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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Beats White by Tara Yarn

Prepare for 8800+ words of steamy interracial cuckolding and cruel femdom. When Deshawn, an up and coming rapper, forces Casey to come in to work an early Sunday morning, all he can think of is heading back home to his pregnant wife, Sandra, to spend the day with her. As he finally finishes his tasks, he drags his feet home, where he stumbles upon a sight that will change his life forever. Contains heartbreaking betrayal, detailed rear-end worship and lesbian themes.














Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Men Matter by Tara Yarn

9300+ words of well-endowed, dark-skinned men, one eager woman and the boyfriend who has to watch. Contains graphic, descriptive interracial cuckolding, casual femdom and cruel betrayal. When his girlfriend, Amber, causes a ruckus at a local Black Lives Matter protest, Hayden must travel downtown to pick her up and see her free of trouble. His eventful day takes a turn for the worse as she insists she needs to use bathroom. At the lavatory in the local mall, crowded to the brim with protesters, the couple soon realize the little stall they chose is full of glory holes.











Prologue

◆◆◆

In the three years they had been dating, Shawn had never given his girlfriend a better gift. It was their third anniversary two days from now, and he would reveal it at the fancy restaurant where he had booked them a table. The plan was to wait until after dinner, when Lauren thought the night was through. He would slip the tickets up from his pocket, place them on the table and scoot them over. Her face, surely full of surprise, would light up as she eyed the two pieces of paper, and she would throw herself at him, overjoyed at the grand present.

That was the plan. As he sat in his chair, struggling to comprehend how to print out the tickets, he could barely wait. Shivering with excitement, it did not bother him that the printer clearly did not seem to function like printers most. When it finally powered up, beginning to swallow two whole pages of paper, he felt like jumping, like screaming, a sensation of sheer and utter joy washing over him. Slowly, the previously blank pieces of paper came out as new tickets, and he hurried to pick them up. Boarding Pass, the titles read, and below, the destination was set to Paris. Shawn wondered if this could be the best day of his life.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Skipping down the street, the bright sun warming his back, Shawn set course for the lone shop at the very end of the block. He had many childhood memories from this place, for when he was younger, his mother would give him a dollar every Friday, and he would promptly make his way for Edwards’ Sweets, the local candy store. It was not the only shop that sold candy in Moore, the small town where he lived, but it was the only one that did not seem to change for the past thirty years. It was an old fashioned store, where candy was kept in jars and if you knew how to play your words right, you could easily get ten sour apples for the price of five. Shawn quit haggling as he grew older, but he never stopped visiting the little shop. Every friday after classes, he strolled merrily down the same sidewalk.

He came upon a chain link fence and paused. Through the angled squares, he peered at the two men inside. They stood in a basketball court, but they weren’t playing. He recognized one of the men as Tamal, an old classmate who threw away his scholarship the day he was caught dealing drugs at one of the seedier clubs in town. He used to be a football player, but Shawn always thought he’d be much better at basketball. Tamal was seven inches tall, as lanky as a stick, always towering over everyone he met. In his youth, the hooded, imposing figure had been the cause of Shawn’s fear of foreigners. For Tamal was a bully. Even after all these years, the twenty year old felt no desire to speak with his old friend, so he hurried past the criss-cross fence, fleeing for the safety of the store just down the street.

“Hey! You!” a familiar voice called out behind him, and Shawn came to a prompt stop, clenching his grip around the dollar in his palm. Hesitantly, he turned around and came face to face with the thin man. His skin was pitch-black, his teeth pearly white and his voice thick with accent. Shawn was no racist - he did have a black friend, a scrawny, nerdy classmate who kept breaking his glasses - but he couldn’t help finding the man in front of him a touch intimidating. “Where are you going, Shawny?” the black man asked, and Shawn swallowed, casting a quick glance over his shoulder.  “I’m-.. I’m,” he began, but his former bully wafted a dismissive hand and he went silent. “You know what I want. Hand it over.”

Frowning, Shawn dropped his gaze to the floor. His hand came up from his pockets, the fingers curled around the note easing their grip on the bill. He was caught, and now he knew there was no way out. Casually, Tamal presented his open palm, and Shawn glared down at the pavement, forcing himself to place the dollar in the open hand. “Is this all you have, wimp?” he asked, his voice deep and mocking. Quickly, Shawn nodded, stuffing his hands into the pockets of his hoodie. He saw the shadow on the floor creep closer, the scent of curry and sweat wafting over him. “You’re what, twenty years old, and you’re telling me you came all the way with just a dollar? Do you want me to beat your ass, Shawny?”

“N-.. No.”

“No, what?”

“No, S-.. Sir.”

The shadow on the pavement nodded, then held out a hand. Ushering a shaky sigh, he fetched out his wallet from his pocket, plucking out four dollar bills. That was truly all he had brought with him, even his credit card lay at home. Tamal was swift, snatching the four notes right out from between his fingers. “Good boy,” he muttered, briefly counting through the money before stuffing it into his back pocket. Slowly, Shawn dared to look up at his bully with big eyes, head cocked forward. “Be glad I didn’t take your phone,” the tall man said, then turned on his heels and headed back into the basketball court. A brief laughter came from his mysterious friend, a short, chubby, bald-headed man wearing a gold chain around his neck. He was also black, and shot Shawn a dangerous stare as he walked past the fence.

Tossing the store a quick look, Shawn sniffled and spun on his heels, beginning to make his way back from where he came. “Have a nice day, wimp,” Tamal called out, but he ignored him and picked up the pace, hurrying down the sidewalk. When he reached the intersection that would take him across the street, he stopped, waiting for the green light. Just as the light switched from red to green, his phone rang in his pocket. Fumbling to pick it up, Shawn jogged over the white lines that marked where one could go, and didn’t swipe right on his screen until he reached the other side. Briefly, he stared at the name of the screen. Lauren, read the screen, and he hurried to hold it up to his ear. “Hi, Lauren,” he said, trying to swallow away his teary voice. “Hi, Shawn,” she began, and he could already tell that something was not right with her tone. “Uhm-.. I’ve been meaning to talk to you. Uh-..”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

“No. No-.. Lauren, I-.. Lauren. Stop.”

Stumbling over to a nearby ledge, he shakily sat down. The hand that held the phone to his ear was impossible to keep steady, and his pulse was racing. “Listen, Lauren. We’ll-.. We’ll talk about this,” he pleaded, but on the other end of the line, she kept quiet. “I’ve made up my mind, Shawn,” she finally said, then promptly hung up. Paralyzed, Shawn sat on the ledge, staring blankly out at nothing in particular. His head was pounding, his hands shaking, his legs numb. “You can’t break up with me,” he whispered, lowering his phone down to his lap. No longer did he sit on the street. Now he was floating in the air, hovering over the people who passed him by on the sidewalk, invisible to their prying eyes. He ran into her at lunch earlier the same day, and they had hugged like everything was okay. Sorrow was not let loose; the question of why kept it neatly packed away. They were fine earlier, fine yesterday, fine a week ago, fine a month ago. What on earth could possibly have changed?

On shaky legs, he rose, a million different thoughts swirling through his head. His finger typed in her number, and he held the phone up to his ear. No response. Squeezing his eyes shut, he fought to keep back tears, swallowing over and over. When he let his eyelids slide back up, an old man was staring at him. He looked like he was about to say something, but Shawn did not hang around to find out. There might still be a way to fix things, he thought, sprinting down the street. He ran, ran and ran, past dozens of cars, past groups of people clogging up the sidewalk, past a barking dog staring at him with hateful eyes. When he was out of breath, he kept running. His long-sleeved, white shirt was damp with sweat as he rounded a corner and came to an abrupt stop before a massive building, the apartment complex where his girlfr- ex-girlfriend lived. Taking a deep breath, he rushed inside.

Shawn could barely take another step as he left the last flight of staircase behind him. The thought of how tired he was never once crossed his mind on the way here, and now he was panting like an obese, old man about to tumble over and die. Full of adrenaline, he made his way over for the nearest door. In the past, he always let himself in, but now he doubted such an entrance was welcome. Raising a hand, he hesitated. In his haste, he had yet to come up with words to say. All he knew was that he needed to change her mind, cost what it might cost. He knocked on the door, and the sound of footsteps quickly became apparent on the other side of the frame. Quickly, he ran his fingers through his hair. Through the gap in the doorway, an auburn-haired woman carefully peeked out. Shawn sighed. It wasn’t Lauren.

“What do you want? She isn’t home,” said the woman half-hidden behind the door. It was Lara, her sister, and Shawn’s sworn nemesis. In the three years they had been together, she had never liked him. Sour glances was sent his way when the three of them were together, and when they were alone, the snappy comments came. “I know,” he said, and then said nothing else. His mind was blank, and he needed to come up with an excuse quickly. In the midst of his sweating and his heavy breathing, he forgot momentarily that to Lara, he was likely still her sister’s boyfriend. “Can-.. Can I wait here?” he asked, and she rolled her eyes as the door came up, frowning up at him. Shooting her a quick smile, he stepped inside and took in his surroundings. The apartment was a mess; an empty pizza box decorated the kitchen table, adorned with crusts and used napkins; a bundle of laundry lay spread out upon the couch, taking up all but one seat; dust coated every surface in the room and there were balls of hair in each corner. “Wait in her room,” her sister ordered, and Shawn faked a quick smile, hurrying over for the door in the far end of the living room.

As he opened the door, he threw Lara a glance. She fell into the couch after fetching her phone up from a pocket. She’s completely oblivious, Shawn thought as he closed the door to the bedroom. Sisters talk, but only when they get along. As he stood in the bedroom, eyeing his surroundings, he was glad Lara and Lauren could not go a day without arguing. If their relationship was better, he wouldn’t be standing in his girlfriend’s apartment right now. Her room was not as messy, but there lay a heap of underwear on her bed. Slowly, he made his way over, momentarily glancing at the door over his shoulder. As he looked back down, he saw that they were dirty, able to make out a couple of dark stains. Biting his lip, he picked up a pair, a pink thong complete with frills on the front. It was her favourite pair, a gift from him on their last trip out of town. Occasionally, she wore the pink string for days. It was a secret he had sworn never to tell anyone. Bringing the panties up to his face, he took a sniff, then collapsed down on the edge of the bed as her scent hit him, a strong, sweet smell that made him weak in the knees and made his cock twitch in his pants. When he thought back to their call, he couldn’t keep a sob from escaping his lips, stuffing the underwear against his face.

A noise erupted from her computer, the sound of a powering fan, and he tore his face from the smelly underwear, looking over at her desk. The screen shone brightly, and Shawn realized she had left the computer unlocked. Dropping the panties back on the heap, he stood up, making his way over. She never let him use her computer. In the past, she’d come up with excuses, but they never made any sense. As he sat down in her desk-chair, the temptation to look overcame him, deafening out the voice in the back of his head that told him what he was doing was wrong. His fingers encircled her mouse, and he dragged the little arrow down to the thumbnail that led to the web. Hesitantly, he clicked the icon.

Facebook was her homepage. Shawn wanted to groan. Sometimes, she spent so much time on that site, he wasn’t always sure she remembered he was in the same room. He didn’t know the password to her profile, so he brought the white arrow up, clicking the search bar-

Someone stirred outside the door, and he flinched, casting a wide-eyed look over his shoulder. It wasn’t until he heard Lara, singing along to some silly pop song occasionally played on the local radio, that he eased up and returned his attention to the screen. Recent searches had popped up below the search bar, and there were many. On the edge of his seat, he began reading through the results, then froze. Many links led to well-known pornsites, and the specific searches were all alike. With his jaw on the floor, he clicked on the first one, staring in utter bewilderment at the video that came up. As he kept checking each link, a pattern quickly became clear. As the two figures viciously humped on the screen in front of him, he sunk back in the chair, lips parted. Suddenly, he knew exactly what to do.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

As quiet as a mouse, Shawn slipped through the entrance to the basketball court. He knew why he would find Tamal here, each and every day of the week, but he didn’t wish to think about it. His bully sat on the asphalt in the middle of the court, deftly counting through a stack of money, utterly oblivious to Shawn. For a moment, he stopped, his feet refusing to take him further. Gritting his teeth, he conjured up the courage to approach. “Hey. I-..”

Immediately, Tamal looked up, pausing his counting. The eyes that met him were cold and unforgiving, and Shawn could not go on. Leaving the money on the floor, the black man stood up and came closer, cocking an eyebrow. Quickly, Shawn lowered his eyes to the asphalt below, stuttering as he struggled to speak. “I-.. I wanted to ask a favour of you.”

Scoffing, Tamal wrapped his arms across his chest. Meekly, Shawn looked up, but kept his chin down, cowering before the towering drug dealer. Despite his unfriendly demeanor, there was a streak of curiosity upon his face, and as time passed by in silence, Tamal eventually gestured for him to go on. Ushering a shaky breath, Shawn tried to continue, but the words stuck to his tongue like glue, refusing to leave his lips. “Alright. Fuck off,” said Tamal, and came at him. Their frames met, and Shawn could feel the strength in the lanky body. “No. I need a fa-..” he tried to continue, but the bigger man began to push him backwards. Each shove sent him staggering, and as he was about to fall, he blurted out his words.

“I want you to fuck my girlfriend!”

Tamal paused, hands raised in preparation for another push. There was a brief moment of sheer and utter silence before a deep laughter rang through the court. “Get the fuck out of here before I get angry,” the tall man snickered, pointing at the exit by the fence. “I-.. I mean it. It’s not a joke!” Shawn said, and he caught on to the desperation in his voice. For a moment, the tall man simply stared down at him, then nodded a couple of times and sent a sharp smack for his face. The large hand struck him across the cheek, and his head flew sideways as he yelped. It was enough to send him to his knees, and Shawn quickly brought a hand up to cup the prickling cheek, wincing. “I don’t wanna fuck your ugly girlfriend.”

“W-.. Wait!” Shawn cried out, stifling a quiet sob, watching the drug dealer turn on his heels and begin walking away. He froze, and Shawn felt a shiver shoot up his spine. As the intimidating figure turned back to face him, Shawn stuffed a shaky hand into his pocket and fetched forth his phone, quickly beginning to scroll on the screen. Tamal was marching in his direction, fists clenched. Just as he was about to reach him, Shawn hurried to hold the phone up like a shield, flashing his bully the sight of a picture. It worked. Tamal stopped in his tracks, squinting down at the screen. “This-.. This is her,” Shawn whispered as the black thug ripped the phone out of his hand, holding it up to his face. “That’s-.. That’s her favourite thong. It’s-.. It’s very recent. You can see more-.. You can see more if you swipe right.”

Tilting his head to the side, Tamal stared at the screen as if he was mesmerized. It took him a few seconds to swipe right, and after a moment, he swiped again. There was no point in getting up so Shawn kept kneeling on the floor, bowing his head a bit. His cheek was throbbing, and he kept clutching it, eyeing the black man warily. “Mhm,” Tamal grunted and took a couple of steps closer. On the crotch of his trousers, a pair of worn-out, stained jeans clinging to his skinny legs, Shawn swore he thought he saw something stir, and swallowed.

“I’ll-.. I’ll take you there right now,” Shawn continued, his voice shaky. “If-.. If you don’t like her, you don’t have to sle-.. sleep with her again. It’s-.. It’s enough if you do it once.”

A smile crept up on the dark man’s lips. It was a nasty smirk, full of arrogance and amusement. “A’ight. Bet,” he said, suddenly tossing the phone at him. By some miracle, he managed to catch the device before it hit the floor, shuffling up to his feet. “I’m not fucking your girlfriend for free,” he said, and Shawn widened his eyes up at him. “I-.. I don’t have much money,” he responded meekly, but Tamal shook his head. “Don’t want your money.”

Parting his lips, Shawn stared blankly up at the black man. The wicked smile on his face did not fade away as he leaned in, and shot him a whisper. Suddenly, Shawn widened his eyes.

◆◆◆

When Lara casually opened the door, she cast one glance at Tamal, then quickly sought to close it. Shawn was quicker, wrapping his fingers around the frame. “Please,” he said. “It’s nothing to worry about. It’s our friend. He isn’t dangerous. He’s uh-.. He’s from college.”

For what felt like ages, the sister simply stared at the pair. They’ve must’ve looked strange where they stood, a meek gazelle next to a fierce lion. Her gaze trailed over the lanky, black man in his thuggish, grey hoodie and for a moment, Shawn thought she would let them in. It did not go the way he expected. Promptly, she yanked the door shut, and he had no choice but to release the frame to protect his digits from harm. “Great plan, Shawny,” said Tamal, a deep snicker escaping his lips. Shawn felt his face flushing with blood, raised his hand and knocked upon the door. “Go away,” Lara screamed, but he could not stop knocking. This was the only way to fix it, the only way to set things right. If Lara was to stand between him and her sister, he would have to find a way to appease her. “L-.. Lara. Please. Lauren wanted-”

She tore the door open, her face a furious frown. “Try to come inside, and I am calling the police. Now fuck off,” she sneered, but didn’t close the door. This was his chance. Without a moment of hesitation, Shawn fumbled to his knees. Ushering a shaky sigh, he raised his gaze to look up at Lara, who narrowed her eyes. Intertwining his fingers, he rose his hands in a prayer. “Please, Lara. I’ll-.. I’ll do anything you want. Please let us in. I-.. I need this.”

Her lips came up, sheer and utter confusion clear on her face. In the background, Tamal scoffed, but Shawn kept pleading and begging. “I’m-.. I’m desperate. It’s a long story. I-.. I really need you to let us in. I swear I will do anything you want. Forever. Please, Lara.”

“My. You are pathetic,” she said, and as her surprise faded away, her lips took upon the shape of an amused smirk. “Fine. Clean our apartment for a year, and I will let you in.”

“Oh my god,” Tamal muttered with a sigh, but Shawn hurried to nod, beaming up at the sister in the doorway. “Thank you. Thank you. You won’t regret this. Thank you so much.”

“Ahuh”, Lara grunted, then stepped to the side and let the door slide up. Quickly, he crept inside on all fours, finding his feet as he entered the living room. Another obstacle was overcome, and now there was but one left. “Into the bedroom. Both of you,” Lara said. She was staring intently at Tamal, fiddling with her phone. Without objection, Shawn scurried over for Tamal, grasped him by the hand, and led him to the door in the far end of the room. The moment the door shut, and they were standing in his girlfriend’s bedroom, the black man retracted his hand. “Don’t touch me, faggot,” he sneered, giving Shawn a firm shove. He stumbled forward with a yelp, grabbing the edge of the bed so as to not tumble over. “So this is where she refuses you,” the black thug continued, matter-of-factly. “What? No, she’s never refused me before. It’s-” Shawn retorted, but was met with a black palm on his face. Another push came, and this time he fell upon the bed, bouncing a bit. “Shut the fuck up, Shawny.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Silently, they sat, staring at each other. Five minutes ago, the front door had come up, and two feminine voices had briefly exchanged inaudible words. It was now or never. Tamal sat on the edge of the bed, hands on the mattress behind him. Shawn sat in the other end of the room, kneeling on the floor, a white, tall closet towering behind him. His bully was ogling him closely, and he felt himself crumble under his piercing gaze. The sun shone gently through the white curtains covering the window, the orange light telling the tale of how afternoon was slowly becoming evening. It was so cold in the room, and Shawn was clattering his teeth where he knelt, blushing fiercely before the black man. Tamal only grinned, cocking his head back and forth, rolling his shoulders. He was so casual, sheer carelessness beaming on his face even as the sound of footsteps became apparent outside. Swallowing, Shawn froze.

The handle on the door went down. The frame started coming up. The woman on the other side paused for a moment, then let the door slide open completely. And there she was, red hair cascading down her narrow back, wearing a flowery summer dress a touch too cold for the weather, ample cleavage on full display. Stunningly gorgeous, she stood frozen in the doorway, lips parting slowly. Emerald eyes flicked back and forth between the stranger and himself, beaming with sheer and utter confusion. Finally, her gaze glued itself to Shawn, and her lips couldn’t help but curl up into a smile, before she cracked. Her girly giggle rang through the bedroom as her hand came up, covering her mouth with her palm. He felt so warm, so utterly bare, shuffling a bit on the floor to squish his meager package between his thighs. Heat was radiating from his features, a gentle prickling sensation spreading across his crimson face. It was impossible to look at her, and he averted his gaze, but the burning desire he felt for her overcame his embarrassment. “I-..” he began, but Lauren burst into a fit of laughter. “Why on earth are you wearing my thong? What is this? Are you gay?”

It was as if the cold in the room froze his lips, and he could no longer speak. Quivering on his knees, he looked down at his own crotch, eyeing the pink fabric that hid his throbbing nub of a cock from view. It clutched his hips like a second layer of skin, but felt so soft, so comfortable. The way his former girlfriend was ogling him with amusement was not as pleasant, the emerald eyes full of surprise utterly void of any resemblance of respect.

“I’m no-..” he began, but again he was interrupted. “Shut your mouth”, said Tamal, and finally drew Lauren’s attention away from his panty-clad hips. His words were directed at him, but Lauren also went quiet, the amused laughter quickly dying down. Head lowered, he looked to and fro between his bully and the recent arrival. They were measuring each other, and she looked to him for an explanation. “This is his idea.” Tamal said, nonchalantly, bobbing his head in the direction of the kneeling crossdresser. “He figured you broke up with his bitch ass because you wanted a real man. He thought that if I gave you a good dicking, you’d be willing to keep him around as your boyfriend. Well, Lara… Here I am.”

On the floor, Shawn widened his eyes up at Lauren, who looked about as bewildered as a bird who just flew into a window. “I’m-.. I’m Lauren,” she muttered, the plump, coloured lips splitting even further. She was also blushing, the pale cheeks taking on a faint amber colour to match her hair. “Whatever,” the black man said, rising from the bed. For a moment, the pair gazed at each other in deafening silence, and then Lauren advanced, swiftly.

She came at his bully without hesitation, hurling herself at him. Her arms quickly ensnared the back of his neck, plump lips pursed. He accepted her into his arms, wrapping his strong arms around the small of her back, pulling her close. Promptly, she tiptoed, and their lips met with such passion, Shawn could not believe his eyes. She had leapt at him like she was in heat, absolutely desperate to taste his dark lips. He knew what he had gotten himself into when he proposed the idea to his bully. What he had not expected was the eagerness his ex openly displayed in front of him. As their lips broke off, his girlfriend stuck her tongue out with a bit of a moan, closing her eyes as their tongues met, wrestling sloppily. First his hands fell to each of her hips, then crawled for her rear, taking a firm handful of buttcheek in each palm. He squeezed her ass firmly, and she fluttered her eyelashes up at him, wrapping her painted lips around his tongue, beginning to suck on the tip like a whore sucking cock.

With a yelp, Lauren was hoisted off of the floor, swift to wrap thick thighs around his narrow hips. He held her by the buttocks, deft fingers working the fat rump like dough. Inch by inch of flowery dress crept up her backside while he massaged her buttcheeks, the colourful fabric piling up in the dark palms. It didn’t look like it cost Tamal any effort to support her weight, and Shawn could not help but recall the day he tried to hoist Lauren up against the wall. Before he even managed to penetrate her, his arms gave in, and they had both tumbled to the floor. Seeing how easily his bully manhandled her was precisely what he assumed it must feel like to take a knife through the chest. It hurt badly, and he swallowed a sob.

When his tongue plopped out of her lips, she withdrew slightly, staring into the eyes of dark stranger. A smile crept up on her painted kissers, and she slowly gazed towards Shawn, who quickly sank his eyes to the floor. “He’s watching,” she said, matter-of-factly, and looked briefly to Tamal. “He likes it,” he snickered at her, flashing a nasty grin down at Shawn. “It’s time to do what I taught you, bitch boy. Show your old girlfriend what a good girl you are.”

Flinching as if struck, Shawn kept his gaze firmly glued to the floorboards. He sensed how they were both staring at him, their eyes no doubt full of expectation. He hesitated, did not make a move. “Show me,” he heard Lauren say, anticipation clear in her voice. It felt like his knees were plastered to the floor, the planks themselves holding his ankles down to prevent him from getting up. “I-.. I can’t,” he sobbed, and Lauren retorted tartly. “Fine. Get out.”

“N-.. No,” he gasped, daring to look up. They were both staring at him intently, paused in the midst of their lovemaking, pale buttcheeks spilling out between black fingers. “If you’re not going to show us, fuck off,” she continued, trailing a casual finger into the grey hoodie of her newfound lover. Lauren, eyeing him expectantly for a moment longer, eventually turned her attention back to the man who held her up. “Fine. I’ll have my new friend throw you ou-”

“No! Please!” Shawn cried out, quick to find his feet. He held his hands down to hover over his junk, hiding his panty-clad crotch from view. Lauren paused, and looked at him impatiently, tapping a finger against the black chest on which she was leaning. Now that he stood up, cupping his cock protectively, he froze once more, and Lauren parted her lips to speak. Before she had a chance to say a word, he spun around, gritting his teeth. Locking his gaze on the wardrobe, he ushered a shaky sigh, then began. Slowly, he brought his hips back and forth, seductively swaying his thong-clad rump at the couple behind him. Not even a moment passed by before the little room was filled with hysterical laughter, but he forced himself to go on, beginning to jolt his hips up and down so that his bare buttcheeks clapped at the two lovers. Lauren, audibly perplexed, gasped. “Oh my god! He is twerking!”

The laughter died down, and he dared a quick glance over his shoulders. No longer was their attention locked on him. He should have been glad, but he was not. Their lips were tightly squeezed together, and Lauren pressed herself towards the big, black hand betwixt her thighs. Despite the embarrassing display a moment earlier, it was as if Shawn no longer existed, the two lovers hungrily making out, slowly sinking backwards. They fell upon the mattress in unison; Tamal on his back with his feet on the floor; Lauren on top of him on her side, the hem of her dress shuffled so far up her legs it was easy to make out the grey, plain thong she wore. Frozen in place, Shawn stood bent-over with his ass high in the air, staring at the couple with wide eyes over the top of his shoulder. They had completely forgotten about him, and he suddenly wished they had kept watching him. Even the act of shaking his pale ass like a girl couldn’t keep his ex away from the black thug by her side.

Rolling over, Lauren lay herself flatly on her belly as if the lover below was her bed. Shawn could no longer see their lips, and how they intertwined, suckling on each other. Now he could only hear the sounds of sloppy kissing, gentle moans and manly grunts. Creeping down the small of her back all the way down to her backside, Tamal grasped the hem of the flowery dress and began to roll it up over her rump. Shawn could not keep his eyes away as the plump butt was laid bare, beaming at him like a pair of round, doughy mountain tops. His bully gave the fat ass a swat, and his girlfriend flinched, then giggled down at him. Taking a firm grasp of a buttcheek, Tamal kneaded the buttock like dough, feeling up his former girlfriend without a care in the world. Promptly, Lauren awkwardly rose, shuffling up to take a seat on him. Her fingers dipped beneath the shoulder straps of her dress, pulling the garments over her head. Her lover aided her, hoisting the fabric up her flat tummy, over her ample bosom, past the cascading locks of amber hair. It was quickly discarded in a heap on the floor while dark, eager fingers found the back of her bra. When Tamal undid the bra, the creamy breasts plopped free of their prison, wobbling on her chest. Wrapping strong arms around the small of her back, Tamal rose from the mattress, pulling Lauren closer. Plunging his face between the hefty tits, he shook his head, and she laughed, folding her hands over the back of his head as he motorboated her jiggling chest. As he retracted his face and looked up at her, she planted a quick peck right on his plump lips, hoisting herself up on her knees, reaching for his zipper. She was deft, quick to tug it down and slip a hand inside the crotch of the dirty, dark-stained, worn-out jeans. Swiftly, her hand came back up, bringing along the fattest cock Shawn had ever laid eyes on. It was a monster of a dick.

Many years ago, when Shawn reported a classmate to Ms. Wilkins, his teacher, she told him not to pay attention to bullies. They were compensating for something else, she had said. He did not know what Tamal was compensating for, but he knew for sure it wasn’t a small cock.

“Oh my,” his ex-girlfriend gasped, squeezing her fingers around the fat shaft. The flaccid, monstrous prick was beneath her, held up by her grip. She was feeling up the dick like a blind person feels up a face, stroking a particularly thick vein with the tip of her thumb. Her lips formed the shape of a circle, and her eyes were sparkling with surprise and joy. That was the moment Shawn realized that if this was what she wanted, he would never be able to make her happy by himself. His little prick, a flaccid nub, was throbbing fiercely in the confines of his pink panties, so neglected, so desperate for relief. It twitched as Lauren dropped her free hand between her legs, scooping up the front of her thong, tugging it to the side. For a moment, the grey fabric stuck to her pink lips, and when she pulled it out of the way completely, loose ropes of honey connected her crotch and the stained underwear.

Her hand was wanking the thick, black dick, tugging the skin up and down at a rapid, rhythmic pace. It grew quickly, swelling before his eyes, like a fat, twitching beast rising up to sniff for prey. The bulbous head smacked against the delicious flower, and Lauren jerked, a yelp escaping her lips. In awe, Shawn stared, his jaw halfway to the floor. It was clear that she was hesitating, hoisting her hips further and further up as the black prick threateningly crept towards her entrance. She was quivering with anticipation, drops of her sweet juice dripping on the dark shaft, trailing down across the throbbing veins. “Please put it in,” she whispered pleadingly, working the thick cock up and down ceaselessly. Shawn saw how the black arm clenched around her waist, hugging her tightly, keeping her in place. Tamal wrapped his fingers around his own thick girth, tugging on his cock a few times, pressing Lauren’s fingers away. Happily, she grasped his shoulders and prepared herself, lips parting wide as the mushroom-shaped tip prodded her pink folds. “Get a good look, loser,” his bully muttered as he adjusted the woman on his lap, beginning to squeeze his cock inside.

Lauren released a high-pitched, long-drawn moan and cocked her head back, closing her eyes. Her nails sank into the muscular shoulders, piercing the pitch-black skin. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she cried out, a shaky tone in her voice. Like a hungry mouth, the puffy lips swallowed inch after inch of black shaft, the sheer girth stretching her pussy to the limit. Gently, his bully forced the wet, warm depths to take half his shaft, then grabbed her by the waist. His hands were so large and her waist so small, the tips of his fingers almost touched. She looked like a beautiful swan betwixt the palms of a vicious rottweiler as she sank further and further down on the black pride, gritting her teeth. “You’re so-.. You’re so big,” she cooed, and Tamal pressed himself into her frame, dropping his chin on her shoulder. He was staring right at Shawn, a nasty smile spreading across his lips. Despite the raging blush dancing on his features, Shawn held his gaze, staring deep into the wicked eyes of his bully to the music of deep, careless moans. It wasn’t until Lauren began to bounce that he took his eyes away.

Up and down she bobbed on the cock, amber hair flying wildly. She held a firm grasp on the black shoulders, keeping her balance as she bounced, the fat, pale buttcheeks clapping against the black, hairy thighs. She rode him like a horse, a deft cowgirl mounting her black stallion, trying to tame him with her sweet depths. Shawn watched on in sheer and utter disbelief, unable to comprehend how such a small woman could swallow up such a massive dick. She paused and sat on her lower, the entirety of his powerful shaft throbbing inside her velvet folds. Supple buttocks flattened against his lap as she leaned in, squishing her lips against his to muffle a sweet moan. Before long, she began to move, wiggling her hips to and fro with her lover deep inside, pulling the shaft back and forth. She rose, letting inch after inch of cock escape her crimson lips, the black surface shiny with a layer of honey.

“Come here, Shawn,” she purred, out of breath, patting her backside twice. She did not even bother to send him a glance. Her eyes were glued to her dark lover, ogling him with pure passion. It hurt, but he obeyed nonetheless, slowly crawling closer on all fours. The closer he came, the thicker the stench of sex. The scent of virile cock, wet pussy and sweaty bodies stained the air, and Shawn was making his way right for the source. Her voice, silky sweet, left him desperate to obey, even as he crawled up between the black, muscular thighs of his bully, only a few feet away from the squelching pussy and the throbbing anaconda. “If you want to date me,” she began, a sweet, soft whisper. “I want you to kiss his cock.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Shawn was but inches away from the massive shaft, able to make out each and every trail of cunnyjuice that ran down the big dick. Their scents were so different; his scent was musky, manly and dirty; her scent was sickly sweet mixed with a touch of the soap she always wore.

If there were anyone he wanted to kiss, it was Lauren. But she expected him to press his lips against something else entirely, a honey-coated, black, shiny surface. Swallowing meekly, he dared a quick glance upwards, and found his former girlfriend staring down at him. There was no mercy to be found in her emerald eyes. Black fingers crept down to the pale rump hovering over his face, digging into the plump mounds, prying the buttcheeks to each side. “Take a good look, bitch,” he heard Tamal sneer, and as he obeyed, he was met with the sight of her wrinkly, brown sphincter. It looked heavenly where it sat, twitching over and over down at him like a winking eye. “It’s the closest you’ll ever get to this ass again.”

“We-.. We had a deal,” he gasped, staring blankly at the spasming butthole. Deep laughter sounded through the room, and his ex ushered a silky, “Awh,” encircling her fingers into his mess of golden locks. Taking a firm grip, she yanked him closer, forcing the tip of his nose to touch the dark surface of the dick. It was sticky, and Shawn shuddered, holding his breath.

“Did you really think I would go back to fucking you after you gave me this huge cock? Did you really think shaking your ass at me like a whore would make you more of a man?”

Cringing at her words, Shawn fought to keep his lips shut and his nostrils closed. He was so close he could clearly see how the veins were throbbing, and there was not much air left in his lungs. His head was beginning to pound, and he knew he’d have to take a breath any moment. In his panties, his little nub was leaking upon the fabric, dripping pathetically in defeat. He had twerked at his girlfriend, and she had laughed at him. They had laughed at him. Together, like a couple, having fun at his expensive. The fire that began building in his chest was quickly overpowered by his sheer desperation for air. Finally, he parted his lips.

Lauren was fast. The moment his kissers came up, she yanked his face forward. She didn’t have to pull him far. With a soft thud, his face was planted on the belly of the black cock, his nose squished awkwardly to the side while his split lips embraced the musky surface. She released the back of his head immediately, giggling girlishly, beginning to bounce. Shawn barely had time to move away before the big buttocks came crashing down for the top of his head, falling backwards on the floor, ending up betwixt the black thighs. Bumping up and down on the monstrous prick, she threw her head back and cried out in pleasure, giving Tamal a rough shove. He let her push him down, collapsing backwards on the mattress.

Picking up the pace, Lauren humped her dark lover like her life depended on it, the fat buttocks rebounding off of his lap with each thrust. “You’re such a little bitch!” she moaned, and Shawn felt his heart sting where he lay on the floor, wiping black cock off of his lips. Her big butt quivered each time the buttocks smacked against the black thighs, the sound of flesh clapping with flesh ringing through the bedroom. “We had a de-..” he began, so softly that he was surprised anyone could hear him. Tamal did, quick to raise a foot, planting his sole against the side of his face, and before he had a chance to react, Shawn found himself face down on the floor, a black foot squeezing his cheek into the floorboards. “Yeah, that’s right, kiss his foot, faggot!” Lauren screamed, and his panty-clad cock fiercely pressed against the front of his thong, throbbing deliciously. “Your little dick is useless! Fuck!”

All Shawn could see was the brown sole of a foot through one eye, and the dust dwelling on the floor through the other. He heard his bully, and how often he grunted out in sheer and utter pleasure. He heard his Lauren, and how she moaned so carelessly, screaming more and more the closer she came to the edge. There was a smack, then a yelp, then a cry of pleasure. Suddenly, the foot came off his face. “Get out,” a deep voice commanded, and the serious tone sent a chill up his spine. Slowly, Shawn tried to find his knees, but the black foot came crashing into his shoulder, sending him flying backwards. “Get out, faggot! You’re not going to watch this bitch cum! You’re not going to fuck her ever again! Get the fuck out!”

On shaky legs, Shawn found his feet, staring at Tamal with wide eyes. “If you stay, I am fucking you up the butt next,” he sneered as their gazes met, and Lauren also looked at him over her shoulder, flashing a wicked grin as she bounced. “F-.. Fine,” Shawn muttered, and was about to reach for his bundle of clothes when the black man roared at him to leave them. With a flinch, he stood up, nodded softly and ran for the door. “Look at that booty shake,” his bully snickered, and his former girlfriend giggled at him without mercy, wiggling the fat cock buried between her lips around for Shawn to see. The last thing he saw before he slipped through the door was her eyes, and how they shined up at him with sheer and utter hatred. That was the moment he truly understood what needed to be done. That was the moment he truly realized what he would have to give if he ever wanted to see her again.























Epilogue

◆◆◆

On his knees, Shawn bent over the toilet. For a moment, he peered into the bowl, then aimed the toilet-brush at the largest stain, a grimace of disgust spreading over his face. Back and forth he brought the bristle end, wiping away the gross marks left on the white marble. His fingers clutched the plastic handle to the point where his knuckles went pale, wielding the brush like a wooden spoon used to stir the contents of a cauldron. The scent was unpleasant, and the filth became intertwined with the white hair on the tip. When he was done, he’d also have to wash the brush. Suddenly, the door to the bathroom came up.

Lara was standing in the doorway, frowning down at him. “Get out. I have to go,” she said tartly, and without a care in the world. Her hands began to unzip the tight jeans she wore even before Shawn had a chance to deposit the brush back in the holder, quick to scurry out through the doorway on all fours as she casually marched for the toilet. “Get the door,” she called after him, and he obeyed, shutting the door from the floor. Swallowing audibly, he stood up and cast a glance around at the apartment. It was squeaky clean, not a single spot of dust to be found on the shiny floorboards. The sink was empty, and all the plates stood in their correct place in the cabinet over the dishwasher. The black couch, once drowning in heaps upon heaps of clothes, now had three free seats, without a stain to be seen.

“Bzzzt-.. Bzzzt,” came from his phone, and he looked to the round table by the couch where he left it a moment earlier. Hesitantly, he made his way over. Lara was loud on the toilet, so he knew the coast was clear. Slowly, he picked up the device, taking a moment before he dared to type in his password. The screen displayed one new message. Scratching himself underneath his chin, Shawn pondered and wondered, then clicked at it. The image filling up his screen hit him like a train, and he stumbled backwards, falling into the couch. He knew he had done the right thing, but he desperately wanted to forget. As he ogled the picture, his heart sank into the depths of his tummy, and his legs went as numb as a pair of dead treetrunks. He heard the toilet flush in the bathroom, but Shawn could not move.

There was a couple in the photo, a black man and a white woman hugging. She wore a beautiful blue dress, as tight as a second layer of skin, sporting a deep cleavage. Her bosom was squished against the stomach of a tall, thin, lanky man, wearing a well-worn, dark hoodie and a pair of casual jeans. They were both smiling, but the woman was beaming like a bright light, staring straight into the lense of whatever camera that took the photo. In the background stood a towering grey tower, with three stories and a sky-high spire. As Lara came out of the bathroom, Shawn dropped the phone on the couch, stood up and made his way for the toilet. “Have fun,” she sneered. “Yes, ma’am,” he muttered, closing the door.
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