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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.




















































How About a Cuckold Bundle?




Forever Blacked by Tara Yarn




Forever Blacked, a 92’500 word ten story bundle, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, sph, spanking, sissification, feminization, bullying, black-on-white humiliation, emasculation, first-time-coerced-bi, bbc worship, cuck-on-bull oral, black supremacy, white submission, risk of pregnancy, facesitting, ballbusting, lesbian scenes, menage, rear worship and more!

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

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

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

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

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
























































Table of Contents




Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four


Chapter One

✽✽✽

Jay couldn’t wait for his parents to leave.

He stood in the hallway, watching his mother scurry around in search of yet another thing she’d forgotten to pack. His father was bringing the suitcases outside. He could only carry one at a time, else be forced to face half a minute away from the beer he clasped in his free hand. George Johnson never went anywhere without his beer. Not even the porch.

Jay stuffed his hands in his pockets, leaning against the railing of the staircase that led upstairs. The butterflies in his belly fluttered incessantly. God, how he wished they’d leave.

His father came back inside, grabbing the final suitcase. He had on a white wife beater marred with greasy stains, and as he hoisted the suitcase off the floor, his bicep bulged.

Jay had often wondered how a man like that could’ve produced a son like him. George was large, six feet at least and maybe two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle and fat. Had it not been for his mother, a tiny little thing with wrists not much thicker than stalks, he probably would’ve thought he was adopted. Jay and his father were like black and white, salt and pepper, the sky and the sea. George was tall; Jay was short. George was fat; Jay was thin and scrawny. George was a hard man, a manly man; Jay couldn’t pee if he couldn’t sit.

His father passed him by, leaving Jay to suffer in the stench of his sweat. His mother had come to a stop at the end of the hallway, frantically rummaging through her purse.

“Remember,” she said, drawing his attention, “don’t use the oven until after you’ve cleaned it or the fire alarm will go off. I put your pizzas in the freezer above the fridge. I bought four and I think one of them might not be vegan; you’ll have to check for yourself.”

Jay nodded. “I’ll be fine, mom.”

His mother swore, flipped her purse, poured all its contents out on the floor. “Okay, okay, okay, okay. I’ve left a note on the kitchen table. It’ll help you navigate the dishwasher.”

“He’s twenty-three-years-old,” George grunted from the porch. He’d placed a Chesterfield in the corner of his mouth and was patting his pockets for a light. “He’ll be fine, Erika.”

Jay looked at his father. George pointed to his wife, rolled his eyes, and killed his beer. It was only his fifth Budweiser so far tonight. He was trying to save room for a pint at the airport.

Erika ignored her husband. “If you’re going to use the fireplace, make sure you always shut the door. Don’t light it up if you’re going out. Oh, and I’ve left some money for you by the coffee maker. If you need more, call me. You can also call aunt Sarah—”

“He’ll be fine, Erika,” said George, flicking the remains of his cigarette toward the lawn.

“Don’t do that, George,” said Erika. How she’d seen him do it was beyond Jay. She’d been busy refilling her purse and hadn’t been looking his way. George cleared his throat.

“Okay, okay, okay,” she continued, shouldering her purse, darting over to Jay. “Make sure you study. You’ve got classes on Tuesday. I’ve checked. You can’t skip them just because we’re going out of town. If I suspect you have, I am going to call your professor.”

Jay snorted. “You’re going away for five days. I’m not eight-years-old, mom.”

“I know, I know,” she sighed, tugging him into a firm embrace, “and no parties! You can bring a girl over if you like but I will not have a group of college boys wreck my house!”

When Jay said nothing, she eased her grip, leaning back to look at him. “You could invite Anna? Didn’t you say she’d invited you to a concert? Maybe she wants to come over…”

“Mom,” said Jay, trying to push her off. “If I wanna invite Anna, I will.”

Erika groaned. “Don’t spend the whole weekend on your computer, Jay. You’re not gonna make any friends that way. You know what? If you want to host a small party, that’s fine—”

“I don’t play World of Warcraft anymore,” he mumbled. “I told you that, mom.”

She eyed him up, sighed, and patted his shoulders. “I’m only worried, that’s all. Help your father carry out the suitcases. You know how much his back hurts—”

George cleared his throat. “They’re already outside, Erika. Come on.”

“Fine, fine, fine!” She grabbed the car keys from the bowl, started toward George, made a sudden turn, and bolted up the staircase. “I’m just gonna pee one last time!”

George gave a long-drawn-out-sigh, fetching another cigarette from his pocket. Jay plodded over. He didn’t particularly want to hug his father. The big man seemed utterly unaware of his own body odor. He figured he’d shake his hand and try to leave it at that.

Outside, the moon bathed the neighborhood in its glimmering silvery light. It was almost full and had it not been for the wind, a powerful gale that rocked the house, it would’ve been a beautiful night. Stars twinkled in the dark blue sky. The air was cold and clear.

His father lit the Chesterfield, turning its tip into a small red pip in the darkness. “Look.”

George nodded across the street; Jay looked, almost startled, and was only barely able to rein himself in before he jumped with excitement. The butterflies in his belly grew wild.

A man was there, standing on the curb. He was leaning against the pole of a lamppost, one hand in his pocket, the other clasping a leash. A Doberman sat by his feet like a statue. It was a massive dog. Muscle bulged beneath its thin fur. Spikes adorned its black collar.

The man was tall and athletic. He’d shaved his head. A well-trimmed full beard bristled on his cheeks. He had a broad pair of shoulders and a thin waist. His black skin gleamed beneath the weak fluorescent light emanating from the flickering street lamp.

“He’s mocking me, that asshole,” growled George. “Oh, how I wish I could—”

Jay spaced out. He’d heard the ongoing rant a thousand times before. The man across the street was not only their neighbor. He was also an employee at his father’s firm.

The wind was a steady droning presence. The headlights of a car flashed and then disappeared in the distance. His father rambled on, lighting a third cigarette.

He pretended to listen to his father, nodding along like a puppet on strings. The man across the street was smoking, too. His name was Lamar, he was a carpenter, and George had despised him ever since they became coworkers. Jay didn’t know why. He only knew that his father had once accused Lamar of smoking dope on the job. He’d demanded an investigation, HR had complied, and Lamar had been found not guilty. George had been given a stern warning. The next year, George had voted conservative for the first time in his life.

George snapped his fingers in Jay’s face. “Oi! Are you listening? If you catch him lurking on our side of the street, I want you to call the cops. Is that understood?”

Jay nodded, watching Lamar straighten up and walk off. “Okay.”

“He shouldn’t have seen me with the suitcases,” sneered George, flicking the butt of his cigarette into the lawn. “You never know with these people.”

Jay nodded, swallowing the words that wanted to come pouring out. “Yeah.”

His father refused to relent. “If he comes over and asks for anything—”

Jay shut out his father’s voice. He’d clenched his fists to the point of pain. Anger blazed in his belly. He was tremendously glad to hear his mother coming back down the stairs.

“All right,” she said, fiddling with her car keys as she swept the hallway. “All right, I think that’s it. Wait… Did we turn off the oven? Did we unplug the microwave?”

Jay narrowed his eyes. “You do realize that I am not coming with you?”

Erika huffed, grabbing the heels she’d slip into the moment they arrived at the airport. “I don’t want you to use the microwave. It’s been acting up. I’m scared it might catch—”

“Oh my God,” groaned Jay, rubbing his face. “Are you trying to miss your plane?”

George checked his watch. “He’s right. We’ve gotta go, honey. Say goodbye.”

Erika threw herself at Jay once more, hugging him tightly. “Promise me you won’t spend the whole holiday locked in your room. Go out, Jay. Have some fun.”

“I know it ain’t easy,” said his father, peeling Erika off him before extending his hand for a handshake, “meeting a girl when you’re twenty-three-years old, still in college, and still living at home. Here’s the thing, though. You ain’t ever gonna meet a girl if you spend all day playing video games. We’re off now, George. You’ve got the house all to yourself. This is your opportunity. Take it. Don’t waste it. Go make your old man proud.”

Jay hated shaking hands with his dad. George had the paws of a bear and didn’t seem aware of his own strength. If he was, he took great pleasure in torturing his son.

They shook hands, George patted him on the back, and Jay struggled not to scream.

Erika leaned in, kissed Jay on the cheek, and hurried toward the car, a brand new black BMW SUV that had set his father back a hundred thousand dollars. “Have fun!”

George grunted, picked up the suitcases, looked at Jay, and grunted again. He started toward the car, stopped, turned toward Jay, grunted a third time, and walked off.

Jay waved as the black BMW backed out of the driveway. When the car set off down the street, he plodded inside. As he shut the door, the butterflies in his belly went berserk.


Chapter Two

✽✽✽

Jay bolted upstairs, tearing off his shirt.

The bathroom was at the end of the hallway. He cleared the distance in five strides, grabbed the handle, and tore open the door. He’d kicked off his pants before the door slid shut.

He’d prepared well for his parents’ departure. There was no time to waste. Before he got started, he pulled out his phone. Music was essential to establish the mood. He swiped the screen, typed in his password, opened Spotify, and clicked play. Nicki Minaj started singing about thick cocks and fat asses. He placed his phone down, spun on his heel, knocked over a bottle of laundry detergent in the process, and rushed toward the laundry basket. It had seemed a good a place as any to hide his clothes. He’d been correct. Out from beneath a crumpled hoodie and a few pairs of worn jeans, he retrieved the plastic bag. He held it upside down, pouring the contents out upon the warm white bathroom tiles. He started with the panties, a pink thong with a broad crotch embellished with a fluffy ribbon of pink satin sewn onto its front. They were halfway up his ankles when he froze.

“Shit,” mumbled Jay, hopping toward the sink. He turned on the light above the mirror and eyed himself up. He’d shaved that morning but had forgotten to check for new hairs.

He raised his arms to check his armpits, leaned closer to search his chest, leaned back to examine his belly, and placed a knee atop the sink to scout his crotch. Three inches of pale flaccid cock dangled between his legs. Satisfied with his front, he fetched his mother’s small makeup mirror from the cabinet beneath the sink. Then he bent over, spreading his cheeks.

Not a single hair could be seen on the back of his balls. There wasn’t a trace of a single pube near his butthole. Content with his backside, he pulled up his panties.

Jennifer Lopez was singing about big booties. Jay caught the rhythm, shaking his hips. His buttocks wobbled around the thin string they’d engulfed. The night had begun.

“Gosh, I hope he comes over,” said Jay, grabbing his skirt, a sea of pink frills. He left his chest bare, stepping into the skirt. It was a nightmare to pull it up. There was enough pink fabric to drown in. Glitter enlivened the satin, sparkling beneath the overhead light.

He took a moment to breathe. His heart was pounding. Excitement coiled in his belly. His thong was soft and tight at the same time, squeezing his balls flat against his taint. In the background, Taylor Swift sang about glitter and glamour and high heels.

Jay shut his eyes and fanned his face. Then, after a moment of nearly panicking, he found a pair of pink bands and tied his blonde hair into a pair of pigtails.

“Perfect,” he said, opening the locker beneath the sink. That’s where his mother kept her headbands. He chose the one with pink padding and settled it on his head. It kept the rest of his hair out of his face and went well with the pink hairbands. It was time for makeup.

He applied foundation, concealer, blush, eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. The guide he used bragged about how he would turn out looking just like Selena Gomez. He didn’t know whether that was true. He’d painted his eyelids darker, cleared his skin of its flaws, given his cheeks a pink shade, and made his eyelashes pop. His heart was galloping in his chest.

“Okay, okay, okay,” he said, fumbling for the lipstick, a tube of glittery gloss his mother only used for special occasions. He applied it carefully. It was a bloody color, a powerful red, and it made his lips look almost ridiculously plump. Jay pouted, pleased with the result.

Ten seconds later, he was sprinting through the hallway. Twenty seconds later, he was on all fours in his room, wrestling his travel bag out from beneath the bed. Thirty seconds later, he was pulling thigh-high socks up his ankles. Forty seconds later, he’d slipped his feet into a pair of six-inch tall high heels. They were a size too small for his petite feet, pink and drenched in glitter, and both were adorned with a strip of pink band tied in a ribbon.

Fifty seconds later, he collapsed on his bed. There was no Jay from the waist down, only a mass of pink frills. As he lay there, his thoughts drifted to the night ahead. Part of him wanted to stand up and jump on the bed. Part of him wanted to run downstairs, shut off all the lights, lock the door, and pretend he’d left with his parents. He resisted the temptation.

Five minutes later, he swore horribly. He’d forgotten to fix his room. Kicking off his heels, he started with the bedsheets. Black sheets gave way to Elsa and Anna. He’d bought the set off Amazon. The princesses were hugging, looking cute. He shoved the old sheets under the bed, spotted the pile of empty Sprite cans on the nightstand, and got rid of them the same way he’d gotten rid of the sheets. He fetched his plushies from their secret lair - a basket from IKEA, hidden strategically in his closet beneath a pile of boy clothes - and placed them just as strategically on the bed. A bottle of lube was snatched from beneath his bed and placed on the nightstand. A brown dildo was snatched from his closet and placed on his desk. He rolled up the carpet that lay on the floor to reveal a single printed photo. It depicted a male model in his underwear. The man was dark-skinned and sported a huge bulge on his crotch.

Jay blushed, stood, and hurried over to the nightstand. There was a frame of oak by his night light. It contained a picture of his parents on their wedding day. Jay wasted no time pulling that out, quick to replace it with the photo of the black model. The wedding photo was discarded on the floor and carelessly swept beneath the bed. Jay eyed the room, eased into his heels once more, and slumped on the mattress. He sighed. All done.

Countless posters of scantily clad women decorated the grey walls. Nothing he could do about those. Soccer balls and a couple of tennis rackets lay atop his closet. He couldn’t remember the last time he used them. A plant was in the corner, enlivening the small room with its bright green leaves. Grey curtains shielded his windows. An oversized laptop hummed atop the black desk in the corner. Hundreds of hours of porn had been consumed on that computer. It was old now, a relic of the past, its fans on the verge of giving out.

Outside, the wind kept howling. He realized he’d forgotten to shut his window that morning when its frame slammed into the baseboard. He startled, got up, and went to shut it. He managed a total of two steps before he had to pause to regain his balance. The high heels were nigh impossible to walk in. He felt like a baby deer atop the ice on a frozen pond. His skirt didn’t help. It was too short to cover his kneecaps yet was somehow everywhere.

Three steps later, he gave up, bending over to take the heels off. That’s when he heard the doorbell ring. Jay fell over. His heart stopped. An icy ball of terror crystallized in his chest.

The doorbell rang again, loudly and for a long time. Jay scrambled to his feet. He contemplated descending the staircase with his heels on, then decided against it.

By the time he would’ve reached the front door, Lamar would’ve been long gone.


Chapter Three

✽✽✽

Jay opened the door, took a step back, and blushed.

Lamar stepped across the threshold, towering in the doorway. The scent of manly perfume filled the air in the hallway. A black leather jacket was discarded in a bundle on the floor.

Jay swallowed, grabbed his shoulder, and hid his nipples behind his forearm. He couldn’t look his neighbor in the eye. Lamar approached, slowly, like a predator sneaking up on its prey. The door slid shut. Two silver chains were deposited on the hallway table. Lamar didn’t stop when their bodies touched, backing Jay all the way into the staircase railing.

When Lamar spoke, a chill ran up Jay’s spine. “How long are you gonna be all alone?”

Black fingers eased into blonde hair, Lamar bent over, and dark lips brushed and traced the pale neck. Jay shuddered, unable to budge, barely able to speak. “Five days.”

“Does your father know,” Lamar whispered by his ear, moving in, squeezing Jay hard against the railing, “that I plan to spend the next five days clapping your cheeks?”

Jay twitched, the butterflies in his stomach running amok. “I w-wish he did.”

Before Jay had a chance to react, Lamar had grabbed him by the jaw, squeezing the pale cheeks between his thumb and index finger. “Get on your knees, white boy.”

The moment Lamar let him go, Jay obeyed. There was little room between his neighbor and the staircase. He only barely managed to squeeze into position. His eyes flicked upward before he was able to stop them. Their gazes crossed. Lamar smirked. Jay blushed. In his peripheral vision, he saw the black guy unbuckle his belt and tug down the zipper.

“Every single day after work,” he continued, dropping his jeans, “I’mma come knocking on your door. You gon’ dress up in one of your little princess outfits, cook some dinner, and meet me at the door. You gon’ fall on your knees and hand me a beer.”

Lamar broke off, grabbed Jay by the chin, and lifted his eyes. “After that, I’mma drill your little white boy booty so hard, your parents are gon’ find a daughter when they come home.”

There was a pause, a moment of silence. The tension in the air could’ve been carved with a knife. It was almost electrical. Outside, the gale shrieked in the night.

Jay threw himself at Lamar. His movements were no longer deliberate. He was functioning on pure instinct. Grabbing the boxer shorts, he tore them down. As always, the sight that met him took his breath away. He’d freed a monster. A veiny beast. He gasped.

He took the cock in his palm, gaping at its hefty weight. It was brown and flaccid and measured maybe seven inches. He’d seen it grow before. It got bigger. Much bigger.

Lamar rested a hand on the top of his head. Jay barely noticed. His palm rubbed the belly of the massive shaft. His fingers tugged the skin back and forth, jerking the dick gently.

He split his lips, lifted the cock, and leaned closer. In his peripheral vision, he could faintly make out a picture on the wall. Jay and his father upon a soccer field, snapped the day after he graduated high school. He blushed but kept going, guiding the thick cock into his mouth.

Lamar grunted. Beneath his shirt, his abs clenched and flexed. A thin forest of black pubes covered his crotch like a carpet. Jay didn’t care. He’d suck dick no matter what.

Jay withdrew, pressed his lips against the very tip of the black cock, bent the swelling shaft sideways, and started kissing his way toward the balls. Lamar tensed, burying his fingers in the blonde hair. Jay kept going, stopping just short of the base, kissing his way back up. He worshipped the black cock with his lips, leaving traces of lipstick all over the brown skin.

If Jay had been prepared for what was about to come next, he would’ve sucked in a deep breath. Alas, the excitement that had been building in the belly of his black lover caused Lamar to proceed without warning. Black fingers clasped blonde pigtails. Bulky arms tugged Jay forward. Fat balls flattened like pillows against his face. Jay uttered a muffled protest.

“Hmmmmph,” he cried, placing his hands on the black thighs, trying to shove Lamar away. A deep grunt was all Jay got in return, the kind of growling moan only men could make.

Jay started to squirm. Blood poured into his cock and the crotch of his thong grew tighter. A thick layer of smelly musk coated the brown balls. They felt sticky against his face. As Jay sat there, kneeling on the floor in a sea of pink frills, his face squished into a pair of pulsing black nuts, a couple of pubes tickling his nostrils, he gave up. His lunges cried out for air.

Lamar loosened his grip but only slightly. He beat Jay to the punch, clasping a hand over his scarlet-painted lips. Jay looked at his lover with the eyes of a doe caught in headlights.

“Fuck, yeah,” hissed Lamar, cocking his hips forward. “Smell those balls, white boy.”

Jay blushed furiously. He didn’t have to lean in; the wrinkly sack dangled not even an inch away from his eyes. As he sniffed, a cheesy stench that reminded him of the high school locker room after the PE class seeped up his nose. His face became a furnace. He squeezed his thighs together, trapping his cock. He sniffed once more. The scent burned his nostrils. His heart thudded faster and faster. He snorted, forcing the potent ball stench into his lungs. Lamar held him firm, smirking, preventing escape. His grip was oh-so-strong.

“Thaaat’s a good girl,” snickered Lamar. “You like smelling black balls, don’t you?”

As soon as Lamar took his hand off his lips, Jay burst out: “I like it!”

Lamar slapped him, not too hard, not too gently. “You love sniffing black balls.”

“I love sniffing black balls,” Jay cried out, slumping forward, digging his fingers into dark buttocks, pushing his face into black pubes, smelling the fat nuts like they were flowers.

Lamar struck him again, much harder, tossing his face sideways. Jay swayed. His head lolled on his neck. When he realized where he was, his cheek exploded with stinging pain.

“Don’t be a greedy whore,” said Lamar, swaying his hips, shaking the black dick.

Clutching his cheek, Jay cowered before the fat mamba, struggling to keep tears at bay. His own cock was leaking. Sticky fluid oozed down his thighs. He’d never been struck that hard before. Hot pain seared on his skin. He felt small, a bit frightened, and awfully horny.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” he said, scooping the black cock up in the palm of his hand, bobbing forward. His lips split to welcome the plump tip into the wet warmth of his mouth. Sparkly lips closed around the bulbous mushroom, and Lamar made a noise, almost a groan.

Jay started to bob, swallowing a couple of inches of girthy cock meat before rolling his lips back up the shaft. The dick grew in his mouth, swelling atop his tongue. The brown skin had a tangy taste to it, a mixture of salt and sweat. Jay grimaced, picking up the pace.

Lamar cocked his head back, flexed his thighs, ground his teeth. Jay pushed deeper and deeper, taking another inch of dick, then another, then another. The fat shaft throbbed on his tongue, its swollen tip leaking thin cum into the back of his throat. He paused, wrestled his tongue out from beneath its heavy belly, and traced a pulsing vein. Then he withdrew until the plump mushroom left his lips with a sloppy pop. Ten pale fingers clasped the black shaft hard, two skinny arms started to wank the fat mast, and Jay flattened his glossy lips against the oozing pisshole, slurping up every drop. Its flavor was offensive, almost gross. Jay didn’t care. He worked the shaft with enthusiasm, raising his eyes. Their gazes met. Jay smiled.

“I love big black cock sooo much,” he moaned, his voice rising in pitch toward the end. He jerked the cock as fast as he could and with all his strength, wobbling from the effort.

Lamar couldn’t keep a straight face, cracking up. Jay blushed, slowed down the ferocious wanking for a split second, then sped up again. He found he didn’t care. What did he want from Lamar? Respect? That ship had sailed long ago. No. Jay wanted to be his bitch.

“Fuck me up the ass,” Jay pleaded, flicking his tongue at the throbbing cock. “Bend me over and put it in my butt! Please! I want to be a woman! I want to be your woman, Daddy!”

Lamar licked his lips. The amusement vanished from his face. Without a word, he gripped Jay by the armpits. Jay gasped as he was hoisted to his feet.

“D’you wanna be my woman, white boy?” Lamar slammed Jay against the railing, growling by his ear. “D’you wanna sit on my black cock and bounce like a little bitch?”

“Yes,” Jay squealed, whimpering as his cock sprang free from his thighs, forming a small tent at the crotch of his panties, no doubt hidden beneath the masses of pink princess skirt.

Lamar backed up, stepped out of his jeans, tore off his jacket, and then his shirt. Jay sank his teeth into the supple flesh of his glossy lip, watching his lover undress. His torso was shaped like a V, not too skinny, not too thick. He’d shaved his chest and his belly. Thick shoulders bulged with muscle. Abs clenched and flexed with every breath.

Jay swallowed, blushed, and took a step forward. Pale fingers sought the erect cock like they wanted to hold hands with it. Jay grabbed his lover gently by the penis, dropped his eyes to shoot it a hungry look, turned away, and led Lamar toward the staircase.

As they ascended the stairs, Jay swayed his hips like a butt model on a catwalk.


Chapter Four

✽✽✽

Lamar ran out of patience before they reached the top of the stairs.

Jay had no time to react. He could do nothing but yelp as his lover hoisted him up in his arms. Lamar didn’t carry him like that. He threw Jay over a shoulder instead.

Jay giggled, squealed, kicked his feet, and faked a struggle. A strong arm slid around the back of his thighs and pinned his legs in place. Jay kicked harder. Lamar snorted.

A thought struck Jay then, a thought so terrifying that he almost stopped giggling. As he lay there with his ass high in the air, being carried off to his bedroom like a bitch, the realization that he had no chance of standing up to Lamar thumped him in the face. His lover was so much stronger, he could manhandle Jay with ease. To Lamar, it’d be like fighting a little girl.

The door to the bedroom flew up, slamming against the desk in the corner. Lamar carried him inside, didn’t bother shutting the door. He threw Jay on the bed. The springs in the mattress caught his weight, making him bounce, and Jay squealed as he almost fell off.

Before he could move, Lamar was upon him once more, taking him by the waist. He held Jay under his arm, lifted him, and pointed his butt toward the ceiling. The pink skirt slid up his body in a fluffy heap of twinkling fabric, baring his bum. Jay played along, waving his heels in the air. Lamar brought him over to the nightstand. Lube was squirted out of its container and into a dark palm. Jay widened his eyes. He couldn’t stand what was about to come.

Lamar slapped the handful of lube on his buttcheeks, then smeared it all over the pale bottom like he was applying sunscreen. Jay made a face. Rough fingers slid beneath his thong and yanked it down to his knees. More lube. A dark middle-finger wedged itself between his buttocks, slid deeper, found his butthole. The tip of the greasy digit circled the rim, prodded the entrance, and kept circling. Jay whined. Precum dripped from his prick.

Ignoring his protests, Lamar applied pressure to his sphincter. His finger slid in with ease. Jay twitched, gritted his teeth, and flexed around the intruder. It didn’t help. Lamar worked his finger up his butt until his digit was buried up to the knuckle. The sweet scent of lube spread through the room. Jay couldn’t focus. A new finger was wriggling into his tight pucker.

“Oh, God,” he moaned, taking the second finger, then the third, their girth stretching his anal entrance to the brim. His butthole convulsed around them, trying to squeeze them out. The sensation could best be described as awkward. It felt odd, mildly painful. Wrong.

Lamar swung him around, withdrew his fingers excruciatingly slowly, and perched Jay on the mattress on all fours. The frilly skirt fell down, covering his ass once more. Lamar folded it atop the small of his back, got more lube, and oiled his cock until it was gleaming.

Jay watched him in silence, gnawing on his lip. Then, when Lamar turned his attention to him, he crawled forward, trying to escape. He didn’t get far. The black man caught him by the hips, dug his fingers into the pale flesh, and dragged him back. The moment he let him go, Jay stuck out his tongue and tried to escape once more. This time, Lamar grabbed his ankles and pulled him so far back, the pale butt flattened against the brown crotch.

Jay stared at his lover with huge eyes. The fat cock had bent beneath his backside. It was spasming now, trying to free itself. Its size was terrifying.

“You’re so big,” gasped Jay, shaking his butt, making the dough on his ass jiggle against the trapped shaft. “Oh my God, you’re so fucking big.”

Lamar flashed his teeth. It was an arrogant grin, the kind of grin some men would flash when they won at sports and had managed to thoroughly humiliate their opponent. It reminded Jay of the way his bullies had grinned when they’d twisted his nipples in the schoolyard.

He backed up, squeezing his backside against the black crotch. “I’m ready, Daddy.”

“Beg for it,” whispered Lamar, grabbing a handful of ass, squeezing it in his grip.

Jay jerked, arched his back, shook his buttcheeks. “Gwah, I am ready, Daddy! I’m ready for your cock! Please give it to me! I want it! I need it! Please! Put it in my butt!”

“If only your father could see you now,” said Lamar, grinning wickedly. From the corner of his eye, Jay saw him retract. A moment later, the bulbous tip squeezed between his buttocks.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh God,” Jay whimpered, digging his fingers into the bed. The fat mushroom eased its way betwixt his asscheeks and found his butthole. Jay fell on the bed, face down, ass up, and sank his teeth into the Frozen sheets. His eyes grew wide.

“I’mma clap your cheeks now, white boy,” said Lamar. “Think happy thoughts!”

He pushed forward, squeezing his way up the ass. Jay clenched his teeth so hard, a voice in the back of his mind told him to unclench his jaw else a tooth might snap.

Two inches later, his butthole felt like it had caught fire. Four inches later, he was clawing at the sheets like a cat clawing at a wall to escape a pool of water. Six inches later, the black cock was worming its way into his brain, fucking his thoughts away. Eight inches later, his butt felt so full, he was afraid his butthole would tear. Tears welled up in his eyes. The searing pain was so intense, he thought he’d have to beg Lamar to pull out. Then, when all hope of a good old anal reaming was lost, he thought of George. Anger flared in his belly.

Jay pushed back, forcing his butt to swallow another inch. He kept backing up until his buttcheeks pancaked against the hairy pelvis. A shaky sigh was all he could manage.

Lamar swore, pulled out, pushed forward, withdrew, and started to fuck his butt. At first, he was gentle, slowly increasing the pace. Jay was shaking, drooling on the sheets. The pain was giving way to pleasure, the searing in his backside numbing slowly. The monstrous beast still stretched his anal ring to the very brim. Its enormous girth was stupefying.

“Fuck, you've got a tight ass,” groaned Lamar, bucking his hips faster and faster. Jay tried to speak but his tongue would not respond. All he could do was moan.

“Your butthole gon’ be gaping for a week when it’s done milking my dick,” the black man grunted, speeding up. “I ain’t gon’ let you forget this; you gon’ be my bitch forever.”

“Y-yes, D-daddy,” Jay breathed, rocking back and forth with every thrust. He was barely able to think, only somewhat aware of his whereabouts. He felt giddy, the way you feel once you’ve downed a couple of whiskey shots. The cock up his butt was making him high.

Lamar bent over, grabbed Jay by the pigtails. He didn’t pull him back now, not yet. His cock hadn’t pummeled the butthole into submission yet. Jay shivered. His ass clenched around the massive shaft, chewing on the brown skin as if it was trying to bite off a piece.

“Fuuuck,” moaned Jay, coming to, brought back to consciousness by a particularly strong throb in his bum. “Oh my fucking God, you’re splitting my fucking butt in haaalf!”

“Shut your mouth,” sneered Lamar, dragging the pigtails back, forcing Jay to crane his neck and arch his back even further, “and take your dicking like a good little sissy slut!”

The bed began to tremble, the fluffy skirt to quake, and Jay blushed like a religious bride on her wedding night. His face was a furnace, expelling heat. If his mother had touched his forehead, she’d have thought he had a fever. Well, maybe he did. Lamar was probably fucking him feverish, rutting him from behind like a black stallion pounding its mare.

Jay stuck his tongue out, lapping up his drool. He’d quit moving his hips. He’d given up on trying. Lamar ran the show now, pulling his hair, pounding his backside. The sound of flesh slapping flesh resounded through the bedroom. With every thrust, Jay lurched forward.

“You’re my little bitch,” Lamar panted, driving his pelvis into the wobbling buttocks over and over again. “D’you feel like a boy now, sissy? Think you ever gon’ fuck a girl after this?”

Jay grasped the sheets for dear life, bouncing off the black cock. He parted his lips but couldn’t seem to answer. His thoughts were everywhere, all at once, swirling.

“Nah,” said Lamar, slowing down, plugging the pale ass with only half his shaft. “You ain’t even interested in fucking girls anymore, are you, sissy? What do you want?”

Jay mumbled something inaudible, a powerful gust of wind threw itself upon the glass in the window, and Lamar slapped the pale ass with enough force to make the white boy scream.

“Black cock,” cried Jay, hissing through his teeth. “I don’t want girls; I want black cock!”

“That right?” Lamar struck him on the buttock once more, grabbed his ass, and started pulling out. “You gon’ show me how much you love black cock, white boy!”

Jay bit the sheets to muffle his squeals, unable to handle the violent sensation that exploded in his bum when the cock retracted. Lamar pulled out the whole thing, the tip of his dick escaping the winking asshole with a squelch and a pop. Then he lay down, patting his lap.

Jay didn’t need to be told what to do. Clambering to his knees, moving with the speed of a tortoise, he scrambled toward his lover. His butthole was gaping. Lube was trickling out. It seeped down his legs, dripping on the mattress. His cock had gone soft. As he threw a leg over Lamar, the limp prick dangled pathetically. Jay blushed, mounting the throbbing cock.

The pink skirt was raised, buttocks were spread, and then Jay descended. Lamar didn’t need to point his dick in the air. It was as firm as rock, coated in lube and precum. The moment his asshole touched the tip, Jay hesitated. Lamar grinned. Jay blushed.

He continued, sitting on the cock, his butthole devouring inch after inch. The deeper he sat, the harder Lamar flexed his abs. The hefty shaft pulsed in his ass. Jay sat harder.

Lamar was breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling. The air stank of sex and lube. Jay shut his eyes and snorted up the stench like a greedy whore, the pillows that were his buttocks flexing around the thumping shaft. Without thinking, his hand dipped beneath the frilly skirt. Before he was able to touch himself, Lamar grabbed his wrist and squeezed.

“Oh no, you don’t,” he growled. “If you gon’ cum, you gon’ cum like a woman.”

Jay whimpered and pouted. Tilting forward, he shifted atop his lover until he was no longer kneeling but squatting instead. Lamar held his hands, helped him move. They didn’t release each other as Jay started to bob his hips, pleasuring the bulbous tip. He could barely keep his balance, the sky-high heels wobbling terribly where they’d sunk into the bed.

“That’s it,” grunted Lamar, the back of his head crashing into the pile of pillows. “Good girl.”

“Your cock is so fat,” Jay wheezed. “God, my ass feels so full!”

Bobbing turned to bouncing, the puffy butthole sucking up more black dick each time Jay pressed his bum down. His ass squelched with every bounce. Jay didn’t care. He was well past shame at that point, the searing sensation in his own dicklet encouraging him to force more brown cock up his butt. Clouds raced through his mind. Every single thought that did not concern swollen black dicks and thick white cream vanished with those clouds.

Jay froze, took a deep breath, prepared himself, and pushed down hard. Spittle flew from his glossy lips. A cry died in his throat. He’d made it. His butt was touching crotch.

Then he accelerated, bouncing the back of his thighs off his ankles, taking great pleasure in seeing Lamar twist with pleasure. Jay dug his teeth into his lip. His eyes rolled back. His gender ceased to matter. He wasn’t male anymore, not here, not now. Men didn’t dress in frilly skirts. Men didn’t wear high heels. Men didn’t pound their asses on black dicks.

“Fuuuck,” he moaned, sitting hard, flattening his buttcheeks atop the dark skin. Shaking his ass, he tossed the huge cock around, leaned forward once more, and kept bouncing. His ass slapped against Lamar, the sound of flesh pounding flesh mixing with the squelching.

They fucked like wild animals, Jay grinding and shaking and wiggling his hips in a desperate attempt to stuff more black dick up his bum, wanting to please, needing to pleasure. Lust coiled in his belly. Pressure was building in his balls. His tingling prick flopped around in its flaccid but screaming state, smacking against his thighs, brushing against silky fabric.

Lamar had begun to move, picking up on his rhythm, bucking his hips to meet the jiggling ass on its way down. Beads of sweat glimmered all over his firm body.

He started to thrust harder, and Jay squealed with utter delight as he rebounded off his lover over and over again. His moans grew in pitch. There was not a trace of masculinity left in his voice now. Lamar had dicked it all out of him. Jay loved it. He bounced harder, his buttcheeks wobbling like jelly. He was gonna cum. He was on the verge now. He bounced.

Lamar won the race, and the intoxication pleasure that followed was like scratching a hard-to-reach itch. Hot cum spurted out of the black dick, exploding up his ass. Jay couldn’t take it. He fell forward, slumped on his lover, shook his hips like a begging whore. His butthole chewed on the shaft, clenching, again and again, sucking the thick milk out of the brown balls. It flooded his colon, filling him up. It kept coming, an endless stream of warm goo, a river of sticky fluid nutted up his butt. Abs curved beneath his palms. Lamar bucked in ecstasy, pushing up, pushing deeper. His arms flew out, embracing Jay, pinning him against the muscular body upon which he lay. Dark fingers scratched white skin, Jay squealed and shuddered, and Lamar kept rutting him from below as if trying to knock him up.

At that, Jay came, unable to contain himself, unable to hold back. His muscles electrified in a series of mind-breaking spasms, a chill as cold as the wind howling outside washing over his skin, leaving him trembling and moaning and crying out in wordless pleasure.

Two ropes of seed squirted from his limp dick. Jay flexed his buttocks, squishing the dick that was still lodged deep in his bottom with all his might. He shuddered horribly. His butthole had gone off the rails, convulsing around its invader, trying to squeeze it to death. He came in his skirt, splattering the satin fabric with his sticky nutbutter. He didn’t care. He loved it.

They lay there for a long time, panting on each other. Jay could feel the fat dick soften in his bum. Their bodies were covered in sweat. Strands of blonde hair stuck to black skin like they’d been glued to it. Jay was exhausted. His ass was burning. Every muscle in his body was sore and still suffered from tiny after-tremors that simply refused to go away.

A few minutes later, Jay tried to rise. The cum in his butt sloshed around like wine in a stirred glass. He needed the toilet. It was becoming urgent. His belly rumbled.

A hand clasped the back of his neck. Jay twitched. He parted his lips to speak but a dark finger pressed into his glossy kissers, shutting him up. Lamar shook his head. Slowly.

“I decide when we’re done,” he growled, “and we ain’t done for a very long time.”

Jay widened his eyes. “I’m not sure if my ass can go another round—”

Lamar grinned. “Well, then your butt sure gon’ be sore in the morning, sissy!”
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