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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Cuckold Therapy By Tara Yarn

Cuckold Therapy, a 8400+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black supremacy, white inferiority, rear worship, foot worship, sph and risk of pregnancy. A naughty tale of two unhappy lovers encouraged to try something new to fix their faltering relationship.

Cass loves Ada, but thinks their relationship has gone completely out of control. She’s selfish, arrogant, bossy, prone to fits of anger and always seems to blame their issues on him. As a last resort, he books a couples therapy session at a local clinic, but when his manipulative girlfriend manages to earn the sympathy of their therapist, miss Wheeler, she proposes the couple try an alternative form of therapy. All it takes to save their relationship is apparently a touch of obedience and a dating app stuffed with big, well-endowed, black men.





Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Conquest By Tara Yarn

Black Conquest, a 20’000+ word novella, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black supremacy, white inferiority, humiliation, trampling and mild boot worship.

Prince Helwys struggles to live up to the expectations of his father. His own men snicker behind his back, and few women offer him a glance. His wife, obtained through an arranged marriage, has sworn an oath never to speak before their union is abolished. His life takes a brighter turn when the King sends him to collect taxes in the north. When they come upon the small town of Halfshire, battered by decades of ruthless winter weather, his Princess begins to warm to him. But just as everything seems to change for the better, a large group of dark-skinned bandits lay siege to the little town. Prince Helwys must prove his worth as he rides into battle with vastly inferior numbers, aided by his loyal commander, and a Duke who happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. His enemies hail from southern lands, wield terrifying blades and ride vicious stallions. What the Prince finds the most unsettling are the white women in the midst of their ranks. They look and talk like him, but dress and fight like the fierce invaders. Meanwhile, the Princess sees a chance to rid herself of her unwanted marriage and begins to plot. She has no quarrel with tearing the pride of her husband to shreds in the process, along with his heart.























Prologue

◆◆◆

The first time Evan met Joshua, he felt a chill run up his spine. It was as if destiny itself told him that Joshua was meant to be the new terror in his life. They first shook hands in seventh grade, and Joshua was fat back then, a round boy with plump cheeks and a stomach shaped like a balloon. Evan had been thin and scrawny, his hips as wide as his meager shoulders. While Joshua grew out of his belly, packed on muscle and shot for the sky, Evan stayed the same. His lack of growth was the cause for the nickname that haunted him through middle-school, high-school and a part of college. Joshua renamed him Eve.

The horror he faced at the hands of his new bully was relentless and without mercy. It did not take long before Joshua gave him his first wedgie. He hung him up by his underwear from a peg next to the school lockers, and he was left to sway with his ass in the air while mocking boys and giggling girls strolled past. When a teacher finally came to help him down, she had a firm talk with Joshua afterwards, and when the day was over, Evan found his books and his backpack in a puddle of mud out in the schoolyard. That was his youth, and while his friends played soccer and chased after girls - even Joshua, who somehow caught the attention of every girl in class despite his double chin - Evan spent the afternoons at home locked in his room, playing a videogame his stepmother had given him for christmas.

That was where he met Brianna. It was a strike of luck, like winning the lottery. It took them six months to realize that not only did they live in the same town, but they even attended the same high school. The first time they met face to face, Evan was so awkward that neither of them dared to say a word. But from that day on, they kept greeting each other whenever they met in the school halls. At night, when they played their game, they bonded over their similarities. Brianna was never bullied, but she was terribly shy. She told him whenever she had to speak before a crowd, she’d freeze and would not be able to stutter out a single word. Evan understood, he was the same, and as they became more comfortable with each other, they began sharing their deepest secrets. When they realized neither of them were leaving town for college, they went on a date, and before long he was calling her his girlfriend.

Like Joshua, Brianna grew out of her flaws. Her awkwardness paved way for a casual and playful demeanor. It must’ve been all the attention she got. And once again, Evan stayed the same. It did not seem to matter to Brianna. She’d go out to late night parties, and while he remained at home, she’d come home just as happy as she was when she left. But it did matter to him. His friends surpassed him in every aspect of life; John found himself a well-paid, cushy job at a local office; Dan found himself a wife, and became a father before he left college; Peter, also known as Goggles, found himself a pair of lenses and began to frequent local night clubs. Before long, he was bringing home women every night.

The highlight of his life was the day Joshua dropped out of college in favour of a more simple career. He left mid-class, flipping off the professor. Evan was overjoyed. Even in their early twenties, his bully had not quit calling him Eve, and now he was gone for good, forever.

Evan was wrong.

After graduating his computer course, Evan dived into the flourishing job market with high expectations. At the age of twenty-two, he was eager to spread his wings and fly out of his childhood home. The house belonged to his stepmother, and while she - a successful romance writer - had plenty of money and no quarrel about supporting her stepson, there was no bigger embarrassment than slithering into the living room with a stack of bills to leave next to her computer. His girlfriend lived at home, but it was easier for her. She had the funds for an apartment - her father, a plumber, had given her a job as a secretary in his office, and was paying her handsomely - but she was waiting for Evan to catch up so that they could buy a place together. He only managed to procure a position in a call center, and while he hated it, only got three shifts a week and spent the majority of his days being yelled at by complaining customers, he was good at it. His talent for the job stemmed from the fact that if there was one thing Evan knew how to do, it was how to lay flat and apologize.

When Lydia, his stepmother, brought up how the house next to theirs had been put up for sale and was now sold, he did not think any of it. Until the day a muscular man with pitch-black skin pulled a large, red van up into the driveway and started to unload furniture into the street. Until the day Lydia, a good cook with a warm heart who adored to make acquaintances with her new neighbors, baked a plate of cookies and intended to bring them next door as a welcome-to-the-neighborhood present. Until the day he watched the new owner of the house walk his bulky pitbull onto their lawn, and saw the familiar man grin nastily as his dog did his business in Lydia’s favourite flower bed. Just as he had so many years before, Evan felt a cold chill shoot up his spine as he laid his eyes on Joshua.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

“What-.. What is he doing?”

“He’s-.. He’s throwing trash.”

“I-.. I can’t believe this. It’s-..”

Lydia huffed and put her hands on her hips. Brianna was gnawing on her bottom-lip, hiding most of her frame behind the curtain. Evan kept himself in the background, looking past the two women out at the piles of garbage that flew over the white, wooden fence. They were all standing by the window, watching empty cartons of milk drop onto their lawn along with stained pizza boxes and pieces of plastic torn to shreds. The constant flow of rubbish was beginning to resemble a little mountain, steadily growing on their side of the fence.

“We have to call the police.”

“You know we can’t, Lydia. Evan-..”

“Yes, Evan is afraid of him. So what?”

“If we call the police, he’ll get angry.”

As he heard the women speak, what felt like a sharp rock turned in his midsection. He had to reach out to grab onto a nearby closet, wincing at the sudden sting. Adrenaline was flowing through his frame, prickling and tingling, and his face was radiating with heat as if he had a fever. When Brianna put a hand on Lydia’s shoulder, he lowered his eyes in shame.

“I’ll-.. I’ll call dad,” Brianna said, slipping closer to wrap an arm around Lydia, who was sobbing softly, fetching forth her phone from her back pocket. “He isn’t afraid of him.”

She’ll call her dad, Evan thought, and clenched his fists to the point where his knuckles went white. She needs her dad to come help her, because her boyfriend is too much of a wuss.

Sniffing softly, Lydia nodded her head. Her eyes were flicking back and forth as if she was scouting her lawn, and Evan knew precisely what she was looking for. She was searching for his dog, a monstrous pitbull with a terrifying snarl who he had heard Joshua refer to as the bitch breaker. It wasn’t entirely untrue. Whenever his stepmother had gone over to complain about one of Joshua’s many violations; smoking grass so that the stench wafted into her bedroom window; revving the engine of his classic Harley when he drove past their house after a late night drive; hoisting obnoxiously loud parties that would last for days and never seem to slow down; training his fierce pitbull to see her lawn as one, massive toilet; he’d threaten to sick his dog on her and laugh as she fled back inside her own front door with a jagged breath and tears in her eyes. Evan would always be watching from the windows.

“He’s-.. He’s not picking up. I’m sure he’ll call back soon,” Brianna said, and shot Lydia a smile. His stepmother was glaring out the window with such hateful eyes, Evan was glad there was no gun in the house. When Joshua was done disposing of his rubbish, he’d offer to go out, clean it up and throw it in the dumpster all on his own. He had done it a couple of times, and it always made Lydia feel much better. She was so angry that she was visibly shaking, and the mood that hung in the air was one that Evan could barely bear. Neither of the two women, hip-to-hip by the window, said the words out loud, but he could feel their thoughts. Here they were, two damsels in distress, waiting for a real man to step out and save them. And here he was, a twenty-two year old boy shivering in a corner, also waiting for a real man. Brianna’s father, the fearless plumber. It made him sick to his stomach.

“I-.. I don’t know what to do.”

“It’ll be okay, Lydia. I promise.”

As if his feet were no longer under his command, Evan found himself backing up into the hallway. Slipping his shoes on, he cast a glance at the doorway to the living room - Lydia and Brianna seemed oblivious to his disappearance - and hurried out the front door. The air outside was freezing, and he only wore a thin hoodie, but the sheer adrenaline that overcame him the moment he stepped out onto the lawn kept him warm. After a quick glance at his surroundings, he sucked in a quick breath, held it, and approached.

There was no crazed pitbull running around on the street, digging up the flower beds or squatting on the lawn so he promptly made his way for the pile of trash, now taller than the hood of the red van. He stepped up before the window where the two women in his life no doubt were watching, but he did not look back. He was finally going to put an end to the terror, and he was going to do it the way a hero does, without pride or vanity. A blank, plastic cup came flying over the fence, and Evan kicked it back into the fence like it was a football.

“H-.. Hey! S-.. Stop!”

The rubbish stopped coming. An eerie silence spread over the two properties, and then a massive, black hand full of calluses gripped the top of the fence. On shaky legs, Evan shifted to and fro, swallowing loudly. Joshua threw a quick look over the fence, then grasped the fence with his other hand, and leapt over the wooden barrier. His feet hit the grass with a heavy thud, and he released the fence, straightening up, towering over Evan. Despite the cold Autumn air, Joshua seemed to have left his shirt in his house, his rock-hard wall of ripped abs clenching with his every breath. His chiseled arms were huge, and looked like they could have been carved out of stone. When he clenched his fists, the veins on his forearms popped. “What do you want, Eve?,” Joshua asked, and took a few steps closer.

The nickname flushed his cheeks, and Evan dropped his frown to the pile of rubble. It was only an excuse to avert his gaze. “This-.. This is our lawn,” Evan said, backing up a bit.

“You’re right. This is your lawn, and the bitch in the flowery dress watching us through the window is your cute, little girlfriend, and the fat-titted cow next to her is your stepmother.”

Evan twitched. He knew he should look up and face his bully, but his neck simply would not budge as if an invisible hand held him down. “Your-.. Your dumpster is right down by th-..”

“If you know where my dumpster is, Eve,” Joshua said, creeping closer. “Why the fuck haven’t you started on this pile? Why the fuck do you think I am leaving this here?”

“It’s-.. It’s not my job,” Evan retorted, his voice shaky. He could sense the gaze of his girlfriend and the gaze of his stepmother on his back, so he forced himself to look up.

Joshua was within reach, staring him down, his hands in his pockets. He had a shaved head and no facial hair, and Evan could clearly see how his chiseled jawline bulged outwards as he bit his teeth together. There was a smile on his lips, but it resembled more of a sneer.

“Go pick it up.”

“N-.. No. It’s-..”

“You’ve got ten seconds.”

“It’s-.. It’s not our job!”

“Five.. Four.. Three..”

“You can’t tell me what to do!”

Joshua paused, and the silence that followed was far more frightening than the countdown had been. Drawing from the source of courage that was his watching girlfriend - and his watching stepmother - Evan forced his gaze up from the green grass, but the moment his eyes found Joshua, a pair of big hands grasped onto the collar of his shirt. Twitching, he saw Joshua drop to a knee, and before he had a chance to react, Evan found himself over a knee with his ass high in the air, squirming around in a strong grip. “Get off,” he whined, and then froze, feeling his sweatpants slide down his rump. His boxers followed shortly after, and as he felt the cold breeze brush past his bare skin, he finally realized what was happening.

“If you’re going to act like an irresponsible kid, I will treat you like an irresponsible kid, and the two bitches in the window can fucking watch. I’m going to teach you to do your chores.”

“Wh-.. No! Josh-.. No! Not now! Joshua!”

The first slap shut him up, the heavy hand colliding with one of his bare buttcheeks. The surprise split his lips, and they took upon the shape of a circle as his buttock wobbled. There was a brief pause, and Evan had just enough time to realize his ass was facing the window before another whack came, and another, and another, the black bully slapping away at the pale rump over his knee. Evan shut his eyes, bit his teeth, began to squirm. A high-pitched whine slipped out of his lips, and Joshua snickered down at him as he delivered another spank down on the quivering backside. As the slaps kept coming, the sting on his buttocks grew worse and worse, and before long Evan was kicking his feet, crying out for him to stop.

“Not before I hear you say sorry,” Joshua said, his voice full of arrogant amusement. He knew where to strike, his hand whacking the same spot on each buttock over and over. Evan was beginning to feel as if his ass was on fire, a constant burn taking hold of the plumpest parts of his red-hot butt. “Ow! Ow! Ow!” he cried out, struggling on the powerful thigh in a desperate attempt to escape, squeezing his eyes shut to ward off his tears. His buttcheeks flattened under each sharp swat, then jiggled as if he was mid-twerk. He knew they were watching from the window, knew they’d never look at him the same way if he gave in. But the pain was becoming too much, and as his bully kept spanking him, he finally cracked.

“I’m sorry!” he whined, then burst into tears, beginning to sob uncontrollably over the tree trunk thigh. The hand swatting his bottom froze, and Evan ushered a shaky sigh of relief as his searing butt was spared another sharp whack. “I’ll-.. I’ll clean up the lawn. I-.. I swear.”

“Good girl,” Joshua said, and just like that he was aided back up on his feet, his hands quick to hide his scorching ass from view. His bully rose, flashed a grin and gave the window a quick wave. Burning with shame, Evan could not move a muscle, his gaze glued to the grass between his feet. “From now on,” the black man continued, “I want you to walk my dog four times a day. I don’t care if you have to leave work, or if you and your pretty little thing had plans to go out on a date. Either you walk him, or your dumb stepmother does. Understood?”

Cupping his fiery buttcheeks in an attempt to soothe the constant stinging, Evan let a shaky sigh slip and nodded a bit. Joshua patted his cheek a few times, turned around and left for the pile of trash. He gave it a kick before he jumped the fence, sending the rubbish flying over the lawn. Evan stood in the cold a little longer, then spun on his heels and darted for the door. In the hallway, he kicked his pants off, then fled upstairs. In the corner of his eye, he saw Brianna come out from the living room, her hand slapped over her wide open mouth. It was impossible to face her, so he outright ignored her, threw himself through the door and locked it behind him. As he lay in bed, massaging his hot buttcheeks, sobbing softly, he thought of Brianna, and the look he had seen in her eyes. It was not concern. It was passion.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

In the aftermath of his horrible humiliation, a series of strange events began taking place in his household. The first sign was his girlfriend. After knocking on the door briefly after the spanking took place, Brianna left when he gave her no response. He did not hear from her for two whole days. It felt like half a lifetime. In truth, it was partly his fault. He was waiting for her to take the initiative to reach out. Not only because of his embarrassment, but also because he wanted to see her make an effort. The clock ticked, and she was nowhere to be seen. He had a few calls; a salesman calling to see if he was happy with his electricity provider, who was promptly hung up on in sheer and utter frustration; a local fundraiser who was wondering if he’d be interested in donating to a program named, Christmas Presents for the Poor; his stepmother, who called him on his lunch break at work to ask if he could pick up a carton of milk on the way home as she was baking a new batch of cookies; and each time he’d pick up the phone with a sigh as he saw that the caller was not Brianna.

There was no sign of her anywhere. He even logged on their game - they still played sometimes, when a touch of old nostalgia drove them online - but she had been offline for over a month. On the afternoon of the second day, when a gut-wrenching sensation had taken hold of his stomach, he finally gave in and called her. She picked up the phone immediately, and acted as if nothing at all was out of the ordinary. The only thing off about her was how sweet she was, and Evan could not shake the feeling something was seriously wrong. He asked her if she could come over tomorrow, but she was busy. “A day out with my mother”, she said, and told him she could come over on Friday. If she did not live all the way across town, he would’ve ran over that very afternoon, but he did not have a car, and his stepmother did not like lending him her BMW. He had crashed it into a warehouse building once, speeding down a slippery road on the way home from work, and she had been hesitant ever since. “Friday it is,” he told her, and his stomach turned as he hung up.

His stepmother, who acted as if absolutely nothing was different, began spending more and more time in her office, typing away at her novel. It was as if she had suddenly decided to add another three hours a day to her working schedule, and Evan - who always stayed out of the office out of respect for his romantic stepmother’s privacy - completely lost track of where she was for most of the day. In the past, he’d run into her in the kitchen when she was making herself a sandwich, or hear the toilet flush on the second floor while he was watching television downstairs, but for the two past days it felt like she was not even in the house at all. When he finally did encounter her in the kitchen, the whole situation took a turn for the worse. Lydia was sat at the table when he came through the front door after work, quick to wave him over with a bright smile on her plump lips. Swallowing audibly, Evan approached.

“Hi, sweetie. How was work?”

“You know, the usual. Uhm-..”

“Okay. And how’s your butt?”

As he tugged out a chair from under the table, Evan winced, and saw his cheeks fluster up a bright pink in the reflection of the nearby window. Lydia simply smiled - she had seemed so much more warm to him lately, perhaps he had won her respect after all - and reached into her purse, which hung from the backrest of her chair, fetching forth a small, white bottle.

“Aloe Vera. It’ll help,” she said, and put the bottle down. Evan watched with squinty eyes as she slid the bottle over the wooden surface, flashing a hefty cleavage up at him. Lydia never wore low-cuts, but now she was wearing a skintight, pink tank top that squished her ample breasts together. He hadn’t laid eyes on her tits for some time. They were enormous.

“Thank you. Uhm-..”

“Sit. I wanna chat.”

Grimacing, Evan pulled out the chair, then gently went to take a seat. His buttcheeks stung the moment they flattened out in his seat, and he ushered a breathless gasp. His stepmother widened her smile and averted her gaze. Evan frowned and dropped his eyes. He didn’t like the way she smiled. He thought he could glimpse a touch of amusement on those red lips.

“Sweetie,” she began. When he looked up, she kept looking down. That was when he spotted the voluptuous eyelashes, the black mascara on her lids. She never used to wear any makeup at home. “Brianna called me yesterday, and as I was having a glass of wine, I may have revealed a little too much about the time I caught you in the bathroom-.. No, don’t look at me that way, and let me finish-.. The time I caught you in the bathroom sniffing my panties while you were touching yourself. Oh, I remember how you blushed. Your face was as red as a tomato when you squirmed, and you told me my thong fell on your face.”

Gawking at Lydia, his jaw on the table surface, Evan could not muster forth a single word. As he sat there with his mouth wide open, Lydia snorted and released a short laughter. “This is precisely what I wanted to talk about, Evan. You’re so secretive. As if I did not realize you were picking through the laundry. It’s okay, sweetie. Everyone has desires they cannot control. I will admit I did think it was a little weir-.. No, let me finish-.. I did think it was a little weird, considering the ones that kept disappearing the most were the sweaty ones that I wore to the gym, but I never judged you, sweetie. It was my responsibility to accept that we’re all different, and I would never hold your sexual desires against you. I know you never meant to harm me, sweetie. Sometimes we just can’t help ourselves. Do you understand?”

“Have-.. Have you had any drugs, Lydia?”

“Idiot. Go shower. Dinner will be done soon.”

It was by far the strangest conversation of his life, and she did not have to ask him twice to leave the table. He was halfway through the door when she called out after him, and as he turned around, he saw her pointing at the bottle. Pouting, Evan dragged his feet back to the table, snatched the lotion, spun on his heels and darted upstairs for the bathroom. As he sighed underneath the hot water, steam creeping up on all sides like an eerie mist, his ass kept well out of range of the searing torrent, he thought back to the conversation. No matter how much he tried, Evan simply could not make any sense of it. Was she hitting on him?

On Friday afternoon, Brianna came through the front door. She looked very strange, Evan thought, her hair a mess, her face flustered, her beige blouse unbuttoned. She was panting when she came inside, quick to explain that her father had only driven her half the way. He needed to make a stop to pick up groceries, and she had figured she could jog the rest of the way. Evan stared with disbelief at her high heels, but accepted her explanation as he had not seen a car pull up by the side of the street for some time. Overjoyed to finally see her, he leaned in for a kiss, but she dodged him and gave him a tight hug instead, her ample bosom squeezing into his chest. She felt sweaty, but the perfume she wore masked the stench. His stepmother beamed her a bright smile when they ventured into the living room, and asked them if they wanted to watch a movie with her. Evan was thrilled when Brianna agreed. An awkward air surrounded the couple, and he was terrified she’d bring up the spanking.

For the first time in three days, nothing felt wrong. Evan sat in the middle of the couch, a bowl of chips on his lap. Brianna sat to his right, Lydia sat to his left, and they both kept snatching a handful of chips on a regular basis, consumed by the flatscreen. A cheap horror flick was on, and Brianna kept twitching, jerking, jumping in her seat. During a particularly suspenseful scene, she latched onto his arm and leaned into him. Sighing with content, he wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. Suddenly everything felt so normal, and Evan eased up, leaning lazily into the backrest with a smile on his face. Lydia sat still, her legs crossed, emitting a motherly calm. On occasion, they’d share a quick glance, and he’d flash her an appreciative smile, thankful for her earlier suggestion.

In the aftermath of the movie, Lydia weaved Brianna into a conversation, and asked him to fetch them both a glass of wine. With a nod, he rose - he wasn’t that interested in listening in on their chat which seemed to revolve around different brands of clothes - and went to the kitchen. He found the wine by the fridge, snatched a pair of glasses from the cabinet and was about to head back into the living room when he spotted a piece of red wrapper in the nearby garbage can. It stood in stark contrast to the white paper roll that lay beneath, and Evan put down the carton of wine along with the glasses, tossing a quick glance out the kitchen doorway. He heard hysterical laughter, and quickly squatted down, picking up the piece of crumpled plastic. Ultra-Thin Mega-Size XXL, read the small rectangle-shaped wrapper. Evan shuddered, quick to dispose of the cover back into the bin. Size-queen, he thought, and flashed a grimace. Where was she hiding these massive sex toys anyway?

When he entered the living room, Brianna had shuffled much closer to Lydia, and they were whispering to each other, giggling and smirking, their faces a touch flushed. As they saw him come inside, carrying a carton of wine and a pair of glasses, they quickly slid a part and waved him over with bright smiles. A little taken back, he slowly made his way over. The glasses were filled to the brim, and after watching the women empty three glasses each in sheer and utter silence while they spoke of shoes, horses and hitting the beats in a romance novel, Brianna struggled to find her feet. Lydia helped her, and they shared a quick hug, but when it was time to exchange farewells with Evan, she only gave him a short wave and staggered for the door. “I haven’t had anything to drink,” he told her. “I can drive you home.”

“My-.. My-.. My father,” she stammered, wafting a dismissive hand, stumbling out through the front door. Lowering his eyes in defeat, he told her he’d see her tomorrow, but she only responded by slamming the door shut in his face. Lydia came up behind him, her breath stained with wine, giving him a firm hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Go to bed,” she purred in his ear, and as he lay beneath his covers a few minutes later, the realization that his stepmother had just ordered him to go to his room dawned upon him. Wide awake, a dozen thoughts swirling through his head, he rolled over upon his side of preference and closed his eyes. Just as he was growing drowsy, a noise tore him from the doorway to his dreams.

In the beginning, his groggy mind took the high-pitched, constant sound slipping through the gap on his open window for a shrieking bird, but as the noise kept dragging him further and further away from sleep, he started to think it sounded a little more like a moaning cat. A scream of joy trampled his theory into the dirt. A human was making that sound, there was no doubt about that. Not just any human, but a woman, and she was moaning so loudly he thought perhaps Joshua had decided to blast porn out of his speakers in an attempt to keep him from sleep. But the more he woke up, the more he listened to the cries of pleasure, he could not shake the feeling he had heard the same voice many times before. That was when he sat up, his duvet crumbling in his lap, gluing wide eyes to the house next door.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Evan had a plan. It was by no means a bullet-proof plan - or even a good plan - but it was a plan. Shortly before he was meant to leave for his early shift, he called in sick, then sat down in the kitchen and poured himself a bowl of cereal. He ate slowly, passing the time by shifting through old women magazines that Lydia had left on the table. When she finally came downstairs, her eyes drowsy, he was quick to pour her a bowl and invite her to join him.

“What are you up to today?” he asked her, and she shrugged, snatching one of the magazines from the middle of the bundle, scooping up cereal on her spoon.

“I’ll write another chapter.”

“Ahuh-.. Nothing else?”

“No. Not that I know of.”

“Alright. I’ve got work.”

She gave him no response, but he caught her pause, the spoon headed for her lips coming to a brief stop. They kept eating in silence, reading their articles. She only a wore a bright-blue bathrobe that draped her voluptuous figure tightly, and by all accounts looked like a woman who had gone to bed last night, and just woke up. It’s Brianna, he thought, his whitening fingers gripping the edge of the table so hard he thought they might crack. He had expected Brianna - her voice was the one he thought he heard yesterday - but he could not have been sure. She had also been the distant and cold one, while Lydia had been warm and friendly. The idea that Brianna was cheating on him with Joshua felt like a knife slicing into his chest, but in truth, Lydia would be worse. She had always been there for him, the woman who came to school to talk to the principal after Joshua had beaten him up, given him a wedgie, shoved his head down the toilet, thrown his books out of the window. And his bully had been horrible to her after they became neighbors. She had been crying by the window when he threw trash into her yard, set his pitbull loose on her flowerbeds, thrown weekend-long parties to disrupt her writing. Lydia would never, ever fuck Joshua.

That left Brianna, his girlfriend of four years, the woman who had comforted him after his bully had left him feeling so utterly helpless, his partner who understood him. A wild sensation of untamed jealousy flamed up in his chest, and he caught himself shivering where he sat, the spoon tapping against the edge of his bowl like a woodpecker drilling a hole in a tree. Excusing himself, he stood up, placed the bowl in the sink, grabbed his backpack and went for the door. “See you later,” he said, and Lydia repeated the same.

Evan ran for the street. He left his backpack on the sidewalk, crouched down and cut around the white, wooden fence. The red van was parked in the driveway, and the bulky pitbull was nowhere to be seen. Taking a deep breath, he threw a quick glance at the kitchen window of his own house, but luckily Lydia must’ve already went up to her office to write. After eyeing Joshua’s house up and down, from side to side, waiting for a sign of life, he finally pressed on, darting all the way up to the porch. As if luck had decided to smile upon him that day, the front door had been left open, the cold air creeping in through the gap. Driven by senseless curiosity, Evan tugged the door open a bit further - silently - and slipped inside.

In the hallway, which was as cold as the air outside, there stood a few pairs of shoes, but they were large and clearly belonged to a man. Several doors adorned the walls on each side, but to the left of the staircase at the end of the hallway, one door stood out. There was nothing queer about the frame itself, but beyond he thought he could faintly make out a pair of voices. Swallowing, he threw a quick glance around in search of Bitch Breaker, but the terrifying dog still made no appearance. Slowly, he slithered further into the hallway.

“Here you go, Daddy.”

“That’s a good girl.”

Evan froze. Halfway down the hall, the voices could clearly be made out, and he recognized both of them. Squeezing his eyes shut, he ushered a shaky sigh and kept approaching.

“Get down on your knees.”

“You’re so fucking big, Daddy.”

“Yeah? Am I bigger than the faggot?”

“Soooo much bigger, Daddy.”

Creeping up to the doorframe, he bent over, squinted, tried to catch a glimpse through the keyhole. His cock was throbbing in his pants, his little prick beginning to strain his boxers.

“Put it in your mouth.”

“Mmm. Yes please, Daddy.”

“Shut your ass up.”

At the top of the staircase, something stirred, and then Evan heard a growl. Wide eyes sought the stairs, and he gasped as he came face to face with a snarling pitbull, a layer of foam dripping out from between the rows of razor sharp teeth. Whimpering, he shot the beast a pleading stare, but there was no mercy to be found in the dead eyes. And then the vicious dog leapt down the stairs. Panic struck, and before Evan even realized what he was doing, he yanked the door open, stumbled inside and threw the door shut after him. Bitch Breaker barked outside, clawing his paw against the door, desperate to get inside.

“Shut up!” a deep voice roared at his rear, and the pitbull outside immediately stopped. Evan could hear the heavy dog waddle away from the door. In the background there was only silence, and he began to turn around, his face flushing up with heat. The first thing he saw was a pair of bare ankles, then a pair of thick thighs. Brianna was kneeling on the floor, her frame frozen like she was not real but a picture, her eyes wide with terror, her plump lips squished against the dark, shiny belly of a monstrously fat, black cock. His eyes travelled upwards, and he saw Joshua on the bed, his legs spread like a king, a ham and cheese sandwich on a plate by his side. Nobody made a move before both their gazes dropped to the little tent formed at his crotch, and then they both broke out in heart-wrenching laughter.

Evan squirmed, tried to hide his crotch with his hands, lowered his gaze to the floor. “I-.. I can’t help it,” he squealed finally, and their laughter died down as his blush grew.

“Oh, Evan,” Brianna sighed, after parting her lips from the black shaft. She left a fat, pink, lip-stain on the thick shaft, quick to fumble up on her feet. That was the moment he noticed what she was wearing. She was not naked, but wore a frilly bra and a skinny thong, her underwear completely black-in-colour, hugging her ample assets. It was the set he had bought her for her last birthday, but she hadn’t ever worn it for him. “Oh, Evan. I am so very sorry, I-.. I never meant for you to find out about us this way. I was planning on telling y-..”

“She talks about you in bed all the time,” Joshua scoffed, and the grin that formed on his lips was nasty. Brianna shot him a stare full of daggers, embracing Evan with a single arm, the side of her breast squishing into his chest. “It’s even her idea, little Eve. I don’t mind her running her big mouth, but all I wanna do is fuck her. She’s the one who wants to insult you.”

Brianna twitched, but did not move away. She was sweaty, and the stench of Joshua was all over her. Evan fought to blink back tears. “That’s not true,” she huffed, and Joshua scoffed.

“The first time she came to jump on my dick,” Joshua snickered, flicking his massive cock. It bounced from side to side a couple of times, and Evan caught his girlfriend gawking in the corner of his eye. “Was right after I pulled you over my knee and gave your bratty ass a good spanking. Watching you scream and kick your feet like a whiny, little girl made her soaking wet between her legs. She almost came when you apologized like a bitch. Isn’t that right?”

His girlfriend averted her gaze. There was a mild frown on her face. Standing up, Joshua slipped closer, the pitch-black, barrel-sized chest blocking out his view. “Do you know what she screamed the last time I fucked her little pussy? She told me she wanted me to stomp on your face, and fuck her on top of you. I told her she’s fucking crazy, and she laughed.”

“I’m so-.. I’m so sorry,” Brianna whispered. She was on the verge of tears. Evan suddenly felt a dire need to hug her, but his lanky arms would not budge from his sides.

“Shut your ass up. You said you wanted to break up with him, and when he started to cry and beg and plead for you to come back, you’d pull your pants down and rip a fucking fart in his face. That’s what you said. Now he’s here. Own up to your words. Evil fucking bitch.”

Joshua grasped her by the hair, yanking her head backwards. Evan twitched, but she only moaned, and five black fingers began creeping over her creamy thigh, headed for the spot between her legs. She bit her bottom-lip, and the arm wrapped around his shoulders tightened as if she was trying to sandwich herself between Evan and his bully. “I don’t wanna leave him,” she gasped, and Joshua gave her crotch a firm slap. She jumped, tilted against his dark frame, puckered her lips and pressed them against his strong, powerful chest.

“Then you’ll have to turn little Eve here into a fucking cuck, because my fat cock isn’t going to suck itself,” Joshua sneered down at her. In one sudden movement, he grasped the back of her neck, tore her arm away from his shoulders and forced her to her knees. She found herself face to face with the massive meat, and after staring at the thick prick, she looked up at Joshua with the eyes of a lost puppy. In response, the black bully thrusted his hips, the tip of his dark anaconda prodding her pale cheek. “It’s now or never, Eve. If you wanna watch movies with this bitch when she’s not busy sucking my dick, get down on your knees.”

Lost for words, as stiff as a stick, Evan dropped forward like a bag of potatoes. His knees hit the carpet with a sharp thud, but he could barely register the pain. Brianna was staring his way, the tip of the fat dick mashing her lips around. The tent on his crotch was taller than ever, and as he dropped his rump on the back of his ankles, his hands paved way for the embarrassing boner, his face flushing up with more colour. Brianna shot his cock a quick glance, then flashed a bright smile, split her lips and dived hungrily at the black cock.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“Oh my god! He’s so fucking big, babe!”

Brianna slammed her ass down on the black hips with such power, the two pale buttcheeks wobbled and quivered. The sound of flesh clapping against flesh made Evan wince. He was kneeling between a pair of black thighs, and Brianna was bouncing up and down in front of him without a care in the world. He had a front row seat, and watched with awe how the pink pussy gripped the black shaft on the way up, then surrendered to the thick pole on the way down. She was dripping wet, her juices trailing down the massive length, forming a little pool betwixt the jungle of curly pubes that covered the dark-skinned pelvis.

“I’m sorry, Evan! I’m so sorry!”

“Oh fuck off! You don’t care about the little bitch!”

“Nnnngh-.. You’re right, Daddy! I don’t care! Ah!”

Her head was rocking back and forth, her dark hair leapt from her back like it had come to life, her breasts bobbed on her chest and smacked against her skin. She was moaning like he had never heard her moan before, an endless stream of high-pitched groans slipping out of her plump and parted lips. Her underwear lay in a heap on the floor by his side, torn to shreds by Joshua a moment earlier. Brianna had purred, and then cracked a grin when he threw them at Evan. Then she had leapt at her lover like a predator when he fell on the bed.

“Tell him he’s a little bitch!”

“N-.. No! Ah! I-.. Ah! I can’t!”

A hand shot out, swatting Brianna across a breast. Yelping, she tried to grasp the hand in an attempt to deflect another strike, but then Joshua sat up and wrapped his bulging arms around the small of her back. In one moment, she sat on his lap, his fat cock throbbing balls deep inside her velvet folds, her frame shaking, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. In the next, he had flung her sideways and was in the process of mounting her, pressing her arms into the mattress over the top of her head, wedging his hips between her legs. Evan parted his lips and ushered a breathless gasp, faced with a black butt. As they struggled with each other - she was resisting him playfully, squeezing her legs shut - he stared with wide eyes at the brown eye between those dark buttcheeks, short of a foot away from his face.

“Tell him he’s a little bitch or I will ram my thick cock up your fat ass so hard you won’t be able to sit for a fucking month,” Joshua sneered, and his girlfriend slipped a guttural growl from the depths of her throat, spreading her legs wide. Grasping her by the hip, Joshua pushed forward, driving a breathless gasp out of the woman beneath him, plunging his raging member between her pink folds. Steadying himself, he began to hump her wildly.

“Aaah! Yes! He’s a bitch! Evan is a little fucking bitch!” Brianna squealed, squirming below her lover as he drilled her into submission, his buttcheeks clenching powerfully with each thrust. She stuck her legs up, a foot on either side of the black man ravishing her, pointing her feet high in the air, the thick and creamy and pale thighs jiggling. Able to slip a single arm out from his grasp, she embraced Joshua, dug sharp nails into his skin, clawed at his back.

Joshua was grunting more and more, the hand on her hip taking such a firm hold that the plump, pale meat spilled through his fingers. Slamming his hips between her legs, he flattened Brianna against the mattress, then quit thrusting and simply collapsed on top of her with his fat manhood buried deep inside. Evan widened his eyes, but the black balls that hung over the edge of the mattress did not pull up, the black butthole did not twitch. “I’m not done fucking your stupid girlfriend yet,” Joshua growled, then rose up on his hands and knees, pulling out of the quivering woman who could not keep quiet as the monstrous beast left her swollen pussy. It left the gripping lips with a plop, and a stream of precum leaked out onto the white sheets upon which she lay. Exhausted, Brianna squirmed with a soft moan.

“Look at her,” Joshua snickered, scooting off the mattress. When he rose, he stepped all the way up before Evan, who felt like his face was about to burn off when the huge cock flopped back and forth in the corner of his eye. “That’s your girlfriend, Eve. Moaning for me to come back and fuck her. She doesn’t want your faggot ass in bed. She doesn’t think your cock is enough to satisfy her. But she’ll let you take her on dates and pamper her with attention when I don’t want her fat ass stumbling around in my house. Look at her, Eve.”

Brianna ushered a shaky sigh, her hand creeping down between her legs, the flat of her palm rubbing gently to and fro across her clit. Her pink flower was a gaping gash that kept leaking honey, and at the order of her new Daddy, she bucked her hips up and pushed it all the way up in his face. Evan could smell her now, the sweet scent mixed with that of musky sex, the tip of his nose mere inches from her defiled lips. “I’m going to fucking ruin her for you, little bitch, and she’s going to beg me for it. I’m going to stuff her so full of black cock she’s never going to be able to feel your little prick again. And you can sit on your fucking knees and watch me pump your girlfriend full of cum, and then I’ll give her a fat belly.”

Rubbing herself faster and faster, Brianna mewled and wriggled around on the mattress, her free hand digging into the sheets, gripping the surface of the bed tightly. “You look so very strong, Daddy,” she purred, her voice dripping with sweetness and passion. Her foot came up to touch him, begging for attention, but Joshua quickly smacked it away. His hand suddenly grasped Evan by the back of his neck, and forced him to look up. Wincing, he shut his eyes, but slowly parted his lips after his bully growled the command down at him.

“You never walked my dog,” Joshua said, and as Evan began to open his eyes, a manly hand slapped him across a cheek so hard his head rung. “I told you to fucking walk my dog.”

“He-.. He scares me,” Evan whined, quick to cup his cheek, a burning sensation taking hold of the stinging spot. “I-.. I was going to, but he-.. I’m too afraid-.. I’m sorry, I-.. I’m sorry!”

“An apology is a little late now, Eve,” Joshua sighed. His girlfriend had sat up a moment ago and was watching the scene intently, her fingers softly teasing her nub. “I think you need to learn your place. You’re going to kiss my butthole, and then you’re going to watch me put a black baby in your fat-assed girlfriend. And then-.. You’re going to walk my fucking dog.”

Brianna gasped, bringing her fingers up to hover over her open mouth. Evan widened his eyes, wincing as the strong fingers on the back of his neck gave a quick squeeze, then left his skin. The monster of a cock - still throbbing and fully erect, at least a foot long - brushed past his hair as Joshua spun on his heels, and then put his muscular buttcheeks right in his face. His girlfriend, sat on the bed by his side, looked like she had seen a ghost. She was paying attention like her life depended on it, the fingers on her clit resting momentarily. As Joshua bent over, the black buttocks spread naturally, flashing the plump and hairy pooper.

“Oh my god,” Brianna whispered, her voice a mixture of excitement and bewilderment. “He’s really going to do it, Daddy. He’s going to kiss your ass and let you win. I can’t believe it.”

Evan was eye-to-eye with the black asshole, eyeing the wrinkly pucker with wide eyes. His face was searing, as if actual flames were dancing on his features, and the fact that Brianna was watching made him want to melt through the floor and evaporate forever. Shutting his eyes, he swallowed, puckered his lips and leaned closer. The smell stopped him, the scent of musky man ass. “It’s okay, babe,” he heard Brianna whisper. “Surrender. It feels right.”

Sucking in a quick breath, he let his eyes come up, glued his gaze to the brown eye and bobbed his head forward. There was a short pause, and then he squished his lips against the plump pooper, which flattened a bit underneath his firm kiss. “Holy fuck,” Brianna squealed, and burst into a fit of girlish giggles. Evan did not know if he could ever face his girlfriend again, and kept kissing the butthole, hiding away between the black buttcheeks.

“That’s enough, faggot,” Joshua said, taking a step forward, shoving Evan down. As he collapsed on the floor, his head the only thing he kept up, he lay quivering at the feet of his girlfriend, who was shaking with laughter. “Get up,” Joshua commanded, and Brianna shut up immediately, slowly rising to her feet. Her naked form slid all the way up to her lover, her eyes beaming with lust. When she was within range, Joshua grasped a handful of her hair and forcefully tugged her head back, pointing a finger down at Evan, who wiped his lips and looked up at them with huge eyes. “Look at the little asskisser. Think he’s a big man now?”

Swallowing visibly, Brianna slowly shook her head, and then Joshua flashed her a wicked grin a moment before he threw the brunette sideways. Stumbling over the edge of the mattress, the yelping woman landed on her tummy, bouncing up and down, her naked butt elevated up at Joshua. “On all fours,” sneered the bully, and Brianna hurried to obey, quick to fumble on her hands and knees. Brushing a loose strand of hair out of her face, she glanced back with wide eyes, giving her hips a brisk shake. The muscular man grasped his cock and gave it a couple of strokes, slipping up behind the bare butt. As he grabbed the brunette by her hips, Evan gawked at the muscular arms, the broad chest, the clenching abs and the huge dick, his lips - stained with the coppery taste of ass - parting a bit. He was not physically attracted to his bully - Evan was not gay - but he felt his superiority, the same aura of supremacy he had sensed all those years ago when they first met in middle-school.

It was terrifying, but at the same time, Joshua felt safe. He looked so strong as he yanked Brianna back towards his rigid prick, looked so confident when he aimed the tip of his dick between her lips, looked so cocky as he split her open with an audible squelch and heard her shakily moan his name. Brianna did not fear him. She had surrendered to his strength - by flashing him her bare ass - and now she was under his protection. There was no need to be his enemy, no need to be afraid of him. Evan knew this. He could serve, and Joshua would wrap his big bear arms around him to keep him safe, keep him from harm. If only he could accept that he’d lose Brianna, the beautiful woman on the bed who was arching her back like a cat, scratching the sheets with her nails, pressing back on the fat cock squeezing into her depths. If only he could quell his boyish pride, and accept that he’s a bitch.

Groaning, Joshua squeezed himself balls deep, sent a sharp smack from her buttock - his girlfriend gasped, and shot her lover a misty-eyed stare over her shoulder - and took a firm grip of her hips, then began to rut her like a whore. Bobbing his hips off of her buttcheeks, he drove her out of her mind, and humped her into the mattress, her meager weight bouncing back and forth with each and every thrust. She gave up, planted her face into the sheets and squealed, submitting to his black dick. Evan shuffled up on his knees, his teary eyes locked on his rocking girlfriend, who was biting down hard on the bedlinen, rolling her eyes around in a state of pure ecstasy. “Fff-.. Fuuuck,” she cried out, arching her pink-painted toes.

“I’m gonna knock your bitch ass up,” Joshua sneered, driving his hips into the voluptuous bottom that shook and jiggled, holding onto her hair, pulling her backwards. Her face came up, flustered and crimson, and then she parted her lips, slipping her tongue out of her mouth like a bitch in heat, leaving it to dangle carelessly each time her lover pummeled into her. “I’ll dump a black fucking baby in your belly, and leave your faggot boyfriend to pay for it!”

It was too much for Brianna. Sticking her tongue straight out, Evan saw a dumb expression flash across her features, and a moment later her pale frame was spasming like she was having a seizure, a torrent of clear liquid spraying out around the thick cock thrusting in and out of her stretched, reddening gash. “You’re so much better than him!” she screamed from the depths of her lungs, her sex gripping his cock so hard it looked like her pussy was trying to eat him up. Joshua picked up the pace of his thrusts, and then he was banging into her like his pelvis was a sledgehammer and her ass was his target, humping her from behind as if he was a wild beast. Evan saw the clear liquid drip from the gaping slit as he edged closer on his knees, his gaze locked between the two lovers, his ears ringing with feminine screams. In his pants, his nub was throbbing with need, bending against his tight boxers.

Bitch Breaker barked behind the door, and Joshua roared, “Shut up!” mid-thrust. Slapping his hips into her plump ass, he buried himself as deep as he could possibly reach, his hips continuously humping, pressing the face of his lover into the mattress as if he was trying to suffocate her. She squirmed beneath him, and Evan twitched on his knees, but did not dare to interrupt the black beast. He was oozing with a beastly aggression, pounding the pale rump so hard Brianna collapsed, but he followed her down and kept thrusting. A muffled screech came from the choking woman, and then Joshua released the back of her head and pulled out, a spurt of white nutbutter exploding in a torrent out of the ruined lips. His bully fell to the side, his breath jagged and heavy. Brianna did not move whatsoever, face down and ass up, mewling softly while a thick stream of potent cum leaked out of her flower.

The door came up. “I’ve brought you more toilet paper, Daddy,” squealed a happy, feminine voice, and then there was a sudden silence. Evan stirred. He recognized the voice. On his hands and knees, he edged around, the tent on his trousers small but prominent. Lydia stood in the doorway, a black book between her hands, her bright eyes huge and her plump lips wide open. The album slid between her fingers, crashing into the floor with a thud. Out spilled several of his childhood pictures, the sweet memories he shared with his loving stepmother. On the mattress behind him, Brianna ushered a loud, long-drawn moan.
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