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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Unusual Wedding by Tara Yarn

Steamy, descriptive and red hot, Unusual Wedding is 8200+ words of interracial cuckolding and mean femdom. Driven past his breaking point by Lucy, his mistress and girlfriend, Jake cooks up a devious plan to get back at her. It backfires when Lucy seeks out Tyrone, her dark, well-endowed lover, and together they come up with a cruel plan of their own. Contains very dirty scenes and mild bisexual themes. Intended for audiences of 18+ only.













Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Masters by Tara Yarn

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











Prologue

◆◆◆

Growing up, Adriana had seen countless paranormal mysteries on the television, but no movie could ever compare to the mystery that was Hayden and Amber. A couple so utterly different in every aspect of the word, united by something Adriana couldn’t possibly wrap her head around. As she sat in her car, watching the couple pull up their silver-painted Ford into their driveway, she thought back to the time when she first met Amber. Hayden, still living with their parents at the time, brought her home for dinner. Adriana was completely convinced her younger brother had found himself an escort. It took her months to believe him when he tried to tell her they were an actual couple, that he wasn’t paying her.

When the pair got out of the car, she saw the way he looked at her. Every gaze her sent her way was full of admiration. Adriana also couldn’t help but notice that his girlfriend rarely looked his way. Her emerald eyes, underneath a set of luscious lashes, were kept at the floor even as she spoke. In the confines of her car, she couldn’t make out what they were saying, but as a woman, it was crystal clear to Adriana how terribly disinterested Amber was. It was a strange sight, seeing them side by side, for Hayden was a little shorter than her, thin as a stick, dwarfed by his girlfriend’s voluptuous, curvy frame. When first they met, there was tension between the two women. Deep down, Adriana was a little jealous of her.

It took them a long time to notice her, and when they finally did, only her brother wandered over while Amber, taking a moment to frown down at the car, promptly went inside. Hayden raised his hand and gave her a quick wave, hurrying down to the curb where she had parked her own car. Rolling down her window, she flashed him a bright smile, and while they exchanged greetings, she fetched her wallet up from her pocket. “Thank you so much for watching Linn yesterday.”, she said. “I know she can be such a hassle sometimes. She’s gotten so old you wouldn’t think we’d need a sitter, but what can you do?”

“It’s no problem.”, said her younger brother, awkwardly stuffing his hands in his pockets. He wore a grey hoodie, and a pair of baggy, black sweats. If he didn’t slouch so much, the oversized clothes wouldn’t look half as unappealing, she thought, collecting a few bills from her wallet. Smiling warmly, she handed them over, through the window. Clearing his throat, Hayden accepted the money, half-heartedly, quickly stuffing it into his pocket. “Frank and I were planning a night out on Friday. Maybe you’d like to watch her again?”, she said, as softly as she could muster. The last thing she wanted to do was stomp his pride further down in the mud. “Yeah. Yeah. I can.”, Hayden muttered, forcing forth a faux smile in return.

“Great.”, Adriana said, gave him a quick wave, and began rolling up her window. “See you later.”, her brother stiffly nodded down at her, then spun and made his way across the green slope of grass that separated the road from his house. As she watched her younger brother leave, such a classic example of a man with no clear path in his life, she couldn’t help but scoff, for the mystery of the couple’s attraction never ceased to amaze her. There’s someone out there for everyone, she thought, but when women who look like they could be on the front cover of popular magazines date shorter men, they usually have money.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Hayden was completely and utterly broke. That is why the small stack of bills upon the kitchen counter instilled such unease in him. That is why he agreed to watch his horrible niece, a vicious brat far too old to need a babysitter. That is why he froze when he walked in on Amber cutting herself up a salad in the kitchen. When she saw him, she looked up from the bowl she was filling up with all sorts of vegetables, and asked him the sole thing he’d have hoped she’d forget to ask about. “So how much did your sister give you this time?”

Gritting his teeth, his fingers curled themselves around the bills in his pocket. His eyes found the nearest window, and for a moment, he considered if leaping through the glass would be less painful then answering her question. It probably would be, but then again, he wasn’t entirely sure she wouldn’t just bring it up again later that evening, when he lay in a hospital bed with pieces of glass sticking out from his so recently deformed face. When he looked back at her, she was staring at him. “Don’t make me ask you again.”, her eyes told him, and to avoid stirring up an argument he could not win, he muttered, meagerly. “Twenty dollars.”

“Twenty dollars? Didn’t you watch her for five hours?”, Amber exclaimed, a look of sheer disbelief spreading across her features. Softly, he nodded, and she continued. “That’s less than I made when I was babysitting in the weekends, Hayden! In high school!”

“It was a favour.”, Hayden muttered, clenching the bills in his palm. A part of him wanted to storm all the way up to his sister’s front door, and throw the paper back in her face. But the truth was that he needed it, and if he didn’t calm down, he’d soon have a whole lot less money. “If it was a favour, she wouldn’t have paid you, dummy.”, his girlfriend retorted. She had begun slicing up pieces of lettuce, and now the salad sported every colour under the sun. “I know you can’t stand babysitting that brat. It’s a job. Ask her for more money.”

Swallowing audibly, Hayden went silent. His girlfriend stirred the salat with her fork, then picked up the bowl and went to sit down at the table. Picking up her phone, she quickly turned it on, and he immediately lost her attention. Normally, he’d have hated how the phone interrupted their conversation, but he no longer felt like being belittled. With a long-drawn sigh, he reached for the first letter, plucking it from the stack of bills. Promptly, he sought to open it, oblivious to the name of the receiver. “Two hundred dollars from.. Gerzon?”, he said, out loud, and his girlfriend swiftly looked up from her screen, staring daggers at him.

“What-.. What is this?”, Hayden asked, daring to meet her gaze. “Shoes.”, she retorted with a dull voice, flicking her gaze back down to the phone. Frowning faintly, he eyed the bill a moment longer. They were struggling to pay their bills, and she bought herself shoes. Not just any shoes, two hundred dollars worth of shoes. Huffing, he placed the piece of paper down on the counter, wrapped his arms over his chest and stared her down. “We can’t afford this.”, he said, but as she looked up at him once more, he sincerely wished he hadn’t.

“It’s my money.”, she said, and the coldness in her voice sent a chill up his spine. “I can do with my money as I see fit. If you want a say, how about you find yourself a job, hm?”

Parting his lips, he struggled to find words he could shoot back at her, like a sharp arrow meant to tear through her logic. It was impossible to find them in time, for Amber promptly stood up, grabbed her bowl and stormed out of the doorway. Left with his mouth wide open in the kitchen-corner, Hayden sighed, rubbing a palm against his face. There was no question of whether or not he needed a job, the problem was to find one. If he was to be honest with himself, he hadn’t tried his best. If he was single, on the verge of eviction, a month away from losing his home, he would’ve spent more time seeking out employment.

They struggled to pay their bills, but the house in which they lived was costly, intended for two salaries, meant for older folk. Two hundred dollars on shoes was too much, but that is a lot of money to spend on something so trivial. The reality was that they didn’t live a harsh life. There was no threat of eviction lurking around the corner. Dining out once a week was not a significant dent in the money his girlfriend brought in. It wasn’t pretty, what she did, but her employers paid her well, and to the extent of his knowledge, she was fond of her work.

Amber Rey was a pornstar, a popular, sweet, well-received adult actress who gladly shared with him the money she earned from sucking cock and taking it up the butt. Just as long as Hayden kept quiet about where the money went, and didn’t meddle with her economy. He was mostly oblivious to what she did, for they never spoke of it, but Hayden thought back to the time she told him of her occupation. So sweet she was, promising him there was no reason to let his jealousy build, for while she’d regrettably have to sleep with other men, he was the only man for her, the only man she’d ever want to sleep with. He wasn’t appeased.

On a late Autumn afternoon, when the sun was setting and Amber had just left to shoot a film, curiosity led him to type her name on a popular pornsite, and the results he found by typing her real name astonished him. Pages upon pages of videos there were, and Hayden barely managed to scroll past the raunchy titles, the dirty thumbnails. Freshly in love, he couldn’t bear the videos where other men, bigger, stronger, better men, lay upon his girlfriend like she was just another whore, promptly scrolling past them. “Amber Rey - Hot Lesbian Compilation”, was swiftly clicked, and what he then saw, he’ll never forget.

“I’ve got to go. Clean up the bowl. It’s in the living room.”. Her sudden voice tore him out of his thoughts, and he looked up at her, standing in the doorway, with wide eyes. “Where are you-.. Where are you going?”, he eventually managed to stutter, eyeing his girlfriend up and down from behind. She was in the process of putting on her jacket, a tiny, stark pink jacket that barely reached below her bosom. Her dress was of two different colours, a black top scarcely containing her ample breasts, and a creamy skirt, tightly hugging her voluptuous buttocks. It was short, and as she bent over to reach for her shoes, Hayden caught a glimpse of her panties, a simple, crimson-tinted thong that evaporated between her rump.

“I’m going to the rally. I told you.”, she said, standing up, battling to fit the short, miniscule jacket around her own perky bosom. It took a lot of effort to zip it up. “I-.. I thought we were watching our show tonight.”, Hayden muttered, and as she turned around, he saw her expression soften up a little. “It’ll only last an afternoon. I won’t be gone tonight.”. With a sigh, he nodded, then grasped her purse from a nearby shelf and handed it over. It was a christmas gift, the purse, a little thing he bought on their coziest holiday. At the time, Hayden thought he’d have gotten a great deal. Later, it turned out that Turkish merchants lined up in rows upon rows of tents in dirty back alleys are not always as honest as they might seem.

With a brief smile, she accepted the purse, slung it over a shoulder and headed for the front door. He accompanied her, seeing her all the way out. “Be safe.”, he said, eyes plastered on the thick backside that jiggled with every step as she headed for the car. It wasn’t a long drive to the rally that took place downtown, but the sky-high heels she wore was not at all fit for a walk, no matter how short. They were not fit to drive with either, he thought, hoping the idea of standing up to injustice did not excite her so much she’d forget to take them off. He stood there, in the doorway, as the engine started. A sense of unease was slowly but surely taking hold of his stomach, and as the car pulled out of the driveway, he contemplated running after her, waving his arms, persuading her to stay home. He never did.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

With a huff, Hayden dropped himself into the couch. It was a massive couch, with four seats, crafted out of fine, dark leather. It did not ease his worry, for when they bought the couch, for her money, he had felt a similar sensation. When the sofa was bought, Amber had asked a friend for his aid. This friend, who was also a coworker, had a van, which was dearly needed for the transportation. His unease had come abruptly, precisely the moment his girlfriend introduced this friend as her coworker. He was large, buff and tan, not the type Hayden would envision standing behind a camera. On the outside, he had been polite. On the inside, he was raging with sheer and utter jealousy, and had felt a desperate need to smash his fist straight in this new friends face. In retrospect, it was good that he didn’t, for he’d have lost.

Grabbing the remote, he turned on the television, but he was so lost in thought that he scarcely registered whatever was playing on the channel. At first, he hadn’t remembered the rally, but now that he did, he remembered why she was going there in the first place. All my coworkers do, she had told him. It’s our way of showing respect. Presumably because the whole industry is brimming with black men and women, he thought, tightening his grip around the remote. His pulse was picking up, and Hayden had to remind himself what his girlfriend once told him, a touch drunk, coming home from a late night out. I’ve never actually fucked a black man, she had said, giggling like she was so many years younger.

“CuckCorp is a stain on our city, Mayor Headsworth said, in a recent interview with Faux magazine. The Mayor does not approve of-..”

Sinking deeper and deeper into the black leather, he hurried to switch channels. Now there was a news anchor on the screen, rocking a white blouse with such a cleavage, he was surprised the ample breasts did not plop out of her shirt. She couldn’t have been more than her early twenties, and the innocence adorning her face made his cock twitch. “Earlier today, a young woman was found dead in a stable on the outskirts of Lasford. It is presumed she was kicked to death after attempting-..”. When he closed his eyes, the voice of the cute anchor faded away, and he didn’t catch the rest. Amber, and what his girlfriend was doing at this rally, was the only thing occupying his mind. It left him to wonder, driving him nuts.

By mistake, he pressed a button on his remote when he went to place it down, promptly switching channels. What came up on the screen was a large crowd, marching down a wide street, shoulder to shoulder, waving grand signs over their heads. Squinting, Hayden froze, then slowly sat up and leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. It took him a moment to realize that this was not the news, but a live broadcast, and he was mesmerized by the sight. Row upon row of black-skinned men and women, chanting loudly, made the few people of white skin in the vast gathering stand out starkly. But the congregation of protesters was extensive, and even with the white majority, he couldn’t make out any woman who resembled Amber. Still, he stared, desperately trying to find her amidst the march.

“Black Lives Matter!”

“Black Lives Matter!”

“Black Lives Matter!”

Suddenly, a young woman, adorned in a tight dress with a dark top and a beige skirt, hauling with her a pink jacket and a black purse, fled into the frame. She came upon the broad wall of protesters and promptly turned, as a policeman on a horse, who evidently came after her a moment ago, steered the beast away from the approaching gathering. It did not take long for Hayden to understand why the police was chasing her. For as his girlfriend span around to march with the rowdy crowd, he saw that the top of her dress no longer sat as high up as it did when she left the house. Two pale melons hung freely, and as Amber rose her arms high in the air, screaming, “Black Lives Matter!”, she shook her fat breasts up at the nearest police officer. Parting his lips, he gawked at the sight, then stood up and ran for the door.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“What your girlfriend did is considered a serious offense. Not only was she seeking to stir trouble for us, but she did so in a very inappropriate fashion. Do you understand?”

Hayden couldn’t help but cower a little as he nodded. The officer who was addressing him, a woman, had a voice fit for her job. It was so strict, tainted with arrogance. She kept her hands on her belt, casually glancing down at the curb where Amber sat, the dark top adjusted to hide away her goods. “What about you?”, the officer asked, sternly, but when his girlfriend looked up, there was but hate in her eyes. Quickly, Hayden made his way for Amber, grasping after her hand. “She understands, officer. I’m taking her straight home. I’m so sorry. It-.. It’ll never happen again.”, he said, tossing Amber a glare as she resisted.

“If it does, we’re taking her in.”, the woman said, coldly, then turned away without a further word and pressed her way through the crowd. There was chaos on the street, for now that the rally was over, a tremendous amount of people were attempting to take their leave all at once. Officers in uniform sounded their sirens briefly, trying in vain to sneak their cars through the vast amount of lingering citizens. Police horses, surrounded on all sides, stirred and twitched, occasionally pushing around the tense bystanders. When a woman fell, another woman released a dramatic, heart-wrenching scream, and there were angry shouts from the crowd. Hayden felt a dire need to leave the scene, helping up Amber and yanking her along despite her sour protests. Awkwardly, he began squeezing his way out.

It was a miracle that he even found her in the first place, for locating a specific person in such a massive crowd was a nightmare. The fact that she was white helped, as did the fact that she was blonde, but Hayden had encountered many white women before he finally found Amber, kneeling on the curb, chastised by two officers. Sweet talk was not one of his strengths, but submitting completely was, and that seemed to appease the officer to whom he spoke. On any other day, his girlfriend would’ve been arrested, he thought, but today the officers were few amidst a pack of troublemakers. No matter how stubborn or disrespectful Amber was, she was the lesser of two evils when buff men with crowbars stood in the crowd.

“I have to pee.”, Amber said, loudly, nudging his shoulder. “Squat and piss here!”, yelled a skinny man with a bald head and a golden chain, flashing his silver-tooth at the couple with a nasty grin. Swallowing audibly, Hayden kept tugging her along, squishing through the mass of protestors. There were people everywhere, and he felt it became increasingly difficult to breathe. He needed to get out, quickly, but his girlfriend did not relent, fiercely yanking his arm. With the deepest sigh he could muster, Hayden turned and just stared at her, then rubbed his palm over his face and let her steer him away in a wholly new direction.

When the pair reached the entrance of a local mall, a grand shopping centre where one could find everything from coffee shops to luxurious jewelry, the crowd was beginning to disperse. No longer did Hayden feel like he was about to choke, but walking forward was still troublesome. It seemed as if a large portion of the group had flocked to the mall, and most of the people he saw, black or white, wore shirts with relevant captions and carried signs, now supported over their shoulders. Being White Is Racist!, one of the signs read, and Hayden stared in disbelief at the short, stubby, young-looking woman that held it. She was white.

Promptly, Amber dragged him past a glaring woman wearing a purple top with hair the colour of caramel. In the brief glimpse that he could catch of her, he saw her storm away from a young man about his own size, half-cupping a large, colourful bruise with his hand while he yelled, “Lucy! Lucy please! I didn’t mean to say that!”, after her. Cocking his head over his shoulder to watch the scene unfold, he didn’t see where he was going. Suddenly, he came to a stop, as he walked straight into the wide frame of a monstrously tall man. His mocha-tinted bicep stretched the sleeve of his dark shirt to the point where it looked like it would rip. For a moment, they glanced at each other, before Hayden meekly muttered, “I’m so sorry.”

Finally, the entrance to the bathroom appeared before them. It was placed to the right in the broad, main square of the mall, with two doors that led to each separate toilet. On this particular day however, there seemed to be anarchy, the lines to the bathrooms made up of men and women, overwhelmingly black, desperately trying to squish their way into whichever doorway they could reach first. “It’ll be quicker if we go home.”, Hayden said, watching the queue push forward like an enormous snake trying to chase prey through a gap far too narrow to fit through. “We’re here now.”, Amber replied, pulling him up to what faintly resembled the end of the first line. So crowded the mall was, that they couldn’t possibly figure out where the queue began. Shuddering, Hayden frowned, but followed suit.

Everything about the line in which they now stood made him uncomfortable. It looked like a free restroom would not be available for at least half an hour, and the people he shared the line with did not help. It was not the colour of their skin, for he was not racist. It was the way they towered over him, the way they shook their arms when they spoke, the way they spoke so deeply with their foreign, rough languages he could not understand, the way they looked at him, like he was the stranger here, and an unwelcome one at that. Wrapping his arms across his belly, he scouted for someone else, someone else with white skin. There were none to be seen, besides Amber, who stood close, tripping on her feet, impatiently.

Time passed by slowly. It felt like the queue did not move whatsoever. But now and again, he’d suddenly realize they were standing much closer to the entrance, where a steady stream of people kept coming out. His girlfriend kept quiet, staring out at the various people that surrounded them, and as Hayden did not much feel like drawing attention to himself amidst the crowd, he was glad she didn’t speak. But when a lanky man with a head of short, curly, black hair and skin as dark as coal marched straight up to the little group directly in front of them, a group that Hayden could only assume to be friends, she broke her silence.

“There’s a queue.”, she said, tartly, and when he did not seem to hear her, she reached out to tap him on a shoulder. Widening his eyes, Hayden began to shake his head, poking his girlfriend quickly on the elbow, but she ignored him. Finally, she caught the attention of the dark stranger, who stared down at her, blankly. “There’s a queue.”, she repeated, and pointed to the end of the line, which was now so far behind them it could barely be made out at all. Narrowing his eyes, they stared at each other for a moment, before the dark man cracked a grin, beaming his white teeth at his friends and said something in a language he did not understand. Now his friends had turned, a fat man with plump cheeks and a chest that hung down his belly, accompanied by a heavy-set woman with a colossal ass.

Please be quiet.

Please be quiet.

Please be quiet.

Flustered, Hayden lowered his gaze to the floor, half-heartedly tugging on Amber’s sleeve in an attempt to get her attention. She was oblivious to him, and as he dared a quick look up at her, he saw how she was staring up at the group with a frown. “There. Is. A. Queue.”, she said, slowly, dragging out each word, jabbing her thumb over her shoulder. Scoffing, the dark man shook his head, took his place by the side of his friends and outright ignored her. “Shut your bitch ass up.”, said the woman with the massive butt, the last to turn away. Parting her lips in sheer and utter surprise, his girlfriend gasped dramatically, loudly conveying just how absurd and scandalous she thought this was. Closing his eyes, Hayden intertwined his fingers and began to mutter a prayer under his breath. Please God. Shut my girlfriend up.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“This is disgusting.”, Amber said, wrinkling her nose, glancing around with a look of distaste in her emerald eyes. Hayden did not say a word, but in truth, she was right. Well over half an hour passed by before they made it into the actual bathroom, and now they were in queue for one of the five stalls. It reeked in the room, a mixture of sweat and piss heavily polluting the air. Beneath his sneakers, the floor was wet, and Hayden hoped it was water. There was what looked like an impregnable wall of people standing before the mirrors, protecting the several sinks from further use. It was unpleasant, smelly, cramped, and Hayden wanted nothing more but to scream at Amber how they could’ve been home fifteen minutes ago.

When the queue moved forward, he heard her scoff. Looking up, he saw that she was waving with a bright smile on her face. By their side, in the queue to the stall next-door to theirs, stood the two men and the woman who had been in front of them this whole time. It looked like their queue was moving slower, and Amber was relishing in the fact that she’d make it to the toilet before them. Flashing a grimace, Hayden looked down, hid away behind his girlfriend and hoped for the best. Strangely, their queue was moving quickly. In and out they went, the people in front of them, and some of them seemed to move to new lines. It’s blocked, he thought, but when he tried to tell Amber, she only glared up at him in response.

“I don’t want you to stand out here by yourself.”, she said, when they were finally facing the sickly yellow stall-door. Hayden nodded. When they got in line, he was not looking forward to waiting outside by himself, but as they waited, he realized he needed to pee, and there was no way he’d leave Amber outside by herself. When a woman, as thin as a stick, with giant lips and hefty eyeshadow, came out after a audible flush, Amber grabbed him by the hand and tugged him inside. Bringing the door with him, he twisted the lock not once but twice, for Hayden was absolutely terrified of someone walking in on him. As he turned around, his girlfriend was already in the process of pulling up her dress and taking a seat on the toilet.

“Be-.. Be careful with your dress.”, he said, eyeing the wet floor, the wet lid, the wet walls with a grimace. It was a dirty toilet, full of signatures and marks left behind by pen. Your mother loves cock, was written to his left, underneath a particularly detailed drawing of a hairy, thick penis. Sarah sucks cock here, was written on his right, accompanied by a faint phone number he could not make out from this distance. White boys are sissies! Love, Alexandra, was inked into the yellow wall right over his girlfriend. Frowning faintly, he felt a sudden desire to make sure Amber didn’t see it. When he heard her pee spray into the marble bowl, he uncomfortably looked away. What he then saw froze him in place.

There was a hole on the left wall, a large circle about the diameter of a thick bottle. Gray tape protected the edge from crumbling up. Taken back by the sight, he struggled to flick his gaze elsewhere, and suddenly saw another. Slowly, his jaw dropped, as he scouted through the confines of the little stall. In total, there were four, two on each side, and he could not comprehend how he hadn’t noticed them when he came in. Subtly, he shot Amber a quick glance and saw that she was staring at the nearest one, nonchalantly. As if she could feel when he looked her way, she met his gaze, and cracked a wicked grin. Two days past, they had been to the same mall, albeit with fewer people cramming into the bathroom. Two days past, he had been to the same toilet. And the fact that he was completely certain he had not seen these holes then sent a shiver up his spine, prevented him from returning her smile.

“Hurry up!”, a high-pitched, irritated feminine voice called out from outside, and there was a series of knocks on the wooden frame. Briefly, he looked to Amber, who rolled her eyes and reached for a bundle of paper. Suddenly, she froze, hand betwixt her thighs, and whatever she was staring at had widened her eyes. Hayden followed her gaze, then split his lips in a gasp as he saw what she was seeing. Slowly, a cock was creeping through one of the holes on the left side of the stall, a thick, dark member, full of throbbing veins, curved upwards like that of a banana. It became bigger and bigger as it slid further into the cramped stall, and soon the entire length, a good nine inches, proudly pointed right at Amber.

She was gawking, gluing big eyes to the massive shaft that stood at attention no more than a foot away. Promptly, she swallowed audibly, wiped, stood up and flushed. There was a blush on her face, a pink colour blossoming on her cheeks. The sound of the flushing toilet did not dissuade whoever stood on the other side, the fat, brown shaft twitching. Amber, cracking up, planted a hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter and looked at Hayden with amusement. Hayden, looking back and forth between the massive cock and his girlfriend in sheer and utter bewilderment, felt a tension rise in the cubicle. She was trying to giggle it away, the awkwardness, but Hayden saw a clear sparkle in her big, emerald orbs.

“Come on. I’ll go when we get home.”, Hayden said, as quietly as he could, reaching out in an attempt to grasp his girlfriend. Leaning away from the cock, awkwardly, his girlfriend began to sneak past it, a coy smile on her plump lips. It was like she was frightened at the sight, the way she snuck past it, and Hayden suddenly couldn’t shake the thought that it was the size which made her wary, and stole her attention. Her gaze never left the large member with the thick girth, throbbing nonchalantly where it stood erect. It was as if the manhood did not belong to anyone, for even as no one touched it, the big dick did not retract out of the hole in the wall. They must’ve seen her, Hayden thought. They know who is in here.

“What are you fucking in there?”, a deeper voice asked, and there was a brief laughter outside. Another series of knocks came upon the door, and Hayden gritted his teeth. It was not a pleasant thought, leaving the stall under the supervision of dozens of annoyed, angry, judgemental gazes, but the longer the delay, the more irritation they’d face when they finally had to leave. Taking a deep breath, he tightened his grip around Amber’s hand and prepared to open the door. In the corner of his eye, a dark hand came up over the left stall wall, and something fell into theirs. Amber paused, and Hayden could only turn to look. There was a bill on the floor, a green piece of paper. It landed not far from the cock, and Amber released his hand, skipped over, plucked the note up, rolled it up and widened her eyes.

“It’s-.. It’s fifty dollars, Hayden.”, she whispered, looking up at him, perplexed. For a moment, he squinted his eyes at her, then the cock, then her, shaking his head. “No. Leave it. It’s not happening. Forget it.”, he said, and attempted to take her hand, but she withdrew it out of reach before he could manage. “You’re the one complaining I buy shoes, Hayden.”, she retorted, tartly, and he could not believe his ears. “Have you-..”, he began, then grimaced and lowered his voice. Leaning closer, he wheezed at her. “Have you lost your mind, Amber? You’re not going to suck a co-.. chea-.. You’re not going to do that for fifty dollars!”

“It’s not cheating if you give me permission, dummy.”, Amber said, and flashed him such a bright smile, quickly returning her attention to the bill. She left him speechless, and he only blinked at her, unable to comprehend her words. Banging on the door, a heavy fist rattled the shackles which held the door frame up. “It’s-.. It’s out of the question, Amber!”, he eventually wheezed, a little louder. Her teeth sunk into the softness of her lip as she looked up at him, eyeing him over, a thoughtful expression adorning her flawless features. “Well. We need the money, Hayden, and I don’t see how this is any different from my work. If you don’t want to watch, close your eyes and ignore it. It’s not as if this isn’t already an open relationship.”

Shrugging loosely, she curled up the green piece of paper and bent over, stuffing the crumbled bill down the side of her high heeled shoes. On the verge of swooning, Hayden tried to find the words to object, but his thoughts went numb and his head empty. There was a momentary pause, as she stared at him, as he stared at her, before a soft hand quickly fell upon the surface of the fat beast of a cock, the pale hand in stark contrast to the black skin. In response to her touch, the thick shaft immediately twitched, and Amber flinched and withdrew her hand with a giggle, then sent a limp-wristed slap down upon the member. It swayed, bouncing up and down briefly. Softly, small fingers tried to encircle the dark dick.

A deep, manly grunt came from behind the thin wall. Baffled beyond belief, Hayden looked on in sheer confusion as his girlfriend softly pulled back the skin, edged closer and pressed the bulbous tip against the smooth surface of her thigh. Whoever was on the other side of the wall thrust forward, the fat member sliding through the soft palm of her hand, the mushroom-shaped head bending against the plump thigh. Nibbling on her bottom-lip, she began to pump the shaft with a long-drawn and gentle motion, tugging the skin back and forth while she rubbed the swollen tip across her skin. Her breath picked up, and in the opposite stall, so did the breath of the owner of the massive, black prick.

“It’s fifty dollars.”, Amber muttered quietly, shooting Hayden a hazy glance. Her hand worked swiftly, quickly putting up the pace, jerking the whole length, obediently. He felt his stomach tighten at the sight, and a wild, furious jealousy was blooming in his chest. The scene stunned him, froze him in place, and all he could do was watch, speechlessly. “It’s nothing to be jealous of-..”, Amber continued, wanking the fat dick. “You know I don’t mind yours.”

Flustered, Hayden looked down to the floor, but when something stirred to his right, he yelped and stumbled backwards. A new dick was pointing out of the wall, a little shorter than what his girlfriend held, but just as fat and swollen. The brown skin shone neatly in the sharp bathroom light, highlighting the thick veins and the few dark pubes that stuck out of the hole in the wall. Backing up until he could step backwards no longer, faced with a wall behind him, he looked up at Amber with terror on his face. She was looking too, mesmerized by the sight, unable to look away while she deftly performed her handjob. Now there were two cocks sticking out of the wall, and Amber looked like she wanted to jump the new one.

“Finish up in there!”, a new man called out, banging on the doorframe. That was the moment Hayden realized he could not leave the stall, even if he wanted too, because the whole queue outside would certainly see them, a white couple in a toilet, surrounded by big, black dicks. He needed to come up with a harmless escape, quickly, before the owner of the new manhood saw fit to tempt his greedy girlfriend with another fifty dollar bill. That was when he felt it, a prod against his backside, a pressure on his bum. Squealing, he leapt forward and stepped on his loose shoelace by mistake. Tripping, he fell upon all fours, but an inch away from the dangerously large prick he backed away from a moment earlier. The smell of pee and sweat was overpowered by the musky scent of man, and Hayden meekly crept backwards, placing himself between the pair of dicks now that a new one was sticking out to his left. Three holes were now filled, and with horror, he looked to the fourth.

When no cock came creeping out, he ushered a sigh of relief, then shot his girlfriend a glance. Amber had glued her wide eyes to the third arrival, the cock that met his butt on the way in, ogling the sheer length of the shaft, which curved downwards. It was not as thick as the others, but longer, a mocha-coloured, lanky prick. “Oh my god.”, Amber muttered, gnawing ceaselessly on the soft flesh of her painted lip. Her current member, which she was jerking furiously, was leaking precum. It dripped from the tip, dribbling down the side of her bare leg. There was a pause, as Amber hesitated, then reached out to scoop up the new cock with a soft moan, promptly beginning to jack the manhood in her firm grip.

Like a skier, with a rod in each hand, his girlfriend jerked the fat cocks, pancaking her perky bottom against the sickly yellow wall behind her. She was burning red, but Hayden couldn’t possibly imagine she was blushing harder than he was, where he sat on the floor, the untouched cock throbbing but a few feet away. It was difficult to concentrate with the black cock so near, the scent that stained the air, but he forced himself to look up at Amber and keep his gaze there, pleading her with his eyes. For a brief moment, their gazes met, and she halted her handjobs, leaving the monstrous beasts to drip precum on the floor. Parting her lips, she hesitated, a touch of remorse on her face, then spoke. “I’m so sorry.”

Immediately, her digits took their grip and hoisted up each heavy shaft, beginning to pump the fat cocks with renewed vigor. Hayden felt his heart splatter in the cavity of his chest, and dropped his head in defeat, staring at the wet tiles on the floor. “They’ve already given us fifty dollars, Hayden.”, she whined, and he looked up at her, blinking back tears. Squishing her fingers down upon the manhoods she held, she half-heartedly nodded towards the cock pointing at him. “You-.. You don’t have a job, Hayden.”, she said, through clenched teeth, a touch of sweat apparent upon her forehead, working away at the lengthy shafts. “If-.. If someone offers you fifty dollars, you should shake your fucking ass at them!”

He heard laughter, stemming from the other side of the wall, and the cock left untouched and unsatisfied began bobbing up and down, the hefty belly slapping the surface of the wall. “Go serve him.”, Amber moaned, loudly, and the laughter on the other side of the wall rose to new levels. They know we’re in here, Hayden thought. They saw us both. With defiance in his eyes, he looked up at his girlfriend, who was panting so loudly she sounded like a whore who could not control herself, and shook his head, firmly. Rolling her eyes, she promptly dropped to a squat, steadied herself, and said, “Fine. I’ll take care of it myself.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Even the cock to his right, wildly swinging in circles, a half-flaccid sausage slapping the wall on all sides of the gloryhole, could not hold his attention when his girlfriend squatted down and leaned closer to the nearest dark, throbbing member. Utterly unable to look away, he watched with heartache as her lips puckered and pressed against the bulbous tip, leaving a long-drawn, loving smooch right upon the musky surface. Constantly, her hand worked the shaft that hung a little further away, twitching and jerking in her tight grip. Meanwhile, she steered the closest cock to her lips and let them split, guiding the mushroom-shaped tip between her plump lips. Softly, she engulfed the head, and whoever stood on the other side of the wall emitted a groan. “Don’t suc-..”, Hayden began, but she blatantly ignored him and began bobbing her head back and forth, dragging the smooth lips across the dark cockskin.

“It’s dangerous! You don’t know where they’ve been!”, Hayden wheezed, creeping closer across the floor, staring up at her, pleadingly. With cheeks bulging from black cock, she paused, sent him a brief look, then released the black dick she was wanking, gave him her middle-finger and quickly scooped it back up, making a point of wanking it even harder. It was as if she trampled his heart, stomped it into a pulp under the heel of her shoe, and Hayden sank down on his ankles, watching her through teary, puppy-like eyes. She paid him no mind, cramming her mouth with inch after inch of black dick. Swallowing cock was a skill and Amber knew well what she was doing, pressing the length deeper into her throat. “Dumb slut.”, a voice said from behind the right wall, and the third cock retracted, unsatisfied. When the thick dick disappeared, his girlfriend immediately stared daggers at him, with well over six inches of fat prick lodged down her throat, and Hayden meekly cowered before her.

“Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug-..”, sounded through the little stall, as Amber bobbed her head back and forth, sucking on the big, black cock like it was a tasty lollipop. There was a lengthy bump on her throat, and Hayden swore he could see the outline of the thick cock, sliding up and down each time his girlfriend pressed herself forward. Pausing, half the dark dick engulfed by her lips, she steadied herself, then began to swallow inch after inch, forcing more and more of the fat-girthed cock down her throat. Eyes glazed, she took it deeper and deeper, the hand that worked the throbbing member by her side coming to a stop, fingers clutching down upon the brown flesh as if she was hanging on to it for dear life. Tears were welling up in her emerald eyes as she battled to deepthroat the massive length, and even as she gagged, his girlfriend kept devouring the fat beast of a prick, hungrily.

When she finally withdrew, Hayden saw how polished the black manhood was, a thin layer of salvia coating the erect length from base to tip. Trails of spit hung from her lips, clutching to her mousy chin, as she heaved for her breath like she was on the verge of suffocating. She bowed before the big dick where it stood, throbbing, and upon the other side of the wall, the man thrusted forward, roughly prodding the tip of his pride against her forehead, impatiently. On the floor, Hayden jerked, but his girlfriend obeyed, quickly gathering herself, sticking her tongue out to lap up a line of precum, dangling from the bulbous tip. On shaky legs, she stood up and found her feet, placing a hand on the wall for support while the other gave the second prick a quick couple of tugs. Her mouth never left the manhood she desperately tried to please, planting swift pecks across the shaft while she brought her hand up behind her rear, dipped her fingertips underneath the hem of her dress, and quickly yanked it up.

What met Hayden was the sight of a thick, pale rump beaming down at him, the stark black fabric of her dress pulled up over her bottom, clutching her waist. Awkwardly, she bent over as far as she could, refusing to part her lips from the fat shaft in front of her, pointing the monstrous cock behind her between her legs. Tightening her grasp on the fat mast dangerously aimed at her pink, plump flower, she threw her ass backwards. It missed the first time, slipping past a buttcheek. It missed a second time, clashing with her pelvis, forced downwards between her thighs. Momentarily, Amber squeezed her legs together, and there came a shaky groan from behind the wall. “Help him.”, he heard his girlfriend sneer, but he didn’t understand what she meant until the white booty shook before his face, the pale butt jiggling enticingly, the dark cock flopping to and fro, caught between her thick thighs.

“N-.. No.”, Hayden gasped, but his girlfriend kept shaking her bum at him. “Stick it in or I will beat your ass!”, a deep voice growled. It came from beyond the wall. Cringing, Hayden looked to Amber, who seemed utterly oblivious, continuing to sway her bottom. “It’s their day today, sweetie.”, his girlfriend cooed between sloppy kisses, between smooching her way up and down a particularly fat vein, and Hayden was overcome with pure jealousy. But the fear of whoever stood on the other side of the wall, mere inches away, easily overpowered the toe-curling jealousy he felt, and slowly, full of hesitation, he reached both hands out for the massive anaconda. Quivering fingers encircled the girth as he gently slipped it out from between her thighs, leaving the fat dick to flop  around in the air. For a moment, he simply felt it. Warm to the touch, it stuck to his palms and felt oh-so-heavy where it lay, throbbing in his hands. Ushering a quakey breath, he slowly brought it closer to her swollen pussy.

When the tip touched the needy nether lips, the bulbous head quickly plopped between the colourful folds. His girlfriend pushed back so fiercely, her backside shoved Hayden out of balance, who fell to the floor with a thud. Loudly, Amber moaned, and from this angle he saw how viciously she was pumping the fat, brown shaft in front of her while she humped the black prick with short, rapid movements, banging the side of her ass into the wall. Hoisting himself up on an elbow, Hayden stared up at her in defeat, trying to keep his quivering lip under control. It felt like he was not in the room, like his girlfriend had forgotten about his very existence, the sheer smell of the black cocks driving him out of her mind. Sideways, she did her best to fuck the cock that stuck out of the gloryhole behind her, the fat girth stretching the pink lips to their limit. Each time she pressed back on the stranger, a squelch came from between her legs, and Hayden saw how she was dripping from her pussy, the sweet nectar dribbling down her thighs, down her ankles, leaving a little puddle on the white floor.

Arching her back like that of a stretching cat, she did not even try to stifle a long-drawn, guttural moan. It was met with laughter, from all sides, and Hayden curled up on the floor as he felt his face radiate with uncontrollable heat. Carelessly, she pleasured one prick with her mouth, making out with the musk-stained, dark surface, hungrily lapping at the belly of the beast, furiously wanking the lengthy shaft like her life depended on making him cum. Her hips swayed from side to side, cock lodged between her legs, until the black stranger grew weary of her teasing and began to rut her, pounding his pelvis against the wall so that it shook, splitting her lips on his mighty shaft. “Oh my god!”, Amber gasped, and froze on the spot, pressing her face down upon the thick prick in front of her, hanging on to keep herself standing while the second cock ruthlessly pounded her from behind.

“D-.. Don’t stop, dumb whore!”, said a voice from behind the wall, and Amber squealed with joy as she tried to keep pumping the shaft between her fingers. He must’ve been close, for her fingers jerked the fat prick but a moment longer before he exploded. Torrent upon torrent of powerful, potent cum shot out of the swollen tip like a series of bullets. It flew past his girlfriend, who obediently squished her plump lips down on the quivering shaft, splattering across the floor, upon the toilet, on the opposite wall. He burst with such force, Hayden widened his eyes and crept backwards, looking on in awe at the spurting cum. His girlfriend did not stop jacking off the cumming cock until she had squeezed out every last drop of the white goo, and even tried to hold on to it like a desperate slut when the stranger promptly began to withdraw, trying to leave the gloryhole. Fiercely, they battled, but in the end it was Amber who lost to the strength of his shaft. When it disappeared, she howled with sorrow.

Furiously slamming his manhood into the wet depths of her flower, the final man behind the wall grunted and groaned in unison with his thrusts. His cock was wedged sideways, at an awkward angle, and Hayden was terrified her snatch would release it’s firm grip on his member just in time, so that the cum would spray out on him instead. Between the rapid thrusts, Amber staggered to the side, turned so that her backside faced the cock, and began to rhythmically beat the wall with her ass. Her face was flustered, loose strands of hair draping her features, hanging over her hazy eyes. Obediently, she let him hammer her, splitting her lips, sliding her tongue out of her mouth, leaving it to flop around without a care in the world. She looks stupid, Hayden thought, glaring up at her. She did not notice him, did not see him, did not care where he was, happily bouncing backwards on the fat cock.

Suddenly, she froze, joining the stranger in a long-drawn, loud moan. He saw how her cheeks blossomed up, how her lips strained to stretch in an uncontrollable gasp. Her rump was pancaked against the wall, the perky buttcheeks flattening, and Hayden could only imagine the dark stranger was pressing himself as deep inside her as he possibly could. It lasted for a few seconds, but felt like an hour, and when his girlfriend finally collapsed down upon all fours on the floor, the thick, erect cock did not stop spurting cum, spraying potent nutbutter out across the small of her back and the wide pale target that was her butt. She crawled forward, panting wildly, planting her face on the white tiles. With her butt raised high in the air, she turned away from her boyfriend, hugged the toilet, gloomily looked up at the black cock that swiftly left the hole. That was when he saw it, the reality that had never crossed his mind, for it was so incomprehensible to him that it had actually happened.

Her flower was leaking, but it was not her own juice. Blank, thick liquid was dripping from her pink lips, dribbling down her smooth skin. With his jaw on the floor, Hayden stared at the cum-stained gash, a little bubble of nutbutter that popped between her lips. “You-.. You are no longer unemployed.”, his girlfriend sweetly murmured, and shook her ass, briefly. The confidence and certainty in her voice shot a shiver up his spine, and the way she spoke so contently dug nails into his heart, pinched him mercilessly. “You are going to be a nanny.”

As his world froze, something stirred in the corner of his eye. It was a large predator, on the lookout for prey. Black skin stood in stark contrast to the white wall, and the prey quickly caught on to it. But where normal prey run, this prey leapt right at the predator. When Amber saw the black cock creeping through the hole, her exhausted face lit up. On all fours, she crawled right past Hayden, hurrying over for the newcomer, swooping the fat length up on her tongue. Dropping back against the frame of the stall-door, Hayden sat and watched while millions upon millions of thoughts drifted through his head. Briefly, the sight of a second cock slowly sneaking through the hole on his right interrupted him, but just as he returned to his thoughts, a third prick came through the hole by the toilet. Squealing with sheer, reckless pleasure, Amber fought to reach the second cock while she screamed, “Black men matter!”

The End
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