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​“If we do this, we do
it together. All the way. And that means communication and trust.
So, if I tell you I don’t want to select the highest Intensity
Level, you should respect that.”

Michael gave his wife a defiant raise of the
eyebrows. This was a matter they discussed often, and no matter how
much Kelsie tried to convince him with foot rubs and blowjobs,
Michael simply would not budge.

“I’ll ask you one more time as your pestering
wife,” Kelsie set the laptop down and crawled to where her husband
lay on the bed. She put a hand on his package and squeezed. “Can we
please, pretty please try to approach this with a sense of
adventure? A sense of abandon? Isn’t that why we’re doing this
crazy thing in the first place?”

“I think asking someone to kidnap you and have
their way with you, in front of me, is plenty adventure.
Plenty of abandon, reckless at that.” Michael adjusted under the
sturdy grip of his wife. “I just don’t think I could handle
watching multiple men use you like that, babe.”

Kelsie let go of Michael’s crotch and rolled her
eyes.

“But we’ve already done it with one guy before
and we could just as easily do it with one again,” she said,
pushing pouty lips out. “If we’re going to do this Kidnapped
Cuckolding thing- “

“Kidnapped Couples and Cuckolding,” Michael
corrected her, “and the one guy I watched you with was
plenty of intensity for me. I came before he even put it in
you.”

Kelsie laughed, her gorgeous smile breaking
through the façade of her complaints. “I forgot about that you
little perv!”

“What can I say? You turn me on still, even
after seven years of marriage.”

“He was big wasn’t he…” Kelsie’s palm found his
groin again, this time caressing the white fabric of his undies.
“So much bigger than you, Michael…”

Michael’s breath went shallow, his lips parted.
Any time she so much as mentioned that night with her bull he
checked out, as if in a trance, cock stiffening in tight underwear
and images playing over in his mind.

“He was so strong too, baby…he knew how to
handle me,” she breathed in his ear, licking the gooseflesh
covering his neck.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” Michael
stuttered.

“Mmhmm, I loved it. He fucked me over and over.
And you just sat there…”

“Fuck,” he moaned, eyes closed and reliving the
look on his wife’s face when the bull pushed deep.

“Don’t you want to see it again? Don’t you want
to see more men put their hands all over- “

Michael pushed her away suddenly, and so to that
lustful trance.

“Are you listening to me, Kelsie? I said no. Now
drop it, please. Intensity Level 2. That’s the one we’re doing. Not
5 or 4 or 3. You should feel lucky that I didn’t select Level
1.”

“Fine. You want to spend all this money on this
experience and do it half-assed, that is your choice. I’m going to
have fun regardless.”

“I bet you will,” he laughed, pulling her thin,
small frame into his arms. “And so will I.”

The married couple huddled over the laptop
together, completing the final step of paperwork for their
Kidnapped Couples and Cuckolding experience.

“This part is important,” Kelsie wiggled her
plump ass against her husband’s lap, “the Do’s and Don’ts,
Limits and Boundaries, and Specific Requests.”

“Half of the options are already greyed out,”
Michael said.

“That’s what happens when you only select the
2nd intensity level, dumbass,” she clapped her ass back
and squished his balls, pulling a loud grunt out of her
husband.

“Well, I’m still OK with hair-pulling and light
slapping so maybe put it in the Special Requests box if it won’t
let you select it.”

“With pleasure,” she smiled, typing in the
request.

“No interracial,” Michael said, seeing the
option on the digital paperwork. “The last guy was plenty big, and
he was white. I don’t need some giant black guy spreading you so
wide you never feel me again.”

“Wow, racist much?”

“What? I’m sorry, I thought this was a joint
venture here? If one of us has something to say, the other person
is supposed to listen.”

“Except when I say something, then its ‘too
intense’ or ‘too raunchy.” Annoyed, Kelsie unchecked the box that
read Interracial Cuckold.

“Definitely no rimming and no anal,” he told
her, his eyes skimming the selections on screen. “You won’t even do
that for me, no way I’m watching you do it with someone else.”

“Maybe they have an option where he just takes
me out for coffee and kisses me goodbye? Would that work for you or
is that too intense, Michael?”

“Ha. Ha. Hilarious.”

“I’m just sayin’,” she copped an attitude,
unchecking multiple boxes of fetish and kinks, “by the time we
finish saying what he can’t do there won’t be anything left for him
to do.”

“He’s definitely going to do you, dear,” he
squeezed her close, kissing her on the neck. “By ‘he’ I mean
singular. I see you trying to skip over the part about how many
performers. Let me help you with that, babe. The correct answer is
one.”

“One?” she shot back, a heavy sigh escaping.

“One.”

“Fine. One white guy to fuck me with his pajama
pants on. Got it.”

“You’re cute when you pout, Kels. It’s very
sexy.”

“Keep running your mouth, babe. Because when
you’re all tied up with a gag in your mouth, and another man has
his hands…all over me, I’m going to remember all these
stupid little rules and make you pay for them.

“I certainly hope so,” he replied.

“I’m going to check this next box the way I
please and you can shut your trap,” Kelsie said, bringing her mouse
cursor to one of the three selections listed under Penis
Size: Average- Endowed – Gifted.

“Gifted? Really, Kels?”

“What? We’re paying a lot of money. I don’t want
something average. If I did, I would just fuck you.”

Michael shook her between his arms, his cock
stiffening despite the insult. “How about endowed? You should
probably play it safe, Kels. You don’t know what they mean by
‘gifted.’”

“I think I’m done letting you poo poo my fun,
Michael.”

Kelsie submitted the last of the paperwork along
with a date and time for the pre-arranged kidnapping, and what they
would be wearing on that day.

“It’s important to be specific about the
clothing,” she said, rolling over to face Michael. “They have to
know for sure it’s us. I heard they picked up the wrong couple by
mistake once.”

“Sounds like a silly story to me.”

“Maybe.”

Kelsie slid from Michael’s lap and lay at the
other end of the bed. She spread her legs so he could see the wet
spot on the front of her white panties and ran her fingertips along
the tops of her tits; two delicious mounds with wide, pink nipples.
They hung delicately on her chest, the skin giving way even at the
slightest brush of her fingers.

“That’s it then?” Michael asked. “It’s done?
It’s going to happen?”

“Come eat my pussy, Michael,” she whispered,
head tilting back to face the ceiling. “I’m so wet thinking about
the man who is going to have his way with me.”

Michael came to her on hands and knees, his face
disappearing between milky thighs. He licked her over the fabric,
nuzzling his nose against her love button.

“Oh, Michael…”

Placing two hands on the back of his head,
Kelsie fed him her cunt: sopping, thick folds. Michael licked at
her juices greedily, flicking his tongue the way she liked him
to.

“Oh, Michael…he’s going to tie you up and make
you watch…he’s going to fuck my brains out after he kidnaps us.
He’s going to make me do sooooo many bad, bad…oh,
Michael!”
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​On a quiet street in
a quiet suburb, Khalil Black has taken over a young white couple’s
home.

“Mop the floors, white man,” Khalil commands
from his seat at the dining room table. “We have guests arriving
today and I want our new headquarters spotless.”

“Yes, Master,” Donny Walsh replied, his voice
meek and beaten. His outfit was ridiculous; a piece of lingerie in
the style of a sexy maid, though it was anything but on Donny’s
pale, scrawny frame. He was sweaty from raking and bagging leaves
in the backyard when he went to work on the kitchen floors.

Between Khalil’s legs, on her knees and under
the dining room table, Laura Walsh used two hands to work Khalil’s
massive black pecker into her mouth. She slobbered on it the way he
taught her to, being sure to swab the back of her throat with his
leaking tip. Drool ran the length of his ebony shaft, soaking his
curly pubic hair and fat, gristly ballsack.

“Good white bitch,” he grunted, placing a hand
on the back of her head, and shoving. “Service that black
dick.”

Laura’s auburn hair was tied back in a bun, and
it fit perfectly in the palm of Khalil’s hand. He used it to guide
her head, skull-fucking her savagely one moment, soft and sweet the
next.

This was a daily ritual since Khalil moved in
two weeks prior. In the morning, Donny made breakfast while Khalil
fucked Donny’s wife. In the afternoon, Donny cleaned while Khalil
got his blowjob. In the evening, the husband went to work, and
Khalil did as he pleased with Laura.

“Hold still, white girl,” Khalil said, pulling
her dripping mouth from his black anaconda.

“Cum all over me, Black Daddy,” she said,
licking her lips.

“Imma’ nut all over your pretty white face and
you can stay under the fucking table where you belong, bitch.”

Long, thick ropes of it cascaded across Laura’s
ruined face. The white wads of cum mixed with her running mascara.
It pasted her lips and pooled in her mouth, blinded her, gummed up
her hair.

“UGH!” Khalil grunted with each volley.

“Oh fuck! It’s so warm!”

“Swallow bitch!”

A cum-covered mess, Laura remained under the
table at his feet. Donny finished the floors in the kitchen and got
to work in the living room. He couldn’t help but glance at his
wife, sleeping soundly at Khalil’s feet like a dog, cum drying in
her hair.

Around 3 that afternoon, the neighbor across the
street looked out his window and saw several large, intimidating
black men at the door of the Walsh home. He nearly called the
police, but when he saw Donny Walsh open the door with a smile, he
put the phone down.

“Brothers and Kings,” Khalil said to the men now
joining him at the dining room table, “welcome to our new temporary
headquarters. This white couple have accepted their place in
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