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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Worship By Tara Yarn

Black Worship, a 11’500 word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, spanking, facesitting, sph, mild sissification, black supremacy, risk of pregnancy, bbc worship, white submission and other scenes of a oh-so-wrong and dirty nature.

Sissy wimp Charlie often frequents online chat rooms to play out erotic fantasies with the black men that intimidates him so often in real life. Whenever his girlfriend, a mean and sassy blonde named Sophie, is out of the house, he fetches his webcam and prepares for a few hours of anonymous play - where he is the bitch, and the black man is the boss.

But one day, everything goes wrong when his most recent online master show up at his front door. The black stranger is arrogant, rude, and does not care about Charlie’s meek protests. He wants Charlie to introduce him to his beautiful girlfriend, and there’s nothing the little sissy can do to stop him. Charlie’s only hope is that Sophie will be able to resist the aggressive, dominant nature of his new friend - and not jump into bed with him. A red-hot and exciting tale of a wimpy white boy whose fantasies finally come true when a black bully suddenly enters his life and demands that Charlie not only serve, but also worship.


























Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Blacked By Tara Yarn

Blacked, a 10’100+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, spanking, black supremacy, white inferiority, rear worship, mild sph, risk of pregnancy. Full of rough and explicit scenes that will leave the reader feeling oh-so-dirty, this red-hot tale of lewdness revolves around two women who simply cannot help but surrender to a fat bbc, and a weak boyfriend who has no choice but to let it happen. Stuffed with shame and pleasure.

Women can be so cruel, and twenty-two year old Evan, a wimpy, self-proclaimed loser is about to find out just how cruel they can be when his old, long-term bully Joshua moves into the house next door. The terror of his life, Joshua has tormented poor Evan for years upon years, and now the horror is about to start anew. After a humiliating encounter with his old bully, a black hunk ripe with muscle and a cocky attitude, he fears he might be losing respect from the women in his life. Particularly his girlfriend Brianna, who no longer seems interested in spending time with him. The frustrated twenty-two year old sets out to discover why.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Nothing could stop him now.

Marching down the hallway, Sam clutched the bouquet of flowers to the point where his knuckles went white, his breath ragged and out of rhythm. Her office lay straight ahead. He saw the blonde ponytail flick back and forth as she rolled her chair around, rummaging through a stack of papers evenly split across her wide, wooden desk.

Nothing would stop him now.

She was dressed plainly, but neatly. She wore a spotless black tunic and a black, straight skirt with stripes. The heels she wore were tall, smooth, shiny. She looked so professional.

Sam reached the open doorway that led to her office. She didn’t see him, her eyes locked upon a piece of paper on which she occasionally scribbled.

It was a small office, overflowing with documents. They lay scattered across the desk, the bookcases, even on the top of her laptop. For someone so neat, you’d think she’d clean more, Sam thought, as he let his eyes drift to the picture that stood by the computer. It depicted her, embracing a girl not much younger than he was. She was also blonde, blue-eyed, pretty, though a little slimmer. The two women could’ve been twins if it hadn't been for their obvious age difference.

After a moment of hesitation, Charlie cleared his throat.

She flinched where she sat, her face pale as she spun in her chair to face him. When she saw him, a sheepish smile crept up on her lips after she ushered a sigh.

“You scared me, Sam.”

“I’m-.. I’m sorry.”

Giggling, she grasped a few pieces of paper, beginning to stack them. Her eyes temporarily left him. He took the opportunity to ensure the bouquet was hidden behind his back.

A poster hung on the left wall, a drawn picture of a short-haired woman posing with a flexed arm, the text beneath reading, “We can do it.”

“Do-.. Do you have a moment, miss Jane?”

Putting the paper away, she nodded casually, flashed him a bright smile. One leg crossed over the other as she leaned back a bit to look up at him. Sam felt his face flush.

“I-.. I was wondering-..”

Three voices in the background cut him off. Glancing over his shoulder, Sam saw Trevon, Darryl and Maurice enter the hallway, accompanied by two women he did not recognize. They were hollering to each other, pushing each other around, laughing wildly.

Jane must’ve noticed his discomfort. “Shut the door,” she said, an encouraging smile on her painted lips. Nodding quickly, Sam obeyed. The voices turned faint.

“Is this about the exam? Look, I can’t help you, Sam-..”

“It’s not,” he assured her, struggling to flash her a smile.

“Fine. What is it?”

Jane had a skill. It was a particular skill which very few people possessed. No matter how stupid, or dumb, or embarrassed you felt, she always managed to calm you down.

That was just one of the traits Sam loved about her.

Trying to find the words, Sam swept his gaze over her office. Her only window gave her a view of the parking lot. The rays of an afternoon sun beamed upon the cars parked there.

“I do have a lot of work, Sam.”

“I know. I know. I-..” Gritting his teeth, Sam gave up looking for words. Instead, ushering a shaky sigh, he forced himself to fetch forth the bouquet of flowers. And held them out.

Jane gasped. A hand shot up to cover her lips.

“Look. I know you’re not allowed too, but-..”

“Sam. I’m your professor. You’re in my class.”

“It’s just, I,” Sam began, blushing. “I-.. I love you.”

Smirking playfully, Jane nodded. The hand previously on her lips reached out to cup a hold of his cheek. “Thank you. I never knew you were such a romantic.”

At her touch, a chill ran up his spine. His cock twitched in his pants.

“Would-.. Would you like to go out with me tomorrow night?”

The smile on her face evaporated. For a moment, he thought he had annoyed her. It took him a moment to realize that the only expression on her face was sadness.

“Sam-.. I’m flattered, but we can’t. You know we can’t.”

“We-.. We can go out for a drink.”

“Yes, we can. But I don’t want to get your hopes up. If I touch you, I could lose my job. It doesn’t matter that you’re eighteen, Sam. The university doesn’t allow it.”

His gaze dropped to the floor. His shoulders sank forward.

She saw it. And worked her magic.

“But these,” she began, gently snatching the flowers out of his hand. “I will have to put in water. And if a colleague asks, I will tell them I have a secret admirer.”

She winked. Sam immediately felt better.

“It’s late. Go home, Sam. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She stood up from her chair. Frozen in place, Sam watched with wide eyes as she slid closer and extended her arms. He felt her big bosom flatten against his chest when they hugged. The smell of her perfume hit him like a brick, and his cock stirred once more.

“Thank you for the roses. They’re beautiful.”

She hugged him like she was his. Despite being twenty years older, she was shorter, and needed to tiptoe to embrace him properly. Her arms went under his arms. His arms went over her shoulders. And for a split second, she was his girlfriend.

They parted a moment later. She flashed him a warm smile, sat back down, turned back to her papers. He lingered a moment longer, stared at the way her plump bottom pancaked across the seat of her chair. In his eyes, she was a voluptuous twenty year old.

Then he left her alone with her papers.

The hallway was crowded now. At least a dozen arrivals fled back and forth between the rows of lockers that made up the interior. He saw Karen from his class, a handball player who had never flunked an exam; Keith, an aspiring professor with only one problem - he was addicted to cocaine; Marcel, an exchange student who only spoke French.

They were not the ones Sam was worried about.

The ones Sam were worried about stood at the end of the corridor.

Trevon, Darryl and Maurice were still chatting up the two blondes, who kept giggling hysterically whenever one of them spoke. One of them couldn’t keep her eyes off of Trevon, whose biceps strained his tight T to the point where it looked like it might rip.

Just a few hours earlier, Jane had told the auditorium a story about how only fifty years ago, a white woman risked her life if she dared to flirt with a black man.

That was certainly not the case today.

When Sam tried to slip past, Trevon saw him. Nudging the blonde, she also looked up. And when the black man leaned down to whisper something in her ear, she snickered.

Lowering his gaze, Sam hurried for the exit. He didn’t make it.

Maurice slipped up in front of him, his skinny frame spreading out to block the entirety of the doorway. Darryl came up on his left, cocking his head back and forth. Trevon, adjusting his bandana, was the last one to approach Sam. He was grinning wickedly.

“Where do you think you’re going, white boy?”

Sam stopped. He didn’t say a word.

Trevon scooted up in front of him. His bulky frame dwarfed Sam, at least a head taller and bulging with muscle. His chiseled abs shone prominently through the white shirt.

“You’ve been spending an awful lot of time with Jane.”

“It’s-.. It’s none of your business,” stuttered Sam.

The three black men looked at each other, cocking their eyebrows.

The two blondes gasped.

“Aight,” nodded Trevon. “Aight, have it your way, white boy.”

He stepped out of the way. Sam quickly tried to slip past.

And was stopped dead in his tracks by a hand on his collar.

Trevon dragged him backwards. Flailing his arms, Sam struggled to keep his balance. When he finally fell, his ass slamming into the floor, his bully kept bringing him along.

“I’mma teach you respect for your superiors,” growled Trevon, grasping Sam by the shirt, hoisting him up on his feet with ease. Wide-eyed, Sam grabbed at the white shirt, tried to push the bully backwards, slip out of his grip. But Trevon held him tight.

“Let me go,” cried Sam, struggling and squirming. He cast a quick glance at the door that led to Jane’s office. The top of her blonde head could still be seen.

“I’mma let you go,” panted Trevon, “I’mma let you go when you get down on your knees and apologize for being such a white, spoilt brat.”

His friends came up behind him, wide grins plastered on their features. The two blondes also followed, their hands covering their lips. Sam caught them giggling, and blushed furiously.

“Let me go,” Sam repeated, softly. That did not sit well with his bully.

The black man released his collar. But a moment later, he grabbed him again. This time, the bully slipped his fingers into the back of his trousers, grasped the hem of his underwear, and yanked it up with such force, the material flattened his balls from the pressure.

Charlie yelped, and a split second later began to kick his feet as he felt them leave the floor. Darryl slipped up by his side, also grabbed him by his boxers and helped. In unison, they hoisted Sam high in the air, held him there for a moment, and then let go.

But Sam didn’t crash down on the floor.

Instead, he fell halfway down before something caught his weight, held him up. It was his underwear, straining dangerously, slipping up between his buttcheeks, crushing his balls.

The sudden pain caused Sam to gasp, wince, usher a yelp. But the laughter was worse. In the beginning, he only heard the three bullies. But as he bobbed up and down, his boxers squeezing his junk flat, the blondes joined in. And then, the rest of the hallway.

The door to the office slammed open, Jane stormed out. Sam could not stomach looking her way, and quickly averted his gaze, but not before seeing her jaw drop.

“What on earth are y-.. Hey! Take him down right now!”

The blondes were laughing hysterically. Darryl took a step back, but Trevon stood his ground. Sam had no choice but to stare right down at his white sneakers, sobbing.

“Shut your bitch ass mouth,” said Trevon, showing her a pair of fingers. The gasp that erupted from the surprised professor could be heard throughout the hallway.

The moment he turned around and left, wrapping an arm around the nearest blonde on the way, Jane quickly scurried over on her high heels, her huge bosom bouncing.

Sam wanted nothing more than for her to go away as he hung there, kicking his feet, on the verge of tears from the sickening pain shooting from his balls deep into his tummy. But as she rushed over, grabbed at his underwear, tried to get him down, he kept utterly quiet.

“Bunch of bullies,” she sneered, struggling with the stretched boxers. Sam, piping-hot from his neck all the way up to his hairline, kept quiet. “I-.. I can’t get it off the peg-..”

She managed to get him down. Eventually.

Whimpering, Sam fought to find his feet. His whole face was burning, his balls aching, his pulse pounding with adrenaline. Jane tried to help him up, tried to help him with his rucksack, tried to help him brush his pants down. Sam, awkwardly dodging her, lowered his gaze and tried to hurry down the hallway. She interrupted him with a single word.

“Hey,” she called after him. And Sam stopped immediately.

“I’m not done with you,” she continued. Sam heard the clicking of high heels, and soon sensed her perfume washing over him. It was the best scent in the whole world.

“About tomorrow,” she began, patting down the back of his jacket. “I will go out with you. But only if you take me somewhere nice. I’m not going to some seedy bar.”

Sam felt his heart skip a beat.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

A pity date. That’s what it was.

A pity date. But a date nonetheless.

Ten to eight, Sam found himself surrounded by well-dressed men and women chatting quietly amongst themselves, leaning closer and closer with each sip of their drinks in the dark - but clean and comfortable - atmosphere. A fountain stood by the bar, a statue of a naked woman with enormous breasts spitting a constant stream of water into a round pool where fake pink water lilies floated calmly. As he looked from table to table, he realized he must’ve been the youngest one there. Everyone else looked like they were at least in their late thirties, often their forties and fifties. But this place was far from seedy.

At the stroke of eight, Jane came inside. Sam gawked.

She wore a sparkling black dress with a deep neckline, her pale breasts threatening to erupt out of their tight constraints. High heels as always, and a dark purse by her hip.

When she saw him, she beamed a bright smile and came over. Sam quickly stood up and began making his way for her chair, but she flicked her fingers and pointed at his seat.

“Don’t do that,” she said, hugging him tightly. “Chivalry is so old-fashioned.”

They sat down, ordered their drinks. Sam caught her frowning at the waitress, who scurried back and forth like a headless chicken, wearing tight jeans and a beige blouse.

“You must certainly notice how all the waitresses here are female,” she said, then faked a sparkling smile as the young woman gave them their drinks. Sam, who never drank, went out to a bar, or was an alcoholic, had simply ordered what she did - cranberry juice.

Sam nodded.

“And that was precisely the point I was trying to make earlier. It is essential that we push for diversity in the workplace, else men will continue to see women as simple servants.”

Sam nodded.

“If these teenagers were men, they’d already have plenty of entry-level positions in the private sector lined up for their taking. But of course, women are born waitresses.”

Sam, a young man with no job, nodded.

Jane waved a dismissive hand, loosened up a little, started to sip from her drink and finally complimented his outfit. It was the suit his younger sister once wore to a play, when she had gotten the role of a sour, old businessman. Sam blushed, quick to compliment her back.

The conversation was flowing easily. Jane - who was unable to make a situation uncomfortable - drank and talked, and Sam struggled to keep his eyes off of the pale breasts that bobbed up and down whenever she reached for her glass. He also nodded.

They were on their fourth glass of cranberry juice when the situation took a turn for the worse. Jane had perked up, untied her hair to let it flow freely, gotten rosy cheeks and kept sweeping her fingers over his hand. And then she asked him the question he dreaded.

“So, uhm,” said Sophie, trying to wipe away a giggle. “Trevon, and his friends-..”

“What-.. What about them?”

“Do they bully you?”

Swallowing, Sam looked away. Jane immediately leaned over the table and put her hand on top of his, flashing him a bit of a sheepish, but very friendly, smile.

“It’s okay. You can tell me, Sam.”

“They-.. They don’t bully me. They’re just-..”

“Dicks?” she asked, cutting him off, biting her bottom-lip.

Sam raised an eyebrow, then nodded slightly.

Jane snorted. “They are dicks. But you know-..” She trailed off, flicking her finger at a nearby waitress, calling a little too loudly for another drink. Her deeply rooted disgust of treating female waitresses as servants only seemed to count for when she was sober.

“But you know,” she continued finally. “You-.. You don’t have to put up with it. The next time they try anything, tell them-.. Tell them that you will not be pushed around.”

Sam, hiding a grimace, nodded half-heartedly.

“It’s not their fault,” said Jane after a while, staring blankly up at the waitress who was serving them another glass. She seemed slightly flushed, but didn’t say a word. “They are black men born poor, oppressed by a white patriarchy. They simply blame you for the misdeeds of your culture, and that-..” She pointed a finger at Sam. “That is not okay.”

Sam was not sure if Trevon - who had been awarded a scholarship for basketball despite how he spent his days dealing drugs, drinking and showing up late for class - was particularly bothered by how the white patriarchy oppressed him, and kept silent.

Jane stood up, swaying briefly. “I have to use the bathroom.”

Sam smiled, looked away, reached for his drink. And then oh-so-slowly looked up at Jane when he realized she wasn’t going anywhere.

“Aren’t you coming?” she asked, holding her hand out.

Sam felt his heart skip a beat.

She dragged him after her. Sam almost had to struggle to keep up. When they reached the bathroom, of which there were three, Jane picked the one marked for women and burst inside, a wide-eyed Sam in tow. Pushing him inside, she locked the door.

“It’s okay,” she said, after seeing his expression. “It’s okay, Sam.”

Wrapping his arms around his tummy, Sam cleared his throat and pretended like the flower by the sink was far more interesting than the big-titted woman stumbling closer.

“It’s only if you want too, Sam,” said Jane, grasping him by the shoulders. He flinched, and she rolled her eyes, grabbing him by the collar. “I’m not that scary.”

“It’s-.. It’s not that. I-.. I do want too.”

“But you’re a virgin,” she continued, matter-of-factly. Her tone of voice surprised him, caught him off guard. It was not a question at all. She knew.

Squirming uncomfortably in front of her, Sam dipped his head.

“It’s okay, Sam,” giggled Jane. “But if you play your cards right, and consent-.. You just may leave this place a man.”

Ushering a shaky sigh, Sam shut his eyes. He barely had time to mutter his consent before he felt a hand creep up underneath his shirt, fingers sliding over his tummy.

“Take this off,” she whispered, nudging on his shirt. Without delay, he obeyed, tearing off his jacket, then his shirt. The way he discarded them on the floor made Jane snicker.

“Someone’s an eager boy,” she teased, took a step back, eyed him over. “You’re-.. Sam! Oh my god! Stop looking at me as if I am about to kill you. I’m not that drunk!”

She slid closer. Sam tensed up, and for the first time that night, dared to drop his eyes down upon those milky melons barely contained by the tight dress.

Jane saw it, threw her own breasts a glance, smirked. “Is it these that you want, Sam? Is that why you’ve suddenly kept eye contact with me all night?”

Her hands caught the back of his neck. She guided his face down, steered his gaze towards her plunging neckline. Her breasts were plump, and squished, and pretty.

“Is this where you wanna put your face, Sam?”

Swallowing, Sam had no idea what to do. He couldn’t nod, couldn’t shake his head. The mesmerizing sight froze him in place, glued him to the floor.

Jane leaned closer, parted her plump lips, whispered into his ear. “If you show me yours, I will show you mine-.. But you have to show me yours first.”

Widening his eyes, Sam hesitated. The perfume that crept up his nostrils was intoxicating. It muddled his mind far more than the alcohol he had drank that night.

“It’s okay,” cooed Jane, stroking her hand over his chest. “There’s nothing down there that I haven’t seen many times before. Don’t be afraid, Sam.”

This is the moment of truth, Sam thought.

The terrifying moment of truth.

She took his hands, guided them gently down to the hem of his trousers. And then she took his zipper, slowly pulling it all the way down. “Drop them,” she whispered with a smirk.

Sam squeezed his eyes shut, took a deep breath, hesitated.

And then he dropped his pants. In front of her.

There was a sudden pause, a moment of silence.

Jane backed up, the tip of her thumb stuck between her lips. Her gaze sank. Sam stood like a statue - a shivering and pale statue. Jane stared, narrowed her eyes.

And then she snorted.

It was as if his heart shattered in a thousand little pieces, simply exploded in the cavity of his chest. It didn’t help that Jane glued her hands to her lips, fought to contain her laughter as her cheeks took on a deep crimson colour, apologized profusely through her fingers.

It did not help at all.

A giggling Jane staggered backwards, squinted her eyes, bent over to catch a closer look. A giggling Jane shook her head in disbelief, kept her hand clasped over her mouth, stared at his crotch as if she had seen some form of miracle - but not a large miracle.

“I’m sorry, I-.. I must’ve had too much to drink,” said Jane - after calming down a little. A smirk of amusement was never far away from her lips, but she managed to half-contain herself. “I just didn’t expect it to be-.. Well, that small-.. I mean, I’m-.. I’m sorry, Sam.”

Sam may as well have had a fever with the way his cheeks burned. His hands suddenly came back to life, and he hurried to cover up his prick, whimpering.

“It-.. It’s not that-..” continued Jane, staring down at the pair of hands now covering up the crotch, clearly struggling to find her words. “I mean-.. It doesn’t make a difference.”

Terrified, Sam looked up at her with doe eyes.

“I mean, we can still-.. You know.” A serious expression had returned to her face now. That pretty face, those blue eyes, those plump lips sparkling with pink.

“But uhm-.. I don’t know if you can get past my ass,” said Jane seriously, and then burst back into a fit of laughter, not bothering to cover it up anymore.

Squirming, Sam whimpered, feeling his little prick twitch in the palms of his hands. Ushering a shaky sigh, he fought to keep back tears, blinking his wet eyes over and over.

“Oh my god,” said Jane, after a while, rubbing her forehead wearily. “I can’t stop. It’s just the drinks, Sam. Uhm-.. Listen, why don’t we get you dressed, go back outside, grab another few drinks, call it a night, and then pretend this never happened? Can we? Please?”

She did not stay to help him get dressed. Before he had a chance to agree, Jane slipped out of the bathroom and disappeared into another. When Sam came out, uncomfortably looking around with his chin packed and his shoulders sloped, she was nowhere to be seen.

He sat down at their table, waited. Now it felt like everyone was looking at him. Girls would stare his way, lean over to their partners, whisper something and giggle. Men would lean on their elbows, cast him prolonged glances until he looked back, and then they’d look away.

He wasn’t sure if they did. But it felt like they did.

Fifteen minutes later, Jane hurried over to their table. The attempt at flashing her a smile fell flat, she did not even look at him once. Grabbing her purse, she cleared her throat, fetched forth her phone and spoke to him while she seemed to be in the middle of texting.

“I’ve had a really nice night, Sam,” said Jane, occupied with her screen. “Thank you so much for tonight. I’ve had enough, so-.. I’m going to go home, okay?”

Awkwardly, Sam rose, leaned in for a hug.

But Jane turned on her heels and made her way for the exit without even as much as a final glance in his direction. Parting his lips, he watched her fat ass quiver as she left.

A pity date. That’s what it was.

A pity date. And she made fun of his cock.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Clutching a bouquet of flowers, Sam peered into the hallway. A few students were scattered around, but Trevon and his friends were nowhere to be seen. He did recognize one of the blondes that kept hanging around them. She sat by her locker, her eyes glued to the screen of her phone. A purse rested on her lap, stuffed to the brim with contents unseen.

Nibbling on his bottom-lip, Sam carefully entered.

And immediately regretted it.

Darryl slipped up on his right. He must’ve hidden behind the door. Before Sam had a chance to react, another man slipped up on his left. It was Trevon.

Swallowing, Sam pretended not to see them, slowly stepping down the hallway, cradling the bouquet protectively by his stomach. On each side of him, the men walked along.

The blonde looked up, her gaze falling upon Sam. She grasped her purse.

They grabbed him.

Yanking a hold of his arms, his bullies hoisted him up so that his feet left the floor. A squealing Sam began to kick his feet, writhe and worm around in their grip.

But they were far too strong, and only snickered as he squirmed. The students around them looked up - and some even kept looking, but no one moved a muscle. The blonde, who wore high heels, a pair of skin-tight jeans and a black leather jacket rose from her seat. She disappeared into the student bathroom, and it only took Sam a moment to realize that they were also heading there. Blanching, he started to struggle harder.

Dragging him through the doorway, which the blonde held up, covering up her giggling with a limp wrist, Trevon and Darryl dropped him on the floor. And then the former spoke.

“Heard you went on a date with Jane,” grinned the bully. Sam thought it was the nastiest grin he had ever seen, and quickly looked down, his face flushing up with colour.

“Can’t believe a little faggot like you got a date with a woman like her,” Darryl said, nudging Sam with the tip of his boot. “I’ve gotta ask-.. Did you fuck her?”

The blonde snorted, shutting the door. Her hand dipped into her purse, which now hung by her wide hip, her deft fingers shuffling around at the contents inside.

“Didn’t look like she got fucked last night when she came in today,” said Trevon. “Had a frown on her face, the stupid bitch. Probably wasn’t too happy with your date.”

“Don’t call her that,” Sam snapped, glaring up at the bully.

“Owh,” Trevon kept grinning, briefly tossing a glance up at Darryl. “You turn so tough when we’re talking about your fat-assed professor. That’s no way to look at a black man.”

“We’ve gotta teach him some respect,” Darryl agreed, waving the blonde over. She stepped closer, stood between the bullies. A smile of amusement was plastered on her lips.

“But Samantha here,” Trevon continued, wrapping an arm around the blonde’s waist, “she doesn’t want us to smack you around. In fact, she wants us to help you.”

“Right,” Samantha said, giggling girlishly.

Trevon crouched down. Sam felt a warm breath on his neck, and shivered. “She’s glad that you’re now dating Jane. She’s taking beauty classes, and thinks you could use a little bit of a makeover. You know-.. If you wanna keep Jane around.”

Looking up, Sam grew wide eyes. The blonde - Samantha - did not stir. She simply kept smiling, her hand still rummaging around in the depths of her purse.

“But first,” Trevon whispered, “We’re going to have to wash your face.”

They grabbed him by the arms, dragged him across the floor past Samantha. When Sam saw where they were taking him, he began to squirm wildly once more.

They were dragging him towards a toilet.

“No-.. No-.. Nonono-..” Sam whined, hearing the clicks of high heels upon the tiles on the floor right behind him. Pulling him into the stall, Trevon grasped him by the back of his hair and yanked him towards the toilet. He fell upon the bowl, staring wide-eyed at the water.

Darryl released him, left him to Trevon, took a step back and simply watched.

In the background, an amused Samantha could be heard gasping.

“Better wash your face good,” sneered Trevon, and then grabbed Sam by the rim of his trousers, pulling him up from the floor, dropping him face first into the bowl.

The water splashed against his face, crept up his nose, squeezed past his lips. A panicked Sam grasped the edges of the toilet, tried to press himself back up, but Trevon held him steady, pushing his head deeper and deeper into the bowl until his nose squished against the surface of the marble, and the water muffled the sounds of hysterical laughter.

Trevon let him up. Sam gasped for air.

His hair was dripping wet, drops of toilet water streaming down his face. He collapsed by the side of the toilet the moment his bully let him go, and a second later a white towel was flung across his face. A strange smell had taken hold of the cloth, but Sam grasped it and began to wipe his face anyway, his breath ragged, fast and out of rhythm.

“That’s a good boy,” said Darryl. A calming Samantha cracked up anew.

It felt like his skin was on fire. Sam couldn’t move a muscle, couldn’t look up, couldn’t say a word. He simply patted his face with the towel, and churned the water out of his hair.

The towel was torn out of his grip. A moment later, a hand grasped him tightly by the chin and forced him to cock his head back. Now he was staring right up at Samantha.

“Awh,” she said, fetching something out of her purse. “He looks like a puppy.”

Gritting his teeth, Sam glared up at her. It quickly faded when he spotted the lipstick that she now held in her right hand, slowly turning it out of its container with her left.

Darryl slid up on his right, cocked his hip against the side of his face. Trevon, after standing up, did the same, and then they squeezed his head in place with their thighs.

Samantha squatted down. Sam didn’t dare to struggle. Besides Jane, he couldn’t remember the last time he was so close to a woman. She was beautiful, her blue eyes the colour of a cloudless sky, her milky skin so pale and soft. A lock of hair fell over her left eye as she leaned closer, which made her purse her lips and puff it out of the way.

She never once looked him in the eye.

The way she applied the lipstick told Sam that she had done this a thousand times before. It was over quickly, but when she packed it away - and his lips felt smooth and glossy - his bullies did not yet release him, and the blonde kept rummaging around in her purse.

She didn’t follow a specific order, applying whatever she found first. She powdered his cheeks, brushed his eyelashes, dotted something down around his eyes. Just when Sam thought she was done, she fetched out a pair of pliers and began plucking his eyebrows.

By the time she stood up, Sam felt like his face had grown another layer. A shaky hand reached up to feel his eyebrows, and he gasped at how thin they felt.

An annoyed Samantha slapped his hand out of the way, bit her bottom-lip, eyed him over with an absent expression on her face. Placing her hands on her hips, she smirked.

“That’s much better.”

Trevon and Darryl took a step to the side, bent over, stared at his face. And then, as if they were twins, they both snorted in unison and clasped their sides.

Blushing, Sam sank his neck into his shoulders, averted his gaze, looked down at the floor below. In the corner of his eye, he caught Trevon patting Samantha on the rear. “Yeah, that’s a much better look for a white boy. Now we’ve just gotta take his clothes.”

Sam tore his eyes up from the ground, beginning to mutter and shake his head.

They didn’t care about his protests.

His shirt came off first. It clung to his frame, leaving Trevon and Darryl to drag him back and forth across the floor in an attempt to yank off the tight T.

“Watch the makeup,” gasped Samantha.

Sam only saw white. The sharp bathroom light shone through the fabric of his shirt, but that was the only thing he could see, stumbling around after his bullies. It ended when one of them - Sam had no idea who - put a foot against his crotch, and tore at the shirt with all their might. It tore down the middle, and suddenly Sam found himself shirtless.

“Get his pants!”

He tried to fight them off. Samantha was in there, staring at him with her beautiful eyes. He didn’t want her to see, so he fought, throwing himself around like a captured fish on land. It didn’t work - Darryl grabbed him by the shoulders, then bent him over the sink. Trevon came up behind him, loosened up his belt and yanked his pants down. Sam howled.

“He hasn’t even got hair on his ankles,” snorted Darryl, catching the blue jeans that Trevon flung his way. “What are you shaving those for, faggot? You looking for cock?”

Snickering, Trevon leaned over Sam, flattening his face against the sink. Strong fingers grasped the hem of his boxers, beginning to tug them up. Sam pleaded.

“Please do-..”

“Shut the fuck up. What do you think is under here, Samantha? Think he’s got a big package? No? Do you wanna find out?”

Sam started to struggle, plead and beg. Trevon stretched his underwear so far that the seams audibly started to rip. Terrified, Sam squealed, “Please! Don’t-.. I’ll do anything!”

“You’ll do anything?”

“I’ll do anything!”

Trevon shrugged. A kick swept Sam off of his feet, and the bully threw him backwards. He hit the floor with a thud, and saw Samantha standing over him, her pillowy lips smirking.

“I’mma give you a present,” said the black man, unbuckling his own belt, stepping over. “I’mma show you exactly what I think of little faggot white boys. Get on your knees.”

Scrambling up on his knees, Sam stared with wide eyes as the black bully marched all the way up to him, his belt now loose, fingers hooked into his jeans. He spotted a bulge, which ran down his right leg, plump and terrifying. But then Trevon spun around. “Grab him.”

Quickly, Darryl grabbed him by the hair. Huffing, Samantha muttered something about how he needed to be more careful with the makeup. Darryl outright ignored her.

The worn-out jeans came down, and the sight that now met Sam was a pair of black buttcheeks merely inches from his face. A bush of pubes erupted from the crack.

“Open your mouth,” Trevon commanded. Sam, staring blankly, hesitated.

Strong fingers dug into the corners of his mouth, forcefully parting his painted lips. When the ass backed up, Sam attempted to lean backwards, pull his face away. It didn’t work.

“I’mma teach you some respect, bitch,” sneered Trevon, backing his butt further and further up until his asscheeks began to flatten out across Sam’s piping-hot face.

“Oh my god,” Samantha whispered. She was right behind him.

Trevon spread his cheeks, his asshair tickling Sam on the tip of his nose.

And then he farted.

The air shot into his mouth like a series of bullets, hot and putrid, puffing up his cheeks. The bully who held him immediately let him go, backed up, ushered a groan of disgust. But Sam couldn’t get himself to move, and simply sat there, whimpering loudly as the stream of gas poured between his parted lips. It lasted for several seconds.

Sam groaned. Trevon snickered.

The moment Darryl released him, Sam collapsed, coughing and grimacing. The taste that spread across his tongue was sickening, made him gag.

“That’s what you get for disrespecting me, white boy,” said Trevon casually, tugging his pants back up. He ignored Samantha, who was once again dying of laughter. “The next time I hang you by your panties on a peg, I expect to see you hanging there until I take you down.”

Sam, blushing wildly on the floor, kept quiet. The foul air refused to leave his mouth, clinging to the insides of his cheeks, the surface of his tongue, his teeth. Cringing, Sam gagged.

“And i’mma throw this in the trash,” continued Trevon. A moment later, the bouquet of flowers Sam had brought was wafted in front of his face. “You won’t be needing these now.”

That was the last thing he said. The clatter of high heels could be heard throughout the bathroom as Trevon grabbed Samantha and led her out. Darryl, clutching the bundle of clothes, followed shortly behind. They left him there, half-naked, wet, sobbing.

But Sam knew what he needed to do.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Jane frowned. She sat across the desk, tapping the tip of a pencil against a blank piece of paper, watching him. Sam, seeing her eyes wander, covered his crotch meekly.

“I’ve had enough,” said Jane finally, and stood up. “You’re coming with me.”

“But I don’t have any clothes,” Sam whimpered, burying his neck in his shoulders. Jane did not even cast a glance in his direction, grasping a backpack from underneath her desk.

“I ran to work this morning. You can wear these.”

She dropped the backpack on the desk. It swayed for a moment, then fell over.

Sam parted his lips. “You mean-.. Wear-.. Wear your clothes?”

She threw him a brief glance, but didn’t bother offering him a reply. She was evidently searching for something on her desk, shoving over stacks of paper.

“B-.. But,” stuttered Sam. “These are women clothes, and-..”

“There’s no such thing as girl and boy clothes, Sam. That’s just the result of our sexist patriarchy. Now put them on. I have to see if I left my keys in the cafe.”

She left him there, half-naked, clutching her backpack to his crotch. As she shut the door, he put the bag on the desk and opened it up, checking the contents.

A thong lay there, twisted and wet.

Sam swallowed, slowly looked at the door, listened for sounds of footsteps outside. There were none. A shaky hand slid inside the open backpack, grasping the panties. He brought them up from the bundle of clothes, let them hang from his fingers, eyed the fabric.

They were green, frilly and oh-so-skimpy. As he stared at them, his mind wandered. Only a few hours ago, Jane had worn these. They had hugged her crotch, been up her ass. Taking a hold of the desk, a quivering Sam leaned in and sniffed the string.

The scent made him moan.

Footsteps. Someone was coming.

In a panic, Sam stuffed the panties back into the rucksack just as the door slid up. But whoever stood outside didn’t come in. He heard Jane speak up.

“I found the keys. Are you done? Hurry up, Sam!”

“I’m-.. I’m changing now,” was all he was able to muster forth. If he had checked the rest of the contents of the rucksack first, he probably would’ve said something else.

◆◆◆

Sam could not believe his eyes. It was the look Jane gave him when he slipped out of the office that led him to excuse himself, asking her for a quick trip to the bathroom. She had reluctantly agreed. That is why he now stood wide-eyed in front of a mirror.

The clothes he now wore felt wet. It was her sweat, which was in the process of bathing him in her odor. It was a sweet, musky scent, and Sam could barely think straight.

But there was no doubt that there was such a thing as boy clothes.

And what Sam now wore could in no way be considered boy clothes.

A pink top, complete with a plunging neckline, clutched to his frame like a second layer of colorful skin. It was shaped like a sleeveless T, and a little loose at the chest. A grey set of leggings hugged his hips tightly, glued to the little bulge that was his junk. Tiptoeing, spinning on his heels, he noticed with horror that the smooth fabric slipped up his rump, put both of his plump buttcheeks on full display for anyone to see. After checking that the bathroom was empty, he gave his ass a quick slap, then grimaced as he watched it jiggle.

Anyone could have mistaken him for a girl now.

A knock on the door. An impatient Jane telling him to hurry up. “Coming,” said Sam, eyeing himself up and down one last time in the mirror. An annoying blush had crept up on his cheeks ever since he put on her clothes, and had ever since refused to fade away.

She grasped him by the hand the moment he opened the door, dragging him down the hallway. As he half-jogged behind her to keep up, he kept glancing around, terrified they’d run into some leftover students who hadn’t yet gone home. But they never did.

The parking lot was nearly empty. Jane marched over to her car, shoved Sam inside and got into the driver’s seat. “Buckle up,” she said, after putting on her own belt, turning to stare at him expectantly. Sam flashed her a quick smile, then hurried to obey when she wouldn’t stop staring. The moment he did, she floored the gas and turned out on the main road.

It was a silent drive. Sam, nibbling on a nail, occasionally threw her a glance. Jane was oblivious, her entire focus on the traffic, swearing whenever someone cut her off.

The skirt she wore - black, with grey stripes - had crept up her milky thighs when she sat down in her seat. Sam had to force himself to stop looking. Instead, he glanced out of the window, and saw rows upon rows of worn-down houses behind faltering fences. This was the bad part of town. The last time Sam drove through this area, his mother had told him to lock the door. Jane strangely seemed to know precisely where she was going.

A dog ran out onto the road. Jane floored the brakes. The car came to an abrupt stop, and a moment later a tall, dark-skinned woman wearing a fur coat strolled past the hood. She was in no hurry, carrying an empty leash in one hand and a tiny purse in the other.

Muttering under her breath, Jane adjusted the stick and kept driving. She didn’t say a word until they reached the end of the street, where she parked by the side of the road.

“We’re here,” said Jane, then got out. She came around the car, opened the door and unbuckled his belt. Sam tried to speak, but she yanked him out before he could.

They marched up to the nearest house, an old two-story building with a broken window on the front and a dug up garden littered with dog poop, Sam always a step behind the well-dressed older woman. She wasted no time knocking on the door, huffing.

The door came up. Trevon made an appearance in the doorway. And snorted.

“What the fuck are you wearing, fagg-..”

“That’s none of your business,” Jane cut him off. “Sam told me what you did today. I’ve had it up to the ears with you two. I’m going to come in, and we’re going to talk this through like adults, or I swear I will report you straight to the administration.”

Sam, whimpering, hid behind Jane. Trevon, grinning wickedly, wasn’t looking at him, but at Jane, grabbing a hold of the top of the doorway to stretch his back.

And then moved out of the way.

Jane stepped inside, dragging a whining Sam behind her. With doe eyes, he looked up at Trevon as he passed him by, and caught the black man smirking devilishly.

Sam didn’t want to be here.

A gun lay on the table. That was the first thing Sam spotted as he was pulled into what was certainly meant to resemble a living room. It lay there, next to a loaded chamber.

Jane saw it, ignored it, sat down on a weathered couch. The pillow-seat flattened under her weight. She patted the seat next to her, and Sam timidly obeyed, eyes on the pistol.

Trevon followed them inside, dipped his hand into a pocket, fetched forth a cigarette. At least that was what Sam thought it was until he lit it. The smell was not tobacco.

Cocking an eyebrow, Jane shot him a blank stare. Trevon grinned, dropped into the only seat left - an armchair riddled with holes - and exhaled a cloud of grey smoke.

Something stirred in the background. Sam jumped.

A cage stood by the wall at his rear, and inside lay a massive dog. It was a rottweiler, its fur black and brown, with teeth like a shark. It was sleeping, breathing calmly.

“That’s Ripper,” said Trevon, taking another puff. Jane, who only threw the dog a brief glance, rolled her eyes. “I’m training him to fuck up white boys. Like you.”

Sam squirmed uncomfortably. Jane ushered a deep sigh.

“This is serious,” said Jane. “I’ve come-..”

Trevon cut her off. He tapped a button on a remote that lay on one of his armrests, and suddenly the house was filled with the booming sound of women moaning.

For the first time that day, Jane visibly blushed. In the background, a low growl could be heard, and something big and strong pressed into the cage. Trevon turned it off.

Flustered, Jane forced herself to continue. “I’ve-.. I’ve come-..”

“Why the fuck did you dress him up as a woman?”

“Because you stole-.. Will you please stop interrupting?”

Putting out the foul-smelling smoke, Trevon leaned back in the chair. Cold eyes flicked back and forth between Jane, and Sam, who bit his lip and averted his gaze.

“Thank you,” said Jane, and nudged Sam. “Tell me what he did.”

Sam, widening his eyes, looked up. They were both staring at him, Jane flashing him an encouraging smile, Trevon cracking his neck from the left to the right. “I don’t k-..”

“Speak up, Sam. So we can hear you.”

“Well. I-.. He-..”

“I told you to speak up.”

Leaning on his fist, Trevon scoffed. The smile on Jane’s lips had faded away. The expression on her face now resembled one of annoyance.

“F-.. Fine,” stuttered Sam. “He-.. I mean-.. They grabbed me in the hallway, and-.. They dragged me into the bathroom, and-.. They put my face in the toilet bowl, and-..”

Jane, parting her lips, threw Trevon a quick glance. Sam saw it, and thought the way she looked at him was a little strange. But he kept going, awkwardly.

“And then-.. And then they put makeup on my face, and-..”

Jane bit her bottom-lip, shifting a little in her seat.

“And-.. And then Trevon-.. Uhm-..”

“And then Trevon did what?”

Lowering his gaze, Sam shuffled uneasily. His face felt like it had caught fire. Just like it did back in the toilet. “And-.. And then he pulled his pants down, and-.. Farted in my face.”

Trevon snorted. Jane, making a strange sound, hurried to cover up her lips with the flat of her palm. Clearing her throat, she glanced at Trevon, then Sam.

“And you let him?”

“W-.. What?”

“I mean-.. Did you retaliate?”

Across the table, Trevon was grinning nastily. Jane, waving a hand at her face, briefly muttered something about how warm she was, and unbuttoned her blouse.

Sam, who didn’t think the room was warm at all, frowned a little and shook his head. It took him several moments to muster forth the words, “I-.. I couldn’t.”

Jane nodded slowly. Her milky thighs kept squishing together, and the beige blouse she wore was unbuttoned so far down that he was able to catch a glimpse of a purple bra.

“Have you ever considered,” she continued after a moment of sheer and utter silence, “that perhaps you can sometimes come off as-.. I don’t know-.. Maybe a little racist?”

Sam, unable to think of a response, felt his jaw drop.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

“It’s alright, Sam. All white boys do that. It’s completely normal. You fear everyone who’s a little different, so you try to put them down to feel superior. Isn’t that right?”

Sam, speechless, could only stare blankly.

Across the table, Trevon stood up, grabbed the collar of his shirt and tugged it over the top of his head, revealing a powerful torso with veiny arms and a set of chiseled abs.

Jane, who was about to say something, was cut short by the sight. She gawked, and that made Sam desire her attention more than ever. So he spoke.

“I’m not racist. He-.. He’s bullying me, Jane.”

Without taking her eyes off of the black man, who was now coming closer, hooking his thumb into the hem of his trousers, she shook her head. “He’s not bullying you, Sam.”

“Then why does he always-..”

“He’s putting you in your place. It’s called tough love.”

His bully kept approaching, and Sam, no matter how hard he tried not to look, could not keep himself from staring. Trevon was so close now, only a few feet away.

“But you always call him a bully, Jane-..”

“I only say that to make you feel better.”

A sting in his stomach. It caused him to twitch. Finally, Jane looked back at him, tucking a loose strand of hair up behind her ear. “You’re so pretty,” she said, leaning closer. Now it was his turn to have his hair brushed behind his ears. “You look good with makeup.”

When she touched him, Sam shut his eyes, ushered a shaky breath. The way she caressed his face made him relax, fall at ease. Until he opened his eyes, and looked sideways.

A cock hung freely by the side of his face. It was massive, big and black, the base hidden in a bush of black pubes. It must’ve been at least ten inches, and the girth was oh-so-fat.

Sam looked at Jane, and saw her flash him a sweet smile. Her eyes kept drifting to the fat dick, and now she was nibbling on her pillowy lips.

“It’s so big,” she whispered, a touch of awe clear in her voice. She might as well have driven a knife deep into his chest. Suddenly, Sam felt short of breath.

“I think,” continued Jane, staring hungrily at the black appendage as she leaned over, put her soft lips right by his ear, and purred, “I think you should suck his cock.”

Leaning away from her, Sam stared up at her with huge eyes. He tried to speak, but his tongue was glued to the floor of his mouth. Jane noticed, and kept going.

“It’ll make everything so much better, Sam. He won’t bully you anymore, I promise. All you have to do is suck that big, black cock. For me. And everything will be okay.”

It wasn’t just the soft, reassuring voice that caused his cock to twitch. It wasn’t just the sight of her enormous, pale melons squishing together under her blouse. It was the smell, the powerful and potent scent of man, the cheesy stench of dick. Sam shuddered.

“It’s okay. Submit,” cooed Jane, sneaking her fingers around his chin, directing his gaze at the massive member, “I want to watch you serve his big, black dick, Sam.”

Sam looked up softly. Trevon wasn’t smirking, or grinning. He was staring expectantly, and when Sam looked him in the eye, he tilted his hips forward, pushing his cock closer.

“You know he’s stronger than you. It’s only natural,” gasped Jane, cupping a feel of the plump, leathery sack of balls. They lay heavily in the palm of her pretty hand.

“I’mma black this bitch either way,” said Trevon, momentarily flicking his eyes to Jane. “You can either suck my dick and watch, or get the fuck out and wait outside.”

Sam never saw how Jane reacted. The cock was all up in his face now. He could see every vein there was to see. The fingers on his chin crept upwards, plumped his lips.

“Kiss it,” Jane encouraged, softly pulling him closer. “Give it a little kiss. For me.”

Closing his eyes, Sam let his painted lips touch the dark surface. It was so warm, and he could feel every throb. The fingers left his chin, found the back of his head.

“Be a woman for your bully,” moaned Jane, shifting by his side. Now their hips touched. “And serve this big, black cock just like every big, black cock deserves to be served.”

Her voice was mesmerizing, so soft, dripping with sweetness. His lips came up as he opened his eyes, and then he stuck out his tongue, giving the musky surface a little lick. The taste made him pull a face, but he kept lapping at the cock, wettening the dark skin.

“I knew you weren’t a racist,” giggled Jane, dropping the balls. Her fingers encircled the base of the cock, and she lifted it up, dragging the head across Sam’s flustered features. “You were just a little sissy boy all along. You two should’ve done this a long time ago.”

The tip of the fat dick found his mouth, prodded his lips. Sam threw Jane a wide-eyed glance, and saw her cock an eyebrow. Slowly, he let his lips part, and the dark monster slid inside. Trevon pressed forward, feeding him an inch. It was so thick, stretching out his lips across the fat shaft. Sam had no idea what to do, so he simply sat there, awkwardly.

Jane came to the rescue. The hand she had placed on the back of his head intertwined with his hair and pressed forth, helping him go deeper. Inch after inch disappeared between his split lips, the tasty surface sliding slowly over the flat of his tongue.

“I like you much better now, white boy,” groaned Trevon. His hips trusted forward, and Sam froze on the spot as the plump head tickled the back of his throat. In his pants, his own cock grew, pressing into the fabric of his boxers and the tight leggings.

“Show me how much you care about me,” snickered Jane, sticking her tongue out, flashing him a wicked smile. “If you suck it good, maybe we’ll even go on another date.”

She helped him withdraw, then guided him forward, and Sam caught on to the rhythm, beginning to bob his head up and down, softly sucking on the thick dick.

“Touch his balls,” Jane continued, grasping him by the hand, bringing it up between the legs of his bully. Suddenly, he felt a warm and leathery sack against his palm. It was much heavier than he had expected, and sweaty, a little wet to the touch. “That’s the balls of a real bull, Sam. And they’re so fat, and full of cum. Can you feel how they churn?”

Sam picked up the pace. It took him a moment to realize that Jane was no longer guiding his movement. Now he was sucking the cock on his own, driving his lips deeper and deeper on the massive shaft. His fingers gently grasped the black balls, began to fondle them softly in his grip, sliding his digits through the forest of pubes, massaging the pounding nuts.

“I wonder what your mother would think,” teased Jane, and Sam almost fell over from the shame, but forced himself to keep going, his cheeks turning hollow as he suckled, “if she saw her little boy suck on his big, bad bully’s fat, juicy cock.”

Gripping his rigid member, Trevon gritted his teeth and began to buck his hips, attempting to stuff his throbbing meat deeper. Sam, panicking, quickly placed his hands on the thighs of his bully and tried to resist. He shouldn’t have done that. Jane didn’t like it.

“If you’re not going to suck him properly then get out of my way!”

The push sent him sideways, on the verge of tipping over. The plump cockhead plopped out of his lips with a wet squelch, trails of salvia still connecting his kissers to the shaft.

Before Sam had a chance to think, Jane was upon the black cock. She wrapped her hands around the base after Trevon let it go, and held it still as she approached, splitting her painted lips. They flattened against the tip, smooched it right on the pisshole, then parted further and embraced the whole mushroom, smearing lipstick on the dark skin.

Sam, his cheeks blossoming up with heat, watched on with a quivering lip. The taste of cock lay heavy on his tongue, and he couldn’t believe that she - such a beautiful woman - was so eager to taste the same. It baffled him. He couldn’t make sense of it.

Groaning, Trevon pulled his hips back. Sam saw how those plump lips rolled back along the shaft, saw the pinkish purple stains they left behind. And then he thrust, driving inch upon inch of black dick deep into her mouth. It caught Jane by surprise, her eyes turning huge, and it did not take long before she gagged, twitched, grew teary-eyed.

But she never pulled away.

A hand found the back of her head, stroked her soothingly. It suddenly gripped her, and then the hips kicked into a steady rhythm, an obscene slurping sound continuously erupting from her throat. A red colour swept over her features as she gagged again, struggling to keep herself on the dark length, a touch of salvia spilling out of the corner of her mouth.

“This is how you suck cock, sissy,” growled Trevon, and shook his hips, jolting the woman on the sofa to and fro with his cock. “Watch and learn, faggot.”

As he finally released her, she drew back, the cock flapping around as it left her mouth. She fell on the sofa, gasping for her breath, staring up at the black man with pure hunger.

Trevon slowly turned. And pointed his mighty cock straight at Sam.

“Your turn,” panted Jane, her hefty bosom heaving up and down. A tear was streaming down her cheek, but there was a bright smile on her lips. “Or should I?”

“No,” Sam hurried to say, cringing. Trevon and Jane snickered.

The tip of the massive manhood dug into his cheeks, shoving his face sideways. Looking up with doe eyes, Sam slowly turned to face it, parted his lips, let him in.

And then Trevon pounced him.

They fell together, Trevon forward, Sam backwards. His shoulders sank into the backrest of the sofa, and through the corners of his eyes, he saw his bully step up on the seat. His vision was filled with black pubes as his bully fed him inch upon inch of his meat, stretching his mouth to the brim. Squirming, he placed his hands on the man’s hips, whimpering.

“I’mma fuck those fat, pink dicksuckers, boy. Like i’mma fuck her pussy.”

His length kept sliding deeper, and deeper, and deeper. And then Sam gagged, a rush of saliva quickly filling up his throat, coating the dick in a layer of spit. By his side, Jane touched his thigh, muttered words of encouragement. Squeezing his ass, Trevon thrust, plunging his fat beast even further between his lips, then grabbed Sam by the head and held him still.

Sam, pinned in place, felt his throat spasm, desperately trying to expel the foreign invader. His fingers clawed at whatever he could reach, digging into the skin he could find, shuffling around underneath the stronger man. He was just about to run out of air when Trevon withdrew, slid out of his throat, left his beast to flop around in front of his face.

As he gasped for air, the dick spat at him. It was just a few drops, but the juice was warm and sticky, dribbling down the side of his face. Jane snorted.

“He could do anything to you,” she whispered. Despite how he fought to avert his gaze, Sam caught a glimpse of her hand slipping up underneath her skirt. “He could do anything he wanted to do to you, and you couldn’t stop him no matter how hard you tried.”

Taking a deep breath, Sam forced himself to look up at her softly. She cracked a grin, biting her tongue, eyeing him over. On the verge of tears, Sam half-heartedly nodded. His own hand also crept between his legs, cupping the bulge on the front of his leggings, rubbing.

“Say it,” Jane demanded, leaning closer. He saw how her milky breasts jiggled, how they squished together. He wanted to tear her blouse open, stuff his face between them.

But that was reserved for real men.

“Say it,” Jane repeated coldly. Her fingers grasped the black dick, which had begun to go soft, and started to tug on the length. It twitched, and quickly began to rise.

“He-.. He could do anything. And-.. And I couldn’t stop him.”

“He’s a god. Oh my god. He’s so huge. He’s a dick god. Say it.”

Daring a glance up at the black dick, which was still pointed at his face, throbbing and twitching mere inches from his eyes, Sam squirmed uncomfortably and whispered.

“He’s a-.. He’s a dick god. Jane-..”

“Sam.”

“I-.. I love you.”

“And I love black cock.”

His heart burst. She didn’t react, didn’t stir, stared at him blankly. Her hand kept jerking the fat shaft by the side of his face, gradually picking up the pace.

“I’ll do anything for you-..”

“You’ll do anything?”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The old sofa was creaking in the background. The computer on the table before him kept struggling, freezing. A feminine voice giggled wildly, and a manly voice grunted with effort.

“Hurry up, bitch boy,” groaned Trevon. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed through the living room. Sam cringed each and every time he heard it.

The webpage flashed open. He hovered his mouse over the button. And hesitated, daring a careful glance over his shoulder. Jane, bent over the couch, was looking longingly at Trevon, who stood by her side, resting his fat dick on the top of her buttocks, occasionally slapping the shaft over her rump. It didn’t take long before they caught him staring.

“What are you waiting for, white boy?”

“He’s hesitating. I knew he wouldn’t dare.”

Sam swallowed. “It’s all my money, Jane.”

“No,” Jane shook her head, pressing her butt against the black hand that crept between her cheeks, fondling her. “It’s time to become a cuckold, Sam. It’s his money now.”

He touched her between the legs. She flinched, gasped, stared up at him with her mouth wide open. Trevon hooked a thumb in her mouth, yanked her head back, slid his fingers over her pink pussy lips. Her whole frame shuddered, and a moan escaped her split lips.

“You said you’d do anything for her, white boy. Now show her.”

In his trousers, his own prick lay soft. But it wouldn’t stop throbbing.

His attention returned to the computer, his finger to the button. But then Jane yelped, and he couldn’t help but turn around again. Trevon had grabbed her by the hips and was edging up behind her bare butt, pressing his pelvis into her rear. The sound of her ragged breath was all Sam could hear, watching the scene as if he was hypnotized.

“Give him all your money,” squealed Jane. “Give him all your money, and then you can come over and help. Don’t you want to please me, Sam?”

Clenching his fists, Sam squeezed his eyes shut, bit his teeth together, tried to build up the courage. And then grabbed the mouse, aimed and clicked. It went through.

He fell on his ass, staring in disbelief at the screen. At what he had done.

“Come over,” he heard Jane mutter in the background. Her voice was soft and warm now. Like it used to be. “You can come over now, Sam.”

On shaky legs, he rose, but Trevon cleared his throat. Lowering his gaze with a frown, Sam dropped to his knees, then on all fours, crawling towards the couple on the sofa.

Trevon spun on his heels, dropped on the couch. Grabbing a hold of Jane, who was naked from the waist down, he dragged her on top of him. She fell with a yelp, planting her knees on each side of his thighs. Her hands found his shoulders, and then she looked at Sam.

“Come,” she said, patting the sofa behind her rump. “I want you to watch.”

He obeyed, crawled all the way over, sat down on his knees. The fat cock, which now lay limp on the seat, stirred. It was once more mere inches from his face.

“Pick it up,” said Jane, and hoisted herself up a bit. The sight of her voluptuous rump stole his gaze, and he didn’t react before she snapped her fingers in front of him. “I’m telling you to do something, Sam. Pick it up, and point it between my legs. I’ll do the rest.”

As he flinched, he shot her a look. She was frowning. Nodding quickly, Sam slid his fingers under the sleeping beast and lifted it up. It throbbed in his grip.

“Good boy,” she continued, then turned away. As her hips sank, Sam caught a glimpse of the dark spot between her milky buttcheeks, and swallowed. It was so close.

She lowered herself deeper and deeper, and Sam obediently steered the prick for the pink mound between her legs. As they touched, Jane tensed, then sat down with a squelch. The swollen tip slipped up inside the blossoming flower, and she whimpered.

“Good boy, Sam,” groaned Jane, over and over, pressing herself deeper. With wide eyes, he watched as the black meat disappeared inside her, one inch at a time, until he had to take his hands away else she’d sit on them. As her big rump flattened across the dark lap, she began to move - slowly at first, then picking up the pace, grinding on her lover.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “He’s the biggest I have ever had. Shit!”

Behind the pale frame, now rocking back and forth, Sam heard a snort. Trevon sat lazily on the couch, letting the ample-breasted woman ride him. “Look at this slut, faggot. She’s probably served dozens of cocks. But she wouldn’t touch yours, would she?”

Cocking her head back, Jane arched her back and released a long-drawn moan, bobbing up and down with the help of her legs. The pace was quickening, her breath out-of-rhythm.

“She’s told me all about how little you are down there, white boy,” Trevon kept snarling. “She said she’s never seen such a little baby dick. She thinks you’re pathetic.”

“That’s not true. That’s-..” Her words drifted off, took on the sound of a squeal. Her ass was clapping against his lap now, the two voluptuous buttcheeks wobbling and jiggling.

Sam, underneath the wobbling butt, squirmed uneasily. Yet he couldn’t take his eyes off of the couple, the way they smacked together, the way her brown eye spasmed and convulsed.

“She wanted me to beat you up,” Trevon tore himself up from the backrest with a groan and grabbed his lover by the hair, tugging her neck back. “Beat your little sissy ass up.”

“That’s,” Jane gritted her teeth together, squeezed her eyes shut, grimaced as her neck was strained backwards further and further. “That’s-.. That’s not true, Sam!”

“That’s exactly what you said, bitch,” roared Trevon, beginning to buck his hips underneath her. It caught her off-guard, left her to bounce loosely in his grasp, subdued her. “Tell him!”

“Fuck! I-.. Fine,” screamed a writhing Jane, her pale frame quivering with pleasure. His pelvis, slapping against her ass, drove his cock balls deep inside her swollen pussy. He bottomed out inside of her, dug his fingers into her back, shook her around on his lap. “I wanted-.. Oh my fucking god-.. I liked-.. I liked seeing him beat you up, Sam! Fuck!”

His aching cock, rock-hard, twitched. And then her words drove him over the edge. Sam squealed like a girl as he felt rope after rope of hot cum cream the insides of his boxers.

No one noticed. No one cared. Trevon was drilling her spasming pussy, groaning each time the pink lips clenched down upon the black shaft, battling his way back out. Sam, blanching at the sight of the dark spot on the front of his leggings, looked up and saw the black ball sack pull up over the seat. He knew what that meant. He had just felt the same.

Bouncing up and down without pause, a shaky Jane threw her hand back with a scream. It caught Sam by the hair, took a firm grip, yanked him closer. His chin flattened against a hairy thigh, forcing him to watch the hungry pussy eat up every inch of the fat shaft each time she dropped her ass on his lap. From this angle, he could see her front. A dumb expression had taken hold of her features, her tongue carelessly flopping around in the air.

She moaned, pleaded, begged. Her lover roared. And then came.

The cock convulsed. That’s how Sam saw it. In unison, they both froze, latched on to each other, pressed their torsos together. A shaky whimper was all Jane could muster as her swollen lips milked the black dick, sucking the nutbutter out of the huge balls.

Trevon kept pounding her for a moment longer, each thrust sharp and precise. She had given up bouncing, and now simply lay in his arms, letting him use her freely.

And when Jane finally fell over, she didn’t part from his grasp before they had the chance to share a sloppy kiss, traces of salvia connecting them briefly. She landed on the couch, her body angled sideways, her butt still on his lap, pointing right at a doe-eyed Sam.

Cum was dripping out of her ruined gash, leaking in what resembled a little stream of white, thick goo. The pink lips winked as they tried to close. Sam could see inside of her. And all Sam did see inside of her was a sea of sperm, coating the walls of her canal.

A silence fell upon the room, the only audible sound that of heavy breathing. The smell of sex and sweat spread through the air. Their bodies lay still, exhausted.

Jane was the first one to break the quiet. “Oh my god,” she groaned weakly, stretching out upon the sofa. Her butt rose up, but the sperm kept trickling out of her. “I feel like I was just pounded by a horse-.. My pussy is aching-.. Sam? Are you there?”

Biting his bottom-lip, Sam didn’t dare to reply. He sat there, besides the softening cock that slowly sank to the seat, the tip dripping cum upon the couch. Jane shuffled slightly, cast a glance past her own body, searched for him with her gaze. And smiled.

“Oh, Sam. You look so sweet. I thought you might be crying.”

He couldn’t cope under her gaze, sinking his head into his shoulders, averting his eyes away from hers. He didn’t want her to see his flushed face, pounding with heat. He didn’t want to see her satisfied face, a painting of sheer and utter pleasure. So he tried to hide.

Jane saw it. And tried to make it better.

A hand reached out for him, grasped the back of his head. But she was gentle this time, her touch soft and soothing, ruffling her fingers through his hair. “Can you kiss it better? Sam?”

Sam gasped, looked up, found her eyes, which directed his gaze down. His attention swept over her unbuttoned blouse, her huge rack, her flat tummy. It kept creeping downwards, onto her naked thighs, which she had curled up on the lap of her lover. And then to her butt, the dark spot between her ample cheeks, the leaking pussy. Swallowing, Sam nodded.

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with sweetness. She guided him closer, brought him up towards her rear. Trevon didn’t say a word, watching him lazily. As his chin hovered over the fat dick, his nose only an inch away from the ruined gash, Sam pursed his lips.

And then she farted.

The air hit him like someone had struck him in the face. Immediately, a terrified Sam withdrew, and a hysterical Jane burst out into laughter. Trevon, pushing the woman off of his lap, muttered something about what a disgusting bitch she was. Then also cracked up.

“That’s-.. That’s black man territory,” snorted Jane, trying to contain her laughter. “My pussy isn’t for little sissy boys like you, Sam. Did you think I’d let you kiss me there?”

Panting rapidly, Sam sought to lean further backwards, but the hand on the back of his head kept him in place. Trevon, scoffing, helped Jane push him back behind her ass.

“And do you know what,” asked Jane, tilting her head to look at him, a bright smile plastered on her lips. She looked so beautiful where she lay, her pale rump high in the air, a playful smile on those pillowy kissers. He had never seen a woman so beautiful before.

“I lied. We’re not going on another date, Sam.”
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