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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Blacked By Tara Yarn

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

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


Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Serving The Bull By Tara Yarn

Serving The Bull, a 7000+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, cuck-on-bull oral, bbc worship, black supremacy, white inferiority, sph, humiliation, mild sissification. A steamy and explicit mmf cuckold tale where the wimpy cuck is left with no choice but to worship his bigger, better, black boss. After all, that’s what his cruel girlfriend wants.

Nathan and Sabrina are in an open relationship. Well. It’s not that open. They’re not swingers, and only one of them are allowed to sleep around. And it’s not as if she ever actually asked for his permission when she decided to hook up with his boss, a black thug right out of the projects who runs his own auto shop. Whenever she is with him, Nathan has to stay out of their way, but one night she finally invites him to join in. On his way there, he thinks he’s just meant to watch, but his girlfriend has other plans. They involve his mouth, and something big, black and fat. Can he relinquish his pride for Sabrina?
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

There were black men everywhere. At least that is what Charlie thought - he had no way of knowing who were behind the pseudonyms. In the end, it did not matter. No one responded anyway. It was not completely unexpected, the chat room was intended for straight men and women. Charlie was straight too.

Whenever he wasn’t online.

“White boy from Cattenborough seeks black male-..” Charlie said out loud, his fingers cruising back and forth over the keyboard. His girlfriend was out. There was no one in the house. “Seeks black man for-..”

Grimacing, he quickly erased the sentence. His cock lay limply upon his trousers, sticking out of the zipper like a pale nub, leaking out on the fabric of his jeans.

It was an early Monday morning, but the chat room was still flooded with people. Desperate and needy men spammed the room with messages about how they would gladly do absolutely anything for a member of the opposite sex. When Charlie found this website six months ago, he thought they were pathetic. But now, he was even worse.

“Desperate white boy willing to do anything for a black man.”

His finger hovered over the button. For a moment, he hesitated. And then he pressed it, leaning back into his chair, watching his sentence quickly disappear in the sea of futile requests. His gaze trailed off to the side. They came to rest upon the picture of Sophie, his girlfriend, hung over the top of his bed. She was beautiful there, leaning on a fence situated at the very edge of a tall cliff, an orange sun softly shining on her sweet summer dress.

It had been a long time since he had seen her smile like that.

A sound from his speakers drew his attention. A new message had popped up on the screen. “BigBlackDick has sent you a new message,” Charlie muttered to himself, and felt his own prick twitch with excitement. Taking a deep breath, he clicked it.

“What’s up, boy?”

If there ever was a more fitting profile picture, Charlie hadn’t seen one. By the side of his name, BigBlackDick, depicted in a circle intended for a face, or perhaps a flag, he saw a massive cock. It was big, and black, and certainly a dick - the sheer length of the rigid shaft seemed fitting for pornography. A black bush of curly hair surrounded the base of the thick rod, and beneath lay a pair of heavy apples, wrapped into a brown, leathery sack.

“Hiii,” was all Charlie was able to muster. For good measure, he added a bright pink heart at the end. His eyes drifted off to the picture of his girlfriend once more, the haughty smile on her plump lips making him cringe in his leather chair.

BigBlackDick responded swiftly. “Write faster, bitch.”

In his chest, Charlie felt his heart skip a beat.

“Sorry, Sir. I’m here. What do you need?”

There was a momentary pause, a silence.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” asked the stranger.

Charlie swallowed. He looked at the clock. It was still early. Sophie would not be around for another few hours. There was time. Before he typed his answer, he adjusted his webcam.

“Yes, Sir. Why are you wondering?”

“Tell me what she looks like.”

Biting his bottom-lip, Charlie wrapped a pair of fingers around his soft prick, beginning to tug on it while his left hand eagerly pressed buttons on the keyboard. Occasionally, his gaze drifted to the stranger’s profile picture, eyeing the black mamba that rose so proudly out of the dark bush. “Well. She’s blonde, Sir. Very pretty. Her breasts are a little small, but they’re still a handful, and her butt is like a peach. Her eyes are blue. She has a beauty mark on the left side of her face, right over her lips, which are so soft, and-..” His fingers froze, halting upon the keyboard. Jerking his cock faster, Charlie forced himself to continue. “Perfect for sucking big, black cock, Sir. It’s a shame she’s with me instead of you. I’m so sorry, Sir.”

Cringing, he sent the message, panting gently.

“Lol,” was the only response, and Charlie cringed again.

“Would you like to see a picture of her?” Charlie tried. Immediately, a sensation of unease crept over his bones. Was it too far? Showing off his girlfriend to strangers?

“Sure,” wrote BigBlackDick, and his unease evaporated.

He uploaded a picture. It popped up on the screen, washing away the chat, taking up the entire space of the little window. Charlie shivered, waiting patiently. Somewhere out there, in the wide world, a black man - with a big, black dick - was staring at his girlfriend.

A response came sooner than expected. “She’s hot.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Charlie hurried to type.

“How did a faggot like you end up with her?”

His fingers withdrew from the keyboard. His eyes darted sideways, to the black wallet that lay upon the desk next to the left speaker, and a big box stuffed full of tissues.

“I have no idea, Sir,” Charlie retorted.

“I fuck white girls like that all the time,” continued BigBlackDick.

Clenching his stomach, Charlie pushed his hips up, furiously wanking his little dick. “Thank you so much for fucking white women, Sir. Black men are so much better, Sir.”

“Lol. Is she with you now?”

An invite flashed up on his screen. It was a request for his webcam, BigBlackDick had sent it. Stirring uneasily in his seat, Charlie hovered his mouse over the green button. After contemplating for a moment, he decided to type back instead. “She’s not home right now.”

“Accept. I wanna see you, white boy.”

Gnawing on his lip, Charlie kept the white arrow on the button, but couldn’t make himself click it. Running a hand through his blonde locks, he tucked the loose strands behind his ears, adjusted his thin white shirt and plumped his lips a bit. Then finally accepted.

Another pause. Another moment of silence.

“You look good,” BigBlackDick said finally. “Like a white little toy.”

Charlie ushered a shaky sigh, quick to type his thanks. Raising his doe eyes up at his own camcorder, he flashed a meek smile. It was adjusted so that whoever was on the other side could not see below his collar. Charlie was afraid it would scare him off.

He was wrong.

“Stand up. Show me your ass.”

Suddenly, the picture of a monstrous cock flickered - the stranger had turned his webcam on. He was certainly not planning on showing his face, his webcam was pointed straight at a huge, throbbing cock. A manly hand wrapped powerful fingers around the mighty shaft and began to tug on the massive dick. Charlie caught himself blushing in the reflection of his own image, the stranger was touching himself to the sight of his face.

He knew he was feminine. But not that feminine. Was the stranger gay?

“Stand up, I said. Show me that booty.”

Charlie felt a shiver run up his spine. Slowly, he obeyed, rising out of his chair. On the way up, he let his arms dangle in front of his crotch, hiding away his little nub. The stranger did not seem to notice, his hand kept jerking on the fat black dick.

“Yes, Sir,” Charlie typed, one hand covering up his privates. Spinning on his heels, he turned his ass towards the screen, and briefly adjusted the height of the cam.

“That’s a fat ass, boy.”

Now heat was radiating off of his face. It felt so wrong, but Charlie didn’t care. The way the big, black cock twitched and throbbed consumed his mind completely. It made him reach for his own butt, grab a good hold of his buttocks, lean forward, spread his cheeks.

“That’s my good little sissy slut. Shake that ass for daddy.”

Grabbing onto his chair, Charlie bent over further. He could barely breathe, his heart was pounding so hard in his chest, it felt like was about to erupt. He watched the stranger wank his dick, peering over his shoulder. And then he shook his ass, mimicking the girls he had seen, tossing his hips back and forth until he felt his cheeks clap.

“Good boy. Now I’mma need an address.”

Immediately, Charlie froze. Parting his lips, he stared at the most recent message in sheer and utter disbelief. He didn’t even move a muscle, kept pushing his butt up at the camera.

“Your address, bitch. It’s time I got to meet your girlfriend.”

The stranger did not stop wanking his cock. The sensation of unease had returned to Charlie, but it still took a moment before everything dawned upon him.

Before everything became clear.

“It’s that, or I post this video online.”

“You-.. You can’t,” Charlie muttered to himself.

“It’s got your face in it. Right before you shook that booty.”

Panic was threatening to set in, but Charlie found himself hypnotized by the way the powerful hand jerked up and down the fat, brown shaft. A little tingle of excitement could be felt as his eyes closely studied the words, “It’s time I got to meet your girlfriend.”

“So? What’s it gonna be, sissy? Do you want this video up on the internet, or do you wanna be the good boy you said you’d be, and do anything for black men?”

Panting heavily, Charlie contemplated.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Four hours later, Charlie sat in the living room, absentmindedly watching a television show. If someone had asked him then what it was about, he would not have been able to say. His mind was everywhere else, and the anticipation of what was to come was killing him.

Four hours later, Sophie was still not home. He had no idea where she was - she was not very fond of telling him. She’d come and go as she pleased. Such was her nature.

Four hours later, there was a knock on the door.

The heavy banging on the front door startled him to the point where he leapt up and threw a wide-eyed glance at the entrance. Whoever there was on the other side was certainly impatient, the constant knocking did not cease as Charlie meekly approached.

There was no car in the driveway. He saw that through the vertical slit of window on the right side of the front door. There was no way of catching a glimpse of the person outside, and even if there had been, Charlie didn’t have the courage to let the man wait any longer.

He carefully opened the door.

A black man stood on the doorstep. He was tall, a little skinny, wore a worn-out hoodie and a pair of baggy trousers. A red bandana covered the top of his head, and a golden chain decorated his chest. He had a prominent jaw, thick lips, broad shoulders, huge hands. But what really stood out to Charlie was the plump bulge hanging down his thigh.

Charlie paled, left speechless, blocking the door.

“There you are, sissy,” said the black man, pulling up his pants, wandering through the doorway. It did not matter that Charlie - albeit on accident - stood in the way. The stranger simply walked into him, knocking his smaller frame to the side. As if he lived there.

“W-.. Wait. You can’t just come i-..”

A single look shut him up. The stranger pursed his lips and stared until Charlie went silent. Then he scoffed, flashed an arrogant smile, his white teeth in stark contrast to his skin. “I can do anything I want, sissy. You will do anything for a black guy. Isn’t that what you said?”

Blushing, Charlie lowered his head. He heard a short laughter.

“It’s aight, bitch. It’s aight. I know a frightened little white boy when I see one.”

Turning on his heels, the stranger kept walking further into the house, leaving a bewildered Charlie with his jaw halfway on the floor. If it hadn’t been for his neighbor - a nosy teacher with a massive rack who lived one house down the block - he would probably have kept standing there, dumbstruck. But when he spotted her, the way she stared at him suspiciously, he hurried to shut the door.

“It’s a nice place you’ve got here,” said the stranger, glancing around casually, venturing from the kitchen to the living room. “Smells like you’ve got money.”

Charlie hurried after him, arms extended.

“Must be why your slutty girlfriend chose yo-..”

The stranger tensed and fell silent as Charlie grabbed the sleeve of his hoodie. Slowly, he shot him a strict glance over his shoulder, and Charlie couldn’t help but whimper.

“Please,” Charlie begged, tugging slightly on the sleeve. “Please-.. You-.. I don’t know what this is, but you can’t be here. Sophie will come home any moment, and-..”

“That’s why I am here, white boy. You’re gonna introduce us.”

“No! I can’t! She can’t know! She’ll think I am-.. She’ll think I am gay!”

“You shook your ass at me, bitch,” shrugged the stranger.

“I-.. I didn’t mean too! I was just-.. I was just horny, and-.. Please! You’ve got to go before she comes home! If she sees you, she’s going to start to wonder!”

“Aight,” nodded the stranger, reaching for the fingers clutching his sleeve. With ease, the brown digits tore the white fingers away, leaving Charlie to wince. “I’mma make something very clear. You came on your little chat room, offering to do anything for a black man. Here I am, and what I want you to do for me is this-.. Introduce me to your girlfriend.”

“I-..” Charlie stammered. “No, I-.. I didn’t mean that! I-..”

“You said you’d do anything for a black man,” retorted the stranger. “This is what I want. I want you to talk your girlfriend into trying all ten inches of my big, black dick.”

Charlie could not believe his ears. That was of no concern to the stranger, who nonchalantly wandered over to the couch, grabbed the remote, dropped into the seat.

“From now on, you’ll call me Master,” said the stranger, switching channels. He found himself a hip hop channel. “And from now on, I’mma call you bitch. You can begin by dragging that fat white boy booty over to the kitchen to fetch me something to drink. It better be cold.”

Cringing to himself, Charlie wrapped his arms around his tummy, awkwardly dropped his gaze to the floor, struggled to find the words. He found none.

The stranger completely ignored him, propping dirty white sneakers up on the narrow table that stood before the television. That was when Charlie discovered the footsteps - brown, wide, large - linking the entrance to the sofa. Frowning, he clenched his fists.

“I’mma give you ten seconds, bitch,” said the stranger. Charlie flinched, looked up, but the black man was not even looking his way. His eyes were still on the television.

Charlie felt anger. Anger at how this man so casually walked into his house as if he thought he owned the place. Anger at how this man so casually spoke of his girlfriend. It gave him courage, filled him with bravery. And that was when Charlie decided to put an end to it.

“I’ve had enough,” he said, marching over. The black man did not stir. Huffing, Charlie walked up by the side of his couch, put his hands on his hips, and stared. “I’ve had just about enough of this. If you’re not going to leave, then I am going to have to ca-..”

The stranger was never able to find out who Charlie meant to call.

The hand that shot out and grabbed him by the wrist was strong. It tugged him forward, and before he had a chance to react, he found himself on his belly over the black man’s knees.

“I’mma teach you to address me with respect, bitch.”

The first strike came immediately. The powerful hand smacked down upon his buttock so harshly that Charlie could not help but gasp. What followed was a brief burning sensation before another slap came - this time on the other buttcheek. That one was rougher.

“I told you to get me a drink, bitch!”

“Ow!” Charlie wailed, beginning to wriggle, struggle, kick his feet. The stranger paid it no attention, placing a firm hand on the small of his back while the other one grasped the fabrics of his jeans, trying to tug and yank it down. He was trying to bare his ass.

“When white boys won’t listen, they need discipline,” growled the stranger, pulling the tight trousers down. It was a slow process - but soon Charlie felt the fabric slide down his rump.

He started to kick his feet harder.

“You can’t do this! This is-.. This is-..”

“Shut your mouth!” yelled the stranger. A moment later, Charlie felt a flat palm pound down upon his bare butt, punishing the wiggling buttocks strictly and relentlessly.

He howled.

Each spank grew worse and worse, his ample buttcheeks turning warm, sore, red-hot. It was impossible to escape, the hand on his back may as well have been a horse. That did not stop his struggle. He tried to press up with his arms, but they were too weak. He tried to roll sideways, but the stranger easily kept him in place. He tried kicking his feet, but they kicked at nothing but air. Meanwhile, the steady slaps on his ass were becoming unbearable.

Finally, Charlie gave up.

“I’m sorry!” he cried out, ushering an involuntary sob as his voice cracked. “I’m sorry! I’ll get your drink! I’ve learned my lesson! I promise! I’m sorry!”

The stranger paused, but his hand could still be felt, hovering near the beaten buttcheeks. It felt like his ass was on fire, a searing pain having spread across the plump rump.

“So you’ll get me a drink,” said the stranger. It was not a question.

In the midst of his high-pitched sobbing, Charlie struggled to nod. He had fallen still on the black man’s lap, his trousers around his ankles, his butt bare and high in the air. Now that he lay so close, he caught on to the stranger’s scent. It reminded him slightly of curry.

“Good boy,” said the stranger. Charlie was rewarded with a pat on the ass.

Gritting his teeth, he awkwardly stood up. He was swaying, but the black man helped him stand, holding his hand like a man helps a woman. This made him blush, and as he found his feet, he was quick to avert his eyes. Bending over, he slowly and gently pulled his pants back up, whimpering as the fabric stung his bright-red, pounding cheeks.

“You’ll learn how to treat a black man soon enough, bitch. Go on now.”

Pouting his lips, Charlie frowned, lowered his gaze to the floor, wiped away a tear and obediently made way for the kitchen. He pouted his lips unhappily the whole way.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

It was afternoon. Charlie stood awkwardly in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room, cupping his buttocks softly. The stranger still sat on the couch, sipping beer from one of the three cans that stood beside the sofa. He sat like a king, legs spread out wide to each side, shoulders sunk deeply into the backrest of the couch. It was terribly annoying.

Just when Charlie was beginning to expect that Sophie would never come - In truth, that was what he was hoping for - the front door came up. Charlie jumped. The stranger did not.

“I’m home,” called a dull voice from the hallway, and a moment later, a weary-eyed blonde lazily dragged her feet into the kitchen. She was wearing breeches, a slim, black jacket over a white frilly shirt, and her hair flowed down her shoulders like a sea of subtle curls.

She stopped abruptly when she spotted Charlie, who had just managed to take his hands off of his own ass, and narrowed her eyes, looking questioningly at the sofa.

“Uhm,” began Charlie. “That’s-.. That’s my friend. He decided to visit.”

The stranger shuffled around on the couch, grabbing the backrest with an arm. He looked in their direction for but a moment, then cracked a toothy grin. “I’m Abdul.”

“Abdul,” repeated Sophie, turning to Charlie. She gave him a blank stare. “You didn’t tell me anyone was coming. You know the rules. You’re supposed to tell me.”

In the background, Abdul snorted.

“I-.. I know. I’m sorry. I had no idea,” Charlie stuttered. The icy blue eyes never left him, kept staring at him as if she was expecting something. Shifting uneasily, Charlie forced himself to go on. “Ab-.. Abdul, this is my girlfriend, Sophie. You-.. You two haven’t met.”

“What’s wrong with you? Did you cry?”

Sophie would not relent, eyeing him closely. Widening his eyes, Charlie hurried to shake his head. It didn’t ease her suspicion whatsoever. She squinted, leaned closer.

Abdul came to the rescue. Or so he thought.

“We’re old school mates. Used to wrestle. Your little boyfriend here is a bit of a wimp. I wanted to have a little scruffle, for old times sake, and he started to cry.”

“That’s not true,” stuttered Charlie, but the blue in his girlfriend’s eyes lit up brightly.

“Charlie used to wrestle? He’s never told me that. He must’ve been bigger back then. I can’t imagine him wrestling anything but midgets now. I mean, look at him.”

Sophie giggled at her own joke. Charlie heard another brief laughter from the couch, and squirmed on the spot. But not before he saw her tuck some hair behind her ear.

“I ain’t kidding. This little boy used to beat all sorts of people. Strong for his size. Don’t you believe us? Maybe we should have ourselves a little match, and show you?”

Abdul kept grinning. Sophie parted her plump lips, glancing back and forth between the stranger on the couch, and Charlie, who was subtly shaking his head.

“I would like see that,” Sophie said finally, smirking. Charlie clenched his teeth. There was far too much enthusiasm in her voice. He did not like her tone at all.

“Aight,” said Abdul, getting up. Charlie did not budge, watching him warily from the doorway in which he stood. The black man slowly approached. Sophie took a step back.

“I’m-.. I’m not wrestling you,” Charlie muttered, but the stranger did not care. He kept coming closer, and Charlie soon found himself backing into the wall with nowhere to go.

“Don’t be such a poop,” Sophie whined. She was leaning on the opposite side of the same doorway, a playful smile on her painted lips. Her arms were crossed.

Charlie shot her a glare. He shouldn’t have taken his eyes off of Abdul.

The black man came at him quickly. Charlie barely had the time to look his way before he found himself with his head stuck underneath a strong arm, forced out upon the open part of the living room floor. Struggling fiercely, he pushed and pressed into Abdul’s frame.

It didn’t work. He was stuck.

“Come on, little boy! Show your girlfriend what you’re worth!”

The grasp around his neck tightened, the skinny forearm pressing against his throat. It was difficult to breathe, and the harsh grip made his head pound. The more he fought, the harder Abdul clenched down on his neck, and before long, Charlie was on the verge of tears.

“I thought you said he used to be good,” Sophie scoffed.

“Well,” Abdul said, a distinct lack of effort evident in his voice. “I never said he was as good as I am. Come on, boy. You’re disappointing your girlfriend.”

Charlie pulled back, tried to drag his opponent with him. Abdul wouldn’t budge. Charlie lunged forward, tried to shove his opponent backwards. Abdul wouldn’t budge.

“I-.. I think you’ve beat him,” Sophie said. She sounded dull.

“We’re just getting started,” Abdul growled. Suddenly, he loosened his grip, grabbed Charlie by the back of his shirt and hoisted him up. For a brief moment, the world was upside down.

Then Charlie crashed into the floor. Hard.

His elbows and kneecaps painfully slammed into the wood. Gasping, Charlie hurried to try and rise, but Abdul was faster. A moment later, the stranger had him in a new headlock, and now he was pulling Charlie upwards to the point where he was choking. Somewhere far away, muffled by the arm wrapped around his head, he heard Sophie’s voice.

“Don’t-.. Don’t hurt him too much!”

“Tap out, bitch,” he faintly heard Abdul whisper. “Tap out, and show your girlfriend how well you can protect her. Show her what a man you are. Tap out, bitch.”

The pain was overwhelming. He couldn’t breathe. The moment he heard the whisper, his hand came up, came down, furiously patting the floor over and over.

But the stranger refused to let him go.

“See how easy this is?” Abdul growled, keeping his voice low. “I could smack your girlfriend black and blue, and you wouldn’t be able to do a thing to stop me, faggot.”

“He’s-.. He’s given up,” Sophie said. She sounded uncertain. There was a touch of concern apparent in her voice now. “He’s given up. Let him up. You’re going to hurt him.”

The arm around his throat loosened up. With a loud gasp, Charlie desperately drew air into his lungs. As he rolled over and opened his eyes, the whole world was a hazy blur.

Abdul scoffed. “That’s what I thought. He’s still a little bitch.”

In the corner of his teary eye, Charlie saw Abdul turn around. Then he saw Sophie, who was standing in front of him, covering parted lips with the palm of her hand.

And then the world went brown.

It took Charlie a moment to realize what Abdul was doing. Two brown moons blocked out his field of vision, and a moment later began to descend for his face.

Sophie gasped, and then Charlie understood.

Abdul was trying to sit on his face.

Widening his eyes, Charlie parted his lips to protest, but was cut off as the brown butt flattened out across his features. In the background, he heard Sophie laugh hysterically.

“That’s what you get when you fight like a bitch,” Abdul growled, louder now, so that his girlfriend could hear. He sat up slightly, leaving his bare black ass to hover over the face of his defeated opponent. The sight was disgusting - a pair of muscular buttocks, a bushy crack full of curly hair and a black, twitching butthole. Mere inches from his face.

“Come on. Get a good whiff, loser. Sniff my ass!”

Charlie still couldn't see Sophie. But he could hear her laughter.

The black man wouldn’t wait for a reaction. Before Charlie could take action, he let his naked ass drop, slamming it down on the white face beneath.

In an attempt to defend himself, a whining Charlie tried to grasp the brown buttocks, push them upwards, away from his face, but the stranger was too heavy. A faceful of ass was what he got, beginning to wriggle around on the floor in vain, whining and whimpering.

“Push me off,” snickered Abdul. “C’mon. Push me off.”

“Hmmph,” was the only sound Charlie was able to make, the pancaked buttcheeks muffling his words. Although he could not get away, he kept struggling, but it wasn’t until Abdul himself rose that he was able to draw his breath. Gasping for air - through his mouth - he fell still on the floor, looking up at the black butt above in teary-eyed defeat.

The stranger stood up, tugged his pants back up, snickered arrogantly. “I thought you knew how to wrestle,” he grinned. “But you’re weaker than my little sister.”

As the black man found his feet, Charlie caught a glimpse of his girlfriend, between the legs of his opponent, covering her mouth with both hands, struggling to contain her laughter. It was too much. Charlie couldn’t stand the shame. His face felt odd, tainted, dirty. His neck felt sore and stiff. His head was pounding, having succumbed to a headache. The moment the black man stepped to the side, Charlie - wet-eyed and blushing - pushed himself up to his feet and ran, heading for the staircase that led upstairs.

“That’s right, little bitch! Go to your room!”

“Charlie,” called his girlfriend, “Charlie! It was just a joke!”

But Charlie ran. And didn’t look back. Downstairs, he heard them chat. Their voices were faint, and he couldn’t make out the words. He didn’t care.

Until he realized what he had just done.

He had left them alone. Together.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Charlie felt utterly helpless. He sat crying on the toilet, his face buried in his palms. There was no lock on the bedroom door. This was the only place where he could be alone.

Helpless. It didn’t even begin to describe the situation. There was no way of throwing Abdul out, he was far too strong. He couldn’t call anyone, or convince his girlfriend to ask him to leave. A phone would come up then, and a video of her straight boyfriend shaking his ass at a webcam. He couldn’t do anything. Except obey.

There was a knock on the door.

Charlie flinched, looked at the white frame. Sniffling, he wiped his nose and slowly rose, grabbing a piece of toilet paper on the way to wipe away his tears. His headache had passed swiftly, his neck felt better. Upon arriving in the bathroom, he had also washed his face. It didn’t make him feel any cleaner. His ass was still piping-hot, and he could still barely sit. He didn’t think he could stand another spanking. That was why he opened the door.

Abdul appeared in the doorway, a nasty smile on his big lips. “I like your girlfriend,” he said casually. “You didn’t tell me she rides horses. I love bitchy equestrians.”

“She doesn’t,” muttered Charlie, swiping his eyes over the floor.

“She dresses like she does.”

“It’s because she thinks it makes her look posh.”

“A posh whore,” snickered Abdul. “Can’t wait to fuck her.”

Twitching on the spot, Charlie frowned, shuffling uneasily back and forth. He kept quiet, kept his gaze down, unable to look up and meet the piercing eyes of the stranger.

“So this is what we’re going to do,” said Abdul after a while, taking a hold of the top of the doorway, stretching out his arms. “You’re going to ask her for a threeway.”

“What-..” Charlie began, looking up with doe eyes. “She’s not going to want to sleep with you just because you’re in our house, and-..”

Abdul promptly cut him off. “No. She’s going to sit on my fat dick because she watched me beat up your sissy ass in front of her. And you’re going to tell her it’s okay.”

Charlie frowned further. “She isn’t going to want too.”

Abdul flashed a wicked grin. “Wanna bet?”

Lowering his eyes, Charlie stared daggers at the floor. If he had stared any longer, he was certain he’d have sliced slits in the planks, but Abdul wouldn’t let him. He approached.

“You’re going to ask for a threeway,” he said, and now his voice was cold. “And when she says yes, you’re going to fuck off to a corner, and watch me fuck her stupid.”

Charlie felt a hand on the top of his head. Glaring, he threw the black man a furious glance. He only laughed in response, beginning to push Charlie downwards.

“But first,” continued Abdul, “You’re going to drop to your knees and beg me to fuck your dumb girlfriend. You’re gonna let me know just how much she needs black dick, and then you’re gonna thank me for giving it to her. If not-.. I’mma drag your poor ass downstairs and give that fat boy booty another whopping. Right in front of sweet little Sophie.”

Parting his lips wide, Charlie gasped, unable to keep up on his shaky legs. He let himself fall to his knees, gently, but kept his gaze up, a pout forming on his kissers.

“That’s a good little bitch,” snickered Abdul. “Now go on. Beg.”

Charlie said nothing.

“Aight. I’mma count to three. One-..”

“Please fuck my girlfriend,” muttered Charlie.

“What’s that? I couldn’t hear you.”

“Pl-.. Please fuck my girlfriend. She needs black dick,” said Charlie, a little louder. Before he spoke, he tore his eyes away from the black man. He couldn’t stomach looking at him.

“You’re fucking pathetic,” snickered Abdul. Grasping the collar of his hoodie, he yanked it over the top of his head and discarded it on the floor. Charlie lifted his gaze slightly. Chiseled black abs now took up his whole view. Charlie had always wanted abs.

Downstairs, he heard his girlfriend rummaging around in the kitchen. The television was still on, the sound of energic voices trying to drown each other out audible.

“I’mma need some deodorant,” said Abdul. He didn’t say another word. He didn’t have too. Without a word, Charlie tried to rise, but once again felt a hand on the top of his head.

“No,” continued the black man. “On your knees.”

Ushering a shaky sigh, Charlie obeyed. Lip trembling, he spun on his knees, crawling over the sink in the middle of the room. He could feel the eyes on him as he straightened up and reached for the oblong little bottle by the glass, that contained two toothbrushes.

“Hurry up, sissy bitch.”

The sheer heat on his cheeks betrayed his blush. After grabbing the deodorant, Charlie fell back to his knees, awkwardly crawling back with his eyes on the floor.

“Stand up.”

Charlie obeyed. His eyes never left the creamy tiles.

A dark hand shot out for the deodorant, tearing it out of his grip. Charlie winced, tensed, sloped his shoulders forward. In the corner of his eye, he saw Abdul raise his arm overhead while uncorking the oblong bottle. But then he suddenly paused. And grinned.

“You know what-.. I think you should lick it, sissy boy.”

Charlie froze, lifted his gaze. Wide eyes found Abdul, then the unshaved armpit. It looked sweaty there, the curly hairs intertwined and a touch moist. He hesitated.

The slap came quickly. The flat of the manly hand struck him square across the cheek with such force his head was flung sideways, leaving a flaming sting.

“You said you’d do anything for a black man. Lick my fucking armpit, bitch.”

Cowering, Charlie cupped his cheek. The slap hadn’t just been painful, but it had also caught him off-guard, completely surprised him. He really didn’t want another.

“I’mma count to three. One-.. Two-..”

Charlie leapt forth, parted his lips, stuck his tongue out. It cut Abdul off, who went silent and merely watched while he kept his arm up, flashing his armpit. As soon as Charlie was within reach, the black man grasped him by the back of his hair, tugging him closer. His bully pulled him face first underneath his arm, squishing his nose into the bush of pubes, mashing his lips against the wet skin, smothering him with the musky armpit.

“Mmmph,” protested Charlie, squirming a little. Abdul held him tightly.

“Shut the fuck up and lick it,” he sneered.

Squeezing his eyes shut, his face twisting into a grimace, Charlie flattened the surface of his tongue against the sweaty skin. The pubes tickled his nose, and the armpit tasted of sweat, cheese and man. Softly, he licked upwards, unable to contain a whine of disgust.

“Yeaah, that’s a good white boy,” the black man teased, then yanked his armpit back and gave Charlie a rough push. He tumbled over, fell upon his bum, shuddering as he grasped a black hair from out of his lips. Abdul, applying deodorant, laughed mockingly.

“Don’t look at me like that, bitch. It’s called paying reparations.”

They went downstairs. Abdul wouldn’t let him brush his teeth, grabbing him by the shoulders, pushing him towards the staircase. When they reached the kitchen, Charlie was given an encouraging pat on the ass - which stung - and was left to wander inside, his head down.

Sophie sat by the table, flipping through a paperback. The front cover depicted a bare-chested man riding a black horse. He didn’t recognize the author.

She briefly looked at him when he dragged his feet inside, her eyes quickly sweeping over the doorway at his rear. When she saw no one there, she frowned a little.

“I’ve-.. I’ve come to ask you something,” Charlie began. She didn’t let him finish.

“Did your friend go home? I thought he was staying,” she muttered, pretending to return to her paperback. Charlie saw how her eyes kept flicking to the doorway.

“No,” he muttered after a while. She had taken off her jacket now, and the white shirt, left wearing nothing but a thin, sleeveless T with a prominent cleavage.

Sophie perked up. “Oh-.. Is he staying for dinner?”

Charlie nodded his head. His girlfriend shrugged, pretended not to care, kept reading her page. “Well. You better get started, babe. I’d like something good. Maybe lasagne.”

Charlie caught a scoff stemming from the living room. He frowned.

“I don’t-.. I wasn’t planning on making dinner yet,” he said. “I uh-.. I have something that I wanna ask you. If maybe uhm-..”

Sophie completely ignored him, her gaze locked on the book. Charlie fell silent, shuffled back and forth on his feet, swept his eyes over the cute, beige breeches she wore.

“Oh,” said Sophie suddenly. “I think your friend forgot to take his shoes off. The hallway looks terrible. You’re going to have to clean that as soon as he leaves.”

Another scoff from the living room. A mocking scoff.

“Yes,” nodded Charlie, casting a quick glare in the direction of the sofa. He saw the top of a black head sticking out from the backrest, but the audio on the television was turned down.

“I-.. I really have to talk to you,” continued Charlie. This time, she finally bothered to give him attention, lowering the book, staring up at him with a blank and bored expression.

“I was thinking,” he began, desperately searching for the words. He knew he wouldn’t have her attention for long. She never had any patience for him. “I was thinking-.. I was thinking maybe we should try-.. I was thinking maybe we should try a threeway…”

Sophie blanched. “Is that a joke?”

Squirming, Charlie shook his head, lowering his gaze.

“You want a threeway? With your friend?”

“I-.. I was thinking maybe we could try.”

Sophie scoffed. And then put the book away. “Huh,” she said, surprise clear in her voice. Her gaze drifted off to the doorway, to the sofa, to the top of the black head.

“It’s-.. It’s only if you want. You can say no.”

He barely had time to finish his sentence.

“Yes,” said Sophie quickly, her voice void of much emotion. “Yes, we can try a threeway, but-.. I mean, I never expected you to wanna share me, and-.. With-.. With him?”

Sinking forward, Charlie was unable to muster up a response. He simply blushed, packed his chin, glanced down at her feet. Once again, Abdul came to the rescue.

He appeared in the doorway, shirtless, chiseled abs on full display. He grasped the top of the doorway - like he had done in the bathroom - stretching the muscles on his stomach.

Sophie looked his way immediately. Her lips parted a little, and her fingers found a loose strand of hair which she began to play with. Now she was also struck speechless.

“Well. I’m up for it if you are,” said Abdul, as if it was the most casual request in the world. It was then that Charlie saw his girlfriend’s eyes drop. And then turn huge.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Just before Sophie disappeared into the bathroom, she cast a smile over her shoulder. They both stood behind her, watched her sway her hips. But her smile wasn’t directed at Charlie.

The black man flashed her a grin, edging closer to Charlie. His presence was so powerful that Charlie had to fight not to take a step back, give him room.

“Now remember,” said Abdul, not looking at him. His eyes were fixated at the bathroom door. There was no doubt about which thoughts were filling up his mind. “Your girlfriend might feel sorry for you, but she’s only doing this because she needs black dick. That’s why you’ll go sit in a corner and politely refuse to join us. Though she’s probably not gonna remember you.”

Huffing, Charlie nodded slightly. That was not enough.

Abdul grabbed him by the back of his hair, yanking his neck back, forcing him to look up. He leaned closer, sneering into his ear. “This is what you wanted. You wanted to serve black men, do anything for their pleasure. You’ve got what you wanted. Now thank me, bitch.”

“Th-.. Thank you,” gasped Charlie, grabbing the stranger for balance.

“Black dick is better than white. Say it.”

Flustered, Charlie desperately tried to look away, avert his gaze. He felt his blush blossom up on his cheeks like someone had just lit them on fire.

Abdul yanked him back, forced him to keep eye contact. “Say it.”

“Black-..” groaned Charlie, feeling the pressure in his pants. He briefly glanced towards the bathroom door. Sophie could resurface at any moment. “Black-..”

“Bitch, I swear. I’mma clap your ass in front of her.”

“Black dick is better than white,” squealed Charlie, his own little prick throbbing in the confines of his trousers. His eyes never left Abdul, who smirked nastily.

“White boys don’t deserve pussy. Say it.”

“Wh-.. White boys don’t deserve pussy.”

Abdul snickered, shook his head, quickly released Charlie the moment the bathroom door came up. Sophie appeared in the doorway, a wild look plastered to her features, wearing nothing but a matching set of a bra and panties. She bit her bottom-lip coyly.

She threw herself at Abdul like a wildcat, wrapped her paws around him, dug her claws into the bare skin on his back. She came at him so swiftly, Charlie had to stagger backwards. He grabbed her by the thighs, forced her to wrap them around his waist, stumbled towards the bedroom door, struggling to navigate with the pair of tits mashed up in his face.

“Get the fucking door,” commanded Abdul, and Charlie hurried to slip past them, reaching the door just in time to clear their way. They ignored him as they tumbled past, lips tightly pressed together, the black man easily carrying her over to the king-sized bed.

Charlie could only watch as Abdul, stopping a few feet short of the bed, threw Sophie down upon the mattress, leaving her to bounce for but a moment before he followed her down.

Trying to get up, Sophie was stopped short by the black man, who casually mounted her and reached for her wrists. A grin was plastered on her face. Her eyes shone with lust.

Besides a bed, the bedroom contained a desk, and with it a computer, two night-tables, a few lamps, and a single chair in the far corner of the room, facing the couple. Charlie, who had no idea of what to do with himself, awkwardly scratched his elbow and set way for the chair. He sat down quietly without taking his eyes off of Sophie, who was giggling girlishly beneath the skinny, lanky frame. He had found her wrists and was pinning her down, and she was faking a struggle, her gaze lovingly plastered at him.

It was as if Charlie was no longer in the room with them.

A dark hand slipped between her legs. It touched the fabric of her soft panties, crept to her crotch, gave it a quick slap. She flinched, surprise written all over her pretty face.

“I knew you were a dirty little whore,” teased Abdul, grabbing her by the crotch. She bit her bottom-lip, arched her back, pressed against his hand.

Charlie only cringed in his chair.

“I told your little boyfriend I would have the first round with you,” he continued, leaning down to bite at her neck. It led to further giggling. “And then he can have seconds.”

“Oh my god. You’re so bad,” snickered Sophie, throwing a brief glance at Charlie. “Don’t worry, babe. He’s only joking. You can come and join us if you’d like.”

Charlie swallowed. “I’m-.. I’m fine right here.”

He tried to smile. It didn’t matter.

She was no longer looking his way.

Her bra came off quickly. It was the first to go, the result of a rough hand grabbing the lingerie, then tearing it off without a care for the fabric. It ripped, and the two pale tits plopped out of their constraints, wobbling on the feminine chest.

“Careful,” whined Sophie. “Charlie gave me those for my birthday!”

“Shut your mouth,” retorted Abdul, grabbing her by the shoulders, flipping her over. She yelped as he forced her to roll over upon her stomach, looking back with wide eyes.

“It’s-.. It’s okay,” Charlie tried to say. No one paid him any attention.

“I’mma enjoy fucking this booty,” growled Abdul, and Sophie could not keep from cracking up, covering her mouth prettily as she giggled, giving her backside a quick shake.

Charlie had never seen her like this before. It was like she was a new person. Squirming in his chair, he let his hands rest on his lap, covering up the little nub that now stood rigid.

“Fuck me then,” she teased back at him, then ushered a high-pitched scream as he grabbed her by the panties, hoisted her up, yanked her up and down, trying to tear them. The fabric wouldn’t give, and Sophie ended up bobbing up and down, wincing at the wedgie.

“You can just-.. You can just take them off,” muttered Charlie softly.

Once again, no one paid him any attention.

It took them a while to rip. But finally, they did.

Sophie screamed again, collapsing face first with the mattress, laughing hysterically. Her lover silenced her, put his hand on the back of her head, pressed her into the sheets. His other hand tugged on his trousers, and before long, a half-erect cock sprung out.

A massive, fat, black dick that dropped heavily on a pale buttcheek.

Sophie froze, went wide-eyed. “Is-.. Is that-..”

“Is it too big for you, bitch?”

It was so hard to stomach the arrogant smile that spread across the black lips. It was even harder to watch the way Sophie perked up, glanced over her shoulder, gasped in awe.

“Oh my god,” she said, baffled, and there was real admiration to be found in her voice.

“Is it bigger than what you’re used too?” asked Abdul, grinning wickedly. Charlie clenched his fists. Abdul knew the answer. He didn’t have to ask. There was no point in asking.

Sophie nodded her head slowly. A touch of concern adorned her face.

“It’ll fit,” the black man promised, leaning over her. Their eyes met, and she scooted herself backwards, gnawing on her lip. It took a while before she nodded meekly.

“Okay,” she said, her voice quivering. “Try.”

Abdul scoffed. “Is that how you ask for dick?”

Narrowing her eyes, Sophie looked uncertain. It didn’t last long. The slap that clapped across her buttcheek made her yelp, twitch, pull a face. He was upon her before she had a chance to say another word, grasping her roughly by the tight ponytail.

“I want to hear you beg for it,” sneered Abdul. “I want to hear how much you need my black dick, or you’re not getting any tonight, silly bitch.”

Her mouth was a circle. A circle of surprise.

Charlie could barely sit still. His prick was straining against his boxers, desperate to find a way to plop free from the tight trousers. He stared at Sophie with big eyes.

“I’m-..” Sophie began. Abdul interrupted her. The second slap was aimed at the same spot on her ass, the manly hand whacking her across the rump. She hissed, cussed, bit her teeth together. His only response was dragging her head further back, straining her neck.

“Beg for my fat dick. In front of your sissy boyfriend.”

A blush crept up on her pretty face. Her pale cheeks went a rosy red. But Charlie could see the way she began to move her hips, rub her butt against her lover. It hurt.

“I want-..” she whispered, “I want your black dick.”

Abdul shook his head. “Louder.”

“I-.. I want your black dick.”

Another spank. Another yelp.

“Fuck! Ngh-.. I want your fat black dick!” squealed Sophie finally, her face twisted into a grimace of discomfort. She briefly managed to tear a hand out of his grip, reach for her bottom to protect the spot where she was struck, but Abdul quickly got her wrist.

“Do you wanna be blacked?” her lover asked, descending down to growl into her ear. At the same time, he scooted sideways, letting his fat dick drop between the pale buttcrack.

Sophie shivered, shut her eyes. “Ye-.. Yes. I want to be blacked.”

“I’mma turn your white ass into a black cock whore,” continued Abdul, releasing her wrists with a sneer. Before Sophie had a chance to do anything, a black forearm wrapped itself around her throat, leaving her stuck in his powerful grip. His free hand descended, dragged down the small of her back, slid over her plump buttocks. It found the fat beast of a cock that lay snuggled between the pair of creamy buttcheeks, and slowly brought it down between her legs. It was too much for Sophie, who ushered a shaky moan, stiffening up.

“I’mma fuck you like a dumb whore while your pussy boyfriend watches. And there’s nothing that little white boy can do to stop me. I’mma claim this fat booty, bitch.”

Sophie moaned louder. She was pressing backwards, slowly, a mixture of pain and pleasure spreading across her features. Her lips came up. Her tongue poked out.

He was sliding into her.


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The floor was creaking. The chair was shaking. The bed was rocking.

“Holy fucking shit,” cried Sophie, but her lover, bouncing his pelvis up and down on her quivering backside, was quick to silence her. He slipped a few fingers between her lips and pressed them deep into her mouth, exploring the wet, warm cavity.

“You stupid, white whore,” roared Abdul, slamming himself down upon her butt with all the might he could muster. Sophie shook, her blue eyes rolling into the back of her head.

Charlie had curled up on the chair, biting idly on a nail, warily watching the scene. It frightened him, the way the black beast of a man pounded his girlfriend. He was so rough with her, called her names, slapped her on the ass. And she was loving it.

He didn’t wanna get between them. He was afraid of what Abdul might do.

“You’re so fucking huge,” groaned Sophie, after the black fingers left her mouth. They were dripping with spit. Abdul smeared it off on the side of her face.

“I’m bigger than your little white boy,” retorted her lover, grabbing the back of her head, pushing her face into the mattress, throwing his hips up and down, slamming himself balls deep inside her pink flower. Charlie couldn’t see it, but he could hear it squelch.

Below him, Sophie arched her back, stretched out upon the bed, tried to force her bottom higher, but the constant thrusts pounded her back onto the surface of the bed. He had her trapped completely and was fucking her into submission, hammering her so hard with his hips her pale buttocks were taking on a pink colour.

“Y-.. Yeees,” squealed Sophie, wrestling her face out from the sheets. “You’re much bigger than my boyfriend! You’re-.. Fuck-.. You’re so much bigger than him!”

“I’mma give you a fat belly,” groaned Abdul, pummeling his hips forward, panting heavily from the effort. “I’mma put a black baby in that thin tummy, you stupid bitch!”

“No,” muttered Charlie, widening his eyes.

“Yes!” screamed Sophie. It was an ear-piercing scream.

The hand that held her by the throat flexed. The hips pounding the fat ass came to a brief stop, and then Abdul rolled sideways, bringing Sophie along. They fell on their sides, and now they lay at a sideways angle, the wriggling girl forced to face Charlie.

He saw the way the black hand slid up to her chest, the way the dark fingers roughly grasped a handful of quivering breast, squishing it painfully between his digits.

Sophie whimpered, began to squirm in his grip.

“Spread your legs, bitch,” growled Abdul, his eyes flicking up at Charlie. The smirk which spread across his lips was nasty. It was a terrifying smile. His hand kept kneading the breast like soft dough, utterly oblivious to the worming and squirming of his little lover.

Shutting her eyes, she obeyed. And Charlie felt his jaw drop.

The pink lips tightly hugging the black monster of a cock were spread to such an extent, he thought they might rip at any moment. He was filling her to the brim, forcing the dripping lips to strain to accommodate the massive girth. She had swollen around the throbbing dick, her juices flowing freely down the length of the shaft, dribbling softly onto the sheets below.

“This is how a real cock looks like,” said Abdul, baring his teeth in a wicked grin. “Whip yours out, bitch. Let’s see how a little white boy measures up to this.”

Sophie, drunk on cock, a dreamy expression straddling her face, seemed completely oblivious to his words. As Abdul slowly pushed another few inches inside, she merely tilted her head onto his boulder of a shoulder, her eyes rolling into the back of her head.

Nibbling on his thumb, Charlie flushed up a bright-red. And hesitated.

“Whip it out,” sneered Abdul. “Or I’mma take this bitch home with me.”

Sophie dragged her cloudy eyes over the floor, up to the chair, looked absentmindedly his way. Until Abdul thrust himself balls deep inside, forcing her to wince.

Taking a deep breath, Charlie found his hand moving for his zipper. It unzipped the front of his jeans, crept inside, grasped his half-flaccid prick and pulled it out. Awkwardly squirming in his chair, he grasped the nub with two fingers, bit his lip, began to wank, gently.

Abdul cracked up.

“It’s not his fault-.. Oh my god-.. It’s not his fault,” squealed Sophie, cut off as the pair of hips behind her began to pick up the pace, driving the fat cock in and out of her blushing pussy.

“Tell me what you think of that pathetic fucking cock,” roared Abdul, the pace of his breath picking up. The hand on her breast came up, came down, gave her a firm slap.

Twitching, Sophie screamed, “It-.. It looks like a white little worm!”

Charlie also twitched, like he was slapped. And then wanked faster.

“I-.. I hate his little babydick,” continued Sophie, her voice distant, full of pleasure. She spread herself out upon the black frame, leaving her lover to manhandle her. Now she lay upon him, but that did not stop the black man, who was punishing her with thrusts so hard she was bobbing up and down on his front, her shaky legs spread submissively.

The little white prick stood rigid. A pressure was building up in his balls. Charlie could barely breathe, yanking himself furiously to the sight of Abdul banging into his girlfriend. His gaze swept over her chest, watched her plump tits bounce as she moaned.

It didn’t take long before she screamed.

Her frame shook like she was having a seizure, her hands grasped the sheets and clenched them to the point where her knuckles blanched, her toes twisted and curled, her thighs flexed, her back arched, her eyes shot up. And then she came.

Out from the pink lips, stretched and plump, shot a squirt. Her heart-wrenching scream lasted for so long that Charlie began to worry about their neighbors. She coated the black dick in a thick layer of juice, carelessly spraying it out on the dark surface. It trickled down between her legs, dripping into the bush of black pubes beneath.

Charlie, who had never seen her cum like that, gawked.

As if life itself had left her, Sophie simply collapsed on top of her lover, her ragged breathing taking on the rhythm of his vicious thrusts. She let him use her, fuck her like a doll, and Abdul kept holding her by the throat, letting the rest of her petite frame bounce.

Groaning, the black man pummeled her butt with his hips, driving himself as deep as he could reach with each and every hump, the sound of flesh clapping against flesh sounding through the little bedroom. He was close now, evident by the way his face twisted, the way his free hand grasped at her wobbling tits, the way his massive balls pulled up.

“I’mma knock-..” Abdul panted, “I’mma knock your bitch up.”

“Yes,” whispered Charlie, his face radiating heat, jerking his little nub as fast as he possibly could. “Yes-.. Please-.. Please knock her up. I’m-.. I’m begging you.”

Sophie opened her eyes, tilted her head to the side, looked at him. Her tongue was hanging out of her mouth, flopping around as they humped, an absent expression on her face.

“I’mma leave you a black baby,” roared Abdul, hurling Sophie to the side, throwing her on her stomach, grasping her hips, hoisting them up so that she lay face down and ass up. He slammed himself into her rump, the plump buttcheeks wobbling and quivering.

“Please leave me a black baby,” squealed Charlie, feeling his own balls pull up in the confines of his trousers. “I wanna be a nanny!”

Suddenly, Sophie shot her eyes up.

Abdul growled, drove his dick balls deep, yanked the wide hips of his lover back so that her ass flattened out across his hairy pelvis. His fat balls were spasming between his legs.

“Oh my god,” said Sophie, her voice quivering. Her face found the sheets, and Charlie saw her bite down on it, her pink cheeks flushing up and taking on a fiery scarlet colour.

Breathing heavily, Abdul withdrew. His enormous dick plopped out from the twitching flower that kept on trying to milk him with an audible pop. It swayed proudly, linked to the swollen pussy by a rope of white goo. He left Sophie there to leak, face down and butt up, while his potent seed flowed out of her gaping, ruined snatch in a thin stream. Then he stood up.

And made his way for Charlie, the black cock swinging.

Charlie could not stop. He was so close now. Even as Abdul approached him, he kept jerking his little prick, staring up at the black man with huge eyes.

Abdul flicked his fingers at the floor. Charlie obeyed immediately.

Dropping out of the chair, Charlie fell to his knees. Wanking his cock, he bit down on his bottom-lip, followed Abdul with his gaze, looked up at him weakly.

“That booty is mine now,” said Abdul, stepping up directly in front of Charlie, who made wide eyes at the thick, black dick now inches from his face, dripping with cunnyjuice. “If you try to touch it, I’mma beat your ass, and then I’mma fuck it on top of you. Do you understand?”

Charlie nodded, whimpered, jerked faster.

“I’mma come back tomorrow,” the black man continued, straightening up, pressing his junk even further up in Charlie’s face. The stench of dick lay heavy in the air. “And then, I’mma have that slut suck on my fat balls while you cook us dinner. Is that understood?”

Whining softly, Charlie meekly agreed.

“Open your mouth, bitch.”

The pressure in his balls clouded his mind. Without hesitation, Charlie split his lips, stuck his tongue out, frantically jerking his nub between his thumb and his pointy finger.

Clearing his throat, Abdul bent over, a ball of spit on the flat of his tongue. It dropped, fell through the air, landed on the extended tongue. Abdul spat in his mouth.

It was too much for Charlie, drove him over the edge.

Two ropes erupted from the tip of his white prick. They did not shoot far, splattering out upon the floor between the black man’s feet. A high-pitched squeal burst out of Charlie, who felt his face flush up with a raging heat, swallowing the glob of spit obediently.

Abdul scoffed mockingly. “Your little bitch ass is pathetic.”

He turned around. A squirming Charlie got a long look of black ass as Abdul spun on his heels and headed for the doorway. And then he was suddenly alone with Sophie.

She lay on her face, still breathing heavily, her bottom pointing high up in the air. He looked at her, then at her pussy, where drops of thick sperm still dripped out.

Charlie didn’t say a word.

She was the first to break the silence.

“That-..” she panted, stirring on the bed. With effort, she rolled over with a wince, spreading her legs, fingers crawling down between her thighs. “That’s the best sex we’ve ever had.”

Charlie cringed, flinched as if struck. But the truth was, he couldn’t disagree.
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