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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Queen of Spades by Tara Yarn

9200+ words of interracial cuckold fantasy with a touch of femdom and lots of humiliation. When the Duchess Anna hosts a tourney, Fidelius the Brave, a young, clumsy knight stricken with love, signs up to win her hand in marriage. But there are others who desire the duchess, and Fidelius will need all his courage if he is to protect the honour of the woman he loves.
















Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Masters by Tara Yarn

8000+ words of well-endowed dark men taking their frustrations out on a sultry woman while her wimpy boyfriend meekly watches. In time for their wedding, Jamie and Alexis arrive at the house of her parents. While he tries to enjoy the generous comfort the mansion-like home provides, Jamie struggles to cope with the terrible shame brought on by the events of the night before, the night when his soon-to-be wife convinced him to accompany her to a local, seedy nightclub, known as the Nigerian Palace, where everything spun out of control.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Jake was fuming. Guided by sheer determination to seek revenge, he stormed through the automatic doors leading into the general store. When the clerk behind the register, a cute blonde woman in her early twenties, shot him a smile and a greeting, Jake only threw her a sour glance as he flew past her. “Tyrone says no, does he?”, he growled to himself, jogging through aisle upon aisle of unwanted objects. What he needed was something very specific, and the fact that he couldn’t find it infuriated him further. Row upon row was searched, but with no luck. Just when he was about to throw in the towel and crawl back to the pleasant clerk to ask for her aid, he froze. There it was, on the top shelf, only a few feet away.

Slowly, he approached, as if the item he so desperately needed would magically evaporate from the shelf if he did not collect himself. His pulse was racing as he heaved himself up on the tip of his toes, grasping the little cylinder from the high ledge. He let himself drop back down on his heels as he raised the item up before his gaze. “Itching Powder”, read the label, and he couldn’t help but grin to himself. Promptly, he made his way for the cashier, who looked a little sullen when he came near. Suddenly, he felt a pang of guilt, and averted his gaze, patting his pockets for change. When he found enough, he handed it over, flashing the blonde woman a faint smile. She never caught his smile, or his eyes, silently dropping the coin into the register, then handed him the recite. “Thank you.”, Jake said, but she didn’t reply. Grimacing, he considered saying something, then grunted and ran out of the store.

When Jake opened the door, the lights in the bedroom were off. Quietly, he snuck inside, then paused to listen. Faintly, he could make out the noise of the television below, and that meant he’d be able to hear Lucy if she came up the stairs. For good measure, he waited a moment longer, and when he still heard nothing but the television, he turned the lights on and softly shut the door behind him. Her room was a mess, and Jake thought that strange, considering the hours he spent cleaning up only yesterday. Sucking in a quick breath, he made his way over for the makeup stand, but swiftly changed his mind. He wanted to punish her, not torture her, although a touch of powder on her eye brush would certainly teach her a lesson she won’t soon forget. Nibbling on his bottom-lip, he glanced through the room.

On the pink sheets laid out upon the king-sized bed, lay a pair of panties. It was a grey thong, and Jake knew it was her favourite. When it came to Lucy, the panties thrown upon the sheets could be either clean or worn. She’d discard of her dirty laundry wherever she pleased. It was up to Jake to pick it up, then put it in the hamper. If there was such a thing as a god of justice, her panties would be clean, and she intended to change into them after her shower. Lucy didn’t always shower after a session at the gym, but today, Tyrone was coming over. And that meant she would be heading to the bathroom at any moment to freshen up.

Covering up his view with his hand, he began making his way for the grey thong. He didn’t dare to look, and even as he stood before them, when they lay within his reach, he had to force himself to drop his hand so he could look at them closely. But the skimpy underwear lay in such a fashion, he couldn’t make out if they were dirty. With a long-drawn sigh, he picked the thong up, held it to his nose, gave it a sniff, then beamed. If there was one thing Jake knew, it was the scent of Lucy’s flower, and these were definitely not worn. Dipping his hand into his pocket, he fetched forth the cylinder, and began to unscrew the cork. If she was going to play games with him, he’d play games with her, and see how she liked it.

◆◆◆

One hour earlier...

A quarter to seven. Jake winced, and put his phone down on the table, hurrying over for a stack of plates on the nearby counter. Grabbing two, he rushed over for the table, gently placing each dish down on the neat, purple tablecloth. Fifteen minutes was all he had. If he couldn’t complete his task by seven, any hope of a reward flew right out of the window. It wasn’t abnormal for his girlfriend to be early, either, and Jake figured she could be coming through the door at any moment now. Swiftly, he opened a drawer and gathered the cutlery, then opened the little closet over the sink, grabbing two glasses. Carefully, he adorned the table, until Jake couldn’t see a single flaw Lucy could possibly complain about. Snatching the box of pizza from the counter - still warm - he put it down between the pair of plates.

Clicking his tongue, he let his gaze roam through the kitchen. It was spotless, for he had vacuumed the floor, then washed it, before he followed suit with every little surface in the kitchen. The garbage bins were emptied and promptly carried all the way out to the containers outside. Even the dishwasher - with only a few dirty plates - was fired up, and while he had hoped he’d be able to stack the plates into the closet before Lucy came home, he soon realized he wouldn’t make it. It shouldn’t matter. She wasn’t terribly bothered by plates hidden away in the dishwasher, as long as they weren’t dirty. Content with what he saw, he ushered a shaky sigh, ran over to the front door, and slowly fell to his knees.

Uncomfortably, he squirmed on the floor. The wooden surface felt harsh against his knees, and between his legs, a constant, dull throb refused to relent. But as he sat there, he was filled with hope, for today was the day he had been waiting for. In truth, Jake almost missed out on the opportunity. His boss - Maren - kept him late at the store, and when he darted through the front door, he had just shy of an hour to make the kitchen sparkle. If stacking boots on shelves a late Friday afternoon was the cause of prolonging his torment another few months, Jake didn’t know what he would’ve done. But he couldn’t say no to Maren, for she was stunning, and the top she wore to work today had ample amounts of cleavage.

Suddenly, Jake widened his eyes. His phone. He left his phone on the table. Rapidly, he hoisted himself up on his feet, sprinted over to grab his phone, then turned and was about to flee back to his spot on the floor, when he heard footsteps. They came swiftly for the entrance, and Jake realized she was right outside. Gasping, he threw himself down, and hurriedly crawled over, watching the door slide open with terror. Just in time, he made it, and straightened up on his knees as Lucy came in. Immediately, he bowed his head. His gaze fell upon a pair of black, high-heeled boots, shining in the reflection of the light in the hallway.

She paused, then took a single step forward, and Jake could only imagine she was taking in the sight of the kitchen. “Well. It’s not shit.”, she said, and he realized he was right. His gaze never left the floor - and her boots - as he bowed his head deeper. “Thank you, ma’am. I’m so grateful you let me clean your kitchen today. I sincerely hope you enjoy the pizza.”, he said, meekly, and she ushered a brief giggle. “You’re a good boy today.”, she retorted, and while Jake couldn’t see it, he felt her eyes on him. “I can’t help but wonder why.”

Grimacing, Jake held his tongue. It was a trick question, a rhetorical one, only meant to impede him and give her a reason not to follow up on her promise. It was clear that she was baiting him, hoping he’d slip up, so she could go back on her word. And that was the reason for Jake’s day of absolutely perfect behaviour. Out of sheer and utter spite, he’d behave better than a munk on his deathbed, fearing the wrath of god. But Lucy was clever, and he’d need to tread lightly. Her perfume crept up his nose, and he couldn’t help but inhale her scent, daring to raise his eyes slightly - just slightly - to catch a glimpse of the pants she wore, a tight pair of azure-tinted, flawless jeans, adorned with fake, sparkly diamonds on each side of her thick thighs. His credit card knew just how expensive they were.

“Is there something you’d like to ask me, Jake?”, she cooed sweetly, and Jake nodded meekly. “Could-..”, he began, then hesitated. For so long, he had waited, and now that the time was finally here, he was terrified of posing the question. “I was wondering-..”, he muttered, but Lucy interrupted him. “That’s not how you ask, Jake.”, she said, and rose the tip of her boot up, demandingly. “I’m-.. I’m so sorry.”, Jake hurried to say, then quickly bent over and planted puckered lips upon the black leather. He heard her snicker, and he slowly retracted, but kept grovelling at her feet. “Good boy.”, she said. “You may ask.”

“Could-.. Could you take it off?”, Jake finally dared to ask. There was a pause, and Lucy scoffed again. “Well. You’ve done a good job cleaning the kitchen…”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

One year earlier...

“You know what.”, Aaron said, and looked at Michael, then at Jake. “Today marks one year since I have had pussy. One whole year since I’ve fucked a girl. Can you believe it?”

Sipping his drink, Jake grinned, and Michael placed a comforting hand on Aaron’s broad shoulder. “I hear you, man.”, Michael said, leaning back against the cushioned backrests in the small cubicle. Music were pounding from massive speakers, and the lights flickered along to the rhythm of the song. Friday night meant the club, and while Jake often had to settle for just Lucy, she hadn’t frowned too deeply when he earlier suggested inviting Aaron and Michael along. Jake didn’t blame her for wanting to go without them, for the conversations they had amongst themselves tended to leave his girlfriend a little excluded. Lucy didn’t want to talk about breasts, football and beer, but she needed to understand that Jake had friends too, and even if she didn’t like them, she’d simply have to accept them.

Cautiously, he straightened up in the cubicle and cast a glance at his surroundings. She had been gone for some time, and he was beginning to worry. Fifteen minutes ago, she had excused herself - with a frown - and left for the bathroom, after Michael jokingly asked her if she didn’t feel so inclined as to call up a couple of friends of the female variety. For a moment longer, he subtly searched for her, but couldn’t find a trace. Whenever they came here, all four of them, she did have a tendency to disappear for long periods of time, but Jake couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight was different. “Speaking of pussy, where’d she go?”, Aaron asked, smirking devilishly, and Jake shot him a sharp glare.

“Don’t talk about her that way.”

“You know, sometimes I wonder if she even has one.”

“Shut your mouth.”

“Well, she’s always ordering you around.”

Scoffing, Jake shook his head, and kept flicking his gaze around. It was packed with people, and the dancefloor was crowded. It wasn’t strange that he didn’t see her, but he felt a touch of unease. He wanted to get up, go find her, but his friends would certainly be displeased considering she was the one who ran off in the first place. When he looked at Aaron and Michael, sitting across him in the cramped cubicle, he felt guilt. They had known each other for far longer than he had known Lucy, but she had practically stolen him away from them the moment they became a couple. This night was meant to be shared with them.

“Do you think Lucy packs a cock, Michael?”

“I don’t know.”

“I reckon she does.”

“Should we ask her?”

Rolling his eyes, Jake went to stand up, then gasped, loudly. Between his legs, something clutched to his pants, and he whimpered. His friends shot him a long-drawn, bewildered stare, but he ignored them. A sharp pain had shot up his groin, and the aftermath was a dull pinch. Gritting his teeth, Jake gently sought to adjust his pants, then sighed with relief. The pain was gone, and he could breathe once more. “What the fuck are you doing? Did you get stung by a wasp?”, Michael asked, and Aaron cracked up. Tapping his fingers against the table, Jake tried to come up with an excuse. Thankfully, Lucy showed up just in time to save him, but as he looked up at her to flash her a smile, he saw that she was not alone.

“Jake, this is Tyrone.”, Lucy said, a bright smile plastered to her pink-painted lips. “He’s a quarterback. I told him you once fantasized about being one.”

Jake narrowed his eyes. The man who crept up behind Lucy must have been at least a head taller than him, and as opposed to Lucy, there was no smile to be found on his lips. When he came up to the cubicle, towering over the three friends who sat there, he only dipped his head in a faint nod and muttered a quiet, wary greeting. Michael and Aaron shared a quick glance, but they both went quiet. Looking at the latter, who Jake considered large, he thought that if Tyrone lined up alongside his friend, he’d dwarf Aaron, easily. There was tension around the table, but Lucy didn’t seem to pick up on it. Smiling brightly, she glanced between the people present. “Tyrone and I want to talk. Could you three sit a little closer?”

There was a pause, a moment of silence. Lucy only looked at him, and Jake felt a sudden need to say something. But he didn’t want too. He didn’t want the broad-backed quarterback to join them at the table, didn’t want him speaking with his girlfriend. Frowning faintly, Jake dropped his glance down at the narrow, round table. It was Aaron who finally dared to speak up. “I think the couch is a little cramped already.”, he said, flashing a polite smile. Lucy froze, and Tyrone scoffed, quietly. Not once did the piercing gaze of his girlfriend leave his frame. It was glued to him, and she was staring daggers. The tension at the table rose, deafening out the music from the pounding speakers, and the quarterback seemingly refused to go away.

“I’m sure there’s space.”, Lucy finally growled, and made her way for the cushioned edge of the half-circle couch. She sat down, then waved Tyrone over. There wasn’t enough space for him to sit down, and Jake didn’t budge, so Lucy shot him a furious glare and stood back up with a shrug. “Fine.”, she said, and moved out of the way for Tyrone. He hesitated for a moment, flicking his gaze between the three present friends, then sat down. Jake felt the stranger’s elbow sink into his waist, and frowned further, edging a little away from him. He had a distinct smell to him, a touch of curry, and Jake wrinkled his nose in displeasure. Yet the battle was lost, and his girlfriend would have her way, so he snapped his fingers at Michael - who sat on the other edge - beckoning him to move over. But Lucy had entirely different plans. Skipping over to Tyrone, she dropped her butt right down on his lap.

Aaron dropped his jaw. Michael stared with wide eyes. Jake felt his heart sink into the depths of his stomach, felt his throat tie up in a knot, felt a raging sense of sheer and utter jealousy as he saw his girlfriend’s bottom pancake out across the quarterback’s strong thighs. She acted oblivious, and turned her attention to her new friend. Leaning in, she whispered something inaudible, and Tyrone flashed her a nasty-looking grin. That was the final drop for Jake. Shaking with what could only be adrenaline, he gave the black boulder of a shoulder that pushed him sideways an uncertain slap, and said, “Hey. That’s-.. That’s my girlfriend.”

Slowly, Tyrone looked his way. In the dim lights of the club, he hadn’t fully noticed how… handsome, this newcomer was, and it infuriated him even more. His chiseled jawline was coated in short, stubby dark hair, and his shaved head was covered in a grey shadow. He had a long, hawkish nose, but it fit his face well, and stood in nice contrast to his big lips. But his eyes, locking themselves with his, were an absolutely terrifying sight, and Jake quickly found himself crumbling underneath the harsh stare. “Well-..”, Lucy began. In the corner of his eye, Jake saw her staring at him too. “You didn’t move when I asked nicely.”

“It’s his girlfriend.”, Aaron sneered, nodding towards Jake. Bravely, he didn’t back down when the newcomer met his gaze. Michael, on the other hand, looked he like wanted to get up and run away. For a moment, the two men stared each other down, and Tyrone was the first to break the silence. “I know.”, he retorted, calmly, and leaned into the cushy backrest. His arms slid around Lucy’s waist, and he brought her back with him. Softly, she fell on him with a giggle, and bit her lip as their eyes met. Quivering like he was about to explode, Jake glared up at them in silence. So close he sat, shoulder-to-shoulder with the man who was embracing his girlfriend. Anger gave him courage, and so his hand came up again, planting a sharp smack on the muscular shoulder. “Go away.”, Jake growled.

Lucy, laying sideways on the quarterback’s vast frame, fell silent and parted her lips, looking to and fro betwixt them. Tyrone, who held his gaze on Lucy for a moment longer, turned his attention to Jake with a deep grunt. It was scarier than the first time, for now there was a deep frown adorning his sharp facial features. Struggling to hold his gaze, Jake couldn’t, and averted his eyes in shame, blossoming up a bright pink. But this time, the stranger didn’t look away, and Jake felt his pulse race. “If you slap me again-..”, the black man said, in a deep, husky, gruff voice, “I will put you over a knee, and smack you on the ass until you weep like a little bitch, right in front of your girlfriend. Is that what you want?”

Cracking up, Lucy hurried to press a hand against her lips, attempting to muffle the sudden outburst of amusement. Michael and Aaron gawked speechlessly at the quarterback, and the latter no longer tried to stare him down. Jake, splitting his lips, looked up at the newcomer with big eyes as blood rushed to his face. His fury swiftly paved way for sheer and utter humiliation, and he didn’t know where to look, or what to say. Between his legs, his cock was prickling in his pants, and he had to clench his fists to bear the intense pressure. It was impossible not to notice Lucy’s laughter, despite how much she tried to control herself, and when he dared to toss her the briefest of glances, she was red-faced from holding back.

“Do you need a spanking?”, the dark man relentlessly asked, and Jake sunk into his seat with his head kept down, compliantly. It wasn’t enough, for Tyrone suddenly shot a hand out. Strong fingers latched themselves around his jaw, roughly shoving the back of his head into the soft backrest. Lucy gasped, and Aaron twitched. “Does the jealous boy need a firm hand on his bare bottom?”, the quarterback asked, demandingly, and squished his lips and cheeks together in his overpowering grasp. “N-.. No.”, Jake whined, and Tyrone promptly let him go with a throaty snicker. Cowering, Jake saw the quarterback rest a hand on Lucy’s rump.




◆◆◆

Present day…

“Owhf!”, Jake groaned, as the back of his head banged into the wall behind him. The strong hand that grasped the side of his neck tightened, and he whimpered, shaking his head back and forth, rapidly. “It-.. It wasn’t on purpose.”, he whimpered, looking past the dark man who pinned him to the wall, sending Lucy a pleading stare. She was glaring up at him, with trails of dry mascara smudged on her cheeks, and he found no forgiveness in her eyes. “Tyrone found the recite in the car, Jake. You did it on purpose. You did it to get back at me.” Gritting his teeth, he looked up at Tyrone, towering over him, holding him against the wall with such ease, he looked downright casual where he stood. “You put it in my panties.”, Lucy sneered, and the quarterback shook his head with disappointment. “It hurt for a whole day!”

“I’m-.. I’m sorry, Lucy, I-..”, Jake began, but the deadly stare she gave him glued the words to his tongue. “I can’t believe I tried to convince Tyrone to let you cum. I’m so glad I trusted him when he told me I should keep you in your cage for a little longer.”, Lucy said, spitting the words out at him, a poisonous tone clear in her voice. “N-.. No.”, Jake pleaded, but his girlfriend only nodded, smirking up at him. Crossing her legs, she only stared at him for a while, letting the anticipation rise. When she spoke, she flicked her gaze between Jake, and Tyrone, who held him tightly. The black fingers dug painfully into his shoulder, but he knew how to pick his battles. Right now, with so much at stake, the best course of action was to listen patiently, bow submissively, and apologize profusely. If she’d give him the chance.

Wrapping her arms over her chest, Lucy eyed him, closely. “I’m not letting you out of your cage now for at least another six months.”, she shrugged, then looked to the quarterback. “Do you disagree?” Briefly, Tyrone looked at her, then down at Jake. Biting his lip, he dared to look up at the large man, begging him silently with soft and subservient eyes. “He put itching powder in your panties-..”, Tyrone began, “I’d say he deserves at least another year.”

Widening his eyes, Jake began to shake his head, back and forth, as fast as he possibly could, whining, “Nononono.”, until the dark man slapped a large palm over his mouth to shut him up. “Hmph!”, Jake exclaimed in desperation, and glued terrified eyes onto his girlfriend, who was swinging her foot around, looking up at him with amusement in her eyes. “It’s either that or a ginger up the butt.”, Lucy said, flashing him a wicked grin, and Jake suddenly realized he’d have given anything to have been able to stop himself before he uncorked the cylinder-shaped container and doused the crotch of the grey thong, the day before. “I’ve an idea.”, Lucy said, and her face lit up, mischievously. “If you don’t want your tiny little thing to be locked away in your cage for another year, then I think it is about time you marry.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

There was an audible click, and then the cage came up. Immediately, a delightful sense of sheer relief wafted over Jake, like a wave of pleasure. With shaky hands, he sought to grasp the small prison, gently wriggling his soft member out of it. The sigh which escaped his lips was long-drawn, but suddenly turned to a gasp as the tip of a black riding crop swatted across his fingers. Yelping, Jack hurried to withdraw his hands from his manhood, locking big, uncertain eyes up on Lucy. “Awh.”, she teased, and brought the crop down between his legs, grazing his flaccid prick with the leathery tip. A shiver ran up his spine, and he tensed up, beginning to shuffle backwards on the floor. Only then, did he feel the hand on his head.

“Stay.”, Tyrone growled, and Jake obediently dropped his bottom on his ankles and sat still while his girlfriend bent over to grasp the cockcage. She held it up before her gaze, then shot Jake a coy smile, and wriggled her eyebrows. Placing the cage on a nearby table, she spun on her heels, then leaped up to stand on the couch. They were in the living room, all three of them, for Lucy had conjured up a wicked punishment. He did not know what - yet - but his girlfriend had always possessed a knack for creativity. What baffled him was the fact that she freed him from the cage. After his little prank, and the way it spiralled out of control when he realized the itching powder was stronger than he thought, escaping the stiff, pleasureless prison was the last thing he possibly could have envisioned happening tonight.

After washing her face, Lucy had reapplied her makeup, and where she stood now, on top of the couch, she was beaming. Tyrone stood by his side, and he was naked. As Jake sat on his knees, he struggled not to look to the right. He knew what hung there, mere inches from his face, but he needed to keep himself from gazing. If Lucy caught him staring at a fat prick and a pair of black balls, she’d never let him forget it. It wasn’t that he wanted to gawk at the junk hanging by his side, but even from here, he could smell it. The scent was that of sweat and man, with a little touch of what Jake could only presume to be what a musky cock smelled like. It was an abhorrent scent, and as it crept up his nose, Jake blushed.

Majestically, Lucy rose her arms high in the air. “Dear friends.”, she began, and pointed at a bear-shaped plushie she had earlier placed in a chair, facing the couch. And then it dawned upon Jake, and his eyes went wide. “We are gathered here today, to unite husbands and wife in holy matrimony. Their decision to marry-..”, Lucy paused, and retrieved her phone up from her pocket. Swiftly, she typed in her password, and stared at the bluish hue of the lit screen for a moment before she promptly continued. “-.. Their decision to marry has not been entered into lightly, and today they publicly declare their private devotion to each other.”

Bewildered beyond belief, Jake sat with his mouth wide open, staring blankly up at Lucy as her sweet voice rang through the enclosed space of their living room. By his side, Tyrone stood tall, and all Jake could see in the corner of his eye was a dark, muscular thigh. “The essence of this commitment is the acceptance of each other in entirety, as friends, companions, and least of all; as lovers.” Pausing, Lucy stuck her tongue out at Jake, playfully, and then shot her quarterback a glance. Grunting, Tyrone turned to face him.

There was dick in his face. It couldn’t be but an inch away, and Jake glued his gaze to Lucy and refused to give in to the temptation. If he looked, she’d know. Even worse, her black bull of a lover would know. His girlfriend, smiling her bright smile down at him, cast a quick glance down at the screen of her phone, then continued to recite. “Do you, Tyrone’s balls, take Jake, as your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and cherish until death do you part?”

Jake’s jaw was on the floor. By his side, he glimpsed a black hand taking hold of something big, fierce and terrifying, hoisting it out of the way, then shaking his hips. “We do.”, said a faux, high-pitched, silly voice, flatly, and Jake felt like he was about to swoon. With a dazzling smile on her plump lips, Lucy bowed her head a bit, then turned her attention to Jake, who couldn’t believe his ears. “Do you, Jake, take Tyrone’s balls, as your lawfully wedded husbands, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and cherish until death do you part?”

Completely puzzled out of his mind, Jake could only stare, oh-so-blankly, up at Lucy. She didn’t back down. She was waiting for a response. Stammering, Jake tried to speak, but the scene unfolding before him stunned him out of words. It wasn’t until Lucy, shrugging nonchalantly, bent over and grasped the cockcage from the table, that Jake understood the severity of the situation. Holding the cage up, Lucy stared at him, expectantly, and as his pink prick lay free from the confines of the prison, with no harsh steel squishing it, and with a pair of blue balls that desperately needed release, Jake stuttered out a meek, “I-.. I do.”

Lucy burst out into laughter, and Tyrone couldn’t contain himself either. Clearing her throat, his girlfriend sniffed, wiped her nose. “Alright. Uhm-.. By the power vested in me, I hereby declare you husbands-..”, she said, motioning for the quarterback, “-.. and wife.”, motioning straight for Jake, who flustered up a bright red. Before she spoke next, Jake already knew what she was about to say, and for a brief moment, he contemplated if going back in the cage really was such a terrible option. “Congratulations. You may kiss your husbands.”

With his lips split, Jake blinked up at Lucy in sheer and utter disbelief. It took him some time to realize that it was not a joke, that she did expect him to go through with it. Tyrone stepped closer, and when the dirty smell of musk wafted out upon his face, Jake grimaced, but couldn’t keep himself from stealing a glance. They were massive, a pair of hefty melons contained in a black, leathery sack, adorned with short, curly, black pubes. Her lover held his fat prick up, and the hand on the top of his head began to guide him closer. When he was but an inch away, Tyrone released him and chuckled, waiting patiently. Swiftly, Lucy came up to Tyrone, wrapping an arm around his waist, staring down at Jake with amusement.

“Kiss your new husbands.”, she cooed, and Jake shuddered. His stomach felt heavy, like he had swallowed a rock and it was now stuck in his tummy. Puckering his lips, he closed his eyes and leaned closer, then paused, feeling what could only be a pube scrape his lips. He sat there for a while, on his knees, and tried to kiss them, but the idea of how Lucy would react in the aftermath prevented him. Adultery wasn’t new to them, but this was. When she was fucking Tyrone, his task was to get out and stay out of their way. Now, he was about to take the next - and final - step, submitting to the lover who once stole his girlfriend.

“Kiss them, sweetie.”, Lucy encouraged, wrapping a hand around the back of his head. She didn’t shove him forward, and only applied a little pressure. “They taste so good.”

Slowly, his eyelids came up, and the black, wrinkly sack filled up his view. The skin was so dark, nicely contrasted with the untrimmed hair. Swallowing audibly, Jake sucked in a sharp breath, then dipped in close, briefly pressing his lips right upon the musky sack. When he retracted, brushing a loose strand of hair out of his face, Lucy was roaring with hysterical laughter. The deep blush spread from his face to his neck, and soon, he must have looked like he was painted crimson in colour. “Good wife.”, Tyrone grunted, just when Lucy was on the verge of collecting herself, and she burst out into laughter once again.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Calming down, his girlfriend squatted down to meet him face-to-face, a naughty smirk plastered to her lips as she looked between Jake and the cum-churning nuts. “I’m so glad you’ve finally understood your place, sweetie.”, she whispered, and slipped her little palm underneath the dark rocks, bringing them closer. “Look at them. They’re so fat and full of sperm. Don’t you wanna feel them?” She spoke so sweetly, and when she offered the balls forth, he obediently held his hands up. She let them drop, and they fell into his cupped palms with a heavy thud. They were fat, and Jake crept between his legs, placing his elbows against his side, holding the big stones like he was a servant holding a plate. Stroking him on the cheek, Lucy pecked him on the forehead, then stood up, edging up to her lover.

She pecked Tyrone on the lips, and the quarterback promptly responded, bending over to squish his kissers with the plumpness of hers. Passionately, they made out, suckling on each other’s lips while they embraced, lovingly. Her hands ensnared the back of his neck, while his free hand crept down to her rear. Strong fingers took a firm grip around the doughy buttcheeks, and began to knead them. Giggling against his lips, Lucy offered a meek moan and pressed herself into him, squishing her ample breasts against his powerful chest. Jake saw it all from the floor, watching from underneath, supporting the musky balls, quietly.

When Tyrone stuck out his tongue, his girlfriend tiptoed, hungrily wrapping her painted lips around the base of his tongue. Like a cock, she sucked on it until her cheeks went hollow, and as he looked into her eyes and she his, Jake suddenly felt invisible. In his palms, the monstrous balls pounded a little, and he almost thought he could feel the cum churn inside. The quarterback, who previously only held his fat prick up, began stroking the massive shaft with long and gentle motions. Quickly, Lucy joined in, encircling her fingers around the bulbous, pink tip, rubbing and kneading it between her eager digits. Intimidatingly, it hung over the top of his head, threatening to drop right down upon his face if Tyrone was to let go.

Breaking their kiss, Lucy dropped back down on her heels, shot Tyrone a wicked grin, then glanced downwards, and Jake couldn’t look away quickly enough. There was a raging blush on his face that simply would not go away, and the way the fat balls kept throbbing against his palms did not help. Softly, he felt fingers graze across his cheek, then the digits curled around his chin and guided his gaze back to where it was a moment ago. Suddenly, he was eye to eye with his girlfriend, for she had dropped to a squat, and was smoothly jerking on the black prick while she stared at him. Between his legs, his own meager cock twitched at the sight, and Jake tried to look away once more, but Lucy refused him. Her fingers clutched his face, tightly, while the other hand obediently tugged upon the swelling, dark shaft.

“It’s okay.”, she whispered, and the tone of her voice was sweet, genuine and comforting. No longer did he find any amusement on her features, and instead he saw a face full of passion and admiration. “It’s not your fault he is bigger, Jake.”, she continued, releasing him from her grip, stroking her digits along his narrow jawline. Her touch was pleasant, and Jake found himself pressing his cheek into her palm, like a puppy cuddling his owner. Icy blue eyes scouted his face for a moment longer, before she fluttered her long eyelashes and turned her attention to the prick which she held, and wanked, pulling it out of the passive quarterback’s grasp, pointing the tip down between the couple. She didn’t take her hand off of his face as she shuffled closer, bobbed her head down, parted her lips, and stuck out her tongue.

Wide-eyed, Jake gawked at his girlfriend, as the tip of her tongue moved closer and closer to the swollen, round tip. His pulse was racing as she finally made contact, offering the head of the fat prick a quick lick, then paused, flicking her blue orbs up at him. Slowly, a bright smile crept up on her lips, and she lowered her face to the lengthy shaft, ushering a soft moan as she rubbed her cheek against the musky surface. In his hands, the balls twitched, and Jake almost jumped, unable to prevent himself from shooting Tyrone a quick look. Shirtless and oh-so-muscular, he was towering over the pair like some sort of greek god, staring down at them, expectantly. Swallowing audibly, Jake submissively bowed his head.

“It’s so thick.”, Lucy cooed, ushering a waft of warm breath out upon the meaty manhood. It was growing quickly, and for a second, his girlfriend lost her hold of it. Like a spring, it flew out of her hands, and stood straight for a moment, swaying. Underneath the belly of the beast, his girlfriend released a girly giggle, and straightened up, prodding the mighty prick from below with the tip of her nose. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath, through her nose, dragging the musky scent of cock up her nostrils, and trembled on the floor. When her eyelids slid back up, she flicked her gaze to Jake, and nodded slightly towards the nutsack.

Wincing, Jake glanced to his right, to the pair of sizeable rocks that lay resting in the palms that he cupped together. “Smell them.”, Lucy softly commanded, stuffing her lips with the tip of a finger, nibbling gently on a nail. “You have to get used to how your new husbands smell.”

Ogling the veiny, plump sack, he hesitated. He was but a few inches away, and the scent which dwelled in the air around them was already thick and heavy. It wasn’t the fear for how badly they would smell that kept him from leaning in, but the way his own prick twitched between his legs, desperately trying to rise out of his squished thighs. Impatiently, the hand that a moment ago was stroking his jaw slid forward and clenched the back of his neck. She guided him forward, and the closer he came, the more his view was filled up with the brown, hairy ballsack, until he could see nothing else. So close he was, he could make out every chunky vein, every curly pube. And then, as the tip of his nose touched the surface, he cast one final glance at his girlfriend, who nodded at him encouragingly, then breathed in.

The pungent smell which shot up his nostrils hit him like a train. It could only be described as cheesy, and the scent reminded him of a sweaty, stuffy locker room, crowded with men who had yet to shower. A grimace flashed across his face, and he swiftly retracted to the sound of his girlfriend’s pretty laughter. Immediately, she edged up behind him, squishing her breasts against his back, keeping him from pulling too far away. With a firm grip, she held onto the cock, forcing the big quarterback to take a step closer, and suddenly the swollen nuts were right back up in his face. “Such a good boy.”, she purred into his ear.

Briefly, she pressed her plump lips against his earlobe, then brought the black prick down to her mouth. Not even an inch away from his face, she engulfed the whole head with her eager kissers, and the sound of her suckling rang clear in his ear. In his nostrils, the manly stench glued itself to the walls of his nose, and each breath he took drove the overpowering scent into the depths of his lungs. In the corner of his eye, his girlfriend stirred, and as he cast a subtle sideways glance, he saw her press forward, forcing herself to swallow inch upon inch of the thick, dark member. So fat it was, that her pale cheeks bulged outwards to accomodate for the sheer girth, but Lucy kept on bravely stuffing her mouth.

She slid further and further over his shoulder, and now she was leaning over him. Momentarily, she paused, and he felt her dig her nails into the back of his neck, painfully. Sharply, they pierced skin, and he gritted his teeth, battling against the pressure so as to not faceplant with the stench-ridden balls. Deftly, his girlfriend continued, ushering a stifled, long-drawn moan as she swallowed so much of the stiff length that the tip had to be pressing against the back of her throat. There was a gag, and her fingers twitched around his neck, before she promptly withdrew, so the tip of the prick escaped her lips with a plop. Swiftly, it rose, majestically hovering in the air. Jake had to duck as to not get struck, for the black cock sprang up with such force, he wouldn’t have been surprised if it had left a bruise.

Lucy was breathing heavily, bringing a hand up to wipe away a trail of drool dribbling down her chin. She coughed a couple of times, and Jake looked her way with concern, but as their gazes met, she only flashed him a wide smile before she reached up to grab her dark lover by his manhood, gently pulling it back down. Slowly, she brought the cock closer and closer until it was pointing right at Jake, the one-eyed adder threateningly staring him down. “Don’t you think a cock this size deserves to be sucked, Jake?”, she asked, melodiously, and as he gawked with parted lips up at the mighty, throbbing cock, the dark, delicious texture, the fat veins, the sheer power of the girthy shaft, he couldn’t help but feel that maybe it did.

Her eyes did not dwell on him for long. Soon, she leapt at the black dick, but this time she kept it pointed straight at him. Lovingly, she planted kisses upon kisses across the entire length, pecking her way along the belly of the impressive manhood. Tyrone, who passively let her worship him with her painted lips, grunted in pleasure. In stark contrast to the dark skin, she coloured his shaft a creamy crimson, and suddenly the whole length was covered with feminine lipstains. It pained Jake to see, for the admiration his girlfriend showered upon this monstrous member was unlike anything she’d ever shower upon his. She could love his personality, his looks, his quirks, his traits, his wallet… But she could never love his cock.

His jealousy built up swiftly, but the soft hand that suddenly trailed between his legs and grasped for his cock subdued him. With a gasp, he felt her fingers take a firm grip around his meager length, jerking the prick out from between the squished thighs. Months had he spent in the cage, which now lay unlocked on the nearby couch, and Jake realized he couldn’t remember the last time he felt the sensation of her sweet touch. A guttural grown emitted from his throat, and as her grip tightened, he leaned forward, face to face with the cum-churning balls that he so obediently supported. “If you want me to jerk off your little worm-..”, she whispered, straight in his ear, “-.. I want to see you worship your Master.”

The pace of his breath picked up, and his prick grew quickly between her fingers, pressing against the palm of her hand, attempting to escape the tight grasp. “Please.”, he whispered back at her, but she only nodded at the pair of hefty nuts, lips smooching the shaft. For what felt like ages, he’d have been left unsatisfied, and now there was a chance to cum. The only obstacle was a pair of fat balls, and the nasty taste that certainly coated them. Subtly, he tried to buck his hips, draw pleasure from her soft palm, but then her grip loosened. With a whimper, he looked at her, pleadingly, but found no mercy. His deeply desired satisfaction was but a lick away, and Jake couldn’t contain himself. Slowly, his tongue slid out between his lips.

When the tip of his tongue came in contact with the leathery texture, she clenched her fingers around his throbbing prick, but she didn’t fap him. “Lick it.”, she had said, and Jake knew she meant it. Hesitantly, he began sliding the tip of his tongue through the dark jungle of pubes, and as soon as he did, his girlfriend began to jerk her hand. Jake felt the need to scream, for the waves of pleasure she gave him was unlike anything he could remember. It felt so good, the way her deft fingers tugged his skin back, and for a brief moment, he almost forgot to keep licking. Quickly, he found out that the musky surface didn’t just smell of cheese, but also tasted cheesy, and just as he wanted to withdraw in disgust, the gentle handjob egged him on, encouragingly. “Good boy.”, she murmured. “Lick those fat balls.”

Lucy was pumping two cocks, jacking off her two lovers simultaneously. She kept up a brisk pace, and as Jake pressed the flat of his tongue against the tasty nutsack, he felt his own wrinkle up between his legs. She had barely touched him, and he was ready to burst. Desperately, he tried to contain himself, but his own stones were pounding with the need for release. Sensing the pressure build, he muffled a high-pitched moan by lapping up a cum-churning nut, taking it between his lips. Eagerly, he suckled on the black ball, like he was sucking on a lollipop, and Lucy rewarded him, jerking him off faster and faster.

Tyrone groaned, and Jake noticed how his thighs flexed. He was nearing his climax, so Jake pressed his cheeks against the throbbing nut, smooched the cheesy skin, trailed his tongue into the black bush of pubes. “That’s it.”, Lucy moaned, and her voice was sultry, sweet and full of passion. “Worship your Master. Thank him for fucking me.”. Her words almost drove him over the edge, and Jake squeezed his eyes shut, eagerly pressing his face up between the dark man’s thighs until the whole, massive ballsack pancaked across his face.

He came with a squeal, the awkward sound stifled by the mouthful of black nuts. Two torrents of seed sprouted from his tip, and a moment later, he felt warm goo dribble down his bare stomach. Terrified that she’d stop, he began to buck his hips, trying to draw out his orgasm, and his girlfriend stuck by her word, viciously wanking his cock. It didn’t take long before the second cock, so much bigger than his, exploded. He didn’t see it, but in the background, Lucy ushered a gasp of surprise, and a moment later, hot, sticky liquid leaked onto the back of his neck, trailing down underneath his shirt. Shivering in the aftermath of the violent pleasure, he began to withdraw, the steamy sack of nuts clinging to his face.

When the black balls released his features, they dropped, then swayed for a moment, the pubes tickling the tip of his nose. Midst his panting, Jake couldn’t rid himself of the cheesy taste on his tongue, swallowing and swallowing in an attempt to escape it. Lucy was stroking the back of his neck soothingly, the warm touch only adding to the horrible shame which abruptly pinched him deep inside his chest. “Don’t be sorry you can’t measure up, sweetie.”, he heard Lucy whisper into his ear. “It means you get to worship a man with a real cock, and as far as I can see, you’re happy to do it.”. Twitching, a furious blush blossomed up on his cheeks, and Jake bowed his head. “I’m-.. I’m sorry.”, he muttered, and the arms which curled around his waist, clutching him tightly, felt oh-so-welcome. “It’s okay.”, Lucy said, with a voice full of caring love. It warmed him to the very bone. “Now go get the cage, sweetie.”

The End
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