Not yet.
I waited, and I grew frustrated.
"We've been talking about this for weeks now," I was thinking to myself by week five. "Clearly Julia is incredibly turned on to big black cocks now. When will she say she's ready to get blacked? Sheesh. How long will I have to wait, now that it's open between us?"
CHAPTER 2 - THE BIG EVENT
----------------------------------
Finally, after nearly two agonizing months of conversation and watching porn together, Julia at last said she was ready. She wanted to make my fantasy--now our fantasy together--a real thing.
"You have to call Elgin, though, honey!" Julia insisted. "I'm way too shy. You can't possibly expect me to call him!"
I had long assumed I'd be in that role, and I was all too happy to move forward.
I called Elgin. He was direct, unsurprised, and available the following Friday.
He required Julia to take some blood tests. "All my bitches take it bare," he texted me to explain. No, he would not be reciprocating. "I get all the bitches tested. You have to trust me."
Julia was in a state of constant arousal and anxiety in the ten days of anticipation. I was, too.
I continued using the dildo on her--she had a screaming orgasm every time. And our new rules remained in place: no direct sexual contact for me, just beating off while she watched. "Maybe I'll touch you again once Elgin takes me, dear," she'd say. "Maybe."
"I one-hundred percent agree, dear," I would reply. "Your sexy presence while I beat off is fine to hold me over."
"Good, cucky!" my wife would respond. "I'm relieved you see it the same way... as well you should!"
"Cucky" seemed to be the one kinky word that my wife was willing to use at this juncture, I noticed. I guess she needed something new to call me besides "hubby" or "dear."
When Elgin finally arrived--at 8 PM sharp on the appointed Friday, with our kids at my in-laws overnight--his presence filled our foyer.
He nodded at me briefly, then pivoted his piercing gaze immediately to my wife, who stood warming her hands by the fireplace.
Julia wore a simple green bathrobe, which was an amazing complement to her long blonde hair. A shy woman, she had a tank top and panties underneath.
I'd prepared Elgin for this and explained to him how awkward my wife could be fully naked.
"No problem, faggot," he'd texted me back. "I'll rip off whatever suits me. Just be sure she doesn't wear something she'd hate to see shredded."
Back to the scene in the room.
"Slut," Elgin said, starting off by putting my wife right in her place. Julia didn't bat an eye. She'd read enough about how BBC alphas treat white wife sluts.
"Elgin. Thank you for coming."
"Faggot," he said, tilting his head just enough so anyone would know he wasn't talking to my wife. "You can sit on the floor and watch from the corner. Don't speak. Don't move unless I tell you. I don't care if you shit yourself."
I nodded and retreated to the corner.
Elgin approached Julia. He didn't touch her at first. "So you read all his stories," he said.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Thank you for sending them to me... I read them, too. Your husband is a serious faggot cuckold... Did you have a favorite one?"
I sensed her shiver. "Actually... several."
"Well, well... No wonder I'm here, bitch... No wonder... What was the common element, if I may ask, slut?"
"The wife goes black... The wife goes black-only... and for good."
"Does he know that already?"
"Well... he knows it now."
"Ha! Hahaha! That's excellent, slut! You waited to reveal that until I was here! That's top flight, slut!"
"Thank you... Sir."
"Yeah, I like that, bitch... You *should* call me 'Sir.'"
"Yes, Sir... I think so, too... Sir."
"So... you want to go black-only."
"Yes, please sir."
"You sure you're ready."
"Oh, God, sir! I'm so ready!! It's been too long since I've had a big dick... And the idea of having only big black dicks... It's just thrilled me ever since I read my loser husband's little library!"
"Yeah, I don't blame you, slut... He is a pretty good writer."
"Quite good! And... that's the other thing... I know he'll like me going black-only, so I really might as well!"
"I agree, bitch... I fully agree."
"Here, Elgin... Give me your hand." Julia took his hand and brought it through her loosely-tied robe and inside her panties. "Feel me."
"Shit, bitch! You are super wet!"
"Of course, Elgin! I need you to do me! I need you to take me black! I know you have an eleven-inch gorgeous BBC... Tanya told me all about it... Do me with it, Elgin! Do me with it now! Own me with it!"
"Well, bitch... You apparently *are* ready... and gorgeous... and it'll be my pleasure to take you black... and to own you... but old Elgin here, I need a smidge of foreplay first..."
He kissed her then. It wasn't gentle. It was possession.
Her mouth opened wide instinctively, and Elgin's tongue invaded it.
Julia melted into his arms with a soft moan, her hands coming up around his neck.


They made out, standing there, for several minutes.
It was electric to watch them.
My little dicklet--my "faggot clit," like it would be called in my own stories--throbbed in my pants.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "She's really giving herself to him. It's just like she said! She really means to go fully black, fully black-only, and starting tonight with Elgin!"
When he eventually broke the kiss, he spoke softly and in command. "Follow my lead."
Elgin led my gorgeous wife to the couch and laid her back.
He quickly ripped apart her tank top and panties, both.
And in a moment his mouth was on her breast, and his hand between her thighs.
Julia arched off the cushions and began to moan loudly. "Unnnnghhhh! Oooooooh! Aaaaaaah!"
"You're already totally soaking wet, slut," he murmured. "Wet for a stranger. Wet for a massive black cock you've never even seen."
"I've imagined it," she gasped.
"How big did you imagine?"
"Huge. Massive."
"Bigger than your husband's?" A nod toward me.
She let out a shaky laugh that turned into more moaning as Elgin's fingers--each nearly the size of my faggot clit--worked her.
"God, yes!" Julia replied. "I imagine you so much bigger. Many times bigger... Immense!"
"You ready to unwrap and meet your new best friend, slut?"
"Awwww, God, Elgin! Yes! Ever so ready!"
"Alright then, get busy, bitch."
"With pleasure."
Julia sank to the floor and unbuttoned Elgin's pants, and with his help, pulled them off.
Next was another moment of truth. Would she go through with it, I wondered. Would my wife have the guts to take off his underwear and connect with this virtual stranger's monstrous black cock?
The answer: Oh, yeah--Julia had plenty of guts. She straight away pulled off his boxer-briefs next.
Elgin's mammoth cock sprang right up and smacked my gorgeous wife gently in the face, startling her.
"There it is, bitch. It's going to be your new best friend, isn't it?"
"Oh, my God, Elgin! YYESSSS! It's incredible! It's BEAU-TI-FUL!"
"Yeah, I get that a lot."
"Can I touch it?"
"You had better."
Julia stroked it gently for a few moments. Then she asked Elgin, "Can I put it in my mouth?"
My wife hadn't given me a blow job in years--and he she was *asking* to give her new black lover, a virtual stranger, if she could blow *him* within ten minutes of him coming by... coming by to fuck her.
"Spectacular!" I thought to myself. "Shit! My Julia is so turned on to this guy--and to his immense ebony cock, to boot! Yesss! Just as I have so long dreamed of! Finally! Finally my dreams are coming true!"
Elgin responded to my wife's request to suck him off: "Only if you ask me the right way, slut. You gotta say 'can I suck your big black cock?' bitch."
My wife didn't ordinarily talk dirty at all, but for Elgin, it was clear she was going to be fully compliant.
Indeed, she responded to him immediately. "Very well... Can I suck your big black cock... sir?"
"You may, slut."
Julia eagerly opened her mouth and used a hand to guide the gigantic phallus in.
She could barely get any of it in her inexperienced mouth, but it wasn't for lack of trying.
My wife opened her jaws as wide as she could.
Elgin's gargantuan phallus looked huge in comparison to her dainty, feminine face.
Julia had a glassy-eyed look.
She sucked lovingly on the first few inches--all that she could get into her mouth and the topmost portion of her throat.
She seemed so enamored of Elgin's cock--even in love.
"Damn!" I thought, "I don't remember my wife ever seeming so in love with me!
Still, it was obvious that my wife was inept at cocksucking. She got three, maybe four inches of Elgin's cock in her face. Not a bit more.
Elgin let her suck on him for some time anyway.
He was in no rush.
I think he was determined to wait for Julia to make the next move. It seemed that way.
Elgin lay back and seemed to relax--seemed to savor the situation: his newfound power over yet another incredibly hot white wife slut. Yet. Another.
Yes, Elgin had told me that my wife was joining his harem--she was becoming the fifth wife slut in his current rotation. He was confident that he could hook her on his cock in one evening.
And Elgin had fucked so many white wives by now, that he'd nearly lost count, but not quite. It was twenty-three, he said.
He considered himself a late bloomer. Many of his friends, he said, were well into three digits.
After some time, Julia broke the silence finally.
"Sir?"
"Yeah, slut?"
"Aren't you going to... uh... put it in me, sir?"
"It has been in you, slut." Elgin said with a laugh. "Do you mean something else?" He teased my wife.
"You know... Do me... Aren't you going to do me?"
"I don't know slut, do you think you deserve it?"
"Yes, Elgin. Yes! Slut deserves it. Slut definitely deserves it! Do me! Do me, please! Do me now!"
"If I fuck you now, bitch, can I fuck you whenever I want?"
"Yes! Yes, you can do me whenever you want!"
"Then tell me, bitch. Tell me that I can *FUCK* you whenever I want. Use the f-word, bitch. I want to hear you say it."
"Yes, Sir... You can fuck me, sir. You can fuck this bitch whenever you want."
I was floored. The incredible alpha stud hadn't even fucked my wife once, and she'd already promised herself to him on an on-going basis. "Wow!" I thought to myself. "My Julia is one hardcore, black-cock-committed slut! Just from reading my stories and her first ten minutes with this guy. AY-MAY-ZING! Fuck! So fucking hot!"
If I hadn't seen it with my own eyes and heard it with my own ears, I wouldn't have believed it.
I reflected for a moment. I wasn't sure that I'd ever even written a story with a white wife committing herself to black only so quickly... None of them sprang to mind!
"Shit!" I thought. "Beneath that prudish veneer, my wife is one serious black cock slut!"
Their conversation quickly recaptured my attention.
Elgin responded to my wife's promise that he could fuck her "whenever" he wanted: "Sounds good to me, bitch... sounds good to me! Get up here on the sofa on your back and brace yourself... Here it comes! You're going to feel like you've never been fucked before, bitch! You've been warned!"
Julia quickly moved herself into position on her back, her thighs spread wide. Elgin lay upon her--with a boxer's speed and a dancer's grace.
The alpha black stud then pierced my wife in an urgent series of ever deepening thrusts.
It took him only a minute to work his cock in.
She was tight but also soaking wet. And they both had an intense urgency about them. A yearning, need to couple. A drive to be joined and mated.
"Shit, bitch! You took all of me! Fuck! Almost no white bitch ever takes all of me on the first fuck... You've been practicing on toys, eh?"
"Yessir... Ungh! Yes! And thank God! Oh, thank God! You're so HUGE! You're so IMMENSE! And it feels AY-MAY-ZING, Elgin! Ooh, it feels GREAT! Yesssss! YYYESSS! Yyesssss!"
Julia's back arched, her lips parted, and then a scream tore out of her--a raw, shattering scream of pleasure.
My wife's fingers clawed at Elgin's back and shoulders, her knuckles white, as the pleasure overwhelmed her.
"FUCK! Oh GOD! It's... it's SOOO GOOD! IT'S SOOO DEEP!" Julia yelled.
"Deeper than any white guy?"
"YES! UNGH! SO MUCH DEEPER!"
Elgin pounded into my wife's pelvis with an animalistic, urgent rhythm as his cock probed deep within her.
It has to be pressing up hard into Julia's cervix, I thought--and maybe even through into my wife's womb.
I could have sworn I could see the black alpha stud's giant cock making my wife's belly distend.
"Shit!" I thought. "I hope he doesn't rearrange her insides for good!"
It was an incredible turn on to watch and listen. It was a million times hotter than any porn video I'd ever watch.
"Shit!" I thought to myself. "This is sexier than anything I ever could have dreamed of! This is beyond anything I ever imagined or even wrote about!"
By some miracle, I managed to sit on my hands rather than play with myself--even as my little faggot clit was rock hard, throbbing, and oozing precum.
The couch shook. Loudly. It snapped me back from any thoughts about myself or my own gratification, and refocused me on Elgin and my wife and their hot-as-hell fuckfest.
Julia's cries were constant, as they resonated with the black alpha stud's thrusts.
"YES! RIGHT THERE! OH FUCK, RIGHT THERE! MORE! MORE! MOOOOOOOORE!" Julia shouted.
My wife came suddenly, violently, her body seizing around him. "I'M CUMMING! OH GOD, I'M CUMMING!"
Elgin didn't stop. He fucked her through it, his pace unrelenting.
"Again," he growled.
"I can't! It's too-- AHHH! ARGHHHHH!!"
He slapped her ass, hard. "I said AGAIN!"
Tears streamed down my wife's face, but she was nodding wildly. "YES! MAKE ME! MAKE ME! MAKE ME CUM AGAIN!"
Two minutes later, Julia did cum again--a sobbing, screaming orgasm that left her limp.
Elgin pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, and pushed her knees apart. He spat into his palm, slicked his eleven-inch thick ebony cock, and pressed it against her rear entrance.
"This is mine too," he said, matter-of-factly, as he pushed several inches up into Julia's previously virgin ass--as he claimed my wife's gorgeous ass, that I had never been in and that I now never would.
It was humiliating for me, and a sublime turn-on as well. "Yes!" my thoughts exploded in my brain, "My wife is getting well and thoroughly blacked! At last! Just as I have forever dreamed! Yes! The alpha black king is getting more access than me! Access that I never deserved!"
Julia shrieked, a sound of shock, pain, and overwhelming sensation. "WAIT! IT'S TOO--!"
"It's mine," Elgin repeated, sinking deeper, his voice tight with strain. "You know it's required. You signed up for this. Now, take it."
And she did.
Julia's protests melted into ragged moans. "Ohhhh... fuck... it's so full... it's so... *yours*..."
He fucked my wife's previously virgin ass with the same dominant intensity he'd just used on her pussy moments before.
One hand fisted in her gorgeous hair, the other gripping her enticing hip.
My wife's words--as she continued to transform into *his* fully owned slut--became a broken chant. "Yours... yours... yours... never his... never again... only you... only black cock... only YOU, Elgin... FUCK! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"
Her third orgasm sent her pitching forward, limbs trembling spastically.
Her voice, spent from screaming, emerged as a broken whimper of surrender.
Yes, that's right. My wife came just from Elgin's cock deep in her ass.
His hand wasn't anywhere near her pussy--nor were hers.
I'm not sure I would have believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes.
Elgin stayed embedded and shifted forward on her as my beautiful wife collapsed.
As my wife continued to spasm in orgasm, at last Elgin's release came, too.
Elgin gave a huge guttural shout, his body tensed, and--finally--he emptied himself deep in my wife's gorgeous, perfectly-formed ass.
I had a good view of the action and could see where he entered my wife's ass.
He had managed to get about eight inches up into her ass, leaving three still exposed.
So as Elgin came, I tried to count the pulses.
But they were too rapid and too many. Was it ten? A dozen? Maybe fifteen pulses of cum that he shot up into my wife's incredible ass?
Then: silence, except for their heavy breathing.
Elgin withdrew.
Julia lay there, wrung out, pummeled, shellacked, and exhausted.
He looked at me, sweat gleaming on his skin.
"Get over here."
I moved on numb legs.
"Lick her clean, faggot. Get my cum out of her ass. Every drop. You do a good job, and you might get to watch next time."
The humiliation, albeit a fantasy fulfilled, was still a physical shock.
I looked at Julia. Her face was turned away, buried in a cushion. Her body was spent, trembling.
She didn't look at me.
I got on my knees. The smell of sex and sweat and my wife's fecal ass juices filled my nose--disgusting and sublime, at the same time.
I leaned forward.
Her ass looked as gorgeous as ever.
Only once had I gotten away with licking it.
I was admittedly excited to lick it again. And the humiliating circumstances, upsetting as they were, only added to the eroticism.
Finally, I was serving as my wife's cuckold to superior BBC--as I had long dreamed.
At last, a situation worthy of one of my stories was playing out in real life. It was playing out in *my* real life!
A feeling of euphoria swept through me as I approached my wife's gooey ass.
My faggot clit was rock hard and oozing precum in my pants as I moved to perform my assignment.
I gently moved my wife's amazing butt cheeks apart so I could get my mouth onto her asshole.
Then, as commanded and expected, I began to kiss and suck.
The feel and taste of Elgin's creampie combined with my wife's juices was both nauseating and fabulous.
"Yes!" I said to myself. "At last I'm living out my most deviant dream. At last!"
As my tongue touched her tortured anus, Julia spoke, her voice muffled but clear. "Never again, Dan. I'm going to be just like 'Julia' in your stories. There won't be you or any white guy inside me... Not in my ass, not in my pussy. Not in my mouth. Not ever... Ungh... I'm black-only now, husband... You'll be lucky if I give you a hand job... But you know what you will get? You will get to eat lots of jizz... Yeah... I'll let you eat puh-lenty of black cock creampies... from both ends..."
The words hit me like an erotic cyclone.
In defiance of Elgin, I shoved a hand inside my underwear and started stroking.
I didn't even pause to undo my pants. Luckily I was in sweats.
I sensed the drawstring tear--of course I didn't care.
An orgasm quickly seemed within reach--and yet over the horizon. I'd been holding back for so long, it made it harder for me to cum now.
"Yes! Oh my God! YESSS! Yes! YESSSS! Oh fuck! YESSSS!" I shouted.
"You like this a little bit, baby?" my wife teased, at last paying me a small amount of attention.
If Elgin minded, he decided not to say anything.
"Oh, God! You have no idea! Yes! Oh my God, yes! So fucking much! Finally you're blacked--blacked like I always dreamed!"
"And you like cleaning out my ass, don't you, cucky?"
"So fucking much!"
"That's good, cucky... You're going to get to do it a lot... So I'm glad you like it!"
"Aw fuck!"
"So, husband... Should I also get black bred? You know. Just like 'Julia' in your stories? Would you like that?"
And that's what put me over the edge. Julia--my incredibly gorgeous wife--now gone black was also hinting that she'd like to get black bred.
It was my ultimate and most sublime fantasy, to watch my wife have black "repro" sex until she got knocked up--and it was what finally took me over the edge into orgasm.
A jolt, white-hot and electric, arced up and down my spine and detonated in my groin.
My body seized.
A shout tore from my throat as my clit--rock-hard and aching--finally burst, unable to contain itself any longer.
"YESSS! OH MY GOD! YESSSS! PLEASE YESSSS! PUH-LEEZE GET BLACK BRED! YES! OH FUCK! YESSSS!"
I erupted in my biggest orgasm. Ev. Er.
Shot after shot of my feeble white jizz--sperm-free from my vasectomy--squirted inside my underwear. Warmth flooded my crotch. I was quickly drenched.
A fabulous liquid glow shot through my clit, spread around my crotch, and then radiated through my whole body.
"FUCK!" I yelled. "THIS IS IT! FINALLY! FINALLY YOU'VE GONE BLACK! AWW, Julia! YES! FINALLY! THANK YOU! THANK YOU SO MUCH!"
It was a perfect storm. A sublime tsunami of eroticism beyond what I had previously dared to dream.
My brain was like a Geiger counter at the site of a nuclear blast--with the needles all off the charts.
It was an earthquake of 11.0 on the Richter scale.
Briefly I wondered if I might lose IQ points from the euphoria, or an ability to control my limbs, my bowels, or some other bodily part.
That's how profoundly jolted I was.
I felt euphoric, and I had no regrets.
"Even if our alpha punishes me," I thought once I settled down, "That unbelievably sublime cum was worth it... No matter what... No matter what he does."
My wife turned her head to look at Elgin, her expression one of dazed, absolute surrender. I was again off Julia's radar as she re-focused on her new lover, her new black owner.
"Oh my fucking god, Elgin! That was incredible..." she said, stating the obvious to start with. "I'm yours now, stud... Do whatever you want with me. Fuck me anytime. Fuck me all the time! *Ungggh!* That was AY-MAY-ZING!"
Elgin smiled, running a hand through my wife's moist hair.
"You hear that, faggot? That's your new truth. Now suck up all my jizz from your wife's hot ass, and make it quick! I have more in store for her tonight! Maybe we'll even flush her pills like you're dreaming of."
I was happy to comply. I leaned back into my wife's gorgeous ass, and I gave it a big kiss and a deep suck, making sure to plunge my tongue deep inside her to get every last drop.
Yet another huge glob of Elgin's jizz mixed with my wife's ass juices was my reward. "Dee-lish-ous!" I thought to myself as I swallowed.
"Oh... and great idea, guys... I'll gladly flush my pills for my new stud," I heard my exhausted wife murmur as I swallowed.
"Holy, shit!" I thought. "This just keeps getting better and better!"
Yes, the future was going to be fabulous. Yes!! At last!
"How many black babies will my sexy wife have?" I wondered, "And will her new owner sire them all, or will he farm her out--maybe to a friend or two? Or, even hotter, maybe to some strangers? Hmm. She's in her thirties... But something tells me my wife's got a number of good breeding years left. Especially if Elgin drives her at a commanding pace... Wow! This could be HOT!"
I'd written a lot of deviant fantasies starring "Julia." I wondered how many of them my wife might actually be interested in playing out. "Ooph!" I thought. "If she really liked my stories as much as she said, that could really keep her busy! YES! That would be fantastic!"
I sat beside her for an hour after Elgin left, watching her sleep. Her hair was still damp, her lips slightly parted, swollen from use. I reached out to touch her cheek--then stopped.
The smell of him was everywhere: on her skin, in her hair, soaked into the pillowcase.
My wife, finally satisfied, finally complete, dreaming of things I would never be.
I went downstairs and masturbated twice before dawn, not to porn, but to the memory of her face as she'd looked at him. That expression--worship, surrender, hunger--was seared into me now.
There was no going back. There was only forward, into whatever he decided we would become.
CHAPTER 3 - THE INEVITABLE
-----------------------------
I didn't sleep that night. Not really.
Julia passed out almost immediately after Elgin left, her body still twitching occasionally, her hair matted with sweat and other fluids. I lay beside her until 5 AM, when I finally crept downstairs to relieve myself in the guest bathroom. Then I dozed fitfully for two hours.
At 8:47, my phone buzzed. A text from Elgin. Not Julia--she had managed to take the kids to school and head to her part-time job as an actuary.
"Dan. Send me your door security code. I need access to your wife those two school days a week when she's home." Yeah, Elgin really knew our routine, and he'd noticed we had an electronic front door lock.
I stared at my phone screen for a full minute before responding. I gave him the code. My hands were shaking.
"Good, faggot. One more thing. Flush her pills today. All of them. Before she comes home. When she walks through the door, you tell her you've done it. You tell her she's getting bred. Starting tonight. Tell her I require it of all my white wifesluts. She'll understand."


"So soon, Master?" I enquired.
"Yeah, faggot," he replied. "Taking a long time to 'build up' to breeding? That shit is for your cute little faggot fictional stories... I don't like to fuck around. I like to breed. Your Julia is a seriously fine bitch, and I want to breed her right away. She wants it, too, you know... Not only that, *you* want it, faggot. I know you do. I read all your stories, you pathetic faggot."
"Yeah, Sir," I responded. "Of course. Of course you're right. I know."
I was defeated. Certainly my stories gave away my interracial breeding obsession.
"Good, faggot. Then it's settled. You'll flush all those pills."
"Yes, Sir Elgin. Yes, I most certainly will."
Another buzz.
"And Dan? Celebrate it with her when you tell her. Flowers. Champagne. Be a good cucky about it. If she resists, call me. But she won't resist."
I typed back: "Yes, Sir Elgin... Sir!"
My faggot clit was rock hard and throbbing in my pants. My precum was oozing at an intense rate.
I called in sick to work.
I knew better than to try to have even a single meeting in my hyper-aroused condition.
I was forty-two years old, cancelling meetings so I could buy flowers and destroy my wife's contraception on our new black bull's orders.
I stopped at the florist, then the liquor store. By 10:30am, I was standing in our bathroom with Julia's green pill case in my hands.
I took my time.
Each tablet made a soft *plink* as it hit the porcelain.
Twenty-eight days of suburban caution, of responsible planning, of the life we'd built together. Years, really.
All went *plink* into the sink.
Gone in three minutes.
I ran the water for several minutes as I stared at the water swirl, contemplating the finality of what I'd just done.
The champagne was icing in the bucket at 4pm.
For flowers, I'd chosen white lilies, like you might bring to a funeral--or to a baby shower. They stood in the vase on the kitchen table.
I sat in the living room and waited, hard in my pants, terrified and euphoric, for two hours.
Julia walked through the door at 6:15, home from her job. She looked remarkably composed for a woman who'd been destroyed in this same room twelve hours prior. She smiled when she saw the flowers, confused but pleased. I'd sent the kids to play at a friend's house.
"What's all this?"
"Sit down, Julia."
She did, slowly, reading my face. "Dan?"
I've never been good at speeches. I poured her a glass of champagne instead, then set the empty pill pack on the table between us like an offering.
"I spoke with Elgin today," I said. "Rather, he texted me. He had decided something. Something big."
"Really? Well, what is it, Dan, my love?"
"Well... He's decided that you're going off birth control... He's decided you're getting bred... By him... Of course."
Julia's glass froze halfway to her lips. "He... decided?"
"He told me to flush your pills. I already did. They're gone." I gestured at the empty blister pack. "He wants you available for pregnancy immediately... Starting tonight... He's coming over right after the kids go to sleep... You know... To 'start' things... In our marital bed, of course."
She stared at the pack. Then at me. She started pacing.
"To 'start' things, Dan? Do you mean 'to breed me,' my love?"
"Yes... to breed you."
"Wow! I mean... I'm not totally surprised... but so soon?"
"I asked him about that... He said waiting around is for 'fictional stories'... He doesn't like to waste time."
"Waste time? The fucking nerve! As if fucking me without breeding would be a 'waste' of time!?!"
"I'm just telling you what the man--our new Master--said, Boo... Yeah, he said he doesn't like to 'waste time.'"
"And... what the heck? He went through *you*?!?" she asked. "He didn't... he didn't ask me?!?"
My beautiful wife sounded exasperated. But she looked... aroused.
Her face was flush. Her nipples were out and proud. And the clincher... I could smell her pussy juice.
Yeah, my wife was juicing. Juicing *hard*.
Her smell--much, much stronger than usual--filled our living area.
I'm not sure if Julia noticed the smell; I usually have the more sensitive nose. But I did. For me, her secretions were pungent. Extremely pungent!
I decided--for now--not to mention it to her. She had enough that she was processing without being called out--at least not yet--on her arousal... Her sublime, fabulous, humiliating, and stupendous arousal!
Oooph! I don't think anything had ever excited me so much as seeing my gorgeous wife so incredibly aroused that she was about to get black bred--black bred by a near stranger--for the very first time.
"He told me to tell you, Boo... To celebrate it with you... His feeling is that you would understand... I bet you do, my dear. Don't you? Isn't this what you want, too? It's in most of my stories... You said those really turned you on! You said you wanted to go 'black only'--black only for good... Didn't you assume that would include breeding?"
Julia didn't answer me directly but set down her glass.
I watched her continue to process the news--the affront, the presumption, the sheer breathtaking audacity of Elgin deciding her fertility and informing her through her husband.
On top of her arousal, my wife was annoyed. Her pupils dilated. Her breath quickened.
"And what did you say?" she asked quietly. "When he told you to... to do this?"
"I said 'Yes, Sir'--because... because I knew that it was... "
She cut me off. "It was what, dear?!"
I responded. "I said 'yes, Sir!' because I knew that Master Elgin breeding you, my Queen... I knew that it was... there's only one word... I knew that it was... inevitable."
She closed her eyes and clasped her hands.
When she opened up again, she was smiling--dazed, utterly transformed.
"Show me," she said. "Show me you really did it."
"It's right here in front of you, Boo. Just open it."
Julia stared at the plastic case, afraid to move forward, for a moment... but then she did.
She opened it slowly, as if a creature might jump out of it and bite her.
Something did bite her: the sight of her new reality--no more birth control.
"Wow! It's for real! Shit. Already... He's really going to breed me," she said. Not a question. "He's really going to put a baby in me."
"Tonight, he said. To start."
She turned to me, and her expression was complex: gratitude, arousal, terror, love.
She kissed me then--slowly and gently and only on the forehead.
It felt like a kind of goodbye kiss. It seemed to say, "You are done being my husband in the conventional sense, faggot. And going forward, I will love you... but differently. Less than."
It was a kiss that I had anticipated ever since she told me that she wanted to get black fucked for real.
I knew in my heart--with my gorgeous wife having enjoyed my stories--that her blackening would lead her to black only.
Yeah, that too--just like her black breeding--had long since seemed inevitable.
After her long, tender kiss on my forehead, Julia pulled back. She pulled back and reached for her phone.
"I need to text him. To thank him. To tell him... to tell him I understand."
She typed furiously while I stood there, erect and useless, watching my wife confirm her own impregnation with a man who hadn't even bothered to ask her permission first.
Elgin arrived at 10:30pm, after the kids were in bed. Luckily, their bedrooms were at the opposite end of the house from the Master.
Elgin didn't knock--he used the code I'd given him.
He walked past me without a word, took Julia's hand, and led her to our bedroom.
I retreated to the guest room, as he had instructed me in advance, and put my ear to the master bedroom wall.
The rhythm started quickly--urgent, functional, not tender.
Through the drywall, I heard Julia's cries escalate in waves: first polite encouragement, then genuine moaning, then a series of sharp, ascending peaks that crashed against the silence between them.
She came at least twice--I could tell by the breaks in breathing, the sudden hush, then the sobbing gratefulness that followed. Elgin's voice was lower, mostly unintelligible, but I caught fragments: "Take it," and "Again," and "This is what you're for."
He finished inside her the first time at 11:17.
I heard him grunt, heard Julia gasp--"Oh God, yes, fill me!"--and then the sound of him withdrawing, repositioning, starting again almost immediately. No refractory hesitation. No tenderness. Just the biological imperative to ensure conception.
The second load came at 12:06.
Julia was quieter this time, exhausted, but I heard her whisper something--"Thank you," maybe, or "More"--before another orgasm rippled through her.
For round three, my wife found her voice again--this time, louder than ever. The words were crystal clear through the wall. "BREED ME! KNOCK ME UP! FUCK! I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"
Listening to Julia enjoy herself so fully, living the sex life that I had long dreamed she could have, was literally a dream come true for me.
Three loads in two hours. Nothing wasted. Lots of orgasms for my beloved. Deep, soul-shattering, moving orgasms.
"There's nothing as hot as 'repro' sex with a hung black stud," she confided in me later. "Nothing even comes close!"
I came three times from beating off as I listened in. I'd never been so turned on in my whole life.
I stuffed a pair of my own socks in my mouth to keep from shrieking out loudly and disturbing them. Clean socks, but socks nonetheless. It was degrading--but practical.
My shrieks of orgasmic joy were muted as I came my heart out. "Harummmph! Mmmmmm! Nggggghhhhh! Rghhhhhhh! Sssssssssssss! Rghhhhhhhhh!"
I'd kept my pajama pants on--without once changing--and they became a dank, sticky, disgusting mess of my sterile jizz by my third cum.
After that, I realized I might be summoned for cleaning duty, so I pried myself away from listening for a mad dash to change into fresh clothes. Luckily, I didn't miss listening to too much.
Elgin's third, loud release came at 12:49. "Yes, bitch! Take that load! Fuck, yeah! Make me a baby, bitch! Make us a perfect black baby, bitch! YEAHHH!"
"OH, I WILL MASTER!" my Julia responded. "I MOST CERTAAAAAINLEEE WILL!"
A short while after that, I was finally summoned to clean.
My gorgeous, sexy Julia was a mess of overlapping creampies, too exhausted to speak.
Elgin stood by the window, drinking a beer, surveying his work. "One pussy fuck per evening just won't cut it," he said, not looking at me. "You understand. Numbers game. Got to drop every load in the same hole 'til she takes."
Elgin took her once more after I cleaned her, then left at 2am.
Julia found me in the kitchen, drinking the champagne alone.
She was barefoot, wearing only one of his oversized t-shirts, smelling like I imagined a gangbang would smell.
"He says he'll come by at least once a day," she reported, her voice dreamy. "Once a day until it takes. Sometimes he'll just let himself in while the kids are at school, using the code you gave him. Other times, he'll come by after the kids are in bed and fuck me in our bed as you listen from the hall. Then, once I'm pregnant, he'll share me with Richard, Isaac, Ray, Max. and also Edmund--you know, your rival from the office who I always thought was a dish."
She paused, considering. "He says pregnant white wives are the ultimate. Something about appreciating how they're serving the Black race."
"Okay," I said.
She poured herself the last of the champagne, drank it standing up. "You really just... arranged this for me? Without even asking?"
"I was told to."
"And if I'd said 'no'?"
I looked at her. "Would you have?"
She didn't answer. She didn't need to. She kissed my cheek--chastely again--and went upstairs to shower, humming to herself.
In the days ahead, I threw away the flowers as they died--and as Elgin came by every night, and some days, to breed my beloved Julia.
I waited, with trepidation and arousal, for my wife to conceive with a man who'd orchestrated it all through me, using me as his instrument, his messenger, and his cleanup crew.
The test turned positive on Day 34. Julia showed me the stick, crying, laughing, already texting Elgin.
I wasn't surprised. I'd known since the moment she said that she liked my stories that this day would come.
"What about the kids we already have?" I asked quietly--our first real conversation about our existing children since this began.
Julia's expression softened. "They'll understand. Eventually. We'll tell them the truth--that mommy and daddy wanted a bigger family, and a special man helped." She paused. "Children are more adaptable than adults give them credit for, Dan. They'll see how happy I am--we are. That's what matters."
I thought about arguing. But how could I. She was probably right and, besides, it had been my fantasies that had set this all in motion. Really, the whole situation began with me.
"You know, faggot husband," my wife soon added. "Elgin plans on breeding me multiple times--and with different black men each time... It could be several babies... Women in my family tend to stay fertile well into our forties... You'll be expected to help me raise them... We'll be telling the truth about their conception to all our family and friends... Before long, you'll be sucking lots of BBC yourself--not Elgin, but some of his friends are bi... Something tells me that all this will turn us both on, faggot. What do you think?"
My faggot clit throbbed in my pants, and I groaned a long, slow groan involuntarily.
"That's what I thought," answered my wife. "That's what I thought... You know Elgin says it will be the hottest if we have your rival, Edmund, breed me next, by the way."
"And what did you say to that, Boo?" I asked.
"I said it was totally up to him as my Master... That I thought Edmund *is* rather sexy, even though you dislike him a whole lot... And if it would turn Elgin on to see him breed me... So be it... That I wanted to keep my Master happy."
"Ungggghhhh!" I groaned, involuntarily. And my clit squirted precum in my pants, betraying my excitement. "That asshole will taunt me about it forever!"
"I know dear... But I also know that you'll love it... And I hear Edmund has a thick ten-ncher... That should be plenty to satisfy me... Also, he's secretly bi, and he'll get you to go gay for his BBC... So, yeah... Edmund will be next! He'll breed me and own us both--just like in so many of your stories!"
I was forty-two years old, and I'd never been more certain of my purpose.
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As far as I was concerned, my fiancée and I were still in the middle of our whirlwind romance. We met in January and got engaged in May. It was now just three months later, in mid-August.
When I met Allie--at my age 38 and her age 31--I'd been blown away by her on all fronts: her immense beauty, her personal drive, her sweet personality, and her intelligence. She was the whole package.
After a first marriage where my first fiancée had completely "let herself go," I'll admit that Allie's great beauty and excellent physical fitness were certainly not lost on me. They were paramount. Oh, and beautiful she was--and still is!
At 5'11", she matches my own height. But she's still a petite, feminine girl--just with extra long legs that frankly look stunning on her. Her curves are an incredible 34D-24-37, and her ass is to die for. She has flowing red curls and an adorable face.
I suppose she's not quite model-level gorgeous, if we're brutally honest, so let's call her a 9.8 in the looks department. As a 7 myself, I was beyond thrilled to have found her!
Yes, I know that Allie also considers me the "whole package"--and it is true that in passing there's no obvious area that I'm lacking. I'm smart, funny, hardworking, well-educated, and successful. All good. In passing, no one would know, of course, that my dick is just a mediocre white-guy thin five-inches. And, I suppose, in olden days that would have been fine for most women.
But nowadays, thanks to the prevalence of porn--even for women--well... Women--even relatively selective and chaste women like my fiancée--even they know that "more" is an option for them. That big cocks are available. Especially, as is obvious in the porn world, big *black* cocks.
This point--the option of big black cocks--was hammered home for Allie and me starting three months ago, in mid-May (barely a week after our engagement), Jayson moved into the apartment next door.
Jayson is a handsome man, roughly our own age. Also successful and professional. We were neighborly rather than friendly. All three of us kept it to basic chit chat in the hallway or by the mailboxes.
Or at least that's how it was at first.
Like apartment buildings everywhere, the walls are only so thick, and while our building did benefit from quality construction, there simply was no stopping the sex noises from Jayson's apartment.
Three, four, five--and even sometimes six--times per week, we'd hear women--a variety of women--howling their lungs out in excitement and satisfaction, typically followed by Jayson's own intense growling in orgasm and satisfaction.
"Oh my God, Jayson, you're so deep!"
"Aw fuck... It's *SOOOO* amaaazing! Never stop fucking me! Never!"
"Ungh! Shit! Fuck! Soooo good! Sooo intense! Aw, fuck! I'm almost there! Keep fucking me! Fuck me with your giant pole, you bastard! Fuck me deep!"
"Inside me! Cum inside me! You have to cum inside me!"
"Yes! Yessss!! Knock me up! Knock me up with your giant cock, you fucker! Give me your baby! Breeeeeeeeed me!"
It was relentless. And constant.
I might have complained but it only fueled our own sex life, for Allie and me.
I counted myself lucky that it made Allie wet and horny to hear all the women--and it was obviously a variety--getting so excited next door.
After a couple of weeks of hearing how excited it all made my fiancée, it was only natural that I should spontaneously ask her while we were fooling around. I asked her without even thinking: "I bet you wish it was you who Jayson was fucking tonight, hunh?"
As soon as the words left my lips, I realized that maybe I had made that cardinal mistake of relationships: I may have asked a question where I wasn't really prepared for the answer--where I didn't really, truly want to know the answer!
But it was too late.
The question was asked. And there was no taking it back. It hung in the air, waiting for my gorgeous fiancée's response. "I bet you wish it was you who Jayson was fucking tonight, hunh?"
"Honestly, my love?" Allie replied after a beat. "Yeah. Yeah, I do. I do wish it was me he was fucking tonight."
"Oh!" I responded. Shocked even though maybe I shouldn't have been. After all, it was only natural that a woman--any woman--should respond that way after hearing our handsome and polite dark brown neighbor, 6'4" and very well-muscled, thrilling one woman after another in his bed.
"Oh, wow!" I added.
"Can you blame me, Boo?" my fiancée asked, using our sweet nickname for each other. "Don't you think any woman would feel that way after listening to the 'Jayson Show' nearly every night for weeks?"
"Uh..." I stammered, "Uh... I guess if you put it that way."
"Well, how else would one put it? I mean, he is giving quite the sex show, don't you think? Even if all we can do is hear it."
"Yeah. You're right. It *is* quite the sex show. And clearly we've both been enjoying it."
"Exactly," Allie said. "Exactly my point."
"So you'd really like to fuck him?"
"Do you really want to talk about this more, Boo?"
"Uh... Yeah, I think I need to understand this."
"You sure, because I don't think you're going to like everything you might learn."
"Yes, Boo. You're my fiancée, the conversation has come this far, and I think I really should hear the whole story," I added, feigning more confidence by far than I felt inside.
Inside, I was truly a ball of nerves and stress. But I was simply too fascinated by my sexy fiancée's sexuality than to do anything other than drive forward.
"Well, remember... You pressed it!"
"I'll remember, I promise," I attested.
"The truth is, Boo. Definitely yes. If I didn't think it would hurt our relationship?" Allie conceded. "Yeah... Absolutely I would want to fuck Jayson. Yes, I would fuck him."
"Well... Fair enough. I pressed you. And there's how you truly feel... Thanks for being honest," I responded.
Then I added, "I guess with us getting married, occasionally there's going to be some awkward honesty."
"All I did was answer your questions, Boo... I answered the first one, and then you kept pressing."
"Yeah... that's fair... I should have known better than to ask to begin with!"
"Pro-ba-bly!" my fiancée teased, drawing the word out--extremely slowly and in her sexiest, breathiest, most adorable tone of voice. "What are you, a rookie?"
"Touché! Apparently so. Apparently so!"
"Look, Boo... Just because we talked about it, doesn't mean it needs to happen."
"Thanks, Boo. That's very loving. I love you, too!"
"But this is interesting, my Love," Allie added as she reached her hand around my crotch as we cuddled in bed. "Your little fella is rock hard."
"Well, so?"
"Well, it's rock hard even while we talked about whether I might like to fuck Jayson!"
"Yeah? And?"
"So you're not going to admit it? You're not going to say it out loud?" my fiancée needled me a little.
"I think I'm done saying controversial things for the evening, Boo!"
"Fair enough... fair enough... Is it okay if I say it then?"
A moment of truth. My hard little dicklet had given away that I was turned on, but the properly chosen words from me could likely shut down this whole exploration now if I really wanted to.
"Yeah..."
"Just 'yeah'... Or... Just maybe... would you like me to say more?"
"I think I *would* like you to say more, my love," I ventured boldly.
"Very well then... but remember, you gave me your blessing... You told me to continue... I think you would be turned on to see Jayson fuck me... that's why I think your little dicklet is so hard!"
"Ooomph! You know how to hurt a guy! You never called it a 'little dicklet' before!"
"Well... I was never getting you ready to be cuckolded before, was I?"
"Cuckolded?"
"Oh... don't you be coy with me, Mister... Yeah... You like the idea of Jayson fucking me... And so do I... and so we're getting you ready to be cuckolded."
"Unnnnghhhh!" I groaned, and as my Allie teased my little dick, I could tell that I was leaking precum in her hand. I could feel it get sticky and moist between her fingers and--as she had just aptly put it--my "little dicklet." That moist stickiness could only be from me. Yes, I was leaking quite a bit!
"Thanks for the precum, my love!" she said. "Or, 'thanks for the precum, cucky,' I should really say."
"Do you have to talk to me like that, Boo? Insulting my dick and calling me 'cucky'?"
"Hmmm... I've watched porn and read erotica, too, my love... How do you think I got by without a dumbass boyfriend for the three years before I met you... I think both are called for... and, after all, your little dicklet is still hard... and it's leaking precum. So I don't think you really mind, either."
"Unnnnggghhhh! Fine!" I shot back, in a tone of gentle exasperation, even as underneath I felt a mix of shame and excitement. "I guess you're right... But is my dick really little?"
"Do you really want the answer to that, my love?"
"Unnghhh. Maybe not. Never mind."
"Smart man... Now you are getting smarter... but I think it's hot if I should tell you anyway: If your dick were any smaller, there's no way you would have gotten past the third date with me, never mind engaged to be married! Your little dicklet is *barely* acceptable in size. Just barely... So there. Now you know."
"Unggghh." I groaned, it was hot to be put in my place like that by my incredibly gorgeous fiancée.
At least she didn't tell me it was "unacceptable," I thought to myself!
Then Allie added. "I think I should find Jayson's cock much more to my liking. Judging from all the entertainment we overhear, it sure sounds like he has a really big cock, don't you think, Boo?"
"Certainly, Boo. Certainly," I agreed.
We cuddled quietly then for a moment, each of us obviously with plenty to think about.
I broke the silence. "So, Boo," I asked, "How do you think you'll seduce him?"
"Oh! Does that mean I have your permission, Boo?" Allie asked.
"Do you need my permission?"
"As your betrothed? Yes, I would only move forward with your permission."
"Hmmm... Can I think about it?"
"I suppose... but the more we talk about it, the more badly I want him! Oh, Boo! I *do* so want Jayson's super big cock! I can tell that I would love it!"
"Well, why don't you tell me how you would seduce him, first of all?"
"Oh," my gorgeous fiancée responded, "I am sure there are a thousand ways... I want to mull on it for a few days... think over what will be hottest."
"You're so beautiful, Boo," I replied. "I'm sure all you would need to do is ask, and Jayson would gladly fuck you."
"Maybe. Maybe. But he also likes you as his friend and neighbor. And with all the women he has on tap, that could be a hindrance. So I want to give this some thought."
"I understand, Boo. I understand... Say, all this talk has made me horny... How about we mess around?"
"Aw! Poor Boo fiancé!" Allie replied. "You *do* seem to be horny! But I don't think I can let your little pecker inside me... No, I think it'll be hotter if I keep my privates reserved so that no one is in me again until Jayson... Don't you think that would be hotter, too?"
"Oh, fuck! I hate it that I agree, Allie-- but I agree! That *is* a really hot idea!"
"And maybe-- maybe I won't even ever let your little pecker inside me again-- maybe I'll have you *only* be my cucky-- and only big cocks will go in my pussy from now on."
And--I wish it hadn't happened--but it did. My little dicklet shot off in orgasm in my fiancée's hand just then, even with her barely stroking me, even!
That's right, Allie was just gently stroking my little dicklet--not to be withholding but simply because that was what was right for the moment. And I exploded in a giant cum.
"FUUUUCCCKKKK!" I yelled. "That's sooooo hot! FUUCKKKK! That's hot! Ungggggghhhh!"
"Haha!" Allie laughed at my expense. "The cuckold streak is strong in you my beloved! Clearly! It's very strong! I shan't forget how turned on you just got... You just came from the mere beginning of a handjob--just my barely starting to fondle you!--right when I suggested that you might never fuck me again and that I might only fuck big cocks... Hmmm.... VERY interesting! Very interesting indeed!"
We cuddled quietly for a few moments.
Allie broke the silence. "Hmmmmph... I had no idea I was engaged to such a pervert! What an immense pervert... Alright. Good to know it... Now, this is enough for a night... Lights out for you. I'm going to masturbate in the guest room and rejoin you here when I'm ready."
Allie never did rejoin me that night.
That night, I listened to her use her vibrator to three loud orgasms--and then she fell asleep in the guest room. The next morning, she laid out some new rules.
"So, my love... It seems you are quite the cucky pervert... The good news for you is that I like that. I like that quite a bit! I think you should still be a good companion and husband as a celibate cucky. And I can have different--different and more fulfilling--big cocked men as my partners for sex. I've given it some serious thought overnight, and that's what sounds optimal to me."
Allie tried to look confident, but I also sensed some fear in her--a bit of fear that I might not go along with things, and that she might lose me.
For me, listening to her "lay down the law," Allie's smidge of fear made the situation more appealing not less.
"It seems my fiancée probably does still love me deep down," I thought to myself. "Thank God! Maybe this is a tenable situation for us both after all?"
After a breath, my gorgeous fiancée continued. "For now, you can have the main bedroom, and I'll take the guest. Once I have a steady big cock partner--hopefully Jayson, or it could be someone else--I suspect he'll want to change it around, so I suggest you enjoy the king size bed while it lasts."
"Uh..." I stammered. It was a lot to take in. But, honestly, it sounded reasonable to me. It sounded like I might like it that way, too. I loved the idea of Allie as my life partner still--and I'm sure it would be incredibly hot to watch her with a variety of better-hung sex partners.
"'Uh....' what, cucky?" Allie probed. I noticed her twisting her engagement ring, as she continued, "And think carefully about how you answer, because if you try to resist me on this, well... honestly, it puts our future at risk. I'm serious here about what my needs are."
Wow! My gorgeous fiancée was really laying down the law. I saw a few options here, as I thought very quickly.
One was that I could fight or refuse. That could really mean the end of our relationship. Was I ready for that? No. I didn't think so.
More likely, I thought I might be amply satisfied by a love life centered around watching my Allie getting fucked by really big cocks. It could really be hot to see her so much better satisfied than I was capable of--much, much more satisfied. It would alleviate a lot of performance anxiety for me, to boot.
Another option was that I could hedge or delay. Yeah, I supposed that might work. But it wouldn't really change the inevitable decision that would be required: To acquiesce to Allie going over to big cocks or to risk losing her for good.
The third option--and the one that was quickly rising in my internal ranking system as my fiancée waited for me to speak next--was that I could simply acquiesce. I could fold from any objection. I could completely go along with what Allie was wanting--for herself and for us.
It seemed inside like a really weighty long moment, but probably it only took me five seconds to respond.
"Uh... I think that might work for me, actually," I said simply.
"Oh, good, cucky. Because I thought about it last night, and I thought about this new possibility of not having to rely only on your pathetic little dicklet... and I realized that your dicklet really is too small for me... That's why I jumped on your invitation for me to fuck Jayson to begin with. I do really love you, but I also do need more."
"I understand," I said--and I really did.
"Good... and I think we need a little something else, to be honest, with your cucky role. I think we need you to verbally acknowledge your submission to my leadership--at least when it comes to sex."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"No, no, you said that wrong, cucky... What you meant to say is, 'I'm not sure I understand, *MISTRESS*!"
"Ohhhh!!!! I see!"
"Not quite, cucky!"
"Um, sure. I'll try again.... Ohhhh! I see, Mistress!"
"Good job, cucky! Now you're getting it!"
"Thank you... Mistress! Cucky tries to be a fast learner!"
"Excellent, cucky! Excellent! Now I have more good news... I've decided on the plan for seducing Jayson. We're going to have him over for dinner. We're due to have him for a neighborly dinner. It would be difficult for him to say 'no.' Once he's here, I'll lead the way. All you have to do is respond and be an obedient cucky. Do you think you can handle that?"
"Yes... Yes, Mistress, I do! That sounds like an excellent plan, Mistress."
"I didn't ask your opinion. Try not to offer too many opinions and remember I really do expect you to be my subordinate now."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good, cucky. Good. Now, do you think you can do your part and get Jayson over here for dinner?"
"Yes, Mistress. Of course."
"But don't invite him for too soon. We don't want to give off any weird vibes. Invite him for next week."
"But Mistress, it's only Monday."
"And what's your point, cucky?"
"Well, you did say you were going to be celibate until Jayson fucks you."
"Yeah, so?"
"Well, and I know you... That's a long time for you to go without."
"So it is, my little faggot cucky. So it is... Still, I think it's necessary so as not to seem over eager."
"As you wish, Mistress."
"That's the spirit, cucky. Yes. That's the spirit."
As it turned out, it took a full three weeks until Jayson was able to come over for dinner, given his travel schedule and mine.
Three weeks that Allie had to go without getting laid.
But she didn't go without sex--not exactly. Rather, she made ample use of her fingers, vibrator, and a newly purchased oversize dildo. Perhaps not surprisingly, it was a chocolate-brown shade similar to Jayson. "That can't be a coincidence," I said to myself.
Yes, Allie amply entertained herself. I heard her numerous deep orgasms as she dreamt of fucking our neighbor. Sometimes she even yelled his name out loud! "Hmmm," I wondered, "What if Jayson heard that?"
Allie was obviously quite horny, and she masturbated a LOT.
Every. Single. Night. Often multiple times.
"Wow!" I thought to myself, "This fantasy has really brought my fiancée's libido alive! Who knew that this woman could be so horny? Just WOW!"
I knew better than to comment on how frequently Allie was masturbating--or on how loudly.
But I did think of a question that I thought she might tolerate.
"Mistress," I asked her one night--right after dinner--about a week in, "May I ask? How are you finding it, relying on your toys and not having sex lately?"
"Truthfully, my little faggot?"
"Do you have to call me faggot, too, mistress?"
"Well.. let's be honest, cucky... who but a faggot would give up a beautiful fiancée like me only to watch her get fucked by bigger cocks?"
"Unggghhh. I dunno. But we haven't talked about me doing anything gay, Mistress!"


"We don't have to talk about it, faggot. I can see it in your eyes. I can see it in your crotch. Yes, I can see how your little dicklet twitches ever harder when we talk about me getting big cock fucked. It has to be because you're fascinated by bigger cocks for yourself, too. It just must."
"Uh..." I stammered, unsure. "Maybe. I dunno."
"Well, cucky. It's not too important to know for sure right now, but seeing as it seems to make you hard or keep you hard, I'm going to keep calling you... my little faggot... as well as my little cucky... do you understand, faggot?"
"Unnnghhh," I groaned with resignation, "Fine, Mistress. Faggot understands."
"Good," my gorgeous Allie responded. "Now, I'm never going to allow your little dicklet inside me again, but since you're being a good little cucky, and I have no big-cocked alpha instructing me otherwise--at least not yet--you might as well get a little kindness from me once in a while."
"If you think I deserve it, Mistress."
"Oh, yes. I think you do. Come lay down in my bed beside me. I think I'll give your little boi clit a nice, tender milking."
"My what?"
"Your little boi clit."
"What, Mistress?!"
"Your 'little boi clit.' You know, your dicklet... 'Little boi clit' is another name for your dicklet. You'll need to get used to that name, too... Your little dicklet--it's obviously more like a clit now... Like a clit, it's only good for your own pleasure. So we'll often be calling it a 'clit'... That is, if you want me to milk it ever."
"I never heard of milking a clit before, Mistress," I replied, trying to maintain my composure, even as I was a bit rattled from being feminized so blatantly.
"Well, you have now, faggot! Would you like to be milked--or not?"
"Yes, Mistress! I think I would like that very much!"
"Good, faggot. Take off your pants and underpants and get your clit out and let's go lay down together."
"Yes, Mistress," I said--trying to hide how rattled I was by having my small penis now referred to as a woman's body part.
"Shit!" I said to myself, "This is a striking new indignity! Oomph! This one will take some getting used to!"
A moment later we were laying down.
"Aren't you going to get naked too, Mistress?" I asked.
"Nope, faggot. This is just for you. A reward for being a good boi."
"I see."
"We'll see."
I leaned in to kiss her but she pulled back.
"No kissing."
"But kissing is my favorite part, Mistress."
"Yeah... But I decided it's too intimate for me with my cucky faggot... So it's off the menu."
"What?! As of when?!"
"As of just now."
"Oh! Really?"
"Yeah... Really... And I don't want to hear another peep of complaint from you about it, cucky. We agreed you're my subordinate. So I make the rules... And the next person to kiss me will be Jayson."
"Oh..." I said, with a glum inflection.
"'Oh, 'Mistress,' you mean!"
"Yes, Mistress. Oh, Mistress. That's right, mistress."
"Now shut up and lie back and no more talking, or I'll cancel your milking."
I heard the threat and obeyed.
My fiancée--my mistress--proceeded to give me a hand job. It started very slowly. Way more slowly than I would have liked. Then she backed off. Then Allie started in again. And then she backed off again.
It didn't take very long for me to realize that Allie--my once loving and dutiful fiancée--was intently edging me. She was bringing me closer and closer to cumming and then backing off.
Finally, after what seemed like ten or fifteen cycles of edging me--but maybe it was more, Allie spoke again.
"I like this," she said. "I think I could do this all night, come to think of it. I like bringing you close and then backing off-- I like doing it again and again. Maybe I should just keep edging you, cucky. It would serve you right for being such a disappointing fuck all these months."
"Unggggghhhhhhhhh!" I groaned in a blend of titillation and frustration.
"I bet you would love to speak, my little faggot-- but you better not! Speak and we're done! Speak, and you're off to bed with orders not even to beat off tonight!"
"Ungggghhhhhhhh!" I groaned once more.
"Lucky for you, groaning is tolerated!" My fiancée teased me. "And... And... I think you may just have suffered enough..."
And with that pronouncement, Allie finally stroked me in earnest.
"Here it comes!" she shouted, as soon as she sensed my pending release. "Here comes your milk! That's a good little faggot!"
And then--ever so fortunately--my fiancée stroked until I spurted my very last spurt. She stroked the entire length of my little shaft, glans to base, with her right hand. It was far from difficult for her, but it was still appreciated!
In tandem, Allie used her left hand to massage my balls--with just the perfect mix of tickling and squeezing, as she knows I adore
"Arrrrrggghhh!" I groaned, as my body writhed and my jizz shot uselessly in the air, spraying my shirt--with some even reaching my chin.
"FUCKKK!!" I yelled. "Yesssss! Fuhckkk! AY-MAY-ZING! Aw, shit! Soooo good! Yessss! YESSSS! Yesssss!!".
Allie's incredible attention produced what might have been the most satisfying orgasm of my entire life to date--all as I visualized Jayson fucking her, fucking her so much better than anyone ever had before.
"Shit!" I said to myself, "That's something else! I found a hand job from my gorgeous fiancée--while we talked about her stepping out on me with big-cocked alphas--even more satisfying than fucking! Wow, that was something else!"
"You can clean yourself up, cucky," Allie instructed, matter-of-factly, as she hopped out of bed. "I can see you really enjoyed that. Good! Because that's all that you can expect from me, going forward, is an occasional hand job. And you had better be obedient, or I'll leave you with 'ruined' orgasms instead."
"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledged. "Message received!"
And we said our goodnights.
"I do still love you, faggot, you know-- and sleep tight!"
"Thank you, Mistress. Your faggot loves you, too. Sleep tight, as well."
It was another two weeks until the big evening arrived.
The waiting could have been worse, I suppose.
My beautiful fiancée did give me a daily milking--which I was grateful for, especially as hearing her nightly cumming multiple times from her vibrator and dildo was an incredible turn-on for me.
"You're a good faggot fiancé," Allie would say, "It would be cruel to allow your semen to build up."
"Thank you, Mistress," I would dutifully reply.
Finally, the big day arrived, and it was almost time for Jayson to arrive for dinner.
Allie had cooked her signature dish, an amazing Beef Wellington, which she'd cooked for me exactly once before--early in our courtship. "Aha!" I thought to myself, "This is 'Allie's time to manipulate a guy' signature dish--would be how I should think of it!" In any event, I was grateful for an excuse to eat it.
"Remember, cucky--you're not to call me 'Mistress' in front of Jayson-- not unless I trigger it first-- by calling you 'faggot' or 'cucky' in front of him."
"I'll do my best!" I replied.
"Don't fuck up, cucky," she said. "I want to have control here."
"I understand, Mistress, I really do... but you have to realize also, I'm very used to calling you 'Mistress' now so long as we're at home. It'll be hard for me to do otherwise!"
"Well try hard, faggot. Try very hard!"
"Yes, Mistress!"
As it turned out, I surprised myself, and I didn't slip into our private vocabulary at all throughout dinner.
I noticed Allie starting to get awkward, however. She was starting to blush and fumble for things.
"Ha!" I realized, thinking to myself, "My fiancée is so into him she's bashful and awkward! Her feelings of affection and lust are making a mess of her! Hilarious! And she was hoping to have this whole thing so choreographed. But now she's a mess! And I couldn't save her if I wanted--not as her cucky! Shit! I wonder what she's going to do?"
And just as I had that thought, Allie trembled. She trembled carrying a platter of dessert pastries and sliced fruit. It crashed from her hands, and she fell, too. The platter broke into a hundred pieces, and food flew throughout the kitchen and partway into the dining area.
Jayson was closer, and with an easy grace, he leapt to his feet and gave my fiancée a hand. He focused first on how she was feeling. I sensed that I should stay a step back.
"Are you okay, Allie?" Jayson asked my fiancée earnestly.
"Unnggghh. The truth?" Allie asked, in equal earnestness.
"But of course," Jayson replied.
"I haven't been myself lately."
"Oh, dear," Jayson responded, "I'm so sorry to hear it!"
"Yeah, I'm sorry about it, too."
"Is it something personal and private--or would you like to talk about it tonight, with me here?"
"I suppose it's now or never!"
"Whatever do you mean?"
"It's about you, Jayson?"
"About me?"
"Yes--you had better sit down, too," Allie told him.
"Alrighty," Jayson said, as he sat back down--looking quizzically at both me and Allie.
Allie paused. But then she found herself unable to speak to Jayson.
Instead, she turned bright red from embarrassment and turned to me to rescue her.
"I'm too shy, cucky!" my beautiful fiancée cried, "I just can't tell him. You'll have to tell him!"
And Allie ran off into our bedroom, sobbing from stress and embarrassment--and leaving me holding the bag.
I should have known that she wouldn't be strong enough to be the "alpha chick" in front of her formidable black adonis crush.
"Cucky?!" Jayson exclaimed--looking right at me, given that I was the one person left in the room for him to ask.
I made a big sigh and inhaled. "I guess I better tell him the situation," I quickly thought, "unless I want to make an awkward situation even worse. Let me think, how best to begin? I guess from the beginning..."
So I laid it out for Jayson. How we heard him having sex so easily through the walls. How thrilled and utterly delighted his women partners were. How the women came and came and came--and how so many attested that they had never been fucked so well in their life ever before. How they couldn't believe how fabulous his enormous black cock felt deep inside them. How skilled he was with it. And how they prayed--aloud--that they could be one of his regular lovers.
I told Jayson what a huge turn on it was for both Allie and me to listen in, night after night, week after week. And how eventually it got so that Allie developed a burning interest in sleeping with him--and an emotional crush as well--and how the idea of me becoming her cucky while she got big cock-fucked by him, Jayson, greatly appealed to me as well. How I--as a loving fiancé--longed to see my Allie as deeply fulfilled sexually as Jayson's sexual partners.
I also revealed how within the marriage, I had been reduced to celibacy. How I got "milkings" now instead of sex. How I didn't even get mouth kisses anymore. And also how Allie would refer to me as "cucky" or "faggot"--because "only a faggot would fantasize about giving his gorgeous fiancée up to big cocks only."
And how all of that had led up to tonight, where we were hoping that somehow we would navigate a step closer to making my fiancée's and my shared fantasy--our fantasy of her sleeping with him, our neighbor Jayson--a reality.
It took me several minutes to lay it out. Jayson interrupted only occasionally along the way. He mostly just encouraged and acknowledged me, saying things like "I see" or "tell me more."
Jayson handled it with a psychological sophistication that I had heard through the wall. He knew full well that I would benefit from the catharsis of simply laying out the story, and seeing him--my male alpha superior--receive and accept it in peace.
And that's what happened. It felt great to get it off my chest and shared with the man that I prayed would soon become my fiancée's and my black alpha adonis Master. It felt fabulous. A euphoric sense of relief swept through me when Jayson acknowledged me with, "My man. That's a lot to take in. A whole lot. But I salute you. It takes a big man to recognize when his fiancée needs more and for him then to help provide that to her--like you are doing right now. I truly salute you, my friend."
"Aw, shucks, Jayson," I said. "That means a lot. You're right. This has been a lot of work. It does take a lot of conviction and love to focus on Allie's needs like this. Yeah, it does."
I thought about adding about my own potential gay appetite for big cocks as well, but it seemed like it might kill the moment--especially as I had no idea at all if Jayson would be comfortable with my own more intimate interest in cock, so I bit my tongue. "If I only get to see Allie get big cock-fucked, it will be a dream," I told myself. "Getting to suck on some big cocks myself--it might interest me, for sure, but it would just be icing on the cake. No reason to complicate things now!"
"So... Now I know," Jayson responded, "The cat's out of the bag. And we're at a crossroads. Seeing as you two love birds are angling for me to be in charge, if it's okay with you, friend--or should I say 'faggot'?-- if I assume that role now?"
This was it. This was the next big plunge. This was another moment that was do-or-die. Where I would need to go with the flow. Or--if I really wanted to--I could still scotch the whole thing.
"We've come too far," I said to myself, "And I don't think my super horny fiancée would forgive me at this point if I botched things up. So, we had better move forward. Yes, I'd better move things forward."
It was obvious what I needed to say next. "Master Jayson, yes. It's time for you to take charge. We are at a crossroads. It's time for you to take control of faggot and his fiancée. Faggot agrees."
"Good, faggot, good..." Jayson continued. "So, you realize that I need to go into your bedroom now and fuck Allie, right?"
"Oh, golly! Really? So soon?"
"Yeah, faggot. Come on. I know you've had your share of success with women. You're a good looking guy--and with social skills, too. To have bagged Allie, you must have 'game.' Surely you do... So you know that when a beautiful woman is feeling stressed, anxious, horny, and unsure of her appeal that there's only one gentlemanly thing to do, right?"
"Oh, wow! I think I'm following you. But go on."
"Yes, I intend to..." Jayson responded. "It would be cruel if I didn't go in there, say some kind things, and make love to Allie. She obviously has been dreaming of me fucking her for a long time now--and she feels unsure if she's appealing enough... Nothing will comfort her as well as getting my cock up inside her... In fact, I'll have to do it front and back, both, for good measure. You've noticed that all my girls are expected to be three-hole sluts, right?"
"Well, Sir-- I should start to call you 'Sir' and 'Master', right?"
"Please, faggot. I think you had better."
"Good. Well, Master. It sure sounded that way to me... but I've never discussed it with Allie yet."
"Trust me, women are always smarter. Always. If you noticed it, of course your fiancée noticed it. Of course."
"Yeah, that makes sense, Sir."
"Good... So she'd be nervous then if I didn't fuck her ass as well as her pussy... She'd wonder if something was wrong... If maybe I didn't like her enough... Say, have you ever tapped that amazing hot ass?"
"No, Sir. I have not. Allie has always hinted that anal sex is totally off limits with her."
"Yeah, beautiful girls get away with that with you white bois... But white chicks don't get away with that with a manly black man. Nope. Not. At. All... This brother--for instance--always requires ass to be on the menu."
"I understand, Sir."
"So... That will be poignant for you, cucky, eh? In a few minutes you'll be giving up your woman--both her pussy and her totally virginal ass... Wow... I'm even getting a hole that you've never, ever been in! Shit! That's some poignant stuff! If I were a little more generous, I might make her give up her ass to you first... But nah... You're her willing cucky, so I don't think so."
"Yes, Master."
"Shit, faggot. Look at how hard your little dicklet is in your pants! I bet that's as big as it gets too, boi, isn't it?"
"Uh... Master, I was hoping you weren't going to notice..."
"Well, the size of your tiny dick was hardly going to be a permanent secret from me, was it, faggot?"
"No, Sir. I'm sure not."
"Good... Hey, this is a nice little chat, but like I said, your fiancée really needs me to go and fuck her now... The question is, what to do with you? Hmmm... I got to think on this for a moment... Not going to lie, this is a new situation for me. Believe it or not, this is my first time owning a couple together!"
"Wow, Master! You're so attractive, I'm really surprised!"
"Yeah... Well, I don't go looking for complexity in my life... And there's lots of simpler ways to get laid... Okay... I know!"
"Sir?"
"I've decided what to do with you while I go make love with your fiancée."
"Yessir?"
"You're going to get lost. You're going to scram. You're going to leave and not come back before dawn--and in the meantime, I'm going to ravage your fiancée all night in what used to be your bed."
"Ungh? Really, Master?"
Jayson's expression went flat. His voice dropped to a quiet that was somehow worse than shouting. "Let me understand. I'm about to go satisfy your fiancée in ways you never could--and you're questioning me?"
"No, Master, I--"
"Because if you'd rather I leave her crying in that bedroom, unsatisfied, I can do that. Is that what you want, faggot?"
"No! Please, Master--"
"Then I suggest you watch your tone. I'm being generous with you. Don't make me reconsider."
"Yes, Master," I offered--realizing that it was important that I should acquiesce. "Faggot understands. Master is in his rights to correct faggot."
"Good, faggot. Good. Now scram! Put on your shoes and coat and get the fuck out of here!"
"May I get a few other things, Master?"
"No, faggot. You may not." Jayson stepped closer, looking down at me. "You seem confused about something. You don't *have* things anymore. You don't get *requests*. You have what I allow you to have. Push me again, and I'll instruct Allie to stop your milkings. Not for a week. More likely for a *year*. You understand me, faggot?"
"Yes, Master! Faggot understands! Faggot is leaving now, Master!"
"Good! Good job, you fucking faggot!"
And with that, I hustled out the door.
I was shaken. I hadn't expected to be put so firmly in my place. That hadn't been on my bingo card at all for the evening.
I had no idea that Jayson could be so tough. "Shit!" I thought to myself, "He could have really messed things up! Shit! *I* could have really messed things up!"
It was a cool summer evening. Very pleasant. Perfect even.
"It's like the earth is blessing what's happening," I thought. "The weather is ideal. As if to say 'Allie is getting what she needs at last--it's what's right with nature.' It's saying 'Cucky--go do whatever. It doesn't matter. Go walk for hours. Go sit in your car. Go hang out at a bar-- just leave your fiancée alone with her new lover until daybreak.'"
Through it all, my little dicklet, my boi clit, was still hard. It was rock hard, enflamed, and tenting my pants. "Well, I can't walk into a bar like this, that's for sure!" I realized.
Hmmm. What should I do with myself?
I looked at my watch. I noticed that it was barely after ten at night. Dawn would be at about 6am. A full eight hours away. "Sheesh!" I thought, "That's a lot of time for them to fuck! Shit! Shit! SHIIIIT!! Boy, do I wish I could have been allowed to stay and listen or watch! DAMN!!"
I decided to start with a long walk. Yes, a walk will calm me, I thought to myself. No one will notice my tented crotch because I'll move quickly, and my dicklet is so little anyway!


I only made it a few blocks in our urban neighborhood. Little more than around the corner, when it dawned on me. "Fuck! I don't really have to walk around! The hedge outside our bedroom window is nice and big. I can just tuck myself between the hedge and the window and hang out and listen in! Shit! Of course! That's what I've got to do!"
I grabbed a bottle of water, a blanket, tarp, and some tissues from my parked car--the minimum supplies I knew that I would need--and quickly got into position. "Let's see," I mused, "If I do this right, I can look like just another homeless bum camping out."
In a few minutes, I had a tarp covering me from the street, the blanket on the ground, and tissues and water at the ready. "Funny how camping skills can come in handy sometimes!" I mused to myself.
I settled in to eavesdrop on the new lovers.
Luckily, I had not missed much.
"Shit!" I thought, "I had no idea our apartment walls were so thin. Crap--I wonder how much people have been listening in on us?"
After a moment, my fiancée's voice demanded my attention.
"OH. MY. GOD!" I heard Allie exclaim, "It's sooo amaaaazing! I've never seen such a gorgeous dick in my whole life!"
"Wow!" I thought, "I guess the past fifteen minutes they've just been making out... Shit! I thought Jayson was going to get to fucking her faster... Shit! He's not just fucking her! No! He's MAKING LOVE!!"
That was a poignant realization for me to make, but it was immediately obvious from the slow reveal of Jayson's cock. There was no other explanation.
That, plus it built on the language Jayson used with me when we were chatting before. He had talked in terms of "making love" and being "lovers."
At the time, I thought he was just trying to soften the blow for me that he was about to "fuck" my fiancée--but no, he was instead just telling the truth. Jayson fully intended to be a "lover"--not just a great "fuck."
This raised the emotional stakes considerably.
But this is what Allie has always wanted, I said to myself. Yes, now that I reflect on it, it was Jayson's tenderest sexual interludes that turned her on the most.
My fiancée didn't just want to get fucked by Jayson's giant black cock--she wanted to be MADE LOVE to by it and by him!
Did Allie want to get "fucked" sometimes, too? Yes, I was sure.
But what she wanted most of all was Jayson, with his immense black phallus, as her new EL-OH-VEE-EEE-ARR. LOVER.
"Shit!" I thought, "This is going to be really next level. Supremely so!"
Those were a lot of thoughts, sure, but they happened fast--maybe in the blink of an eye. I remember having that complete train of thought whiz through my mind before I even heard Jayson's reply.
My Allie had commented on how "amaaaazing" Jayson's cock was.
Without missing a beat or flinching, Jayson responded matter-of-factly, "Yeah, bitch. I get that a lot."
"Ungghhh, Jayson... Do you have to call me, 'bitch'?"
"I talk rough 'bitch,' but it doesn't mean I don't like you. You'll get used to it. Fuck, once my cock is all up inside you, you won't give a fuck what I call you!"
"Oh, wow, Jayson! You're going to get that whole thing up inside my little pussy?"
"Oh, definitely... and eventually, it will all fit in your ass, as well!"
"But I don't take it in the ass, Jayson!"
"I think you're confused, little lady... I think you meant to say, you haven't *yet* taken it in the ass... I'm sure you've heard through the wall how my bitches take it in all their holes... Did you think you could be an exception?"
"Oh, wow! Uh. I dunno... I guess I never thought about it..."
"Oh, cut the crap, bitch... Don't be coy... You knew you were going to get it in the ass... You're just feeling a little scared now that you're seeing exactly how big eleven inches of big black cock are in the flesh... Ain't that right, bitch?"
"Fine! Yeah!" my fiancée admitted, "You're right, Jayson... Yes! I'm scared!"
"Don't worry, bitch... I'll make sure you don't get hurt!"
"Thank you, Jayson. I trust you."
"As you must, bitch. As you must... Now, enough talk... Let's get that pretty little mouth to work!"
If Allie replied, it must have been a whisper, as all I heard next were tender sucking sounds. Sounds that had to be my fiancée sucking on the biggest cock of her life.
She went at it for several minutes before I heard Jayson breathing heavily.
Then he took a moment to comment. "Nice work, bitch! Very nice... This isn't your first big cock, is it, bitch? I know your fiancé's little dicklet isn't big enough for you to develop this level of skill. Shit, his dicklet is more like the size of a tootsie pop."
"Let's not make fun of him, Jayson. He's a good man... Let's make this about you and me... Okay?"
"That's very sweet of you, bitch. I'm down for that. You're right. He is a good man. He's an especially good man for giving you up to me!"
"That's sure the truth. 'Thank you, Ed, wherever you are! Thank you for giving me up to Jayson!"
"Hear, hear! Thank you, faggot Ed!"
"Ha!" my Allie joined in, "That's fair enough, 'Thank you, faggot Ed!'"
And right then--right after they both thanked me, "faggot Ed"--is when I had my first cum of the night. It was a massive cum, and it's a miracle that I managed not to yell as my little clit exploded in my hand inside my underwear.
I barely had my pants undone, and nothing was pulled down. I had my hand in my pants, moving ever so slightly, but when my fiancée and her black alpha stud new lover took a brief break from their foreplay to thank me--them both thinking that I was nowhere nearby--it was so erotic, such a huge turn on, so poignant, so sublime, I shot off. I shot spurt after spurt after spurt--not a lot of volume, but a lot for me.
Finally, after many seconds, my orgasm subsided, and I realized that I was quite the sticky mess. "Shit," I thought, "I'm a gooey mess in my underpants now! It's going to be super-embarrassing to walk around when I move from here!"
There were hours more to go.
"Alright, bitch," Jayson resumed running the show, "Let's move you around and see if we can't get my cock a bit further down your throat... Lie on your back with your head just over the side..."
There was a little commotion and Jayson added, "Yeah, let's get a little lower... let's see... if I angle just right... Now, open wide and try not to gag... I won't let you suffocate... Let me do the work... Oh, yeah... Here we go! Yeah! Oh, that's nice, bitch! Oooomph, fuck! Good job, bitch! Good job! Shit! Great work for a beginner, bitch... Great work! Shit! That's enough... Time to fuck, bitch! Now, time to fuck!"
"Please, Jayson! Please! Please fuck me!"
"You ready for me to give you a new pussy, bitch? Your pussy ain't ever going to be the same after I fuck you for a while... You ready for that? You have to be ready. This is serious shit."
"I'm ready, Jayson! Yes! I want that! Give your bitch a new pussy! Give bitch a new pussy--PLEASE!!"
"On your back, face up, slut! We're doing it missionary. I want to watch and kiss your pretty face while I fuck you for the first time. Get on your back and brace yourself!"
"Unnnnggggh! Yessir!"
"Hold it on target for us, slut. You're tight. You gotta hold it on target."
"Yessir!"
"Shit you're tight! You haven't had a big dick for a long time, have you, slut?"
"Ungh. You have no idea, sir."
"You miss them big, don't you, slut?"
"Yeah... So badly."
"Ever have one this big?"
"Fuck no!"
"It'll hurt at first-- then it'll soon feel like heaven."
"Promise?"
"It's gar-en-teed, slut. So, I don't have to promise... But I do have to... *PUSH*!"
"Oh! Wow!"
"There! Now you have the first few inches, slut."
"Ungggh. So full already! First 'few', Jayson?!"
"Yeah, slut!"
"Ung!"
"Like it, don't you, slut?"
"Fuck!"
"You really like it already, hunh?"
"Oh, yeah!"
"Alright, slut. Here's just a little bit more... Just another little bit."
Jayson held nearly still, I imagined, letting my fiancée adjust. But the sheer, overwhelming pressure of him, stretching her in ways she'd never felt before, apparently was already incredibly exciting for her--already thrilling her well beyond her expectations.
"Oh... oh, fuck... Oh, my, God! You're barely even moving! Fuck, you're barely moving and..."
"Yeah, slut!"
"Oh, my God! You're barely in me, Jayson... Fuck! And already. ALREADY! Fuck! Already, I... I'm cumming! I'm CUMMING already! CUMMMINGG! Fuck! You're making me CUMMMMM!! UNGGGHHH! Arrrgghhhh! Ooooooh!"
I could imagine how Allie's gorgeous body trembled and shook as her first orgasm of the night ripped through her.
It sure sounded like a surprise tsunami of shock and pleasure. Her yelling diminished somewhat, now to her purring in gratitude--profound gratitude.
"Aw, fuck! Jayson! That was so amazing! Your big hands on my ass--the way you owned each butt cheek as you thrust just your first few inches in me! Fuck! That was incredible! THANK YOU! Fuck--I never knew sex could be so good!"
"Excellent, slut! And that's just the tip of it! You don't have more than a few inches, is all so far!"
"Fuck, that's it?"
"Yeah, slut. Fuck, yeah," Jayson chuckled, his deep baritone piercing the walls and reaching all the way into my conflicted soul. "Told you it'd feel like heaven. And I'm not even halfway in yet."
I heard some wet, slurpy kissing before our new Master resumed speaking. "Yeah, slut! Now here's a few more inches!"
"OH. MY GOD! I never felt so full in my EN. TIE. ER. LIFE! So full! So AY-MAY-ZING!"
"Like that, cunt?"
"Oh, fuck! It's AY. MAY. ZING!! It's incredible! It's way better than I even dreamed! Fuck--it's better than I ever dreamed sex could be!"
"Yeah, I get that a lot."
"Yeah, so I have heard--right through that wall!"
It wasn't hard for me to visualize the two of them fucking--the gorgeous black alpha adonis and my sexy, redheaded bombshell fiancée.
She was still on her back in my mind's eye--like Jayson had ordered her, with her arms and legs wide open and curled around him as much as possible.
He loomed over her, easily propped up on his strong arms--both so he could get leverage and so he could have a good look at her. Except, except... Except when he loomed down hard on her torso while he grabbed her bottom. His large hands--as Allie had said--each a perfect match for her medium-size, perfectly formed buttocks. Each hand optimal for squeezing, slapping, and owning my fiancée's impeccable ass, even as his cock claimed her pussy as his very own.
Most of his cock was up inside her by now, I was sure--way, way further than my little boi clit ever got. Was it all the way in yet? I didn't think so.
My boi clit was again hard and throbbing even though I'd cum just minutes ago.
"Shit!" I thought to myself, "I wonder how many times I'm going to be able to cum from listening to them make love tonight? Three times? Maybe four? FUCK! Fuck, this is sublime! YES! I'm so glad I helped set this in motion! I love hearing Allie get so thoroughly fucked--so much deeper and better than I ever could do."
"Ooooooh!" my fiancée exclaimed.
"It's feeling really good again already, eh, cunt?"
"Oooh! Unggggghhh! Stah-puh. Tawk--ing. Puh...lease! Unggg... Fuck! Soooooo good again! Fuck!"
"Tough shit, cunt... Talking is my thing... As you know... You seem to be having fun anyway! I'll talk as much as I fucking please... You don't have to be coherent back... Soon, you will be a babbling mess, I'm sure!"
"Oh my God! Yes! So amaaaazzinggg! Yeah... babbling mess.... Fuck! Just keep fucking me!"
"You can bank on it, cunt!"
"Ungggghhh... Fucking never this good! Not ever! Fuck!"
"Of course not, cunt! Nothing is like your first really big BBC... Especially *MINE*."
"Oh, God! Jayson! Never stop! Never, ever stop!"
"So... does that mean you want the last three inches?"
"What?! You fucking kidding? You have THREE more inches?"
"Yup, cunt! Got three more inches for you!"
"But where will they go? Already so full!!"
"Up into your womb, of course! Where the fuck else?"
"Oh my fucking god! Really? Won't it hurt?"
"At first, but you've heard all the women through the wall... You're built as well as any of them... You can take it, slut!"
"Then, YES! Do it Jayson! Give me it all! Fuck yourself up into my womb! Do it now!"
"Okay, but if I do that, I'm not pulling out to cum... And--I don't know if you realized--we're not using any birth control... You ready for me to blast your womb with my babymakers, cunt?"
"YES! YES! You have to cum inside me! You have to! I have to feel you!"
"Even if it means getting knocked up?"
"Unggghhh. It should be safe... but I don't care... I *HAVE* to feel you inside me!"
"Okay, cunt! So long as you're down with that!"
"Oh, definitely! But how about we do it, doggy... Master! That way you can REALLY own me! Will you do me, doggy, Master Jayson? PLEEEEASE!!"
"Fuck yeah, cunt! That sound EXCELLENT! Go ahead... Flip over! Shoulders down! And ass up, bitch!"
Allie never would try doggy style with me! "It's too degrading, Boo," she would usually say, and she'd beg off. However, one night, when tipsy, she admitted the real reason. "Besides, Boo," she confessed, drunkenly. "Doggy wouldn't work for us. Your legs are too little compared to mine. Sorry, but you just aren't tall enough to dominate me that way! Sorry!'
It stung to hear, but it was the truth. I'd need to kneel on a cushion or stool to fuck my fiancée doggy style. While I would be game to do so, that was in the bucket of allegedly "gross and kinky" things that Allie claimed to have no interest in... Until cuckolding me with another man, that is!
Jayson, who is a good five inches taller than me, and with much longer legs, didn't have this constraint. Rather, I imagined he might be PERFECTLY proportioned to take my Allie in just about any position!
So, as it turned out, my Allie was now *begging* to do it doggy... Ooph, that stung! But even more so--it was supremely erotic. It was sexy beyond belief. Sublime, poignant and hot. "Damn!" I thought to myself, "I wish I was Jayson, getting to take my Allie doggy-style with a huge black cock. That lucky fucker!"
"Shit!" Jayson exclaimed, "You look fucking hot in this position, bitch! Dang! You got an amazing figure--especially those incredible hips and that hot ass! Great fucking idea, slut, to do it doggy! But I gotta warn you... I'm going to have to smack that hot ass as we fuck! It's too fucking juicy! Yeah, I'm going to have to beat that ass! I hope you don't have a lot of sitting planned for tomorrow!"
"Unggggh!" Allie responded. "That sounds so hot, Master! Beat your slut's ass! Do it! Beat me black and blue while you fuck me deep! That sounds INCREDIBLE!!"
"Alright!"
"Bring it already, Master! What are you waiting for!"
"Shut up, slut! Here it comes! Here's comes your Master's beefy eleven inches! It's coming all the way in now! Better fucking brace yourself!"
"Unggggghhh!" squealed Allie. Jayson must have started his deep insertion. "Fuhhh...."
*** SMACK! ***
*** THWACK! ***
*** PTHWACK! ***
The smacking sounds began in earnest. As promised, our alpha black adonis had started to beat my fiancée's gorgeous, perfectly sculpted bubblicious ass.
My Allie's ass was a goddess-like blend of well-muscled and slightly fatty. Perfectly shaped. As perfect as, say, the porn star Chanel Preston--maybe even hotter.
And my alpha-personality Allie had welcomed our new Master to beat her on it. "I guess she's a pervert, too, after all," I mused to myself. "Ha! Just took a huge black adonis to bring it out of her!"
"You like that, cunt?" Jayson barked at her. "You like the contrast between the pain on your ass and the pleasure in your pussy? I bet you do. All you white sluts like to get your asses beat while I fuck you... I'm sure you've heard it through the wall... Haven't you, slut?"
"Ungggghhh.... Yeah..."
Allie was lost in sex. She could barely speak.
"Unghhh... So..."
"'So,' what, slut?"
"FUCK! AY-MAYYYY-ZINGGGGG!" Allie screamed. "It's AMAZING! MORE! FUCK ME MORE!"
"You ready for my last few inches, cunt?"
*** THWACK! ***
"YES! PLLLEEEEASE!! NOW! GIVE IT TO ME NOW!"
*** WHACK! ***
"Okay, bitch... hang on... it'll take a few minutes to work it in!"
Understandably there were then a few minutes of mostly grunts and groans from each of them. And sounds of Master Jayson beating on my fiancée's ass as well.
*** THWOP! ***
*** SHWACK! ***
*** SHMACK! ***
I also then heard smooching.
"Well," I thought to myself, "I guess they've changed position and are face to face again. Back to missionary, I have a feeling."
The smooching continued for quite some time. Several minutes at least.
"There we have it," I thought to myself. "This is DEFINITELY love making. As I had both feared and anticipated... Shit... Shit! Shit! Allie is definitely going to fall in love with this guy... No woman makes love like this without falling in love! She's falling in love right now! TO-NIGHT! As I am literally listening to them fuck!"
I was stunned by the realization. And then I had another thought.
"And--most shocking of all--the main effect on me is to make me EVEN MORE turned on! Shit! Shit, I am a sick pervert! Only a sick pervert would enjoy hearing his super-hot fiancée fall in love with another man! Damn, I'm a weirdo!"
Weirdo, yes. But also immensely turned on.
I loved, loved, loved how great an experience Allie was having--so many galaxies beyond anything I could ever offer her sexually. And I knew--deep in my heart--that the only way it could be so immensely satisfying for her would be because she was also falling in love.
So--the fact that my Allie seemed to be falling in love? Yes, it only made it hotter, more poignant, more incredibly erotic--and totally beyond sublime.
Those thoughts washed around my brain on repeat for several minutes as I listened to Jayson grunting and my fiancée groaning and moaning--so much more vocal than anytime that I had ever made love with her, that was for sure!
Eventually, the dialogue resumed.
"So full! Ungghhh! Never so full!" Allie moaned. "Oh... oh, fuck... it's... it's IN! It's all the way IN! I feel your balls on my ass! YESSS! You're BALLS DEEP in me! Ungggh! It's so FA-BU-LOUS!"
"Good, hunh, cunt?"
"Oh my GOD, you're in me so DEEP, Jayson! It's... it's AMAZING! It's so much BETTER than I ever dreamed!"
"You're going to need my cock a lot after this, won't you, slut?" from Jayson.
"You have no idea!"
"Your pussy is mine now, isn't it, slut?"
"Unggghhh! YES! PLEASE!!"
"Mine for good?"
"Oh, God. YES! PLEASE! PLEASE, Jayson! PLEASE own my pussy for good!"
"Good, slut... Glad to get your request 'on file'! We'll see! I'll be thinking about it!"
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuh,,,. Me. Mo!"
"Getting so my strokes are making it hard to speak, eh?" Jayson said, with a teasing tone.
"Ungghhhhhhh!"
"What, Allie? I don't follow you?" Jayson kept up the teasing.
"Stop!"
"You want me to stop fucking you, slut? Okay... I'll pull out!" Jayson was amping up his taunting, now briefly withholding his cock from my super-sexed up fiancée.
"No!"
"No, what?"
"Stop teasing! Fuck me! Fuck me more!"
"As you wish, slut! AS. YOU. WISH!"
And I can only assume Jayson thrust himself back deep inside my Allie from the moaning, yelping, mewing, and yelling that resumed.
After a few minutes of panting and babbling incoherently--from the both of them--Allie had another go at talking.
The overwhelming pleasure she seemed to be experiencing didn't make it easy for her to express herself.
"Neh-ver! Ungggghhh!" came through the window, in my fiancée's sweet but urgent voice.
"Yeah, bitch? What you trying to say?"


"Unggghh. Fuck! So ah-MAAAAY-zzzinggg!"
"Yeah, I like it, too... Um, yes, I do!"
"Neh-ver! Unggggggh!"
"Should I pull out for a second again so you can speak, slut?"
"Nnnnn-oooooooh! Taawwk. LAY-ter!"
"Alright, slut! We can focus on fucking for now! Works for me, too!"
"Aw, god! I'm CUMMMMMING!! Fuck! I'm cummmming AGAAAIN! UNGGGGHHHH!!"
"Aw right, slut! I ain't stopping!"
"Fuck!! CUMMMMMING STILL!!"
"Yeah, slut! Get that cum! Get that good long cum!"
"OH. MY. FUH! KING! GAWD!"
I'd never in my wildest dreams imagined that my Allie could get so incredibly animated during sex. I mean, I'd hoped for it in the abstract, but it wasn't something I'd been able to visualize would actually occur.
But now. Here and now in real life. My most erotic fantasy, my deepest fantasy was being realized. I was euphoric as I listened to Allie getting royally black fucked, black fucked to the edge of the galaxy and back!
The pace increased. The creaking of the bed frame grew faster. The wet thrusting sounds grew more urgent.
Allie's moans were constant and loud--a symphony of pleasure I certainly had never been able to coax from her nor, I suspected, any man before Jayson.
My fiancée wasn't just getting fucked. She was getting sexually pummeled, shellacked, and unraveled.
With every thrust of Jayson's gargantuan love rod, another piece of the old life, of her sexual attachment to me, was getting fucked out of my Allie.
"Aw, shit! So good! So awesome. Jayson! You, King! Jayson--fuck me! I'm going to cum again! Oh fuck! AGAIN!! CUMMING AGAIN!
That was my fiancée's third cum of the night--and all just within her very first fuck session of the night, as well. Holy crap! That was amazing to listen in on! Amazing to visualize. I hadn't been a direct witness, I'm not sure if I would have believed it! But it was real. Right before my very own ears, so to speak.
"Aw, God, Jayson!" my Allie cooed, "Fuck! Still CUMMING!"
"Oh, yeah, bitch! I like it, too!"
"Fuck! I'm STILL CUMMMING!!"
"Oh, yeah!"
"SHIT! MY GOD! FUCK! STILL CUMMMMMINGGGG!"
"Ungh. Oh, fuck! I feel it now, too, bitch! I feel it now, too!"
"Cum for me, Jayson! Cum! Cum deep inside me!"
"You want my baby, bitch?"
"YES! YES! Give me your baby! Bitch wants your baby, Jayson!
"Ungggh! Okay, bitch! Here it cums... Here... It... Cums.... Take it! UNGHHHHH!! Arrrghhhhhh! Unggggggggg!!"
"Yes, my love! Give me your load! Cum deep inside me! Breed me! Give me your baby! YESSSSS! YESSSSS!"
"Fuuuuck! Ungggh! ARRRGGGGHHHHHHHH! Unggghhhh!"
"AW, GOD! YES!" Allie screamed, "Blast my insides! Blast me with your cum, my king! Feels so AY-MAY-ZING! YES! FUCK! Cumming! CUMMING AGAIN!"
And my two Masters' simultaneous orgasms--Jayson's and my fiancée's--are what finally triggered my second cum of the night.
Knowing that his immense and incredible giant black shaft was shooting unprotected up into the womb of the gorgeous and lusty love of my life.
Knowing that she had begged him to breed her.
Knowing that at least on some level, my Allie wanted the Black adonis' child--rather than mine.
Knowing that they were cumming like crazy together from THEIR enjoyment of it all.
Well, it was just sexually incredible! It was erotic beyond belief to hear and visualize my precious woman, my fiancée, my most cherished relationship in the world... To see her turn into a wanton slut for the black alpha king from just next door and his giant black cock!
And so I shot off another tremendous wad of jizz in my pants. Again, with barely needing to touch myself.
A twig dug into my knee, but I didn't care. The discomfort was nothing, a small price to pay for the privilege of listening to my queen get claimed.
"Shit!" I thought, "I sure do love my fiancée getting blacked! THANK. FUCKING. GOD! Because obviously she's loving this to the moon and back. Obviously. Shit! I can tell this is going to be a permanent thing! WOW!! My Allie might be a permanent BBC slut already! Just from her first fuck! Converted fully to BBC just now, as I listened in! Sublime! Fantastic! Incredible!"
The lovers' dialogue as they recovered from fucking quickly re-demanded my attention.
"Oh, Jayson, that was AAAAY-MAAAZ-ZINGGG!" Allie purred, "THANK YOU! Thank you so much! Thank you for fucking me! Ungghhh..."
"Yeah...you're welcome, bitch! I liked it, too... That *was* good, bitch! You took my cock like a champ! It's like you were born for big black cock!"
"Ha! Maybe... Maybe I was!"
"Not many women can take me balls deep on the first fuck, you know!"
"I'm a high achiever!" Allie joked. "But seriously, Jayson... That was insanely good! Utterly amazing!"
"Best sex of your life, hunh, bitch?"
"Fuck. Not even close. It's like you touched my soul from the inside."
"I figured."
"You know... I better be careful, I think," Allie added.
"Why's that?"
"I think one more fuck like that, and I'll be lost in you!"
"Well... I think that's excellent, Allie! Nothing wrong with that... In fact, that's what I want to hear. That's what I EXPECT!"
"Oh, wow! You're trying to fuck me 'in love' with you?"
"Of course, Allie! I love to fuck you white bitches in love with me... It's my absolute favorite thing to do--ever!"
"And will you fuck yourself in love with me, too, Jay?"
"I already care about you, Allie... but I'm not a one-woman man. Never have been. You've heard that through the wall."
"So... I'd just be one of your girls?"
"Well, I wouldn't say 'just,' Allie... You'd be one of my regulars. A very special regular. I love all of my regulars... It just isn't exclusive 'love.'"
"Oh..."
"Hey--don't sound so disappointed. You'd be in the rotation. You'd be loved. And you'd get this cock on the regular... And from what I just felt, I bet you're going to be one of my favorites."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah... You took me balls deep on the first fuck. That's rare. Most bitches need weeks to work up to that. You're special, Allie."
"I am?"
"Definitely. I can see you being a long-term member of my stable... Not just a passing fling."
"Your 'stable'... I like the sound of that, actually."
"Good. Because that's what I'm offering. You, me, regular amazing fucks like this one, a slice of my love... And your Ed gets to watch and serve."
"You think Ed will really go for it on-going?"
"Oh, yeah... you got him wrapped around your finger, bitch. That faggot is ready to be your lifelong cuck while you focus your sex life on us brothers."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah... I can smell it on him. And you know, it's a common thing now. More and more. Lots of you hot white bitches become sluts for black and your white 'partners' become beta faggot cuckies.... Your Ed? He'll be happy to serve alongside you. Guys like him are born to be faggot cucks."
"Wow, Jayson. You know so much!"
Then I heard some major smooching. Plainly, my fiancée had leaned in and resumed giving her new lover some big kisses. I know how she thinks, and she was feeling relieved and elated about Jayson's optimistic prognosis for her--and our--love life.
"So, Allie," Jayson spoke up after some time.
"Yeah, lover."
"You want to be one of my main bitches?"
"One of your... main bitches?" Allie paused--then a slow smile spread. "Yeah. Yeah, I want that."
"Really."
"Yes. Really. I would really like that."
"You'd have to be monogamous towards me."
"I understand."
"That means nothing sexual for Ed... Except... there's one degrading exception I have in mind. Something that'll humiliate him even as he'll also enjoy it."
"Oooh! That sounds devious, Master! What is it?"
"My beautiful bitch... I think we should let him eat my creampies out of your ass."
"Ooh! That's cold! You want to have my fiancé eat your spermy loads out of my ass? Just... Wow! WOW!"
"Think about it, slut... It'll be so sublimely degrading for him! He'll love it, actually, I'm sure... To eat your alpha bull's load from your ass. To eat my load from a hole that he never, ever got to fuck--and now never will."
"Yeah... You're right, Jayson... It'll torture Ed... And he will love it! PERFECT! Great idea!"
"So, it's settled then!"
"Settled!"
And they smooched to seal the deal.
I could visualize them cuddling.
Thinking about eating my first anal creampie out of my fiancée's perfect ass was a thrill beyond belief.
I'd gotten away with licking her amazing ass, but just once.
The idea that I could service it with my mouth and tongue--and in the degrading, humiliating, sublime act of licking up our Master's creampies--it was incredibly thrilling.
A shiver even shot up and down my spine as I visualized it.
My precum overflowed.
"Fuck!" I thought to myself, "Now I need another cum! Some more release!"
I was one excited little pervert.
My hand reached down into my wildly sticky, gooey pants, and I started stroking my boi clit once more, as I listened to my Allie and our shared Master continuing their pillow talk.
Fuck! This was going to be the best life ever!
Our amazing new love life was well and started.
Would you like to hear more?
-----------------------------------
Author's note: Please feel free to drop ideas for the next chapter or chapters in the comments. Do remember to keep all characters 18+. All ideas offered become property of this author if I develop them.
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CHAPTER 1. GOOD GIRL GOES BLACK.
---------
Hi, my name is Amanda. I'm a 5'6" brunette college sophomore at an elite college. Even though I battle some insecurities and shyness, I know that other people usually think I'm "the whole package"--both pretty, sexy, and smart. I'm not a "10," but I'm an "8" with brains and an attractive, warm personality.
My curves are excellent. My face is more "cute" than "model-perfect." It's better than "plain," but I guess somehow I look a little sweet and bookish. I wear glasses most of the time and look like you might meet me in the library rather than out at a club. If your high school might have had a hot nerdy girl, that gives you an idea about me.
The school year is almost over, and I've been what can only be called "black-only" or "black-owned" almost since the start. This is the story of how it unfolded, and where it led me.
I decided to write it down mainly for personal use, but it seemed it would also be hot to share it anonymously on the Internet, with you all. Of course, all the names and a few details have been edited to protect myself and others.
I started the year still dating my high school sweetheart. As a shy girl, this worked well for me since he, too, checked all the right boxes. Rob doted on me. Rob had decided to go to the same college as me even though he had gotten into one within an even more elite status. While I loved him to a degree, he was more of a smitten puppy dog.
Sure, Rob was nice, tall, attractive, considerate, and smart, and I liked our sex together. I even climaxed some of the time, which many of my girlfriends told me they didn't get from their relationships. At the start of the year, Rob had been the only guy I had ever had sex with, although I had made out with several others, during different family vacations or if Rob and I had been in a rough patch.
I gave Rob the go ahead to follow me to the same college because of my shyness, and I thought it might help me to focus on my studies if I stayed together with him, as well.
Then, one weekend when Rob was away visiting some high school pals at another school, my wild friend Allison took me to a Black frat party. Allison had been begging me to go with her to one since our first year in school, but I kept coming up with excuses--such as Rob. Finally, with him out of town for several days, I relented.
I had an amazing time at the Black frat! All the guys were really friendly and pleasant. Several were quite good conversationalists. Everyone was much better mannered than the white frat guys I had met so far on campus. Allison and I stayed for hours, and eventually I got really tipsy and lost my inhibitions. Apparently, I was plenty "hot" to the Black guys, who I think may have been more focused on my physique than whether I had the face of a glamor girl.
Before I thought that hard about it, I was alone in a bedroom with this black hunk, Devin, who was visiting from out of town. I got incredibly turned on making out with him. After a long make-out session, a deep sexual hunger developed in me, and I decided to go all the way with him, especially since I wouldn't have to see him regularly around campus. So, I let him fuck me.
Boy, did I get fucked!! The moment Devin pushed inside me, I understood what I'd been missing. His cock was so much thicker than Rob's that I felt my walls stretching around him, a burning pressure that melted into fullness unlike anything I'd known. He reached depths Rob never had--I could feel him pressing against my cervix. Each thrust brought a sharp ache that somehow made me wetter every time.
The rhythm was different too: deliberate, powerful, confident. Each stroke pulled almost all the way out before driving deep again, and I could feel every ridge and vein of him along my entire channel.
My pussy clenched and fluttered around him involuntarily, like my body was trying to grip him and never let go. I came several times in the course of an hour--real orgasms that radiated from my core through my belly and down my shaking thighs, not the polite little flutters Rob sometimes gave me.
With Devin, my whole body clenched, my back arched off the mattress, and I couldn't stop the sounds coming from my throat.
He blasted his cum way up inside me twice, and each time I felt the hot spurts against my cervix, triggering another orgasm that left me trembling and seeing stars. I was too excited to dream of asking him to put on protection, even though I should have, of course.
I loved getting blacked!! And just like the age-old expression, I was not going back!!
Devin was a gentleman both before and after we fucked. He walked me back to my dorm, and then to my surprise, he fucked me twice more in the bed I usually shared with Rob! I came a few more times, and Devin unloaded twice again as well!
Devin must have slipped out sometime in the morning instead of waking me. I was still sleeping off all that exertion when Rob got home and discovered me in bed all fucked out and the room reeking of sex.
There was no hiding what had happened, so I laid out for him how I had met a Black stud and allowed him to seduce me and fuck me all night. I could see Rob get hard as I spoke to him as he sat next to me on the bed, but I pretended I didn't notice for now.
I also told Rob that I intended to fuck more Black guys since my first experience had been beyond the moon.
I'm not a sneaky person, and if Rob didn't want to share me with Black cocks, I was ready to move on.
I know it sounds cold, but I was young, horny, and pragmatic. Although most people think of me as a "nice" girl, I've always been a pragmatist. Even if I might have to move beyond my comfort zone as a shy person, I was determined to get more Black cock, and lots of it. Previously, I had liked sex but, with Devin and his BBC, I had loved it, and I now felt entitled to more great orgasms like I had had with Devin.
Rob begged me to still fuck him also, and I told him I would think about it. But I never did fuck him again.
CHAPTER 2. WELCOME TO THE BAC.
---------
Fast forward several months, and Rob has been staying around in the celibate beta cuckold role. Turns out he has a submissive side, too. Eventually he revealed that he had been fantasizing about me fucking black guys for some time.
At lunch a couple of days later, Allison educated me that given my new interest in BBC, I really should try to join the "BAC"--the Black Athletes' Club--at our college. The members, the "BAC Masters," were widely gossiped about as being the best, and also the most demanding, lovers on campus, Allison said. If you liked Black guys, they were apparently the pinnacle. Allison confided in me that she prayed that one day she might have the chance to try to join the BAC--but so far, despite her efforts, they had overlooked her.
Allison also said that the BAC Masters liked my type of girl. Apparently they went first for figures, then only required cuteness, like I had, for faces. Further, they preferred nice, kind, studious, quiet girls like I had been so far.
Allison looked blue as she told me this, as she knew she was both a little skinny and also probably too out-going and wild for the BAC Masters' taste.
Allison's best guess was that I had a 50% chance that the Masters might take an interest in me because I did seem to fit the BAC's general profile for a potential white slut.
Apparently, for a campus girl like me newly into BBC, the goal was to *attempt* to become one of the BAC's long-term sluts, through an arduous and elongated initiation process. I always liked challenges, and this one sounded excellent for the new me! The BAC's initiation process was called "breaking in," and that's what I was hoping to be invited to go through.
To maximize my chances of being invited to be "broken in," I encouraged Allison to put the word out through her network of Black guy friends about how much I now loved black sex and BBC.
I had loved it so much--even though it was just a hookup. I had never felt as full or complete as a young woman as I did with Devin's beefy and long black cock deep inside my pussy, pressing against my cervix, and blasting cum right up into my womb.
I never knew anything could feel so fabulously sexy as that. I had never dreamt that getting fucked could be so astoundingly satisfying.
It was clear that it had to do with the whole package: Yes, Devin's big black cock. But also his athleticism. His confidence. The contrast of his Blackness with my lily whiteness. His thick lips and big hands. His assertive nature while never being unkind. The whole thing was beyond. And I knew a lot of it had to do with him being a Black man.
Allison was an effective gossip, and events moved quickly. In just a few days, the BAC found out I was looking for more BBC, and a lot of it, and I was lucky after all. Apparently a number of members found me sexy and interesting, and they immediately set about recruiting me--just as I had hoped. Soon, the BAC started "breaking me in" as another of their "white sluts."
None of the BAC Masters made the initial approach. No, that would not have befit their status on campus. Rather, this adorable, stacked, little brunette slut Sabine came up to me in the dining hall at the dinner hour one day. She took me aside to our own table and explained to me all the BAC had to offer, how incredibly lusty and satisfying it is to become owned by them, and all about the "Four Phases" of being "broken in." She let me know how it worked.
Sabine cautioned me that the BAC Masters were incredibly charismatic and skillful lovers--beyond being handsome, well-built, and having huge big black cocks. She let me know that if I started the break in process in earnest, that I was 99.9% likely to end up black-owned and black-only, and if that didn't appeal to me, that I probably shouldn't even show up to my first breaking in party--which, by the way, was scheduled for just two nights from then.
I asked Sabine if my shy and reserved personality might be a problem--as I was skeptical if Allison really knew. Sabine reassured me, no, that the Black Masters actually prefer shy girls, just as their reputation. Apparently, shy girls are more likely to adjust well to the dominance of the Masters and to learn their new place in life, to be focused on the Masters' needs and wants.
I got wet just hearing her explain things. I got wet even to the point where I was worried she might be able to smell my pussy... And in fact she did! "Slut," Sabine addressed me--foreshadowing how I was going to be addressed by my new friends. "Is that your excited pussy that I think I am starting to smell?" I blushed deep crimson, I'm sure, and bowed my head. "It is!" she continued. "My, this *is* probably going to be the right path for you! A soaking pussy from talking about this is a very good sign... You hold those horny thoughts. However, no cumming until you are next instructed to by a Black Master, okay? Say, 'yes,' or I'll tell the Masters you have failed to obey me. They might not be happy about it. Say, 'Yes, Mistress!'"
Meekly, I replied, "Yes, Mistress!"
"Good... Now spread your legs and brace yourself... Don't shout out... I'm going to be feeling your pussy." Sabine explained.
"Unggghhhhhh!" I groaned, biting my lip to stifle the noise, as her fingers toyed with my soaked pussy through my panties.
Sabine had a deft touch, and I really loved her playing with my folds and pinching my clit. It sent shivers through me, and made me juice even harder. I felt my nipples harden into bright little headlights as well.
"Excellent, slut," she said. "You're so very wet just from talking and a little fingering... very wet and very responsive... You're going to do nicely."
Sabine went on to explain that the Masters wanted me to have 48 hours to consider my decision because of its lifelong implications. I awkwardly thanked her, and we parted company.
CHAPTER 3. PHASE ONE - RIMMING AND RUIN.
---------
Fast forward, and I've been in BAC "breaking in" for about eight months now. The way they have broken me in as one of their "white sluts" has been incredible--and I'm not even fully broken in yet!
The Masters have gone about it so deliberately. The BAC Masters have successfully rewired me to be completely captive and submissive to Black men.
If I go more than about twelve hours without some type of contact with BBC, I start to crave it, and thoughts of BBC occur to me at least every 15-20 minutes--just like how often guys think about pussy, I guess!
The first night of my initiation, of my breaking in, was incredible.
I showed up at their Clubhouse--they had a huge house near campus to themselves--was shown in by Sabine, and immediately introduced to Malcolm.
Malcolm was a gorgeous guy from my history class this semester.
In addition to being a 6'3" black adonis, he was also incredibly nice, and a gifted athlete, even playing on the school's tennis team.
Malcolm explained that he was my "sponsor."
Every potential long term "white slut" had a Master who took the lead in running her breaking in--and in deciding if she got to continue, and when she would continue, from one phase to the next. Malcolm had identified me for the club, and he was to be my sponsor.
That very first night of my breaking in consisted of Malcolm introducing me to every Master in the Club--or at least all who were there that night.
With each introduction, I was French kissed by the new Master, together with him grabbing my ass, groping or even massaging my tits, and/or stroking my pussy through my pants.
Each Master spent just four or five minutes with me before passing me to the next.
About a dozen Masters were there. It was so erotic how each Master in turn presumed to explore me as intimately as he so chose!
I was more turned on than ever before in my life.
I was the only girl in the room and--wow!--it sure started to stink of my pussy.
My panties were a sopping mess, and I could feel my juices were drenching my panties and soaking my jeans. Through my jeans and panties, those fingers drove me wild. The fabric created a maddening barrier--I could feel pressure and friction but never direct contact, never exactly where I needed it most.
When a Master's fingers traced along my slit through the denim, I'd feel a jolt of heat, then an aching emptiness when he moved away.
Some of them would find my clit through the layers of cloth and press in slow circles, and I'd feel the bud swell and throb against the cloth, desperate for skin on skin.
My panties got so drenched that the wet cotton clung to my folds, and every touch dragged the fabric across my most sensitive skin in ways that made me bite my lip to keep from begging. The teasing was exquisite torture--enough sensation to keep me constantly aware of how empty I was, how badly I needed to be filled, but never enough to push me over.
By the time the last guy, Moe, was done making out and stroking me, I was nearly ready to explode.
Yet all of them made sure that I stayed shy of orgasming. That was their plan.
Each man also briefly placed my hand on their crotch to get a quick feel of their huge packages, just before passing me to the next Master.
After that, Malcolm spent about an hour making out and chatting with me, explaining more of the details of the BAC than Sabine had laid out.
Finally, Malcolm sent me home. I had an explicit prohibition from touching my boyfriend--or entertaining "my own needs." He gave me a fitbit-style bracelet that he said would tell the BAC if I orgasmed when I had been instructed not to. It would also alert them if removed!
Malcolm then invited me back for the next night and said that from then on, the Club would often allow me to have orgasms--but not always. Malcolm also laid out some rules for Rob, that I'll share with you as my story here unfolds.
It was very frustrating to be sent home without an orgasm, especially because I had some tough news to tell Rob. Rob was not entirely unhappy with what I had to tell him--more on that later.
I could scarcely sleep, I was so turned on.
The next night and the following four weeks of my "break in period" (as the Masters called it), on an almost nightly basis they would let me have heavy petting sessions with them, with me clothed, at their parties, passing me from Master to Master for two hours or so, until about 11pm.
I got immensely turned on, as they were so attractive and highly proficient at making out. But they would bring me no release. In fact, when they went near or on my pussy, it was only through my pants and underwear, and only to tease me!
Then from the heavy petting, next I would be required to rim a number of them, about three or four per night for about five minutes each. It may not sound like that much time--but why don't you let me know if you feel that way after *YOU* try rimming sweaty black ass for fifteen or twenty minutes every night!
It might be erotic--in fact it *was* highly erotic!--but it's also disgusting at the same time. I trust if most of you try it, you will agree!
Most--but not quite all--of the Masters took pains to be clean and freshly showered. A few were "funkier"!
We "white sluts" were on firm instructions to perform our rimming with enthusiasm on any Master who required us to, no matter what.
And, finally, assuming that the Masters were happy with our performance, we sluts would be allowed to masturbate ourselves to orgasm for the final few minutes of the evening with the Masters.
But we could only cum by reaching into our own pants--and we were required to be rimming as we did it!
Clothing had to stay on other than loosening a button! (Shoes and outerwear could also be removed--but that was it!)
We were informed that our clothing staying on was important to remind us that we were there for the Masters' pleasure--and NOT for our own!
I was commanded not to have any orgasmic release when not at the Club. Also, sexual contact with Rob or any other white boy was forbidden unless very specifically directed by the Masters.
Once or twice, one of the Brothers was unhappy with me--or pretended to be as part of my training. Then, I was sent home for a break of an unknown number of days, until Malcolm--or someone acting on his behalf--would call me again.
The first so-called "bad-girl break" was just one night.
The second break--about two weeks in--was five nights!
After two nights without a call, I was distraught, fearful the BAC Masters had thrown me out. The protocol was that they might throw a girl out of the BAC without ever saying as much directly!
But when I showed up after the break, they just teased me about how they wanted me to be clear on how important they already were to me... And they were right! I could scarcely sleep during those five nights without them, I was so anxious about getting back to my gorgeous, sexy, and dominant BBC Masters.
I had dreamt about them and their massive BBCs literally every night!
Overall, this "Phase One" was amazingly gratifying: from the sensuous and near-endless make-out sessions, to the submissive and degrading rimming--and especially that my only orgasms were from masturbating while degrading myself rimming!
CHAPTER 4. PHASE TWO - FACE PUSSY
---------



The second "phase" of them breaking me in, we were to be used differently. We were allowed only fifteen minutes of sensuous making out, and then we were used as what the Masters called "face pussies." It would be wrong to say that we were required to give so-called "blow jobs." No, we were used much more than that would imply. We were face fucked.
As with Phase One, we were to remain fully clothed, except shoes or coats, at all times. This continued to debase and humiliate us, as our clothing served as a constant reminder that we were there to serve the Masters--rather than any significant way to focus on us girls' own gratification. Not yet, anyway. Although the make-out sessions were in a way mutual, we were continually reminded that their main function was to provide foreplay or relaxation for the Masters.
For example, during Phase One make-out time, it was not uncommon for a Master just to relax on a sofa and instruct a slut on how to kiss and caress him! On more than one occasion, I remember spending a couple of hours just kissing ears and necks, and not even having a single mutual kiss before rimming and even being sent home clothed and denied any orgasm!
Phase Two makeout time also was directed primarily to the Masters' pleasure. Sometimes the Masters coordinated not to kiss me on the mouth for several visits in a row, even! I'm sure they did this to other girls as well.
Of course, the Masters knew that giving them pleasure through kisses and nibbles was immensely erotic for us sluts anyway. The lounge areas of the Club that were used for make-out time reeked of excited young pussy juice!
My pussy oozed huge volumes of juice just like all the other girls--but I nearly forgot what I smelled like alone after several weeks, because all of us were always so excited!
The Masters explained that makeout time was highly coveted among the sluts, and it was a senior-level Club decision to deprive sluts during phase two of more than a small amount of it.
After the brief make-out sessions, as I said, Phase Two pivoted to face fucking.
The BAC had created a set of benches for those of us girls in this second stage of training. It was an elite group--as it turned out commonly girls failed Phase One for one reason or another. While the Clubhouse had five face-fucking benches, only three were used when I was in Phase Two. One was for me; a second bench was for this sexy and unusually buxom Asian girl, Elaine, who had also just graduated Phase One; and a third bench was for a girl, Penelope, a tall, curvy redhead who had been sent back near the end of her Phase Three to repeat Phase Two *and also* Phase Three, in order to teach her more submissiveness.
Penelope later told me what had done her in. Near the end of her first Phase Three, she had been mounted and blindfolded, waiting for a Master to claim her ass, when she recognized a voice--Tyrone, a Master she'd developed feelings for over months of training. Without permission, she spoke his name. Then she begged him to fuck her pussy. Begged. Repeatedly. Even reached back and tried to grab his cock to guide it into her cunt.
The Masters didn't tolerate that kind of initiative. Penelope was pulled from the mount that same night and informed she would repeat two full phases. Tyrone didn't touch her again for months.
The first night of Phase Two, Penelope was visibly shaken and even crying. The Masters had been on the cusp of throwing her out, but when she pleaded that she would be more submissive with more training, they took pity and offered her repeating the last *two* phases. Penelope was stunned, she told me, at the severity of their offer, but was quick anyway to say yes. She was not prepared to give up on being a slut to the BAC.
Still, Penelope seemed traumatized when I met her! Even so... I could still see that the crotch of her pants looked soaked from her juices, so she also must have been very turned on! That's one seriously committed hot slut, I thought to myself--and with a sexy figure to die for... Perhaps even a better, cuter, tastier ass than my own... incredible hips... a gorgeous rack... and an adorable face with gorgeous red curls.
The other two girls who I had started with, Melanie and Daphne, had been kicked out. Apparently Daphne had been caught masturbating to orgasm during a discipline break, and Melanie lacked sufficient enthusiasm at rimming.
The face-fucking benches were a rapidly adjustable height, and they had a special head support so that a girl's head would be supported while tilted back, while she lay on her back. It was rather ingenious, to be sure! This made it easier for a Black Master to push his huge cock down into a girl's throat--just like in those throat-fucking porno videos you may have seen.
If any of you reading this have been "face-fucked" or "throat-fucked," you know the physical reality: your jaw aches from stretching so wide; your throat spasms and convulses around the intrusion, trying desperately to swallow or reject what's being pushed deeper; your eyes water uncontrollably; your nose runs; and you have to time your breaths to the brief moments when the cock that's plowing your face pulls back, gasping through your nose before it's driven deep into your face again. The sheer girth of a BBC fills your entire mouth--there's no room for your tongue to move, no way to do anything but let it use you.
I could feel every pulse and throb of the Masters' cocks against my lips and in my throat, could feel them twitch and swell right before they'd pull out and paint my face or fill my mouth with hot, bitter cum. The weight of their balls slapping against my chin or forehead, the grip of their hands in my hair holding me still--it was overwhelming and intense and degrading and, yes, deeply erotic.
The Masters knew how demanding the throat fucking was, too, and mercifully only expected half-an-hour a night of throat fucking, every other night, from us three sluts while we were being broken in.
Most of the time, we sluts were allowed to masturbate ourselves to orgasm with our hands inside our pants before "de-benching"--the slang the Masters had come up with as though a face-fucking bench was a piece of sports equipment, like a balance beam in gymnastics, I guess.
However, to keep us anxious and unsure, about every third or fourth face-fucking night--and sometimes even twice in a row--we would be made to go home without cumming. It was so stressful not knowing if all the sexuality would include some release or not!
Several qualities made this phase the hardest of the whole initial breaking in.
First of all, it was hard to only be with our Masters for about an hour every other night. It was much less contact and togetherness than felt right. (Unfortunately, the Masters only needed a certain amount of makeout time, and they found it most effective to allocate it primarily to Phase One sluts, I later learned.)
Second, being again punished with occasional "nights off" was grueling, just as in the first phase; it was even tougher to endure the anxiety that you might not be brought back to resume the course. Certainly, the visits with no orgasms were hard.
Finally, even though the amount of throat-fucking per visit was manageable, it turned out that the phase was unendingly long in duration--a number of days that quickly stretched into weeks... that then stretched into months!
We dared not ask questions as to why Phase Two of our training was so long. At about day fifty, something snapped inside me, and I resigned myself that it might just last a year, and that I needed to live with that because being sexually owned by the BAC Masters was worth it to me.
After about a hundred days, my spirit simply broke.
I had tried to mark time by my class schedule--midterms came and went, then finals, then a new semester began. But that all quickly became a blur.
The face-fucking bench became as routine as brushing my teeth.
I'd wake up, go to class, come home, eat a bit and study, go serve the Masters, come home and tell cucky about my evening, sleep, repeat.
On the nights I wasn't at the Club, I'd lie awake counting ceiling tiles, my throat still sore from the night before, my pussy aching for touch I wasn't allowed to give it. The days blurred into a big, thick, dark cock-shaped shmear.
I remember the exact moment it happened. It was a Tuesday. I'd been sitting in the library, staring at the same page of my textbook for twenty minutes without reading a single word because all I could think about was whether the Masters would let me cum that night. I'd worn a pad to class because I was soaking through my panties. My throat was still raw from two nights before. I hadn't slept well in weeks.
And suddenly I just... stopped fighting it. I stopped telling myself this was temporary, that I was still Amanda-in-control playing at submission. I wasn't. I was their pleasure-flesh. That's what I was.
When I let that truth settle into me--really let it land--something loosened in my chest that I'd been holding tight for weeks. Not happiness exactly. Relief. The relief of surrender.
I closed my textbook, walked back to my dorm, and lay on my bed smelling Malcolm's cum still faintly on my fingers from two nights before, and I didn't cry. I didn't need to anymore. I was where I belonged.
Instead of feeling like a strong and independent young woman, I now felt like little more than a convenient and disposable piece of "pleasure flesh" for the Black Masters. But in most ways, I didn't mind!
Instead of loathing my new reality, I found that I loved it. I felt a sense of peace at my new identity as "BAC Masters' pleasure-flesh." Being their pleasure-flesh fit perfectly with my sexual and feminine needs. It's probably hard to understand for anyone who is not also a submissive slut to Black Masters.
Much of my personal ambition was slipping away now that I was so absorbed in being pleasure-flesh for the BAC Masters. I was still attending college classes. However, where I used to strive for As, now I was happy to get Bs and Cs. My parents were stupefied; I fibbed that college was just getting tougher as I got into more advanced classes.
The BAC Masters also dictated the sexual chores and sexual release to be accorded to my white cucky, as I mentioned before. Yes, "cucky," was what I called Rob once my breaking in had started. I found out later that if I hadn't kept Rob as a cuckold, I would have been required by the Masters to recruit one to stay in my dorm with me!
Cucky was ambivalent. On the one hand, he was embarrassed, degraded, despondent, and humiliated. However, on the other hand, he was incredibly aroused, excited, and enthusiastic. Cucky was a mess of different feelings! I am pretty sure he would have preferred if he could have had at least *some* mercy sex. I never did even fuck him once after my first Black guy, Devin. Never even "goodbye" sex, never "I'm sorry" sex, not even a single sympathy fuck!
Instead, an hour before I went to my first "breaking in" meeting at the Club, I gave cucky a "goodbye" make-out session with a "goodbye" handjob--and only a handjob. I also made sure to taunt him during it. I let him know that this would probably be the last time I would ever French kiss him and the last time I would touch my skin to his little cucky dicklet. My taunts seemed to really turn him on. He would moan, kiss me harder, harden yet more in my hand, and ooze more precum with each taunt. On some level, cucky loved this!
Once breaking in started, indeed I kept true to those taunts and promises. I never did French kiss him again. I never did let his five-inch dick touch my skin--only a gloved hand, and only when ordered by Malcolm.
Cucky's first requirement--besides celibacy and orgasm-deprivation, of course--was that he had to listen for ten minutes a night right when I got home from the Clubhouse to me telling him the highlights from being with the Black Masters each evening.
We would sit a few feet apart in my living/dining area; he was required to have his dick out; and I would regale him with the highlights. This would ALWAYS make him hard and cause him to ooze precum, and he would beg for release. I would set a timer, and sometimes I would taunt him by ending a juicy bit right when the ten-minute timer went off. It was a bit cruel. However, on some level, my sense was that he liked it!
On those nights where I had been allowed to orgasm, I typically told cucky how just masturbating with my BAC Masters present, my orgasms were far more powerful than anything he had ever given me! And on those nights where I had been denied orgasm, I told him that just being aroused and near my Black Masters was more sexually gratifying than cumming from fucking him! He was constantly humiliated--and titillated!
After the first couple of weeks, the Masters also occasionally sent me a photo or short video clip to show to cucky as I was recounting the night's activities. This further excited and gratified him. Frankly, he was lucky that the Masters directed me to do this. I'm not sure I would have given him the satisfaction if it were just up to me. cucky got especially excited seeing pictures or clips of me mouth kissing with a Master I barely knew or had never met before--an intimacy that he was now completely denied with me or with anyone!
It was a given that cucky was not allowed to masturbate in private or do anything sexual at all outside my presence. He was told that if he did, not only would I break off what remained of our relationship, but he would be publicly tormented using recordings I had been instructed to make of him masturbating to the interracial content.
There were various ways of deciding if cucky would be permitted to masturbate to orgasm in front of me on any given night. Nearly all the time, he would be limited to beating off while sitting on an opposite chair in my dorm room, required to leave his shirt on, and with me fully clothed across from him. Even though watching him cum would turn me on a tiny bit still, I was not allowed to feed his ego by showing it, nor to masturbate myself. My next cum could only be at the Masters' party the next time--if then!
Cucky then had to sleep on the hardwood floor next to my bed, with just a thin yoga mat as a cushion. Sometimes the Masters told me to even withhold the yoga mat.
Commonly, I was to make cucky pick a playing card from several in my hand. His odds would vary. I might only have two cards in my hand, or I might have ten! The rules would vary, too. I would always say "I'll tell you the rules after!" About once a week or so, the Masters would cruelly direct me just to tease him, to use, say, seven cards, and then tell him after he picked one, "The rules are there is no correct card tonight. You may not cum tonight!" A few times, to instill a little extra fear, I was directed to do this to cucky two, three, or even five or six times in a row!
On nights where I was not at the Club, neither of us was allowed to cum, making us both even more worked up. And, remember, during Phase Two, I was at the Club being face-fucked only every other night! This interval served two purposes. Yes, it trained me to get used to orgasm denial, for sure. However, it also seemed enough time for my throat to recover from the vigorous workouts.
The Masters also made it clear that if ever cucky seemed exceptionally turned on from my telling him about my time at the Clubhouse, I should feel free to torment him by either denying him masturbation--or even by ordering him to stop part way in. The latter was especially unkind, of course. I'm a little embarrassed that I enjoyed doing that to cucky. Yet it seemed to satisfy him in some perverse way. When next I finally did allow him to come, sometimes cucky let on that the earlier denial had sweetened it for him.
I did notice that whenever cucky was deprived for more than a week, in the first few months, he would beg me profusely. I started to find his begging annoying and repulsive so finally asked Malcolm's advice on how to handle it. On his advice, the next time cucky started to whine, I said, "No whining little cucky! Master Malcolm said that if I tell him that you have whined again, he's going to visit us and punish you physically. He might do something disgusting and humiliating to you--or maybe he will just punch you in the chest until he hears your ribs crack. He isn't sure." Cucky Rob got in line and never whined again. He did whimper a little, though!
About once every three to five weeks, to help keep him emotionally connected to me--and only following long stretches of cucky's good behavior--Malcolm instructed me to cuddle cucky and kiss his ears and neck. However, absolutely no mouth kissing! Also I was commanded to beat cucky's little dick off with my hands on these occasions, actually touching his repulsive little white dicklet, but fortunately wearing latex gloves.
I could tell cucky appreciated this very infrequent and irregular intimacy. He would always thank me profusely, like a pathetic loser, and tell me to thank the Masters, too. I would reply something like, "I will do you a favor and NOT thank the Masters! They would not appreciate being distracted by you and your pathetic little needs! Just be glad that they want your minimal needs met and prefer you in the picture! If it were up to me alone, I'm not so sure!"
Once or twice, when I was feeling a little more beneficent towards cucky than usual, I asked him why he did, in fact, hang around in such pitiful conditions. "Simple, Mistress," he would tell me. "It's incredibly hot seeing how aroused and satisfied you are by the Black Masters, and it connects right in with all my submissive interracial fantasies I have been developing in secret these past few years. Our sex life this way is **WAY** more satisfying than another kind of sex life that I might have. Just like your orgasms are better this way, admittedly mine are, too!"
I thought it was pathetic, but even though I pretended otherwise, I enjoyed having cucky as a beta cuckold to boss around and torment. It was a good release for me to come home to him after an evening of being dominated by the Masters and then get to dominate him. I liked hearing him call me "Mistress" and doing anything I wanted without question. The Masters, in their wisdom, must have learned over the years that us white sluts would perform better for them in the long run with a white cuckold at home. It made a lot of sense to me, as the months unfolded.
But enough about cucky--at least for now.
Finally, after about a hundred and sixty days of being a face-fucked throat slut every other night, FINALLY I moved on to Phase Three as did Penelope. Poor Elaine was left at Phase Two for longer. The Masters found it amusing to be unpredictable with each of us. They tormented Elaine by telling her it was because she was a worse face-pussy. I privately wondered if actually Elaine was better at being a face-pussy, and they didn't want to part with her face and throat as quickly as mine and Penelope's... Or it might have been that my bubble butt and Penelope's are juicier than Elaine's, and after all, the next phase was centered on anal sex.
CHAPTER 5. PHASE THREE - ASS-FUCKED AND ANXIOUS.
---------
Of course, no girl can take anal at the amounts that inexperienced guys or girls might fantasize--nor without preparation. Every slut starting Phase Three was given a special four-week prep break to stay home. We were allowed to masturbate as much as we wanted--but it had to be while watching the Masters' selected interracial porn--and we had to use a series of progressively larger butt plugs to prepare our rear end. They also gave us some pills and a cream to help the tissues in our rear to relax and stretch.
During this break, I truly missed the Masters, but at least I had lots of orgasms from masturbating to take the edge off! And then Malcolm was very sweet and called me once a week to check in and encourage me.


Cucky, too, had a holiday of sorts. He was instructed to watch interracial porn alongside me, and was allowed an orgasm roughly every third night while I was home. By his own hands only, of course. I still kept it unpredictable for him. What kind of mistress would I be if I made my beta cuckold's life easy?
Finally, the full Phase Three routine started. Penelope and I, and this other girl, Cheryl--a sexy little young-Jennifer Anniston look-alike--started it at the same time. Cheryl was a transfer student who was reassigned from the affiliated BAC at her prior school. We were to be granted a full hour of heavy petting at the start of the evening again! How exciting, and what a joy! Then, we would be moved to a "mount"--a custom-built BAC contraption that would support a slut comfortably on all fours, so we didn't have to worry about our limbs getting tired. We were also blindfolded so we didn't know which Master was doing what with us once we were "mounted." ("Mounted" was the dehumanizing and dominant expression the Masters used for when we got on the "mounts" for anal sex.) Many aspects of the mounts were adjustable, and the Masters usually chose to put us "face down, ass up" for their enjoyment.
This was also the first Phase during which we were allowed to remove any clothing, besides shoes or outerwear. In fact, as soon as we entered the Clubhouse each evening, Penelope, Cheryl, and I were required to remove our pants or skirts. Dresses were not allowed, because they did not allow the Masters the slut-body access options they preferred. Our panties stayed on until a Master making out with us felt we had earned having them removed.
When a Master would remove my panties, I would always feel a sense of accomplishment, and a surge of pride and excitement would rush through me. Naturally, I would get even wetter then! It was difficult to hold back from begging to be fucked, but I knew speaking when not spoken to would be frowned upon and often punished.
Once in a while, I'm sure just to keep us uncertain and anxious, one of us would be sent home *instead* of having her panties removed. This was both insulting and intensely frustrating! It brought on a deep sense of humiliation, shame, and failure. Yet it had to be endured.
Within anywhere from two to twenty minutes after our panties were off was when we would be "mounted" for next steps.
Fairly consistently--but not quite always!--to get us primed and ready for anal sex, we would be masked and anonymously finger-fucked and our clits played with until we came! For the first time, the Masters were giving us orgasms through direct contact!! **YYYYYESSS**!!!!!!!
After months of masturbating through my pants, feeling a Master's bare fingers directly on my pussy was electric.
The first time thick Black fingers slid through my slick folds and found my clit, I nearly sobbed with relief.
The Master circled my clit slowly, firmly, with a confidence and skill that made my whole pelvis tighten and release in waves. When he pushed two fingers inside me, I could feel my walls gripping them desperately--so different from my own smaller fingers, so much thicker and longer, curling to find that spot on my front wall that made my legs shake.
The Master's hand worked me with a rhythm that built steadily, and I could feel the orgasm gathering low in my belly, a tight coil that wound and wound until it snapped and I was clenching around his fingers, my pussy spasming in hard pulses while heat flooded through me.
These orgasms were deeper and more intense than any I'd given myself--my whole body would shudder for long seconds afterward, my cunt still twitching around a Master's fingers as they slowly withdrew.
Getting fingered to orgasm felt so amazing after what was *months* of masturbation-only orgasms. Beyond that, it was psychologically a huge relief and intensely gratifying to feel--at last--that I had been deemed *worthy* by the Masters of being directly pleasured by them! While I knew on one level it was a practical step to make sure I was relaxed enough to be ass-fucked, that didn't diminish my satisfaction much.
Only a moment after the orgasm, an anonymous, massive cock would be in my ass. Not too fast at first, but eventually a hard, deep, and thorough ass fucking.
To my initial surprise, I found I liked the sensations from being butt-fucked.
The initial penetration always made me gasp--that thick head pushing past my tight ring, the stretching burn as my sphincter yielded, the strange sensation of being filled in a place I'd never been filled before. Once a big black cock was fully inside, the fullness was different from vaginal sex--heavier, more concentrated, pressing against the wall between my ass and my pussy so I could feel every inch of it from both sides.
When a large cock started thrusting, there was a deep, heavy friction I hadn't expected, not pleasurable in the same way as my pussy being fucked, but satisfying in a primal, dirty way that made my cunt drip.
The pace would build, and I'd feel my ass clenching and releasing around the massive cock, my body alternately resisting and welcoming each stroke. Sometimes the angle would shift and pressure would land against something inside me that sent sparks through my pelvis, making me moan around my blindfold.
Yet even more than the sensations, I reveled in the feeling of accomplishment. I knew only special girls like us elite sluts--after the right training regimen and the right motivation--could accept and satisfy our Masters with our tight and forbidden holes.
I had never let anyone in my butthole before my anonymous Black Masters--not even to finger it. Now, anonymous BAC Masters were taking my ass regularly. It was hot!
I felt so wickedly submissive that I had volunteered to proceed into this third Phase of my initiation. It was so taboo! And it felt good! And I felt so proud and womanly that I could accommodate BBCs this way!
After just a couple of minutes of butt fucking, I would notice that I was moaning and drooling!
Cucky was incredibly jealous, by the way, that he had never been allowed to butt fuck me, and that now even anonymous Masters--some were total strangers from out-of-town, and not even regular BAC members--were routinely offered my ass!
It surprised me initially that every guy who butt-fucked me only lasted a few minutes. This seemed odd for a Black Master. Then I realized it was a strategy. The Masters got very close to coming through some other means--perhaps a face fuck--before fucking us sluts in the ass. They were shrewd and knew that not even the strongest sluts could physically take it in the ass for long. In total each of these nights, it must have been three or four guys but only about fifteen or twenty minutes of ass-fucking... It's a lot of time to be fucked in the ass, really. Anything more than just a couple of minutes was a lot of time, in my opinion!
As I mentioned before, I have a very feminine bubble butt, and nice hips to go with it, and I could tell everyone at my back door was excited to be there. I felt nicely powerful in my seductive qualities, even while it was such a degrading and submissive act. The contrast between the feminine seductive aspect and the aggressive, dominant/submissive nature of ass-fucking was poignant to me, and I got *very* excited EVERY time!
The Masters could tell how excited I got from their ass-fucking, and mercifully they would occasionally give me a second orgasm afterwards by their beefy fingers--sometimes quickly and other times quite slowly--before sending me home. Some of them wanted to do it more often, but Malcolm laid down the law, emphasizing that sexual frustration was a key component of breaking me in as "their slut."
By the way, just like my own masturbating at the Club, being finger-fucked by the Masters was also much, much more satisfying than even the best sex I'd ever had with cucky. It was such a huge contrast. What's the right metaphor? Maybe cucky was like moldy crackers from a garbage can while the Masters were like the best lobster dinner you could imagine? It's very hard to compare.
From the variety of sensations, I had the sense that perhaps once every couple of sessions, it was a guy besides our black Masters who was fucking me in the ass. I overheard a few things whispered that gave me the impression, followed by a dick that felt small and came more quickly than the others. It did not seem that our Masters were whoring us out for cash, though. Rather, I got the sense that they were trading our asses for favors or influence.
Some of the new voices sounded like older white men. It felt so dirty! My hearing must have been accurate because there was a perfect correlation between me hearing a white-sounding voice and my then finding I was getting butt-fucked by a small dick.
It usually sounded like the more self-confident white guy got my ass or Penelope's, while a less confident and perhaps lower status white got Cheryl's. This made sense because, objectively, Penelope and I did have more enticing, bubbly asses and more womanly hips than Cheryl.
When I thought about how white guys were ass-fucking me, too, it would mostly disgust me, and a shiver of revulsion would go down my spine. However, I also got a chill of excitement from knowing that I was WORTHY to be used in the Masters' transactions. I did feel valued!
I managed to cum even with the small white guys in my ass, and just like with the black Masters, without even being able to finger myself. Something about the severe degradation of it really excited me.
During this Phase Three, for our health and recovery, the Masters only had us over to their Club every fifth night. In between, we were told NOT to masturbate. It was a long time to go without cumming, but I somehow was able to do it. Once, I orgasmed in my sleep. Luckily, while the Masters punished me for this, they decided that since I was sleeping, they would not make me redo the whole phase nor kick me out. Phew!! Instead, they made me visit the Club in between two ass fuckings for four nights of alternating throat fucking and rimming, *with* making out as well, but no orgasms allowed--that was tough! I nearly orgasmed without touching myself, I was so turned on and worked up!! Mercifully, the Masters gave me a sedative I could take each night so I wouldn't cum in my sleep and be punished again!
The large space of days between each ass fucking session made those anal sex nights, when the BAC Masters usually made sure always to finger-fuck us to orgasm at the start, *extremely* gratifying!
On about the fourth ass-fucking evening, I noticed the Masters started to taunt the other three sluts and me--Elaine had joined up with Penelope, Cheryl, and me at this point.
The Masters teased us about how we had been their sex slaves for *months*--and Penelope now for nearly a whole year!--and *none* of us had even gotten fucked in our pussies yet!
It was so dominant and quite cutting! It was utterly humiliating for me as a woman, actually. And it stung to be confronted by my Masters about it.
They were right, though! I *had* become so subservient without even having my core womanly needs met--not even *one* of their cocks ever yet in my young, ripe, super horny pussy... not ever!!! I could see it was even tougher on Penelope, who was going through Phase Three for a *second* time! She looked despondent from some of the teasing. However, it quickly passed the next time a Master finger fucked her!
Lots of the taunting was right in the middle of our ass fucking, making it extra debasing!
After doing this for a couple of sessions, Malcolm, my sponsor, took the teasing to the next level with me.
This night, he had me mounted in a private room so we were alone.
By this time in my training, Malcolm had a keen sense of my personality and both my conscious and unconscious vulnerabilities and needs. As he plowed my bubble butt with his ten-and-a-half-inch cock, he let out something like the following: "Oh, slut, your ass is delicious. I could be happy just fucking your ass and keeping you a Phase Three slut forever... The Club might even let me, you know... I pay half the bills for this Clubhouse from my trust fund, for fucksake. I could totally see us keeping you in this phase... Or maybe we'll subject you to 'A Penelope'--and send you back up through Phase Two again? Oooh... Or we could pull 'A Joyce'--and send you back up to the beginning of Phase One, even!"
Malcolm let me marinate on that for a few minutes while he ass-fucked me silently. Then he continued. "Hmmm... If you want to be sure to progress, you're going to have to make some promises... Oh, about to cum... FUCKKKK!!!!!!!!! UNGGGGHHHHH!!!! oh fuck... ARRRRRRGGGGGHHHHHHH!!!! YYYYYYYYESSSS!!!!!!! yes... ARGGGGHHHH!!!! YYYYYEEESSSSSSS!!!!!!! YYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!! UUUNNNNGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!"
His exploding load felt delicious, as Malcolm grabbed my hips hard and rammed his cock forcefully all the way into my ass, where it pulsed and pulsed as he bellowed out his satisfaction!!
He had already gotten me off once tonight, at the beginning, and I knew the approach he was going to take to complement his verbal taunting... It was NOT going to be *my* first choice! He was *definitely* going to send me home all wound up and dripping for more release.
Yes, he did just that. He hummed quietly to himself while teasing his fingers along the insides of my thighs. He confirmed that I was dripping wet from my pussy. As expected, he taunted me about it. "Aww! The poor slut is leaking like a stream! Ha! You're NOT going to sleep too well, all excited like this, slut, not well at all! And tomorrow, and the next few days until you're back here, you'll probably be thinking about our black cocks constantly--and I'm sure my black cock especially!"
His taunting made me wetter *still*. I groaned and weakly stammered, "Please, Master!" Even as I knew that he would ignore my pleas.
The rule was that a girl could only beg once briefly. Anything longer than a single "Please, Master, Please do me!" would be met with consequences. The consequences were never physically painful. They were usually some type of deprivation, or occasionally something humiliating, like a video clip being sent to a white guy in one of our classes--or even to a professor!
On this particular night, Malcolm teased and tormented me for what seemed like an hour but was probably more like fifteen minutes, following cumming in my ass. He teased my thighs. He even fingered my labia and inside my vagina. He avoided my clit. Still, I almost came a couple of times, but Malcolm could sense it and backed off before continuing.
Finally, he abruptly got up, wiped his fingers off in my hair, like usually would, shoved his cock in my face for me to lick and suck it clean, and at last offered some quick final comments for the night. "Thanks, fuckbag. Your ass is fabulous! As I was saying! Oh... What was I telling you? Oh, I'll tell you more about it in a few weeks. I gotta focus on just enjoying you for a few more sessions! Thanks for being such a dedicated BAC slut, fuckbag!! Goodnight!"
It wasn't for another twenty five days--five sessions later that I was careful to count--that Malcolm resumed the conversation. Indeed, it seemed maybe I would be stuck in this Phase Three forever. Malcolm certainly seemed to be savoring his power over me, by not telling me more and perhaps being responsible for elongating the phase. Penelope and Cheryl had moved forward and graduated with pussy fucking ten days ago now!
At this point, even though I was enjoying being so thoroughly black-owned, I was also *deeply* craving more. Just like the guys had been taunting, I was DESPERATELY craving getting fucked deep in my pussy by BBCs. DESPERATELY craving it!!! I would have sold myself and also my whole family into permanent slavery if it would have gotten me fucked in the pussy by the BAC Masters right away!!
The Club had such an ample availability of sexy white girls to fuck, they even occasionally led seriously sexy, submissive, and fully compliant girls through Phase Three and dumped them rather than fucking them in the pussy and graduating them!
Yeah, it was cruel, to be sure--to make a girl debase herself and then not even fuck her properly at all! But the Masters did it anyway. The word was out that this was a possibility. If a hot white girl started the journey with the Masters, she knew upfront that this exact kind of severe humiliation and deprivation was a possibility.
To add injury to insult, if the Masters dumped a slut before fucking her, they also put the word out that none of the other Black guys on campus or in the town should fuck her properly--not for a year, anyway. (It was impossible to keep horny guys at bay from hot girls' pussies permanently, of course!) Other Brothers could use an ejected slut's "face-pussy" or her ass. Indeed, ejected girls were desired for this because they were thoroughly conditioned to be horny for BBC, desperate for the approval of black men, and utterly submissive. But a brother could only make her come with his fingers until she was at least a year gone from her failed BAC "breaking in," extending the poor girl's denial, torment, and insecurity.
The Black Masters loved the power message that it sent to all of us BAC white sluts: that a girl could be required to serve for MONTHS, rim ass nightly for about a *month*, turn her beautiful face into a "face-pussy" for *months*, turn her beautiful ass into a BBC receptacle for MORE months--and then get dumped without even getting properly fucked a Black Master, not even once!! It was sadistic for sure! It only lacked physical cruelty.
I heard about this one girl, Lizzie, a statuesque and sexy blonde junior, who was ejected two years ago just at the end of Phase Three. The BAC Masters found out through some hidden cameras and microphones in her dorm that she gave her cucky mercy handjobs when not instructed--and even occasionally French-kissed him! This clearly made her far too disloyal to continue with the Masters.
Rumor had it that Lizzie was so emotionally scarred from being ejected that two years later, she was *still* in psychotherapy over it--even though she was now a year into routinely getting BBC fucked in her cunt by all kinds of black guys... though of course not by the Masters. I sure didn't want to be another Lizzie! I heard that the other Black guys in the community just didn't have the charisma, good looks, charm, and cock size that the Masters did. Lizzie was still craving the "total Black Adonis package," only available locally in our BAC!
And now here I was, waiting to find out if I'd meet the same fate.
CHAPTER 6. BLACK-OWNED FOR LIFE.
---------
It was twenty-five days after Malcolm had first started talking about "promises," and Malcolm was about to butt-fuck me yet again. He was my first for the evening, so it was his job to give me the "warm up nut," which was how the guys referred to a slut cumming before they ass-fucked her.
Malcolm remembered exactly where he had left off. "Ok, fuckbag," Malcolm began. "So I'm going to start off playing with your pussy a little slower than usual and proceed slower than usual. We're going to take the time we need for me FINALLY to explain for you those 'promises' I mentioned a while back before I proceed to ass fuck you tonight."
His fingers slid through my slick folds with agonizing slowness, spreading my wetness from my oozing pussy up to my clit and back down again. I was already trembling.
"I am sure you have been waiting for this for weeks now!! Heh, heh!" he laughed, only a little cruelly, before continuing.
"Pay close attention. Ask any questions you want. This is one of those rare times where you may speak without being asked to speak. Before I complete your 'warm up nut' for you--before I allow you to cum--I'm going to need your answer to a big question. This will be the *only* time you will have the opportunity to say 'yes' to this. If you say 'no', this will be your last time at the Club and being involved with any of its members. We will also discourage all the Black guys on campus from fucking you in the pussy for a year, and typically these brothers are loyal to us, got it?"


"Yes, sir, Master Malcolm, got it so far," I managed, gasping as his thumb circled my clit with maddeningly light pressure. "Unnngh, that feels nice, too, by the way!!!"
Two thick fingers pushed inside me, and my walls clenched around them reflexively. I could hear how wet I was--obscenely, dripping wet--as he began a slow, deep rhythm.
"You can end your time with Club at the end of the evening and walk away scott-free, no hard feelings, no worries, no problems..." He let that hang in the air while his thumb traced lazy circles around my clit--enough to keep me trembling, not enough to push me closer. "Or, you can commit to going black-only for the entire REST OF YOUR LIFE and continue with the Club."
His fingers stilled. Waiting.
"Black-only..." I repeated, the word thick in my mouth. "You mean--"
"I mean you can never be intimate with a white man again. Not even the way you treat your white cuckold now--through a glove and some kisses on the side of his face." He pushed two fingers slowly inside me, and my walls clenched around them. "Never a mouth kiss. Never sex, never oral sex, never anal sex, and double-definitely never vaginal sex... Once in a while, black men may instruct you to have your cucky white boyfriend or cucky white husband--in a never-consummated marriage, of course--clean your ass or cunt of our cum... but that would be *it* as far as white guys are concerned..."
I asked another question, but I have no memory of what it was, and then Malcolm continued. His fingers curled inside me, pressing against my front wall, and a jolt of pleasure made my legs shake and my toes curl. I struggled to focus on his words.
"We have the resources to keep tabs on you," he continued, his fingers beginning a slow, deep rhythm inside me. I gasped, trying to focus on his words. "You would be expected to belong to this Club or one like it in whatever city you end up in. For the rest of your life."
"The rest of my--" I started, but he curled his fingers against my front wall, and the thought dissolved into a moan.
"You should not expect to 'age out,'" Malcolm said, a hint of amusement in his voice. "Our Clubs are full of loving and horny men, and some of them will feel a bond with you and want to fuck you even when you're an old woman."
I expressed some surprise--imagining myself gray-haired and still on a mount--but Malcolm insisted it was true, his fingers never stopping their maddening rhythm.
He had still more to say. Malcolm eased his fingers out of me, and I whimpered at the loss. But he was just shifting--his thumb found my clit and pressed firmly while his other hand gripped my hip, holding me still.
"You will never marry a Black man," he said. "You may marry a white cuckold--in a never-consummated marriage--to keep you company and serve as your household pet." His thumb circled my clit, slow and deliberate. "In fact, you are expected to. Eventually, you must. The Club can assist you with recruitment."
I was having trouble thinking. The word "marriage" should have shocked me, but his thumb kept moving, and all I could manage was a breathy, "And... and children?"
"As for breeding--" His thumb pressed harder, and my hips jerked. "The Club owns your womb."
A shiver shot through me--dread and volcanic need tangled together.
"You will be bred when we decide, by whom we decide. You have no say. You carry every baby we put in you." His fingers stilled, holding me right on the edge. "You may never hide a pregnancy or your Black children from anyone in your life--everyone will know you're a Black breeder. That's not negotiable."
"You own my womb??" A shiver shot through me--a mixture of terror and intense, molten need. His thumb found my clit again and pressed firmly, and I felt my orgasm building, coiling tight--
"Completely." Malcolm answered--and his fingers stirred ever so slightly, bringing me even closer to climax. I whimpered, my hips trying to move against his hand, but his other arm pinned me in place.
"You'll never decide who breeds you. We will. You are sworn to secrecy on that. Sluts are only allowed to learn of it at the end of Phase Three, and you must never share it with a soul."
"Oh wow!" I exclaimed. ""I can't even pick *any* of the fathers? Not even once?"
"No," Malcolm emphasized. "No. You will never pick. The Club decides. Always."
"Oooooooh! That's so hot!!" I purred. I was truly to be treated like breeding stock! Oh, my god! That was so demeaning, and also such a turn on!! His fingers resumed their rhythm, and I nearly came just from the thought alone--my pussy clamped down hard around him, and he had to ease off completely for a moment to keep me from going over.
Malcolm then continued. "Certainly your close friends and family would catch on with your second birth that you are black-owned... That's not our concern... We wouldn't stop you from having a full and enjoyable life... The Black men in our Clubs will never harm you--nor allow anyone else to do so... You'll have a more fulfilling sex life than you would have dreamed before you started this journey with us--though I expect you can imagine it now.... So I'm going to play with you now some more, slut... and, yeah, whatever your answer, I will take you to orgasm... But I'm not going to take you there until you answer.... I will give us a while--but not all night!--for this conversation... That's a good girl... Moan away... Un-huh! Good girl! Oh... You're getting a little too excited... I better back off and caress just your thighs and bottom for a bit..."
"If you say yes, you graduate tonight. You at last get my cock in your pussy and become a full-fledged BAC slut--fully broken in, fully owned. Are you clear?"
I'm sure I grunted or groaned in the affirmative. He was teasing my cunt very assertively just then. I was not quite able to form words!
There was a lot to think about, and also I was enjoying all this focus on teasing my pussy for a change. I managed to take maybe ten minutes, and a few highly titillating starts and stops of Malcolm's amazing fingers in and around my pussy, before finally asking one more question.
I struggled to formulate my next question. His fingers had resumed their rhythm, and I could feel my orgasm coiling tight in my belly, making coherent thought nearly impossible.
"What... what happens if I make a promise now and break it?" I managed. "In five years, or--"
"Oh." Malcolm's voice was casual, almost pleasant. But his fingers pressed deep and held, and I felt my walls fluttering around them desperately. "Super easy. We take some of the audio-video footage we've been capturing of you all along the way and deliver it to your white boyfriend or husband, your family, his family, your neighbors, your boss, co-workers, professional contacts, friends..." He leaned close, his breath hot against my ear. "Anyone we can think of."
"Ooooohhhhh!!!!" The moan was torn from me--part terror, part something darker and hungrier. The thought of being trapped, of my choice being enforced forever, sent a bolt of heat straight to my core.
"Thhhaaaat soundsss terrribbbbblle!" I moaned out. It turned me on that I would be trapped, that my choice would be enforced forever!
Then Malcolm eased off again... "I think that should answer all your questions, Slut... I'm going to gently tease you for up to ten more minutes, and then I expect your decision..."
True to his word, his touch became feather-light--tracing my outer lips, skirting around my clit, dipping just barely inside me before withdrawing. I was trembling constantly now, my juices running down my thighs, my cunt clenching around nothing. Every nerve ending was screaming for more, but he kept me suspended in that exquisite agony.
Malcolm pushed two fingers deep inside me and held them there, and I could feel my walls fluttering around them, my body betraying how desperately I wanted this.
I struggled a little to make up my mind. This was a big decision! I was definitely making it under duress! But could I possibly imagine NOT having a life populated by BBC Masters?? And even though I was making this decision under duress, didn't I want Black men over white for the rest of my life??
I loved kids, and I didn't think I would mind if my kids were Black... My family would be shocked, but this is my life!!
For god's sake! Could I go without BBC Masters after coming this far? I mean, look how addicted I had gotten to them before even being fucked ONCE properly in the pussy??!!??
It would be weird and kind of sad not picking the fathers of my children... Oh, but it would also be HOT not to pick!!! No control. No say. Just breeding stock for the Club...
I knew there was only one possible answer.
As Malcolm resumed finger-fucking me one more time--and announced that I had three minutes left to decide--I moaned it out: "YES! The answer is YES, Malcolm! Of course it's yes! I will be black-only and BLACK-OWNED! I need to finish being 'broken in.' I LOVE you, and all the Masters! You all can breed me as you WISH! Finish me, PLEASE!"
Malcolm stuck two beefy fingers in me and up to my g-spot while his thumb moved to massaging my clit, and I exploded in my biggest orgasm yet--which was saying quite a lot!
My whole body shook, and I howled like a lunatic.
"YES! OWN MEEE! ARGHHH! yes... YES! UNGGHH! SSSSHITTT! AW, SSSHITTT... oh god... YESSS! YESSS! OWWWN MEEEE! please... YYYESSSSS! yours... all yours..."
After several deep breaths and some rest, naturally I added a quiet, submissive, "Thank you, Sir!"
It was important to thank my Master as big black cock ownership of me became official... And I *still* hadn't ever been fucked in the pussy yet!!!
We relaxed for a few more minutes together, Malcolm and me. Malcolm left me mounted but brought me a non-alcoholic mango cocktail he knew that I like to drink and fed me two of them.
He french kissed me tenderly for a few minutes next, before starting to play with my pussy again, quickly getting me revved up... and then... FINALLY... after MONTHS of waiting.... FINALLY...
He came up behind, just as though he were going to ass fuck me as usual. I felt the broad head of his cock press against my rear entrance, and I braced myself for the familiar stretching burn.
But then he shifted lower.
His cock slid through my soaked folds, the hot, thick length dragging across my clit and making me jerk against my straps. I heard myself whimper--actually whimper--as he pulled back and positioned himself at my vaginal opening. I was so wet that I could feel my own arousal coating my inner thighs.
"Please, I *need* it. PLEASE fuck me!" I whispered. I couldn't help it.
Malcolm pushed forward.
The head of his cock entered me, and I gasped at the stretch--so much thicker than I'd imagined, even after months of feeling him in my ass and throat. My pussy resisted for just a moment, then yielded, and he sank into me inch by devastating inch. All fabulous ten-and-a-half inches.
I could feel every little detail of magnificent, humongous cock: the ridge of his corona, the thick shaft spreading me open wider than I'd ever been spread, the way my walls gripped and fluttered around him as he went deeper. My pussy flooded with more juice than ever before, and it soon felt like twin rivers were running down my thighs.
Malcolm's pole soon thrust against my cervix, and I let out a sharp cry--part ache, part yawning hunger--and then he was fully inside me, his hips flush against my ass, his cock buried to the root.
I'd never felt so complete. My pussy was stretched so tight around him that I could feel his pulse throbbing inside me. He held still for a moment, letting me adjust, and I could feel my pussy clenching around him in involuntary waves, my body already working to milk him.
Then he started to fuck me.
Long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before driving back in. Each thrust pressed against my cervix and sent a jolt through my core. The friction was incredible--after so many months of nothing beyond fingers in my pussy, every nerve ending was alive and screaming. I felt my juices squelching around him, felt how obscenely wet I was, and heard it, too. My clit was swollen and throbbing, and sometimes his shaft dragged against it, causing me to see stars.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god," I heard myself chanting. My fingers and toes curled, my whole body strained against the mount. The pressure built fast--too fast--coiling tight and hot in my lower belly.
Malcolm's hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, and he picked up the pace, pounding into me with a rhythm that drove the air from my lungs with each thrust. My orgasm approached like a wave. My walls clenched around him in quickening pulses.
"I'm going to breed you, slut," Malcolm growled, his voice rough. "Right now. First fuck and I'm putting a baby in you."
The words hit me like lightning. I wasn't on birth control--the Masters had taken me off it months ago, and I'd been so focused on anal that I hadn't even thought about the implications. The realization that I was fertile, that this first fuck could make me pregnant, that Malcolm was choosing to breed me--it pushed me right to the edge.
"Yes," I sobbed. "Please, breed me, Master, please--"
Malcolm drove deep and held, his cock pressed hard against my cervix, and I felt it--the hot, thick spurts of his cum flooding my womb. The sensation triggered my orgasm, and I came harder than I ever had in my life. My pussy clamped down on him in violent pulses, milking his cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.
I yelled out so loud that I'm sure the whole city block heard me. "FUUUUCK! OH GOD! OH FUUUCK! YESSS! BREED MEEE! oh fuck, oh fuck, please... OH FUUUUCK! I'M YOURS! I'm your breeding slut! awww ffffucckkkk! yes... CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! I'm cumming on your fffahh-bbuue-lllusss ccoccckkk! oh shit! oh shit... please... oh fffucckkkk! ARRRGHHH! arrrrrghhhh! YYYESSSSS! PUMP IT IN MEEEEEE! FFFFUCCCCKKKK! yes... yours... forever..."
I was shaking and spasming, with tears streaming down my face from the intensity. I could feel his cum and my juices mixing and dripping down my thighs, could feel my womb drawing his seed deeper inside me, and the thought that one of those sperm might be fertilizing my egg right that moment made me come again, a second peak that left me limp and gasping.
Malcolm stayed inside me for a long moment, both of us catching our breath. I could feel his cock softening slightly, still plugging his cum inside me. When he finally pulled out, I felt the loss acutely--an emptiness where I'd been so full, followed by the warm gush of his semen flowing from my well-fucked pussy and running down my legs. I was claimed. Owned. And--quite possibly--bred.
Malcolm shifted my mount upright, and I felt his cum continue flowing from my well-fucked pussy, oozing down my inner thighs in warm globs. The sensation made me shiver--the physical proof of what had just happened, marking me.
Of course Master Malcolm then presented me with his delicious, enormous cock to lick clean. Only after that did he undo the buckles keeping me attached to the mount and allow my dismount. I was wobbly, and he steadied me.
We went one more round that was equally magnificent. Then he brought me my clothes and helped me get dressed.
Malcolm explained that getting fucked by a sponsor in the pussy for the first time was supposed to be a poignant event, and that he was indeed to be my only sex partner that night--and, in fact, until I was good and pregnant.
Malcolm then even walked me back to my apartment sweetly and gave me a tender goodnight kiss on the lips, a hug, and a loving goodnight.
Walking home, I was acutely aware of my body--the tender ache between my legs, the pleasant soreness in my pussy from being stretched more than ever before, and the warm wetness still seeping from me.
Each step reminded me that Malcolm's cum was inside me, that I might already be carrying his child. My thighs were sticky, my panties were ruined, and I felt more alive and more owned than ever before.
"Amanda," he said--the first time he'd called me anything but "slut," "bitch," "cunt," or "fuckbag" in months--"I'm really glad you've made it so far, that you've graduated. You've earned the privilege of being black-fucked in your pussy--and of belonging to the Club for the rest of your life. I'm so proud of you, Amanda."
We gave each other a warm hug, a soulful French kiss, and said goodnight.
Wow! What an evening!!!
CHAPTER 7. CUCKY'S COMMITMENT.
---------
Master Malcolm then sent a video recording to my phone that was about half an hour long (thanks, wifi). I fast-forwarded through it to see what it included. It was his whole discussion with me, where he explained my situation while toying with my pussy; where I then declared my loyalty to black cock; where I committed to being bred by Black men that others would choose; and finally where I came like crazy on his fingers. I wanted to treasure it for myself only, but Master Malcolm wouldn't have it. He commanded me to play it for cucky that night. He did leave out our fucking, texting me that my "first fuck in the pussy with a real man's cock" was a moment "just for the two of us--- at least for a little while." I was touched!
Malcolm said it was an important kindness to allow cucky to masturbate to our video, through to cucky's own orgasm. Malcolm said it would help bond him as my beta cuckold, which seemed to be something I might like. My Master sponsor was so thoughtful of my needs!
I did as instructed and played the whole half hour for cucky, stopping it several times so he wouldn't blow before the end. It took us late into the night--those cool-off breaks got longer and longer!
When cucky was finally allowed to cum at the end of the video, when I did in the recording, it was intense. It helped that it was his first orgasm in five nights, I'm sure. Cucky sprayed several pumps of cum up onto his chest, some hitting him on his neck and face, even. He groaned and shouted and shook--and, as well he should, he thanked me profusely.
"Thank you so much, Mistress. Thank you! Oh god, thank you so much!"
"You're welcome, cucky. You're a good little cucky, and you deserve some treats now and again."
I felt so sexy and important and powerful that watching me promise myself to go Black, to go black only, and to get black bred was such an amazing turn-on to cucky.
I watched cucky lie there, chest heaving, cum splattered across his skin, eyes glazed with devotion. And I felt something swell in me--not arousal exactly, but a fierce, possessive pride. This boi was mine. And he would stay mine, forever, just like I would stay the Masters' forever. The symmetry was beautiful.
After he came, cucky lay there for a long moment, chest heaving, cum cooling on his skin. When he next spoke, his voice was thick and wondering: "That was... the best orgasm of my entire life. I didn't know I could feel like that."
He propped himself up on one elbow, looked at me with those glazed, devoted eyes. "You're really going to do it? Spend the whole rest of your life as a black breeding slut?"
"Yes," I said. "Definitely, yes."
The silence stretched. Then something shifted in his face--nervousness, yes, but underneath it, a strange, desperate hope. He swallowed hard.
"Then I have a question."
"What is it, my sweet cucky?" I asked, assuming he wanted permission to touch himself again.
He got down on one knee. The gesture should have been absurd--he was naked and cum-spattered, with his soft little dicklet wagging around between his thighs--but there was something touching and sincere in how he squared his shoulders and lifted his chin. He struggled to muster masculine dignity that he simply did not possess. My stomach gurgled--a mixture of excitement and, if I'm honest, revulsion.


"Will you marry me, Mistress Amanda? Will you marry me so I can be your lifelong cucky?"
For a moment I actually felt it--the weight of the question, a glimmer of a different life that might have been. Then it passed, because of course my response was never really in doubt. Not anymore.
But I wasn't going to say "yes" without thinking it through. A cucky husband would be useful, and indeed as Malcolm had said, eventually expected.
Cucky Rob could be someone to handle the mundane details of life while I served the Masters. Someone to maintain a modicum of appearances for my family. And marrying right away would signal to the Club that I was fully committed to the hierarchy they'd built.
It might be sexier if I let the Club pick a new cucky, a stranger, but I still felt a fond attachment to this one. This faggot sissy, Rob, and I had been through so much together.
There was something else, too: the thought of standing at an altar, vowing to honor and obey strong, hung black men who weren't my husband, while my cucky watched and accepted his place... that image made my nipples hard and my pussy clenched and dripped. I craved a cucky wedding for myself--one with my cucky truly subordinated and getting taken alongside me--and I wanted it as soon as possible!
"Hmm. Let me think." I paused, letting him sweat. "Maybe... I have a question first."
"Sure. Ask me anything."
"Will you go gay for me?" I asked. "I really think my white cucky husband should be a faggot sissy for BBC. Will you do that for me?"
Cucky went quiet. He certainly wasn't "Rob" anymore--not to me. That former identity was scarcely even a ghost.
His tiny dicklet, still half-hard, twitched to life. He swallowed hard, and for a moment I wasn't sure how he was going to respond.
"You mean... actually suck them? Let them... use me?" His voice cracked slightly.
"Yes. Exactly that... And they'll be wanting to take your 'boi pussy,' too."
He stared at the ceiling. His hand drifted to his now fully hard little dicklet--neither of us commented on its excitement. Cucky was taking a moment.
"I've... thought about it," he admitted quietly. "When I watch you with them. When I clean up. I've wondered what it would be like." Another long pause. Then he looked at me, and his eyes were wet but certain. "Yes. I'll do it. I want to do it."
"Good boi," I whispered. "Good! It's settled then, my little faggot."
I felt a thrill run through me--this was real now.
"I'll tell Malcolm tomorrow," I said. "He's been hinting at this for weeks, you know. Told me a really good white cucky ought to become a faggot sissy for BBC." I let that sink in, watching cucky's face cycle through fear and hunger through to something like relief. "He's been looking forward to personally overseeing your training. He figured you would agree."
I traced a finger down cucky's chest through the cum still pooled there, drawing a lazy line from his sternum to his navel. He shivered under my touch.
"He's going to be very pleased with both of us."
"Yes, Mistress!" my faggot cuck responded. "I'm so glad it's settled."
"Me, too, Boo. Me, too." I spread my legs slowly, letting him see Malcolm's cum still leaking from my swollen pussy. "Now... clean me. Master Malcolm said I could allow it tonight. And while you do--touch yourself. Show me how much this means to you."
His tongue was tentative at first--then hungry, lapping at my swollen folds, chasing Malcolm's cum as it leaked from me. I could hear him moaning against my pussy and feel the vibrations of his pleasure humming into my flesh.
Cucky had another large cum and sprayed himself all over his chest and even up onto his face, as he groaned and thanked me profusely. "Yes! Soooo ay-may-zingggg! YES! AW, GOD! Yes! Fuckkkkking yes! Oh, God... Thank you! Thank you so much, Mistress! Thank you so very fucking much!"
"You're welcome, faggot. You deserve a good cum or two now and again."
I felt connected to cucky in a new and deeper way, to see how he appreciated my black breeding and my all-around black ownership commitment--to see how eager he was to join me in becoming a slave to black cock. He was going to make a great faggot sissy husband, I just knew it.
I fell asleep that night with cucky on the floor beside me and Malcolm's cum still drying on my thighs. I dreamt of my wedding to a faggot husband, of Malcolm training cucky's throat and pussy, of my belly swelling with my first black baby.
God, I could picture it. A healthy, beautiful mocha brown baby and, before you know it, three. My tending to their every need. Nothing I imagined could make me happier. I day dreamed about how big a family cuck and I might have. When would the Club stop breeding me? Would we have four kids, five, maybe even six?
Never had I felt more excited about the future. Not ever. I was so excited. It took me forever to drift off to sleep.
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My gorgeous wife, Erin, is a medium-height, 5'6", brunette with bright green eyes and a winning smile. She's thirty and thanks to a combination of great genetics, working out regularly, eating healthy, and never having had a baby yet, she's a fox.
Erin is one of those rare women who seems built "both for comfort and for speed." She's athletic and has sexy muscles and fat in all the right places--most notably her incredibly well-sculpted butt.
She wears her hair short, which does two things for her: first, it complements her angular cheekbones and button nose; second, it leaves it to her amazing body to convey her femininity the most.
Erin's measurements are about 33D-24-37. Incredibly sexy.
I don't think I have a single guy friend who wouldn't love to fuck my wife if given half a chance. Some of my female friends seem turned on to her, too!
I'm her husband of two years, Dan.
I'm on the tall side, fairly handsome, professional, kind, and a good earner. My only shortcoming of note is--well, a literal shortcoming. My dick is only just a mediocre five inches. While I know that statistically that's not terrible, in comparison to my wife's incredible figure and femininity, it feels measly.
Further, my dick is thin, and--as I'll relate further in a moment--it's far from my wife's favourite kind of dick.
No, my gorgeous Erin likes them *much* bigger--much thicker, and longer, too.
Well, Erin and I were sharing a quiet meal not long ago. I'd fixed a simple dinner. We'd both had a long day at our respective jobs.
Out of the silence, she says, "I think we should go for it, Boo." "Boo" is our mutual nickname for one another.
"Go for what?"
"Go for that fantasy we've talked about."
"Uh... Which one?"
We did have a few different fantasies. We were both adventurous in bed, and for a few months now, had even been swingers.
I especially enjoyed watching my gorgeous Erin--with her lean, curvy frame; beautiful face; and ripe tits, hips, and ass--getting fucked by big cocks, cocks much bigger than my own middling five inches. So far, I'd seen her enjoy guys with eight, nine, and even one with ten-and-a-half inches. Well-hung men of every race, creed, and colour. Some barely spoke any English.
Erin didn't care if they could speak. Not one bit. My wife loved the big cocks--she loved them all.
Our swinging routine quickly settled into the few clubs that focused on hung studs for beautiful wives. For husbands like me, with a little dick, you'd only be allowed to watch.
Erin had screaming orgasms with big cocks.
Her orgasms with big cocks were much, much louder and more profound than any she had ever had with me.
She'd managed to take the biggest of them--the ten-and-a-half-incher--balls deep in her pussy.
So far, however, she'd kept everyone--from me with my small five-incher to the ten-and-a-half-inch BBC--out of her ass.
"I don't know, Boo," she'd said to me. "There's just something about getting it in the rear... Well, it just doesn't appeal to me, I guess."
I told her I understood. After all, who was I to argue with that? I didn't want a cock in my rear, either! Or so I thought.
We had talked about a lot of fantasies involving big cocks--especially once they became the focal point of our swinging.
"*THE* most extreme one!" she said, after a pause, to answer my question as to which fantasy she wanted to enact.
"What? Really?!? Are you serious??"
"Totally serious!"
"Are we sure we're talking about the same thing?" I asked.
She gave me a sly smile and said, "I think so, Dan..."
"Can I please say it out loud, Boo? I've been dying to." I interrupted her.
"Well... If you want to have any role in it, you had better. Yes." Erin said.
"Okay... You mean the one where you start fucking big cocks only, and get yourself all stretched and ruined for small dicks... So you'll never truly enjoy fucking me again, even if we changed our minds later? Then, you go black only--because all the men with the truly biggest cocks are black. And after that, you breed black--and you breed black only! You mean *THAT* fantasy?!?!"
I thought the idea of my knock-out gorgeous wife going black, going black-only, and being bred--and ultimately being bred black-only--was the absolutely hottest, sexiest, most incredible notion of all time. God, did I think it would be so incredibly hot! In fact, it had gotten so that whenever we fucked, I'd day dream that instead I was watching her fuck some anonymous massively-hung black guy--and without contraception... and during her fertile time!
Getting back to the conversation, I wasn't that surprised by what Erin said next. She was very clear on my biggest fantasy. I'd spilled the beans to her when we went home from the first swing party where I got to see her get fucked by a really big black cock. The guy's name was "Stretch"--or that was his nickname, I should say. His real name was Barton, but his friends teasingly called him "Stretch" because his thick, brown ten-incher was known to stretch women out so that small dicks were useless to them afterwards.
God, did Erin cum her lungs out with Stretch, when he fucked her with his massive ten inches! And she cooed about it for days afterwards. "God, I don't think my pussy *will* ever be quite the same after that!" she'd said to me.
Back to our current conversation. The fantasy we were discussing...
"Yes! Yes, I mean *that* fantasy! Indeed! But I have a twist I want to add!" she said.
"A twist?"
"Yes, a twist!"
"Okay, so spill it!"
"Hmmm," Erin continued. "I'm not sure if I should."
"Please tell me!" I begged.
"Hmmm... I'm not sure I want to," Erin replied. "But maybe if you really beg me."
"Okay! Fine! I *beg* you, dear Erin! Pleeeeaasssee!! Please tell me!!!"
"I'll need an 'offering,' Dan... an 'offering' to go along with the begging," she said.
"An 'offering'?"
"Yes! An 'offering,' Boo. Something you'll give me that I'll really value in exchange for telling you... Something I'll think is hot!"
"I know something you'll like, my love!" I started. "How about you get a month without my dick anywhere near you? No touching, sucking, fucking--not anything! A full month unbothered by my thin twig of a penis."
"Ha! Yes!" my wife replied. "That *is* in the right direction. Yes! But there's a couple of ways that I think you're confused... First of all--what is this talk about a 'penis'? Don't you mean your 'boi clit'? Because that?" She gestured toward my crotch with a disgusted look on her face. Her look pulverized my ego into dust, but luckily I knew it was a marker of sublime, profoundly erotic humiliation soon to follow.
"That's not a 'penis,'" she clarified. "Let's call it what it is from now on: your 'boi clit.' For honesty. Okay?"
"My... my boi clit," I stammered. A shiver ran through me, and I felt my face flush hot. It was right. My penis was only as meaningful to either my wife or me as a "clit" belonging to a woman--a little organ for the owner's pleasure. Only for the owner's pleasure. In this case, the "clit"--that was what my little twig of a dicklet was.
To call my dicklet a "boi clit"? That was perfect. That was exactly as it should be. My wife was acknowledging what I'd always privately known: my little dicklet was, indeed, for my pleasure only. Her pleasure had to come from elsewhere.
"Sure," I added after a short beat. "So how about a month without your being expected to touch my boi clit?"
I accepted her vocabulary choice eagerly--like someone who was born to be a beta cuckold.
"Ha!! Just a month?! No way!" my wife declared. "That's scarcely an offering at all!"
"Fine!" I said. "How about three months?"
"Closer!" she said. "But nope. You're going to have to double that at *least*!"
"Fine, my darling! Fine! How about you get to go six months without having to bother yourself whatsoever with any touching of my boi clit. A whole half year. Will that work? Will that work, pretty please?!!"
"Okay... that 'offering' will work!" Erin said, a glint in her eye. "It'll be enough of a relief for me not to have to touch your little boi clit at all for the next six months... But it will be the next six months at a minimum... I might extend it. Can you live with that, husband?"
I groaned involuntarily. "Unggghhhhhh!" I was beyond aroused, over the moon with excitement.
"Ha!" my wife responded. "That definitely sounded like a 'yes.' I have a good mind never to touch your little clit again, ever!"
"Unggghhhh!" I groaned again, composing myself. "Okay... You've made yourself clear... So spill it now! What's the kicker you're going to do!"
"Alright! Here it is, my love," my wife went on. "I've caught on to how perverted you are... I've spied on your web surfing. I know what you've been reading and watching."
"Ughhh," I sighed, deflated and excited at the same time.
"Oh, yes!" she continued, ignoring my reaction. "Most definitely! I've figured out that you get off on humiliation, husband! You positively dream of being humiliated!! And so I will fulfill your dreams. I am going to be CERTAIN to humiliate you as I get my cunt ruined for you and all little white boi clits!"
"Uh, it figures," I murmured, recognizing my complete--and sublime--defeat.
"You see... It turns me on, too--but from the opposite end!" she confessed. "I love the idea of humiliating you! And so we are well suited--and I will DEFINITELY be putting you in your place!"
"Yes! In fact, it will be simple..." Erin leaned in, her voice dropping. "I'm simply going to fuck men you know! Pals of yours. Rivals of yours. People senior to you at your firm. Our neighbors. I'm going to fuck guys from our life so you will be as humiliated as possible."
"Arghhhhhhh!!" I groaned, betraying my utter arousal. My little clit tented my pants. I'd never felt it harder.
"I expect you will love it!!" she continued. "I'm not going to worry if all of them are big enough to help thrash my pussy. Some will help shred my cunt--the others will still be a turn on because they will embarrass and mortify you!! You'll be greeting them and offering them head as a warm-up--your gay side will love it even as it mortifies you, too... Yes--I know you'll love it, too!!"
In a moment, she leaned in and I felt her probing my crotch lightly with a few fingers. "It doesn't count as touching you if I'm just seeing if you're hard," she whispered.
"Indeed! I knew it!" she exclaimed. "Your little clit is as hard as I've ever felt it. You loooove this plan!! You're thrilled that my cunt is going to get demolished by people we know!! You're excited to be humiliated beyond belief!! Excellent!!!"
"Ungghhhh!" I groaned, the euphoria flooding through me almost unbearable. "God, Boo--you're really going to make us live amongst all those men knowing they've had you? Are you sure?!" My clit throbbed at the thought. My precum--clit juice--began oozing.
"Yes!!" my wife declared. "Absolutely. I've given it a ton of thought. With all the fucking it's going to take to wreck my cunt, there will be a ton of men coming and going from our house anyway. By including our friends, neighbours, and co-workers, we'll keep a lot of important people happy so that neither of us loses our jobs. And it turns me on immensely to know how much I'll be humiliating you as well!! So, yes! This is how it's going to be!"
"Okay! Okay!" I conceded. "You're right. That does sound sensible--and I am sure I will love it. It sounds incredibly erotic. Yes. I agree!"
"Good, my cucky!" Erin pronounced. "As your superior, your dominant, it's important that you--as my beta cuck--be completely honest with me. So thank you... I am sure you have questions. I have a limited amount of patience for those. But you may try me. What else is on your mind, my 'little-clitted' cuck?"
"Well..." I started, practically vibrating with anticipation. My wife's dominance was something I'd always craved. "Uh... Will I get to watch you get your pussy stretched and wrecked, my dear--like we have been talking about?"
"Good question, Boo!" Erin replied enthusiastically. "Yes, I have been giving this thought as well... And while I *do* appreciate how badly you want to watch... Actually, I have decided on another direction. For my own benefit, for my own needs, the answer is... I'm sorry, but *nooo*! I will enjoy myself more without having to worry about your needs as an 'audience member.' So, nope! No! Not at all! You'll only get to see and serve my lovers as they come and go through our living room, and then I'll be fucking them elsewhere in the house--mainly on our marital bed! So while you won't get to watch, I do *require* that you listen!"
"Unggggh!!" I let out an involuntary groan of excitement; I was so turned on.
My wife continued. "So glad that you are excited, cucky, even though you will NOT get to watch. Good!! You won't be entirely left out... You *will* be greeting my lovers--on your knees of course... And I am sure you will love hearing me getting fucked--fucked to the moon and back--I'm sure!"
"Oh, thank you, Boo!"
"You're welcome!! I do think it will make you happy, yes! Also... I *do* promise to tell you a lot about it after each new lover or set of lovers visits... And you'll be allowed to masturbate your boi clit as I show you the physical evidence of my couplings... I *may* also let you lick me clean afterwards--as a treat, if and when you're 'well-behaved'... You know, lick the cum from my pussy and ass... And that will be all for you..."
"Really?! Really?!! You're not going to let me watch, not even a little? Even after so much time having this first and foremost as *my* fantasy?"
"That's correct, dear! You see... What started as your fantasy became mine. Now it's every bit my own fantasy--perhaps more so--than it is yours. Besides, it's *my* pussy getting destroyed--not yours. And so it is up to me as to how I go about it. Surely you see that logic, don't you, my little cuck?"
"Well... Would it matter if I objected anyway?" I asked, barely able to suppress my grin. We both knew the answer.
"Nope," my beautiful wife replied. "Nope, it would not. You're the cucky. I'm calling the shots. Your objections do NOT matter... Not unless you want to discourage me from getting my pussy stretched and ruined altogether... and from me going black and then *breeding* black! But I have a feeling you're really turned on to our fantasy now, aren't you? You're so turned on that you want it to happen... You *need* it to happen... even if you do not get to watch... Am I wrong??"
"Unnngh!! No!! You're right, Boo!! You read me like a book. Boo!"
"I know I do!" Erin said with a big smile. "Great! Settled! I'll be going out in a few minutes! Don't wait up!"
"Oh, God." The denial hit me like a drug. "So I don't get to watch even just this first time? I just... have to *listen*? And imagine?"
"Nope!" Erin said, smugly. "Never... Never. At. All. Never even a video!"
"Do I at least get a goodbye fuck?"
"Hmmmm..." Erin said, as though thinking it over. "Noooo. Definitely not that either. Nope. It's much sexier if you don't! So, no! Nope... I'm done with your thin little clit for the next half year--maybe longer. We'll see. If you're lucky, after six months I *might* blow you or beat you off. But... But! You are *not* going to be getting any pussy again ever, I have decided! Isn't that hot?!?! And my still-virgin ass?? Yup. That will soon be stretched and permanently off limits to you as well!! Isn't that sexy for us both!!!"
"Unngggghhhhhh!!" I groaned. "YESS!! Actually, it is! It's VERY *SEXY*!! It's STUPENDOUSLY sexy!!" I admitted, truthfully.
"I thought so, my sweet little-clitted husband!" Erin said. "I'm off now to get big-cock-fucked. Don't wait up! I won't be back until morning!"
Erin excused herself to freshen up, gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and then was off!
I was electric with anticipation, wondering who she was about to fuck and where. My mind raced through the possibilities--each one more thrilling than the last.
I drank a couple of martinis to try to calm down, beat off my boi clit a couple of times--fantasizing about her getting big-dick-fucked--and then crashed in our bed.
Around 5 am I was awakened by Erin noisily opening the front door and stomping around the house.
I was still rousing myself when I noticed Erin had made her way to our bathroom. She ran the sink for a moment. Then, I heard a flush and then the sink again. After that, I heard a little but sharp "pop" sound. Then another "pop." Then another. And another.
I became curious and so walked over to the bathroom. What I found amazed and astounded me.
My beautiful curvy wife, Erin, was standing there with her packet of birth control pills in her hands. I entered just as she threw another one against the shower wall, making yet another popping noise.
Erin was an absolute mess. Her clothes were askew. Her makeup was long gone. Her hair was dishevelled. There were hickies all over her neck. There was cum in her hair and on her face. Her eyes were wide, with her pupils dilated. I noticed her tight-fitting pants were a mess at the crotch. It looked like she had peed herself.
"What the fuck happened to you?!" I asked, my clit already stirring at the sight of her ruined state.
"Anton--your rival at work," Erin replied. "He's what happened. He fucked the crap out of me with his massive, ginormous black cock. He wrecked me. He used me. He stretched me. He abused me... That's what happened!"
"Holy shit!" I said. "Do you want me to call the police, dear?"
"The police?" my wife replied. "Are you fucking out of your mind?! I LOOOOVED IT!!! Why the fuck would I want you to call the police?! I never ever even imagined sex could be so incredible!!"
"Fuck!" I said, simply.
"Yes, Boo. Exactly. Fuck. Lots of 'fuck.' Totally amazing fuck!! The most incredible fuck!! Your rival and his rock hard eleven fucking inches were unbelievable! Why else would I be throwing away all my birth control pills? Anton gave me the fucking of a lifetime. And he told me that if I want him to fuck me again, I had to come home and throw away all my birth control pills--while you watch--so that next time he fucks me, it'll be 'repro' sex until I'm knocked up! Anton is going to breed me! Thank you for entering the bathroom to do your part, dear! I appreciate your compliance!"
My wife then threw away the remaining few of her birth control pills, one by one, with further popping sounds against the shower wall, as I watched, transfixed.
Once the pills were all gathered on the floor of the shower, she had me run the water to flush them down into the sewer. "Thank you for taking care of that last step, Boo! Like a good boi-clitted cucky husband!" she said.
What I felt was pure, electric arousal. No sadness. No fear. Just the bone-deep certainty that this was exactly where I was meant to be--watching my wife flush away her birth control so my rival could breed her. My boi clit throbbed. I'd never been more certain of anything.
I could scarcely believe how turned on I was! My little boi clit was throbbing. My pyjama pants were tented, and a wet spot of precum was growing. If my sexy wife noticed, she didn't let on. Certainly, she didn't seem to care.
I was so turned on to think that my gorgeous wife was becoming my handsome Black rival's breeding slut. It was truly an erotic fantasy come true!
The idea of my Erin getting owned and bred by Anton--my cocky, obnoxious, smarter, and more accomplished work rival--was sublimely humiliating.


And it was an astounding turn on to think about how Erin would be a thousand times more sexually satisfied than she had ever been with me.
A surprising sense of peace washed through me, as though this was what was meant for me in life, to be the beta cuck to my gorgeous wife as she was bred by my rival's superior giant black cock.
After the pills were washed away, Erin led me to our bed, and she had me lick her pussy and ass clean.
"Boo," I asked my beloved, once I got to licking her ass clean. "I mean, I knew that eventually you were going to take it here--in this gorgeous rear of yours--but... wow! How did you manage to take Anton's gigantic manmeat there on your very first go? I don't get it?"
"Easy, Silly!" my wife replied. "Every night for the past six months, after you've gone to sleep, I've snuck a bigger and bigger plug up there. Just so I could be ready!"
"Snap!" I responded. "So you've known for a long time that you wanted to go down this path, huh? You just waited until you were ready to take a BBC in your rear to spring it on me?!"
"Yup! That's right, my Love!" she replied with a grin. "I've had this in mind for a very, very long time--and indeed I just waited until the time felt right... for me!"
Six months. She'd been preparing her ass for Anton's cock before we'd even agreed to anything. The realization should have stung. Instead, it made my clit twitch.
"Well... I guess I shouldn't be surprised, Boo..." I said. "You always have had a way of controlling things."
"Yes, I have, Boo!" my wife responded breezily. "And I haven't seen you complaining! You're living your best life! Come on now... I know you can't wait to dig in and lick up your rival's salty spooge from my fabulous, juicy ass... Get busy!"
I was over the moon to finally be allowed to lick my sexy wife's fantastic ass. That was something I had wanted to do for an age. Erin had previously forbidden it.
True, I hadn't previously imagined her ass would be filled with Anton's cum when I might first be allowed to lick it--but honestly, that only made it more of a turn on for me.
It was incredibly satisfying for me *finally* to get so intimate with Erin's delicious, gorgeous, PERFECT posterior.
The added humiliation that I was licking clean my rival's bitter, nasty-tasting cum, after she'd let him fuck her deep in her ass--the opening that she had *always* denied to me despite my repeated begging... Well, it was out of this world. Thoroughly and totally sublime.
My little boi clit twitched in my pyjama pants and oozed precum. I couldn't remember being this turned on before, not ever.
"What could be more humiliating, more debasing, than licking Anton's cum from my wife's unbelievably hot ass?" I thought to myself. "Unnnnghhhhh! Nothing! FUCK! WOW! Thank fucking God that I think this is such a turn on!"
Erin was so full of Anton's cum in her rear that it was truly astounding.
While it tasted terrible, I adored the intimacy of eating it up, as my wife taunted me by recounting how much better a lover Anton was than I had ever been--or could ever hope to be.
"Yes! Keep licking me clean cucky!! Lick out the cum of my superior lover! Oh my God! Anton fucked me easily a *million* times better than you ever have or ever could! Yes, clean me of his superior, Godlike cum! Pay your respects to his superior jizz! Pay your respects to our coupling with your lowly lips and tongue! Suck it all up, Boo! Eat up, my sweet little-clitted husband! Eat it all up like a good faggot cucky!" she said.
I couldn't help myself. As I knelt there, my face buried between Erin's sleek thighs, my hand found my little boi clit through my pajama pants. I stroked myself once, twice--that was all it took.
"Ungggghhh! Oh God! Oh *FUCK*!" I groaned, my hips bucking as I shot my load into my pants, right there on my knees as I licked my wife. The humiliation of cumming while cleaning my rival's seed from my wife's ass was overwhelming. My orgasm hit like a lightning bolt, intense and immediate and utterly shameful.
Erin laughed. "Already? You didn't even make it to fifteen seconds, did you, Boo? That's probably the fastest you've ever cum."
I couldn't answer. I was panting, my clit still twitching in my sticky pajamas, my face burning with embarrassment. I had just underscored why it made sense for me to be a cucky: I loved my new subordinate role. It was obvious.
"Go clean yourself up," my wife said, waving her hand impatiently. "You're a mess."
I scrambled to obey, my arousal replaced by the profound peace of knowing my new place.
From that night on, Anton was my wife's Master--and mine, as well.
Three weeks into our new arrangement, Anton summoned me to his office.
I knelt automatically--he'd trained me to do this at home, and the instinct was now reflexive. But I caught myself. We were at work. The door was open.
"Close it," Anton said. "Lock it."
I did, then knelt.
"Good sissy," he said, not looking up from his computer. "I have a task for you."
"Anything, Master."
"The Henderson project. You're the lead engineer."
"Yes, Master."
"Flub the presentation."
My blood went cold. "What?"
"The Henderson project review is next week. You're going to present... poorly. Stammer. Sweat. Get some of the numbers wrong." Anton leaned back. "I want the committee to see you're not leadership material--you're just an individual contributor. You'll embarrass yourself professionally, and I look fabulous by comparison. I'll get the promotion."
"Master, I've worked on Henderson for eight months. If I screw up the presentation--"
"Then I'll be your boss. Probably permanently." Anton leaned back in his chair. "Think about it, Danny Boi. You'd report to me at work *and* at home. Every aspect of your life would be mine."
"Danny Boi." It reverberated in my brain for a bit. I always hated the nickname "Danny." Ever since I was a young boy. My wife knew it. She must have mentioned it to Anton. Now it seemed he intended "Danny" as a new nickname for me--to put me in my place, I was sure.
"Uggghhh!" I groaned in my mind. "But I guess it's typical. He is my superior. I better get used to it."
Then my mind turned to how Anton was going to have control over me well beyond anything to do with my name. Shit! He was going to have professional control, and he was going to have sexual control, and every other kind of control in between. My clit twitched in excitement, even as the thought was also terrifying.
"Master, I... my career..." I murmured, with a gasp of assertiveness that Anton would soon squash.
Anton stood and walked around the desk. He stopped in front of me, his crotch at eye level. Through his pants, I could see the outline of his massive cock.
"You know what happens if you disobey me, faggot?"
"You... you might stop letting me serve you?"
"Worse. I stop coming to your house. I stop fucking your wife. I stop breeding her. And you go back to your pathetic little life with a bitter, unsatisfied wife and nothing--*nothing*--to live for. I'd tell Erin what happened. She'd probably divorce you."
He was right. The thought of Anton not being in our lives anymore was unbearable. Worse than any career setback. Erin probably *would* divorce me if it were my fault.
"And if I do this?" I whispered.
"Then I get promoted. You report to me. I own you completely--professionally and personally. And maybe, *maybe*, I let you suck my cock once a month as a reward for good behaviour."
My mouth watered. My clit throbbed.
"So all you need me to do is flub the presentation?" I asked, defeated.
"Yes, screwing up the one meeting should be plenty." Anton patted my head like I was a dog. "Good girl."
The next week, I punted the meeting just as Anton had ordered. I "accidentally" used outdated specifications. I "misplaced" critical test results. I "forgot" to mention the key risk mitigations.
I looked like a joke to senior management. My supervisor was disappointed. And Anton was promoted to Division Engineer.
My new boss called me into his office on his first day.
The first thing I noticed was that my old desk was being moved into his large corner office suite, positioned right outside his private inner door and where he could keep an eye on me at all times.
"Danny Boi," Anton said. "I'm reassigning you. You'll still be an engineer, but your desk is in here now. Where I can see you."
"Of course, Sir," I said, my heart sinking.
"Good," he said. "And you'll do it all while wearing these."
He slid a package across the desk. Inside: a pair of pink silk panties, sized adequately.
"Put them on in the bathroom. Then come back and get my coffee order. Black, two sugars."
I did as I was told.
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I'd known Anton professionally for years. He stood six-foot-four with the kind of build that suggested he'd been forged rather than born--broad shoulders, thick arms, a barrel chest that tapered to a hard waist. He was a former college athlete who still kept in top shape.
Anton's face was striking but not conventionally handsome: a prominent nose that had been broken at least once, a scar through one eyebrow, and an asymmetric jaw--probably also from being broken. His skin was a deep, dark brown, and he kept his head shaved clean. Everything about him communicated dominance.
He was the kind of man who made you step aside without saying a word. He was incredibly charismatic with women, and I'd caught my wife flirting with him at company events a few times.
And--of course--there was his cock: Anton's truly gargantuan eleven-inch massive, thick, pussy-wrecker of a love pole.
Anton totally and thoroughly controlled my wife and me, especially our sex lives, through the power of that pussy-wrecker.
He was fully bought in with our original fantasy.
Anton, too, was determined to ruin my adorable, sexy wife for little white dicks--such as my boi clit.
He, too, wanted to pimp her out to lots of people in our life--friends, neighbors, co-workers, bosses, and rivals.
He, too, wanted to get her addicted to superior black cocks.
He, too, wanted to breed her exclusively with Blacks.
However, Anton wanted more. Not just "wanted." He *required* more.
Anton, you see, was determined *personally* to breed my Erin.
Yes, he monopolized my wife's pussy for his exclusive use until he confirmed she was pregnant.
On the first night I was allowed to listen in, what I heard astounded me.
I pressed my ear to the bedroom door, my boi clit already rock hard and leaking.
I could hear them making out first--the wet sounds of kissing, Erin's soft moans.
I pictured my gorgeous, curvy wife on her back, legs spread, Anton's muscular black body covering her smaller white frame as they kissed deeply.
In my mind's eye, I could see her perfect 33D breasts pressed against his chiseled chest, those pointy nipples I loved to suck now hard with arousal as his tongue explored her mouth.
"Please, Master Anton," I heard Erin beg, "your little white fuckbag needs your big black cock so badly! Please ruin my little married pussy for small dicks! Please ruin me!"
"Shut up, bitch. You'll get what I give you when I give it to you," Anton's deep voice rumbled through the door. "Now spread those legs and show me that slutty married cunt."
I imagined Anton positioning himself between my wife's thighs, his enormous black cock poised at her entrance.
I could practically see it in my mind--that thick, flawless, and massive dark shaft that I'd so far only briefly glimpsed, about to stretch my wife's pussy beyond recognition.
I pictured her toned legs spread wide, her flat stomach rising and falling with anticipation, that perfectly maintained triangle of dark hair above her pussy that I'd so carefully trimmed for years.
Then I heard Erin gasp--a sharp intake of breath that turned into a long, shuddering moan. "Oh *fuck*... oh fuck, you're so big, Master... you're splitting me open... oh God, it's so good..."
"You like it, bitch, don't ya?"
"I can't... I've never... oh God, don't stop, please don't ever stop..."
"Do I own you now, bitch? Tell Anton--do I own you?"
"Yes! Yes, Master Anton, you own me! Please own me forever!"
"We'll see, bitch. You be a good, obedient breeding slut, and maybe Anton will own you forever. Maybe."
"I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming so *HARD*!"
"Good job, bitch. You take that nut. Keep fucking cumming."
"Still cumming! Oh my God, *still* CUMMING! Yes! *MORE*!"
"That's it, bitch. Good fucking job."
"Please, Anton! Please, Master! Please fuck me *FOREVER*!"
"Maybe I will, bitch. Maybe... Are you going to be an obedient little breeding slut for Master? You going to get bred *WHENEVER* I want? By *WHOMEVER* I want? Only obedient little breeding sluts get Master's cock *FOREVER*."
"Whatever you say! Whatever you require! Bitch will be your on-demand breeding slut... just keep making me cum like *THIS*! FUCK! CUMMING! *Cumming* AYYY-GGAAAIINN!!"
"Yeah. You keep cumming on your Master's cock, you fucking breeding slut. Now it's time. Time for you to take your Master's fucking nut... Get bred, bitch... Get bred *GOOD*! Yeah! Here it cums! Fuck *YEAH*!"
"Ooooooh... thank you, Master! Thank you so much! TTHHHANNKKK *YYYOUUU* for breeding MEEEEE!"
"No problem, bitch. You're a nice little fuck. It's my pleasure."
I was stroking my boi clit the whole time they were yelling out, unable to stop myself.
The sounds of their bodies slapping together, the creaking of the bed, Erin's continuous screams of pleasure--it was all too much. It was just as I had always dreamed of--frankly, it was even more!
I pictured Erin's legs wrapped around Anton's back, her nails digging into his muscular ass as he drove into her relentlessly. I imagined her face contorted in ecstasy, those beautiful green eyes rolled back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. Her athletic body--those toned arms and flat stomach that she worked so hard for at the gym--was now serving her Black Master completely.
Then I heard her voice rise again--that desperate, hungry quality I was already learning to recognize. "Fuck me harder! Use your white fuckbag! Stretch this married pussy until it's *ruined*! RUIN ME!! *PPLEEEAASE*!! Oh God, ruin me *NNOWWW*!"
"God, you're a nasty bitch," Anton growled. "Such a filthy married whore. Tell me what you are!"
"I'm a married white cumdump for black cock! I'm a black-owned breeding slut! I'm Anton's personal fucktoy! Oh fuck, I'm cumming *AYYYY-GGGAAAIIINNN*!! Yes! *YYESSS*!!"
I was stroking faster now, my own breathing ragged as I listened to my wife's complete submission. The humiliation of knowing she was getting pleasure I could never give her, combined with the raw eroticism of her surrender.
I was struggling not to cum. I didn't want to cum too soon. I didn't want to cum before the climax of climaxes. I didn't want to cum before Master Anton--our Master.
When Anton finally roared, "TAKE MY SEED, BITCH! TAKE MY BLACK BABY MAKER *DEEP* IN THAT WHITE CUNT!" I couldn't hold back anymore.
Erin's response of "YES! Breed this white cunt! Knock this married slut *UP*! Fill my womb with your black baby juice! OHHH, GODDDD, *YYESSSS*!!" sent me over the edge.
I shot my load all over the hallway wall, my boi clit pulsing as I visualized Anton's humongous and perfect beautiful black cock flooding my wife's gorgeous pussy--and womb--with his seed.
Luckily, at the last moment I realized that I would struggle not to yell out, and I had stuffed one of my socks in my mouth. It tasted terrible but did the job. All the emerged from my voice was "Hummmmph! Arumph!! Umpppppph! Argggggggggh!" And it wasn't nearly loud enough to distract Erin or Anton from their own enjoyment. They had no idea that I came, too. They would not have been pleased--the rules were for me to wait until the end of the night for everyone else.
I leaned against the wall, panting and spent, listening to them come down from their orgasms, too.
---
Over the months that followed--stretching through Erin's entire pregnancy--Anton's dominance over us became as natural as breathing. Both my wife and I fell into our subordinate roles beneath the Black adonis and his massive, eleven-inch cock. It was huge and beautiful. I only saw it occasionally, as I waited on Anton and my wife between their fucks, but I cherished every glance I got. I thought of it as masculinity in perfect form, truly. I admired his cock, envied it, and worshiped it from afar.
His promise to let me suck it monthly? It turned out just to be a tease. He never did let me suck it, never at all!
In addition to continuing to fuck Erin himself, Anton proved to be a master strategist in choosing Erin's additional lovers. Indeed he did wait until she was confirmed pregnant by him.
Anton had a natural instinct for identifying which men would provide maximum humiliation--those with positions of power over me at work, rivals who envied my success, and neighbors who would see me daily.
By the fourth month, Erin had developed a cherubic glow--her stomach rounded into a soft swell, her breasts heavy and full. Anton insisted she remain sexually active throughout, calling it "maintenance." But he didn't have to prod her really. My wife was horny. She was beyond thrilled to continue to get black fucked and used. In all three holes.
I remember one evening in particular: her second trimester, skin luminous, riding Harold's cock with her hands cuffed behind her back, her pregnant belly pressing against his abs as she screamed. Harold is Anton's twenty-year-old nephew with a ten-inch cock and the stamina to fuck all night.
"Look at you," he'd growl, gripping her thickened waist. "Glowing like a fucking MILF, taking my young black pole in every hole."
She'd been insatiable then--the hormones making her crave cock constantly, her ass and pussy both available to Anton's friends and family while her body transformed into a more and more maternal form.
For the black men, Anton selected those with impressive physical endowments to continue stretching Erin's pussy--especially his family, like Harold and his other young nephews, Samuel and Gregory. Meanwhile, the white men were chosen specifically for their potential to embarrass me professionally and socially, such as our longtime neighbors and any co-worker who was willing--which was most of them!
Each selection served a dual purpose: satisfying Erin's craving for variety while systematically dismantling my remaining pride and status in every area of my life.
My adorable wife never did touch my boi clit at all since our fantasy fulfillment began, not even after the promised six months were up.
I had to greet every guy when they came to the house to service Erin. Per Anton, I had to be kneeling and naked. I had to thank them for "ruining my wife's pussy and putting me in my place." I was required to offer, "May I suck you off before you fuck my wife, Sir?" to each of them. Most took me up on it, even though they weren't ordinarily bi--as the word got around that I was "skilled" and that everyone else was joining in getting a "gay" blowjob from me, so there was no shame in it for the guys getting blown. A feeling of shame was there for me, of course--and that shame only made it hotter.
My co-worker Hal especially gloated as he had me blow him. "You've always thought you were a better engineer than me, faggot... Well, now you can engineer my fucking cock, you dipshit!" And I blew him--quite attentively--as Anton and Erin expected and required of me as her bi beta cuck.
It turned me on to submissively suck cocks and always gave me a hardon. Being naked, as I always was, my hardon was always quite visible, and I would get ridiculed.
Hal looked down at me as I serviced him. I was totally hard, my clit bright red, shaking, and dripping precum as well. "You know what, dipshit? 'Boi clit' isn't right for your little 'thing' anymore." He said it almost thoughtfully, like he was solving a puzzle. "You're not some cute little 'boi.' You're a full-on faggot." He grinned. "Yeah. From now on, it's your 'faggot clit.'"
The word landed like a slap--and my clit pulsed in response, a surge of precum welling from the tip and drooling onto the floor.
"Ha! Look at that!" Hal laughed. "You like it. Faggot."
My clit was truly oozing precum, and I didn't even try to hide it. I just kept sucking Hal off with renewed enthusiasm. How could I hide? How could I argue? He was right.
When the humiliation got worse, it only made my faggot clit harder and made me ooze precum more!
Sometimes I would groan while sucking on Erin's lovers' cocks--I couldn't help it. Their teasing made me suck harder.
After blowing Erin's lover or lovers for the night, I was always dismissed. "To your room, faggot," Anton would say. "Listen and learn what a real man sounds like." And I would. I'd sit naked in the adjoining room, my faggot clit throbbing, listening to my wife get the life fucked out of her, forbidden from even touching myself until everyone else was done for the night. The denial was exquisite torture.
This went on for weeks. Then, one night, everything changed.
Anton had just finished with Erin's mouth. I had cleaned him wearing gloves and with a wash cloth, as required--so I couldn't experience real intimacy with his cock, I hadn't earned that yet. And then I'd been sent to my room to listen. I heard Erin's first orgasm, then her second. I was picturing her legs wrapped around Anton's back when I heard shouting.
"No! Anton, NO!" Erin cried out. "You can't!"
"I can, and I will," Anton's voice rumbled, dangerously calm. "Fetch him. Now."
A moment later, Erin appeared at my door. Her face was a mess of tear-streaked makeup and conflicted lust. "He... he wants you. In the bedroom."
My heart hammered. "But... you said..."
"He's the Master," she whispered, cutting me off. "Just... come."
I followed her back to the bedroom. Anton was sitting on the edge of the bed, his massive, glistening cock resting against his thigh. He looked at me, then at Erin.
"Kneel," he said to me. I did. "Now, you," he said to Erin. "Tell your little faggot husband why you don't want him in here."
Erin wrung her hands. "It's... it's ours, Master. This is our time. It's special. If he watches... it ruins it. It makes it about his pathetic little fantasies. I don't want him to see me like this."
Anton laughed, a deep, dismissive sound. "You hear that, faggot? She thinks this is hers. She thinks she gets a say."
He stood up, his sheer size making the room feel small. "Let me explain something to both of you. The slut's pussy is mine. The slut's ass is mine. The slut's mouth is mine. And if I decide the slut's faggot husband gets to watch me use my slut, then he gets to watch. There is no 'ours.' There is only mine. Do you understand me, cunt?"
Erin shrank back. "Yes, Master."
"Good. Now, you," he said, turning to me. "You want to watch?"
I could only nod, my throat too tight to speak.
"Then you'll watch. But you won't enjoy it. Not fully. You'll sit in that chair," he pointed to the armchair in the corner, "and you'll keep your hands on the armrests. If I see them move toward your faggot clit, I just might break them. You'll watch me ruin this cunt. You'll watch me breed her. And you will understand, with every fiber of your being, that this cunt is something you will never, ever have again. Now get in the chair."
I scrambled to obey. The leather was cold against my naked skin. I gripped the armrests, my knuckles quickly turning white.
"And you," Anton snarled at Erin, grabbing her and throwing her onto the bed. "You're going to put on a good show for your little cucky. You're going to scream your little fucking lungs out. You're going to cum until you can't see straight. And you're going to thank me for letting your faggot watch. Understand?"
"Yes, Master," Erin whimpered, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and budding arousal.
Anton positioned himself between her legs. He looked over at me. "Watch and learn, faggot."
"Oh, thank you, Master!" I replied obsequiously. "Thank you! Thank you so very much!"
"You're welcome, dipshit. But you'd better not cum while you're in the room with us. That will not be tolerated. Are you clear?" Master set down a firm limit, that was for sure.
"Yes, Master. Cucky is clear. No cumming in the same room with you. Understood."
But in my second week of watching in the room with them, I blew it.
Anton had fucked Erin for two straight hours that evening. Two solid hours of watching my wife scream, beg, and cum on his magnificent cock. I saw everything. I saw the way her pussy gripped him, the way her back arched, the look of pure animalistic bliss on her face.
When he finally finished and left the bedroom for a beer--without a word to me, as usual--I remained frozen in the chair, my mind overwhelmed.
Erin was sprawled across the bed, legs still open, Anton's cum leaking from both her holes. She looked destroyed in the most beautiful way--hair matted; makeup streaked; pussy red, swollen, and gaping.
On Anton's order, I knelt between my wife's shapely thighs and began licking. The taste was overwhelming--Anton's bitter, potent seed mixed with Erin's juices. Objectively, it was disgusting, but to me it was intoxicating, it was nectar from the Gods!
I lapped at her pussy first, then her ass, swallowing everything I could.
And then, without touching myself--not even once--my clit started pulsing. It didn't just twitch. It didn't just throb. Nope, it started to *pulse*.
I tried to think of something else. Work. Baseball. Margaret Thatcher Naked in January. Anything.
But the taste of Anton's cum on my tongue, the texture and smell of my wife's ruined ass on my face, the sounds of their fuckfest still reverberating in my ears--
I came. Right there. Untouched. My little clit spurt and spurt into the panties they had me wearing while I moaned into Erin's ass.
Erin's eyes snapped open.
"Did you just... Did your little clit just cum from *cleaning* me?"
I froze, a giant wet spot giving me away. "I--I'm sorry, Boo, I couldn't help--"
"Anton!" Erin called out, her voice sharp. "Anton, come back here!"
My stomach dropped. Anton had barely left.
He returned moments later, beer in hand. "What?"
"The sissy came while in the same room with us without permission. Just from licking my ass."
Anton's eyes found me--still kneeling, panties soaking wet, still between my wife's legs. His expression was unreadable.
"Stand up, faggot."
I stood, my softening clit still oozing, my face burning.
Anton looked at my drenched crotch. Then at me. Then back at my crotch.
"Pathetic," he said simply. "Can't even control your little clit for two hours."
"I'm sorry, Master, I--"
"Shut up." He pulled out his phone and typed briefly. "Your cage is coming tomorrow. You'll wear it, I'll hold the key. You cum when I say and *only* when I say. Understand?"
My clit twitched--at the thought of being locked, at the thought of Anton controlling even this. "Yes, Master."
"Good. Now go change your panties, faggot. Then lick your wife clean again. And if that little thing so much as *twitches* while you do it, I'll add a month to your lock-up."
And of course my clit twitched, and I got a month added to my first lock-up.
The next day, a package arrived. Inside was a small pink chastity cage with a built-in lock.
Erin helped me put it on--her first time touching my clit in months, and only to lock it away. The cold metal enclosed me completely. It was snug, inescapable, and utterly humiliating.
Anton kept the key on a chain around his neck. It rested against his chest, right next to his skin--close to the cock I now worshipped.
"Your little clit belongs to me now," Anton said, clicking the lock shut. "Everything about you belongs to me."
"I had the cage sized special," Master added. "Tight enough to let you swell most of the way, but not enough to get off. You'll be hard enough to hope, faggot, but not hard enough to cum... Better pray I am merciful..."


My caged clit strained against its prison. I couldn't help it.
Anton noticed. He laughed.
I groaned. Partly from humiliation and arousal--but also from defeat.
"But I'll take pity, too," Anton responded. "I'm not a cruel man... Your wife will have a key, too. If she feels you've earned it, she can let you cum as well."
"Oh thank you, Master! Thank you so much!" I shouted out, as elation and relief washed through me. I couldn't imagine that my Erin would be too withholding. No, I didn't think she would be.
"Don't make me regret it, faggot. Be humble and obedient to us both."
"Yes, I promise to, Master. Faggot promises."
As my wife entertained her many lovers at Anton's behest, I would often be summoned between rounds of fucking to tend to her and them with drinks, snacks, cleanings with my mouth and tongue--or whatever else they might need.
They would summon me by calling out something derogatory. They would yell, "Hey, faggot!" or "sissy!" " cocksucker!" or "little clit boi!" I would always promptly enter the room--naked and on my knees--and respond, "Yes, Mistress and Master! How may I serve!" That was what was expected.
After Erin's lover or lovers for the evening would go, then, so long as I had been very obedient, she would have me lick her pussy and ass while she would taunt me as well.
"Oh, my God, Danny!" she might say. "I got so well fucked tonight!! Did you hear? I'm sure you heard me screaming my orgasms! See how messy my cunt and ass are? Yes!! Lick them clean! Do a good job! Do a good job, Danny Boi, and maybe I'll let you beat off and I might even nibble your ear! Wouldn't you love that, if I deigned to nibble your ear?"
"Unnnnghhh!" I would groan, when I wasn't busy swallowing her lover's or multiple lovers' cum, mixed with her pussy and ass juices.
Finally, my wife might allow me release. "Okay, faggot!" Erin would say, "I'll unlock you for a few minutes... You may stroke your clit now! Stroke your little faggot clit and cum for me! Do it!! You have five minutes before I lose interest and lock you back up!"
"Yes, Ma'am!" I'd reply. "Right away! Thank you so much!!"
Soon, I'd be groaning loudly. "Unggggh!!! Yesss!! Yes! *YYESSSS*! Oh God, yes! Thank you, Mistress! So amazing! *YYYESSSS*! *UNNGGGHHH*!"
After a full evening of listening to my sexy wife getting wondrously fucked--and then cleaning her--I would only have to stroke myself for a few moments before exploding in orgasm. I never, ever needed the full five minutes.
My orgasms *always* eclipsed anything that I had experienced previously ever from "regular" sex. That was for sure!
None of her lovers turned my wife down for sex even when she was nearly nine months pregnant and about to give birth.
Erin remained sexy even with a big pregnant belly. My slutty wife also continued to be an attentive, energetic, skilled lover--especially for the really hung black guys. Anton, his friends, and the neighbors all fucked my wife just as much throughout her whole pregnancy. Many thought it was extra erotic to fuck her while she was pregnant with Anton's black baby.
The white guys who were our neighbors and Erin's boss could barely feel anything fucking Erin in the pussy after the first six weeks of her getting stretched and ruined by Anton alone, so Erin led them to focus on her mouth and ass. They weren't complaining, and this helped get Erin ready to take the black guys in her ass.
Somehow, and to everyone's happiness, my wife's sexy, plump little ass stayed more adaptable. Erin was eventually able to handle the massive black guys in her ass while the smaller white guys still found it a snug, sensuous delight.
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Finally, Erin gave birth to her child by Anton.
My wife insisted that I keep her company at the hospital during delivery and in recovery even though the chocolate brown child obviously wasn't mine. She didn't have to insist forcefully, I was happy to--I saw it as my husbandly duty, and I knew full well that it would be poignantly, deliciously humiliating. Being there as my wife's white husband as she birthed an obviously black baby--clearly not my child--what could be more embarrassing, more cutting, more of a turn on to a faggot cuckold like me?
Erin played into it--whether it was for her own gratification or to stimulate me, no one will ever know. She was totally open with the medical staff and put Anton's name right onto the birth certificate alongside hers. "Of course this is my alpha Black boyfriend's baby!" she told the doctor and the nurses. "Luckily my little faggot hubby here is a very supportive cucky!" Yes, she said that to them out loud!
The staff were dumbfounded. I blushed--oh, I blushed--but my little faggot clit was rock hard from the humiliation. "Let them see. Let them all see what I am, what I've chosen to be." I thought to myself. Even my little clit was enough to tent my crotch. All the medical staff could see that I was perpetually aroused.
With her newborn boy--Anton Junior--my wife was over the moon in happiness. He was a beautiful, large baby. Dark brown, strong, and beautiful. He took immediately to breastfeeding.
Wow, what a turn on to see my lily white gorgeous wife breastfeeding her chocolate brown baby boy. Wow! What a contrast!
The nurses at the maternity ward tried to keep a poker face, but they simply couldn't. They were constantly laughing and snickering.
Anton visited Erin and their son, even with me in the room. He wore a fitted black t-shirt that strained against his frame and tight jeans that highlighted his massive cock and muscular thighs. That scar through his eyebrow caught the fluorescent light. Together with his intense attitude, he seemed like he'd just come from a fight and was already planning the next one.
He walked over to my wife in her bed straightaway--without so much as acknowledging my presence--and gave her a long, sensual French kiss. Then Anton asked her, "You've done great, bitch. Our son is beautiful. How long until we can go at it again, bitch? You need to make me some more kids, cunt!"
My wife was glowing. "Yes, Anton! I agree! More kids together--rhat would be fabulous!! I'll ask the doctor how soon you can start fucking me again, My Love!"
Yes. "My Love." She had been calling him "My Love" for weeks now.
Anton and my wife made out some more and together enjoyed the baby. They looked like a beautiful little family, I had to admit, with me--her rightful husband--more the outsider.
After what seemed like forever, my wife decided to bring me up in conversation with her Black adonis lover. "Anton, My Love," she said. "Don't you think Danny Boi has been a good cucky? I've been thinking, but of course it's up to you, My Love... Maybe we can start to include the faggot more fully in our life together? Not as a regular 'man,' of course... But more fully as a faggot?"
"Sure, cunt... That's a nice idea... I think you're right. The faggot has certainly demonstrated his loyalty and devotion... Yeah. It would be a fair kindness to include him more... I agree. But he has to be completely submissive."
"Of course, My Love," my wife reinforced for our Master. "Of course."
Master Anton continued. "He sucks my cock whenever I want. He rims my ass when I breed you... He even licks my ass after I take a shit if I feel like it... Drinking my piss--also on the menu."
Anton turned more serious before continuing. "But cunt, are you ready for me to make him fully gay? If we go down this path, he will end up a completely gay sissy faggot... My BBC is like that for the white 'bois.' It's the 'gay maker.' Are you ready for that, bitch?"
"Oh, yes, My Love! Definitely! That would be great if you could make Danny into a hardcore sissy faggot! I think that would be so fulfilling for all of us! *DO IT*! Make him totally gay! Please do it!" my Erin replied to her Master, her lover. "If you make him a total faggot, then I don't have to feel bad anymore for depriving him of my touch... *YES*!! Making him a complete faggot would be for the best!"
"Good to know, cunt!" Anton said.
He then turned to me, at long last. "How about it, Danny Boi? Are you up for becoming my faggot slave? Are you ready to be made a faggot through and through by my BBC? Are you ready to 'pay homage' to this black man for giving you a proper family and for letting you be a part of things? Are you ready to submit *fully* and permanently to BBC and become a totally submissive sissy bitch for BBC??"
Oh, yes!! Yes, faggot was very ready!
The conversation and the scene had already made my little clit hard in my pants from anticipation! I had quietly been praying for this turn of events, after enjoying providing all those various blowjobs at our house the past several months--blowjobs for MANY different men, but not yet for Anton, whose cock I had most adored and craved.
I groaned out my assent. "Unnngggghhhhhhh! *YES*!! Yes, Sir!! I am totally ready to 'pay homage' to you, Sir Master, and any superior black man whom you may so command! YES!! Yes! I've been craving your BBC for months now! *PLEEEASE* let me submit to your BBC!! Yes--absolutely you can make me gay for your BBC! Pleeeease do it!! *PLEEEASE*!!"
"Good!" Anton replied. "Show me your little faggot clit then, sissy. I need to see that it's hard so that I believe you. Take it out! Drop your pants and panties!"
"But, Master! The nurses could come by any second!"
"Ask me if I care, faggot! Challenge an order from me ever again, sissy, and I'll break something!"
"Yes, of course Master! Certainly, Master!" and I dropped my pants and underwear as Anton had commanded. Indeed, my clit was sticking nearly straight out, as hard as it could get within its cage--all thin five inches of it. It was bright red and dripping precum. I was sure without looking.
"Oh, wow! That really is a clit, isn't it?" Anton turned to my wife. "Every time I see it, this clit surprises me how small it is! No wonder you have needed me!"
My wife just smiled. There was nothing she needed to say.
"Time to meet your new best friend, sissy," Anton commanded, his voice a low growl. "Come unleash him."
My hands trembled as I waddled forward on my knees and reached for my Master's belt. My heart beat like a frantic snare drum. Then--just as my fingers had fumbled Anton's buckle open--the door to the room swung wide open without even a faint knock.
A pretty, busty brunette in her early forties stood there, her eyes wide with shock. She was wearing nurse's scrubs, a tray of medications in her hands. The tray clattered to the floor, pills and plastic cups scattering across the linoleum. She didn't run. She just stood there, frozen, her mouth agape as she took in the scene: me, naked except for my clit cage and on my knees in front of Anton, her patient's husband.
Erin, however, didn't miss a beat. She looked from the stunned nurse to me and Anton, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face.
"Roz," she said, her voice calm and steady. "You seem shocked. Don't be. This has been a long time coming." She gestured vaguely toward us. "But it could use an audience. Would you like to stay?"
Roz stammered, her eyes fixed on the bulge in Anton's jeans I was still trying to undo. "I... I... oh my God!"
I resumed working on freeing Anton's cock and managed to get his pants open and pulled down. Anton's magnificent eleven-inch cock sprang free, halfway hard and heavy, already truly impressive.
"Oh. My. God," Roz breathed, her eyes locked onto it.
"Yeah," Erin said with a smirk. "He gets that a lot."
"Open up, bitch," Anton snarled at me, ignoring the nurse. "Time to show me what you got."
I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.
The taste, the weight, the sheer overwhelming presence of him on my tongue--it was everything I had fantasized about and more.
This was my new home. My new center.
Every ridge, every vein, every pulse of his cock against my tongue was a declaration of my submission.
I felt a wave of euphoria flow through me. A profound sense of contentment quickly followed.
This. This is what I had been missing my entire life.
Sucking on the giant ebony cock of my wife's black master. This is where I fully and truly belonged.
I kissed and sucked Anton's incredible love pole as time seemed to stand still.
"Take me deep, faggot," he barked, in harmony with my overwhelming lust for him.
I immediately obeyed--the best I could.
To my amazement and excitement, I managed to take my Master's fabulous phallus balls deep. All eleven inches. "Fuck!" I thought to myself. "All that practice has really paid off! YES! *YESSSS*!! So glad! So happy!"
"Good job, faggot!" Master complimented me from above.
My clit throbbed against its cage.
"YAY!" I thought. "Master is happy! FAN. TAS. TIC!"
Anton proceeded to fuck my face. He really used it like a pussy, with a hand on each side of my head so he could thrust me on and off as he moved his hips as well.
Erin's voice cut through my cloud of lust. "Roz, would you be a love and unlock Danny's clit for him?" Erin tossed a small key to the nurse. "We have a rule around here--junior participants get stuck going near the faggot's measly clit."
"Uh... sure," the gorgeous nurse responded. "Right away. I understand."
Roz fumbled with the key, her hands shaking, but she managed to insert it into the lock on my cage. The click echoed in the quiet room.
Roz's pretty little nose wrinkled in disgust as she saw my bright red, dripping nub up close. "Oh... wow. That's... yeah, that belongs in a cage," she murmured to herself.
I expected as much and felt incredibly grateful anyway. "Hmmmph! Hmppph!!" was all that I could utter, as Anton continued to pummel my face like a pussy.
"Shut up, faggot," Anton commanded, yanking on my hair. "Stay on task."
He continued fucking my face in earnest, his heavy balls slapping against my chin.
I was lost in bliss--in the sensation, the humiliation, the pure delight of finally servicing My Lord.
Roz watched, transfixed, one hand unconsciously shoved down her pants, playing with herself.
With a final, brutal thrust, Anton roared and flooded my throat. "Fuck yeah! Take it, faggot! Take it all! YYYESSSS! Yes! *YYYESSSS*! ARRRRGHHHHH! *YEAH*"
The force of his eruption, the bitter taste of his seed, the public nature of it all--it was too much.
My untouched clit, now free, pulsed and spurted, spraying my own cum all over the floor in a noisy, shuddering orgasm that ripped through me.
My own noises were muffled by having a face full of cock. "Harumpppphhhhh! Hmmmmmmmph! HARUMPPPPPPPPH!"
I slumped back, gasping, my face a mess of spit and cum. "Thank you, Master," I murmured. "Thank you so much!"
"Sure thing, faggot," Anton said, tucking himself away. "And welcome to your new gay life... Now lick your cum off the floor, faggot."
I obeyed instantly, even though my cum was mixed with odd bits of dust and dirt on the floor. It didn't even occur to me to hesitate or disobey.
When I was done cleaning up, Anton reached into his pocket and pulled out a black leather collar with a small silver plaque riveted to it. He fastened it around my neck.
"Property of Anton," the plaque read. "So you'll constantly be reminded of who owns you," Anton said, giving the collar a sharp tug as he snapped it on my neck. "Don't ever take this off. Not even for swimming, only for bathing. When it eventually gets ratty, I'll get you a new one. A dress shirt can cover it for work."
My fingers instinctively went to the collar, feeling the soft leather against my skin. "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master." It fit me perfectly to the millimeter. As if it was always meant to be.
A feeling of accomplishment and pride flowed through me. "I'm his now," I thought to myself. "At last I'm really his!"
Erin looked at the still-stunned nurse. "Ever see anything like that, Roz?"
"No," Roz whispered, finally finding her voice. "That was... unbelievable. I never saw a cock like that--or a penis so small." She gestured vaguely at my still naked clit. "Shit, even my little Eddie is bigger than that!"
"Yeah," Erin said, laughing lightly. "Danny hears that all the time. That's one of the reasons he's a cock-loving faggot now. He loves worshipping what he doesn't have."
"Wow..." Roz said, shaking her head in disbelief. "I mean just wow."
Anton looked Roz up and down, a predatory gleam in his eye. "Would you like some, too? I'm good to go again in just a few minutes."
"Uh... I dunno," Roz stammered, taking a half-step back. "It's my fertile time..."
"No problem," Anton said with a shrug and a wide grin. "I love breeding married white bitches!"
"Give the girl a break, My Love," Erin said, waving a hand dismissively. "She has a lot to process." She turned to Roz. "Roz, would you like to give us your number?"
Roz quickly scrawled a number on a scrap of paper from the pocket of her scrubs. "Yes. Call me when you're home. Yeah. PLEASE! That would be great. I'd really like that!" And then she scurried out of the room, leaving the scent of her own arousal hanging in the air.
I guessed Roz was one of those slutty nurses my guy pals have been joking about for years, to take an interest in Anton and his gargantuan BBC so quickly. But who am I to judge, right?
The next step in my cuckolding journey came about a week later, when Anton Jr. and all of us were home from the hospital. Erin came into the bathroom one evening as I was getting ready for bed--armed with supplies for waxing, and also an extra razor and shaving cream.
"Master Anton wants you smooth," she said simply. "Everything below the neck."
I let my wife get to work removing my body hair. "Yes, as Master desires," I said simply.
The hot wax was a shock against my skin, followed by the sharp, stinging pain as she ripped the strips away.
She started with my chest, then my arms, leaving the skin smooth and raw.
When she moved to my legs, making me lift them one at a time like a child, I felt a profound sense of surrender.
The razor was a cold, scraping whisper against my most private areas, removing the last traces of my masculine hair.
I watched in the mirror as my outside finally caught up with my inside. The last barriers--short of disfiguring and inconceivable butchery--to my true sissy self were stripped away, leaving me completely smooth and utterly owned.
My clit--still too small to be called a "penis," of course--stuck out like something grotesque and incongruous. Yet it made sense in its own way.
"Good girl," my wife said, running a hand over my now-smooth skin. "You look much better."
I had nothing to say. What was there to say? Eventually I murmured a simple reply. "Thank you, Mistress."
A few minutes later, I, Danny, was kneeling in the living room, freshly shaved, wearing my pink panties, waiting for Anton to arrive for his evening session with Erin. The baby was asleep. Erin was in the bedroom getting ready.
The doorbell rang. I knew immediately it wasn't Anton. He would have used his key and walked right in.
Anton, by this time, came and went as he pleased. He liked the freedom of his own apartment even as he was certainly the master of our home, too.
I crawled to answer the door--kneeling or crawling were my *expected* greeting postures now.
I expected one of Anton's well-known friends or perhaps a neighbor, come for his "turn."
Instead, I found a man I'd never seen before.
He was shorter than Anton and even shorter than me--maybe five-eight--but broadly built, with thick arms and a friendly face.
His skin was a warm medium brown, and he had a neatly trimmed beard and close-cropped hair. He was wearing jeans and a fitted t-shirt that showed off his physique.
He looked down at me and grinned. "So you're the new black cock faggot I've heard so much about."
"Yes, Sir. May I help you?"
"You can let me in, for starters." He stepped past me into the house like he owned the place. "I'm Baxter. Anton's told me a lot about you."
Baxter. I'd heard the name. Anton had mentioned a "bi friend" who might be interested in meeting me. My clit twitched in its cage.
"Anton's told me about you too, Sir," I said, closing the door and returning to my knees.
"All good things, I hope." Baxter settled onto the couch, spreading his legs casually. "He says you're becoming quite the little cocksucker. That true?"
"I... I try to serve well, Sir."
"We'll see about that." Baxter patted his crotch. "But that's not why I'm here tonight. Anton says it's time you graduated."
"Graduated, Sir?"
"From mouth to pussy." Baxter's grin widened. "Your *boi* pussy!"
My stomach clenched. My cage strained. I'd been wearing plugs for months--increasingly large ones--but I'd not yet taken a real cock. Not there.
"Anton says you're ready," Baxter continued. "And what Anton says, goes. Isn't that right, faggot?"
"Yes, Sir. Whatever Master Anton says."
"Good girl." Baxter stood and unbuttoned his jeans. "Let's see what we're working with."
He pushed his pants down. His cock was already semi-hard--thick, veined, and *long*. Not quite Anton's eleven inches, but roughly ten, and just as thick.
"Like what you see, pansy Danny?"
I stared at it, mesmerized. "Yes, Sir. It's beautiful."
"Anton said you'd say that." Baxter wrapped his hand around his shaft and stroked it slowly. "He also said you've been dreaming about this. About getting your boi pussy fucked for the first time. Is that true?"
My mouth was dry. My clit was throbbing against its cage. "Yes, Sir. I've... I have been... thinking about it." I was too shy to admit directly that it had been in my dreams.
"Good. Because I'm going to fuck you tonight. I'm going to claim you. I'm going to pop your cherry and make you cum like the little sissy faggot you are." Baxter stepped closer, his cock now inches from my face. "But first, get it nice and wet. Show me those cocksucking skills Anton's been bragging about."
I leaned forward and took Baxter's cock into my mouth. It was different from Anton's-- different shape, different taste--but still magnificent. I worshipped it with my tongue, coating it in saliva, taking as much as I could into my throat.
"Good girl," Baxter groaned. "That's it. Get it nice and slick. Because where it's going, you're going to want all the lube you can get."
I sucked him for several minutes, my jaw aching, my clit leaking into my panties. When he was fully hard and dripping with my saliva, he pulled back.
"Enough. On the bed. On all fours. Face and shoulders down. Ass up."
I scrambled to obey, my heart pounding. I walked to the bedroom on shaky legs, Baxter following behind me. Erin was there, sitting in a chair in the corner, watching with a smile.
"Hi, Baxter," she said. "Enjoying my sissy?"
"Very much, cunt. Anton said I could break her in tonight."
"Yes! I've been looking forward to this... You two are going to have a *great* time! Me, too... I get to watch."
"And you had better uncage her little clit. Cruel not to."
Erin moved forward and released my throbbing, pulsing, dripping little clit.


I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself as instructed--face down, ass up, my clit hard and twitching in the air, only a few inches above the mattress. I felt Baxter's hands on my hips, pulling my panties down my thighs.
"Look at that," he said, running a finger down my crack. "Smooth and pretty. Just like a real girl's pussy."
He circled my hole with his finger. I shivered.
"Anton says you've been wearing plugs. Biggest one for a week now?"
"Yes, Sir."
"Good. That means you're ready for the real thing." I heard him spit, then felt his saliva on my hole. He worked it in with his finger, then added more. "This is going to hurt at first. But I want you to remember--this is what you were made for. This is your purpose. To serve cock with every hole you have."
"Yes, Sir," I whispered.
I felt the head of his cock press against my opening. My breath caught.
"Relax, faggot. Push out, like you're trying to go. Let me in."
I tried to relax. I pushed out. And then--
The head of Baxter's cock pressed, stretched, and then squeezed through my opening. I gasped. It was a sharp, burning intrusion nothing like the plugs.
"Holy shit," Baxter groaned. "You're tight, girl. Tight little virgin boi pussy. Don't worry--I'll stretch you out... And you're certainly a virgin no more!"
Baxter pushed his thick ten-inch pole into my boi pussy slowly, little by little.
The burning intensified, but so did something else: a deep, full feeling that made my clit throb against its cage.
Then I felt Master Baxter hit something inside me, something that sent sparks of pleasure through my body.
"There it is," Baxter said, as if reading my mind. "That's your 'sissy spot.' That's what's going to make you cum like a girl."
He was fully inside me now. I could feel his balls against my ass, his hips pressed to my cheeks. Ten inches of cock buried in my boi pussy.
"How does it feel, faggot?" Erin asked from her chair.
"Full," I gasped. "So full. It's... it's..."
"Amazing?" Baxter supplied, pulling back slowly.
"Yes," I moaned. "Oh God, *YESSSS*!"
He thrust forward again, and I saw stars.
Baxter started fucking me with long, steady strokes.
Each thrust pressed against my prostate, sending waves of pleasure through my body.
The initial burning faded, replaced by an intense, overwhelming sensation that was unlike anything I'd ever felt.
"This is what you were made for, girl," Baxter said, his pace increasing. "This is what that little clit of yours was preparing you for, faggot--to be a sissy hole for real men to use."
"Yes," I moaned. "Yes, Sir. I'm a hole. I'm a sissy hole for *COCKKK*!"
"You're never going to want to fuck pussy again after this," Baxter continued. "Not that you were ever really fucking it anyway. That little clit was just a tease. Your real sex organ is this--" he thrust hard, hitting my prostate perfectly "--your boi pussy."
"UNNNGGHHH!" I groaned. My clit was throbbing, pulsing and twitching--and oozing precum steadily onto the sheets.
I could feel an orgasm building--not in my clit, but *inside* me, deep in my core.
"That's it, faggot," Baxter said. "I can feel you getting close. Your pussy is clenching around my cock. You're going to cum, aren't you, faggot? You're going to cum from getting fucked in your sissy pussy."
"I... I don't know... I've never..."
"You're going to cum like a girl," Baxter said. "No one's touching your little clit. You're going to cum from cock alone. From being fucked. From being a faggot."
He increased his pace, pounding into me harder, faster. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, building and building inside me.
"Tell me what you are," Baxter commanded.
"I'm a sissy," I gasped. "I'm a *FAGGOT*! I'm a boi pussy slut for *COCK*!"
"Whose cock owns you?"
"*YOUR*, Master Baxter! And--and any cock Master Anton gives me to serve!"
"Are you going to cum for me, sissy? Are you going to show me what a little faggot you are?"
"YES! Oh God, *YYYESSSSSSS*! I'm going to--I'm--"
The orgasm hit me like a freight train.
It started deep inside, in my prostate, and radiated outward in waves.
My whole body shook.
My boi pussy clenched around Baxter's cock.
And my clit--untouched, ignored, forgotten--spurted and sprayed cum all over the sheets beneath me.
I screamed. I couldn't help it.
It was the most intense orgasm of my life--completely different from anything I'd experienced before. Not a clit orgasm. A *pussy* orgasm.
"OOOHHHH FUUUUCCCKKKK!" I wailed. "I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING FROM BEING FUCKED! OH GOD! *OH GAWWWWWWD*! I'M A SISSY! I'M A *FAGGGOTTTTTT*! I'M CUMMING LIKE A GIRL!"
"That's it, sissy," Baxter groaned, still pounding into me. "Cum for me. Milk my cock with your boi pussy. Show me what a good little faggot you are!"
My orgasm seemed to last forever--wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me as Baxter fucked me through it.
My clit kept spurting, even though no one was touching it.
I was cumming purely from cock, purely from being fucked.
Through my haze of pleasure, I heard Erin cry out from her chair--"Oh fuck, *YES*! That's it, take that cock, faggot!" Her voice cracked as her own orgasm ripped through her. She came *with* me and *because* of me, watching me get fucked like a girl.
When I finally came down, Baxter was still going.
He flipped me onto my back, pushed my legs up, and slid back inside me in one smooth motion.
"Round two, faggot," he said with a grin. "This time, I'm going to cum inside you. I'm going to breed your boi pussy like Anton breeds your wife's cunt."
"Yes, Sir," I moaned, still trembling from my orgasm. "Please breed me. Please cum in my pussy!"
Baxter fucked me harder now, chasing his own release. I could only lie there and take it--my clit still hard because I was so incredibly excited, my boi pussy still clenching around Baxter's cock, my body completely surrendered to his use.
When he came, he roared and slammed into me deep, holding himself there as he pumped his seed into my ass. I could feel it--hot, thick, filling me up.
"Take it, sissy," he groaned. "Take my *CUM*! Take it like the faggot you are!"
"Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir. Thank you for breeding my pussy!"
Baxter pulled out and stood up, his cock glistening with cum and my ass juices.
He looked down at me--lying on the bed, legs spread, his load leaking from my well-fucked hole--and smiled.
"Welcome to your new life, faggot," he said. "That pansy pussy of yours is going to be getting a lot of use from now on."
I lay there, trembling, my boi pussy throbbing, my clit still oozing precum, Baxter's cum dripping from my hole and onto the sheets.
Erin came over and looked down at me. "How was it, Danny? Was it everything you dreamed of?"
I met her eyes. "Life-changing," I whispered. "It was everything... and *more*!"
She smiled. "Good. Because Anton says Baxter's just the beginning. He has a lot of friends who want to meet you and fuck you like a girl."
My clit twitched, spasmed, and oozed.
I couldn't wait.
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Six weeks after Anton Junior's birth, Erin was healed and cleared for sex.
I'd been in chastity for many months, nearly since the beginning. Months of cleaning Erin after her lovers. Months of constant, desperate, *unbearable* arousal with infrequent release.
And six weeks now of servicing Anton's cock with my mouth and throat. Weeks of licking his ass.
My caged clit had become a constant ache. I'd wake up mostly hard against the cage, swollen and praying for satisfaction, my panties damp with precum.
I'd serve Anton regularly, his cock filling my throat, and my precum leaking helplessly into my silk panties.
I'd clean Erin every night, tasting other men's cum, and feel my clit throbbing against its metal prison.
Anton never *personally* unlocked me to let me cum. "It's beneath me, faggot, to go near your little thing," he'd say. It fell to my wife to take pity and unlock me, and luckily she wasn't too severe. Usually, she'd let me cum once a week. Sometimes, only every other.
The night Erin was cleared to have sex again after childbirth, Anton called me into the bedroom.
I entered wearing my required uniform: shaved smooth and wearing nothing but panties and my clit cage. My clit was already straining against the cage from anticipation.
Erin was on the bed. Naked. Beautiful. Her post-pregnancy body was somehow even more attractive--her breasts larger from nursing, her hips slightly wider, her ass still perfectly round. She looked even more incredible than before childbirth--at least to me.
Anton stood beside the bed, also naked. His eleven-inch cock hung between his thighs, thick and heavy.
"Tonight's a special night, Danny Boi," Anton said, a possessive gleam in his eye. "You've watched me fuck her. You've watched me use her. But you've never watched this."
My heart thumped harder. "Master?"
"She's healed. She's fertile. And tonight, you're not just watching me fuck her. You're going to watch me breed her. You're going to sit in your chair--" he pointed to my usual spot in the corner. "--and you're going to witness our next conception. You're going to sit there in your cage and your panties and learn on a new, more profound level how you're only just a spectator to your wife serving me as my breeding slut."
"Thank you, Master," I whispered.
"But first--" Anton reached into a drawer and pulled out an extra-large butt plug, dark brown and shaped like a big black cock. "This goes in. I want you full while you watch."
Anton tossed it to me, along with some lube. "Put it in yourself, faggot," he said. "I'm not in the mood to go anywhere near your little faggot ass."
I readily complied.
"Sit," Anton commanded. "Sit, and stay quiet now, dipshit."
I sat. The plug shifted inside me, pressing against my prostate. My clit throbbed against its cage. I was already desperate, and not much had even happened yet.
Anton turned to Erin. "Spread your legs, cunt. Show your husband your used pussy--your thrashed cunt that's been resized for black!"
Erin smiled at me--almost sweetly--and opened her legs. Her pussy was beautiful. Pink, swollen, and glistening with arousal.
It was the pussy that I hadn't touched in nearly a year. The pussy that now belonged completely to Anton.
"Look at it, Danny Boi," Erin said. "Look at what Master Anton owns. Look at what you've lost."
Anton climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between Erin's thighs. His massive cock was nearly hard now, the eleven inches jutting out from his body like a weapon.
He rubbed the head against Erin's opening. His cock stiffened all the way.
My wife gasped, and her hips rose to meet Anton's pole.
"Watch closely, faggot," Anton said, not bothering to look in my direction. "Watch me take what's mine."
And then he pushed inside.
Erin's moan was unlike anything I'd heard before. This was raw, desperate, *grateful* at a whole other level, in a whole other galaxy. "Oh God, Master!" she cried. "*THANK YOU*! Oh God, I *missed* you, Master!"
My wife's eyes rolled back in her head as Anton's cock stretched her open, inch by inch.
"Oh *God*," she gasped, again and again. "Oh God, I've missed this so *MUCH*! *UNNNGHHHH*! You're so big, Master... ungh... So... fuh-cking... *BIG*... Oh God! I *LOVE YOU*! Unggghhhh... I *LOVE* your cock!"
I watched in agonized fascination as Anton's cock disappeared into my wife's incredible, perfect female form.
I could see her pussy stretching around his girth, her lips clinging to his shaft as he pulled back, then swallowing him again as he thrust forward.
I watched my wife become someone I could never have again--not just because she was his, but because I was seeing, for the first time, what Erin had always needed, what I had never provided her, and what I never, ever could: breeding by a superior man, through his incredible, humongous, superior black cock.
Anton began to fuck my Erin with long, powerful strokes.
The bed creaked beneath them.
Erin's big, gorgeous breasts--now swollen to a full 34DD from being heavy with milk--bounced with each thrust. Those beautiful breasts I used to suckle, now enlarged and swollen, bounced for another man's pleasure.
"Tell your little faggot how it feels," Anton commanded.
"It feels incredible," Erin moaned, looking at him, rather than me, with glazed eyes. "It feels like being *filled*. Like being *claimed*. Like nothing the faggot ever gave me. Nothing. His little clit could never--*ungh*--could never make me feel *anything* like this!"
My hands gripped the chair's edges, knuckles white. I could feel my own pulse in my caged clit, throbbing in time with their rhythm. I leaked steadily into my panties, a wet spot spreading across the pink silk.
Anton flipped Erin over. She got on her hands and knees, her incredible ass in the air--the ass I'd begged to fuck for years, the ass she'd always denied me.
"Watch this, sissy," Anton said. "Watch me take the ass you never got."
He pushed into her ass slowly. Erin screamed--not in pain, in pleasure. Her fingers clawed at the sheets.
"Yes! Master! Take my ass! It's yours! It's always been *YOURS*!"
I watched Anton's massive cock stretch my wife's asshole, the same hole she'd saved for him, the same hole she'd never let me near. And I watched her *love it*.
Her face was pure ecstasy--mouth open, eyes closed, lost in pleasure I could never provide.
Anton slapped and grabbed my wife's juicy ass, turning it pink, then red, then bright red. I knew it would be black and blue later. But did she complain? Far from it. Rather, she seemed to *LOVE* it. She even egged him on. "YESSSSSS!" she shouted. "Beat my juicy ass! Grab my fat ass! Smack me! Smack me *HARD*! *UNGGGGGGGGHHH*! I *love* it! Keep at it, my love!"
"Don't mind if I do, bitch!" Anton replied flatly. "Don't mind if I do!"
My clit was painful now, straining so hard against its cage it seemed as though the metal might break open--though of course it didn't. Precum oozed through my panties onto the chair.
Anton fucked Erin's ass for twenty minutes--squeezing and beating her ass and hips for most of it. "Shit!" I thought to myself. "She's not going to be able to sit down for a week after this!"
I'm sure on some level, my wife was aware she was going to be badly bruised, but that didn't seem to stop her from enjoying the beating, nor from egging her black Master on.
"Yes, Master! I love it! Smack my ass *AY-GAAAIN*!" she'd shout.
And for twenty minutes I watched, riveted, as my wife came over and over on another man's cock--a real, true, gigantic cock--not a measly faggot clit, like my poor excuse for a sex organ.
Twenty minutes, I sat riveted, watching my gorgeous Erin cum again and again as she got ass-fucked and smacked, and loved every second of it.
She came endlessly without anyone--not her, not Anton, and certainly not me!--even anywhere near her clit!
Twenty minutes, I stared in awe at her body--*my wife's body*--as it responded like a violin to her alpha black maestro in ways it never, ever would for me. Not remotely even in a million years.
Anton then flipped my wife over and had her suck him clean of her ass juices before fucking her missionary in the pussy again.
"Lick me clean, bitch. Ass-to-mouth! That's the ticket!" he yelled at her. "Gotta get that ass juice off before I breed your pussy, bitch!"
"Absolutely, Master! Absolutely," she said, as she lovingly licked his giant phallus clean.
A few moments later, Anton was balls-deep in my wife's pussy again.
"Yes!" she shouted. "It's been way too long! *BREED* me my love. *BREED* me *AYY-GAAAIN*!"
When Anton finally came, he roared like an animal, pumping his seed deep into Erin's pussy.
She came with him, her whole body shaking.
"Thank you, Master," she murmured afterwards. "Thank you for breeding me."
Anton pulled out and shot me a quick glance. I was trembling, desperate, destroyed.
"Clean her, sissy... but don't go too deep. Just lick up whatever oozes right out... Hopefully, she'll 'take' from tonight."
I crawled to the bed on my hands and knees and did what I was trained to do. I licked Anton's cum from my wife's pussy--as he ordered, just what oozed out--while my caged clit throbbed and leaked and ached.
I didn't cum until the next morning. Anton wouldn't allow it.
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The Monday of a fateful week that Anton started teasing me on a new and surprising topic. He started in on it while we were at the office.
"Faggot," he began. "I've been thinking about how to further your submission... I mean, I do seem to have you well-owned and all, but I like making you feel as low as possible. Sorry to say, it turns me on. Handily, it seems to turn on your wife and--if we're being honest--you, too. Wouldn't you say so, faggot?"
"Uh..." I stammered, unsure where my Master was leading with this, but of course I could only acknowledge the truth. "Uh... Yes. That's true sir. Humiliating your faggot does seem to work well for all of us. Yes sir."
"Good, I'm glad we're being honest with each other. Very glad..."
Anton trailed off, as if he was undecided if he wanted to reveal any more.
In fact, he didn't reveal any more that Monday and just had me blow him under his desk.
Two days later, on Wednesday, he continued. "So, faggot... Strip and sit naked on the floor. I want to see how your little faggot clit responds as we talk today." He locked his office door, closed the shades, and then tossed me the key to my clit cage so I could briefly unlock myself for him.
Having me strip so he could watch my reaction was a typical trick that Anton pulled on me when he was about to titillate me with something new. Immediately my little faggot clit got hard in anticipation.
"Ha!" he guffawed. "Hard just at the thought of hearing a new plan from me... Pfffft, such a predictable faggot... Pathetic really."
"Yes sir, if you say so. Your faggot is pathetic."
"Glad we agree, Danny Boi. Glad we agree... So faggot, tell me... Tell me about your first love... As beautiful as Erin is, she is not your first love, is she?"
I proceeded to let him know all about the adorable blonde, Melody, whom I had fallen in love with freshman year in college. I told him everything.
"Her name's Melody. Blonde hair, blue eyes, freckles across her nose. Thin--small breasts, tight little body, great ass. We dated freshman year. Eight months. I was crazy about her. We'd spend nights in her dorm room--I'd go down on her for hours. She'd come so hard she'd cry. I thought we were perfect together."
"What happened?" Anton asked, though I suspected he already knew.
"She broke it off. Said she loved me but wasn't 'in love' with me. It stung really badly--still does. And she started dating Peyton, now her husband, two weeks later."
"Do you think you know why she really left, Danny?"
I hesitated. "I... I always wondered. She seemed to enjoy the oral. But when we started having actual sex... she never came. She'd say 'that was nice, Dan,' but... I could tell. Something was missing."
"Something like a real cock, hunh?"
"Yes, Master," My clit twitched as I confessed it. "I always suspected my... what we now call my 'clit'... was the problem. But I never knew for sure... Who really knows..."
"Cocksucker, you seem to think I didn't already know about Melody," Anton shook his head slowly. "What a fucking faggot cocksucker, you are... I make it my *business* to know things. Especially things I can use to control my property, my property like *you*."
My stomach clenched. "You... you already knew about Melody?"
"Everything. Blonde. Blue eyes. Freckles. Same age as you, now thirty-two. Married to some white accountant named Peyton who plays golf on weekends and fucks her missionary twice a month--if that." Anton leaned forward. "Hmm... Maybe I know more than you? Most important--she was your first love, and I can tell that you still have feelings for her. Your wife thinks so, too, by the way... You know what else I know? Melody has been thinking about stepping out. She hasn't done it yet. But your wife tells me Melody's been asking questions. Questions about me. About what happens in your house, this office, wherever."
My clit twitched. "She has?"
"Oh, yes... Which tells me something important." Anton stood and walked toward me, his crotch at eye level. "It tells me that your sweet little Melody--your first love, the one who got away--is just like your wife used to be: a sweet, delicious, little white wife who's not yet been properly fucked... A white wife with a hungry cunt that her husband's little white dick can't ever hope to satisfy... If it makes you feel better, Peyton supposedly has a seven-incher, and it still doesn't satisfy your ex-girlfriend."
Funny thing was--that did make me feel better, actually, to learn that even a respectable seven inches wasn't enough to satisfy my first love.
Master Anton gripped my chin and forced me to look up at him.
"So here's what's going to happen, faggot... I'm going to take her. I'm going to black your first love--make her black-owned and black-bred. Just like your wife. And I'm going to do it right in front of you, so you can be fully *reminded* of what you have lost. So you can live it over again. Except this time? This time, I expect it will be *worse*--or, if we're being honest... Maybe I should say it will be *better*? Yeah... I *do* think you will like it even better... It's your lucky day, faggot."
My mouth opened. No words came out. My clit was rock hard, bright red, oozing precum onto the floor, as feelings of dread and arousal mixed together and washed through me.
Anton laughed. "No need to answer. Danny Boi's little clit says everything." He released my chin and stepped back. "At least everything important... And good news--your Mistress Erin and I have already put it *all* in motion."
"She's coming to dinner Friday," Anton continued. "She told her husband she's having a girls' night. Peyton thinks she's doing facials and watching rom-coms with Erin."
He smirked and continued. "She may end up getting a facial, all right Ha! Erin invited her. Told her about me--about my qualifications. Your wife's been grooming her for weeks, faggot. Showing her pictures. Telling her stories about what we do. Melody's curious. She's been asking questions."
Anton stood and walked toward me, his crotch at eye level. "By the following Friday, the love of your pathetic little life won't be curious anymore. She'll be begging."
My clit spasmed. "The following Friday, Master?"
"This Friday she gets comfortable--sees what you've become, meets me, learns what's possible." Anton flicked my forehead. "The following Friday, she gets bred. Yup, 'repro' sex straightaway... And you get to watch the woman you still love, even now, discover what you could never give her. Watch her discover what black can do for her."
"Oh God! Really, Master?"
"Yes, really, faggot."
"Oh my God! That'll be so fabulous, Master!"
"I thought you would think so, faggot... Although I wasn't sure you'd admit it right away... I'm kind of disappointed, to be honest... It would be a little hotter if you weren't looking forward to it so much... Oh, well! I guess I can't have everything."
"Sorry, Master. Faggot apologizes."
"Thanks for saying, faggot... crawl over here and you can give me an apology BJ while I get back to work!"
Anton allowed me to beat off into a rubber as I blew him. "Just so your clit can soften up enough, faggot, to go back in its cage--where it belongs." The rubber made sure I wouldn't get any cum on him--Anton couldn't care less that it decreased my enjoyment.
That first Friday, I spent the day in a fog of anticipation, my clit constantly straining against its cage.
Erin directed my preparation for the evening--freshly waxed and shaved everywhere; frilly lace panties; effeminate, pale blue pants; and a new element.
My wife presented me with a new t-shirt. "Master Anton and I want you in a proper uniform for Melody's visit."
The t-shirt was bright pink with bold black letters. "Faggot for BBC" on the front. "BBC Size Queen, Owned by Anton" on the back.
"Put it on, Danny Boi," Erin commanded. "Now."
I pulled the t-shirt over my head, the smooth cotton fabric belied the stark message. The letters felt like hot branding irons on my chest and back.
"Perfect," Erin said with a smirk. "Now Melody will understand exactly what you've become from moment one."
The doorbell rang at seven.
Melody stood on the porch, bottle of wine in hand, looking effortlessly beautiful in a simple white blouse and jeans. Her blonde hair was down, framing her face. Those blue eyes met mine and she smiled.
"Dan! It's been too long... Or, pardon me... I should say your new name, 'Danny Boi.' Hi there, Danny Boi!"
"Hi, Miss Melody. Yes, it's Danny Boi now. Thank you." I stepped aside to let her in, as I was already starting to blush from the beginnings of being humiliated in front of my first love. "Great to see you. Come in."
"Nice t-shirt, Danny!" Melody added. "Indeed! I've heard you have become *quite* the faggot for big black cock, quite the hardcore, committed BBC faggot and size queen... Hey, if it works for you, I'm all for it!"
Without waiting for any reply, she handed me the wine and walked past me into the living room. I caught a hint of her perfume--something light and floral, very similar to what she wore when we first met and I had fallen so hard for her, so many years ago now.
Everything about her brought back memories of those nights in her dorm room, her thighs around my ears, her voice breaking as she came, her hand later on my little dick, and a few times me inside her.
My clit strained against its cage, throbbing.
"Melody!" Erin came out of the kitchen and hugged her friend--they had also met in college and by coincidence become friends. "You look amazing!"
"So do you! Motherhood agrees with you." Melody's eyes scanned Erin's figure. "Seriously, how do you look that good after having a baby?"
"Anton keeps me very... active." Erin grinned.
Melody raised an eyebrow. "Speaking of which, where is this famous boyfriend?"
"He'll be here soon. He had a late meeting." Erin took Melody's arm and led her to the couch. "Wine?"
"Please."
I served them. It felt natural now--serving, fetching, hovering at the edges. Melody noticed.
"Dan's... I mean Danny... he's being very... attentive," she said, accepting her glass.
"He's learned his place," Erin said lightly.
Melody looked at me. Really looked. Her eyes lingered on my face. She found nothing but serenity plus some mild embarrassment because I was not accustomed to being put on display for former loves, that's for sure!
Then her eyes took in my t-shirt again. "And a faggot for BBC," Melody read aloud. "Really?"
I kept quiet, like a good submissive.
"Yes," Erin answered for me. "Danny Boi has become what he was always meant to be. A sissy. A cuckold. A servant to his wife and her Master. And--most of all, most certainly--a faggot for big black cock."
Melody's eyes widened. She looked at me again. I kept my gaze down, blushing. Let her look. Let her see what I've become.
"You're serious," Melody said slowly.
"Completely. Watch this." Erin snapped her fingers. "Faggot, kneel."
I knelt. Automatically. Instinctively.
Melody's mouth fell open. "Holy shit. Dan... I mean 'Danny'... are you... are you okay with this?"
"Yes, Miss Melody," I said, my voice quiet.
"Miss?" She looked at Erin. "He called me 'Miss.' He did that at the door, too."
"Because you're his superior," Erin said. "Just like me. Just like Anton. Faggot Danny Boi serves anyone in our home now."
"Wow! That's something else!" Melody said.
"Oh, and that's for starters... We also keep him hairless and in panties. Here, I'll show you." And Erin lifted my shirt and lowered my pale blue trousers to show Melody.
"You're not joking, Erin! Shit! He really *is* a sissy now, isn't he?" Melody thought out loud.
"Totally," Erin replied. "Danny Boi even likes to get fucked in his boi pussy."
"That I've got to see!" my first love responded.
"Noted... And we'll arrange it!" my wife promised, further embarrassing me. I turned beet red, I'm sure, even as I was immensely turned on.
"Oh!" Erin added. "And I almost forgot... I'm sure you remember his little excuse for a penis... Well, we call that his 'faggot clit' now, since it's only good for his own pleasure... And we keep it locked up... Faggot, let's show that to Miss Melody, too!"
I made sure I was on my knees and close enough to the two women and allowed my wife to pull my pants and panties down. I knew that she would want it that way.
"Sheesh!" Melody exclaimed. "Yeah... 'faggot clit' *is* a good name for his little thing! I wish *I* had had the guts to think of that! Totally! It really is only big enough for his own entertainment. That's for sure... Good for you guys keeping it locked up!"
"Anton sized the cage perfectly," Erin said. "It lets him get just hard enough to hope, to get almost all the way erect, and to be uncomfortable without *usually* being outright painful."
Having my caged clit exposed to my first love was beyond arousing. It was the most humiliating act I could even imagine and for me--a thoroughly submissive, fully subjugated faggot cuckold--it was beyond arousing.
It was utterly next level. Well beyond sublime.
My clit strained against its cage in its battle to get hard. It strained so hard I thought it might bruise--or perhaps, with some miracle, succeed at breaking through.
But alas, my faggot clit did not miraculously break through its cage. Instead, it throbbed and ached--and because of how aroused I was, it ached painfully.
I was so unbelievably aroused that I even let out a low groan--something I rarely did nowadays, as a well-broken-in submissive. "Arrrghhhhhhhhh!" I said, not quite managing to eat my own sound. The women--my superiors--heard me.
"See Melody," my wife explained. "This is all incredibly arousing to Danny. He really was meant to be a submissive faggot. He loves, loves, loves that I showed you his caged little clit."
Never was a truer remark said.
Anton arrived twenty minutes later. He walked in without knocking, his presence immediately filling the room. He was wearing a tight black shirt and gray slacks, his massive frame even more imposing than usual.
He looked at me kneeling by the couch, then at Melody.
"This is the friend?" he asked Erin.
"Melody, this is Anton," Erin said. "Anton, this is our good friend, Melody."
Anton walked over to Melody and looked down at her. She had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes.
"So," he said. "You're the one who's been asking about my cock."
Melody blushed--actually blushed. I'd rarely seen her blush before.
"I... uh... Erin... Erin told me some things," Melody stammered. "It made me curious."
"Curious." Anton smiled. "Yeah... That's how it starts. Next Friday, a week from now, you can do more than be curious."
"Friday," Melody repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Eight PM. No birth control. No playing with yourself between now and then. No sex with your dipshit husband. You come here desperate and ready. And tell Peyton you're staying overnight. You won't be going home until the following afternoon--at the earliest." Anton's eyes held hers. "Understand?"
Melody swallowed. "Yes."
"Good... With that settled, let's relax together, get further acquainted." Anton turned to me. "Sissy, get us all beers, then dinner."
I scrambled to obey.
Dinner was surreal. I served while the three of them ate--Anton at the head of the table, Erin and Melody across from each other on each side of him. I stood in the corner, waiting for orders, my caged clit aching.
Anton and my wife ignored me--that came easily to them by this point. Only Melody paid me any attention at all.
Melody occasionally glanced over, her expression confused and fascinated. I wondered what she was seeing. Her college boyfriend--now a feminized, caged servant. I wondered what that meant to her.
"So, Danny Boi," Melody called over to me during a lull in conversation. "Are you... happy?"
"Happy, Miss?"
"You seem different. Submissive. I always thought you were more... assertive."
"I've found my true self, Miss Melody," I said. It was the truth, even if it sounded rehearsed.
Anton laughed. "She's asking if you like being a sissy faggot, Danny Boi. Tell her the truth."
I looked at Melody--her gorgeous blue eyes, her adorable freckles, her beautiful blonde hair. The woman I'd loved first, well before Erin. The woman I'd never stopped thinking about.
"I love it," I said. "I love serving Master Anton. I love being a faggot for BBC. I love cleaning my wife after she's been fucked by Anton or other superior black men. It's who I am."
Melody stared at me for a long moment. Then she turned to Anton.
"Friday," she said. "I'll definitely be here."
Before long, dinner was over. Anton made it clear that would be the end of the evening's visit. "Thank you for stopping by, sweet Melody," he said. "I do look forward to having you soon."
"Anton..." Melody began a question.
"Yes?"
"May I kiss you good night?"
"No. Sorry, bitch. Kisses are for my sluts. That's for next weekend, bitch."
"I understand, Sir... Sorry..."
"That's okay, bitch... You had no way of knowing."
Melody closed the distance to the door, which my wife then opened for her.
My sexy ex-girlfriend, pink from embarrassment, turned back, her expression shifting--something fragile beneath her enthusiasm.
"Anton... Erin... faggot Danny... I don't know what I'm doing. My husband... Peyton... He's a good man." She twisted her wedding ring. "I guess I just have been too empty for too long."
The next day, my phone buzzed with a text from Melody: "Can we talk? Privately?"
We met at a coffee shop near her office.
She looked exhausted, makeup covering dark circles. "Peyton and I haven't had sex in a month," she blurted. "He says he's stressed. But honestly? I think he just... stopped wanting me."
She twisted her wedding ring. "What Erin described--with Anton--the way Anton devoured me with his eyes... The way he insisted he'll be breeding me with our very first fuck... I've never felt that wanted. That... necessary."
She looked at my caged little bulge in my pants. "Is it crazy that I'm jealous of what you and Erin have both become?"
"No, Melody," I responded. "It's not crazy. It happens to anyone whom Anton and his gorgeous, immense cock might so desire. It's not crazy at all. Rather... It's inevitable."
As we parted a few minutes later, Melody said quietly but firmly, "I'll see you all Friday."
"Great," I responded. "You're doing the right thing. You're going to have your best life."
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The second Friday arrived.
I'd been in a state of constant arousal since Wednesday. The cage kept me from cumming, but it couldn't stop me from leaking. My panties were perpetually damp. A small plug Anton had me wear all day kept me on edge. The thought of watching Anton breed Melody--the woman I still loved--was a constant, agonizing thrill.
The doorbell rang at eight exactly.
I answered the door on my knees, as required.
Melody stood in the doorway, looking nervous and beautiful. She was wearing a simple black dress, low-cut, her blonde hair down. She'd put on makeup--more than usual. Her eyes were wide.
"Hi, Dan," she said softly. Then, correcting herself: "Hi, *Faggot* Danny."
"Welcome, Miss Melody. Please come in."
She stepped inside and looked down at me--my submissive face, my silk robe, my stockinged legs, my caged clit barely visible through my panties.
"Wow," she breathed. "You really have changed."
"Melody." Anton's voice came from the living room. "Come here."
She walked past me without another word. I followed on my knees.
Anton was sitting on the couch, Erin beside him. He was shirtless, his muscular chest on display, his pants unbuttoned to show the top of his cock.
"Stand in front of me," he told Melody.
She obeyed, positioning herself between his spread legs.
"Take off the dress."
Melody's hands trembled as she reached for the zipper. She pulled it down slowly, then let the dress fall to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing simple white cotton underwear--modest, almost girlish. Her body was as beautiful as I remembered: small, pert breasts with visible nipples through the fabric, a flat stomach, slim hips, long legs, and a delicious little pert ass.
Anton reached out and hooked a finger into her waistband. He pulled her toward him by her panties, forcing her to step closer.
"Look at you," he said. "Thirty-two years old and still trying to find a man who can satisfy you. You know why you've never been satisfied, Melody?"
She shook her head, her breathing quick.
"Because you've been fucking little-dicked white boys." Anton looked at me. "Like the faggot here. You remember his little clit, don't you? From college?"
Melody glanced at me, then back at Anton. "Yes."
"Did it satisfy you? That little thing?"
"No," she whispered.
"Of course not. You need a real man. A real cock." Anton pulled down his pants and underwear slowly. "You need *this*."
His cock sprang free. All eleven inches, thick, semi-hard already, and magnificent.
Melody stared at it. Her mouth fell open.
Naturally, I stared, too--my mouth watered and arousal flowed through me. All of the usual reactions on my part: twitching clit, oozing precum, my little nipples hardening, and my breathing getting deeper.
"Oh my God," Melody breathed.
Her cheeks were bright pink. Her nipples stuck out like pencil erasers. The odor of her aroused pussy filled the room, more pungent than I'd ever smelled it before in my life. Melody was in heat with anticipation.
"It's a lot more than Peyton's, too, isn't it?" Anton asked her.
"So much more!"
"And Peyton... He's not exactly little, is he?"
"I didn't used to think so... But he's nothing like yours... Nothing..."
"Peyton's probably watching SportsCenter right now," Melody murmured, mostly to herself, still staring at Anton's cock. "He thinks I'm here to do facials with Erin." She let out a shaky laugh. "God... he has no idea what I'm about to do."
"Touch it." Anton directed.
My adorable first love reached out with trembling fingers and wrapped her hand around our Master's shaft. It looked impossibly large against her small, pale hand.
"I can't even... my hand doesn't fit around it," she said, almost to herself.
"Get on your knees and taste it."
Melody knelt in front of Anton, between his thighs. She leaned forward and took the head of his cock into her mouth. She struggled immediately--her jaw stretching, her eyes watering.
"Good girl," Anton said. "Take more."
I watched, transfixed, as my college sweetheart--the woman I'd gone down on in her dorm room, the woman whose orgasms I'd been so proud of providing--now worshipped a gigantic black phallus that made my excuse-for-a-penis look like a joke.
I still sometimes dreamt about Melody's lips on me. Now I was watching them stretch around a cock that made mine seem like a splinter, a twig.
My clit strained against its cage. My plug pressed against my insides. My precum surged in pulses--not a lot of fluid but for me it was electric.
Melody glanced in my direction--absentmindedly, like I was invisible. Her lips glistened, her nipples rock hard in arousal, her skin dewy from excitement. Her hand was lovingly wrapped around Anton's shaft--not the whole way, but as far as it could reach.
"Huh," she said, muttering to herself. "To think... I spent years thinking something was wrong with me." She stroked Anton's cock absently, like she couldn't help herself, her eyes drifting back to it. "It was never me... It was what I needed without knowing... Who knew..."
After a few minutes, Anton pulled Melody off his cock. "Enough. Get on the bed."
Melody stood on wobbly legs and walked to my and Erin's marital bed--or "formerly marital" might be more apt--the same bed where I'd listened to Erin being fucked so many times. The bed where Anton had claimed my wife, had made her his own, in mind, body, and spirit.
Melody lay down on her back. Her long blonde hair spread across the pillow. Her body lay pale, pert, and beautiful against the dark sheets. Melody wasn't as curvy as Erin, but her 34B-26-35 figure--complemented with a cute little ass and dainty limbs--was stunningly attractive in a different way. More cute than voluptuous--but very damn cute!
Anton stood and removed his pants completely. He walked to the bed and positioned himself between Melody's thighs.
"Last chance to back out," he said. "Once I start, we're not stopping until I've bred you..."
"I don't want to back out," Melody said. Her voice was trembling still, but also determined. "I want this... I *need* this!"
Anton positioned himself between Melody's thighs. He rubbed the head of his cock against her glistening pussy--slowly, deliberately--letting her feel the size of what was about to enter her.
Melody's breath caught. Her eyes passed by mine--every so fleetingly--and in them I imagined what she might be feeling: hesitation, curiosity, and underneath it all--I was guessing--absolute hunger.
"One extra chance to tell me to stop," Anton said, his voice low. "Erin and the faggot can easily take me instead."
"Don't stop," Melody whispered. "*PLEEEASE* don't stop... I *need* you. You can fuck Erin anytime. And the faggot boy too, I'm sure."
Anton pushed partway inside her.
"You swear to fuck me at least until you're bred?"
"YES! I swear. I swear *AT LEAST* until I'm bred!"
"You'll carry our baby to term?"
"YES! Fuck me already. YES! Of course I'll carry our baby to term! OF COURSE!"
"Okay then, bitch... Here comes the whole thing then! Here it comes!"
And Anton shoved his whole shaft, all eleven inches, up inside the love of my life--my adorable, delicious blonde first girlfriend whom I still loved, years later.
Melody screamed. Not a scream of pain, but a scream of shock. Of revelation. Of *finally*.
"Oh *FUCK*," she gasped. "Oh my God. Oh my God! You're so... you're *so* big. I've never... unhhh... *never*.... Unhhh... I've never felt anything like..."
"You like it, don't you, bitch?"
"YES. God, yes. Please don't stop. Please *never* stop!"
I watched Anton's cock stretch Melody's pussy--watched her lips cling to his shaft, watched her body arch off the bed, watched her face contort in pleasure I'd never seen on her before.
Not like this. Never like this. When I'd gone down on her in college, she'd come hard. But this was different. This was *euphoria*.
"Tell me what you are," Anton commanded.
"I'm... I'm your slut," Melody moaned. "I'm your white... unghh... white *breeding*... UNGHHH sluhhhhh..."
"Tell the faggot what you are."
Melody turned her head to look at me--kneeling in the corner, feminized, caged, desperately aroused.
"Faggot," she said, her voice breaking with pleasure. "I'm sorry. You could never... *ungh*... you could never... unghhh... oh, fuck, YES... Your thin little clit was never going to be enough... *UNGH*... I needed *this*. I needed a *real* cock!"
My heart smashed against my ribs so hard I thought it might burst through my chest. Each of Melody's words was like a knife twisting in my gut, but at the same time, my faggot clit was straining against its cage so painfully it felt like it might break.
This was it--the ultimate humiliation, the ultimate confirmation.
The woman I'd loved for years, the one I still dreamed about often enough, was discovering the true pinnacle of pleasure with another man. And not just any man, but my alpha black Master.
My breath became shallow and fast. I got light-headed, as if the room had lost all oxygen. I was in agony and in ecstasy all mixed together.
Anton fucked Melody for an hour. Her orgasms were long and intense. They were impossible to count. They seemed to crash from one to the next.
She screamed, shook, and cried. Her body completely surrendered to Anton, her legs wrapped around his back, her nails dug into his shoulders. Her eyes stared into his adoringly.
Watching them brought a hurricane of bittersweet memories mixed with sublime arousal.
Melody used to look at me *sort of* like that: eyes wide, mouth open, gasping in appreciation and satisfaction. But--being honest with myself--there were new elements now, something I'd never seen her feel with me: euphoria, for one thing--but also adoration. Yes, she seemed to *adore* her new lover. She seemed instantly in *love*.
And who could blame her?
While they were fucking, Melody would occasionally glance in my direction, but her eyes never sought mine. I was invisible.
When Anton finally came, he roared and pumped his seed deep into my former love's womb.
He shouted in satisfaction. "YES! Take it, bitch! TAKE IT! TAKE MY CUM! Breed us a baby! Get bred, bitch! GGGETTTT BBBBREDDDD!! YEAHHH!"
Melody came with him, her whole body convulsing yet again. "Oh, God! Oh fucking, God! I love it so much! I *love* you so much! Knock me up, Anton! KNOCKKK! MEEEEEE! UPPPPPPP!"
As they caught their breath, Melody offered our Master her thanks. Of course she did. "Thank you," she gasped. "Thank you, Master Anton... Thank you, thank you so very much..."
Anton pulled out and looked at me. "Clean her, dipshit."
I crawled to the bed. Melody's pussy was red, swollen, gaping, leaking Anton's cum. The pussy I'd worshiped in college, now ruined for most men--and certainly for faggots like me.
I leaned down and began to lick.
Getting back in position between my first love's legs to lap at her pussy once more brought with it an atom bomb of emotion. Wistfulness. Longing. Humiliation. Love. Sorrow. But more than anything--much, much more than anything else: Arousal. Yes!
It was an intense turn on to be between Melody's beautiful slender thighs once more, even if--and perhaps because?--it was to clean her of my Master's spooge.
Yes, the fact that I was cleaning my Master's cum from my first love's pussy was beyond sublime. It was perhaps the most erotic experience I could even imagine.
Melody's hand came to rest on my head--not pushing me away, but holding me there.
"You always were good at this part, Danny," she murmured, her fingers threading through my hair. "Even back in college. You could always make me come with your mouth." She gasped as I licked deeper. "You just could never follow it up with what *really* mattered." Her voice dropped. "But Anton can. Anton can follow it up with *everything*." She paused. "And now you need it too, don't you, faggot?"
It was a rhetorical question that didn't need a response, so I stayed on task, cleaning my new Mistress.
I licked and licked, swallowing Anton's seed from the woman I still loved, while my caged clit throbbed and leaked and ached.
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After Melody was bred, Anton started summoning me alone more often.
It began simply enough. "Faggot, my office. Six AM." I would arrive, kneel, and suck his cock while he read the morning reports. He'd cum down my throat, zip up, and tell me to refresh his coffee. Then I'd start my workday as his subordinate engineer.
Soon, it escalated.
"Faggot, I have a conference call in ten minutes. Get under the desk and keep my cock warm."
I would kneel under his desk, his soft cock in my mouth, while he conducted business above me. Sometimes he'd get hard during the call--some deal going well, some rival getting crushed--and I'd feel him growing on my tongue. He never acknowledged it. I just kept sucking gently.
"Faggot, I'm working from home today. Come service me and my friend, Moe, at lunch."
I'd drive to his apartment and find him and Moe on the couch, in their underwear, watching sports.
"Rim me, then Moe, while we watch the game," he'd say. "Then you can blow us both."
I'd kneel behind him, spread his muscular ass cheeks, and lick his asshole while he watched football. For a half hour. Then I'd switch to Moe.
My jaw would ache, my tongue would be sore, but I never stopped. To disobey threatened consequences.
Consequences could be cleaning a bathroom with a toothbrush, for a more minor infraction, or going without access to Master's cock--nor any big black cock--for two weeks, for something more serious. Outright disobedience of a sexual command was met with severity--loss of access to big black cock!
"Faggot, it hurts me, too, to go without your sweet mouth on me for a period of time," Anton would explain. "But it hurts you more--a *lot* more--and so it's your punishment for disobedience. It'll teach you to be more obedient, won't it?"
"Yes, sir. Yes, sir Master sir. It'll teach your faggot for sure, Master sir."
Master Anton was spot on, and his discipline would indeed cut to the quick. My faggotry was no longer just an extension of my cuckolding. It was its own thing. I craved Anton's cock, and big black cocks more generally, independently of Erin and Melody, independently of humiliation. I simply *needed* BBC, craved it desperately.
More and more, I had a craving with a specific focus. I thought about Anton's friends, about Moe and Baxter and the others. They were a proxy, a substitute. I didn't just want to be fucked; I wanted to be fucked by *him*, by my Master. By my stupendous Master Anton. I wanted *him* specifically to take me in the boi pussy.
The desire became an obsession. Every time I knelt before him, every time I tasted his precum, the question would burn on my tongue.
It took weeks, but one afternoon at the office, after he'd cum down my throat and was leaning back in his office chair, sipping a scotch, I finally worked up the nerve. I was still kneeling on the floor, my heart hammering.
"Master?" I whispered, my voice trembling.
He glanced down at me, his eyes lazy. "What is it, faggot?"
I took a shaky breath, the words feeling like shards of pottery in my throat. "I... I love when you use my mouth. It's everything. But... the others... when they use my ass... I feel so... so full. So complete. So owned. And I... I dream of it being you, Master."
The silence in the room stretched, thick and heavy. I didn't dare breathe. I could feel his gaze on the top of my head, and I knew I had crossed a line.
Then he snorted. A short, sharp sound of pure contempt.
"No, faggot," he said, his voice flat and cold. "Never. Ich! What a disgusting idea! Don't you ever fuckin' ask me that again. That shit is for faggots... for you and my gay friends. Using your mouth? That ain't gay. That's nearly like pussy. But your ass? Gross. Totally gross."
I flinched like he'd slapped me.
I scrambled backward on my hands and knees, the rejection like a harsh shove on my chest, and I fled the room.
One evening soon after, Anton called me into the bedroom while Erin was putting the baby down.
"Strip," he said. "Take it all off."
I removed my house gown, panties, and stockings.
Then Anton passed me the key so I could take my clit cage off. He didn't like to get close to my faggot clit himself. It disgusted him, he had explained.
I unlocked my clit, gave Anton the key back. My clit sprang free, instantly hard and soon leaking.
"My plug, Master, would you like that out, too?" I asked.
"No, sissy. That stays in," Anton responded, flatly. "And put this little condom on, I don't want you making a mess."
I speedily complied.
Anton looked at me. "Play with your little faggot clit, you dipshit."
I wrapped my fingers around my little thing--so small compared to his massive true penis--and started stroking.
"Tell me what you are," he said.
"I'm a sissy," I said, stroking. "A faggot. A cocksucker. A dipshit. A cum-eater. A BBC worshipper."
"Who do you belong to?"
"You, Master. Only you."
"Would you give up Erin for me?"
The question hit me like a thunderbolt. "I..."
"Would you give up your wife--let me have her completely, and totally in private from you--if it meant you could keep sucking my cock?"
I stroked faster. My clit was throbbing. "Yes," I gasped. "God, yes. I'd give up anything for your cock, Master. *Anything*."
"Even your new access as the cleaner to the *real* love of your life--Miss Melody?"
"Oh, God! Yes! Yes, Master--I'd even give up being Miss Melody's cleaner. Yes! *Anything* for your incredible cock, Sir!"
Anton smiled. "Good answer, faggot. But I'm not taking Erin from you. Nor Miss Melody. I'm keeping you *all*. You, Erin, Melody-- Your sexy little sister I think will be next. Your young-enough Mom for good measure. And also that nurse Roz. I kept her number... Yeah, all of them and more," He smirked. "Time to grow the harem!"
"My sister," I mumbled softly, and felt nothing but a strange, anticipatory hunger.
Of course. Of course he'd take my cute barely-eighteen half-sister, too. Of course. And I'd help.
She was still in high school. Of course Anton didn't care.
"Yes, of course, Master," I added, and I meant it.
"And my Mom, too..." I muttered to myself. She was pretty foxy still, too, even in her fifties.
"I bet mom *would* love Anton's cock, too," I found myself thinking.
"Now cum for me, dipshit. Show me how much you love serving me."
I came in seconds, my little faggot clit spurting into the little condom while Anton watched.
My load filled the tiny tip.
I wasn't a very big cummer--it wasn't possible for me with my little nuts--but every drop of cum I could summon up *did* ejaculate.
My nuts even felt a strange emptiness afterwards.
"Now eat it," he commanded. "Squeeze it out and eat it."
I squeezed the condom's contents right onto my tongue, then squeezed it a second time for good measure.
I held my modest load in my mouth waiting for Anton's specific command.
It was humiliating to have my own bitter-tasting load in my mouth, rather than the load from a BBC. But I savored the poignant humiliation of it.
"Go ahead and swallow it, sissy," he said. "I'm sure you could use the protein."
Anton passed me the key again, had me re-lock my faggot clit. He looked at me for a long moment, a strange, calculating look in his eyes.
"You think this is just about fucking, don't you, faggot?" he said, his voice lower than before. "It's not. This is about building something. A legacy. Every child I put in these cunts," he gestured vaguely toward the nursery, "is a monument. Every one of you bitches I'm going to own is a brick in my house. You, Erin, Melody. Soon, your sister, your mother, and more... you're all part of something that will last. Long after I'm gone, my blood will be in this world... and I'll even put a baby in your mother's succulent womb, just to prove I can. That's real power."
He stood up, his moment of introspection over as quickly as it began. He patted my head. "Good girl, faggot. Now go help your wife with the baby. Should be easy while there's still just one."
I walked to the nursery, my clit already stirring in its cage again, my ass still full from the plug Anton had me insert, and my stomach churning on Anton's cum and my own.
Erin was rocking Anton Junior, her breast exposed as he nursed. She looked up at me and smiled.
"How was your alone time with Master?"
"Perfect," I said.
The doorbell rang.
Erin didn't move. "Get that, faggot."
I answered on my knees.
Melody stood in the doorway. No wine this time. No nervous hesitation. She wore a simple sundress--yellow, cinched at the waist--and carried a small overnight bag.
"Hi, faggot."
She said it casually, like she'd been saying it for years. Not "Dan." Nor "Danny." Nor "Danny Boi." Not even a pause. Just faggot, as if it had always been the case.
"Welcome, Miss Melody."
She stepped inside and set her bag down without asking. Then she turned to me, those blue eyes I'd loved for so long softening in a way I hadn't seen since college.
"I moved my essentials out yesterday," Melody said. "Payton has the house. I have... my new life with Anton... and with you all." She gestured vaguely at our living room, at Anton's domain. "Divorce papers are being drawn up. He's not fighting it, not really. He's too broken."
A small, cruel smile played on her lips. "He knows I'm here for the weekend, of course. He begged me to let him come. Begged to be allowed to watch. I guess it's the rage with all of you white boys nowadays... to be faggots for big black cock... Pfffffft. Even my Peyton. Who knew? Yup, he *begged* me to come sit in the corner just like you, Danny, and watch a real man fuck his wife."
"Yes, Miss Melody." I offered, meekly. I could tell my superior in our household wasn't done yet telling her story. "Do tell."
She let out a short, sharp laugh. "I told him no. I told him he didn't deserve it. That watching was a privilege for earnest, hardworking, solicitious faggots like 'Danielle,' not for pathetic, annoying husbands who didn't even really try to satisfy me in the first place. He just cried on the phone. Such a loser."
My heart surged. I was elated to hear that Peyton had been so thoroughly dismissed. And I would now have *both* my main women in life under one roof, serving my same Master alongside me. The wife I'd built a life with, and the first love I still pined for. It was beyond anything I'd ever dared dream of.
It was cake plus pie. And that Peyton would be excluded? That was the extra icing on this faggot's humble slice.
"You did the right thing, Miss Melody," I said, certainly meaning it. "Clearly Peyton hasn't earned staying in your life, has he?"
She smiled--genuinely, warmly--and kicked off her sandals.
She walked past me toward the main bedroom, then stopped and looked back.
"Yup... I even told Peyton I was headed over here for the weekend... I'm so sick of catering to his pathetic fragile ego," she added as she disappeared down the hallway. "Not anymore. Fuck him."
I stayed on my knees, listening to her greet Anton--the familiar cadence of it now, easy and owned. No ceremony. No seduction. Just a woman returning to where she belonged. Offering herself for whatever her Master might desire.
A few minutes later, Anton's voice carried through the house.
"Faggot, come here!" he barked.
I found them in the bedroom. Melody was already naked, kneeling beside the bed. Anton stood over both of us--shirtless, magnificent, his cock half-hard and dangling. It glistened from her sucking on him as her "hello."
"Your wife's still with the baby," Anton said. "And Melody needs cleaning from earlier. I fucked her at her place on my way back to the office from visiting the Martins Project site."
He looked down at me.
"Then you're going to watch me take her again. And you're going to learn something. Learn it more deeply."
I waited. There was no reason for me to speak.
Anton reached down and cupped Melody's chin and mine. Both of us at once.
"This is what you are now," he said. "Both of you. The beginnings of my stable. My collection. You serve me--together, separately, however I want."
He looked down at me, his expression turning cold and calculating.
"And don't get any independent ideas, faggot. You behave yourself, and this is as far as it goes, your transformation: the panties, the waxing, the shaving, stockings, the clit cage, the collar, the t-shirts... this is your new uniform. I don't need you to be more of a woman. I have two of those so far already... and soon to be counting."
He leaned in closer, his voice lowering to a menacing whisper.
"I want you to keep some tiny shred of your masculinity--*if* possible... I'd like you to function in the world. I'd like you to be able to go to your job and earn money to help support my children and my women... I can't have a full-blown tranny working for me at the office... And so I would *prefer* not to have to transform you further... But! But! It's *only* a preference..."
He stood back up, a cruel smile on his face.
"If you push me... if you disappoint me, then bets are off... I could have you as a surgically altered tranny fuck-toy in no time--I could easily add to your hips and your boobs, maybe even get rid of your little girly faggot clit... So you best be obedient, faggot. Understand?"
I shivered. And Melody smirked at me, at how powerless I was.
Although I would pay almost any price to keep serving Anton and his fabulous, gorgeous, immense cock, having my body fundamentally disfigured terrified me.
As much as anything, I was scared that I would actually *let* him do it to me--let him give me hips and boobs--and maybe even slice off my faggot clit!--rather than lose access to his fabulous, gorgeous, immense black cock.
"Fuck!" I screamed inside my head. "I'm such an intense BBC faggot now! *SHIT*! I might even let my Master *butcher* me--ruin me as a man--rather than lose access to his cock!
*FUCK*! I've gone so far! *FUCK*! I'm *soooooo* *PATHETIC*!"
My clit twitched in its cage--in a rabid mixture of terror, eroticism, shame, and lust. But most of all lust. Pure, undiluted black cock lust!
Precum began to gush from my entrapped clit, from knowing how desperate and pathetic a BBC faggot I'd become.
I groaned out loud without even realizing. A quiet, rumbling groan. "Ungggggggggh."
"Ha! I knew it, faggot. I knew it," Anton said to me scornfully. "Yeah, you'd probably even let me do *anything* to you--probably even remove your little faggot clit--just to keep access, wouldn't you? Admit it. Admit it to master Anton, or there will be no black cocks for you for the next two weeks, faggot."
"Unghhh," I groaned, defeated--but blissfully so. Defeated and *owned*--as I was always meant to be. Fully owned by my alpha black Master.
"Yes, Master Anton. Yes, you *can* do anything you want to faggot... But *PLEEEEEASE*! Puh-leeeeeease! Please be merciful!"
"Maybe I will, faggot," Master replied. "Maybe I will."
Melody looked at me. Those blue eyes I'd loved for so long. Still beautiful. Still hers. But looking at me differently now. It was less the way one person might look at another, and more like the way an owner might look at a pet. Condescending. And unflinchingly so.
Melody's superiority to me was not an affectation. No, not at all. Her superiority was simply the natural order of things..
Miss Melody was certainly now my superior, in every way.
"I have something for you," she said. "Something totally appropriate for the 'new you,' faggot."
Melody reached into her overnight bag and pulled out a folded pink t-shirt and handed it to me..
"From all of us," she said. "From Anton, Erin, and me... You need something 'appropriate' for when we go out in public."
I unfolded the shirt. It had large lettering, and a few large black queen of spades symbols on it, but no explicitly vulgar words. "Loyal to BBC" on the front. "BBC Owned" on the back.
It would be extremely obvious to any adult, but nothing a police officer could object to.
In fine print, BBC was explained on the shirt as "Brighton Beach Club." But it was very fine print. Anyone would know what the t-shirt was really about.
I was tongue-tied. I hadn't expected to be publicly exposed with any regularity. I thought my public humiliation in the hospital room was going to be a one-off.
"It was my idea," Melody bragged. "I thought you needed something you can wear in public without getting arrested... but that everyone who matters will understand." She smiled. "Anton approved so I took care of it."
Anton nodded approving