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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Dark Desires by Tara Yarn

7200+ words of steamy, adulterous, sadistic, interracial love. Seeking to heal old wounds, John books a session for his wife at CuckCorp, a firm that offers cuckolding sessions in a safe and subtle environment. Her partner of choice - Jamal - is dark, tall and handsome. Their session quickly spirals out of control when his wife realizes just how large a man can be below the belt. John begins to wonder if her birthday present was such a good idea after all.













Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Queen of Spades by Tara Yarn

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


Chapter One

◆◆◆

If there ever was a more frightening place in the small of town of Moore, Jamie had yet to learn of it. For as he stood before the black pair of doors that led into the club, a sense of unease paralyzed him. When Alexis, flashing him a playful grin, pointed up at the neon-lighted sign that hung over the entrance, a shiver ran up his spine. “Why can’t we pick another club, Alex? This isn’t for us.”, he said, and looked at her, pleadingly. Scoffing, she shook her head, then darted up to the doors, pushed them open and slipped inside. There were no doormen in front of the Nigerian Palace, for they were not needed, and that fact alone told Jamie everything he needed to know about the club. Trembling, he went inside.

“Dad! Mum! I’m so glad to see you!”, Alexis called out, and ran up the little staircase that led to the entrance of the massive, towering, white-painted house they had parked in front of. It was an extraordinary place, surrounded by such a ordinary neighborhood. Alexis had ran out of the car, leaping at the middle-aged couple in the doorway, embracing them, warmly. When Jamie left his car, a rusty convertible with an engine that made all sorts of ungodly sounds when he booted it up, he thought he could smell the money in the air. At the end of the week, Jamie would have very wealthy step parents. In truth, he wasn’t looking forward to it. Slowly, he made his way for the hugging trio, bringing along their luggage. Each travel bag was stuffed to the brim. They had separate bags, but Alexis took it upon herself to pack in both.

Bouldering music thundered through the dark hallway in which Jamie now stood. His wife-to-be was nowhere to be seen. She must have forgotten all about him, and fled straight into the main area. The hallway was dark, with a red tint stemming from dim lights that hung along the ceiling. His heart was pounding rapidly, and Jamie placed a hand on the wall for support, bent over a bit, attempting to calm himself down. Deep breaths did not work, so he straightened up and forced himself to walk towards the blue, blinking light at the end of the long corridor. He didn’t like the music, and the rapper who bellowed out of the powerful speakers sang in a language he did not understand. It was dirty, the music, and as Jamie came closer and closer to the main floor of the club, he cursed Alexis and all that she was.

Firmly, Jamie grasped his stepdad-to-be by the hand, and shook it. He was a large man, with broad shoulders and a bulging belly. He wore huge glasses beneath a head of balding, greying hair, but Jamie could feel the strength in his grip. He was a real man, Jamie had thought to himself when he first saw him, a man who brought his life on track through hard work and dedication. His name was Dan, and while he probably couldn’t walk up a staircase without heaving for his breath, he dwarfed Jamie’s thin frame. Sending Dan a quick smile, he turned to accept a brief - and cold - hug from his stepmother-to-be, a short, thin woman in the end of her forties who always wore a white shirt and a pair of old, worn-down jeans.

Halting, for a moment, Jamie fought to calm his nerves. His whole frame was constantly quivering, and his legs felt numb. But where Alexis went, he needed to follow. Finding the courage to round the corner, he froze. In the club, there must’ve been a hundred people and his wife was nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t as filthy as he had expected, for there was a bar in the corner of the room, and a series of tables plus chairs scattered around. There was also a dance floor, crowded to the brim, and that was the place where Jamie needed to begin his search. For some time, he stalled in the doorway, eyeing the congregate of dancers, swaying, swinging and strutting around to the loud, obnoxious music.

Politely, Jamie pulled out a chair to allow Alexis to take a seat at the table. He sat down next to her, on the opposite side of Dan and his wife, and eyed the kitchen. It was massive, lit brightly, and the walls were not of wood, but of glass. The view from where he sat was absolutely fantastic, for beyond a slope of neatly cut grass, lay a quiet, round pond in the midst of a forest of pine trees, stretching for as far as the eye could see. It was his stepfather-to-be who drew his attention away from the horizon, snapping his fingers in front of his eyes. “Not a bad place to hold the reception, hm?”, he asked, and the tone of his voice was stained with pure arrogance. Flashing Dan a polite smile, Jamie nodded and kept ogling the kitchen. “It’s great, daddy.”, Alexis said. “We’re both very grateful.”

And then he saw her, a beacon of white light in the midst of a dark, moving forest. Her blonde hair swung from side to side, matching the rhythm of her swaying hips. In the center of the crowd, she danced carelessly, but as Jamie started making his way for her, she disappeared in the mass of people. Hesitantly, he dragged his feet to the edge of the packed congregation. It was there he was forced to pause, beginning to squeeze his way into the crowd. Carefully, he kept his gaze down, avoiding all eye contact as he fought himself deeper. It wasn’t long before his path was blocked. Completely surrounded, there was but a little gap in the mass of dancing bodies. On the right, stood a tall, skinny man with dreads and pouty lips. On the left, there was another man, short, stubby, bald and shirtless, yelling loudly at a nearby woman. There was anger in his deep voice, and it terrified Jamie.

“Oh my.”, Meryl, his stepmother-to-be, exclaimed, flicking her gaze between Alexis and Jamie, playfully. “You doves look terribly tired. Dare I inquire as to what you two lovebirds were up to last night?”. Alexis smiled, sweetly, but she wouldn’t say a word. Suddenly, Jamie felt a pressure to explain himself. He didn’t know why, but the curious eyes of the woman on the opposite side of the table refused to leave him. “Alexis spent the whole night packing. It’s easy to lose track of time when you’re preparing for your wedding, I assume.”, Jamie finally said, and grinned briefly. A false, faint laughter erupted at the table, and all four of them nodded knowingly in unison. Silence fell in the kitchen, and there was tension. The arrival of a maid, complete with a uniform, eased the awkwardness. Hurryingly, she ran over to the oven, opened it up and snatched her oven-mitts from the counter. Suddenly, Jamie froze again, for the maid was dark-skinned, and had a enormous, wobbling rear.

Turning sideways, Jamie gently slid between the men. Raising himself up on the tip of his toes, he tried to catch a glimpse of pale skin, blonde hair, a tight-fitting, white dress. He thought he saw the latter, and pressed further into the crowd when his hand fell upon something soft and doughy. A gasp erupted, and a woman spun on her heels, glaring up at Jamie, who hurried to retract his hand, staring down at her, wide-eyed. “It-.. It wasn’t on purpose!”, he screamed at her, but she gave him a rough shove. Stumbling backwards, he tumbled right into a man. It was a massive man, with a giant chest, boulders for shoulders, thick arms and a mean look to him. Cowering, Jamie dropped his gaze, and the man turned away from him, shaking his head. He looked after the woman, and she was pushing her way out of the crowd, bouncing into people with the sheer width of her giant rump. Flinching, he felt a hand on his shoulder, and turned around with wide eyes. He ushered a sigh of relief when he saw Alexis, cocking an eyebrow up at him. He was about to speak, but his wife-to-be beat him too it. “Are you touching other women, Jamie?”, she screamed up at him, overpowering the deafening music. “You know what that means!”, she continued, with a bright smile, and Jamie shaked his head, pleadingly, trying to grasp a hold of her as she once more abandoned him in the masses of dancing people.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

“I’d like to have a conversation with you after dinner, Jamie.”, Dan said as he reached over the table, fetching himself another slice of carved turkey. “It’s important for a father to pass on his knowledge to his daughter’s future husband. We shall share a cigar on the porch. They are cuban, only meant for special occasions.”. Jamie, mustering forth a weak smile, nodded slightly and threw Alexis a glance. She was oblivious to the conversation, cutting her own slice of turkey up into many, small pieces. “If-.. If Alexis won’t mind the smell.”, he finally muttered, and she looked at him blankly, then shook her head, briefly. “It is okay for a woman to stop a man from killing himself with cigarettes.”, Dan said, with a deep laughter, “But never let your wife - not even my daughter - take away the pleasure of puffing on a fat cigar.”

Venturing up a spiralling staircase, Jamie looked around. Broken free from the crowd, he’d decided to head for higher ground. If there was one person who stood out in the crowd, it would be Alexis, for as far as he could tell, she was the only white woman in the club. On the top of the stairs, the air was heavy with smoke. It had a distinct smell to it, a mixture of pine, burnt rope and hemp. Jamie realized he probably shouldn’t be inhaling too much, so he pulled down his sleeve, then covered his nose and mouth. It was then that he found her, for her blonde hair stood in stark contrast to the bald heads and the black, curly hair that surrounded her. She was sitting in a crowded cubicle, and four dark-skinned men sat on each side of her. They were talking to her, and she was laughing hysterically.

“Good christian values.”, Dan began, exhaling a cloud of smoke. There were several chairs on the grand porch where they sat, but his stepfather-to-be could only fit his thick waist into the largest one. “That is what keeps a husband and a wife together, when times are tough and money is scarce.”. Jamie, trailing his eyes over his own cigar, bit his lip. “Alexis tells me you plan on quitting your day job to pursue a career in-.. Teaching photoshop, was it?”, Dan continued, grunting deeply in his chair. “Y-.. Yes.”, Jamie said, and smiled, but Dan did not smile in return. “I’m so glad that you young people today have so many options to choose from. When I was young, I could never hope to support my wife with a hobby.”, Dan said, letting his gaze drift out upon the lake. “It-.. It isn’t my hobby.”, Jamie tried, but Dan wafted a hand and continued. “Well, when I was young, we needed proper jobs to make a living.”

“Are you muslim?”, Alexis screamed at the black man that sat by her side. He wore a sleeveless tank top, and his pants sat so low, Jamie could see most of his underwear as he half-heartedly approached the cubicle. Short stubble coated his chiseled jawline, and he had a head of curly, short, black hair. It didn’t seem like he could hear her, despite how clearly Jamie heard her, for she leaned over him again and screamed the same. This time she caught his attention, and as he looked her way, she nodded. Beaming up at him, a coy smile lighting up her face, she screamed, “Maybe you should convert me!”. Shaking his head, the black man grinned, leaned closer and seemed to whisper something in her ear. She widened her eyes, then dug her teeth into her bottom-lip, and dropped her gaze to his crotch. Quickly, Jamie ran for the table, slouching his shoulders, plastering his gaze to the floor, quivering.

“Confidence is an important trait in a husband.”, Dan said, and Jamie looked away. “It is especially important that you show confidence when you are with your wife. You see, Alexis has always been a quiet, careful girl. She’s never been fond of attention. As her husband, you must be there for her when she needs someone to stand up for her.”. Jamie felt his face flush, but dipped his head and obediently nodded along, puffing a couple of times on his cigar. Throughout his life, he had heard plenty of praise for cuban cigars, but in truth, the taste his cigar left in his mouth was that of ash and smoke. “When she was young, Meryl and I didn’t think our daughter had any friends at all. She was so reserved back then.”

“Make me muslim!”, Alexis howled, crawling up on the table in the cubicle. Her shout was so loud, the groups of people in the nearby cubicles turned their attention to her. They must have thought she was drunk, for when she stood up on the table, knocking over glasses with her high heels, she swayed, dangerously. But Jamie knew her, and he knew his wife-to-be never touched alcohol, and that was by far the most embarrassing part of her spectacle. For a moment, she only shook her hips, but then her fingers dipped beneath the hem of her skin-tight dress, and she began to pull it up. Dropping his jaw, Jamie stared at her for a moment, blankly, then yelled, “Alex! No! No! No!”, and darted for the table in panic.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

When Jamie retreated inside the house - Dan wished to stay, finishing his fat cigar - he found Alexis standing by the kitchen-counter. She was dressed in a pair of tight, figure-hugging jeans, and a beige, silky shirt. It took Jamie a moment to notice the dark apron wrapped around her waist. Narrowing his eyes, he made his way over. She was drying a plate with a towel, and there was a stack of sparkling plates by her side. Softly, he placed his hands on her hips and leaned in close. She tensed in response to his touch, quick to shoot him a glance over her shoulder, then eased up and continued to wipe the plate. “I hope you know there’s a maid in the house.”, Jamie whispered, and smirked as she looked his way. There was no amusement to be found on her features. “We can’t let her get stuck with our dirty dishes, Jamie.”, she said, and offered him a dry cloth. “Did you forget about our promise?”

“Look at this crazy bitch!”, the man Alexis sat next to a moment earlier exclaimed, shaking with laughter. Their amusement paved way for intrigue as his wife-to-be began to bend over while the hem of her dress came further and further up the back of her creamy thighs. And then Jamie was there, at the edge of the table, with a face that certainly radiated with sheer heat, reaching out for Alexis in an attempt to grab her by the arm. Suddenly, two men stood up, and Jamie backed up, quickly. “Get your hands off of her.”, the man on his left growled and took a step closer. He looked young, skinny and had a prominent gold chain hanging from the back of his neck. Looking up at Alexis, who had straightened up and was frowning down at him, he saw the youngster come at him in the corner of his eye, and before Jamie knew what had happened, he lay flat on his back on the floor, the thundering beats of the harsh music ringing in his ears. “Stop!”, Alexis screeched, “It’s just my boyfriend!”

Day was turning into night, and darkness was falling outside. In the reflection of the glass walls, Jamie saw himself, and he saw the bruise upon his left cheek. It was blue, and very visible, but neither Dan nor Meryl had brought it up in conversation. Jamie was glad, for if they had, he’d not have the slightest clue what to say. When he felt a finger poke him on the shoulder, he flinched, and almost dropped his plate, spinning on his heels, wide-eyed. It was the maid, who looked a little taken back by the sight of them. Her brown eyes flicked between them, squinted in a suspicious manner. “My job.”, she said in a heavy-accented voice and pointed to the stack of plates. Quickly, Alexis spun, and sent the maid the brightest smile she could muster, shaking her head a little. “Nonono-.. We’ll do it for you. Please?”

“Go away, man. Once she’s done with us, you can have her back.”, the man in the middle of the cubicle said. He was the largest one of them all, and sat spread out with confidence. It was the self-proclaimed muslim, but he didn’t look the part, for he was adorned with jewelry and carried himself in such a way that Jamie could only describe as criminal. His arms must have measured thrice the size of his own, and as Jamie tried to retort, the sight of them glued the words to his tongue. It was Alexis who saved him. She was still on the table, but she managed to bend over, grasping the skinny man by a shoulder. “Don’t hit him! It’s my husband! I wanted him to come with me!”, she whined at him, and the skinny man scoffed and went back to take a seat. “He can stand then.”, the large man said, and plastered a challenging stare at Jamie, who blushed under his piercing gaze, and meekly looked down.

Brushing a pair of fingers across the bruise on his cheek, soothingly, Jamie eyed himself over in the mirror. It was a comfortable bathroom, and theirs was just one of many in what felt more and more like some royal mansion. Like the rest of the house, the bathroom was brightly lit, and Jamie couldn’t help but like the reflection he saw in the mirror. Only a few days away was the date of his marriage, and then he’d be a husband, a strong pillar upon which his wife could lean when she needed it. The more he gazed at himself, the less the generous light shone upon his own favourite traits. He turned sideways, and flexed his right arm. It looked skinny and small, like the arm of a boy. His stomach was flat, but his abs didn’t protrude out from under his skin. Huffing, he hooked his thumbs into his boxers, then slowly pulled them down. The sight which met him in the mirror made him want to cry, for the flaccid cock, free of hair, looked like a little nub in comparison to what he had seen the night before.

Alexis was dancing on the narrow table, balancing on her high heels, swinging her hips back and forth, seductively, cupping her hands underneath her breasts. She had left the dress tugged up, and now half of her buttcheeks were hanging out, flashing the whole club the sight of the pink string that slipped up between her pale, perky buttocks. There was a wild, untameable smile on her face, and the smile only grew as one of the men - the man on the far right - reached up to give her bottom a pinch. She squealed, then slapped after his hand and grinned down at him, playfully. She stopped midst her dance, placed her hands on her hips, bent over as far as she could, then started to buck her hips up and down, clapping the smooth buttcheeks together. “Get down, you white slut! That’s not a twerk!”, a female voice shouted in their direction, but Jamie didn’t turn to look, for his gaze was glued to Alexis, who nonchalantly shook her bottom inches away from the large man’s arrogant face. She froze when he reached out to touch her, slipping his fingers up between her legs. “Kojo!”, she whined sweetly, then stuck her tongue out, forced to moan. “Kojo! Not here!”

Cautiously, Jamie opened the door to the bedroom. The lights were still on, and as he entered, he saw Alexis sitting up in bed, a book resting in her lap. She didn’t pay him the slightest attention, and simply turned the page, trailing the sentences with her finger. “I thought you were sleeping.”, Jamie said. Finally, she looked at him, shook her head, and glanced back down on the page. “I can’t believe my parents hired her.”, she said, with a touch of distaste in her voice. “It’s thoroughly immoral.”. Jamie shrugged, warily, looking towards the little, round table that stood by the side of the bed. There lay a bible on the wooden surface, but the bible was not what his wife-to-be was reading. “It’s not slavery if they pay her, Alexis.”, Jamie tried, but the hateful glare she shot him shut him up quickly.

“Come and catch me!”, Alexis squealed joyously, clumsily running away from the two men who were on her heels. Her perky butt, draped in the skin-tight, white dress, wobbled with each step she took, and they let her run, snickering and pushing themselves around while they spoke in their strange, incomprehensible language. His wife-to-be was fleeing down a sidewalk, and after her came the men which she had shared a cubicle with. Jamie followed closely, but kept some distance from the two thugs, terrified of the consequences if he was to step on their toes. Alexis had pleaded with them to let him come, and eventually, they had agreed reluctantly. Jamie hadn’t said a word, and obediently followed when Kojo, the largest of the men, growled at him to shut up and come along. Suddenly, the skinniest of the two ran after her, rapidly, and she screamed as he caught her. With ease, he hoisted her up in his arms, clutching the back of her thighs. Giggling wildly, she shook her breasts.

“I won’t marry a racist.”, Alexis said, with her head on the pillow. Jamie lay by her side, and they were facing each other. His hand was on her shoulder, softly stroking her bare skin, and she had her arms cuddled up underneath her own pillow for support. “Daddy is racist. We wouldn’t even be here if you had the money to pay for my wedding.”, she continued. Jamie averted his gaze, frowning up at the roof. “I’m-.. I’m not a racist.”, Jamie whispered, but Alexis only rolled her eyes at him. “If you weren’t a racist, you’d eat me out. It’s like you’re afraid they’ve left germs down there.”. Jamie cringed, squishing his thighs together. His cock was straining against the fabric of his boxers, trying to plop out of his underwear. It was throbbing with need, and desperately wanted his wife-to-be, but the events of the night before was far too fresh in his memory. Temptation grew on him, for she bathed him in her scent, the sweetness of her perfume. But if Jamie went down on her tonight, he’d not be able to look his future stepfather in the eye when he stood by the aisle, with Alexis by his side.

They entered a door, and the room which came upon display was dirty, with dark stains on the walls, the couch, the mattresses laid out right upon the floor in the corner. Dust cradled the wooden surface of the floor, and was piling up underneath the modest furniture. On one side of the room, there was a tired table with three chairs, a worn-down, unwashed oven and a kitchen-counter, adorned with breadcrumbs and small cuts. Nothing separated the filthy kitchen from the living room, which also seemed to serve as the bedroom. It was a true display of poverty, and the neglect which comes with it. There was a strong smell in the room, a mixture of tobacco, curry and what could only be described as cocoa. Gently, Jamie closed the door behind him, for the men were occupied with Alexis, who seemed utterly oblivious to the distasteful room. Skipping across the floorboards, she threw herself down upon one of the mattresses, rolled over on her back, and spread her legs with a naughty, playful grin. “Come catch me then.”, she purred, and Jamie felt his heart drop, like a rock.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

She was staring at him with hungry eyes, gnawing on her bottom-lip. Jamie looked at her in silence. Suddenly, she struggled her way up on her knees, then pounced him, like a cat leaping at a mouse. One of her knees collided with his stomach, and Jamie groaned, but Alexis only laughed. Mounting him, she paused for a moment, sitting upon his chest, eyeing him closely. “Jesu-.. Careful!”, Jamie said, but his wife-to-be gave him no reply. She began crawling further up on his torso, and as she planted her knees on his shoulders, Jamie found himself with a face full of pink panties, embellished with little pictures of various plushies. Her sweet flower was so close, the only obstacle a triangle of silky fabric. Lowering her head to stare down at him, she wiggled back and forth, blowing a strand of hair out of the way when it fell over her face. There was a challenging smile on her plump lips, for she clearly wanted him to fight back, but with her crotch all up in his face, Jamie was drawn to thoughts of big cocks with dark skin and plump, pink tips, stuffing themselves inside the swollen flower.

She was staring at them with hungry eyes, gnawing on her bottom-lip, and Jamie looked on in silence, for he did not dare to speak. They surrounded her, like they were predators and she was their prey, reaching for their zippers in unison. The skinniest of the men spoke in their foreign language, and the two men laughed. His hand dipped inside the confines of his pants, fetching forth a fat, veiny, flaccid, black prick. Heavily, he let it drop against the fabric on his thigh and stepped up on the mattress where his future wife lay. With one foot on each side of her, he approached, and Alexis, mesmerized by the sight, could not take her eyes away from the beast of a cock. He stood before her proudly, putting his hands on his hips, staring expectantly down at the stunned woman. Slowly, she parted her lips, and sat up on her bottom, leaning forward to give the dark shaft a long, obedient lick. Kojo, the largest man, stepped up by her side and pulled his pants down. His cock was a monster, the sheer thickness of the girth rivalling the girth of Alexis’ wrist. Immediately, she withdrew her tongue and shot the new cock a wide-eyed gawk, ushering a meek, quiet moan up at them.

“Lick it.”, she whispered, and hoisted her bottom off of his chest momentarily, planting the panty-clad crotch but an inch from his face. Slowly, Jamie rose his head up, pressing his forehead between her legs, closing his eyes. For a moment, he only felt the warmth between her legs, ushering a shaky sigh. She sighed too, but it was a long-drawn sigh of annoyance and frustration. “Lick it.”, she demanded, curling her fingers into the back of his hair. She held him tightly, and the firm tone in her voice made his cock twitch. On both sides, he was enveloped by creamy thighs, and Jamie felt utterly trapped. Strong was her scent, a sickly-sweet, tangy smell that lurked around his nostrils. Deeply, he sniffed, and Alexis giggled, the girly laughter dripping with sweetness. There was a tent on his crotch, and as her musky odour flowed up his nose in abundance, his modest cock raised the tent higher.

Towering over his future wife, the two, dark men pressed their crotches in her face. Each of them held their thick dicks, and they were wielding it like weapons, smacking the musky bellies of their beasts straight down upon her grimacing face. It was loud, the noise of cocks slapping face, and even as Alexis started to squeal, utterly overpowered by the two monstrous manhoods that kept smacking her on her forehead, her nose, her chin, staining her with the scent of dick, they kept pounding away. Staggering, she tried to crawl backwards to catch a moment of relief, but they followed her, punishing her with the sheer weight of their pricks. Jamie felt eyes on him, and looked up to see the young man staring him down, a nasty grin plastered to his face, slamming his cock down on Alexis even harder.

Latching onto the side of her hips, Jamie held on tightly as his wife-to-be drove her pelvis into his face, softly humping her crotch on his chin. It was damp, and the pink fabric had a dark stain on the front. She was breathing rapidly, nibbling eagerly upon the softness of her own bottom-lip. From his position underneath her, Jamie could only glimpse her eyes, and they stared down at him with passion, but not admiration. Rising up on her knees, she blocked his sight entirely, filling up his view with creamy skin and pink panties, before she suddenly let herself drop, engulfing his face with her crotch. “Oof!”, Jamie moaned, and began to wriggle, but Alexis kept him down with her weight, beginning to gently buck her hips back and forth, squishing his nose with her crotch and the moist panties. She turned his whole world dark as she rode his face, squeezing his nose around until it slid up her slit.

“Black men are so much bigger!”, Alexis whined, squishing the black member with her doughy breasts. With a hand planted on each pale tit, she tried to suffocate the large anaconda to death, engulfing the throbbing manhood with her chest. Placing a belittling hand upon the top of her blonde head, Kojo steadied himself, held her tightly and began to buck his hips, sliding his cock up and down between the white titties. Submissively, Alexis flicked her big eyes up at him, then yelped as the bulbous tip struck her mousy chin by accident. By the side of her face, the young man was wanking his own big prick, pointing the tip straight at Alexis, grunting, deeply. She was on her knees, and they stood over her, while Jamie stood stiff in a corner. Underneath the fabric of his pants, his own lacking manhood was swelling quickly, and he hurried to squeeze his thighs together, covering his crotch with his hands.

In steady, dull, constant spasms, the swollen lips grasped the tip of his nose. She sat still for a while, and her voluptuous buttocks sank down upon each side of his pointy chin. In turn, he sank deeper into his pillow, and the realization that he could not get up on his own dawned upon him. His lips were smudged together, and there was no air to be found beneath her. Slowly but surely, he became aware of how his heart thumped in his chest. It was all he could hear, for Alexis squeezed thick thigh over his ears, muffling out her gentle moans. His lungs drained quickly, and Jamie tried to move, carefully at first, then began to struggle, worm and writhe underneath her. Faintly, he heard a feminine laughter, as if it came from far away, and Alexis did not get up. Kicking his feet, driving his heels into the mattress, tapping his hands against her hips, he kept wriggling, struggling, battling her until she finally lifted herself off of him, faking a groan of annoyance. Dramatically, he heaved for his breath.

Eagerly, Alexis planted kisses upon kisses on the belly of the black adder, staining the dark shaft with pink gloss. “I hate racists!”, she squealed, and the pair of men laughed at her, then switched places. Kojo tore his cock out of her face, and left her whimpering on her knees. He headed up behind her, hoisted his dick up, then let it drop with a hefty thud down upon the top of her head. Immediately, the skinny man stepped up in front of her, whacked the tip of his swollen meat against the tip of her nose. Hungrily, she cocked her head sideways and began to plant long-drawn, sloppy pecks on the new dark shaft, then slipped her tongue out from between her lips and began lapping furiously at the mushroom-shaped tip. Looking up at him with the eyes of a puppy, she licked the head of his cock, bringing her tongue in slow circles around the tip, then planted the flat of her tongue against his pisshole with such force it looked like she was trying to wrestle him backwards. Whipping his prick up, the young man caught her by surprise, cramming his dark meat between her lips. And suddenly, her entire mouth was stuffed to the brim with black cock. Drooling out from the corner of parted lips, she tried to speak, but her words were muffled by all the dick. “Hmmph-.. Hmph-.. Mmmhhh-.. Hmmph-..”, she said, but they both just laughed at her, and when Kojo began to whack her on the head with his cock, she began to suck on the other prick, hungrily.

Smiling coyly, Alexis slipped a fingernail underneath the fabric of her panties, gently guiding the pink material to the side. It stuck to her folds momentarily, the wet lips hugging onto the fabric until they were forced to release it. Her swollen lips came upon display, and as close as Jamie was, they took up the entirety of his view. “Lick it.”, she commanded, and rose up on her knees for a moment, threatening to drop back down on his face. Swallowing, he nodded at her, then stuck his tongue out, carefully, and pressed the very tip between the needy folds. Shakily, she ushered a sigh, and sank back down to sit on his collarbone. Her weight still pinned him to the mattress, and all he could see was her crotch. A trickle of juice came out of her nether lips, dripping down upon his face. Baring her teeth at him, Alexis grinned and planted a finger into her own honey, gently smearing it out upon his forehead.

“Is the bitch tight?”, Kojo asked, and gave the plump bottom a sharp swat. Alexis flinched and yelped, held up by a strong arm wrapped around her waist. Jamie, on his knees, desperately tried to come up with a response, but the sight of the big, black, manly hand kneading the perky buttcheeks like dough but a foot away from his face glued the words to his tongue. “What? Don’t you know?”, the skinny man sneered, and took a step closer. In front of him, Alexis huffed, then wriggled, but Kojo kept her bottom high in the air. When the youngest of the men walked all the way up to him, Jamie bowed a bit, and the musky stench of cock filled the air. “He doesn’t know, the slut probably won’t let him in.”, Kojo snickered. It was then that the youngest of the men shrugged, wrapped his fingers around his cock, lifted it up, took up position right behind Alexis and aimed. Jamie heard Alexis moan in such a way that he had never heard before, a guttural, deep, long-drawn moan, brought on by the thick, large tip of the black dick that slid between her throbbing lips, feeding the hungry folds inch after inch of manhood so thick it split the pink gash open and spread it to the limit.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

“Oops!”, Alexis said, bopping her honey-coated finger on the tip of his nose. “I’m sore. Kiss it better, Jamie.”. For a moment, Jamie frowned, tried to look away. But she wouldn’t let him, sliding with him, filling up his gaze with pink folds no matter which way he cocked his head. It was her amusement that drove him crazy. She loved it, the way he tried to escape, and the way she made him give up. “Awh.”, she cooed, when the back of his head finally slammed down on the soft pillow. “I don’t wanna hear about yesterday.”, Jamie growled up at her, but his wife-to-be only smirked, teasingly. “Oh, my. Someone’s a little sour.”, she said, lowering butt back down on his chest. “Is it because we made fun of your itty bitty dick?”

“Ah! Ah! Ah!”, Alexis gasped, jolting back and forth with each firm thrust. It was the youngest of the men who were fucking her, slamming his pelvis into her plump buttcheeks while Kojo held her up in the air to the point where her feet dangled freely. His massive shaft slid in and out of her tight folds at a fast pace, and a squelch erupted from between her legs every time he rammed his cock into her. Honey was dripping from her crotch, adding to the stains on the floor right underneath her dangling feet. “She’s never taken cock like this before.”, Kojo began, while the skinny man humped her bottom like a crazed hound. “Do you’ve a white, little worm between your legs, boyfriend?”. Dropping his gaze to the floor, Jamie did not answer, bowing obediently before the sight of the black cock stretching the pink lips.

“It’s not that small.”, Jamie muttered. He caught on to the sour tone of his voice, and quickly regretted offering her any response whatsoever. Cracking up, Alexis glanced over her shoulder briefly, then looked back down on him, cocking an amused eyebrow. “Well. It isn’t very big. Theirs were so much bigger.”, she teased, and he felt his face flush up with heat. It was impossible to look away, avert his gaze, hide from her, so Jamie eventually decided to just glare up at her in defiance. Briefly, her smile faded away, and she scoffed. “Don’t look at me like that, Jamie. I told you to kiss it better.”, she said, then hoisted herself up on her knees, leaned over his face, dropped her hips and engulfed him in her crotch once more.

When the skinny man withdrew, the swollen folds bit on to the mushroom-shaped tip and tried to swallow it back up. With an audible, “plop!”, the cock sprung free from the pink lips and stood straight out in the air, coated with sweet honey. “It’s my turn.”, Kojo said, stepping up behind Alexis, who fell to the floor with a short scream when he released her. She ended up on all fours, wiggling her bottom up at Kojo, whorishly. Pancaking the pounding folds underneath the tip of his powerful dick, the large man paused, and looked straight over at Jamie. “She’s our bitch now.”, he muttered, then thrust inside, and Alexis howled with sheer and utter pleasure. Kojo took a fistful of her hair, then yanked her head back to the point where she was forced to stare up at the roof. Steadying himself, he began to pump her with his dick, bucking his hips into her with sharp, strong thrusts that sent his future wife flying forward, only to be dragged backwards and crammed full of black cock again.

Up and down, she bounced on his face. Each time her butt came crashing down, his nose felt like it was going to crack, awkwardly squished sideways, upwards and downwards by the squelchy folds. When she came down for the fifth time, her sweet lips split around his nose as she sank down, the tip of his nose swallowed by the hungry gash. Arching her back, she stopped momentarily, then began to ride the nose. Sitting down with all her weight, she suppressed a moan, beginning to wriggle her butt from side to side, bringing his nose along on the ride. Jamie was barely able to suck in any air through his lips, but the little he got was luckily enough to sustain him, for his future wife showed no signs of getting up from her seat.

Whimpering, Alexa was dragged across the floor by her hair while the pair of black cocks flopped about around her. When they released her, she fell upon all fours, face to face with Jamie, kneeling on the floor. For a moment, they looked at each other, and she cast him a hateful glare, then tried to lap at the dark dick that Kojo pointed at her face. They had shredded the straps on her dress, and her creamy breasts hung freely. Kojo kept his fist intertwined with her hair, kept her head cocked back, forced her to look straight at Jamie, who couldn’t make himself avert his gaze. They stood on each side of her, pointing their fat monsters at her, wanking themselves off. Manly grunts sounded through the room as his girlfriend let her lips slide open, sticking her tongue out. “Good girl.”, Kojo said, stroking his thumb over her pale forehead, soothingly. “Look at your wimpy, little boyfriend, slut.”

In the corner of his eye, Jamie could see how his wife-to-be grasped the sheets, clenching the silky material between her fingers until her knuckles went pale. She was humping his face with a steady rhythm, but the pace was picking up, and he felt the thick thighs flex around his head. She was close, and didn’t care that the bed began to rock, the loud creaking sounds scurrying through the room. “You’re such a wimp!”, she whined, and began bucking her hips back and forth with such speed, she was evidently trying to push herself over the edge. Crammed up her folds, his nose was becoming numb, restlessly mashed to and fro, squeezed between the swollen lips that desperately clutched down on him.

“I’ll paint you even paler, bitch!”, the skinny man growled, then gasped as he came. Torrent after torrent of gooey seed spurted from the tip of his cock, splattering out upon Alexis. She flinched, shut her eyes, but kept sticking her tongue out. Before Jamie could see where the cum landed, Kojo exploded, spraying his nutbutter all over the face of his wife-to-be. They came together, and Alexis only moaned as they stained her face with their sticky cum. It stuck to her forehead, trickled down on her eyelids. It shot between her open lips, landed on her tongue and dribbled down into the back of her throat. Streaming down her chin, a few drops fell to her breasts, and Alexis raised her arms in the air and shook her fat tits. They wobbled while the two men sneered down at her, concluding their orgasms. Squatting down by her side, Kojo pressed his cock against the smooth, white fabric of her dress and wiped his dick, staining the material, carelessly. The skinny man took a handful of her hair, then rubbed the sperm off of his member, casually. “Get out, and take her with you.”, Kojo demanded, and pointed at the door. On quivering legs, Jamie stood up, nodding hurryingly.

“You’ve a tiny cock!”, Alexis screamed from the bottom of her lungs. It was an ear-piercing, heart-wrenching scream, and it sounded through the house. Her bottom fell on his face a final time, and with a breathless gasp, Alexis leaned forward, put her hands on either side of his head and came. Her little frame shook wildly, and she bit her lip, held her breath and let herself erupt. Flinching, Jamie shut his eyes, before a harsh spray of warm liquid splattered out upon his face, soaking his hair, wetting the pillow on which he lay. Her fingers scrambled to find his hair, and she held him tightly in place underneath her, squirting him right in the face with a long-drawn, massive, furious moan. While her honey rained on him, his own cock lay unsatisfied in the confines of his underwear, straining weakly against the tight boxers.

















Epilogue

◆◆◆

Leaning back in the comfortable chair, Jamie ushered a sigh of relief. There was whiskey in the glass that stood on the table by his side, and he held a lit cigar between his fingers. It was a calm night, and the lake upon which he looked lay still, the calm surface barely stirred. Beyond the lake, the vast forests made up of pine stretched on for as long as the eye could see. Jamie was completely by himself, and hadn’t the slightest clue where Alexis’ parents were. Just as he began to wonder where she was, the door that led to the porch came open, and Alexis came out. She had wrapped a grey blanket around her shoulders to protect herself from the cool night. Quietly, she closed the door to the kitchen and found herself a chair, plopping her bottom down on the pillow-cushioned seat.

“Hey.”, Jamie said, and she smiled at him briefly, then let her gaze travel out upon the lake that lay before them. For a moment, the pair sat there, taking in the ambience of their surroundings. Puffing on his cigar - which still tasted of ash and smoke - Jamie eyed her up and down, closely. Such a beautiful woman, and she was about to be his wife. He was about to look away, when she saw him, and muttered. “I’ve been thinking, Jamie-..” Suddenly, Jamie felt cold, a touch of unease crawling up his spine. Squinting at her, he nodded once, and she continued. “Since my father is paying for our honeymoon, it’s only fair that I choose where we go. Didn’t we actually agree on this a while ago? I can’t remember.”

Scoffing, Jamie eased up, leaning back in his chair. His sudden unease paved way for the serene feeling the cozy night gave him, and he shrugged his shoulders at her. In truth, he’d never agreed she could decide, but as long as she married him, he’d follow her anywhere she’d want to go. It didn’t matter where, as long as they were together. “Have you found a place then?”, Jamie asked, a mild curiosity in his voice. She nodded, but took a moment to continue, so Jamie sat up and grabbed his glass of whiskey, taking a sip. “I’ve given it a lot of thought. I wanna spend our honeymoon in Nigeria.”. Promptly, Jamie dropped his glass.

The End
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