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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.





Interested In Another Sissy Tale?




Blacked Ballerina by Tara Yarn




One year ago, Matthew's father put his college classmate, Jamal, in prison.

He's just been released.

And today's the day.

The day Matthew has spent the whole year dreaming of. Anticipating.

The day Jamal claimed he'd come to take his revenge.

Matthew's ready. He's been preparing.

He's got his makeup, blonde wig, fluffy tutu dress, pink thong, skimpy bra, lace suspenders, garter belt—everything he needs to help Jamal get even.

Any moment now, Matthew’s expecting a knock on the door.

But he’s waited a whole year. And now, he’s done waiting.

Tonight, Matthew becomes 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.
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Chapter One

✽✽✽

The woman entered the store just as Keith was on his way to lock the door.

He froze immediately, faced a rack of discount women T-shirts, acted as if those had been his goal all along. In his peripheral, he saw her saunter down the aisle where the cheap jewelry was, tucking a pink-cased iPhone into her black purse.

She seemed utterly oblivious to his presence.

Keith spun the rack, rearranged a couple of shirts. His eyes tipped to the clock on the wall. Two minutes past nine. Two minutes past closing time.

The woman paused by the shelves where the sneakers stood, then drifted to a table full of cotton hoodies. She touched one, fingered the fabric. The store’s bright white overhead light gleamed off her black leather jacket.

He glanced at the clock once more. Four minutes past nine. His eyes veered to the glass doors. The retailers across the street had shut off their lights.

Keith sighed, dragged his feet back behind the counter. His shirt, proudly displaying his name beneath a colorful version of the clothing store’s logo, felt sweaty and too tight. His pants, skinny khakis, according to his manager the only acceptable trousers to wear to work, hugged his thighs like a second layer of skin, and he was dying to take them off. It was late, too late, and he wanted to go home.

He couldn’t keep his eyes off the clock. Six past nine.

The woman was her taking her time, ambling about without aim, eyeing blouses, touching dresses. Ample amounts of tanner made it difficult to guess her age. She was in her late thirties perhaps, maybe early forties. Straight hair the color of obsidian flowed down her back, so long that the tips brushed her ass. She had a big bum, two fat hams that stretched the seat of her jeans to the brim.

The sight made Keith blush, and he hurried to look away.

Out of the corner of his eye, he watched her head for the shelves down by the changing rooms, toward a wide array of women’s jeans. The store was quiet, almost suffocatingly so, and the click of her high heels resounded through the room.

Keith sighed, perhaps a little loudly, and bent over the counter, resting his elbows near the register. He contemplated approaching his only customer to politely point out of the time, but he knew he couldn’t. If his boss found out, she’d flip.

He let his mind wander, thought about tomorrow. He’d planned to borrow his mom’s car, drive up to Lakeshire hills, try to catch a glimpse of a cat owl. They weren’t a particularly rare species to come across in the forests around Cleveland, but so far Keith hadn’t found one, and he was excited to cross it off his list.

Then he let his mind wander too far. Thoughts of grey-brown owls perched atop orange pinewood branches vanished and were replaced by images of wide asphalt roads and heavy traffic. His pulse picked up, and he forced himself to take deep breaths. The drive to Lakeshire took an hour. An hour of honking drivers that sped by. An hour of pulling into every available road pocket to let motorcycles and trailers overtake him. An hour of shivering as he dreaded encountering a group of cyclists he’d have to pass so the cars behind him could do it, too.

His phone buzzed, and he nearly jumped. Yanked out of his head, he dared a glance at the woman. She was still studying the jeans, checking the labels.

The screen on Keith’s phone came alive. He looked at it.

A quarter past nine.

The woman picked up a pair of folded jeans, studied it closely.

Then put it down and picked up another.

Beneath the counter, Keith’s little hands balled into fists. Acutely aware of the camera behind him, the one that his boss could very well be using to spy on him at just this moment, he shifted slightly so his back would hide the phone. Under normal circumstances, Keith would never risk it, but frustration twinned with his being too tired to give a shit gave him the confidence he needed to open up Twitter.

He’d deleted his Facebook and Instagram accounts years ago. He’d told his mom, the only one who seemed to notice, that he did it because he wanted to live a social media-free life, but in truth, he hadn’t wanted to endure another birthday where he’d be lucky to get ten greetings on his page while his old classmates got hundreds.

He hadn’t deleted Twitter, though. Never Twitter. And the only reason for that was currently dancing to a muted rap song on the screen before him.

Dressed in a short crop cut top and a skirt that caused her to resemble a school girl from some Japanese anime, Teeko grinned and laughed and bounced about, making faces and gestures so awkward they had no right to be as attractive as they were. As always, he liked the video. It’d been ages since he’d sent her any money. A part-time job at a clothing store meant he wasn’t exactly swimming in disposable income. But he sent her money sometimes. Now and then.

And sometimes she noticed. Now and then.

The thought of the IM she’d sent to thank him sent a shiver up his spine.

A haughty voice drew his attention. “Excuse me?”

Keith flinched as if struck, looked up like a deer caught in headlights. The woman had called to him from across the store. She held a new pair of jeans.

He stared at her. She was pretty. Huge blue eyes stood in stark contrast to the tanned complexion of her angular face, and the dark gloss on her plump lips sparkled as it reflected the store’s cozy light. An aura of confidence surrounded her, the kind of confidence that made Keith want to avert his eyes. His face grew hot.

She cocked a thick eyebrow shaped like an archway. “Could you… help me?”

Keith swallowed. His voice shook as he stammered, “Uhm, sure.”

As he hurried around the counter, he cast a glance at the clock.

Half an hour past nine.

On the way there, as he passed by the sunshade racks, he caught a glimpse of himself in one of the narrow mirrors that flanked the glasses. He didn’t want to look, not now, but he couldn’t stop himself. He caught a glimpse of his torso, so thin and scrawny it would’ve looked more appropriate on an anorexic teenage girl. He caught a glimpse of his hips, too wide for his upper body, out of place on a twenty-three-year-old male. He caught a glimpse of his face: the round eyes, the puffy cheeks, the weak chin, the buttony nose, the mole above the corner of his mouth, the sweat on his forehead, the blond hair that stuck to his face.

He caught a glimpse of everything he did not want to see.

As he approached, the woman held up a pair of pale blue Levi’s. “Do you have these in size eighteen? They’re not on the table.”

“Uhm.” Keith stopped a few feet away, terrified to invade her space. The smell of her perfume tainted the air, a feminine scent that made it impossible to look her in the eye, and he glued his eyes to the jeans. “They should be here, I think.”

The woman didn’t move, said nothing, only stared at him in silence.

Keith’s heart skipped a beat.

He bent over, started looking through the jeans. He could feel her eyes all the while, measuring him, drinking in all his flaws. When he picked up one folded pair to look beneath it, he noticed his hands. They were shivering so badly there was no way she hadn’t noticed. His mouth went dry. He kept searching.

“Shouldn’t you know whether you have this in a size eighteen?”

Keith froze. Their eyes met. She’d crossed her arms beneath her hefty bosom and the cold, hard, condescending expression on her flawless face suggested she’d never met anyone as dumb as him before. Within Keith, anger rose like flames.

On the outside, all he managed was to stutter, “Uhm, sorry, it’s… late.”

For a moment, she only stared down at him. Then, with an almost imperceptible nod, she gestured for Keith to keep looking.

She ordered him to keep looking.

And even though every fiber of his being fought it, told him to straighten up and tell her the store was closed, he obeyed. He couldn’t stop himself.

As he flipped through pair after pair of hundred dollar Levi’s, he wondered whether his hands still would’ve shaken now had he made his advance on Veronica back in middle school. He’d never had a girlfriend, never had a chance. Except for Veronica, who for whatever reason took an almost obsessive liking to him in ninth grade. She’d pestered him daily. They’d gone on walks and seen movies. And yet he’d never even made a move to hold her hand. He’d faltered at every opportunity.

Now she lived in her boyfriend’s house, and Keith had yet to kiss a girl.

“I’m sorry,” stammered Keith, “but I don’t think we have any.”

The woman’s voice oozed disdain. “Have you looked in the back?”

He straightened up, stared at her. “I’ve been here the whole time.”

“Then maybe you should go look.” Her voice was edged with steel.

Keith nodded, walked off. When he was sure she wouldn’t notice, he scowled at the clock. A quarter to ten. Fifteen minutes until he’d worked an unpaid hour.

They had the pale blue Levi’s in the requested size in the back. As Keith stood there, clutching the box, knuckles paling, he considered going back out there to tell her they didn’t. He considered it for a long time. Then he thought of his boss.

“I found it,” Keith said, trudging back out, forcing an awkward smile.

She took the box from him, opened the lid, and studied it for a moment as if to make sure he’d brought her jeans rather than a hoodie or some shoes.

Her eyes found Keith’s. “Why did you say you didn’t have it?”

Her words took him by surprise. “What?”

“You said you didn’t think you had it.” She shook the box.

“W-well, it’s just, you know, most of the pants we have are out her—”

“What kind of customer service is that?” She cocked an eyebrow. “Why are you telling customers you don’t have something before you’ve checked?”

All the color drained from Keith’s face. “I… I didn’t—”

She cut him off with a snort and moved forward, and he was forced to stagger out of the way. Dumbstruck, he only stood there, watching her sashay toward the changing rooms. Underneath her jeans, her fat buttocks wobbled and quivered.

Keith looked down. His hands shook. Adrenaline was pumping through his body. At a loss for what to do, he trudged back behind the counter.

Fifteen minutes later, she was still there. Keith hadn’t budged an inch since he’d made it to the register. Straight as an arrow, he stood behind the counter, gripping the edge in a vain attempt to steady his hands. He didn’t reach for his phone, didn’t doodle on a piece of paper, didn’t play with the calculator.

He didn’t dare. He simply stood there. Tried to stop trembling.

Another ten minutes passed by before she came out. The sour look on her face was ever-present as she dropped the box on the counter.

“Your shift isn’t over until the last customer leaves the store,” she said, almost as an afterthought, fetching her wallet from her purse. “You’re aware of that, right?”

That comment pushed Keith dangerously close to the edge, and he chose not to reply. A series of images flipped through his mind like photos in an old slide projector. He saw her in the changing room, seated on the bench, texting her friends, giggling about how she was keeping him waiting. He saw her scroll through her Facebook feed, play a game of Candy Crush, check her Instagram.

In his peripheral, he looked at the clock. Five minutes past ten.

When he spoke, his voice trembled. “W-would you like a bag?”

She wouldn’t relent. “I asked you a question.”

Keith looked up, their eyes crossed, and he blushed and looked away. His hand delved beneath the counter for a bag. “I k-know that, yeah.”

A bitchy smile tugged at the corners of her plump lips.

Keith ignored it, bagged the pants, worked the register. The payment went through without trouble, and he tried to hand her the bag.

She wouldn’t take it. She kept smiling. “Your boss and I are best friends.”

Keith’s body went cold with dread. He didn’t say anything.

“We’re best friends,” she said playfully, snatching the bag out of his hand. She spun on her heel and, butt jiggling with every step, sauntered off.

By the time he decided to apologize, she was already gone.


Chapter Two

✽✽✽

Keith got the text before he made it home.

You’re fired. You’re done.

A few blocks away from his house, he froze on the curb, staring at the bright screen. Around him, time seemed to slow down. He didn’t look downcast like he usually did when cars passed by. He barely registered the old woman walking her barking chihuahuas as she shuffled by. He only stood there, staring.

Adrenaline leaked into his empty belly. He started to shiver.

Almost blind to his surroundings, he kept walking, only his internal GPS steering him in the right direction. Five minutes later, he saw a Republican sign towering in the center of a well-trimmed lawn. He was home.

Gravel crunched beneath his shoes as he headed for the door. When he reached the small staircase that led up to the porch, he stopped again.

He wasn’t sure if he’d manage to go inside.

He sat on the staircase, took a couple of deep breaths. A part of him had known this was coming. It was only a matter of time. His boss didn’t like him, he didn’t like his boss, and the job wasn’t good for him, wasn’t good for his mental health. He needed a job where he could gain confidence, a workplace where he could grow and develop and maybe finally gain the courage to talk to a fucking girl.

As it turned out, a clothing store for women was not that place.

Keith swept his surroundings. The night was hot and humid, telling tales of thunder, and stars shone and twinkled in the deep, dark sky.

He didn’t know what to do now. He’d only worked part-time at the store, of course, but the pay had been good, about a hundred dollars per shift. He’d earned some eight hundred bucks a month, just enough to pick up groceries now and then, just enough for Netflix and HBO, just enough to pay the occasional electric bill.

Just enough to keep his mom off his back.

It had been a terrible job, a living nightmare that had shredded his confidence piece by piece until there was nothing left. But it had still been a job.

Keith balled his fists and squeezed until his fingers hurt. Anger consumed him. He was angry at his boss, at the customer, at himself.

That anger gave him the courage he needed to get up and walk inside.

His mom was home. The white sneakers she always wore to work sat in the rack. He couldn’t hear the television but that didn’t mean anything. Ever since she’d discarded her old Nokia and bought herself a brand new Samsung smartphone, she’d been addicted to the thing. She practically forgot they had a TV.

Before she had a chance to engage him in conversation, Keith kicked off his shoes, darted upstairs, headed into the bathroom, and locked the door.

He showered for a long time, and the hot water eased his anxiety.

When he was done, he donned his bathrobe and trudged downstairs. The TV was on now, and a news anchor’s voice filled the living room.

Keith didn’t wanna face his mom, not today. It was late, past eleven, and all he wanted to do was go to bed. But he was thirsty, and his mom had probably put the glass he kept in the bathroom upstairs in the washing machine, so he snuck past the doorway to the living room, and slipped surreptitiously into the kitchen.

His mom was seated at the kitchen table.

Keith’s heart lurched in his chest. He skidded to a stop, and for the second time that day, he probably looked like a deer caught in headlights.

Laura still wore her nurse outfit, baggy blue trousers, and an identical top. She clutched a cigarette between her fingers. A thin strip of grey smoke zigzagged up from the lit tip. A glass of water stood by her side, and flecks of ash floated on the liquid’s surface. A cross hung at the end of the thin silver chain around her neck.

A wrinkled piece of paper lay on the table in front of her.

Keith swallowed, mumbled a greeting, went to get a glass. He didn’t like seeing his mother smoking. She’d been struggling to kick the habit for years, abusing gum and bandaids en masse, but the moment she felt nervous, she was back at it. It could be worse, Keith supposed. Addiction ran in the family. A nasty fit of delirium tremens had killed his father when Keith was only two. A bad addiction to morphine had cost his aunt her job as a GP. Uncle Jack had been in and out of rehab ever since Keith was born. They’d never met—his mother didn’t trust heroin addicts.

Well aware that desperate virgins with no goals in life were at high risk of developing addiction issues, Keith had already sworn off alcohol forever.

“Sit down,” said Laura. She gestured at a chair.

Keith filled his glass to the brim. Out of the corner of his eye, he studied his mom’s expression. Worry could be seen on her face. Her blonde bun was coming apart as if she’d started to untie it and then promptly given up. She’d chewed her fingernails again, another bad habit she’d been trying to kick for years.

He drank half the glass in one go and casually sat down.

“This is the bill from the auto shop.” She tapped the paper. Her eyes wouldn’t meet Keith’s. They were locked on the table.

Keith said nothing. Dread gnawed at his insides.

Laura toyed with her cross. “The reparation cost fifteen thousand dollars.”

His lips split. There was that adrenaline again, that anxiety that always bubbled just beneath the surface. He understood where this was going.

She still wouldn’t look at him. “It’s time you got a job, Keith.”

“I have a job.” He didn’t fully register what he was saying until he’d already said it. The words just seemed to slip out of his mouth.

“You work two days a week.” She met his eyes. “The rest of the week, you’re either at home watching TV, playing on your computer, or walking around in some forest looking for birds.” A pause. “It’s time you grew up.”

Keith averted his gaze. His heart was pounding.

“You can ask Uncle Frank. They’re always hiring.”

Keith frowned. Uncle Frank wasn’t his real uncle, just an old friend of his late father. After Tom’s death, Frank had taken it upon himself to keep an eye on Keith and his mother. He ran a lumber mill in the next town over.

Steel edged Laura’s voice. “Maybe he’ll let you come back.”

Keith glared at her cigarette. The man was fat and smelly and always patted him too hard on the back. Keith had worked for his uncle before, a couple of weeks in the summer right after he graduated high school, and the job had somehow managed to be worse than the clothing store. Frank ran his mill like a fraternity house, and his employees acted as if they were in one. All they did was shout at each other and brag about all the women they fucked. The employees hadn’t liked him, had thought him too quiet and reserved, and Keith hadn’t liked them much, either.

On top of that, he hadn’t been able to do his job, hadn’t been strong enough to lift what needed to be lifted, hadn’t been able to figure out how to work the machinery. Every single day had been nine hours of backbreaking labor and endless humiliation, and from the moment he’d arrived at the mill to the moment he’d left, he’d felt like a little girl surrounded by big strong men.

He’d despised that feeling.

“I’m not going back there,” Keith muttered. “I won’t.”

There was a moment of silence.

“Do you think people work their jobs because they like them?” The cigarette crackled as Laura took a drag. “Do you think I am a nurse because…”

Keith stopped listening. He was shaking again, and he wrung his hands beneath the table in an attempt to get them to stop.

You’re fired. You’re done.

Serious late-night talks regarding the lack of progress in his life were not a new phenomenon in the Richardson house, but tonight the stakes were raised.

Tonight he’d lost his job. He had no income. None.

His mother thought he still did, and yet she planned to spend the next four hours explaining that it wasn’t enough, that he needed to work more.

How would she react if he told her he’d been fired?

Keith wrapped his arms around his tummy, hugged himself, acted as if he was listening, watched the thick carpet of smoke hovering in the air.

He felt shame. He was ashamed of himself. He knew he was leeching off his mom, knew she couldn’t afford to look past that, and yet he didn’t know how to stop. The prospect of getting a job, a real job, waking up almost every morning for the rest of his life to waste the daylight away doing something he dreaded terrified him. The prospect of getting an apartment, a withering cottage where he’d have to manage without all the luxuries he’d gotten used to while he’d been living at home was incomprehensible. Paying bills. Having responsibility. He couldn’t grasp how people could do that. He wasn’t ready for it, and it felt like he never would be.

A wave of anxiety washed over him, a tsunami so powerful he felt instantly nauseous. He stood, ran out of the kitchen, ignored his mom’s calls.

He bolted upstairs, fled into his bedroom, and locked the door. He listened for footsteps outside but heard none. He focused on his breath, fought to calm down.

Pictures of birds decorated his room’s white walls. They were the rare ones, the ones that had cost him time and effort to find. His bed was built into the rightmost wall, a little square cave where he could tuck himself under his duvet and hide. It was a remnant of the previous owners, a princess bed for their ten-year-old daughter, and despite the fact they’d lived here for almost twenty years now, neither Keith nor his mom had ever gotten around to taking care of that.

In truth, Keith didn’t mind. The bed made him feel safe.

But he knew the bed wouldn’t do the trick now. Only one thing could.

He started toward his closet.

He desperately needed to dress.


Chapter Three

✽✽✽

Keith eyed himself in the mirror for a very long time.

A few minutes ago, his mom had come upstairs to knock on his door. He’d ignored her and simply waited in silence until she gave up and left.

He took a step back, posed for the mirror. The dress was a perfect fit, its pale blue fabric like silk against his torso. It followed the shape of his body, tight around the hips and waist and loose around the shoulders. Its tiny sleeves covered only his little delts, leaving the rest of his scrawny arms completely bare. Embroidered with daisies white and yellow, it looked like a typical summer dress. Keith flattened a couple of wrinkles, turned around, and bent over. The scanty skirt was so short that as soon as it started riding up, he could glimpse the lacy fabric of his panties.

He straightened up. Thigh highs the color of his dress clutched his shins and ended just above his knees. Nothing covered his chunky thighs, and the pale flesh stood in stark contrast to his outfit. They appeared thicker than they were, an illusion caused by the tight fit of the clothes, and Keith thought they looked cute.

Beneath the dress, he’d donned a matching lingerie set that he’d snatched out of Veronica Ederson’s bag when she’d come to visit his mom a few years ago. They’d been in the same sorority, Veronica and his mom, and they’d had a lot of catching up to do. Keith hadn’t been able to resist. He’d walked past the guest room on his way to the bathroom when he’d seen it, white lace panties and a matching bra flung carelessly on the center of the floor. Veronica had been out on the porch with his mom, drinking wine and screaming with laughter, and Keith hadn’t been able to resist the temptation. He’d stolen the bra and the thong, and his modest age at the time had led him to believe Veronica wouldn’t notice the missing pair.

He knew better now, though, and the very thought made him cringe.

The lingerie was white, made of lace, and stuck to his flesh like a second layer of skin. The panties were a thong, and now its silky front snuggly hugged his cock and balls against his taint while the thin back, devoured by his butt cheeks, pressed against his butthole. The bra tightly embraced his back and chest, its empty cups firm enough to form two small bumps on his breast.

Lingerie always calmed him down. The sensation was incredible, the scanty underwear soft and too tight at the same time, and how the fabric managed to dig into his flesh in such an awkward and yet delicious way was beyond him.

He put on his wig, a mane of golden tresses that cascaded almost down to the crack of his ass, and combed through it with his Barbie brush, a pink thing he’d bought from his workplace. He’d hoped his boss would assume he was getting it for some little sister she didn’t know about, or perhaps a cousin or a niece.

As far as he knew, she’d never found out who it was truly for.

He put on his headband, got to work on his makeup, and fifteen minutes later, the boy who’d been standing in the mirror had been replaced with a girl.

As always, he’d mimicked Teeko. His phone lay on the bookshelf he used as a makeshift makeup table, amid a wide array of cosmetic products he’d acquired online, and one of her many makeup tutorials was playing on the screen.

Keith studied his face. He’d used a pale foundation to match his skin tone. A healthy layer of concealer masked fading blemishes of old pimples and other skin flaws, and just below his popping eyes, an excess of blush shone on his cheeks.

False lashes protruded from his eyelids, voluptuously thick, and purple eyeshadow sparkled and gleamed beneath heavily filled eyebrows. He kissed the air, pouting his pink lips, and the glossy pillows glittered as they reflected light.

He spun about before the mirror, raised his arms, lifted his skirt, checked for any stray hairs he might’ve missed during yesterday’s shave. He found none, and that didn’t surprise him. Twenty-three years old, he’d yet to grow more than fuzzy white hair on his shins, and except for a thin strip above his lips, he could not grow facial hair no matter how long he went without shaving. In high school, this had been the cause of endless humiliation from his more hairy classmates, and it had been one of two reasons why Keith had never showered in the school locker rooms after PE. For a while, he’d grown as much hair as possible wherever he could. Then he’d met Aaron, an athletic swimmer whom Keith came to consider his only friend during the last few years of school, and he’d managed to convince Keith that if you wanted a girlfriend, you better shave off that hair. After all, girls loved swimmers.

Keith heeded his friend’s advice, and although he and Aaron drifted apart soon after graduation, he’d kept shaving. His obsession with ridding his body of all hair might not have won him any favors with the girls, but he came to love it anyway. He liked the look, and he adored the way his skin felt after he had shaved it all off. He even shaved his ass crack these days, and while he’d never admit it to anyone, he enjoyed the sensation of his smooth cheeks rubbing against each other.

Acutely aware that men weren’t supposed to feel this way, he watched his cheeks flush scarlet in the mirror, and quickly pushed that thought away.

He painted his fingernails pink with a nail polish that he’d nicked from the nightstand in his mom’s bedroom and doused himself in one of his mom’s girly perfumes that he’d snatched from the cosmetics cabinet in the bathroom. Then he dug his teddy bear out from under his boxers in the underwear drawer, grabbed his phone, and crossed the room. He headed for his bed. The clothes could only do so much to tame his anxiety. He needed to lie down. He needed to breathe.

The knock came the moment his ass hit the mattress.

“Open the door.” His mom’s voice was edged with steel. “You’re not running away from me this time.” The door handle shook. “Keith, open the door.”

Keith stared at the door in silence, hugging the teddy to his chest.

“If you don’t open the door, I’m calling Uncle Frank.”

Keith’s blood froze in his veins. He knew that round ball of blubber enjoyed intruding himself on their family arguments, and he knew the door wouldn’t keep him out. Within Keith, anger rose like flames. The sheer thought of Frank coming over to their house to break down his door filled him with an almost paralyzing rage.

But as always, fear won, and adrenaline filled Keith once more. She’d called Frank before, and he knew her threat carried real weight.

And he’d just dressed himself up in women’s clothes.

Laura banged her fist on the door. “I’m not asking you again, Keith.”

Keith fought a rising panic as his gaze flitted about the room. He locked his eyes on the window. His room was on the second floor, but the roof of the garage was within reach, and from there he could climb down on the car.

“All right.” The door stopped shaking. “That’s it. I’m calling him.”

Keith looked at the window. He didn’t know what to do.


Chapter Four

✽✽✽

Fifty yards down the street, Keith realized what he’d just done.

He stopped beneath a spotlight, turned around. The street was dark, and there were no cars in sight. Trees lined the road on both sides, their branches swaying, dark leaves fluttering. The wind had picked up since he’d come home, and the thunder he’d felt in the air before was gone. Clouds had drifted in front of the moon, blocking out the bright moonlight, and the world had become eerily dark.

Keith didn’t move, only gawked at the ground. What the fuck had he just done? He had no phone, no money, no way of getting back in his room without getting caught by his mom. In his panicked frenzy, after climbing onto the garage roof, he’d been stupid enough to shut the window to his room.

A window that could only be opened from the inside.

He could try to sneak back inside through the front door. He didn’t know if she’d actually call Tom, but regardless of whether that had been an empty threat, she did have an early shift tomorrow and would have to go to bed eventually. She’d called in sick a lot lately, usually blaming headaches that weren’t there, and her boss had recently let her know she was walking on thin ice. Even if she started to suspect he’d fled his room, she could not afford to miss tomorrow’s shift. However, as far as he knew, it was only half an hour or so after midnight, and there was no way he’d try to sneak back in for at least a few hours—not when he was dressed like this.

Keith huffed, kept walking. The growing wind licked his skin, and pebbles on the sidewalk stung the soles of his shoeless feet. He didn’t know where he was going, only that he needed to get out of the neighborhood before one of the neighbors saw him. He wasn’t sure they’d recognize him, especially not in the dark, but he wasn’t about to take that chance—not when he was wearing a dress.

The headlights of a car popped up behind him.

Keith froze. Icy fingers gripped his heart and squeezed. The low hum of the engine grew steadily as the vehicle approached. He couldn’t breathe.

A silver Tesla passed him by. It didn’t even slow down.

A shaky sigh escaped his lips. If the driver had noticed something unusual about him, they sure hadn’t given a shit. Keith watched the red tail lights disappear behind the corner of a flat-roofed house. His pulse was still racing.

He walked for a long time, following the sidewalk, minding his step. A sense of relief washed over him as the suburbs segued into the local park where he always took his afternoon walks, a green belt that divided his neighborhood from the outskirts of the city, and he decided to find a bench and wait out his mom there.

Gravel crunched beneath his socks as he walked amid the tall trees. The moon had reappeared now, and to his left, a gleaming strip of moonlight dissected a large pond surrounded by grassy banks perfect for a picnic. To his right, several gravel roads weaved through the trees before they vanished into the night.

He chose the first bench he found. His skirt rode up his thighs as he sat down, and, absolutely mortified, he glanced around feverishly as he tugged it back down. The thong stretched, too, squashing his balls, and he gritted his teeth as he tried in vain to adjust the taut lace. The sensation reminded him of a wedgie.

He frowned at the ground. The severity of his situation was slowly starting to dawn on him, and he wished he’d never dressed up in the first place. He couldn’t go home, would have to sit here and wait for hours, and he was getting cold and growing bored. Frustration bubbled in his belly. Tears welled in his eyes.

That’s when he spotted the men watching him from across the pond.

Keith’s heart leaped into his throat.

There were two of them. Keith couldn’t see them clearly, couldn’t make out their features, but one of them had a dog, a big one, a rottweiler, or something, and both men were black. The man with the dog was leaning against a tree, one foot propped against the trunk, and the other man was hunched over, facing him.

Keith could only think of one logical explanation for why these men would be out here at this hour, and if he was right, he’d just caught them in the act.

Time seemed to slow down as they stared at each other. On an intellectual level, Keith knew the men might not even be aware he’d seen them, but it still felt like they were looking at him as if to measure the distance, figure out the best way to cut off his escape so they could drag him into the forest and beat him to a pulp.

Keith held his breath, watched them, waited for a reaction. His mind was racing, trying desperately to think of the closest place that could be considered safe, and he thought of the Circle K where his mom sent him to order hamburgers whenever she didn’t want to cook. It wasn’t far from the park, fifty yards or so into the city, and he was almost certain that the place was open twenty-four-seven.

Keith stood, pushed down his skirt. The men had yet to make a move, but he wasn’t about to hang around and find out if they would. He started down the path, wincing whenever he trod on a particularly sharp pebble. The lights from the city outskirts glowed in the near distance. He’d be there in a few minutes.

Ten yards later, he couldn’t help himself.

He looked back.

Fresh terror reared up within him.

The men had moved.

They were closer now, circling the pond. The big dog trotted behind its owner. Keith couldn’t tell if it was leashed. His body went cold with dread.

He looked forward, kept going, picked up the pace. The men behind him weren’t saying anything, only walking, and that freaked him out. The rational part of his mind told him they weren’t following him, but then why weren’t they saying anything? Why were they walking silently behind him, closing the distance?

It dawned on him that there was no way these men could tell he was a guy, and Keith’s skirt suddenly felt horribly short. What if they were following him, just not to beat him up? What if they were following him to do something else?

He started taking longer steps, and soon he was almost jogging down the street. He did his best to speed up without giving his fear away. If he started to run and they laid chase, that would confirm his fears, and Keith couldn’t handle that.

The sound of boots crunching gravel could be heard now. He hadn’t been able to hear that earlier. Which could only mean one thing.

They were gaining on him.

Keith pressed on. He was terrified of looking back, and besides, if he did have something to worry about from these guys, he didn’t want to let his fear show.

He couldn’t resist the temptation. He glanced over his shoulder.

The men were closer than ever before.

Keith whimpered. He couldn’t take the fear anymore. He broke out in a run, his heart hammering in his chest. From behind him came a bark, and he thought he could hear one of the men shush the dog, although he couldn’t be sure.

The park came to an end, and Keith crossed a brightly-lit bridge over a murky river. On the other side was a road, and he took a right, hurrying down the sidewalk. If the street hadn’t been empty, he might’ve waved down a car. But what would he have told the driver? And how would the driver had reacted to the way he was dressed?

In his peripheral, he saw the two men cross the bridge.

The Circle K wasn’t far away now. He crossed the street, checking first for cars out of habit, and hurried toward the end of the block.

He looked back.

The men were already crossing the street.

Keith panicked. The park could’ve been a coincidence. The bridge could’ve been a coincidence. This was not. They were following him. He’d been right.

He looked back. The man with the dog had on a white wife beater and well-worn Levi’s. He looked forward. The corner was close. He looked back. The other man wore a grey hoodie and baggy sweats. He looked forward. There were no cars in sight. He looked back. The dog had no leash. He looked forward. He looked back. He looked forward. He looked back. He looked forward. He looked back.

He didn’t see the man in front of him until it was too late.

It was like running into a brick wall. Keith gasped. The collision knocked him off his feet, and he hit the curb with a meaty thump.

The man he’d crashed into remained standing. Eyes wide as saucers, Keith looked up at him. For a split second, his panicked state led him to believe he’d bumped into one of the men that followed him, that one of them had somehow gained the ability to teleport in front of him to cut off his escape.

That wasn’t the case, of course. This was a different man, and although he had skin just as dark, he looked like nothing like them.

Dreadlocks framed his hard face. A well-trimmed beard bristled on his powerful jawline. Like one of Keith’s followers, this man also wore a hoodie and sweats, though his sweats were black, and his hoodie white. An illustration of Tupac adorned the hoodie’s front, and beneath it was the rapper’s name in black letters.

Keith couldn’t shake the feeling he’d seen the man before.

A faint stench of sweat came off him, and a black gym bag rested against his hip. The man was large. Even beneath the baggy hoodie, Keith could glimpse the bulging muscles. His shoulders looked strange, almost out of place, too narrow for his size, and suddenly Keith remembered where he’d seen the man before.

A year ago, a local construction company had paved the road that went through his neighborhood, and this guy had been one of the workers. The job took months, and while men in hard hats and work boots tended to blend together, this man had stood out. He’d brought beers to work. A red-faced supervisor had chastised him for that offense just as Keith came home from work one day, and the man had put the beers away. Of course, the next day, the beers were back.

“Yo.” The man’s deep voice snapped him out of his thoughts, and Keith became acutely aware of what he was wearing. His face flushed with heat. He saw the massive hand extended toward him, and he took it without thinking.

His little white hand completely disappeared in the dark paw.

Then he was standing, hoisted to his feet by a strength that startled him and made his head spin. The man towered above him by at least a head and Keith found himself level with the construction worker’s chest. He looked up.

The man was looking at something behind him, and Keith, remembering his followers, dared a glance over his shoulder.

They weren’t there anymore.

They’d slithered back into the night.

“Hey.” The man flicked his fingers in front of Keith’s face, and like a startled deer, Keith snapped around. “You need to look where you’re going, girl.”

Keith hadn’t thought his face could grow any warmer.

He’d been wrong.

“You shouldn’t be out here all by yourself.” Beneath bushy eyebrows, the man’s brown eyes drank him in. “It ain’t safe out here at night.”

Keith swallowed. He’d lost the ability to move. He’d lost the ability to speak. He’d lost the ability to think. He just stood there, gawking at his savior.

Then their eyes met, and Keith’s face grew white-hot as he looked away.

The man snorted. “A’ight.” He took a step forward, started to circle him. “Go home. And next time, look where you’re going, you little ditz.”

The palm came out of nowhere, and then his buttock was jiggling.

Keith flinched, yelped, and spun around, but the man was already ambling down the street. Lips split in surprise, Keith clutched his ass.

His heart was hammering harder than ever before.

Then the construction worker took a right and vanished into an alley, and Keith snapped back to reality. He shook his head, glanced about, squinted at his dark surroundings. His right butt cheek still prickled with pain.

He swept the street, half-expecting the men who’d been following him to pop out from their hiding place now that his savior had left him alone. They didn’t, but he still felt uneasy. He hadn’t seen where they went, and that troubled him.

An owl hooted in the distance, and he decided that Circle K still sounded like a good idea. He turned around, kept walking up the street. He tried to breathe, to calm himself, but his heart refused to slow down. His thoughts drifted to the construction worker. Had he really just let a black guy spank him on the ass?

And next time, look where you’re going, you little ditz.

Keith shuddered, picked up the pace, thought of Teeko and his mom and his boss and his job and his house and daytime TV and international politics.

And next time, look where you’re going, you little ditz.

He reached the end of the block, and there it was, that giant sign that towered over everything else. He started crossing the street, looked back for good measure.

The men who’d been following him were back.

Keith’s mouth went dry. He didn’t move, because they weren’t moving, either, and somehow that was creepier than when they’d been dogging his footsteps.

They were standing on the bridge between the city and the park, their silhouettes visible in the gleaming streak of moonlight atop the calm river, and although the distance made it impossible to see their faces, Keith knew their predatory gazes were locked on him. He could feel it in his bones.

He needed to get inside the gas station now.

He started to cross the street.


Chapter Five

✽✽✽

The Circle K was closed. Keith saw it halfway across the road. The lights inside were off, and the rental van was the only car parked in the lot.

He should’ve known, and a part of him probably had, but in his panicked state, he’d refused to relinquish hope.

And now he would pay the price.

A smaller building protruded from the gas station, an ugly rectangle of brick-and-mortar. Parallel with the station, the wall that faced Keith sported a door, and on that door hung a single blue-and-white sign.

The gas station toilet.

Keith stared at it for some time. It looked like the kind of place that might be open, but if the thugs saw him go in there, he’d be trapped with no way out.

He decided it would be better to try and hide in there than take his chances outside. He darted across the street toward the brightly-lit Circle K sign.

The blue sign that hung on the bathroom door depicted two white figures, a man and a woman, and to the right of the woman, someone had used a black marker to draw a fat cock and a pair of hairy balls. The dick pointed at her blank face.

The door opened when he tried the handle, and Keith slipped inside.

Crusty stains of old soap spotted the sinks and mirrors. One of the fluorescent lights in the ceiling flickered incessantly. Unflushed piss pooled in one of the urinals. Dirty shoe prints covered the white floor tiles, and a yellow hue marred walls that had once been white. A single stall was in the far corner of the room, colored a deep green that stood in stark contrast to the otherwise bright bathroom.

There was a round hole taped with grey duct tape in the rightmost stall wall.

Keith’s eyes grew huge. Scribbled text covered the walls, detailing names and numbers and ridiculously lewd thoughts.

For a good time, call Erik’s sister at 1-541-…

Marzia Gonzales will suck your cock if you slap her…

I fucked Jake’s mom in the butt. Here’s her number…

Want a blowjob? Call me at 1-158-754-…

This dumb white bitch takes it up the ass for free…

Above one of the urinals was a ridiculously detailed anime-like illustration of a girl with pigtails and braces sticking her tongue out. A darkly-colored cock was lodged between her huge tits, and the girl’s nasty grin as she squeezed her breasts around the dick sent a chill up Keith’s spine. The girl was clearly white.

Another illustration could be seen to the left of one of the mirrors. Two black cocks, and what looked like the face of a white guy. Speed lines drawn behind the dicks implied they were in the process of slapping the face, and the boy’s soft features were bruised and battered. Something had been scribbled beneath it.

Fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys fuck white boys

A sudden sound came from outside, something like a steel trash can smashing against the asphalt, and Keith’s head snapped around.

He knew it could be a cat, perhaps a badger, but he wasn’t about to hang around to find out. He darted toward the bathroom stall, threw the door open.

There was a used condom on the toilet seat.

He rushed inside, shut the door, fumbled with the flimsy latch. It was the old-fashioned type and covered in rust, and Keith wasn’t sure the fucking thing could even withstand a gentle attempt to open the door from outside.

He turned around, took in his surroundings, and realized with no small amount of horror that the condom on the toilet seat wasn’t the only one.

They were everywhere, strewn about the toilet, and piled up against the dirty wall behind it. Most of them still contained cum, clumps of white goo spotted with tiny bubbles, and for what felt like the hundredth time that day, Keith’s cheeks felt suddenly hot. He shouldn’t be in here. Everything about this stall felt wrong, particularly because he’d come in here wearing a flowery summer dress.

A shaky sigh escaped his lips. He once again found himself surrounded by four walls drowning in scribbled text and filthy illustrations. He saw drawings of veiny cocks and fat asses, some good, some not-so-good, and a wide array of scratchings marred the wood, showing names and local numbers. Most of the names belonged to girls, although a man named Jamal seemed very intent on finding a bitch to fuck.

The writing was everywhere, even on the yellowed ceiling.

Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC

Your daughter eats black ass for breakfast

Mia Van Der Dyke is a black cock whore

Buttfuck a racist bitch TODAY

Keith blushed, looked away. He stepped forward, glanced about for toilet paper. There was none, and a whimper escaped his glossy lips as he was forced to peel the sticky condom off the toilet seat with his bare fingers. It was heavy, filled almost to the brim, and he gawked at it, stunned by its weight.

Keith had worn a condom before, four or five times perhaps, when he was home alone, when he decided to spend the whole afternoon edging to Teeko’s twitter on the living room couch. But he didn’t like it. When he took it off, he always felt like the load in there was too small, and the condom he now held proved him right. The men responsible for filling these rubbers blew loads considerably larger than his.

He chucked the condom into the corner, adjusted his skirt, and sat down. He felt it immediately, something wet beneath his bum, and he stood back up.

There’d been a hole in the condom.

Keith caressed his ass. The back of the dress was sticky. He’d sat in sperm. He stood there for a moment, dumbstruck. His heart was beating hard.

Hinges creaked shrilly as the door to the bathroom opened up.

Keith’s breath caught in his throat. His stomach clenched. He heard footsteps, heavy ones, slow ones. He promptly sat on the seat and pulled his feet up.

The gaps beneath the door and walls weren’t tall enough to fit a head through, and so as long as he kept his feet on the seat, no one should be able to tell he was in here—unless, of course, they decided to kick in the door.

Or, of course, if they decided to peek through the hole in the wall.

He’d almost forgotten about the hole. It was near the door, and whoever was outside wouldn’t be able to see him unless they bent over, peeped through the hole, and trained their eyes on the toilet on purpose. Like some creep.

He tried to convince himself there was no way the men who’d been following him earlier had seen him come in here. Without luck.

The footsteps continued across the bathroom, then abruptly stopped. Keith held his breath. It hadn’t sounded like the man had made it to one of the urinals. A terrifying thought struck him. What if the man wanted to use the stall? Even if this person didn’t intend to harm him, there was no way Keith would reveal his whereabouts. What if the man saw the latch and decided to wait?

He hugged his knees, focused on his breath to make sure his mouth didn’t make the slightest sound. The bathroom was hot. The lights were too bright. The seat felt hard, and the sticky goo beneath his butt was seeping through the fabric.

What if it was the construction worker he’d bumped into?

Keith’s heart skipped a beat. He nibbled on his lower lip. The man had been just the kind of guy who could work for Uncle Frank. A real man with bulky arms, a powerful back, strong shoulders, and hands like the paws of a fucking bear.

Keith remembered the bulge he’d spotted beneath the man’s black sweats as he’d laid on the ground in front of him. He remembered the size of that bulge.

In the tight confines of his lace panties, his flaccid prick twitched.

Keith shook his head, glared at the hole in the wall. His thoughts frightened him. He wasn’t attracted to guys. Especially not black guys. Especially not scary black guys. Especially not scary black guys with scary black dicks.

There they were, the footsteps, and now it sounded like they were coming closer. Keith started to shake. Adrenaline pumped through his body.

Had someone seen him come in here?

He recalled the time he’d seen a girl enter the men’s bathroom. He’d been on one of those annual trips to New York that he and his mom went on every December, usually a few weeks before Christmas, and they’d been having dinner in a rowdy burger bar, the kind Keith couldn’t stand because they reminded his mom of how normal twenty-three-year-old boys and girls spent their Friday afternoons.

After dinner, he’d gone to take a leak, and that’s when he’d seen her, blonde and cute and wearing high heels, squatting over a urinal, ass bare.

Drunk off her butt, she’d giggled at him when he caught her in the act. Keith had only mumbled hello and hurried into one of the stalls, too embarrassed to pee while she was in there, but also too embarrassed to go back out and wait now that she’d already seen him. After all, he didn’t want to seem like he was scared of her.

But later that night, crawling into the hotel bed, he’d recalled her with a thrill so strong that it was almost orgasmic in its intensity. He didn’t know why the presence of a woman in the men’s restroom turned him on so much, but it did.

He wondered if someone had seen him come in here and felt the same way.

Of course, this bathroom was unisex, but considering piss pooled in one of the urinals, he had a hunch that women rarely set foot in this place.

More footsteps. They were strange, almost sneaky. In Keith’s mind, they conjured up images of a predator sneaking up on its unaware prey.

It sounded like the man unzipped his pants right outside the wall.

Keith’s eyes tipped to the glory hole. His mind was playing tricks on him. Of course, the man had unzipped his pants; he was standing in front of one of the urinals across the room, planning to pee, completely unaware of Keith’s presence.

A rock-hard cock eased its way through the glory hole.


Chapter Six

✽✽✽

Keith gawked at the black dick.

It was huge, at least ten inches long, and it seemed to Keith that the fucking thing almost rivaled a beer can in width. It was difficult to comprehend that dicks this large could even exist, and as he sat there, ogling it with wide eyes, he thought that the member wouldn’t have looked out of place on a horse.

Like photos in an old slide projector, images of his own prick flashed through his mind, a wrinkly pink nub that barely protruded out of his crotch.

Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC

Who was its owner? Who was standing behind that wall? There was no way of knowing, especially not now that the man flattened his crotch against the wall.

Did the person standing out there even know Keith was in here?

Keith swallowed, pulled his knees against his chest. His eyes traveled back and forth across the dark dick. A fat vein started at the base of the shaft, emerging from a bush of curly pubes, and stretched all the way up to a bulbous head. The man was circumcised, and the erection stretched the rest of the gleaming skin taut.

Keith bit his lip, wondered why the skin glistened so much. Was he sweaty? The construction worker had been sweaty. He’d just come from the gym.

Or was it just musk? Just smelly dick musk?

Keith squirmed atop the toilet seat. Adrenaline kept coursing through him, and his face felt like it was on fire. His hands were shivering. He didn’t know what to do.

He pulled his eyes off the cock, but the dick pulled them back. In his chest, beneath the two small bumps on his breast, his heart was beating madly. He tried again to look away, but then the cock did something to draw his attention.

Like the head of a bobblehead doll, it started to bounce.

Keith’s eyes grew wide. The fat shaft jerked again, and the sight of that bobbing cock mesmerized him. He couldn’t look away.

The rock-hard cock was demanding attention.

Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC

Keith pushed his thumb between his lips, gnawed on his nail. The cock soon went still, but every ten seconds or so, it jerked again, once, quite violently.

It was getting impatient.

He tipped his eyes to the door, and in his mind’s eye, he saw the cock pull out of the glory hole and heard the man outside start pounding on the door.

He told himself it was the fear of angering the stranger that led him to scramble off the toilet. He told himself it was fear that made him kneel.

He told himself it was fear that caused him to reach out to touch it.

He tapped it with the very tip of his finger, and the cock responded with another jerk. He flinched, withdrew his hand. The dick kept quivering.

Your daughter eats black ass for breakfast

Keith whimpered, squirmed, pushed his hands down on his own crotch in a vain attempt to flatten the tent that had formed there when he got off the toilet. His eyes were level with the girthy shaft, the brown pisshole inches from his face.

He looked down, saw the white-and-yellow daisies on his dress. As a result of his modest erection, his panties had stretched and become even tighter, and now, the string at the back chafed his butthole. The sensation made him shudder.

The cock jerked once more, bouncing about before it settled down, and Keith eased his way beneath it on all fours. It hovered over him now, a pulsing black shaft longer than his face, and he stared at its belly with eyes wide as saucers.

There was no other way out of this situation. Keith knew that. The man outside wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was probably a serial killer, some sadistic mob boss who’d torture and kill Keith and his mom and everyone else on planet earth if Keith refused to obey and do what the man expected him to do.

Mia Van Der Dyke is a black cock whore

A shaky sigh escaped from his lips, and Keith pushed his face up. His breath tickled the belly of the beast, and it shivered in response. The sticky shaft touched his forehead first, then the tip of his nose, then his upper lip, and then Keith was kneeling beneath a glory hole while ten inches of black dick rested on his face. The weight of it took his breath away, and as he sat there, he felt it pulse against his face.

Keith couldn’t help himself. He took a deep breath through his nose.

The smell hit him like a fist to the face, an overwhelming stench of sweat and cheese, and he trembled beneath the cock as his face turned white-hot.

The smell brought back memories of the male locker rooms after PE.

His hands came up, his pale fingers gripping the hairy base of the shaft. They failed to wrap themselves all the way around the fat dick, but Keith didn’t care. He turned his head to and fro, rubbing the black cock all over his painted face. His nostrils flared as he inhaled the musky stench, and the cheesy odor forced a soft moan from his glossy lips. In his panties, his own prick screamed.

Buttfuck a racist bitch TODAY

Keith cocked his head back, crossed his eyes as he gawked at the black beast sliding lazily down his face. He pressed his nostrils against the pisshole’s slit and snorted up the manly stench right off the plump head. His head was spinning. It was the musk. It shot up his nose, hung about in the back of his throat, searched for an entrance to his brain, and when it found one, it slithered its way into his head like worming tentacles, latched on to his brain cells, rewired them, clouded his mind.

It replaced all of Keith’s thoughts with the images of fat black cocks.

He started to jerk the dick. Wrapped around the black girth, his little white hands looked like they belonged to a girl. Up and down they went, stroking the shaft from the base to the mushroom, the glistening folds underneath the puffy head growing taut each time he pulled the skin back. Warmth radiated off the cock, and it pulsed against his palms as the handjob continued and grew faster.

A groan came from behind the wall, a guttural grunt that made Keith flinch and slow down, but then the cock jerked again, demandingly, and he was back at it, clutching the dick like he was afraid to drop it, wanking it faster and faster. A drop emerged from the tip’s slit. It reflected the bathroom’s bright light as it trickled out and dribbled down to where the head flared out, and for some reason, that early drop of sperm cleared his foggy head. He kept jerking the fat dick, but somewhere in the back of his mind, a small voice told him to drop the cock and stop.

Because Keith wasn’t gay. He wasn’t. He didn’t like men. He liked women. He liked Teeko. He liked pretty faces and cute clothes. He liked big tits and fat asses. He didn’t like broad shoulders and wide backs and fat black cocks. He liked girls.

And next time, look where you’re going, you little ditz.

Keith glared at the cock. He took his thumbs off the sides of the shaft, planted them on the plump vein, stroked it while his palms continued to jerk it off.

He wasn’t gay. He wasn’t. He was straight. He liked many things, like Teeko and birdwatching, but not black cock. He didn’t like black cock. He didn’t.

He took his hands off the dick. It didn’t budge, remained straight as an arrow. He scrambled to his feet. The dick sprang up, bobbed, ordered him to grab it, and keep going, but Keith refused. Because he wasn’t gay.

He wasn’t gay.


Chapter Seven

✽✽✽

He wasn’t gay.

His fingers found the hem of his dress, and he lifted his skirt. He glanced over his shoulder, peered at his pale buttocks, and the string they engulfed. His gaze returned to the cock, so dark and fat, a rope of pre-cum dangling from its tip, and he popped a finger between his lips, but this time, he didn’t chew on the nail.

This time, his glossy kissers sucked on the tip.

Keith backed up, held his skirt up. A couple of inches from the cock, he bent over, arched his back, and pushed his ass back. His bare buttocks eased backward until they touched the dick’s bulbous head, and Keith froze, heart pounding.

He shook his ass, his jiggling buttocks kissing the fat tip.

“Oh, fuck.” The man behind the wall spoke for the first time, his voice dark and full of lust. Keith didn’t recognize the voice, but he didn’t care. He sat back, easing his rear toward the wall, and his doughy ass cheeks embraced the fat cock like buns wrapping around a hot dog. The sweaty shaft throbbed in appreciation.

“Good girl.” That voice again, so arrogant, so demeaning, and before he spoke again, Keith heard another grunt. “Twerk that ass for daddy.”

At that, Keith’s pink lips split, and out came a sigh that held a striking resemblance to a moan. His legs trembled, but he obeyed anyway and shook his ass again. His buttocks wobbled lewdly around the black dick, and from outside the wall came a deep groan of pleasure. Keith kept going, pushing back, his sit spots, the fattest parts of his cheeks flattening against the wall, trapping the cock in his crack.

Behind the barrier, the man thrust, and Keith yelped as the dick forced itself through the pale dough of his squished hams. He thrust again, thrust with such force that Keith couldn’t take it, that he stumbled forward, fell to his knees.
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Keith dropped to his ass, his flowery skirt pooling around his knees, and as the cock drew his eyes, gleaming as it reflected the light, he decided to stop. He decided to walk away before it was too late. Because he wasn’t gay.

Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC Praise the BBC love the BBC serve the BBC fear the BBC

He crawled toward the glory hole on all fours. He grabbed the cock, wrapped his fingers around its base. Pubes tickled the side of his hand, but he barely noticed. His attention was elsewhere, locked on the head of that big black fucking dick, and his plump lips pursed as they came up to leave a soft little kiss on the sticky tip.

When he withdrew, the outline of his lips remained on the tip.

His fingers squeezed the shaft, and it pulsed and heaved back. His arm drifted forward, came back, drifted forward, came back, and then he was again wanking the stupid dick, although he hadn’t planned to, although he’d only intended to touch it one more time before he let the stranger know he was done.

In his absence, the cock had grown softer, not flaccid but somewhere in between, and Keith found himself feeling sorry for the cock. He tucked a lock of blonde hair behind his ear, sat his ass on the back of his ankles, aimed the dick at his face, and opened his mouth. Then he leaned forward, but just before the shaft’s tip touched his lips, he hesitated. Could he really suck a dick?

If he didn’t, Keith told himself, the man would probably kick the door down and beat his ass. Maybe the man would grab his arm, sit on the toilet, and pull him over his lap. Maybe the man would lift his skirt and pound away at his ass.

Keith opened his mouth wide, and then the cock was on its way inside the wet warmth of his mouth. He couldn’t take much, only managed to take the head, and already a searing sensation was spreading through the corners of his lips.

He suckled on the tip like he was sucking on a lollipop, squashing the fat mushroom between the insides of his cheeks, and from outside came another grunt. A salty taste twinned with cheesy musk burned his tongue, and Keith gagged.

As his eyes welled with tears, he realized he’d just gagged on a dick.

He planted his hands on the wall so they flanked the cock, and after he’d steadied himself, he pushed his head forward, swallowing inch after inch of cock. His mouth filled with saliva. His tongue squeezed against his teeth. Then he stopped, drew slightly back, prepared himself, and began to bob his head.

Obscene sounds filled the bathroom as the cock squelched about in his mouth. The shaft bent as he pushed forward, its fat belly throbbing on his tongue, and when he withdrew, his lips came off the musky surface with a wet smack.

Keith’s prick was searing. One of his hands left the wall, moved toward his lap. But it didn’t reach for his cock. It went past his crotch. It delved under his skirt and between his legs, and then one finger squeezed its way underneath the thong’s lacy string. It found his butthole, hesitated, and slowly applied pressure.

His hungry anus gladly swallowed the tip.

Keith’s eyes rolled in their sockets. He began to finger his pucker, the walls of his colon sticking to his digit, and he let out a muffled moan around the fat member.

The blowjob grew sloppier. Keith’s mind was a haze. Drunk on cock, he rolled his lips up and down the shaft, speeding up, licking the beast’s brown belly whenever he was able to move his tongue. Saliva trickled out of the corners of his lips. Pre-cum oozed down his little searing shaft. His pooper clamped down on his finger.

On the other side of the wall, the man’s breath grew heavier. Keith pulled his head back until the tip of the cock left his lips with a pop. His free hand started to furiously wank the dick, and his tongue joined in. He lapped at the bulbous mushroom, dug the tip of his tongue underneath the folds and licked. The taste of cheese was stronger there, more prominent, and Keith’s asshole devoured his finger up to the knuckle, winking desperately around the pale digit as it tried to close.

All doubts fled Keith’s mind, and he was overcome with an overwhelming desire to please the fat dick—and the man to whom it belonged. The condoms strewn about him no longer disgusted him. Their presence thrilled him. The nasty sound his mouth made as he gobbled up inch after inch of cock no longer made him cringe. He didn’t care about that anymore. In fact, he didn’t care about anything.

Well, except for the dick in his mouth.

He crammed six inches of his throbbing cock between his lips, and that’s when it happened. He blew his load in his panties. It took him by surprise, and his butt went wild as the orgasm washed over him, chewing madly on his finger.

Keith withdrew, and the cock came out of his mouth with another wet pop. He was shaking. His eyes crossed. His tongue fell out of his gaping mouth and lolled about. He drilled his ass with his finger as his little dick spurted rope after rope of seed into the crotch of his thong, and he didn’t even try to contain his moan.

Seconds later, his lips attacked the black dick.

He kissed the shaft all over, streaks of pink lip gloss staining the dark skin. He pecked his way around the head, down the belly, about the base. He opened his mouth, pressed his tongue against the root, and licked his way up the shaft until his tongue came off the tip. He pulled his finger out of his butthole and used both hands to wank the dick. He jerked it as hard and fast as he could, and it twitched.

That was the only warning he’d ever receive.

The man came. The first rope spurted from the cock like a bullet from a gun, and Keith had no time to close his eyes or turn away. A line of sticky nut butter splattered all over his face, and Keith flinched, yelped, and drew away.

The second rope hit his cheek. The third rope hit his hair. The fourth rope hit his face again, and the fifth and sixth landed on his dress.

The cock kept cumming, spraying Keith’s wig in the hot goo. The smell of sperm tainted the air, and Keith shuddered as the scent seeped up his nose. The seed on his forehead trickled into one of his eyebrows, and he had to shut the eye beneath so the thick goo wouldn’t ooze into it. A whimper escaped his lips.

Then the sperm stopped assaulting his face, and he lowered the arm he’d raised at the end to protect himself. The cock was still there, flaccid now. Cum dripped from its tip, pooling on the floor beneath the glory hole.

It withdrew like a lazy adder, smearing sperm on the green wall.

Keith stared at the hole. He was drenched in sperm. His face felt sticky. His hair felt sticky. His dress felt sticky. His panties felt sticky. The tang of cheesy dick still burned on his tongue, a taste that now forced him to pull a face, and between his butt cheeks, his weary anus prickled, the result of the furious finger-fucking.

He studied his surroundings, saw stains of cum everywhere, condoms that bulged with old sperm, dirty carvings on the door, filthy text on the walls.

Something green fell through the glory hole.

It landed in the pool of cum. Keith wiped sperm off his forehead with the tiny sleeve of his dress and then leaned over to peel it off the sticky floor. It was crumpled into a wrinkled ball, and he straightened it out before his eyes.

He stared at the twenty-dollar bill for a very long time.

Then he put it down. He’d spotted movement in the background, and now he saw it, another black cock sliding through the glory hole.

A lump formed in Keith’s throat, but he swallowed it away. He’d always known he hadn’t been sucking the construction worker’s cock. Meet cutes like that only ever happened in fiction, and this was real life. But it still hurt to have it confirmed, to know for sure the construction worker wasn’t out there.

He held up the bill again. Andrew Jackson’s face was coated in sperm. He glanced at the new cock. It was almost as thick as the last one, and plump veins ran down the fat shaft, bulging beneath the black dick’s gleaming skin.

Keith stuffed the sticky note into his bra. He gave a shaky sigh. He’d hoped it would be the construction worker out there, but it wasn’t, and so what?

Maybe he’d finally found himself a job he could enjoy.
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