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Interested In Another Sissy Tale?




Blacked Sissy by Tara Yarn




Twenty-three-year-old Jay can’t wait to have the house all to himself.

His parents are going away for five days. They suspect he’ll spend his time alone locked away in his room, play video games, maybe heat a frozen pizza.

Jay has other plans.

Plans that involve pink lingerie, a frilly skirt, some makeup, and the black hunk that lives across the street — the man his father keeps warning him about.

Jay is tired of pretending he is a real man.

Tonight, he wants to feel like a woman.

Blacked Sissy contains rough, explicit, and descriptive scenes of steamy nature. Kinks include interracial, bbc worship, sissification, feminization, oral, and back door action.


How About A Cuckold Bundle?




Forever Blacked by Tara Yarn




Forever Blacked, a 92’500 word ten 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 scenes, menage, rear worship and more!

This massive collection of naughty cuckold tales is stuffed to the brim with bored wives and cruel girlfriends looking to spice up their relationships with some big, black fun on the side.

And what can their wimpy boyfriends and meek husbands do? Will they dare to stand up to their black bullies, or are they left with no choice but to sit back, watch and obey?

Ten steamy stories so wrong and taboo they’ll leave the reader blushing by the end. They are red-hot, spicy and humiliating, bound to please any fan of the cuckold genre.

But only if you like your bulls big, black, and as mean as they come.

Forever Blacked contains rough, explicit and descriptive scenes of a steamy nature. The cuckolds both watch and participate, and the kinks vary.
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Chapter One

✽✽✽

As Matthew lay down on the chaise longue, he wondered why busty therapists insisted on wearing unbuttoned blouses that bared their deep cleavages in all their glory.

Miss Lockhart, blonde and pale and ridiculously voluptuous in her white-and-black striped top and dark skirt, pushed her wide-brimmed glasses up the bridge of her nose.

“Very well,” she said in her singsong voice. “Let’s begin. Are you comfortable?”

“Yes,” said Matthew, studying the ceiling, white like the floor and all the walls. He was in dire need of redirecting his thoughts away from Miss Lockhart’s tits.

The pretty therapist, thirty-two-years old today, opened a drawer, retrieved a stack of documents, and dropped them on the desk next to her laptop. Her coffee mug quivered.

“Your father is worried about you,” she continued, and in his peripheral vision, Matthew saw her pop the tip of her black ballpoint pen between her breasts. “Do you know why that is?”

Matthew shook his head and, per his therapist’s instructions, folded his hands, the tiny girly hands he was so horribly insecure about, on his flat belly. “No.”

“He says you’ve dropped off the soccer team.” That pen again, sinking deeper and deeper into the crevasse of those creamy tits. “Tell me why.”

“I didn’t like it,” mumbled Matthew, pondering on the consequences of growing a stiffy in front of her. Would she try to ignore it? Cry out in disgust? He had no idea.

Miss Lockhart nodded, flipping through the stacked documents. “He says you’ve decided to switch majors, that you now want to study digital art. Do you think that is a good idea?”

Matthew rolled his eyes. “It’s as good an idea as anything else, I guess?”

Miss Lockhart slurped her coffee. “It’s not exactly what your father had in mind for you. I imagine your choice is the cause of some conflict when you go home on the weekends.”

“I don’t want a STEM degree. I want to study something because I like it; not because my father does. He’s a cop. What on earth does he know about degrees?”

There was a moment of silence while Miss Lockhart scribbled something on a paper.

“Do you draw a lot?” The singsong voice broke the quiet. “Anything you can show me?”

“I don’t have any on my phone,” lied Matthew, acutely aware he had never drawn a single piece of art tame enough for him to be comfortable showing anyone, let alone Miss Lockhart.

The therapist flashed a smile, practiced and cold. “The last couple of months have been very eventful for you, haven’t they? You’ve decided to change majors, you’ve dropped off the soccer team, you’ve quit going to the gym, you’ve yet to find a job.”

Matthew frowned, locking his gaze on the plant in the corner, a flaxen-colored cactus with spikes that resembled horrifying teeth. “I’ve applied for a lot.”

Miss Lockhart shuffled through the papers. “You are twenty-years-old, you’ve never had a job, and you’ve got no degree. Job searching is an excruciating process for everyone but especially for youth like you. Hang in there. You’ll find one. Sooner or later.”

Matthew said nothing, stealing yet another glance at her cleavage from the corner of his eye. Two hills of milky-colored dough with a crevice in between, deep enough to drown in.

“Matthew?” Miss Lockhart gathered her golden tresses over a shoulder. “I’m going to ask you a question now. I’ve been told you might not want to answer.”

When Matthew held his silence, she continued. “Your father has told me he once had to arrest one of your classmates. A year ago, wasn’t it? A man named Jamal?”

Matthew blushed, pretending the cactus in the corner was extremely interesting. “Ahuh.”

“They’re releasing him this week, aren’t they?” Miss Lockhart leaned closer.

“They’ve already released him,” Matthew mumbled, trying hard to sound nonchalant.

The therapist tapped her fingers against her desk. “Did you know him?”

“No.” They hadn’t known each other. Not really. They’d been in the same class all through high school but Matthew couldn’t remember Jamal ever saying a word to him.

As a quarterback, he’d hung out with his fellow teammates and of course, the girls that flocked to them. Matthew, who’d spent his days playing video games and D&D, had been involved in an entirely different circle of friends. The kind of guys Jamal had liked to pick on.

“Are you scared he’ll seek you out?” Miss Lockhart’s melodious voice was gentle. “Take some kind of revenge on you because it was your father that put him away?”

“No,” snorted Matthew. “Why would I be afraid of that?”

“It’s only natural to feel that way—”

“Did you know that on average, African Americans are almost four times as likely to be arrested on a marijuana charge?” Matthew locked eyes with his therapist.

Miss Lockhart cocked a perfect eyebrow. “Are you angry at your father, Matthew?”

Emitting a sigh, Matthew sat up. “Can I go now? Please?”

Miss Lockhart looked at him for a while, twirling her ballpoint pen, its tip squeezed into the flesh of her upper tit. “We can call it a day, though before you go, I’d like to weigh you.”

“Weigh me? What? Like on a scale? Why?”

“Your father would like me to keep track of your weight,” Miss Lockhart explained, producing a scale from another drawer. “As I said, he’s worried about you.”

“I’m fine,” Matthew whined. “I’m not even eating less! I just quit going to the gym!”

She placed the scale on the floor and gestured for him to come closer. “Please?”

He stared at her for a moment, dumbfounded. “You realize I am an adult, right?”

“Nonetheless, he’s asked me to keep track of your weight.” Her smile was blinding.

Matthew huffed, scowled at her, stormed over, and stepped on the scale.

Miss Lockhart peered at the number, then scribbled it down. “How tall are you?”

“Five-seven,” Matthew grumbled, growing more frustrated by the second.

“Okay.” She wrote that down, too. “You’re just shy of a hundred-and-thirty-pounds. At five-seven, that’s just beneath average and no cause for concern.”

“Great,” said Matthew sarcastically, stepping off the scale, starting toward the door.

“Matthew?” Her voice caught up with him before he reached the door.

He sighed, crossed his arms, and turned to face her. “What?”

“Your friend, Jamal, was arrested on a drug charge, nothing more.” The tip of the black ballpoint pen was now stuck between a pair of plump, glossy lips. “His crime was, as you either guessed or heard somewhere, possession of considerable amounts of marijuana.

“I understand you’re frightened, Matthew, but please let me reassure you: Jamal does not fit the profile of someone likely to commit violence as an act of revenge.

“Nonetheless, if you’re afraid of running into him, I’ve been told his parole officer has acquired him a job at an auto shop downtown. I don’t know which and as soon as I do, I will send you the details. For now, if you want to avoid him, stay out of any auto shops.”

Miss Lockhart gave him a blinding smile that suggested he was now free to leave. Matthew took a deep breath, thanked her, glanced at her cleavage, and headed out.

As he darted through the reception, hurrying past the pretty receptionist, a twenty-something bespectacled brunette, the kind of girl he’d given up on ever going out on a date with a long time ago, thoughts of the night to come tightened the crotch of his pants.


Chapter Two

✽✽✽

The moment Matthew crossed the threshold to his five-by-five studio, he tore off his hoodie and wiggled out of his jeans. He tossed his phone on the couch, a black leather sofa with two seats, the only furniture in the small apartment if you didn’t count the glass table on which stood his TV, a sizable flatscreen, a present from Deshawn, his mother’s boyfriend.

He scurried over to the kitchen counter in nothing but his boxers, grabbing the two grey remotes that lay there. He stopped by the fridge on his way to the TV, grabbing a can of pear cider. If there was one thing Matthew liked less than therapy sessions, it was beer.

He drank half the can in one go while he turned on the television. He fetched his laptop from underneath the sofa and attached it to the TV with an HDMI cable while he waited for Spotify to load up. He scrolled through his playlists like a maniac, not stopping until he found the one he was looking for. A mouse click later, Nicki Minaj’s haughty voice resounded through his room, rapping about thick cocks and fat butts and telling flat-assed white girls to fuck off.

Upping the volume, Matthew sprang out of the couch. His heart was beating so fast, it felt like the pulsing muscle wanted to burst out of his chest. He ran to the bathroom.

For a five-by-five studio that only set Matthew - or, more accurately, Matthew’s father - back five hundred dollars a month, it had come equipped with a surprisingly large bathroom.

The mirror was huge, the toilet was almost new, there was plenty of space for his laundry basket, and his washer had only broken down once. And, perhaps more importantly, the cabinets flanking the brightly-lit mirror were more than spacious enough to hide an abundance of makeup—and the three fat black dildos he kept in the back.

Swaying his hips to the catchy music, Matthew fetched all the containers he needed from the leftmost cabinet, arranging them in order atop the white-and-grey countertop. He was so excited, his hands were shaking. Gripping the countertop’s edge, he took a deep breath.

He stared in the mirror. Tonight was the night. The night he’d been waiting for. He could still remember Jamal’s words as clearly as if they’d been spoken yesterday.

“If I go to prison,” the hulky quarterback had growled at Matthew, cornering him in one of the university’s hallways, “I’m coming for your pale ass when I get out.”

Matthew shut his eyes and counted to ten, aware he’d never be able to do his own makeup if his hands shook like this. Having calmed down some, he darted over to the laundry basket.

That’s where he kept his clothes. Not his usual clothes, of course. Other clothes. The kind of clothes he didn’t want his father - or a girl, though considering the girls he’d brought home last year amounted to a total of zero, he probably shouldn’t worry about that - to find.

He kept all of it in a sealed plastic bag, totally safe from the smell of sweat and boyish perfume that tended to corrupt his laundry. Yanking it out, he tore it open, and the colorful attire spilled out and pooled on the heated white-tiled floor.

The clothing that now lay on the floor had been acquired over several years. A few of the items had been bought; he’d collected the rest of the items in ways that his father probably wouldn’t approve of. Not that he’d approve of Matthew dressing up, anyway.

He’d bought the white thong along with the matching bra off Amazon for more money than he had been comfortable spending. He’d reasoned that since he was only going to buy one set, he might as well buy something that felt nice—and god, how nice it felt.

He’d snatched the frilly suspenders and the transparent thigh-high stockings straight out of Sarah Levantile’s dirty laundry back when he lived in a four-by-four on the campus grounds and shared a bathroom with the blonde bombshell. He’d been worried they wouldn’t fit - Sarah Levantile was, by all standards, a phat ass white girl - but, much to his surprise, they’d clutched his hips and thighs like a second layer of skin.

The sky-high heels came from his mother’s closet. The pink tutu dress, whose astonishingly short skirt was the shape of a wide-brimmed hat, had been gifted to him by an old white man Matt had met online, a retired rancher who’d been more than happy to mail Matthew his caretaker’s old ballerina dress in exchange for almost a whole year of daily booty pics. To get his hands on the wig, a storm of blonde tresses that, when he put it on, cascaded almost down to his butt, he’d had to throw away his moral compass entirely. Wigs were ridiculously expensive, at least the quality ones, and after months of searching for one that would do, he’d almost given up. Then, when all hope seemed to be lost, he’d decided to write the local theater, claiming he was an aspiring movie director in dire need of props. Ten months later, against all odds, he’d found a package in the mailbox—wig included.

“All right,” mumbled Matthew to himself, hands on his hips. “Time to get to work.”


Chapter Three

✽✽✽

The sight that met him in the mirror was, quite literally, breathtaking.

He’d gone overboard with the makeup. Added a tad too much blush, applied a tad too much highlighter. But that was fine. He was, overall, pleased with the result.

“I’m getting good at this,” Matthew told himself, cocking his hips, lifting his chin, arching his back. Every movement felt awkward. He struggled to stand still in the high heels and the tutu dress squeezed in all the wrong places. The silky thong was so tight it squished his prick against his taint and at the back, it felt like a wedgie. The bra stuck to his skin as if he’d glued the fabric to his chest, rising and falling with his quickened breath.

His eyes veered to the mirror. The face of a - albeit weak and feminine - boy was gone and in its stead was the face of a girl. Glittery black-and-purple eyeshadow encircled his eyes and gleamed as it reflected the bright white mirror light. Sparkly pink lipstick shone on his pouty lips, making them appear plumper. A thick layer of concealer, reeking of feminine chemicals and feeling very heavy on his skin, shrouded his skin’s every crack and pore. Although Matthew thought it was a good look, the foundation didn’t quite match his skin tone and caused him to look a shade paler. His face’s milky complexion stood in stark contrast to his sultry mascara and voluptuous fake black lashes. His hair was a golden white waterfall, combed to perfection and tucked behind his ears. Beneath his arched, well-trimmed eyebrows shone wide-open eyes the color of a bright blue sky—for the first time, he’d gotten the eyeshadow right, and now his eyes seemed twice as large.

Leaning closer, almost awestruck, he spent a long time admiring the effect the cosmetics had had on his features. The most striking difference was his default expression.

Without makeup, a small wrinkle on the forehead in addition to low eyebrows twisted his face into a constant expression that suggested annoyance or even suspicion.

Now, however, his default expression resembled that of a deer caught in headlights. Irritation and suspicion had been forced to give way to surprise and blissful ignorance.

In other words, he looked like that blonde on the travel program he watched every Tuesday night after classes—the one who’d asked her sister if unicorns lived in Africa.

Matthew turned, struggling to keep at bay all the butterflies fluttering in his belly. Part of him wanted to throw up. Part of him wanted to squeal and maybe go jump in the bed.

He grinned, his pearly-white teeth lustrous between his girly lips. The tutu’s slutty skirt left half his buttocks bare, the fat parts, the parts that jiggled the most when he tottered around on his heels. The dress was split at the back, tapering and joining right at the crack of his ass, flashing the back of his shoulders and the dimples on the small of his back. The pink top was largely transparent, embroidered to resemble a sea of connecting leaves.

If his back was a lake, his hair was the mouth of a river, the golden tresses flowing freely down to the top of his bum. He’d done his nails, too. On his hands and feet. Painted them with glowing pink nail polish spangled with specks of diamond-like crystals.

Satisfied with his appearance, Matthew reached into the cabinet. One thing remained. He grabbed an oblong bottle on whose label was a French title with text beneath it.

“Femfresh Deodorant is a delicately fragranced spray, specially formulated to give long-lasting freshness in the intimate area so you can feel fresh and confident all day.”

Having read it out loud, he shrugged, brought the bottle beneath his skirt, sprayed his crotch and taint and ass, and put it away. Then he swore, realizing he’d forgotten his armpits.

He didn’t bother packing the cosmetics away. He had other things on his mind.

He tottered into the living room while Jennifer Lopez and Iggy Azalea’s booming voices praised big booties. He grabbed his phone off the couch. And hesitated.

His finger hovered over the screen. Was this really what he wanted? Truly?

Sending naughty selfies to old men, that was one thing. On the internet he was anonymous, nothing but a cute butt and a silly username.

His dildos? Well, they weren’t real, either. Sure, they’d probably stretched his butthole beyond recovery and yes, his masculinity had taken a hit the first time he sat on one.

But they hadn’t taken his manhood away, not completely. All it took was a trip to the garbage can, a month or two in the gym, a few songs deleted off Spotify, and he’d be a man again.

His finger eased away from the screen. What about girls? Girlfriends? All right, maybe he hadn’t had any luck with the female gender so far but what about the future?

Despite the nasty fantasies that woke him up with a raging hard-on and wouldn’t let him sleep at night, he was still a straight guy, wasn’t he? Deep down, didn’t he want a wife? If he went through with this, would he ever be able to look a woman in the eye again?

He slumped on the couch and closed his eyes. What the fuck was he doing? If he sent this text, he couldn’t go back. His life would never be the same. Ten years from now, even if he’d caught himself a pretty wife, a sweet daughter, a cushy office job, and a house in the suburbs, he’d still be someone else to Jamal. A girl who took it up the ass. A bitch.

His cock twitched, swelling against the uncomfortably tight confines of the velvet thong’s crotch. The tight, feminine clothes, especially the garter belt, made his ass feet fat as if his buttocks had turned into two heavy chunks of jiggly dough.

He stood up, trudged into the bathroom, and eyed himself in the mirror. His flaring hips were wider than his shoulders. His arms, thin but not bony, resembled twigs. He studied his hands for a very long time, his pathetic little girly hands, smaller than his mother’s.

His eyes fell to his crotch and he stared at the pathetic little girly tent there. His thoughts drifted to the cocks he’d seen on his classmates in the showers after PE. They flashed through his mind like holiday pictures in a slide projector. Five inches, seven inches, nine inches. He had never, not once, seen another three incher. He’d never seen anyone as small as him.

His thoughts took a sharp turn and suddenly he saw Miss Lockhart’s enormous tits. What would happen if she let him put his cock between those humongous breasts? His little prick would probably drown in them. It’d probably literally disappear. And then she’d laugh.

He blushed, tracing his narrow chest. Not a hair to be found, not a single one. Sure, he shaved his armpits and crotch and ass but didn’t women also do that? Could he really call himself a man because fine little white hair grew between his buttcheeks?

He ran his fingers through his long blonde hair, trailed his weak jawline, bopped his buttony nose. What would Miss Lockhart, busty and beautiful, perhaps the perfect wife for a man with a cushy office job and a house in the suburbs, think of his hobbies? What would she think about his video games, his romance novels, all his favorite Disney movies?

He stroked his collarbones, deep and elegant collarbones, the kind of collarbones that would’ve looked fantastic over a plunging neckline and a pair of big tits. It wasn’t easy to be a guy. You had to play football and bench a lot of weight and make a lot of money.

A voice that sounded oddly similar to Miss Lockhart’s singsong voice whispered tauntingly at the back of his mind. Matthew plunged a finger between his lips, chewing on a nail.

“Girls don’t want boys like you,” purred the voice. “You’ll never have a girlfriend, sissy boy, and you’re well aware of that. Why do you keep trying? Why not just be gay?”

He touched his thighs, hairless, smooth as silk. He felt his hips, too wide compared to his shoulders to ever allow for that V-taper all men secretly desire. He grabbed his ass and gave each buttock a good squeeze. They were lovely to touch, soft and plump and wobbly.

As if they’d come to life, his sky-high heels carried him into the living room. He staggered several times on the way to the couch, remembered Elsa and Anna and the way those princesses strutted around and tried to emulate that. With mixed results.

Dropping his ass on the couch, he picked up his phone, typed Jamal’s number, picked the text message option and typed a text, speaking out loud all the while.

“You said you’d come get me,” he whispered and wrote, “so come get me.”

And, before he sent it, he added a middle-finger-emoji for good measure.


Chapter Four

✽✽✽

Three ciders later, a fist pounded on the white front door.

When they’d come to check out the apartment for the first time, Matthew’s father, a security-oriented man, had commented on the importance of a thick front door. He’d seen his fair share of abusive boyfriends ax their way through thin doors and urged Matt to consider another apartment because this front door was apparently not up to his standards.

Now that Matthew sat behind the couch, thighs squished together, trembling like a needle-phobic child about to receive a flu shot, he was starting to regret his decision.

Not even ten seconds passed by before the person outside yanked on the door handle.

Matthew didn’t budge. The Spotify playlist had run out of songs to play long ago and the apartment was totally quiet. He told himself he could still back out, convinced himself he didn’t have to do this. His cock was rock hard, desperately trying to escape the satin prison that was his panties. Closing his eyes, he counted to ten, trying to calm down.

When he opened them, he saw himself reflected in the flat screen’s black screen. As a final touch, he’d tied a butterfly-shaped transparent pink ribbon to his hair. It was cute.

Hiding behind the couch, he looked at the door, the door he’d left unlocked on purpose, the door that was now wide open, revealing the man who’d almost pounded it down.

His skin was almost obsidian, too dark to be called brown, and there was a lot of it. He’d donned a white wife-beater for the occasion, flashing his bulky arms and shoulders.

He stepped inside, tugging on his pants, well-worn jeans slit at the knees. He didn’t take off his footwear, big black military boots that left dirty footprints on the floor.

He turned around, shut the door. His fingers found his necklace, an enormous gold chain wrapped twice around his neck, and took it off.

He’d put on weight while he’d been away, quite a lot of it, maybe twenty-something pounds of nothing but muscle. There wasn’t an ounce of fat to be seen on his hulking frame.

His black braids dangled as he stepped deeper into the apartment, looking around. Matthew hurried to bow his head. It felt like a herd of wild horses was galloping in his chest.

“Matthew?” Jamal’s voice was deep, terrifying. “Where you at, white boy?”

When Matthew didn’t answer, Jamal kept walking, forcing the former to scoot further behind the couch so the latter wouldn’t spot his reflection in the TV screen.

“You gon’ taunt me?” Jamal’s boots plodded across the floor. “Fuck you think you’re doing?”

Matthew popped a finger between his lips, sucking on the tip, frozen in place like a dolled-up bimbo statue. He was terrified and excited at the same time. Mostly terrified.

He sat there for a while, quivering, rooted to the floor. For what must’ve been the fifth time that night, his thoughts drifted to Miss Lockhart’s giant tits.

He knew he had to make a choice, that his choice would be permanent. He could try to run away, maybe fight the intruder. Tear off his wig, smear his makeup, punch Jamal in the face.

Yes, he’d get his ass beat and probably quite badly at that, but after he’d taken his beating and Jamal had stormed out, he’d still retain the last shreds of his masculinity. And despite all the odds stacked against him, fondling Miss Lockhart’s tits would still be an option.

Or he could stand up and follow through with his plans, the plans he’d been fantasizing about for near a year, the plans he’d jerked himself off to on the couch every night.

He swallowed, well aware he wouldn’t be able to stop Jamal if he changed his mind halfway through and Jamal wanted to keep going. The man was twice his size, perhaps two-hundred-and-fifty pounds of bulging black muscle, and probably ridiculously strong.

His thoughts drifted to that day in the university’s library, the day he’d seen his father and two other police officers march inside, grab Jamal, toss him over a table, and place him in cuffs.

He saw his father now, very clearly, the man who throughout Matthew’s life had insisted that boys don’t do this and boys don’t do that and fuck you if you don’t wanna play football.

Matthew made his choice.

He scrambled to his feet.


Chapter Five

✽✽✽

The moment Jamal saw Matthew rise, dangerous rage flashed in his eyes.

He started toward Matthew almost immediately, fists clenched.

Matthew staggered backward, struck the wall, raised his arms.

He braced himself for the first punch of his life.

Five seconds later, he lowered his guard, looking doe-eyed up at Jamal.

The man was inches away from him, breathing hard. His chest, rising and falling and beaded with sweat, almost touched Matthew’s face.

“Fuck you wearing, white boy?” Jamal’s voice was softer now, less intense.

Matthew slowly straightened up, still no taller than the black guy’s nipples.

“I know daddy was an asshole to you,” he whispered, placing his tiny pale hands on Jamal’s heaving chest, “and I am offering you a chance to take your frustration out on me.”

“Nah,” drawled Jamal, snorting, swatting his hands away. “Nah, I ain’t a—”

Matthew’s pink polished nails dug into the wife beater’s damp fabric.

“I know you hate daddy,” he whispered. “How do you think he’d feel knowing you fucked his only son like a girl?”

Jamal’s amused smile wavered and faded. He took Matthew’s wrist in an iron grip and forced the pale fingers to let go of his shirt. His eyes trailed Matthew’s primped body.

“Please don’t beat me up,” Matthew cooed. He sunk against the wall and wrapped a blonde lock of hair coquettishly around his middle-finger. “I’ll do anything you want.”

“Will you?” Jamal rested his bear-sized hands against the wall on either side of Matthew, pinning him in place. “Fuck you think I’m gonna do with a little sissy bitch like you?”

“I want you to get back at daddy.” Matthew’s pearly-white teeth sank into the supple flesh of his glossy lip. “I’m a virgin, Jamal.” He again settled his hands on the dark chest. “I’ve never been with a woman. Do you know how angry daddy would be if I lost my virginity to you?”

Jamal said nothing, and some thirty seconds passed by in silence.

Then came the slap, so swift Matthew had no time to react.

It caught the plumpest part of his cheek and snapped his head to the side. An explosion of adrenaline numbed the pain before it could erupt.

Immediately, the last shreds of his manhood told to him to retaliate. To strike back.

Before he was able to do anything, five brown fingers gripped his cheeks in an iron grip.

Jamal’s voice was as dark as his skin. “Open your mouth, white boy.”

Matthew widened his eyes. The stallion in him, the dwindling part of him that wanted nothing more than to bite and kick and disobey its owner, trotted out of the way.

And in came the mare, the part of him that didn’t care about respect, the part of him that gladly turned around and lifted its tail.

He split his trembling lips, gaping at Jamal like a frightened little girl.

The former quarterback leaned closer, cleared his throat, and spat in Matthew’s mouth.

Matthew blushed furiously, feeling the glob of spit trickle into the back of his throat.

Jamal sniggered. He let Matthew go. Pulled off his shirt. Fingers moving to unlock the buckle on his belt. Matt could barely breathe, shifting his eyes to the tattered jeans’ crotch.

Jamal pulled out his belt and let his trousers drop. They fell to his ankles, pooling around his feet. Matthew’s heart skipped a beat. The outline of something monstrously fat and veiny could be glimpsed through the black boxer’s thin fabric. It was ridiculously large.

“You’re a crazy little white boy,” the former quarterback snickered, “but a’ight.”

Jamal snapped his fingers, pointed at the floor. When Matthew didn’t immediately react, a black hand found the nape of his neck. Iron fingers clasped it and forced him down.

Forced to cop a squat, Matthew struggled to keep his balance on the sky-high heels. His eyes had grown huge and stayed that way. Mere inches ahead, the thick shaft twitched.

Dark thumbs hooked the hem of the black boxers and started to pull them down. Matthew’s heart began to beat like a death metal drummer pounding on his drums.

A forest of pubes appeared first, black and short and curly. Then the boxer’s hem gave way to the root of the shaft, almost as thick as Matthew’s wrist, and Matt started to think he might’ve made the biggest mistake of his life.

The boxers joined the trousers on the floor, baring the dick’s whole length in all its sweaty glory. It must’ve been seven or eight inches and the shaft was still flaccid.

Matthew couldn’t help but gawk. His eyes stuck like glue to the gleaming brown skin. Plump veins ran up and down its length, disappearing into the bush of pubes. The cock was circumcised; small folds of dark skin collected beneath the dick’s swollen tip.

Matthew reached out, slowly, gently, to touch it. He scooped up the soft length in the palm of his hand and gasped at its weight. Raising the member, his eyes veered to the humongous black balls that hung beneath it, so large they’d look more appropriate on a horse.

Jamal cocked his hips and the bulbous mushroom eased closer. Matthew’s effeminate fingers curled around the shaft. Pink-painted nails sank into the brown skin.

“Wow.” Matthew’s voice was full of awe and he couldn’t help but grin. He’d never seen a cock like this, not in real life anyway. Compared to his own prick, a tiny white nub that held a striking resemblance to the head of a tortoise in the process of withdrawing into its shell, Jamal’s dick was a nightmarish beast, a one-eyed anaconda that oozed power.

He looked up. Jamal was smirking down at him, his expression full of arrogance. He was enormous down there and he knew it. Matthew blushed, hurried to avert his gaze. He realized he’d just complimented another man’s cock. Probably boosted his ego, too.

Matthew gave a shaky sigh. What kind of guy compliments another man’s dick?

“Yo.” Jamal bucked his hips and Matthew flinched. “You just gon’ stare at it all night?”

Matthew swallowed. Slowly, he leaned forward, then paused. Hesitated.

Then Miss Lockhart was there, blonde and busty and chewing on her ball point pen, an invisible presence only he could feel, the representation of all the women he wanted but could not have. She wrapped her fingers around the nape of his neck and pushed him forward, all the while whispering sultry words of encouragement in his ear.

“You’re thinking too much,” she purred in her melodious voice. “Stop thinking. You know what you want, don’t you, Matty? Just do what feels natural. Give it a kiss.”

Emitting a shaky sigh, Matthew shut his eyes. With pouty lips, he pecked the monstrous cock on its very tip. Above, Jamal groaned. Strong fingers clasped Matthew’s head.

Matthew’s lips split just a little bit, embracing the pisshole, giving the tip another soft kiss. A tendril of spit stuck to the prick, leashing his pillowy kissers to their dark master. He opened his eyes, eyeballed the surface of the dick. His pulse was picking up, his heart beating faster and faster. He wanted to raise his eyes but couldn’t. Heat washed over his cheeks.

He leaned forward once more. Pale fingers sank into the dark dick. He raised it and tilted his head, and his lips split to caress the belly of the prick. The taste was strange, unlike anything he’d ever tasted before, a mixture of salty sweaty and a tang of cheese.

He shuddered. His free hand rose, drifting between Jamal’s legs. White fingers cupped the horse-sized balls that dangled there and gave them each a squeeze.

Jamal hissed, probably through clenched teeth. He tightened his grip on Matthew’s head. It was a warning, a simple reminder that Jamal was twice his size and could crush him if he didn’t behave. So Matthew, deciding to behave, started tugging on the length, pulling the skin back, wanking it slowly, gently, sensing the slumbering giant wake from its sleep.

Meanwhile, his other fingers worked the black balls like they were a pair of precious diamonds so fragile that they’d break at the slightest mistouch. They heaved against his little palm, breathing as if they were alive, hot and heavy and sweaty, churning with cum.

Jamal loosened his grasp on Matt’s skull. His black abs flexed and convulsed as his mighty dick started to swell, growing bigger and bigger and bigger, stiffening in Matthew’s hand.

A gasp escaped Matt’s lips. He hadn’t known it was possible to jerk a cock this way. He could’ve grabbed the shaft with both hands and still pumped. His own little clit needed only a couple of fingers and only on a very good day could he jerk. Usually, he could only stroke.

Wanking the dick, caressing the balls, Matthew’s lips joined in on the action, trailing sweet little kisses up and down the swelling member, smearing the dick with pink gloss. Beneath the wide-brimmed skirt, his little baby carrot pressed against the thong’s crotch, and Matthew flushed with color. Growing a boner from kissing a dick wasn’t very manly. Not at all.

His tongue peeked out from between his lips. He gave the side of the shaft a long lick, dragging his tongue’s surface across the musky meat, grimacing at the taste.

Then did it again, lapping at the cock’s belly, teasing a plump vein, licking his way all the way up to the bulbous mushroom, then all the way down to the root of the shaft. His lips embraced the base, his cheeks hollowing as he suckled on the tasty flesh, caring not about the curly pubes. Then the black dick throbbed, jerked, swayed up and down, and that sent Matthew’s heartbeat into a frenzy. He jerked harder. Kneaded faster. Licked.

“Oh, shit,” groaned Jamal, thighs flexing, abs clenching and spasming, his hands lacing in Matthew’s blonde wig. “That’s it. Worship that dick.”

Matthew’s cheeks burned at his words. Moving back to the dick’s tip, he eased the head into the wet warmth of his mouth, clamped down his lips, and sucked with all his might.

Jamal twitched, breath hitching, picking up. Matthew didn’t dare look up. He knew the man was watching him. The arrogant gaze burned on his forehead. He couldn’t make himself cross eyes with his newfound lover, not now, not while he had a dick in his mouth.

His tongue circled the swollen tip, then settled over his teeth. For a moment, he only sat there, enduring the cheesy taste, preparing himself for that to come. The act of sucking dick was nothing like he’d imagined. The black cock’s girth stretched his lips painfully wide, and the sheer thought of pushing forward now threatened to make him gag. The dick’s musky surface squished his tongue against his teeth. He didn’t think he could do it. He tried.

Matthew bobbed his head, forcing a few inches into his mouth. The cock’s tip already seemed to tickle the back of his tongue. He paused, afraid of going deeper.

Images of his father flinging Jamal over his desk, cuffing his wrists, tossing him about, roughing him up flashed through his mind.

He frowned, grabbed Jamal’s hips for balance, and kept pushing. Another couple of inches and he almost gagged. How on earth did girls do this? He couldn’t fathom how.

Stifling the urge to retch, his lips embraced another couple of inches. The dick’s tip prodded the back of his throat. Tears welled in Matthew’s eyes. The cock pulsed on his tongue.

He drew back, pushed forward, drew back again. Polished nails dug into black hips. His lips rolled up the shaft, then pursed on the way back. A squelch came from within his mouth every time he bobbed his head. He picked up the pace. Sucked the dick faster.

Jamal grunted, squeezed his firm ass, gently bucked his hips. That little movement proved too much for Matthew, who gagged horribly. Saliva flooded his mouth.

He tried to withdraw. Jamal wouldn’t let him. He flailed his arms. Jamal kept hold of him. Six inches of black cock pulsated in his mouth. A few drops of something sticky leaked out of its pisshole and trickled into his Matthew’s throat. He needed to gag again. Panic overcame him. He pushed at Jamal’s thighs, hips, belly. To no avail. He was running out of air.

And just like that, Jamal let him go. Matthew withdrew, gagging on the way. The cock left his lips with a sloppy pop. It jerked and bobbed, then stood there, wholly erect, a black beast hovering over its white bitch, dripping spit, gleaming beneath the bright overhead light.

Matthew, who’d slumped, looked up. With his wrist, he wiped spittle off his lips. Streaks of something black-and-purple and wet that glimmered as it reflected light stained his tiny forearm. Was his mascara running? Taking a deep breath, he found his bearings.

Inches away, the cock jerked, bobbing like the head of a hula doll. Demanding a response. A shaky sigh was all Matthew could give as he cowered beneath the God-like shaft.

He reached out, gripped the dick just below the plump head, and scrambled to his feet. He tried to raise his gaze but found he couldn’t. No matter how hard he tried.

The dick twitched again and Matthew, blushing furiously, started toward the couch. He led his lover by the cock, tottering across the floor like a baby deer on ice.

Then, leaving Jamal by the sofa, he teetered to the desk. Grabbed the bottle of lube that stood there. The bottle of lube that had been bought for just this occasion.

He held it out but his lover didn’t take it. Matthew scowled and pushed the bottle against the black chest. No reaction. Matthew’s fingers tightened around the bottle.

“Look at me.” Jamal’s voice, deep and terrifying and full of amusement.

Matthew grumbled. His eyes started upward, froze, kept going, froze again. Butterflies flitted about in his belly. The hand that pressed the bottle against Jamal shook.

“Look at me!” The slap came so fast that Matthew squealed, connected with his cheek so hard that he flinched and dropped the bottle. It landed by Jamal’s feet.

Matthew clasped his cheek, forced himself to look. Their eyes crossed and Jamal’s big lips split in a wicked grin. The former quarterback moved closer. Matthew turned beet-red.

Jamal stepped closer, still grinning, coming within an inch of Matthew’s trembling frame. He bent over, leaned closer, whispered by Matthew’s ear. “Pick it up, white boy.”

Matthew blushed, nodded, squatted down. Level with the dick’s thick tip, struggling to balance on the sky-high princess heels, he took the bottle. Stood.

Jamal snatched the bottle and screwed off the cork. Then, placing a hand on the small of Matthew’s back, he led him to the couch the way a husband guides his wife.

“Yo, I’mma need to hear you say it, though,” said Jamal suddenly.

Matthew’s lips parted in a breathless gasp. He tensed. “What?”

“I ain’t touching you until you say it, white boy. You gon’ have to ask for it.”

“But I— You saw what I just did, I— That’s not— I don’t get why—”

“Your daddy’s a cop.” Jamal’s hand began to descend. “I ain’t taking any chances.”

Matthew’s teeth sank into his lip. He huffed. “Well, fine. I consent. Duh.”

“Nah,” snickered Jamal, easing closer. “Not like that.” The hand on the small of Matthew’s back shifted to his tummy. “You gon’ have to ask for it. Tell me how much you want it.”

Matthew hissed through clenched teeth, his voice shaky. “Fine. I want it.”

“What do you want?” Jamal’s hot breath wafted over the nape of his neck.

“You know what,” snapped Matt. Both of his lover’s hands settled on his belly. They pulled him back, forced him to hinge his hips. Tugged his backside toward Jamal’s crotch.

“Nah, I don’t know shit, white boy.” Jamal’s voice, so close. “Tell me what you want.”

Matthew twitched. The cock, hot and fat and stiff, had snuck beneath his skirt. It jabbed his backside, poked his taint. The sensation took his breath away.

“Oh God,” he groaned, arching his back, starting to shake. “Oh fuck, okay, I want it.”

“What do you want?” The erect length slid between his thighs, prodded the back of his little balls through the thong’s sheer fabric. “Yo, if you don’t tell me, I ain’t doing shit.”

Matthew glared at the couch. He wanted to scream in frustration. “Your cock.”

“What’s that?” The cock pulled back, pushed forward, split Matthew’s buttocks, and squeezed between them like a hot dog between a pair of buns.

“Oh my, oh fuck.” Matthew’s eyes shot open. “Oh god, okay, I want your dick, all right? I want you to fuck me. I want your black cock in my ass. Please, okay? I want your dick.”

By the time Matthew realized what was about to happen, he’d already been flung over the couch’s thick armrest. And before he could budge, Jamal was upon him. He yelped.

“A’ight, you pale bitch,” growled the former quarterback, rough now, pushing him down. “I’mma clap your white little cheeks so hard you ain’t gon’ be able to sit for a week.”


Chapter Six

✽✽✽

Jamal pushed the fluffy tutu skirt out of the way. Eager fingers slid beneath the thong’s tight string. With a powerful tug, Jamal tried and failed to tear it off, and Matthew cried out in surprise as his feet were hoisted off the floor. Jamal tried again, yanking with all his might, and the fabric tore with a sickening rip. Matthew squealed, tossed about like a rag doll.

Black fingers dug into his buttocks and shamelessly groped them like they were a pair of doughy buns. Jamal slapped each asscheek, split them, bared Matt’s butthole.

Matthew couldn’t keep up. The man was manhandling him. He tried to rise but was met by a strong arm that shoved him back down on the couch. Eating leather, Matthew had no choice but to lay there while Jamal’s impatient fingers caressed and fondled his backside.

Matthew swallowed. He’d gotten what he’d asked for. He’d poked the bull and now he was about to get the horn. This was it. It was time for Matthew to become a woman.

Behind him, Jamal bent over. Seconds later, a glob of spit trickled down the crack of his ass. Matthew shuddered, feeling a finger back there, a curious digit exploring and probing.

Then came the lube, squirted out of the bottle into a black palm that smacked against Matthew’s ass and started to smear it out. Matthew whimpered. It took all the courage he could muster to dare a glance over his shoulder. Jamal was oiling up his cock. The brown beast gleamed, jerking, jolting to and fro, not hard or soft but somewhere in between.

Sucking in a quick breath, Matthew shut his eyes, clenched his teeth. Any moment now, the cock would plunge forward. He trembled, waiting for the thrust. It never came.

Instead, an arm wrapped itself around his thighs. Then another, around his waist. Jamal lifted him off the floor, hugging Matthew to his chest like a bride on her wedding night.

Matthew could scarcely breathe. The black man carried him around the couch, sat, dropped Matthew on the sofa, rolled him on his side, forced him to face away.

“Split your cheeks from me, baby.” Jamal lifted his skirt, edged closer, pressing his sweaty chest against Matthew’s back, grabbing his shaft by the root. “Be a good girl.”

With a shaky hand, Matthew reached beneath the pink frills, grabbed a solid handful of asscheek, and pulled it up. A chill shot up his spine as he felt something thick and damp nudge and bend against his butt. God, it was so fucking fat. He held his breath.

“That’s it.” Jamal’s free hand found Matthew’s shoulder, slid down to his clavicles, wrapped around his throat like a constricting snake, squeezed slightly. “Just breathe.”

He pushed. The cock’s slick surface allowed it to pop straight. The bulbous mushroom slipped between Matt’s plump buttocks. His asscheeks responded by flexing.

“Awh, shit.” Jamal gave a guttural groan. “Push that booty back, girl. Grind on my dick.”

Matthew’s teeth sank deep into his pink lip. His face burned. His heart pounded. Fear of that to come pulsed through him. Lust coiled in his belly. He cocked his hips, flattening his bare ass against Jamal’s crotch, engulfing the dick beneath his gyrating backside.

Then Jamal withdrew and, seconds later, the cock’s meaty tip tickled his butthole. Matthew’s pounding heart went wild. The dick pushed forward. Matt didn’t let him in. Jamal pushed harder. Matthew’s butthole caved beneath the pressure but did not split open. Throbbing against his sphincter, the fat member retracted just a little, then plunged forward.

Matthew’s plump lips split in a squeal as his lover forced himself inside. Searing pain exploded through his brown ring as several inches of black dick crammed up his backside. His breath hitched. He jerked and started to squirm, and Jamal’s powerful arm closed lovingly around his throat, applying pressure, holding him still, keeping him safe.

Jamal began to thrust, pushing deeper, pulling back, each thrust gentle, warming up Matt’s sizzling ass, fucking him carefully, affectionately. Ignoring his sobs.

Panting like an overheated puppy, Matthew winced and clawed at the sofa and curled his toes. Tears streamed down his cheeks. His asshole clamped down on the cock, convulsing and chewing, struggling to push the invader out or at the very least, bite off a piece.

“Oh my god, you’re so big,” he whined, grinding his teeth, drooling on the sofa seat. His butthole felt like it might tear at any moment, the tight ring stretched to the brim.

Jamal snickered and within Matthew, anger rose like flames. He immediately regretted saying what he’d just said. Because Jamal knew he was huge. He’d probably been very well aware of that his whole life. He enjoyed the attention, loved it when girls fawned over him and when guys showed they were scared of him. The last thing Jamal needed was to hear more praise. So why on earth did Matthew, face scrunched in pain, want to say it again?

His lover picked up the pace, thrusting faster, harder, and Matthew kicked his feet.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, his princess heels flailing like they were pedaling an invisible bike. Jamal pushed deeper with every thrust, gaining inch after inch, splitting Matt’s ass wide open.

“Your daddy gon’ be sorry he ever laid a hand on me,” growled Jamal in Matthew’s ear. “I ain’t just gon’ make you bitch. By the time we’re done, you gon’ have a new daddy.”

“You’re so big.” Matthew shut his eyes, squealed, and dug his polished nails into the black forearm flexed around his throat. Pierced the skin. Tears squeezed out from behind his eyelids. “Oh my god, you’re too big, I can’t— Jesus Christ, you’re so fucking big!”

“I’mma wreck this tight, white, little booty, bitch.” Jamal’s breath was ragged and in tune with the rhythm of his thrusts. His voice strained with pleasure. “Gon’ make you my girl.”

Then, suddenly, he plunged forward, ramming another couple of inches of thick dick meat up Matt’s searing rump. Matthew shrieked. The cock pulsed, leaking a few drops of seed.

“You asshole,” cried Matthew, slapping Jamal, who only laughed, on the thigh. The girthy length seemed to swell in his ass, splitting his butthole farther, and Matthew, trying to glower at his lover, emitted a belly-deep moan. Thoughts swirled through his mind like a pile of leaves caught in a gust of wind, every single one remaining just out of reach. His mind went blank. His eyes seemed to roll back in his skull. The fucking resumed. Matt moaned.

“Think I’d forget about that middle-finger?” Jamal’s arm flexed, his bulging bicep digging into Matthew’s throat. “Think you gon’ tease me and get away with it, you little bitch?”

The thrusts sped up, the dick jolting to and fro, scratching the velvet walls of Matthew’s anal canal, the sensation akin to scratching a hard-to-reach itch.

“Naw, bitch,” he continued, his voice a low growl, cramming his cock deeper and deeper. “I said I was gon’ beat your ass so that’s what I’m gon’ do. Now moan for your new daddy.”

He slapped Matthew on the buttock, once, twice, thrice, then grabbed a handful of the pale dough and squeezed so hard that Matthew couldn’t help but squeal. Meanwhile, he tightened his hold on Matt’s throat. His hips bucked harder and harder.

Then they touched, ass to crotch, and Matthew realized with no small amount of horror that he had ten inches of black cock lodged in his rump. He didn’t do anything. Couldn’t. His lover had him in such a tight pinch, he could barely budge an inch. He lay there, rocking to and fro with every buck of Jamal’s powerful hips as his butthole swallowed more and more dick.

They came together again. A meaty slap resounded through the room. Again. Jamal’s hairy pelvis started slapping against Matthew’s rippling buttocks. They started to wobble.

“Ohohohoh, fuuuck.” Matthew’s lips split. His tongue fell out of his mouth, lolling. His butthole had given in, submitted to the rutting cock that spread it wide open. By now, it was too tired to try and push the invader out or swallow it up. By now, it was merely a worn-out entrance capable only of taking dick, too well-fucked to resist. All it could do was squeeze.

“Fuck your cracker daddy.” Jamal’s snarling voice, deep and throaty and oh-so-manly.

“Fuck my cracker daddy,” squealed Matthew, eyes rolled back, cock limp but leaking. “I hate my cracker daddy! Fuck my cracker daddy! Owh! Shit! Be my new daddy!”

The thrusts came to an end. The cock slowed down, throbbing impatiently. Matthew issued a kittenish moan, arching his back like a cat, preparing to receive the load.

Jamal didn’t explode. He was close, though. Matthew could feel it. The way it pulsated in his backside, aching with need. Matt clenched his sphincter. It didn’t work. Jamal only grunted.

“Get in my lap,” demanded Jamal, shifting behind him, edging beneath him, patting him once on the hip. “I wanna watch your pretty little booty bounce on my dick.”

Matthew was dumbstruck. A little voice in the back of his mind saw fit to remind him that when he was jerking off, his little balls spurted their load after only a couple of tugs.

Anger flared within him once more. Twinned with a wriggling ball of frustration that seeped into his belly. His butthole was still screaming, begging for mercy. But he hadn’t satisfied the arrogant asshole yet, oh no. Now he wanted Matthew to do the work. Like a bitch.

“Yes, daddy,” purred Matthew and, as gently as possible, crawled onto Jamal’s lap.


Chapter Seven

✽✽✽

Matthew panted like a pregnant woman about to give birth, sitting back.

His lover had helped him off the couch. Now, struggling to support himself on thighs that trembled almost as badly as if he was having a fit, he stood between Jamal’s dark thighs, a tiny white hand planted on each one, facing away, his heels threatening to buckle.

The cock undulated and bent behind him, only its leaking tip still inside. In the short time it had taken Matthew to assume the correct position, the black dick had grown softer.

“That’s it, sweet cheeks.” Jamal’s hands found Matt’s hips. “Back that booty up.”

Matthew sat hard, cramming inch after inch of cock up his butt. With every little victory, he paused to hiss and ground his teeth. In response, the cock throbbed demandingly.

Matthew cocked his head back and whined. Another few inches went up his rump. The frustrating sensation in his backside trickled into his balls and left them aching. Every inch his butthole devoured spurred within him a false but desperate need to visit the toilet.

He ignored it, squeezing the dick up his ass. Behind him, sprawled on the sofa like some king straight out of Game of Thrones, Jamal grunted and groaned in pleasure.

A few seconds later, Matthew’s plump peach pancaked across the black lap. The feeling of the whole girthy length buried in his bum throttled him. He could barely breathe.

Wiping a blonde strand of hair behind his ear, he gave a shaky sigh and started to bounce. At first, he moved cautiously, rolling his hips, stroking the cock against his insides.

Then he started to properly bob, his glittery nails sinking into the black thighs on which his palms were placed. His butt left the lap in short bursts, coming down right away, clapping against his lover. The sound of flesh smacking against flesh caused his face to flush with color. The noise was lewd and sloppy. He couldn’t believe what he was doing.

“Awh, shit.” A low moan trailed Jamal’s words. “Fuck yeah, bounce that booty, girl.”

At that, Matthew almost stopped, almost gave in to the embarrassment that oozed off his cheeks like heat off a radiator. He cringed, wishing desperately he had the power to flick his fingers and vanish into thin air. But he didn’t slow down. He sped up. He bounced harder.

The sounds of sloppy fucking grew louder. The air stank of sweat and sex and lube. If Matthew hadn’t known any better, he would’ve thought someone had come into his apartment and jacked the temperature up ten degrees. It was hot. Tremendously hot.

Every bob propelled him up and allowed his wobbling rump to crash down harder. His lover’s lap became a trampoline, tossing him up in the air, catching him, throwing him up again.

His butt squelched as they fucked. It squirted lube and twitched convulsively around the fat shaft. Jamal’s groans became faster and louder, and Matthew whimpered. The former quarterback’s voice was thick with primal pleasure. And Matt’s ass was the cause.

He shuddered, again contemplating whether he ought to pull forward and run away. It wasn’t too late. Jamal hadn’t bred him yet. He could still be a man. Could still go back.

Another moan slipped from his lips, soft and silly and oh-so-high in pitch. He slammed his ass against the black lap, his buttocks jiggling like jelly. His pooper chewed constantly at the black length, the brown ring kissing and clenching almost every inch of the damp dick.

“Holy shit,” stammered Matthew, voice shaky, cheeks flushed, bouncing up and down. His flaccid prick didn’t dangle, only shook. It had withdrawn into countless folds of foreskin, and a steady stream of precum constantly dribbled out of its tip.

A palm whacked him on the ass. Matthew flinched and squeaked and bounced harder. The black cock turned rock-hard once more, swelling inside him, pulling his asshole open. Matt’s tongue came out. He couldn’t keep it in. He stopped thinking, fucking away his doubts.

As his butt jerked off the black dick, Matthew was struck by a sudden epiphany. He came to realize he didn’t care about finding himself a wife or raising a daughter. He found he didn’t care about Miss Lockhart’s stupid tits. All he cared about was cock—big, black cock.

Matthew cried out in wordless ecstasy, caring not that his voice rose in pitch. His aching balls shrank, pulling up in his taint. The fat dick throbbed and jerked, and some invisible manifestation of mindblowing pleasure tugged the corners of his lips up in a wicked grin.

A warmth awoke in his lower belly, a sensation he’d never felt before, orgasmic in its intensity. It drove him on, encouraged him to slap his wobbling buttocks against the dark thighs with such force he was almost spanking himself. Blonde tresses flitted about chaotically. Pink frills quivered restlessly. Pink nails clawed at black skin, seeking to inflict pain, wanting to spur a reaction. It worked. Jamal swore and swatted his buttock. Stinging pain exploded throughout Matt’s asscheek, and he squealed and giggled like a girl.

His lover was noisy now, grunting with every bounce, breath hard and jagged. His hands clasped Matthew’s hips and started controlling the rhythm. Pushing him up, pulling him down, shoving him up, slamming him down. Over and over again. Endlessly.

The vice-like grip stung but Matthew didn’t care. The warmth in his belly grew hotter and hotter with every passing second. Tongue dangling, eyes rolling, he rebounded off the lap as hard as he could, careless glee coursing through him like a riptide, washing him away.

He came. The discharge was sudden and unexpected. There had been no warning.

A single rope of sperm spurted from his shriveled little dick, and Matthew cried out in sheer and utter delight as he squirted into his skirt. His pooper went wild, clamping down on the fat dick in swift, rhythmic convulsions, chewing on it and milking it, begging for its hot load.

The violent sensation overcame him. He came again, cummies dribbling, staining the sofa and the black balls beneath. A breathless moan was all he could manage. He flung his head back. Arched his back as if trying to make it crack. Gripped his lover’s thighs. Shook.

The cock broke his mind. The vicious intensity of the sudden orgasm like downing six ciders in a row. The last remains of his inhibitions washed away. The last shreds of his manhood fell victim to the monstrous beast stretching his butt. Utterly drunk on dick, he bounced away like he was born to do nothing else, a tendril of drool dangling from his chin.

“I love you, daddy,” he cried out, his voice a girly squeal. “I love your big, black cock!”

Jamal exploded. It came as sudden as his own orgasm had. The fat dick trembled, the plump head swelled, and then came the first burst, hot and sticky, blowing up his butt.

Matthew gasped, moaned, grinned at the ceiling. He kept bouncing, jerking off his lover with his twitching butthole, wanting to satisfy, needing to please, thinking about nothing else than milking out every last drop. The ropes kept coming, pumping out of the throbbing shaft, and Matthew’s belly flexed as the brown beast fed his asshole over and over again.

“Thank you, black daddy!” Matthew’s voice was a shrill cry. His buttocks jiggled like two bowlfuls of jelly as they clapped against the black lap. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

They kept fucking, rutting like feral beasts, the motions short and ugly, lewd sounds of smacking and squelching resounding through the room. Then his lover’s hands pulled down his hips. Matthew tried to continue. Images of throbbing black cocks spurting thick ropes of white seed clouded his mind, pushed all other thoughts away. He wanted to bounce. He needed to bounce. In that moment, the only thing he knew was how to bounce.

Jamal tightened his grip and held fast Matt’s hips, and bouncing became impossible. Matt emitted a long-drawn-out shaky sigh and made a face. He stood there, some six inches of softening dick crammed up his butt, the rest curled between his ass and his lover’s lap, staring out at nothing in particular, blushing furiously, grimacing horribly, swaying on his heels.

Jamal started to withdraw, and from Matthew’s throat came a stupid groan. It took his lover a couple of seconds to draw out, and a dire need to visit the toilet struck Matthew once more.

Then the cock popped out and slapped against Jamal’s thigh, and Matt’s breath hitched in his throat. He slumped. Cum sloshed about in his butt. His butthole twitched ceaselessly as it tried in vain to shut. On all fours, he fell forward. His forehead touched the floor. His ass remained high in the air. He could feel the cum bubbling in his guts. He shuddered.

“Shit.” Jamal’s voice, weak with exhaustion. “You’re a crazy little white boy. Shit.”

Matthew whimpered. Ballbutter seeped out of his gaping hole, trailing his taint, dripping off his shriveled nutsack. He twitched. His tongue hung out, touching the floor. He blushed and pulled it in and felt a sudden urge to start licking Jamal’s dirty footprints off the floor.

“Crazy little white boy,” grunted Jamal again, panting hard. “Crazy little white boy.”

“No,” mewled Matthew. With great effort, he scrambled to all fours and, thighs squished together, shook his heart-shaped rear at his new daddy. “I’m a crazy little white girl.”


Epilogue

✽✽✽

Jenny couldn’t help but wonder what she would’ve told herself if she’d been one of her own patients. Would she claim this was an obsessive love disorder? Was she going too far?

Scooting her wide-brimmed glasses up the bridge of her nose, she darted up another flight of stairs and looked around. The apartment complex was a typical student building. New, modern walls painted sickly green. After a moment’s hesitation, she entered a hallway.

A brass tag riveted to the wall told her she was on the right floor. Now all she had to do was find the door that bore the number twenty-eight. Matthew’s apartment. Little Matthew.

The moment Jenny spotted door number twenty-four, she froze to the spot, acutely aware that Tom, Matthew’s father, hadn’t precisely told her to check up on his son.

She took a deep breath. He’d still appreciate it though, wouldn’t he? That she kept an eye on Matthew? Why not? Wouldn’t all parents be grateful for that?

Tom had told her Matthew was avoiding him. That he didn’t pick up the phone. That he wouldn’t answer his texts. That he never opened his messages on Facebook.

He hadn’t exactly asked her to go check up on his son. But he’d implied it, hadn’t he? Where he’d stood in the doorway to her office, breathtaking in his uniform. Just like he’d implied he wished her to keep track of Matthew’s health. Yes, he’d implied it. She was sure of that.

She started down the hallway, searching for number twenty-eight. Even if she found Matthew safe and sound, that’d still warrant a phone call to Tom, wouldn’t it? And then he’d have to thank her for making sure his son was safe, wouldn’t he? Perhaps with a date? Maybe?

Jenny stopped, bit her lip, adjusted her cleavage. If she could make the little virgin fall in love with her, Matthew would probably talk about her around his dad. A lot. She thought about this for a while, then decided to unfasten another button on her blouse. She needed to make absolutely sure that Matthew wouldn’t be able to shut up about her. Not for one second.

She kept moving, eyed every door. Number twenty-eight turned out to be the door at the far end of the hallway. Music came from inside. Nicki Minaj?

Jenny hiked an eyebrow and perked her ears. It wasn’t the kind of song she’d ever expected someone like Matthew to listen to. It was loud, too, and in Jenny’s experience mild-tempered, insecure boys didn’t usually blast music in complexes where other people could hear it.

She took a deep breath, rose a fist, hesitated. Another sound reached her ears, barely perceptible above the booming song. She frowned. Was he watching porn in there?

She decided to knock anyway. If she caught him stroking one out, forced him to come to the doorway and present himself all hot and bothered, he definitely wouldn’t forget her. Not if she unbuttoned her blouse just a little bit deeper and came up with some excuse to hug him.

She rapped her knuckles against the frame. No response. Only a steady stream of grunts and moans and the girly song that almost drowned them out. She knocked again.

Minutes passed by. She kept knocking, delivering a couple of raps now and then. Frustration seeped into her belly. She knew he was home. She could hear him. And she wasn’t about to turn around and head on home only to have Tom burst into her office tomorrow, telling her all about how Matthew had suddenly and inexplicably started to reply to his calls or texts. If she left now, the little virgin would panic. Of that, she was a hundred percent sure.

She tried the door. It opened with a click. Light poured out of the tiny gap, and Nicki’s haughty voice streamed out and filled the hallway. Grunts and moans, too. Louder now.

She hesitated. What the hell was she doing? She couldn’t just open someone’s door when they didn’t respond to her knocking. But what if he’d hurt himself? Perhaps he’d tossed his cum-stained napkin on the floor and slid and hit his head and now he couldn’t get up and would’ve faced certain death had it not been for her arrival, and then Tom would come rushing to the hospital, breathing hard, biceps bulging, and she’d run toward him and embrace him and tell him everything would be just fine because she’d found and rescued his son just in time and perhaps when all this was over and done, they could go get a coffee?

She pushed the door all the way open. She saw Matthew bent over the sofa, face caked with makeup, eyes glazed over, ass high in the air, rocking back and forth. She saw his guest, a mountain of muscle, as black as obsidian, slamming into the white butt from behind like he meant to hurt it, his bull-sized balls slapping against the back of Matthew’s thighs.

She gasped and clasped her mouth and shut the door. Her heart pounded against her ribcage. She slumped against the wall, listening to the moans and squeals and screams, and realized that it might not be so easy to make Matthew fall in love with her after all.




The End
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