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Blacked Babes

Blacked Babes, a 47’000+ word five-story bundle, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, sph, spanking, sissification, feminization, bullying, black-on-white humiliation, emasculation, first-time-coerced-bi, bbc worship, cuck-on-bull oral, black supremacy, white submission, risk of pregnancy, facesitting, ballbusting, lesbian, lezdom, rear worship and more! This is a naughty bundle stuffed to the brim with explicit and steamy stories that will leave the reader red-hot and blushing. Each story delves deep into the minds of young men who must watch the love of their lives choose bigger, better, stronger partners. And they’re ALWAYS black.

In Black Worship, a naughty internet session leads to a home invasion by a black thug with a thing for bullying white boys before claiming their girlfriends. In Black Bully, a naive twenty-year-old student with a crush on his gorgeous gender studies professor struggles to get himself a date with her while keeping his big, black bully at bay. In Paying His Debt, a small-time criminal must beg his wife for help when he is unable to pay back a debt to a dangerous loan shark with a reputation for enjoying white women. In Pleasing The Bull, a submissive boyfriend is willing to try anything to persuade a black bull to let him stay and watch him claim his brat. In Serving The Bull, a lazy girlfriend tries to convince her wimpy boyfriend to go gay and serve her black lover. In these five dirty tales, the hero isn’t going to get the girl. But if they behave and do as they’re told, their black tormentors might just let them watch. If you love interracial cuckolding, don’t miss out on this sexy bundle!

















New Cuckold Tales ->

Cuckold Workout By Tara Yarn

Cuckold Workout, an 8200+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black supremacy, white inferiority, emasculation, sph, oral, spanking and humiliation. This story contains rough scenes packed full of explicit and sexy details.

Brian is a wimp. He’s turning twenty-years-old and has never had a girlfriend. One day, he finally thinks his luck is about to change when a gorgeous brunette moves into the dorm where he lives. They’ll be sharing a bathroom and a kitchen, and Brian sees that as the perfect opportunity to get closer to someone of the opposite sex. In the beginning, Jenny seems disinterested, but soon Brian believes she’s beginning to develop feelings for him.

Too frightened to ask her out, a timid Brian invites her along to the gym. It’s the perfect plan. This way they will get to know each other better, and he won’t have to take the terrifying step that is asking her out properly. There’s just one problem. When they arrive at the gym, a late Friday evening, they’re not alone. Two jacked bodybuilders with pitch-black skin and scary looks set their eyes on Jenny, and they won’t let a wimpy white boy stand in their way.
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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.
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Blacked Brats By Tara Yarn

Blacked Brats, a 46’000+ word five story bundle, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, sph, spanking, mild sissification and feminization, humiliation, black supremacy, white inferiority, rear worship, risk of pregnancy, bbc worship, foot worship, menage and rough scenes. These five red-hot stories explore the lengths of which bored girlfriends and housewives are willing to go to betray their wimpy white boyfriends for huge bbc.

It doesn’t matter that these five women are taken. They’ll jump at any chance to humiliate and emasculate their partners if it means getting their hands on their black superiors. Black comes first, and these treacherous women know it. Weak and pathetic, the boys who love them cannot do anything to stop it. They’ll simply have to watch as the women they hold dear are taken by their bosses and bullies before their very eyes. Their only hope is that their black betters won’t destroy their wives and girlfriends forever with their monstrous bbcs. Five steamy stories of cruel betrayal and black power, Blacked Brats is a collection of oh-so-wrong cuckold tales packed with descriptive, sexy scenes.
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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 was 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 leaped 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 and 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 peal of 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 you-..”

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 the 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 schoolmates. Used to wrestle. Your little boyfriend here is a bit of a wimp. I wanted to have a little scuffle, 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 to 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 backward. 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 leaped 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 backward. 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 backward, 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 backward, 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 color.

“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 was swelling 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 slapping 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 color.

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 cunny juice. “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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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Nothing could stop him now.

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

Nothing would stop him now.

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

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

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

After a moment of hesitation, Charlie cleared his throat.

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

“You scared me, Sam.”

“I’m-.. I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

“I-.. I was wondering-..”

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

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

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

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

“Fine. What is it?”

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

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

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

“I do have a lot of work, Sam.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We-.. We can go out for a drink.”

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

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

She saw it. And worked her magic.

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

She winked. Sam immediately felt better.

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

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

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

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

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

Then he left her alone with her papers.

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

They were not the ones Sam was worried about.

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

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

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

That was certainly not the case today.

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

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

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

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

Sam stopped. He didn’t say a word.

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

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

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

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

The two blondes gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Sam didn’t crash down on the floor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She managed to get him down. Eventually.

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

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

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

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

Sam felt his heart skip a beat.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

A pity date. That’s what it was.

A pity date. But a date nonetheless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sam nodded.

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

Sam nodded.

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

Sam, a young man with no job, nodded.

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

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

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

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

“What-.. What about them?”

“Do they bully you?”

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

“It’s okay. You can tell me, Sam.”

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

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

Sam raised an eyebrow, then nodded slightly.

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

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

Sam, hiding a grimace, nodded half-heartedly.

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

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

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

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

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

Sam felt his heart skip a beat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is the moment of truth, Sam thought.

The terrifying moment of truth.

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

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

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

There was a sudden pause, a moment of silence.

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

And then she snorted.

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

It did not help at all.

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

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

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

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

Terrified, Sam looked up at her with doe eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Awkwardly, Sam rose, leaned in for a hug.

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

A pity date. That’s what it was.

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


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

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

Nibbling on his bottom-lip, Sam carefully entered.

And immediately regretted it.

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

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

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

They grabbed him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right,” Samantha said, giggling girlishly.

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

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

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

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

They were dragging him towards a toilet.

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

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

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

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

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

Trevon let him up. Sam gasped for air.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She never once looked him in the eye.

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

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

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

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

“That’s much better.”

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

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

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

They didn’t care about his protests.

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

“Watch the makeup,” gasped Samantha.

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

“Get his pants!”

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

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

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

“Please do-..”

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

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

“You’ll do anything?”

“I’ll do anything!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then he farted.

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

Sam groaned. Trevon snickered.

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

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

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

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

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

But Sam knew what he needed to do.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A thong lay there, twisted and wet.

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

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

The scent made him moan.

Footsteps. Someone was coming.

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

Anyone could have mistaken him for a girl now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then moved out of the way.

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

Sam didn’t want to be here.

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

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

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

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

Something stirred in the background. Sam jumped.

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

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

Sam squirmed uncomfortably. Jane ushered a deep sigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Speak up, Sam. So we can hear you.”

“Well. I-.. He-..”

“I told you to speak up.”

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

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

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

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

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

“And-.. And then Trevon-.. Uhm-..”

“And then Trevon did what?”

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

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

“And you let him?”

“W-.. What?”

“I mean-.. Did you retaliate?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

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

Sam, speechless, could only stare blankly.

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

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

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

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

“Then why does he always-..”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But she never pulled away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then Trevon pounced him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But that was reserved for real men.

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

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

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

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

“He’s a-.. He’s a dick god. Jane-..”

“Sam.”

“I-.. I love you.”

“And I love black cock.”

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

“I’ll do anything for you-..”

“You’ll do anything?”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

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

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

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

“What are you waiting for, white boy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jane saw it. And tried to make it better.

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

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

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

And then she farted.

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Everyone was staring at him.

The silverback of a man walking two steps ahead cast angry glances at the people looking their way, his fingers tightening around the handle of the black bat he was dragging.

A young man, his body a withered husk, looked up as they passed him by, feverishly scratching his thin neck. An empty syringe lay by his side.

A trio of thugs, standing hunched over and close together, quit talking the moment Ryan slipped past them. Their tattooed torsos were bare, and one of them had a machete stuck in his belt. Clearing his throat, Ryan dropped his gaze to the floor, walking on in silence.

An armored door blocked their path, guarded by a tall, brown-skinned youth dressed in a military jacket. He was holding a leash, attached to a Doberman that sat by his feet.

The silverback turned around and looked at him with weary eyes. With a simple gesture of his hand, he told Ryan to turn around. Without a word, Ryan obeyed.

The giant patted him down briskly. He didn’t miss a spot, rummaging through every pocket on the fancy - but well-worn and dirty - attire. After Ryan had lost his phone and wallet, the doorman nodded at the youth in the military jacket, who dragged the growling dog away.

The door slid open. Ryan held his breath.

A woman sat behind the desk situated at the end of the room. She was the first one he spotted. He knew Nicki well - even though he often wished he didn’t.

There was another woman in the room. She sat on a crate, her legs spread wide, an automatic rifle leaning against her tree trunk thigh. A cigarette was stuck to her lips.

Nicki, as colorful as ever, beckoned Ryan inside. The doorman wasted no time grasping him by the collar of his matted tuxedo shirt, shoving him inside. The door shut behind him.

That’s when he saw the boy on all fours. He couldn’t have been more than twenty, his youthful visage twisted in a grimace of pain. The boy was naked, his scrawny arms quivering. It didn’t take Ryan long to see why. Nicki had propped her feet up on his bony back, the heels of her black stilettos digging into his skin. The boy was whimpering.

“Ryan,” said Nicki, pouting her lips, colored a sparkly pink. The other woman, watching him silently from the dark corner, blew a gush of smoke in his direction.

“Goddess Nicki,” Ryan bowed his head a bit, then waited. He didn’t straighten up until he saw a smirk creep up on those plump lips. “It’s- I have a problem.”

“You have many problems,” Nicki retorted, bringing a small brush to her nails. It was then that he spotted the bottle of nail polish on the table, along with an army knife, a bag of white powder and a ping pong racket. He didn’t think the ping pong racket fit in.

“We’re just talking a few more days, Nicki. I-”

“Your debt was due three days ago, Ryan,” she cut him off, bringing her nails up to apply the finishing touches. The polish, silver-colored, stood in stark contrast to her brown skin.

The woman in the corner moved, rattling the rifle. Swallowing, Ryan looked in that direction briefly. His gaze fell upon a flag that hung on the wall, three stripes of green and white.

“I swear, Nicki. I just need three more days.”

“It’s too late, Ryan. Give me my money.”

The boy beneath her feet collapsed on an elbow. Nicki hissed, grasped the ping pong racket from the table, leaned forward and smacked his balls with the flat side. He howled like a hurt dog but did get back up, his arms trembling. Ryan, flinching, said nothing.

“You have no money to give me,” snickered Nicki, exchanging the racket for the knife. She planted the tip in the palm of her hand, playing with the terrifying blade. “Too bad.”

She stood up, prodding the naked boy with her heel. He scurried off to the side like an obedient puppy. She had so little in the middle. Or maybe it was just the sheer size of her ass that dwarfed her waist. Her tiny leather jacket, pink with white stripes, was unbuttoned to give her a plunging neckline, where her mocha breasts swallowed up a golden chain. “I like you, Ryan. You’re one of my favorites. But you can’t keep getting away with this.”

“I’m sorry, Nicki,” Ryan muttered, lowering his eyes after he saw her circle the desk. She flicked her fingers. He immediately scrambled down to his knees.

“That’s not good enough.” Her hip brushed against his cheek, a chill ran up his spine. Her voluptuous figure slipped up behind him. A moment later, a hand grasped him by the hair.

“Maybe I should give you to my men,” Nicki whispered, kissing the air. “Put you in a sweet little pink dress and place that white booty in a hole in the wall? No?”

Ryan, gritting his teeth, kept his mouth shut. Nicki giggled.

“Or how about we find ourselves a little septic tank and drop you in it? How long would it take you to come up with my money then? Hm?”

A blade found his throat, scraping his three-day-stubble. Ryan froze to the spot, except for his hands, which he fought to keep still. They wouldn’t stop shaking.

“If I had your money,” he said with effort, “I’d pay you. I swear.”

“You didn’t have to buy that house,” Nicki teased, tugging him into her thighs, patting his cheek. “You could’ve waited until you could afford it. Like a good little boy.”

“It wasn’t my call, Nicki. She’d have left me. You know s-”

“Yes,” Nicki lowered the knife. Gasping, Ryan collapsed. “Your little cake. She certainly expects a lot from her husband. When did you marry? Was it last summer?”

“It’s not her,” Ryan winced, rubbing at his throat, trailing a finger over the thin cut that could now be felt on his skin. “It’s her father. He doesn’t approve.”

“Of course he doesn’t approve, silly. He thinks you’re a good-for-nothing loser who never went to college, with no job in sight. Or have you told him something else?”

A trick question. A trap.

“I’m on benefits, Nicki. I get checks.”

“Yet you cannot pay me.”

A high heel wriggled itself between his legs, forcing him to part his thighs. It slid over the floor towards his crotch. Clenching his teeth, Ryan braced himself.

“You know I want something,” said Nicki, hands on her hips. The only natural source of light in the cramped room stemmed from a narrow slit of window situated on the left wall near the ceiling, guarded on both sides by solid iron bars. The afternoon sun shone through that window, the gold and silver rings on her fingers sparkling in the orange light.

The sharp heel found his crotch, dug around in the loose fabric, sought for his balls. A sudden prod made him reach out and grasp her ankle. The rattling of a rifle made him release her and drop his hands submissively back down to his sides, wheezing in pain as the colorful woman set her heel on a nut, and started to apply pressure.

“You know how it works,” continued Nicki casually, twisting her heel. Squeezing his eyes shut, Ryan tried to stifle a whimper. “No money means something else.”

The heel slid backward, away from his crotch. Sloping his shoulders with a wince, Ryan quickly cupped the front of his trousers, his breath fast and ragged.

“Something else,” repeated Nicki, clicking her tongue. Her voluptuous figured towered over him, cast a shadow on his frame. The knife, sharp and fierce, hung still by her hip.

“I’ll give you anything,” Ryan said with effort. In his trousers, his balls were aching, a sickening sensation creeping up from his crotch into his stomach.

Nicki snorted. “From here on out, you will pay me seventy percent. That’s not just to cover your debt, Ryan, but for life. That is not a suggestion.”

Seventy percent. He’d never be able to make it on thirty percent, he thought. But then his eyes swept over the sharp blade, and he forced himself to nod.

“You’re not going to get away with a dip of your head, Ryan.”

His face twisted. “Y- Yes, Goddess Nicki. Seventy percent.”

Thirty percent. Fifty percent. Seventy percent. It never stopped.

She stood firm, sliding the army knife up and down the back of her hand. “But you’ve been a very bad boy. I think you need to be taught a lesson.”

His eyes trailed up her curvy form. She was smirking down at him, a quick giggle escaping her pillowy lips the moment their eyes met. A part of him wanted to beg. Fall to his knees and cry at her feet until she dismissed him as a pathetic little boy not even worth the time it would take to punish him. But the last shred of pride he had left stood in the way.

Biting her tongue, Nicki squatted down. A hand cupped his cheek, guided him to gaze into those deep brown eyes. Baring her teeth in a grin, she whispered softly into his ear.

A shaky sigh escaped his lips. Her lips grazed the tip of his earlobe as she kept murmuring with that soft and sweet voice until his face was pale, and his knuckles clenched.

“That’s what I want. That’s your punishment,” said Nicki, standing up. Ryan, glaring at the floor, fought to keep his trembling lips shut. It was a miracle he made it.

“Awh,” Nicki placed a hand on the top of his head, patting him like a puppy. “Is itty bitty Ryan unhappy with my decision? Maybe he thinks it’s unfair?”

Quivering, Ryan swallowed down the words lingering at the tip of his tongue. It cost him a great deal effort to look up, and then slowly shook his head.

A snicker from the corner. A touch of heat flushing upon his face.

“Good boy,” Nicki sank her fingers into his hair and then began to turn. Ryan, staring straight ahead, soon had his vision filled up with a fat ass. The booty shorts she wore was a size too small, her plump buttocks devouring the cotton string. A pair of pink lips had been inked onto the brown skin. It told Ryan exactly what was expected of him.

The words she had whispered into his ear soared through his mind, but the fat ass inches from his face was quelling his rebellion. Gentle digits intertwined with his hair, and then they pulled him closer. Ryan, subdued, parted his lips and flattened them over the tattoo.

I’m going to steal her, Ryan. The voice was in his head, but it spoke so clearly it might as well have been her. I’m going to snatch little Bianca right out of your grip.

Shuddering, Ryan plumped his lips and began kissing his way down the bare buttcheek. A short giggle erupted from Nicki, and her fingers tightened around his dark locks. Her butt sent him into what felt like a drunken stupor, stripped him of emotions and lured him under her spell. His mouth sank into the buttock, the tip of his nose caressed the skin. She guided him sideways, led him between her asscheeks with a mocking scoff. Like two brown, soft pillows, they embraced his face and swallowed him up. His nose flattened against the thin strip of fabric, and his mushed lips struggled to kiss it. Deep darkness had enveloped his world, and somewhere far away, two women were mocking him. He didn’t care.

Nicki shaked her ass, the two buttocks hugging his face quivering and vibrating. They dominated him so easily, threw his face back and forth, beat him into submission.

When she stopped, she stepped away, leaving a gasping Ryan to stare blankly at the doughy buttocks as if he was mesmerized, his face flushed with color.

“I will give you two hours, Ryan,” Nicki released his hair and left him to kneel on the cold floor, swaying her hips back to the desk. “If you don’t show up, I will take your balls.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The car bumped down the gravelly road. Ryan drove along a white fence until he reached a flat area where several other vehicles were parked by a ditch. He left his BMW in front of a fenced field, where a trio of large horses was galloping across the grass, tossing their heads and kicking their hooves. The setting sun bathed the stables in a fantastical orange light, sparkling on the white walls. Two riders occupied the outdoor arena, their muscular mounts cantering in circles on the course. Bianca wasn’t one of them.

Two girls, leaning on the banister watching the riders, looked over their shoulders and threw him sour looks. Tugging up his sleeves, Ryan walked for the stable.

A woman came out. She was much older, probably in her forties, wearing a fancy dark jacket over a frilly white shirt and a pair of beige breeches. She marched briskly his way. It took him a moment to recognize her as the owner. He had met her before.

“I need your help, Ryan,” said the woman, turning on the spot, heading back into the building. After a brief stop, Ryan pulled a face and went after her.

Big stalls decorated the walls of the interior, at least a dozen on each side, stretching all the way down to the end of the structure. Half of them were occupied by big beasts, snorting and stomping their hooves. A crowd of girls dressed in their riding wear was blocking the whole hallway, circling two people, a man, and a woman, arguing loudly.

And of course, one of them had to be Bianca.

Groaning, Ryan attempted to push his way through the wall of people. The owner, who had managed to slip inside the ring, saw him and helped him pave way.

“And if you didn’t mean to look, you could’ve just kept walking. But no, you just had to stop and watch, didn’t you, you filthy creep! I’ve had enough of you!”

Bianca, sneering, stood opposite a broad-shouldered teenager who couldn’t have been more than eighteen, wearing an oversized green jacket and a red cap. A fuzzy beard grew from his chin, hiding what Ryan expected was a very narrow jaw. His face, flushed with color, was twisted in a grimace. Instead of looking her in the eye, he was staring at the floor.

“Bianca,” Ryan tried, but she outright ignored him, turning her attention to the owner, who stood close by, her arms wrapped over her shapely chest.

“I want him gone,” continued his wife, pointing a demanding finger at the blushing man. “I don’t want creeps like him wandering around looking at me.”

“He wasn’t looking at you, Bianca. I saw what happened. I saw him look away as soon as he stumbled into you. If it troubles you that much, then maybe you shouldn’t be peeing out-”

“Great! Blame the victim! I saw him staring at my ass!”

Rubbing his face with the flat of his palm, Ryan sighed. Bianca, who had seen him but hadn’t chosen to acknowledge him, suddenly decided to approach.

“This little creep was staring at me while I was peeing, Ryan,” Bianca thought it a good idea to furiously point her finger back at the man in the green jacket. As if he hadn’t seen him.

“Yeah,” muttered Ryan, grasping her by the hand. He went on to mutter a brief apology to the stable owner, then turned around, dragging a flailing Bianca out of the circle. Digging her nails into his hand, she fought, squirmed and screamed as he led her out of the stable.

“You fucking dick,” Bianca growled as they reached the car. The girls by the fence were staring at them, amused expressions on their faces. “You’re supposed to stand up for me.”

“You’re being paranoid. It’s not the first time. Jacob isn’t creeping on you. As far as I know, he’s gay, Bianca. Get in the car, I need to tell you something.”

“You’re gay,” his wife retorted, yanking up the door to the BMW before slamming it shut behind her. With a deep sigh, Ryan circled the vehicle and got in.

Bianca, staring daggers at the dashboard, her arms crossed over her chest, turned away from him as he put the keys in the ignition. He didn’t start the engine.

“Look,” Ryan huffed, running a hand through his hair. His wife decided to direct her stare as far away from him as she possibly could. “I’m- I’m in trouble, Bianca.”

She didn’t say a word.

“I’m not fucking around here, Bianca. This is serious. I’m- I’ve got into trouble with Nicki. My debt was due three days ago, and- I mean, I can’t fucking pay her.”

A finger shot up. It was her middle finger.

Rubbing his eyes, Ryan groaned. One of the horses on the field in front of the car was approaching on the other side of the fence. It was massive, with hindquarters taller than he was and hooves the size of small dinner plates. It looked at him with dead eyes.

“You should’ve done something,” Bianca muttered tartly.

“What do you want me to do, Bianca,” Ryan turned to face her, “What? Should I kill him? Rip out my gun and put a bullet in his head? Would that make you happy?”

“Well,” Bianca shrugged nonchalantly. “You’re the criminal.”

“You’re out of your fucking mind. You’ve gone completely off the rails.”

“Fine,” Bianca shot him a bright and beaming smile. “Suck my ass.”

Tearing open the door, she got out of the car, leaving but a print of her ass on the seat. Swearing obscenely, Ryan slammed his fist into the dashboard, tore the stick into reverse and backed out to the middle of the flat area. Bianca, storming over the gravel, was soon cut off by the large BMW. Growling, Ryan stumbled out to catch up with her.

“Bia- Bianca, this is serious! This isn’t a fucking joke! I need your help!”

Flipping him off, she kept walking. Ryan jogged to catch up, grabbing her by the hand. She spun on the spot, hissing like a snake. Even the riders on the course were watching them now, having joined the two girls leaning on the fence. They were giggling girlishly.

“Please,” Ryan whispered softly, embracing her hand with both of his. “I know you probably don’t believe me, but you’re the only one who can help me. I mean it, Bianca.”

A white-coated beast of muscle and sinew walked past them. A young woman with amber hair cascading out from underneath a black helmet sat on top, bobbing back and forth on a shiny saddle. Her stallion, raising his tail, dropped a steamy pile of brown apples on the gravel only a few feet away. The rider, blushing, hurried to spur her mount on.

The girls by the fence whistled teasingly. Ryan ignored them.

“Aha,” nodded Bianca. “So when you have a problem, I have to help. But when I am spied on by some creep, you think that’s perfectly oka-”

“Jacob wouldn’t creep on you if I threatened him with a gun! He apologized to you when you knocked him over with your horse, Bianca! He’s bloody terrified of you!”

Bianca snorted. “He could’ve moved out of the way.”

“Yeah, uhm,” Ryan sighed. “Okay. Alright. What do you want?”

Plumping her lips, Bianca pondered. “Well. You still haven’t paid for my course. If you don’t give her the money soon, she’s going to tell me I can’t come here anymore.”

“Yeah,” Ryan sensed his eye twitch, “I’m very sorry about that. It appears I have forgotten your riding course in the middle of desperately trying to pay back the homicidal loan shark to whom I owe a very significant debt. I would be honored if you’d forgive me.”

Her face was void of emotion. A hand shot out, the flat palm extended expectantly.

Taking an oh-so-deep breath, Ryan reached for his back pocket, fetching forth his wallet, plucking out a few notes. After a moment of hesitation, he handed them over.

“Thank you,” Bianca flashed him a bright smile.

“Alright. Thank you. Now what I need you to do is-”

The tip of a finger found his lips, cutting his sentence short. “We’re not done. I haven’t said I am going to help you yet. I want you to do something else.”

Uxoricide. From Latin. The act of murdering one’s wife.

“I want,” Bianca scratched her chin, staring out at nothing in particular. The girls by the fence appeared to have forgotten all about their horses. “I want you to apologize.”

Scoffing, Ryan nodded slowly. Stroking her hand with his thumbs, he edged all the way up to her and looked her right in the eyes. “Fine. I’m sorry, Bianca. I really am.”

A hand fell upon his chest as he stepped closer, curious fingers feeling the fabric. “You have a very nice shirt on today,” Bianca muttered softly. “Hm. Nope. Not good enough.”

She tore herself out of his grasp and turned on her heels, flashing him her middle finger. If she was anyone else, he would’ve broken that finger long ago.

“Bianca. I- Bianca! Would you stop!”

She only made it a few feet before she spun around, cocking her head to the side. Ryan was about to say something when she raised her boot and cut him off.

“Do you remember,” said Bianca, flashing him the dark leather, “when you bought me these for my birthday, and then I found out you got me the cheapest pair?”

Throwing his arms out, Ryan just looked at her, pleadingly.

“I thought so,” nodded Bianca, then plunged her sole into the fresh pile of horse dung. She leaned forward, squishing the brown apples underneath her boot.

“What the fuck are you doing no-”

“I want you,” she continued, hobbling forward, grabbing on to the nearest fence. Facing away from him, she bent her knee, lifting up the muck-stained sole, “to kiss my boot.”

The group of girls in the distance fell silent, squinting, paying close attention. One of them, a dark-haired beauty, occasionally whispered in the ear of her blonde friend, who looked completely lost. Bianca, oblivious to them, simply smiled brightly over her shoulder.

Ryan, narrowing his eyes, hesitated. “Is-.. Is that a joke?”

Bianca kept silent, the sparkling smile beaming on her plump lips. Before Ryan had a chance to say another word, she shook her boot a bit. He blanched.

“Alright. Okay. I’m not kissing your boot,” Ryan tried to smile, but deep down he knew she had him exactly where she wanted him - completely desperate.

“You are kissing my boot if you want my help,” Bianca retorted, brushing a loose strand of hair up behind her ear. “You’ll also apologize, on your knees, and beg.”

The woman who a moment ago rode off on her white beast was coming back, pulling back her reins to stop the stallion in the middle of the road, watching them quietly.

By the stable doors, two girls had come out, supporting themselves on their dung forks. He recognized one of them as Layla, the only one Bianca wasn’t completely at war with.

“I don’t care if they’re watching,” said Bianca, loud enough so that the woman who sat on the horse blushed a bit. “In fact, I want them to watch. Now come on. Be a good boy.”

Parting his lips, Ryan tried to speak but his tongue wouldn’t budge. His gaze kept flicking back and forth at all the people looking on. He knew he’d never be able to look them in the eyes again. Running a hand through his hair, he groaned and stepped closer.

Biting the tip of her tongue, Bianca grinned wickedly, pushing her sole out at him. “On your knees, Ryan,” she said, the moment he was within reach. Glaring, Ryan slowly obeyed.

The sole was all the way up in his face. It was coated with a layer of green and brown, and the black leather underneath could only faintly be made out. It stank of dirty stable.

“Apologize,” Bianca hurried to tear her boot back when he leaned forward. “If you don’t apologize first it won’t count, and then you’ll have to kiss it twice.”

The stallion that stood patiently nearby snorted. He knew the girl on top was watching. He knew the girls by the fence, and by the stables, were watching. He tried to forget.

“I’m sorry,” said Ryan finally. His gaze never left the dirty boot, but he felt the way she was staring at him, felt the smile of victory on her lips. “I’m sorry. And I need your help.”

“That’s not begging, Ryan. You’re just asking.”

A short giggle erupted from the woman who sat on the stallion. Clenching his fists, Ryan sensed his cheeks grow warmer. Warmer than they had been for a long time.

“Please, Bianca,” he continued with effort, “Please. I’m begging you.”

The boot slid backward, the sole approaching his face. Instead of leaning in, Ryan sucked in a quick breath, then simply plumped his lips as she pushed the stained surface in his face.

An outbreak of hysterical laughter. A dozen feminine voices crying out in disbelief. A sticky substance on his lips, the tip of his nose, the front of his hair. A musky stench.

The sole left his face, and Ryan lowered his head, his face flushing up with tremendous heat. Giggling devilishly, Bianca sat her boot down and turned, hands on her hips.

“Fine,” she said. “Since you asked so nicely, I will consider it.”

The high-pitched laughter drowned out the chirping birds, the croaking toads, and the cackling chickens. It took a long time for it to die down. But it eventually did.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Bianca gasped.

The house was massive, a three-story building at least as broad as a barn. The walls painted a neat white consisted of stone. By the right corner lay a sizeable pool, the clean water sparkling from the underwater lights. Now that it was dark, the entire outdoors area was lit up by floodlights, which Ryan was certain served a wholly different purpose than simply lighting up the terrace. Rows upon rows of bushes planted squarely around the property, functioned as barriers. They were twice as tall as he was.

A man stood a few feet down from the front door, a large thug holding a leash attached to a beast of a rottweiler, blocking the pathway. A gun was peeking out of his trousers.

Ryan swallowed, placed a hand on Bianca’s back and led her forward. The dark-skinned giant eyed them over for a moment, then silently beckoned towards the house.

As they walked past him, the dog lunged at the couple. Yanking the rottweiler back with the help of the leash, the black man let them continue, staring them down.

Ushering a shaky sigh, Ryan walked up to the front door. After a moment of hesitation, he rose his hand and knocked. Footsteps immediately echoed inside.

Bianca, adjusting the straps of her dress, took a deep breath. She had insisted Ryan help her choose what to wear, and they had landed on a white dress with sharp edges that clutched tightly to her shapely frame and contained a plunging neckline. It was almost transparent, the pink lingerie she wore beneath shining through the fabric. She had also picked out jewelry to wear for the occasion, and now she was toying idly with one of the green emeralds she had put in her ear. The necklace she wore, white gold cut in the shape of a sideways heart, was his Christmas present from last year. It was very expensive.

The front door slid open, and a bronze-skinned young woman wearing a pair of tight jeans along with a black leather jacket appeared in the doorway, studying the couple.

“Come in,” said the woman after a moment, but she kept studying them closely as they entered. The grand hallway was no different than the rest of the house, excessive by every definition. An open closet the length of a car was situated to their right, containing an array of female shoes of all shapes and colors. There must’ve been at least fifty pairs.

“Wait here,” the woman in the leather jacket spun on her heels and quickly disappeared down the hallway. When she turned around, Ryan noticed that she was also carrying.

“It’s so beautiful here,” an awestruck Bianca whispered, sweeping her eyes over the luxurious interior. Ryan, tucking his shaky hands in his pockets, kept quiet.

“This is how a real criminal lives, Ryan.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Oh my. I was beginning think you weren’t planning on coming.”

Bianca, who was about to shoot him another comment, froze to the spot. Ryan, widening his eyes, felt like Nicki had just cast a spell on him. His jaw dropped.

Goddess Nicki, which she was fond of calling herself, resembled nothing short of an actual goddess where she now stood at the far end of the hallway, leaning against a doorway. She wore nothing but her lingerie, her shoulders pulled back eloquently, her melon-sized breasts jutting out from her chest. She was hairless, soft, brown, her skin the color of milky chocolate, thin as a stick around the waist, huge around the hips. Wiggling a finger between her pillowy lips, she flashed a wicked grin, toying with a long braid thrown over her shoulder.

His wife was gawking. There was no way of telling if that emotion on her face was jealousy or lust. Clenching his fists, Ryan fought to keep quiet.

“So this is your little cake,” Nicki, swinging her hips, approached. “You’ve done very well for yourself, Ryan. She is absolutely stunning.”

His wife, bewildered, slid backward into his grasp. Gritting his teeth, Ryan gave her a gentle push in the direction of the approaching stranger, huffing to himself.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Nicki softly, looking a blushing Bianca right in the eye. A brown hand rose up for her pale face, cupping her cheek, soothing her with a tender thumb.

“Y- You’re beautiful,” stuttered Bianca. Ryan frowned.

“Thank you,” Nicki flashed her a warm smile, trailing her fingers through the pale woman’s cascading hair. His wife, sighing softly, tilted her head against the pleasant touch. “I knew Ryan was bringing me a pretty toy tonight, but you’ve exceeded all expectations.”

Pink lips curled up into a sweet smile. Nicki, beaming back, drifted closer, brushing her bosom past Bianca’s chest, who gasped as they briefly touched. A brown hand fell on the back of the pale neck, and his boss leaned in, beginning to whisper into his wife’s ear.

It was impossible to hear what Nicki was telling her. But Ryan had a faint idea. His wife parted her trembling lips, staring absentmindedly out at nothing in particular. And then she twitched, a scarlet color washing up on her pale features, stifling a soft moan.

Nicki, withdrawing, grinned down at the white woman, then slowly reached out to take her by the hand. Bianca, blushing like a bride on her wedding night, happily obliged.

Nicki wasn’t so gentle with him. As she turned, holding Bianca with her right, her left hand shot out and grabbed him roughly by his tie. An arrogant glance was cast his way as she began leading the couple down the hallway. They were heading for the doorway out of which Nicki came, where the room was bathed in an orange, flickering light.

An open fireplace was burning brightly in the corner, wicked flames dancing wildly on stacked wooden logs. A television, three times the width of his, hung on a wall in between a pair of giant speakers. Three couches, all crafted out of black neat leather, stood here and there, one of them facing the TV. A few glass tables stood in the room, their surfaces sparkly clean and void of any contents. A soft, thick rug lay in the middle of the floor, not far away from the fireplace. But what primarily grabbed his attention was the steel pole attached between the ceiling and the floor, straight as an arrow, thicker than his grip.

It was a stripping pole. And that was exactly where she was leading them.

She spun him around, guided him backward against the bar. Then she slid behind him, grasped his hands and pulled them around the pole. “Bianca,” she said softly, “would you do me a favor and fetch the handcuffs from the couch by the window?”

His wife, looking a little taken back, nodded slowly, then scurried out of sight. A moment later, he heard her approach swiftly from behind.

He could’ve torn his hands away, could’ve yanked them out of her grip with ease. She wasn’t holding him tightly, and he was much stronger. But he never did.

A firm click sounded through the room. Ushering a shaky sigh, Ryan tried to pull his hands forward, but they didn’t budge. Now he could only rattle the handcuffs.

“We don’t want you interrupting,” whispered Nicki. She was right by his ear. Shuddering, his cock twitching in the confines of his trousers, Ryan struggled to look over his shoulder.

There was no point. Nicki slid back up in front of him, bringing with her a shaky and uncertain Bianca. They held hands, stood close, bathing him in their mixing perfume.

“Your husband has been a very bad boy,” Nicki guided his wife between them, wrapping her arms around her waist, hugging her tenderly. Bianca seemed to ease up a touch in the soft grasp, staring thoughtfully up at him. The black woman, sneaking her chin onto his wife’s bare shoulder, also stared at him. She was smirking. “I think he deserves punishment.”

Nibbling on her bottom lip, Bianca said nothing.

“But I am going to leave that choice to you,” continued Nicki, the smirking lips slowly spreading into that of a nasty grin. “If you think he does, pull his pants down.”

She hesitated for a moment. But only a moment.

Her hands found the buckle on his belt and undid it deftly. Then they crept into the hem of his trousers and started to pull them down. Ryan, tensing up, squinted at Nicki, who stuck her tongue out at him teasingly. “Bianca-” he began, sensing his trousers slide down to his ankles, but she cut him short by grasping his boxers and yanking them down as well.

Suddenly, Ryan was naked from the waist down, his breath picking up swiftly. As Bianca stood back up, both women let their gazes drop. And then Nicki snorted.

“That is- That is smaller than I had expected,” snickered the black woman, tugging his wife closer. Bianca, grimacing, blushed a bit. As if she was ashamed on his behalf.

Warmth crept up on his cheeks. His hands tugged on the handcuffs. It suddenly felt like they were scorching him with their eyes, and now all he wanted to do was to turn away.

“You can’t possibly be satisfied with that- that thing,” Nicki kept giggling, staring at his junk nonchalantly. “I don’t actually think he could get past my ass with that- cock.”

Bianca, looking sideways at the woman on her shoulder, blushed further. Nicki saw, and ushered a burst of brief laughter, pecking his wife on her delicate neck. “It’s not your fault. That’s entirely his fault. But you know what, Bianca? I think you should get back at him.”

With the help of a soft hand on her cheek, Nicki steered his wife’s gaze forward. Her plump lips, brushing past her ear, moved inaudibly. Bianca, slapping a hand over her lips, cracked up and looked back and forth between the woman behind her, and Ryan, in disbelief.

“It’s okay,” giggled Nicki. “You’ve been very patient with him if you’ve coped with that baby dick for such a long time. It’s time to release all that frustration.”

Narrowing his eyes, Ryan squirmed uneasily against the pole. The black woman was approaching him slowly, edging up to stand by his side. Bianca, her eyes wide, looked at him strangely. And then took a step back, assuming a different stance.

“What are you-”

The tip of a finger caught his lips, cutting him off. Nicki, looking to Bianca, flashed her a wicked grin and nodded her head. A dark hand crept down between his legs, grasping the tip of his prick, lifting it up to reveal the modest balls beneath. Ryan, flinching in response to the sudden touch, slowly began to realize where this was going. And widened his eyes.

“No,” Ryan shook his head hurriedly, his pulse beginning to beat faster and faster. “No- Bianca- No- Nonono- Bianca. Stop. Don’t do that-”

A white heel cut through the air. It hit him with the tip right between his legs, and what followed was a searing pain that spread through his flattened balls and shot up his stomach. He lost his breath, hunched over and collapsed to the floor, squeezing his legs shut in an attempt to relieve the sickening suffering. Nicki, who had let go of his cock, suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. And a moment later, so did his wife.

The black woman bent over and grabbed him roughly by the back of his hair, cocking his head back forcefully, her plump lips brushing past his ear. Ryan whimpered.

“It’s time I made you a cuckold,” Nicki whispered. He felt the warmth of her breath on the side of his neck. “And you, itty bitty Ryan- You can forget about ever touching that sweet little piece of ass ever again. She might not know it yet but from now on… She’s mine.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

They kissed.

Nicki edged closer, wrapping her arms around the neck of his wife, tugging her in. Sparkly lips parted and softly embraced a pair of uncertain kissers, which slowly came to life and began to kiss back, the pair of glossy lips softly squishing together, exchanging spit.

A brown hand fell upon a white hip, eager fingers clawing at the smooth fabric of the pretty dress. Bianca, looking a little overwhelmed, threw Ryan a quick glance. He looked back at her through teary eyes but didn’t say a word, his balls stinging painfully as blood rushed into his cock, which slowly grew, throbbing at the sight of the two girls.

Nicki, spotting Bianca looking his way, guided her gaze towards herself, then grasped one of the straps on the dress, gently tugging it down over her shoulder. His wife gasped, forgot all about him, her bosom heaving up and down at a quicker pace now that one strap was down, and the other was sliding down her arm. Their lips didn’t part, Nicki kept kissing her softly as she undressed her, grasping one of the white hands to place it upon her own chest.

Bianca, a shudder running through her frame, softly grasped at the doughy breast. And then parted her lips much wider, letting the dark woman press her tongue deep into her mouth.

Helping his wife out of her dress, Nicki licked the smaller woman between the lips and played with her tongue, the two lickers wrestling around inside Bianca’s mouth. When Nicki withdrew, a trail of saliva connected their tongues. A blushing Bianca leaned forward and lapped up the rope of spit, then grabbed the hem of her dress and gave it a tug.

Pale breasts plopped free, bobbing on her slim chest. Nicki, dropping her gaze, grew wide eyes and reached out to touch them. His wife let her, pouting her lips as she felt the gentle hand sweep over a breast, then flinched as Nicki briefly pinched her on the nipple. A short giggle erupted from the pale girl, who then bit her bottom lip as the darker woman began to fondle the soft boob, kneading the breast around in the palm of her hand.

The dark woman sank, bending over, sticking her voluptuous rear out behind her. Splitting her lips, she moved her hand out of the way and enveloped the stiff nipple with her kissers. His wife tensed her shoulders, leaned backward but didn’t pull away, her ragged breath picking up swiftly as Nicki sucked on her breast. A brown hand fell upon her pale belly, then quickly crawled downwards, causing Bianca to erupt into a childish giggle. It found the pink panties, paused, crept underneath the hem. And made his wife blurt out a moan.

Nicki straightened up, the nipple popping out from between her lips. Squeezing her bra-clad bosom into the pale girl, she stared her right in the eyes as the hand under the panties began to rub around there, watching with an arrogant smirk as a dreamy, absent expression crept up on his wife’s features. Suddenly, Nicki grasped a handful of Bianca’s flowing hair and yanked her face up, forcing a yelp of surprise out of the pale lover, who stared up at the dark woman with wide - but oh-so-hungry - eyes.

“I will shower you with so much pleasure you’ll forget all about your wimp of a husband and his little baby dick,” Nicki whispered, baring her teeth at Bianca. “By the time that I am done with you, little girl, you won’t even care if he’s dead or alive anymore.”

Gnawing furiously on her lip, Bianca pressed her heaving breasts against the big mounds on her lover’s chest, trying to flatten those dark tits with her own. Their mouths mashed together once more, and they kissed and sucked and bit on each other’s lips while the hand stuck in the panties of his wife began rubbing more and more furiously, until a groaning Bianca could no longer stomach the pleasure and pulled out of the kiss with a breathless gasp.

The hand fell still. Looking up at her newfound lover with a face screaming of frustration, his wife whined, but Nicki simply shook her head, an amused smile playing on her plump lips.

“Not before you’ve met my tits,” said the dark woman, giggling as a doe-eyed Bianca pouted up at her. With her free hand, Nicki steered the white girl to her bra, whom Bianca then obediently unfastened, only to widen her eyes as the back-breaking tits erupted out of the frilly lingerie, quivering like two big piles of chocolate-tinted dough.

For a moment, Bianca looked hypnotized. And then lunged face first between the mocha breasts as Nicki tugged her into her chest, smothering the white girl with her tits. A muffled moan slipped out of the deep cleavage. Nicki, giggling, grabbed Bianca by the back of her head with both hands, then shook her big breasts, slapping the white girl around.

When she was let up, Bianca drew a quick breath, then dived back in. A panting Nicki licked her lips and looked to Ryan, a look of victory in those deep brown eyes. She let Bianca play freely, watched as the white girl nuzzled her nose into her cleavage, withdrew with a flustered face, stuck out her tongue and lapped at a nipple. Nicki, sighing with pleasure, shut her eyes. That only encouraged his pretty little wife to continue. Taking the nipple between her lips, she sucked softly on the nub, squishing her nose into the mushy boob.

A white hand slid around the black hip, found the fat ass and gave it a squeeze. Eager fingers crept up and down the buttcheek, running along the curvy shape.

“Oh my god,” Ryan faintly heard Bianca whisper, “It’s so big.”

“It’s where I make your wimpy little hubby put his lips,” Nicki grinned down at her. Huffing, his wife threw him a sharp glance, then scoffed and turned her attention back to her lover. The black woman only snickered. “What? Hasn’t he told you that he kisses my ass?”

“No,” Bianca grumbled. Nicki, snorting at the sour pout her lover sent her, embraced her firmly and buried her face back in her tits.

“It’s okay,” she reassured her, stroking a hand down the back of her head. Bianca, squirming slightly, slowly fell at ease. “Both of you will be kissing my ass after tonight. The difference is that only one of you will be able to cum and believe me, it won’t be him.”

Tugging Bianca out from her breasts, Nicki plumped her kissers and placed a quick peck right on her lips. His flustered wife hurried to smooch back, then began to descend.

Cocking an eyebrow, Nicki kept standing, watching with a smirk as the white girl sank to her knees on the soft rug, gripping the thong that clutched to the brown hips. Slowly, she looked up as if asking for permission, and when her lover nodded slightly, she dragged the panties down the dark skin, revealing the gift that dwelled between the black woman’s legs.

“B- Bianca,” Ryan muttered. He was met with a middle finger. Nicki snorted.

His wife crept closer until her face was but an inch away from the dark flower. Biting her bottom lip, she trailed a gentle finger over the hairy mound, then brought her nose to the nether lips and sniffed softly. That made Nicki shiver, who swallowed and placed shaky hands to rest upon the top of the pretty head, pulling her in.

Bianca kept inhaling the scent, flaring her nostrils to snort up the musky scent. Plumping her lips, she planted a tender kiss upon the dark lips, one on each, looking up at her lover with huge eyes. Her hands, grabbing the butt, fondled the fat asscheeks as she kept kissing and sniffing the dark flower, half her face swallowed up by the black thighs.

“She loves black pussy,” said Nicki, shooting Ryan a brief glance, thrusting her hips forward so that her crotch slid over the white face between her legs with a sloppy squelch.

A smothered Bianca moaned a stifled agreement. Ryan, squirming against the stripping pole, frowned and tried to look away. But he just couldn’t stop watching.

Nicki, widening her eyes, suddenly leaped upon the tip of her toes with a shaky moan, her hands grabbing the girl between her legs tightly for balance. Whatever Bianca was doing down there struck the dark woman with a wave of pleasure. Nicki, gritting her teeth, ushered a guttural groan and fell forward, pressing Bianca down with her crotch. Her knees fell on the rug with a soft thud, the black woman now sitting on his wife’s face, crying out with delight.

Her face was gone, swallowed up by black thighs. All that was left of her was a sea of flowing hair spread out upon the rug in what resembled a half-circle, along with a naked pale body that kept squirming and arching, pinned to the floor by the fat ass.

A quivering Nicki thrust forward, beginning to grind her hips over the pale face, catching her pillowy lip between her teeth. Rocking back and forth, she quickly increased the pace, her squelching lips rubbing faster and faster across the features of the licking girl. His wife pulled her knees up, rolling softly from side to side, her breasts flattened underneath the weight of the hefty asscheeks that so casually sat on her, gluing her to the rug.

The searing wood crackled in the fireplace, the dancing flames reflected against the dark skin of the voluptuous woman using his wife’s face as a dildo.

The black woman, bobbing up and down now, glanced sideways and looked at Ryan. As her breasts bounced on her chest, a nasty smirk crept up on her plump lips.

Ryan, tugging on his cuffs, glared back at her. This made her grin, pause upon the pale face and shake her hips, the white woman underneath squirming with a muffled squeal.

“You’re doing such a good job,” said the black woman to Bianca, though her misty eyes were still glued to Ryan. “Such an eager little slut. Awh-.. Yes! That’s the spot!”

Pale hands clawed at the bountiful butt, digging into the brown dough. Nicki, gritting her teeth, rose up on her knees, his writhing wife quick to suck in a deep breath. They stared at each other, Nicki from above, Bianca from below, panting heavily.

And then Nicki slowly returned her gaze to Ryan, smirking devilishly.

“I think it’s time you gave your boyfriend a little kiss,” purred the black woman, crawling off of the face she was straddling a moment earlier. She left Bianca there on the floor, her pale face flushed with a deep crimson color, coated in a layer of pussy juice.

A dark hand grasped a handful of the flowing hair, steering the white girl up on all fours. His wife, her painted lips wet, also locked her eyes on him. And then crawled over.

Their gazes met. Bianca, licking the sticky liquid off her lips, ushered a soft moan and crept even closer, staring him down like a predator on the hunt for prey. Plumping those pink pillows, she drew herself closer, and closer, and closer, then squished them passionately against his lips. Ryan, stuck between his wife and the pole, stared daggers at Nicki. A tongue wriggled between his lips and explored his mouth. Moaning into his mouth, his wife withdrew her tongue, leaving a sweet and salty taste to dwell on his. Then she parted her kissers and ushered a shaky breath right in his face, forcing the musky scent of pussy up his nostrils. The face he made caused her to flash him a wicked grin, giggling prettily.

“Smell that black pussy on her breath,” Nicki crawled up behind him, her sparkly lips right by his ear. Cringing, Ryan lowered his gaze to the floor, trying to hide from his wife.

A hand, grabbing him roughly by the hair, tugged his neck backward, forcing him to look up at Bianca. She shot him a cruel smile, then slowly began to turn on all fours. A moment later, a pale butt slid towards his face, coming to a stop only a few inches away.

“I want you to take a good look at this sweet little pussy,” Nicki whispered, prodding the pink lips with a pair of fingers. Bianca, purring like a kitten, sat back on the digits so that they slipped inside with a sloppy squelch. “I want you to burn this image into your mind because this will be the last time that you’ll ever get to see it.”

The fingers slid deeper. His wife, sticking her tongue out, cast a dreamy glance over her shoulder, shaking her meaty buttocks in his face.

Nicki pulled out, the swollen lips chewing on the digits as they tried to leave, hungrily trying to swallow them back up. Her brown eye, barely an inch away, winked a farewell, and then his wife crawled forward, her pale rump leaving his face.

Flicking her fingers, Nicki stood up, balancing herself on his shoulder. Then she pointed at the doorway, “Go. The bathroom is down the hall. Draw us a bath.”

Panting, Ryan yanked on the cuffs, struggling momentarily in vain. He watched his wife, on all fours, nod obediently, then crawl away. Saw her beautiful rump sway as she left.

The moment she disappeared, a new woman slipped inside, clutching a satchel to her hip. It was the woman who had met them at the front door, wearing her black leather jacket. Ryan, his eyes widening, awkwardly pressed his legs together in an attempt to hide his junk.

Nicki snorted. “It’s time, Jasmine. Come.”

The woman in the leather jacket nodded quietly and walked over. When she was only a few feet away, she squatted and put the satchel down, opening the lid.

Ryan narrowed his eyes.

“I think,” Nicki clicked her tongue. “I think I have settled on a black cock. It’d be very fitting now that his wife has officially been blacked. Fat and hairy. Don’t forget the balls.”

Jasmine nodded, fetching a square piece of electronic out of the satchel. After placing it on the floor, she brought out a black cord, a steel container, and several sharp needles.

Parting his lips, Ryan slowly began to shake his head.

“I was planning on having you put it on his ass,” Nicki paid him no attention, running a finger over her sparkly lips. “But I don’t think he’d let anyone see it.”

The new woman was assembling the equipment, attaching the parts deftly. After fastening the needle, she turned to look up at Nicki, cocking an eyebrow.

“Nicki,” Ryan shook his head, “Nicki. Don’t- Nicki- Please!”

“No. His ass won’t work. No one would be able to appreciate your work then. No. You know what, Jasmine- Put it on his forehead. That way everyone will get to see it.”

“Nicki! This wasn’t a part of the deal! Nicki! Stop! Nicki!”

A quick wave was all she gave him before she spun on her heels, swaying her fat ass as she left for the doorway. Straining against his handcuffs, a panicking Ryan cried out after her.

Nicki slipped out of the doorway. Went after his wife.

Jasmine, standing up, powered up the little machine. A loud and constant buzzing sound echoed through the room, the sharp needle vibrating powerfully.

She approached.
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Moans echoed throughout his house.

Drew slowly shut the front door, placing his rucksack on the floor. The sound stemmed from the living room, the door tilted slightly open. Ushering a shaky breath, he crept closer.

Upon reaching the doorway, he cast a quick peek inside. Leslie lay on the couch, holding a paperback in one hand while the other slid back and forth between her legs.

She didn’t spot him, writhing around on the sofa, gnawing on her bottom lip. The hand that held the book was quivering, and Drew realized she had given up on reading it.

A sigh of content escaped his own lips. Without making a sound, he headed for the kitchen where he fetched out a pan, some oil and a couple of steaks. When the oil was finally crackling in the pan, he took a knife from the drawer, stabbed one of the steaks and was about to put it in when a hand suddenly grabbed his shoulder.

“Hey there,” said his girlfriend, “I didn’t hear you come home.”

Drew, who was trying to recover from what had felt like a heart attack, threw her a wide-eyed glance. The steak slowly slid off of the knife, hitting the pan with a thud.

“Don’t be such a wuss,” giggled Leslie, leaving for the kitchen table. She sat down and put the paperback on the wooden surface. He saw the cover now. Dark Desires was the title.

She caught him staring and flipped the book over. Swallowing audibly, Drew cleared his throat and focused his attention back on the sizzling steaks.

“You know- Emily told me you were sour at work today.”

Drew frowned, stirring the pan. “I wasn’t sour.”

“She told me you wouldn’t serve her.”

“They were making fun of me.”

Leslie snorted. “Who’s they?”

“I don’t know... She was with some black guy,” Drew left the pan on the oven and dragged his feet over to the cabinet, fetching out a bowl of dry rice.

“You work in a gas station,” Leslie paused the moment he looked her way, then carried on as he turned back to the food, “Serving her food is your job, Drew.”

Drew said nothing.

“She’s my friend,” Leslie kept going. “If I hear that you have been sour around her again, I will have to tell Mark to do something about it.”

Freezing to the spot, Drew lowered his gaze and frowned. Leslie, tapping a finger on the surface of the table, waited patiently. What she wanted to hear was perfectly clear.

“Fine,” Drew flipped the steaks, “I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

“No. You won’t. You’ll also apologize the next time you see her. If she comes by the gas station again, you’ll offer to buy her - and her friend - a new hamburger. Understood?”

Drew, pulling a face, nodded with effort.

“Good boy,” Leslie picked her paperback back up. That was the end of it. Ushering a sigh of relief, Drew went back to the dinner. After a while, he got sick of the silence.

“Do you know,” Drew glanced over his shoulder, waiting for Leslie to look up before he kept going, “which of the countries in the world are the five biggest by population?”

Scoffing, Leslie lowered her book and stared up at him blankly. “Well. I assume you want me to say no so you can explain it to me.”

“China… India… The United States… Brazil-”

“Brazil isn’t number four, Drew. That’s Indonesia.”

Parting his lips, Drew squinted for a moment, then pulled a face. “Well, that must be new, because last I checked, Brazil was bigger, and-”

“It’s not new, Drew. You know what? How about you try again? This time, I want you to say the five biggest countries by population… In Africa.”

Cringing, Drew turned around. A touch of heat had crept up on his features. “Fine. I think South Africa is number five- Anyway, Nigeria… Egypt-”

“Ethiopia, Drew. You forgot Ethiopia.”

Falling silent, he focused his attention on the rice, which was now threatening to boil over. A tiny stream of boiling water trickled down on the oven, followed by a sharp hiss.

“It’s hilarious,” Leslie giggled. “It’s like you think Mark will simply go away as long as you don’t acknowledge that Ethiopia is an actual country. He’s coming over tonight, Drew.”

Gritting his teeth, he said nothing, tugging the seething pot off the heat. He felt her eyes on the back of his head, but ignored her, taking out a couple of plates.

“He’s going to want you to leave, Drew,” Leslie clicked her tongue. “You’ll have to find yourself a place to stay tonight. I’ll call you when he’s done with me. I promise.”

“It’s Friday,” sniffled Drew, placing a steak on each plate. He thought he had been making dinner for himself and his girlfriend. Now he understood he wasn’t even invited.

“And tomorrow, it’ll be Saturday. I can’t remember the last time he wanted to come over on a Saturday. We’ll have the whole day then. We can figure out something fun.”

“You said that last week too, but then you said your ass was too sore, and you just wanted to spend the whole day in bed.”

Leslie cracked up, ushering a peal of short laughter, covering her lips with a limp wrist. “Fine. I will ask him if it’s okay that he leaves my ass alone tonight. I swear.”

Blushing up with color, Drew huffed. Grabbing each plate, he carried them over to the table and put them down. He scooted one of them over in front of his girlfriend.

“He won’t be here for another half hour, I think,” Leslie said casually, eyeing him over with weary eyes. “Find something to cover up his plate. You don’t want to serve him cold food.”

She wasn’t wrong. After he did what she suggested, Drew grabbed the counter and fell silent for a while, staring out at nothing in particular, a faint frown on his face.

“I-.. I want to stay, Leslie.”

His girlfriend, who had resumed reading her paperback, looked up and flashed him a pretty pout. “Awh- I know you do, but- You know that’s not my decision.”

“You could talk to him. S- See if maybe he’d consider letting me.”

Pursing her lips, she kept looking at him for a moment longer. Then shook her head. “I’m pretty sure Mark is coming over so I can suck his dick. Not beg him to let you stay.”

Drew whimpered. Leslie laughed.

“You’re still embarrassed about it,” she giggled and shook her head. “You’ve been a cuckold since high school, Drew. It’s about time you got over it.”

Frowning, Drew looked down at his own shoes. His girlfriend saw it, and made him look back up with a flick of her fingers. Slowly, he rose his gaze and glared up at her.

Beckoning him over, Leslie reached out to grasp him by the hands when he stepped within reach. With a dip of her head, she motioned for the floor. Drew fell to his knees.

“Don’t be sour,” said Leslie, cocking an expectant eyebrow down at him. “I know it is Friday today. I know you wanted to watch a movie with me. But you know I can’t deny him.”

Muttering under his breath, Drew forced himself to nod slightly. His girlfriend, beaming him a bright smile, murmured for him to come closer, then gave him a quick hug.

“We’ll watch a movie tomorrow,” Leslie tightened her arms around him. “You can cook us dinner, and then I will let you pick whatever you want us to watch. Okay?”

Huffing, Drew nodded against her shoulder. Her perfume crept up his nose, clung to the walls of his nostrils, driving his cock to twitch in his trousers.

A hand slid down his face, cupping his cheek. She soothed him, sweeping his hair up behind his ears, gazing into his eyes. “You can prepare me if you want,” she said softly, rising out of the chair. A hand found the top of his head and held him down, guiding him closer.

He was powerless in her grasp, sliding over the floor, tilting his head against her thigh. She hadn’t even put on proper clothes that day, wearing the same pajamas she had gone to bed with, colored a silky blue. His fingers sought the hem of her trousers, then slowly started to pull the fabric down over her wide hips until it dropped in a bundle around her feet.

Panties. Now inches from his face. Purple and oh-so-soft, hugging the plump mound that dwelled beneath. It wasn’t his plump mound anymore, Drew thought, staring at it with wide eyes. She had chosen to give it to someone else. But she still let him lick it.

“Prepare me for him,” she purred, her fingers intertwining with his hair, taking a firm grip. His fingers, grabbing the panties, hesitated. Only a few hours later, these lips would part for a big, black cock, and he wasn’t even allowed to watch. Drew shivered.

“Make me wet,” Leslie thrust her hips forward, squishing that plump pussy in his face. “If you don’t, it’ll take aaages to fit that fat cock in my little pink pussy.”

He obeyed, sliding her panties down along her smooth skin, tugging it down her chubby thighs all the way to her ankles, where he let it drop. A pair of swollen lips now swallowed up his whole view, a sweet and salty scent flowing out from between them.

“Mark hates when I take too long,” Leslie continued, the pace of her breath picking up. “He’s always so impatient. And if he gets angry, he starts fucking like a stallion.”

Shutting his eyes, Drew ushered a shaky sigh, forcing a moan out of his girlfriend as the warmth of his breath blew out upon her flower. Leaning in, he flattened the tip of his nose against her shaved mound and planted his lips on the side of a lip.

“Good boy,” groaned Leslie. Her breath was jagged now.

Plumping his lips, he placed a peck on the other lip, then parted his kissers and let his tongue slip out. It wriggled between her pussy lips with a squelch, then swept upwards and slipped out right before it reached her little nub. She tasted sickly sweet.

Leslie, shuddering, was nibbling dreamily on her bottom lip when he threw her a glance. A shiver ran through her pale frame when he lapped at her flower, her hands tightening their grip around his hair. In his own trousers, his cock was now throbbing and rigid.

“Fuck,” she moaned, pressing her crotch in his face, her hungry flower quick to swallow up his nose, forcing his tongue back inside.

He could no longer see her face, her pretty features hiding behind a pair of hefty, heaving breasts that rose and sank with her every shaky breath. In turn, they hid underneath the fabric of a soft, silk top draping her curvy figure.

Her hands fell to the back of his head. Her hips started to move back and forth. She rubbed herself on his face, tickling her shielded nub with his nose.

Sticking out his tongue, Drew struggled to lick between those tasty lips. His hands found her thighs, and his fingers quickly crept up towards her backside.

But she wouldn’t have it.

Slapping his hands away, one at a time, she thrust her hips forward with such force, her pelvis slammed his head back. Quick to grab onto his hair, she yanked a whimpering Drew back between her legs and sat on his tongue, ushering a long-drawn moan.

A sound froze them both to the spot. Leslie, mashing her pussy on his features, stopped thrusting. Between her legs, a flustered Drew quit licking.

There was a knock on the front door.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Three dark men stood in a circle, surrounding a round chair upon which a cracker lay on the black leather. Snickering amongst themselves, they unzipped their pants.

Drew and Leslie sat on a padded bench not far away. She watched them idly. He looked everywhere else, faking a great interest in the spotty window by his side. A blush that refused to be tamed was flaming on his flustered features.

The apartment belonged to his father. A worn-down work in progress, where paint was peeling off the walls and the remains of a kitchen table lay in splinters in the corner.

It wasn’t just the five of them. Despite how Drew had desperately tried to explain that the toilet was out of order, Emily had left for the bathroom. She hadn’t said a word to him, simply flipped him off as she stood up and swayed her hips away. Left to leave him a present.

Leslie bit her lip. He followed her gaze and grew wide eyes. The three men circling the cracker had whipped out their black cocks and was now jerking themselves off. If Leslie caught him looking, she’d make a comment. He knew it. But he just couldn’t look away.

The three black dicks were all enormous. So much bigger than what Drew was hiding in his pants. In unison, they grew fatter by the second, throbbing as they rose.

Leslie looked hypnotized. Her gaze was glued to the trio, the tip of her tongue sliding back and forth her plump, painted lips.

Frowning, Drew parted his lips to say something. He didn’t dare.

Emily came to the rescue.

She attracted the eyes of his girlfriend as she slid past the group of men, giggling girlishly at their antics, marching straight for the bench. When she reached them, she spun and went to take a seat. A wide-eyed Drew barely had time to scramble out of the way as her fat ass descended towards the spot where he sat. The width of her hips almost shoved him off of the bench. To his left, Leslie shot them a quick glance and rolled her eyes.

“H- Hey,” said Drew, glaring at Emily. Not only did she utterly ignore him, but she also turned her back his way, blocking his view of Leslie.

“My money on is Dirk,” Emily muttered.

Leslie, after leaning backward, shooting Drew an apologetic look, shrugged her shoulders and bit her lip. “Mark has the fattest one.”

The three black men were wanking their cocks furiously, panting and groaning with effort. It felt like Drew shouldn’t be there. Like he was completely misplaced and was watching something not at all intended for his eyes. Swallowing, he scooted behind Emily.

“If you touch my butt,” Emily said, turning to shoot him a cold stare, “I swear I will castrate you. I’m not kidding. There’s a pair of scissors in the bathroom.”

Shuffling uncomfortably, Drew averted his gaze.

Leslie snorted with amusement.

“I’m gonna cum,” said one of the black men, gritting his teeth. He was smaller than his companions, his skin a few shades lighter, wearing a loose hoodie. Leslie had introduced him as Samuel, but when Drew had tried to shake his hand, he had simply walked off.

Dirk and Mark growled, upping the pace of their frantic fapping, pointing their dicks at the cracker. Drew just could not get over how massive they were, blushing wildly.

The girls, muttering amongst themselves, an occasional giggle erupting out of their glossy lips, were paying close attention. Emily was squeezing her thick thighs together.

A manly groan echoed through the room. A rope of something blank and sticky shot out of a fat cock, splattering out across the cracker and the black leather upon which it lay.

“Oh my god,” Leslie whispered, dropping her jaw halfway to the floor.

Shuffling in her seat, a faint blush blossomed up on Emily’s cheeks.

A shirtless Samuel stepped back, flashing the two girls a nasty grin. His torso was shaped like a square, bulging with muscle. His leaky dick was softening slowly.

Dirk exploded, clenching his teeth, his prominent jawline bulging. With a roar, he shot out a torrent of goo out upon the cum-coated cracker, drowning the cookie in sperm.

Mark, pausing for a moment, flicked his gaze back and forth between his friends. They looked at him amusedly. Snorting, he looked over a shoulder and - for the first time that night - set his gaze on Drew. Grinning wickedly, he kept wanking his fat cock.

“You’ve lost,” Dirk took a step forward and pointed at the cookie.

“Just let him cum. Jesus,” Emily scoffed from the bench.

“The last man to cum loses. He has to eat the crack-”

“But he’s not the last man to cum,” Leslie interrupted. Dirk narrowed his eyes at her. Samuel, stuffing his dick back in his pants, squinted. And then slowly looked to Drew.

The last man standing blew his load, spraying rope upon rope of hot goo out upon the soaked cracker. Clenching his chiseled abs, Mark kept wanking, milking out every last drop of nasty nutbutter from his own big, black cock with a guttural growl.

Leslie, her jaw now on the floor, ogled shamelessly. She stared at the throbbing cock like a predator stares down prey, the pace of her breath picking up rapidly.

Emily, tossing a brief glance down at Drew, stood up and sashayed over to Dirk. Leaning up on the tip of her toes, she shot a quick whisper into his ear. And then smirked devilishly.

Cocking an eyebrow, Leslie said nothing.

Squirming uncomfortably, Drew said nothing.

Hitting Mark on a shoulder, Dirk mumbled something. Samuel soon joined them, and a moment later deep laughter rung through the worn-down apartment.

All their gazes flicked to Drew. He blanched.

“Get his left,” Mark said casually, making his way for the bench. Nodding, Dirk followed his lead but slid sideways when he was near, slipping up between Drew and his girlfriend.

The man named Mark came up on his left, a nasty smirk playing on his lips. They both looked at each other for a moment. And then they jumped him.

Two pairs of strong hands grabbed each of his arms, pinning them to the wall. A wide-eyed Drew yelped, then began to struggle, flicking his gaze between the two bigger men who held him. In the background, he could briefly make out Emily. She was reaching for the cookie.

Gasping, Leslie slid out of the way, watching the scene with a hand pressed to her lips. She said nothing, eyes - sparkling with amusement - occasionally flicking to the side.

“Bring the cookie,” said Mark, who only snickered down at Drew as he tried to wriggle and worm out of their grasp. “You’re the last one to finish, white boy.”

“I- I wasn’t playing the game,” squealed Drew, shaking his head back and forth in sheer and utter panic, widening his eyes at the approaching Emily, who held the cracker between a pair of fingers. Thick goo was seeping down the sides of the cookie, trickling down her fingers, dripping down upon the floor. No one paid any attention to what he said.

“I've got a tasty cookie for yooou,” the wide-hipped woman mocked, slowly floating closer. Taking her time, she approached step-by-step. There was no mercy in her eyes.

Mark forced him to open his lips. The cookie slid between his teeth.

There was a knock on the front door.

Drew, standing in the hallway, knew perfectly well who stood on the other side. That is why he hesitated. But the man outside wouldn’t have it, banging louder and louder.

Unlocking the door, he pulled it slightly open and cast a peek outside. The dark man on the doorstep had broad shoulders and an angry visage. He sported a military cut, a five-o'clock shadow on his strong jawline and a golden chain wrapped twice around his neck.

It was Mark.

He forced himself inside. Tearing open the door, he stepped through the doorway, bouncing Drew out of the way with his shoulder.

Stumbling backward, Drew tripped on a shoe and fell, his bottom hitting the carpet-clad floor with a thud. Wincing, he meekly looked up at Mark, now towering over him.

“You’re supposed to have fucked off already,” said Mark, rubbing his knuckles. His gaze swept through the hallway, probably in search of Leslie. “Go on. Get out.”

“I don’t w-” Drew began, but a cold stare from above cut him off. The black man cocked an eyebrow and squatted by his feet.

“I don’t care what you want. Unless you wanna be my woman tonight, I suggest you pack up and get out. I am not going to tell you twice.”

It’s my house, Drew thought, scooting his hands behind his back and clenching his fists until they went pale. It’s my house. And you can’t kick me out.

He never said that.

The black man lost his patience. A pair of hands shot out for Drew’s wrists. His grip was so strong, Drew was afraid he’d just snap his hands off. Whimpering, he was hoisted up to his feet, then shoved roughly towards the door. He fought but didn’t stand a chance, easily pushed out into the cold. Just as Mark was about to shut the door, he cried out.

“No! Wait! Stop! Please!”

The door came to a halt, only a thin slit away from locking him out. Slowly, the door slid back open and a glaring Mark - with his fists clenched - stepped all the way up to him.

“I’mma fuck you up, boy-”

Drew fell to his knees. The doormat softened his fall. With a shaky sigh, he looked up at the black man above with wide eyes. Mark, squinting, looked a little uncertain.

“Please don’t make me leave,” whispered Mark, gazing up with doe eyes. “I- I know you can throw me out, but- I just want to stay this once. P- Please.”

The black man was wearing scruffy jeans. Drew briefly lowered his eyes, and thought he could faintly make out the outline of a massive bulge running down the side of his thigh. It led him to swallow, blush and look back up. He hoped Mark hadn’t noticed.

Squinting down at him a moment longer, Mark suddenly snorted. “You want to stay? You do know why I am here, don’t you? Has she told you I come over so we can bake cookies?”

Shuddering, Drew shut his eyes and shook his head. “No, I- I know.”

“So you wanna stay and watch me fuck your bitch? Is that it? Crawl into a corner, cry your eyes out, pumping that little white boy dick as I bend over your girlfriend?”

Mark prodded him with a boot. Drew, flinching, frowned.

“No, I- I want to be a part of this. I- I don’t want to be thrown out every Friday. I kn- I know you’re only into women, but- There m- There must be something I can do.”

The dark man, cocking his eyebrows, kept quiet. For what felt like half an hour, he stood there in silence, Drew kneeling at his feet.

And then Mark smirked.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

It was huge.

It lay along his thigh, fat and black, a plump, frightening beast. Even in its flaccid state, it must have measured at least eight inches. Drew - who didn’t measure half of that even when his cock stood rigidly - cringed and looked down. He was kneeling on the floor, propped between a pair of dark thighs. Leslie, who sat not far away on the couch, scoffed mockingly.

“You don’t deserve this.”

Prominent veins ran along the length of the chunky cock, all the way from the mushroom-shaped pink head to the base of the shaft, overgrown by a bush of black, curly pubes. Between the dark-skinned legs lay a pair of ample balls, resting heavily upon the leather of the sofa. As Mark stirred, his nuts left a moist little spot on the couch.

Drew swallowed.

“He’s never seen one your size before,” Leslie gnawed on her lip. She had unbuttoned her pajama top and was now sporting a plunging neckline.

“Neither had you,” scoffed Mark. The black man sat like a king, his arms spread out upon the backrest of the couch, his knees parted wide. Cocky eyes were glued to Drew, who thought he could feel an aura of arrogance dwelling in the air around the black bull.

“You know what to do. Stop stalling, babe,” his girlfriend prodded him with a bare foot. When their gazes met, she stared at him blankly. Blushing, Drew quickly looked away.

Mark nodded slowly. “Aight. I’mma throw you ou-”

“No,” Drew gasped, hurrying to extend a hand. The black man, having leaned forward, slowly sat back, staring down at him expectantly. Shivering, Drew shut his eyes and searched blindly. Suddenly, his fingers touched something warm and fat. Letting his eyelids slide open, he shot the big, black dick a wide-eyed glance as his digits grasped the shaft.

“Good boy,” Leslie giggled. Mark didn’t flinch.

It was so heavy. Carefully sliding the massive shaft upon the palm of his hand, Drew raised the flaccid cock into the air. It bent awkwardly, supporting itself on his thumb.

“That right there is a real cock, white boy,” sneered Mark, wrapping an arm around the silk-clad woman by his side. She, having her bit her lip, shuffled closer, cuddling up to his muscular frame. A feminine hand fell upon his set of chiseled abs, stroking them softly.

Drew, ushering a shaky sigh, looked up at Leslie timidly. Giving him a bright smile, she dipped her head and beckoned for him to go on.

“It’s what you have to do,” she reminded him, circling her fingers around the bumps on the rock-hard dark tummy she was touching up. “Please him. Or get out.”

Frowning, Drew looked away. That was not good enough.

A rough hand grabbed him by the hair and yanked his gaze back up. Yelping, Drew grasped the bulging forearm, his other hand tightening around the base of the black cock. Mark, having sat up, easily held him and leaned closer, baring his teeth.

“You’ll talk to your girlfriend with respect,” he growled. Leslie, having parted her lips, gave a short peal of laughter. “Try again, you little faggot or I’mma get angry.”

“I’m- I’m sorry,” Drew whimpered, gritting his teeth. “I’m- I’m sorry!”

“When she asks you something, what are you gonna say?”

“Y- Yes, ma’am! I’m so sorry!”

A smirking Leslie watched on with a face bright with amusement. Her foot came up, slid through the air, found the side of his face. She squished her toes into his cheek.

But Mark didn’t let go. Instead, the dark man yanked him forward so hard he almost tumbled over. Now his face was but an inch away from the black cock that he held.

“Wank it, white boy. I want you to watch it grow.”

The grip on his hair loosened up. A panting Drew nodded quickly, fastened his fingers around the fat shaft and slowly pulled the chocolate skin down.

A deep grunt. Him? A soft moan. Her?

He looked up. Past the cock. They were kissing, their lips mashed together. Mark held her by the back of her neck, pressing her mouth onto his. Drew saw him slip his tongue between her painted kissers, saw the way that tongue explored the cavity of her mouth.

Whimpering, Drew began to wank the shaft.

It throbbed. Flinching, Drew almost let go. He felt it grow in the palm of his hand, felt the shaft expand. With each jerk, there was more cock to wank. The way it grew out of his grip could only be described as hypnotizing. It kept filling out, weakening his grip.

Drew shuddered.

They broke their kiss, a rope of saliva connecting their lips. Moaning, Leslie let her eyes slide open, then grew wide eyes and got caught up staring at the rising cock. It was rock-hard now, a rigid pole of dick, throbbing, and twitching. Drew, sniffling, picked up the pace.

“Such a good boy,” his girlfriend purred. “Isn’t Mark just so impressive?”

A touch of heat swept over his cheeks. Drew nodded with effort.

“You’re wanking my fuckbuddy,” Leslie snorted, shaking her head in disbelief. Her hand crept down between the black legs, grasping the hefty balls, beginning to fondle them gently. “Your little hand is jerking that fat, black dick. Do you feel like a man now, Drew?”

He said nothing. But kept going faster, tugging fiercely on the black cock. His girlfriend scooted down from her seat and fell to her knees, showering him in the scent of her delicious perfume. Her hand never left the big balls she was fondling, squeezing them softly.

“Sniff it,” her pillowy lips were right by his ear. “Smell that fat cock.”

She subdued him with her sweet voice. Drew couldn’t resist as she guided him closer, the tip of his nose bending as it met the dark shaft. “Just a little sniff. Please? For me?”

Black cock was all he could see now. The dark skin felt a little sticky. His hand, which fell at ease at the base, enveloped by the black pubes, squeezed. The black man groaned.

Ushering a shaky sigh right upon the shaft, Drew obeyed. The scent that hit him was mind-numbing, a mixture of manly sweat, old cheese, and oh-so-potent musky dick.

His own cock twitched in his trousers.

“Doesn’t that dick just smell so fucking good,” Leslie brushed her lips over his ear. “Don’t stop. Keep sniffing. Snort that stench of dick up your nose like a good, little boy.”

Shutting his eyes, Drew sniffed audibly, his nostrils hungrily swallowing the scent. It clung to the walls of his nose, crept deeper, found his tongue. God, how he wanted to taste it.

Leslie read his mind. Or perhaps it was the blush blooming on his cheeks. Or the little tent now visible on the front of his trousers. “Open your lips,” a feminine finger wiggled between his kissers, forcing him to open his mouth. “Have a taste, babe.”

The shaft sank. It was on the level of his split lips now. His girlfriend, after prying off his fingers, had assumed control, and now she was steering the tip of the black dick towards his lips. Drew, frozen to the spot, opened his mouth wider and wider. And then the chunky mushroom slid inside the warmth of his mouth. The black man groaned with pleasure.

“Put your tongue over your teeth,” Leslie, digging her fingers into his hair, pressed him forward. He did as she said, then slowly wrapped his lips around the plump tip and gave it a gentle suck. His girlfriend, watching from the sideline, gasped.

“Oh fuck,” grunted Mark. The black beast twitched in his mouth. Drew, whimpering like a little girl, put his hands on his crotch and tried to press his own cock down. It was straining painfully against his trousers. “Fuck. Your little white boy has the lips of a bitch.”

His eyes, glued to the black pubes, wanted to rise. Drew had no idea why, and did his best to keep his gaze down. He couldn’t stomach looking the black man in the eye now. Not now.

“Take his balls in your hands. It’s okay. We’ve seen your little boner. Don’t try to hide it, babe. You’re not the first white boy to surrender to black dick- There we go. Good boy.”

The fat nuts felt bloated, warming up his palms. He felt them move, heave in his grip, and for a moment, he even thought he could feel the gooey sperm churn inside. Drew, who had never touched the balls of a real bull, figured this couldn’t be far away from what they would feel like. Squeezing the plump head with his lips, he began to fondle the black balls.

“That’s how you treat a black man,” purred Leslie, stroking the back of his hair in a soothing fashion. “It’s not gay, babe. You’re just showing him respect. Suck that big, black dick.”

His lips rolled up the cock until the tip plopped out of his mouth with a sloppy pop. A rope of salvia hung loosely from his mouth, attaching him like a leash to the dark beast. Free of the boyish lips, the big dick jerked, then shook, a few drops of precum trickling down the length.

Leslie, rolling her eyes, sighed. “If you’re not going to suck it properly,” she said, edging closer, pressing him sideways with a shoulder, “then get out of my way and watch.”

Her plump lips parted. She didn’t waste a moment, catching the cock with her tongue and guided it between her plump kissers. The sparkly pillows embraced the mushroom, and a moment later she was descending, swallowing inch after inch of black meat deftly.

Drew, gawking, froze. He shouldn’t have. A hand whacked him across the face, sent him sideways, bumping into Leslie, who also paused, flicking her eyes to and fro Drew and her lover, her pale cheeks bulging with cock. Then, with dick in her mouth, she snorted.

“Don’t stop fondling my balls, bitch,” Mark leaned back on the sofa, his hand coming to rest upon the blonde head of his girlfriend. “Don’t let your girl do all the work.”

His cheek was still on fire, but the ringing in his head was passing. Doe-eyed, Drew looked timidly up at Mark for a moment, then frowned and kept rubbing the chunky cumtanks, each hand handling one nut. Leslie, halfway down on the shaft, cast him a final glance, her eyes beaming with amusement, then carried on with her task. Drew, blushing, kept massaging.

She knew what she was doing. After her lips engulfed another inch, she steadied herself and began to bob her head up and down, her plump lips pleasing the black shaft.

Mark, baring his teeth, clenched his abs. He followed the woman up and down, but left her to do the work, his hand simply following her rhythm. “Your girlfriend,” he said with effort, “was born to suck dick. Look at how fat those glossy cocksuckers are.”

Drew, who never stopped rubbing the chunky nuts, looked at the glossy cocksuckers. They slid up and down the shaft at a much faster pace now, and a sloppy suckling sound echoed through the living room. She was trying to suck the sperm out of his balls like her life depended on it, a stifled moan slipping out of her as she looked up. And found his eyes.

She smiled, her cock-stuffed lips curving upwards. Mark didn’t smile back, didn’t touch her softly or mutter warm words to her. He simply stared at her expectantly.

“Put my balls in your mouth,” the black man never took his eyes off of Leslie, but Drew knew the words were directed at him. His girlfriend was going faster now, a trickle of spit streaming down the length of the dark shaft. She was so close. Just inches away. Sucking dick.

“Glug- Glug- Glug-”

He parted his lips. Stuck out his tongue. Brought the balls up. Obscene sounds erupted from his girlfriend’s throat, now she was deeper than ever, her lips only inches from the forest of pubes that surrounded the shaft. He scooped up a nut on his tongue and grimaced from the taste, but forced himself to wrap his kissers around it. And then sucked on it.

It pounded in his mouth, fought against his lips as if it was trying to escape. He watched the wrinkly sack pull up, slide towards the fat dick, but kept suckling, squishing the single ball up against the roof of his mouth with his tongue, wetting the tickly pubes.

The dark man thrust his hips, jamming his dick balls deep into Leslie’s throat, yanking his ball out of Drew’s mouth. It left his lips with an audible pop. Grabbing the girl by the back of her head, he held her down as he rutted her mouth, groaning and squirming on the sofa.

His balls pulled all the way up. Leslie grew wide eyes.

Drew understood what happened. And if he hadn’t, he would have a moment later, when his girlfriend withdrew and a mouthful of white goo burst out from her sparkly lips.

The black cock was spasming, belching rope after rope of sticky seed up in the air and on the face of his lover. One torrent splattered across her pretty features, drawing a vertical line from her forehead down to her chin. It quickly began to seep, trickling into her eyebrows.

Leslie, flustered, froze to the spot, shutting her eyes. Grabbing his cock, Mark wanked himself off, milking the last drops of nutbutter out of his balls, pointing the tip at her.

They all panted.

“Fuck,” whispered Mark, dropping his dick. It hit the sofa with a dull thud, cum still leaking out of the tip. Leslie, her face twisted in a grimace, wiped her eyes, but she only managed to spread out the facial further. The cock on the couch gave a final twitch, then fell to sleep.

Drew, nibbling on his bottom lip, looked longingly at Leslie. She was so beautiful now, her lips pouting prettily as the thick nutbutter dripped down upon the fabric of her pajamas. He had never seen her like this before, her face full of cum, fouled and defiled.

A hand grabbed him by the neck. Drew jumped.

“I’m not done with your girlfriend yet,” said Mark, and stood up. His dark-skinned, naked frame towered over Drew, who kept kneeling timidly on the floor, looking up softly.

“But I don’t think you deserve to watch what happens next.”

“You- You promised me I could watch. You-”

Mark cut him off with a snicker. Before Drew had a chance to react, his knees left the floor. It cost the black man no effort to hoist him up, and suddenly, Drew lay ass up on a shoulder.

“I’mma fuck your girlfriend up the butt now,” the black man continued, setting course for the hallway. A blanching Drew cast a quick glance over his shoulder, and then began to shake his head, attempting a gentle wriggle upon the boulder shoulder. Mark held him tightly.

“And I don’t wanna hear your bitch ass voice whine when I make her scream. You’ve sucked my cock now. It’s time you fucked off, faggot.”

“N- No,” Drew squirmed and wormed, desperately trying to escape the firm grip. The black man carried him through the hallway, slipped into a pair of shoes and opened the front door. A moment later, they were outside, but Mark still didn’t put him down.

The headlights of a car driving by. A gasp from a nearby neighbor.

“I’mma put you where white boys like you belong,” Mark mocked, patting Drew once on the bottom. They had reached the sidewalk now. Drew could see the mailbox. And-

Mark opened a lid. Let it drop down so that it slammed against the container. Drew caught a brief glimpse of Sarah, his neighbor, hugging a child and watching from the window.

“Don’t-” Drew began, wriggling with all the might he could muster. It didn’t matter. Mark spun him around, and then he was looking straight into the garbage bin, half-stuffed with trash.

“I’ll let your bitch know where I put you. Once her ass has stopped leaking, maybe she’ll come out and help you up. But I wouldn’t count on it, white boy.”

An hour later, while Drew was still wriggling around in the trash can, struggling to cope with the hideous stench, fighting to get back out, moans echoed throughout his house.
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

As Nathan left his house that day, he felt like a man. Not much of a man, but a man nonetheless. He hugged his mother, grabbed the car keys from the kitchen table and hurried outside. The call that had disrupted his gaming session came half an hour ago, and he knew how his girlfriend would react if he was late. Slipping into his mother’s silver BMW, he backed out of the driveway while patting his pockets. It was essential that he brought condoms. If he didn’t, who knew what Sabrina - his girlfriend - might decide to do?

Circling around a turnabout, he made his way for the main road. Eerie darkness lay upon the forest that stood tall on each side of the asphalt, the clock was nearing nine. Cruising towards his goal at a pace just below the speed limit - you’re never in such a rush that you’re willing to die for it, his father always used to say - his thoughts drifted to the evening that lay ahead. Despite the excitement that made him tremble in his seat, he could not help but fear the aftermath. He hadn’t had release for the past two days, but he had touched himself vigorously, and now he was worried how he would react when the crazed hornyness that paralyzed his good sense of judgment finally faded. Would he still feel like a man?

In truth, it would not be the first time his manhood was in jeopardy. As the secretary of a local automobile repair shop - a woman’s position, his father also used to say - he’d pick up calls, set appointments and bring the (real men) mechanics coffee. There were five of them and only one of him. They kept him out of their circle, whispered and snickered behind his back as if he was not man enough to hear what they had to say. To top it off, Nathan stood out like a fish on land. Terrible grades had led him to apply for jobs on the fifth street, a block down from the projects. The bosses who ran that street did not care about pieces of paper. They knew they’d be able to make pretty, little white boys do whatever they wanted, and the secretary job was his the moment he stepped through the worn-down garage door.

Confidence is key, Nathan. Your potential boss is looking for someone with a spine. He wants to see a future leader. Keep your chin up, son, and straighten that back!

If his father had met Elijah, he wouldn’t have told him that. The auto shop boss was not searching for a brave, young man with confidence. He was on the lookout for a bitch, and a bitch was what he found; trembling and stammering his way through the interview; serving his (betters) peers in an attempt to fit in; desperately trying to deepen his voice whenever he was around one of those bulky, black men who treated him like he came to work in a dress.

Nathan took a turn and left the main road. He was almost there. In a moment, he would come upon a row of white houses in a neat, middle-class neighborhood. Inside the home in the middle, his girlfriend was waiting, but she was not alone. It all began on a Friday afternoon. Sabrina drove down to the shop to pick him up after his shift. While he had told her to wait in the car, she was not the type to take commands, and before he had managed to clock out, she stood in the middle of the little office, her voluptuous figure hugged tightly by the flowery summer dress she wore. Elijah had come in from the garage then, wiping his oily hands with a yellow rag that was once white. He hadn’t worn a shirt - hot summer days turned the garage into a dutch oven - and his chiseled abs had been shiny with sweat.

Suddenly, Nathan caught himself gripping the steering wheel to the point where his knuckles turned pale. He remembered the look on her face when she laid eyes on him for the first time; wolfish, tempted and wild. A blush had crept up on her pale cheeks, and she had giggled at his every word, her restless fingers continuously toying with her brown locks. He knew she wanted him the first time they met, but he never expected her to act on her dark desires. It was harmless, he had thought, just like it was when he found himself on the sofa with a throbbing erection after Nicki Minaj twerked her booty on the screen of his television.

It wasn’t harmless.

The realization dawned upon him on a late Friday night while he was writhing and turning sleeplessly in bed. He didn’t quite figure out precisely what she was up to, but he finally understood that something was wrong. The past few weeks, he hadn’t known where Sabrina was. To an outsider, that might seem normal under the circumstances, especially since she lived with her family, and he lived with his mother. But Sabrina was not like most women her age. Her friends - and his - had a tendency to go out every weekend, and sometimes even on the weekdays. His girlfriend was not like that; she was not shy per say but seemed to prefer her own company, a quiet night in the living room, a shopping trip with her sister. It was unusual for her to disappear like this - she even quit answering his texts - but it took Nathan weeks upon weeks to build up the courage to confront her. It was not her reaction that he feared. Not that she’d get angry, or upset. He feared her answer.

There was a reason for his suspicion. In the garage, strange things began to occur. They had always excluded him, but suddenly his five co-workers seemed to loosen up. It took a turn for the worse, and Nathan suddenly found himself showered with unwanted attention. They’d ruffle his hair, pinch his cheeks, clap him on the bottom and snicker. It wasn’t exactly bullying, but Nathan had never felt like less of a man. They came from a different world, he had thought, and he’d never be like them. On Christmas morning, Nathan would wake up - at the not-so-mature age of twenty-two - to a stuffed stocking hanging over the fireplace, while these men probably spent the day trying to avoid getting shot in a shootout. A lifetime of struggle had made them hard to the bone, and little Nathan simply couldn’t fit in.

It was obvious that they were better men. They were huge, ripped, strong, fast, brash and full of real-world experience. The sort of men women would hire when they needed something taken care of. The sort of men who would take control of every situation, and direct their peers simply because it was in their nature. Kings of the street, with deep voices, thick arms, massive bulges on the front of their trousers. Nathan shuddered, pulling onto a wide road where white houses began popping up on both sides. Massive bulges were something he had become very familiar with. They’d strut around in their tight jeans, the outline of something fat and veiny clear to the eye. He never ogled them. It’s not as if he was gay. It’s just-.. It was difficult to look away sometimes. There were monsters in those pants.

Driving through the empty neighborhood, faintly lit by meek streetlights, he finally parked the car at the side of the street. The house to his left loomed over him like a terrifying beast. He had no idea where he would find them. Her room? No, when Sabrina was home alone, she’d not bring him to her room. That’d be too dull for her. The living room, maybe? The kitchen?

Shutting off the engine, he remained in his seat. He gripped the handle on his car door, but it was as if his fingers refused to pull it out. He knew what awaited him inside. It was the end of his manhood. Sabrina had made that very clear when she called him. They had been sleeping with each other for months, but today was the day his girlfriend saw fit to take it a step further. Today, on his knees, he would serve. Not his girlfriend, but her bull.

He left his car.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Stepping through the door, he found the hallway brightly lit, warm and welcome. Faint voices could instantly be made out, but those sounds could be coming from the television. A blue hue stemmed from the door that led to the living room. Curiosity drove him wild. There was nothing he would rather do than find them, cast a glance at whatever they were up to, see for himself. But Nathan had his orders, and with a shaky sigh, he unzipped his jeans and tugged them down to his ankles. Stepping out of his trousers, he yanked his shirt off, then slowly fell to his knees. A comfortable warmth swept over his bare skin as he reached for his phone and wrote a brief text, his fingers quivering. The message was simple. “I’m here.”

When Nathan confronted his girlfriend so many months ago, she had been hesitant to give him a clear answer at first. “I’m-.. I’m fucking someone else,” she had whispered finally, and he had felt his cock throb with need as she bit her bottom lip, staring at him in a way that told him there was nothing he could do about it. “You can’t change my mind,” she had told him bluntly. “I-.. I still love you, Nathan, I-.. I don’t know-.. It’s just-.. He’s so fucking good.”

Footsteps. Someone was approaching. Swallowing, Nathan shifted uneasily, packing his phone away underneath his trousers that lay in a bundle on the floor. Sabrina appeared in the doorway, dressed in nothing but her skimpy lingerie, the dark bra squishing her ample bosom, the thin thong barely able to cover her supple lips. She had the same look on her face that she did back when he asked her who it was; a strict expression coupled with cold eyes that flashed no real emotion. The answer had caused his knees to betray him, and as he had laid on the floor, his thoughts had drifted to the two of them, together. The sheer thought of his boss’ arrogant smile as he pressed himself between her legs filled him to the brim with flaming jealousy, but a new sensation grasped an invisible hand around his cock as she bent over, reached out to comfort him. She was so beautiful. He cherished every little detail about her; the mousy chin, the huge eyes, the cascading hair, the pale skin, the sweet face, the beauty mark over her plump lips. She was his once. Before she was conquered.

“You’re late.”

“I’m-.. I’m sorry.”

“You better be.”

Sabrina patted her hip. Like an obedient dog, Nathan fell forward - on all fours - and crawled over, his eyes glued to the floor. “Good boy,” she purred, squatting down to grasp him by the hair. When they came face-to-face, he looked at her softly. She was smirking prettily. “When Elijah is in this house, this whole place belongs to him. Do you know why Nathan?”

“Because-.. Because he’s black,” he stammered, feeling his cock swelling up in the confines of his tight boxers. They were a size too small, a gift from his girlfriend for his last birthday.

“Because he’s black,” she confirmed, her voice dripping with sweetness. “And when you see the black man who has been fucking your girlfriend all weekend, what will little Nathan do?”

“Th-.. Th-.. Th-..” he tried, but the words got caught on his tongue. Sabrina giggled, patted him on the head, squeezed her chest in his face. Her cleavage was barely an inch away.

“Th-.. Thank him,” he finally managed to mutter, a flash of heat wafting up on his features. It had taken him three days to crack when Sabrina broke up with him. Three days - which he mostly spent furiously wanking in the bathroom until his cock was sore - before he understood he’d rather have a blacked Sabrina than no Sabrina at all. It took him another day to return to the garage, and that morning was spent begging the man who had been fucking his girlfriend to please let him have his job back. It required a lot of begging. Work was never the same after that. Everyone knew what Elijah and Sabrina were up to. It was obvious by the way they looked at him. From that day forward, Nathan was a cuckold.

“You’re only getting one chance, Nathan,” Sabrina retorted, and now the tone of her voice was serious. “I had to convince him to let you try. I promised him you would behave. He said he saw enough of your bratty ass at work, and that he’d prefer you just stay away. You’ve no idea what I had to do to change his mind. Be a good boy. Don’t irritate him, babe.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, and she seemed content. Straightening up, the feminine fingers intertwining themselves in his hair took a firmer grip, and then led him onwards. Struggling to keep up with her on all fours, Nathan kept falling behind, her voluptuous rear swaying inches from his face. She was leading him to the living room, and now he could hear the television clearly. The couple paused at the door, and she turned to look down at him. “You’re about to meet the cock that made me leave you,” she cooed. “Show it the proper respect it deserves.”

As she tugged on his hair, Nathan drew in a sharp breath. He crawled around the corner. It was warmer in the living room, wicked flames danced in the fireplace by the couch. A few empty cans of beer stood on the glass table that sat before the sofa, and the source of these could be found sitting on the dark leather, his legs spread, his head cocked backward. He was naked from head to toe, the chiseled abs glistening from the dim light of the fire. A huge hand was wrapped around a massive member, jerking up and down in a slow and gentle rhythm. The thick dick throbbed with every wank, the pitch-black skin covering the monstrous shaft clenching down upon several snaky veins. Nathan froze. It was a stunning sight. The erect prick was huge and so fat he had no idea how that thing could fit in his little Sabrina. As if she noticed what he was staring at, his girlfriend giggled girlishly.

“Someone’s here to greet you, Sir.”

Nathan twitched. For a moment, he almost forgot that massive cock belonged to someone. It was then that their gazes met, and he found himself flushing up in color, the sheer heat radiating off of his face, quick to avert his gaze as Elijah stared him down. Sabrina could not keep quiet, her feminine laughter ringing through the cramped space. “You know what you’re supposed to do,” she teased, then released his hair. Shuddering, Nathan began to crawl forward, his wide eyes never leaving the green carpet that coated the floor like a soft layer.

“Thank-..” he began, but Sabrina interrupted him. Slipping past him, he saw her petite feet stroll by, then heard her plop onto the couch. Slowly, he dared to look up, and found her cuddled up next to his boss, who casually wrapped an arm around her. When he peeked, she leaned closer, her hand settling on his broad, black chest. The smile on her lips was devilish. She knew exactly how it made him feel. “Go on,” she snickered, gesturing at the floor by their feet. Elijah didn’t say a word; his expression void of any emotion, dangerous.

Lowering his gaze, he kept crawling. He felt their eyes on him as he came closer, sensed the tension in the air. As he reached two pairs of feet, he sat his bottom down on his ankles, his prick straining against boxers on wide display. Clearing his voice - which he kept as quiet as a whisper - he forced himself to speak, “Th-.. Thank you for fucking my girlfriend… Sir.”

There was a long pause, and then they both burst into laughter. Sabrina was hysterical, the last one to calm down, an occasional high-pitched scoff escaping her lips. Elijah was left smiling with disbelief, shaking his head back and forth, rubbing his face with a palm. “I told you he’d do anything for me,” Sabrina purred, bringing her toes up underneath his chin. She forced him to raise his gaze, and Nathan was met with the sight of the huge cock. It was even bigger up close, and now he could see drops of sticky liquid dripping out of the plump tip, trailing down the dark length. His lips came up, formed the shape of a circle. Even with Nathan so close - a man, her boyfriend - his boss hadn’t stopped wanking, tugging the skin up and down his brown anaconda. Sabrina was chewing on her lip, beaming at her lover.

“I had no idea he was such a pussy,” Elijah said, his deep voice directed at Sabrina as if he was not even there in the room with them. “What, are you blackmailing him?”

“He likes it,” Sabrina retorted gleefully. She flicked her eyes in his direction, and for a moment, they flashed with passion. “His itty bitty cock grows around strong men.”

Widening his eyes, Nathan was quick to shake his head, parting his lips to speak. His girlfriend cut him off once more, stuffing half her foot between his kissers, muffling his protests. “Don’t you deny it now,” she cooed, wriggling her toes against the surface of his tongue. Wincing, Nathan had no choice to keep his lips spread wide, feeling the way her toes explored the cavity of his mouth. When she finally withdrew her foot, he fell upon all fours, a rope of salvia connecting him to the flat of her sole. Slowly, she stood up, then descended into a squat by his side. Her fingers grasped his chin, lifted his gaze, turned his attention to the fat mamba that throbbed and twitched so close to his face.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” she whispered, her plump lips brushing past his ear. Nathan felt a chill shoot up his spine and quivered, his huge eyes glued to the massive shaft, and the hand that kept jerking it. Settling on her knees, Sabrina crept closer, the hand on his chin leaving to take a firm grip of his hair. Yanking back his head, she edged behind him, stroking a gentle hand up and down the insides of his thighs. “I’m going to teach you how to take proper care of real men today,” she continued, her voice stern. “You little sissy boy.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Take them off.”

Nathan stood on the middle of the floor, thumbs hooked into his briefs, shoulders slumped forward weakly. They were leaning back on the sofa, a nasty grin plastered upon the face of his boss, an expectant look on the face of his girlfriend. His hands were shaking, and they refused to obey the feminine command, clutching the fabric tightly. The longer he kept stalling, the deeper the frown on Sabrina’s face grew. Finally, she had enough. “If you don’t take them off, you can get out right now, and I will call you when he’s done with me.”

There was no mercy to be found in her voice. Her expression was firm - almost sour - and she had resorted to gripping the black dick, gently tugging on the skin, keeping the fat cock rigid. He stared at her, pleaded her with his eyes, but she was adamant, the hand working the thick shaft picking up the pace. Elijah - who mostly kept quiet - cocked his head against the headrest with a guttural groan. “Do as she says,” he growled, and Nathan trembled.

Catching himself in the reflection of the window to his right, he saw how he was red-hot from the hairline all the way down to his neck. His pulse was pounding like his veins were about to pop out of his skin, and the knowledge of what was about to come almost caved in his knees. The lovers were becoming impatient, but the second Elijah sat up - probably to pick him up and throw him out - Nathan promptly reacted. His boxers came down, quickly tugged down to his knees. With a face so flushed with heat, his mother would’ve thought he had a fever, he meekly looked up to catch their reaction. There was a pause, and then the deep laughter bellowed through the living room. Sabrina laughed too, pressing a hand against her plump lips in a vain attempt to stifle her giggling. “Damn, boy. That’s the smallest cock I have ever seen. What are you even gonna do with that? Does she even fuck you anymore?”

The words of his boss almost drove him to tears. His hands found his package - and was able to cup both cock and balls with no effort - and hid his junk from view. Elijah had looked questioningly at Sabrina, who sat there with a sheepish smile on her face, beginning to shake her head. “I’d never feel his little worm after your huge cock,” she teased, sticking her tongue out momentarily, flicking her attention in his direction. “Isn’t that right, Nathan?”

“Y-.. Y-.. Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“You’d-.. You’d never feel me after taking his huge cock,” he stuttered and winced as they broke into a new fit of laughter. He kept his chin down, and his hands behind his back.

“You’re such a little boy down there,” Sabrina purred, gnawing on her bottom-lip midst eyeing him below the belt. “Turn around. Let us see that cute, little boybutt you’re so proud of.”

Nathan hesitated. He knew what made his girlfriend tick, why she wanted this. Flashing his ass at his boss was a bad idea. That was what women did, the mating call of the century. If he wanted to retain even the slightest speck of respect, he’d have to quit now. Grab his clothes and get out of there. Tell his girlfriend he was done playing her games. If he turned around now, whatever manhood he still had left would evaporate with those prying eyes.

Swallowing, Nathan shot a glance at the doorway, then shut his eyes. Slowly, his feet began to stir, and then he had turned his back on the pair of lovers, his bare ass on plain view. Now that he was facing away, he couldn’t see the looks on their faces, but he heard the constant sound of flesh clapping sloppily against flesh. Sabrina seemed to be wanking him harder.

He’s leering at your ass, Nathan. And he’s not even gay. He simply doesn’t care. Because he doesn’t see you as a man. Because he sees you as a woman. Little sissy white boy.

“Come closer,” Sabrina commanded in the background. The room was quiet, except for the manly grunts that came from Elijah. He didn’t like that sound when his butt was bare. It felt oh-so-wrong. As if she mesmerized him with the sweetness of her voice, he began backing up, and now it suddenly felt like his buttcheeks were jiggling with every step he took.

“That’s a fat ass, white boy,” Elijah scoffed. Nathan froze, a shaky sigh escaping past his parted lips. Never before had anyone spoken to him like that. As he stood there, his arms protectively hugging his sides, he started to wonder if this was what catcalling felt like.

“Not as fat as mine,” Sabrina murmured, and Nathan heard a brief kiss. The whole ordeal had left him stunned, and he didn’t even turn around as his girlfriend slipped a moan. She was strict about her lover. Whenever he interrupted them in the past - often by texting her asking when she wanted him to pick her up - she’d be furious when she came home, and the idea of how she’d react if he dared bother them when he was with them was terrifying.

“Bend over,” Elijah muttered finally, his voice a touch odd as if something was constricting his lower lip. Nathan shuddered in response to the growling voice. “Spread those cheeks, boy.”

“Do it,” Sabrina said, backing up her lover. His heart throbbed wildly in his chest, and what felt like a lump was stuck in his throat. The couple behind him fell silent, and as if he had eyes on the back of his (ass) neck, he knew they had gone back to staring. Cautious fingers crept up on each of his buttocks, and then he bent over, pulling his buttcheeks apart. “Oh my god,” Sabrina giggled. “Mmm. That’s right. Flash your ass at the black cock, faggot.”

Nathan moaned - softly, so they wouldn’t hear - arched the small of his back like a cat, pulled his shoulders backward to make his rear stick out. He had no idea how his boss was reacting, which thoughts were drifting through his mind right now, but the sheer knowledge that the arrogant bully was catching a glimpse of where the sun does not shine made his prick twitch between his thighs. Quickly, he pressed his legs together, trying to hide it.

I’m not gay. This isn’t gay. I’m doing this for Sabrina. That fat, black cock is only pointing at my ass because I am a good boyfriend. Because she makes me. I’m not gay. I swear.

“Come here,” he heard his girlfriend say. It took him a while to build up the courage to turn around, careful to dodge the terrifying gaze of his boss. “Here,” she repeated herself, a finger pointed at the floor. “It’s time you show some appreciation for your job, babe.”

Shutting his eyes, he obeyed. Blindly, he fell to the floor. It was impossible to look at the black man who sat behind him. The sheer thought of it made his face flush up bright pink.

“That’s a good, boy. Closer. No-.. That’s not close enough. There we go. Awh-.. Look at that little wrinkly nub. Is that why you’re so shy, Nathan? It’s time to open your eyes.”

He did and came face-to-face with the monstrous dick. It pointed straight at him, the pisshole dripping with sticky liquid. Wide-eyed, he leaned further and further back on his knees as the fat adder kept creeping closer. In the corner of his eye, he saw Sabrina stand up, then make her way over. Before long, she slid her fingers through his hair as she ventured behind him, wrapping her arms lovingly around his neck as she knelt down. Her face propped up by his side, and she leaned over his shoulder, staring up at the approaching prick with awe written on her hungry face. “Suck cock for me, babe,” she whispered, her frame pressing into his to prevent him from backing away any further. “It’s so big and black and juicy. Have a little taste. It’s okay, Nathan. Just a taste. Suck his cock. For me.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

There was no escape. Despite how the cock had stopped coming closer - Elijah was sitting on the edge of the sofa, and did not seem to bother standing up - Sabrina pressed her bosom into his back. He could feel how her chest flattened against his bare skin, the mere sensation plunging his own prick into his squished thighs. They were each a piece of bread, and he was the meat, lodged between them like they were one colorful sandwich. Past the thick shaft, he saw the wrinkly veins lead way into a bush of black pubes. Underneath them lay a pair of egg-sized balls, heaving, and churning, lazily resting on the black leather. There was a certain scent to the junk stuffed in his face. It reminded him of sweaty locker rooms.

“Give it a little kiss,” Sabrina encouraged, her fingers squishing his cheeks together so that his lips became plump. “Let him know how much more of a man you think he is.”

She was so close, her words wafting into his ear, her tone sultry and sweet and seductive. It was then that her hand flew past his face, reaching out for the black meat, wrapping gentle fingers around the thick girth. Slowly, as if asking for permission, she brought it down for his lips. Quivering, Nathan did not move. His own cock was throbbing with need, and the lust that swept over him drove away his doubt. The tip of the mighty prick slid closer and closer and closer, and then the bulbous head slid over his supple lips, forcing a quick kiss.

“Good boy,” Sabrina moaned, a strain in her voice. There was no amusement to be seen on her face now, her blue eyes beaming with sheer and utter passion. He looked at her, and she looked at him before her eyes trailed sideways to the massive member. She did not say a word, but her seductive gaze told him to keep kissing. Ushering a shaky breath - which led Elijah to slip a groan of pleasure, and Nathan to squirm uncomfortably - he forced himself to lean forward, then flattened his lips against the belly of the beast. It was strange; he could feel the thin vein under his kissers, and the dick was throbbing with warmth. “I’m so glad you’re doing this for me, babe,” Sabrina whispered. She sounded out of breath. “Don’t stop kissing it. Kneel before your boss. Beg for your paycheck. Thank him for stealing me.”

No matter how hard he pressed his thighs together, his cock simply would not stay trapped a moment longer. It sprung free from the squished, pale flesh, the few inches of dripping joy rocking back and forth. Slapping a hand over her mouth, Sabrina struggled to hide her amusement. Elijah was not as polite. “The little faggot loves it,” he scoffed. There was still disbelief in his voice. “Probably touched his little dick whenever we threw him out.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Sabrina said, stroking her thumbs over his lips. “It’s just a joke. Sucking black cock doesn’t make you gay. It’s only natural for white boys to serve their betters.”

“Of course it makes him a faggot,” Elijah chuckled. Sabrina sent him a sharp stare. “Don’t mind him, sweetie. Men will be men. We just have to put up with that… Now sniff it.”

Nathan twitched. The fat cock was brought up towards his nose, and after a moment, the pitch-black shaft was pressing gently against his nostrils. He held his breath. The skin on the thick dick was sticky but warm and full of life. “Sniff it, and I will touch you,” Sabrina muttered into his ear. Shivering, Nathan shut his eyes, then took a deep breath through his nose. The smell hit him like a brick. The foul cockmusk stained the walls of his nose, and the scent could only be described as cheesy. Pulling a face, he opened his watery eyes. The smell was so dirty. How could anyone possibly enjoy this scent? It was so… Manly.

“Look at his face,” Sabrina squealed, and for a moment they snickered at him. The heat on his face never evaporated, and after sniffing cock, he was sure his cheeks were an even deeper crimson. “It’s time to put it in your mouth now, sweetie. Open your lips. Let him in.”

Despite the cheesy stench lingering in his nose, his own prick had not stopped pounding. It encouraged him to obey, do as his girlfriend said, and slowly but surely, his lips came up.

“This is how a real man tastes,” Sabrina whispered, guiding the tip of the fat dick towards the open lips. The pink mushroom touched the corners of his mouth, and Nathan obediently spread his kissers wider. Guiding the tip into the warmth of his wet mouth, Sabrina moaned softly, feeding him inch after inch of black meat. It was beginning to fill up his mouth to the brim, the fat girth painfully forcing his mouth open. Struggling to lay his tongue flatly over his bottom-teeth to protect the plump shaft, Nathan grimaced at the taste. The skin was musky and pungent, the flavor oh-so-similar to the odor. “That’s a good boy. Take him deeper.”

Grunting, the well-built man on the sofa stirred. Nathan saw how his thighs flexed, how his hips came up from the seat. When he pushed forward, another two inches of dick slid into his mouth. Nathan panicked. Planting his hands on each of the black thighs, he tried to shove himself backward, but his girlfriend kept him firmly in place, her hands on each of his cheeks, soothing him with her gentle voice. “It’s okay,” she told him. “It’s okay to gag.”

Nathan gagged.

The shaft was so fat, his lips barely moved as he tried to shut his mouth. It was sheer and utter reflex. Squishing those plump lips down upon the dark cock, the black man on the couch gripped his seat, digging his fingers into the fabric, groaning. Slowly, he felt fingers slip from his cheek, crawl up his neck, come to rest on the back of his head. “Look up,” Sabrina cooed, then pressed him at the fat dick. With huge eyes - the eyes of a lost puppy, staring longingly up at his owner - he glanced at Elijah, feeling the belly of his beast slide deeper and deeper across his flattened tongue. It left a stain of musk, and the taste bothered him, but he had no choice but to swallow more and more and more. Their gazes met, for the first time that night, and his boss flashed him a wicked smirk, his face a picture of arrogance.

He looked away, down to the black length, steering his focus to the dick. This was it. He knew he’d never be the same again. In the past, he was a bitch. Now, he was a cocksucker and a bitch, a white boy who surrendered to black cock. This was her plan. He understood it now. This was what Sabrina wanted. It wasn’t just sucking a cock. No. “Swallow your pride,” he heard her whisper. In the background, as if she was very far away. “Swallow your pride and suck big, black cock. Swallow your pride and worship big, black men. Let go.”

She’s blacking you, Nathan. Now you’ll be just like all the white girls you wank your little cock to in porn. Just like her. Whatever will your mother think if she ever finds out?

“Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug,” erupted from his throat, a sloppy, wet noise that came each time he bobbed his head back and forth, tracing his plump lips across the powerful shaft. His cheeks went hollow when he sucked, clenching around the dick in his mouth. Sabrina was breathing heavily, her hand sliding down his front to embrace his cock, gripping the white nub so that it disappeared in her palm. “So good,” she purred. “You’re so good at sucking big, black cock.”

When she grasped him by the prick, he twitched it in her hand, rolling his eyes into the back of his skull. Her touch was overwhelming. He felt like he could cum right there and then. But she barely moved her hand, working his member softly. She knew what she was doing. She was trying to keep him from going over the edge. The pleasure she brought him convinced him to keep sucking, to pick up the pace, to do better. Before he had a chance to think, he was bouncing up and down, trying to ram the tip against the back of his throat. “Fuck,” his boss groaned, and Nathan knew he was driving him close. The fat pair of balls seemed to slither across the black leather, pulling up towards the hairy crotch. It took Nathan a moment to understand what that meant, but when he did, his eyes went wide with terror.

As if his boss could read his mind, a big hand shot out for the back of his head. Black fingers took a firm grip of his hair, kept him steady, yanked him to and fro on the big dick. His whole mouth was full, stuffed to the brim with cock, and as Sabrina stroked her hand across his cheek, he was sure she could feel it throb inside. “You’re doing so good, babe. You’re being such a good cocksucker. Claim your reward now. Gobble up all that sticky, hot nutbutter.”

“White boy whore,” Elijah growled, and leaned forward, grasping Nathan by the chin with his free hand, tugging his lips back and forth on his cock like his mouth was a pussy. “I’m gonna fuck your little girlfriend up the ass after this while you wait outside burping dick, bitch!”

His boss was so strong. He threw him around like a ragdoll, digging his dick down his throat while Nathan suckled and slobbered. “Oh my god. I can-.. I can see it,” Sabrina gasped, and as she said that, he felt the plump cockhead twitch against the back of his throat. There was a pause - Elijah held him utterly still - and he began to worry for his breath. Worry turned to fear, and fear turned to panic, and then he was gagging and wriggling to escape. His release was sudden, the throbbing dick sliding backward out of his throat until the bulbous head popped out from between his circle-shaped lips. Dizzy, his gaze hazy, his mind cloudy, he heaved for his breath just as a rope of something warm and sticky struck him square across the face. It was so sudden that he couldn’t help but flinch… And then shut his eyes.

It kept coming. Torrent after torrent of hot goo splattered out on his face. It shot out onto his forehead, dribbling into his eyebrows. It sprayed onto his cheeks, his nose, his lips. Half of the load stuck to his skin, while the rest dripped down upon his bare chest, then trailed down his tummy and between his legs. The hand that trapped his aching cock released him, and Nathan thrusted his hips out in the air, desperate and needy. Whimpering, he squeezed his eyes shut as hard as he could, pressing his lips together, squirming on the spot as the hot sperm slid down his skin lazily. “Such a good boy,” Sabrina kept saying, but now she was further away. When Elijah finally finished - after what felt like half an hour - Nathan rose a shaky hand up to his face, wiping nutbutter off of his eyelids, then let them slide up.

There was a camera in his face, the lens pointed right at him. Parting his lips, his face caked with cum, he was about to speak when a brief flash blinded him. Wincing, he brought a hand up to shield his eyes, which slowly adjusted to the light. That was when he saw Sabrina bend over, handing the camera over to Elijah. A cruel smile was glued to her painted lips. “There we go, babe,” she said happily. “I think it’s time you two renegotiate your salary.”
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Is this a date?

Brian, resting his back against a wall, waited patiently by the entrance. The clock was now nearing nine, and Brian, who had arrived thirty minutes ago, was beginning to fear she wouldn’t make it in time before the automatic doors shut for the night. The gym was technically open twenty-four-seven, but you’d have be inside by nine, else the electronic card would no longer unlock the glass doors. And then there’d be no workout.

And no date. Was this a date?

Sighing, Brian tapped his gym card against his thigh and looked around. Jenny was nowhere to be seen. He should’ve gone home and got her, he thought, gnawing on his lip. Should’ve gone home and walked her here. Jenny probably would’ve appreciated the gesture.

Footsteps. A shadow from around the corner.

Clearing his throat, Brian hurried to stand up straight. Pulling his shoulders back, cocking his head back, he stood the way he had taught himself to stand around women. As straight as an arrow with a proud chest. A youtube video had taught him that. How to be Alpha.

But it wasn’t Jenny who slipped around the corner. It was another woman entirely. A thin blonde with tan skin who wore a pink sports bra and a plain pair of leggings. She held a transparent water bottle in her left hand and carried a black bag in her right. A white cable swung to and fro on her front, and Brian realized she was wearing headphones.

As if she didn’t even see him, she walked right at him. Swallowing, he hurried to scurry out of the way. Paying him no attention, the blonde swiped her card, then headed into the gym.

Rubbing his face, Brian pulled up his phone and looked at the time. Ten to nine. If she wasn’t here in five minutes, he’d swipe his card and keep the door open. The past week had been the highlight of his life, and nothing would ruin this evening. Not even locked doors.

Jenny moved in on Friday. He didn’t see much of her that weekend. They had separate rooms, a small four-by-four square that slightly resembled a prison cell. But they did share a bathroom, and a kitchen, and when he saw her walk up the stairs, guided by what must have been her parents, he knew he was the luckiest boy alive.

She had been the first one to approach. Brian hadn’t dared. When she moved in, he had expected a warm greeting, perhaps even a hug. But she had avoided him that weekend as if she wasn’t even there. Occasionally, the toilet had flushed, or the shower had been turned on. But for the first three days, that was the sole confirmation of her presence.

Then Monday came, and Jenny approached. That was the day she was meant to clean the kitchen. He figured she had wanted to say hi before they ran into each other by accident.

That wasn’t what she wanted.

It was the prettiest smile he had ever seen. She had lit up his room when he opened the door after hearing her knock. Brushed a loose strand of hair out of her face. Plumped her lips. Asked if maybe Brian couldn’t cover for her today, because she had plans.

He had nodded. That was on Monday.

On Tuesday, they only met briefly in the morning. “We’re out of toilet paper,” was all she had said. Brian, who had been quick to nod, had rushed to the store and bought some. Upon returning, he had knocked on her door, and she had grabbed the paper and headed right for the bathroom. The obscene sounds she made in there had brightened his day. It led him to realize that she wasn’t as shy as he had thought. She must’ve already been comfortable with him by then. And that was good. That was great. Right?

On Wednesday, she had knocked on his door. Told him she had a problem with her car and didn’t know how to put air in her tire. Brian had driven her car over to the gas station that day. He had hoped she’d be coming along, but she was busy. Out with friends.

On Thursday, they ran into each other in the afternoon. By mistake, he thought, until she asked if he wanted to make dinner together. His heart had almost leaped out of his chest. He had set off to the store, bought the ingredients, gone home and cooked it. She had beamed him such a bright smile when he knocked on her door to tell her it was finished. After fixing herself a plate, she had headed back into her room. And shut the door.

And today, when they had tried to pass each other in the narrow hallway that was their kitchen, he had asked her if maybe she wouldn’t be interested in coming to the gym with him. After a moment of hesitation, she had nodded. An overjoyed Brian had broken a plank under his bed after throwing himself on the mattress to muffle his excited squeals.

Five to nine. She won’t make it.

“Hey,” said a casual feminine voice. Flinching, Brian spun on his heels. Jenny stood only a few feet away, hands on her hips, brown hair tied up in a neat bun. A black top with thin shoulder straps and a plunging neckline adorned her torso. It looked as if her pale breasts might plop out of the strained fabric at any moment. Feeling hot, Brian sank his eyes.

“H- Hey. I was- I was beginning to think you weren’t coming.”

Damnit. What a stupid, stupid, stupid thing to say. Damnit.

Shrugging, Jenny shot him a sparkling smile. She wore a tiny pair of grey cotton shorts, the fabric clutching to her thick thighs like a second layer of skin. Could it even contain her ass?

“So? Are we going in?”

“Y- Yeah. Uhm- Do you have your card?”

Sashaying up to the door, she grabbed the handle and stood ready, shaking her head. A wide-eyed Brian nodded slightly and swept his card. A click and the door was open.

“It’s just- It’s illegal for me to let you in, and- They could revoke my membership. I mean- It’s not like I care, but- It’s just- This is the only gym around, and I don’t wanna be-”

Adjusting her cleavage, Jenny went inside. She walked a few feet straight ahead, looked around, then circled the corner, leaving Brian by the door. Huffing, he followed her lead.
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