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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Hovering his hand over the handle of the door, John paused. He stood before a massive building, the front created solely out of steel beams and glass, like one giant window. Inside, the room was adorned with walls of grey marble. A few dark leather couches stood along the wall on either side of the entrance, accompanied by short, round tables full of magazines. A single counter, also crafted out of stone, stood close to the wall in the far back. Three doors, leading to places unknown, could be seen. Two of them was directly behind the desk.

Taking in a deep breath, he pulled the hood on his grey hoodie down and hesitantly opened the door to step inside. It shut behind him on it’s own accord. The air was fresh, just cold enough that one wouldn’t sweat while waiting to be served. There was no queue today. His wife, Sarina, already stood by the counter. John was relieved. As he drove them to their destination, he was terribly worried he’d find the place packed. Full of judgement. Sarina did not share his fear. She strolled inside with her chin held high, shoulders pulled back, proudly.

“Are you excited, ma’am?”

“So excited.”

She giggled. John approached warily. Behind the desk stood a short man with a wrinkly face, curly hair and a sleazy smile. Dozens of documents adorned the counter-surface. A pen lay unused upon the stack of papers. Slouching, he dragged his feet all the way up to his wife and returned a half-hearted smile at the unsavoury desk clerk. It faded away the moment he read the large sign on the counter. It read, “CuckCorp.”

“Very well. Now that you are here, mr. Smith, we may begin. We have already acquired your personal information. There are just a few more things we must go through before we can get you into the room in order to begin. First, ma’am-.. You must pick.”

“Pi-.. Pick?”

“Yes, ma’am. Currently, we have three choices. Caucasian? Black? Arabic? What is your poison today, ma’am?”

John cringed visibly. His wife, scoffing out of surprise, brought a hand up to cover her parting lips. Her eyes, full of amusement, squinted at the desk clerk in disbelief.

“Is this your first time, ma’am?”

His face felt warm. So warm. A trickle of sweat ran down the side of his torso, stemming from underneath his arm. When his wife looked his way, he tilted his head to the side in an attempt to hide from her. Hide from the stubby-looking, smirking clerk.

“Jo-.. John bought me a session for my birthday. We’ve-.. We’ve never done this before and I am a little nervous. What would you uhm-.. What would you recommend?”

The face of the clerk never seemed to twitch. So calm he was, where he stood, a constant, exaggerated smile adorning his lips. His attention was rarely directed at John. It almost felt like the little midget was overlooking him. Oblivious to anyone but Sarina. He thought it strange. Did the sleazy clerk think Sarina was the one paying for it?

“Well, then. Might I recommend black for your first time?”

“Black-.. Uhm-.. Black is fine.”

His wife, on the verge of breaking down into a childish fit of giggles, sent him a quick, speechless stare. He was not smiling. All he wanted to do was sink through the concrete floor, swim through the countless miles of dirt until he ended up somewhere in China.

“Tame or rough, ma’am?”

“Uhm-.. What’s-.. What’s the difference?”

“It all depends on your wishes, ma’am. What do you like?”

Sarina was blushing, the flustered face turned a stark red. But there was excitement on her features too, a clear touch of desire battling fiercely with the awkward situation. From the corner of his eye, he looked at her, eyed her up and down. He knew what she wanted long before she mustered up the courage to say it. She only stalled her answer because it felt so unreal to speak the words. Here, in this building, with a complete stranger.

“I’d-.. I’d like it rough.”

John couldn’t help but cringe, again. His wife only muttered, quietly, though the words still hit him as if someone just threw a brick at him. The clerk, surrounded by the same aura of nonchalance, nodded calmly with a smile, scribbling briefly on a document. He was crossing out various options on the piece of paper. John noticed there were still a few, though the clerk only trailed the tip of his pen over them. He never brought them up.

“Good choice, ma’am.”

The smug demeanor of the clerk was becoming unbearable. Sarina did not seem to think so whatsoever, completely mesmerized by his ratty smile. Clearly, her thoughts were elsewhere, dwelling on something big, fat and black. Glancing over his shoulder, John had to reassure himself that they were completely alone. If anyone he knew was to see him in a place like this, he doubted he’d be able to ever look them in the eye again.

“Good. Good.”, the clerk said, eyes glued to his paper. “Now there’s only the matter of your consent that remains. Are you both aware of what it is you are consenting too?”

His wife, biting her bottom-lip, nodded hurriedly. With a groan, he rolled his eyes and dipped his head. It was met with a long-drawn, silent stare from the clerk. He wouldn’t look away until John nodded a touch deeper. “Excellent.”, he continued, handing Sarina the pen. She quickly gave his signature. John, a little uncertain, took his time before he followed suit.

“Shall we see-.. That’ll be, two thousand, nine hundred and ninety nine. Does the couple wish to pay up front or shall we bill you?”

John clenched his fist, seeing the nasty grin that spread upon the wrinkly face. He didn’t move a muscle until Sarina gently jabbed his side with her elbow. Wordlessly, he withdrew his credit card from the pocket of his green jacket and handed it over to the eager clerk while a grimace spread across his face. It was snatched out of his hand.

“Just a moment, please.”

As the clerk left, intent on emptying half his bank account, John had a moment to reflect on his decision. On how utterly dumb it was. It hadn’t been entirely his choice to make. While he was the one who took the first step, it was Sarina who demanded it. Reparations for the sins of his past, she called it. Justice, long overdue, for his unfaithful misdeeds.

He stared down the clerk when he was handed his card back. All he was given in return was another one of those sleazy, fat smiles. There was a stench in the room that he hadn’t noticed earlier. It stank of the humiliation of a hundred husbands, driven to near bankruptcy by corporate vultures at the whims of their mischievous wives. Packing the abused credit card away, he ushered a sigh and looked to his beaming wife, quivering with excitement.

“As for your description, ma’am-..”

Sarina flinched, snapping out of her deep, naughty thoughts. Blinking a couple of times, she shot the clerk a blank look, then tilted her head a little to the side, uncertain.

“For the bulls. Aherm-.. Blonde of hair. Beautiful. Pale as milk. Ample breasts. Hm. If I must make a guess, ma’am, I would assume you are in your late twenties?”

Sarinas cheeks turned a bright crimson. John’s cheeks turned a sickly yellow. This little money-grubbing dwarf had her in the palm of his hand. Spun her around his little finger with a couple of half-assed compliments. She fell flat for it. Rolling his eyes, he retorted, dully.

“She’s thirty five.”

His wife cast him a glare. The clerk frowned at him. John, content with himself, proceeded to flash them both the brightest smile he could possibly manage. When the staredown never seemed to end, he began taking in the sights of the vastly empty room, clicking his tongue awkwardly against the roof of his mouth, pretending he couldn’t see either of them. Finally, the clerk, with a stupid bow, turned his attention to Sarina and beckoned for her to follow.

“This way, ma’am. Your husband too.”

She skipped after her newfound servant, so eager to please, fulfill her every desire for only the meager amount of three thousand dollars. So full of customer service, the short, chubby, wrinkly-faced man was, that when he opened the door, he even held it open for Sarina. She flashed him a dazzling smile. John, swallowing over and over in an attempt to keep himself from throwing up, walked right into the door as it shut. He took a deep breath.

















Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Passing through the door, John was met with the sight of a dark, long hallway. There were several doors on both sides. Each door was bathed in pink light. When he had entered, he expected it to look seedy. Instead, the interior had a professional look to it. It felt clean and modern. His wife, along with the clerk, stood before a door. He was about to make his way towards them, bump into the questionable salesman by accident, when something caught his eye. Row upon row of photos adorned the right side of the hallway.

Some of the models were men. Some of the models were women. What they all had in common was the fact that they did not wear clothes. The closest photo depicted a blonde woman with hair all the way down to the top of her voluptuous bum. She held the look of a stereotypical bimbo, with fat, pouty lips, a giant bust and a waist so slim it made her look like a barbie doll. For a moment, he wondered if these photos were intended for the men, forced to walk this road of emasculation with their significant others. Was it meant to appease him?

As his gaze flicked to his wife, now standing before a specific door, chattering with the clerk in a hushed voice, he understood that the photos weren’t meant for him. They were meant for her. She was shining brightly, a beacon of feminine light in the dark hallway. Tripping on her toes, shivering with the pure excitement of a starved man about to sink his teeth into a hamburger dripping with grease. This was the foundation upon which CuckCorp was built.

Providing services for women. Pampering them with attention. Whispering words of praise to them so that they would let themselves loose. Escape the dullness of their lives. It was all intended so that women - such as his wife - could take on new forms as they slipped through these doors, wielding the masks of lustful bimbos without a worry in the world. For a few thousand dollars, CuckCorp happily immersed you into the role of a stupid blonde.

Tearing his gaze from the photo, he didn’t even bother to look at the rest of them as he made his way towards his wife. She had snapped her fingers at him, demandingly. His presence was clearly needed. Ushering the deepest sigh yet, he lazily walked up to her. His mood did not seem to affect her, rushing inside the new door that the clerk had opened for her. This time, John silently told him to keep the bloody door open with a stare as sharp as daggers.

Flicking his gaze back and forth, he took in the sights of the new room. Following the pattern of the rest of the building, it had plenty of space and little to fill it. In the middle of the room, there stood a wooden, man-sized cross. Restraints made out of leather hung from each corner of the cross. Not far from the strange object, stood a king-sized bed, made with fresh sheets. Curiously, the sheets were all white, evidently easily stained. John thought that odd for a place like this, a room with this specific function. He didn’t have long to ponder.

Behind him, the door suddenly shut. He was left alone with Sarina. A touch of unease ran up his spine but his wife seemed utterly calm. The clerk must’ve warned her while he was out of reach. Stuffing his hands into his pockets, he glanced at her and spoke up, gently.

“Are you alright, Sarina?”

“Couldn’t be better.”

Her teeth sunk into the softness of her lip. Her gaze trailed throughout the room. He saw how her gaze momentarily stopped on a closed crate by the bed. He saw how curious the contents of that crate made her. In truth, he was also a little curious. Nefarious sex toys intended to drive his wife over the edge? Short riding crops meant to make her squeal and squirm like a punished little whore right in front of his eyes? It was a mystery.

Crossing his arms over his chest, he took a moment to ponder on what exactly he had bought for his wife. He was aware of the rough concept. Not only had he signed a detailed document in order to properly deliver his consent, the CuckCorp website was filled to the brim with the necessary information needed to book a session. What troubled him a little was that while he completely understood what would happen to his wife, he didn’t completely understand what would happen to him. Was he only meant to watch?

Sarina, puzzled, was staring at the door. Five minutes had passed since the sleazy clerk politely suggested that they wait here. So far, his three thousand dollars hadn’t even pleased his wife. Tired of standing on his feet, he made his way past his wife’s disapproving gaze and went to sit down on the bed. “You can’t do that.”, her gaze told him. “It’s not yours.”

He sent her a gaze of his own. It simply said, “Watch me.”, as he slumped down on the comfortable mattress. It was bouncy, almost like a trampoline. Sarina, frowning at him, was about to open her mouth the moment someone grabbed the handle of the door on the other side. She froze, turning to face whoever was coming through the door. John, squinting, bent over and rested his elbows on his thighs, staring at the door with anticipation.




















Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Only one man came inside. Couldn’t be more than a few years older than John. But he was bigger. Much bigger. His bulging arms were thick and veiny. His shoulders, broad by nature, made him look as strong as an ox. His back was wide, strutting to each side, supporting the large arms. With thighs that looked like tree trunks and a set of powerful abs, he almost couldn’t blame Sarina, who was gawking at him with sheer awe. It looked like her tongue was about to roll out of her mouth. Tall, dark and massive, a true bull by every definition of the word.

Slowly, the new arrival shut the door behind him. The silence in the room was suffocating, but not awkward. His sheer presence drove them both speechless and glued their eyes to his frame. When he turned to face them, he held a towering posture. Beaming with sheer and utter confidence, the large man eyed over Sarina, who curled up under his piercing gaze, then set his attention on John. Swallowing, John looked back and faked bravery.

All he wore was a pair of boxer shorts. Black, like his skin. In the dark, John hadn’t noticed the monstrous bulge on the front of his tight underwear. As he laid his eyes on the huge package, it was his turn to gawk. It was gigantic. Sarina saw it too. When he saw how she eyeballed the fat bulge with a mixture of terror and lust on her attentive features, he suddenly regretted the decision. It was a look he couldn’t remember seeing on her face before, and they had been married for quite a few years. Known each other for much longer.

Captivated by the sight, it looked like she couldn’t even make herself look away. Jealousy built up within him. He was just about to speak up when the dark man suddenly came marching for him. Sarina, glued to his every move, saw him and only him. Even as he stepped all the way up in front of John, towering over the top of his head like a beast full of muscle. John, inches from his crotch, cleared his throat and awkwardly stood up.

“I’m-.. I’m Jo-..”

Suddenly, a large, firm hand interrupted him. It smacked him straight across the face with such force, John expected himself to tumble over for a moment as his world went temporarily black. Swaying, he reached out for the dark man, trying to latch onto his arm for support. He shouldn’t have, for the monster of a man grabbed him by the throat, smacked his hand away, leaned oh-so-close and growled at him with a deep, guttural voice.

“Your name is bitch, boy.”

Sarina gasped. In his dazed state, he couldn’t quite place her. In truth, he couldn’t really place himself. His head was spinning, and he barely registered his own steps as the dark man dragged him across the floor with a firm grip around his throat. Dragged backwards, his feet quickly gave in under him, but it didn’t matter. His rival easily carried him along. Upon reaching the wooden cross, he felt the harsh impact of wood crashing with his back. It knocked the air out of his lunges. Overpowering him with ease, the dark man began to wrap the leather straps around each of his feet, then each of his hands, tightening them, painfully.

John gritted his teeth. It all happened so swiftly. Before he properly understood what was going on, he found himself tied to the wooden cross with his arms and legs spread out. It was impossible to try to tug upon his restraints; so tight they were. In the midst of his confusion, he searched for Sarina, but only found three rows of shredded black abs. The stranger was blocking his sight, staring down at him and the way he hung. He heard a scoff and was about to raise his gaze to look up at him. Only, he didn’t quite dare.

“It’s good of you to bring your wife here. Now you get to watch her swallow my fat cock like the good, little, white slut she is. Do you wanna see my cock on her face, bitch?”

Sarina gasped again, a little louder. When the dark man moved out of the way, allowing him to set his hazy gaze on his wife, he found that she wasn’t looking at him. Dreamily, her eyes were set on the tall, dark man with the rock-solid abs. He glared at her, viciously, trying to force her gaze to him. Force her eyes into that of a worried, caring wife. It didn’t work. It hadn’t even begun, and already he was utterly invisible to her. Like he wasn’t in the room.

A buzzing sound came from a little speaker, subtly hung on the ceiling near a corner. Soon, the sleazy clerk spoke up. “Bzzt-.. Remember, your safeword is orange. I repeat, your safeword is orange. Enjoy the session.”, the voice said, and the noise died down. For a moment, John forgot he had a safeword. For a moment, it all felt so real. When he looked up, he saw the dark man approach Sarina, slowly, with patience and a little smirk.

“You don’t look like someone who’ll be screaming orange, do you, slut? I wager you’re the type who’ll scream for more. My name is Jamal, but you can call me Master. Understood?”

With parted lips, he left Sarina completely speechless. When he was done talking, she could only muster up a quick nod. Her bright eyes were glued to his firm features. She didn’t see the dark pair of hands that latched onto the green-tinted, busty tank top she wore. With a simple, firm yank, the powerful figure yanked her big tits right out of her shirt. Yelping, she tried to hide her bouncing breasts from view with the help of a forearm. He quickly grabbed her wrist, then her other arm, pulling them both up to catch a good look at her naked bosom.

On the wooden cross, John twitched. His wrists desperately fought the tight straps, trying to pull free, as he saw her pale breasts slip out of her shirt with a plop, wobbling around on her smooth chest like stirred dough. Struggling against the restraints began to hurt. Soon, he realized just how helplessly trapped he was. His hands wouldn’t budge an inch. All he could do was look on in terror as the dark man - Jamal - curled his fingers around both of her wrists and dropped his free hand down to cup a naked breast. Sarina, with her chest bare, and her arms in the air, bit her bottom-lip, then gave a quick scream as he smacked it.

For a employee, probably fucking white wives for eight hours a day, five days a week, Jamal certainly was impatient. With a quick kick, the black bull swept her feet away from under his wife, lowering her to the floor. Sarina couldn’t keep up, the aggressive manhandling leaving her to resemble something akin to a dead sack of potatoes. As her knees touched the floor, she only shot him a wide-eyed stare of surprise and anticipation. Keeping a hold of her hands, pinning them over the top of her head, Jamal hooked a thumb into his boxers and began tugging it down. Her big eyes dropped, staring straight at the bulging package barely an inch away. John, with his own wide eyes firmly locked at his wife, saw how the stranger glanced his way. With a simple command, the black man released Sarina.

“Pull them down, slut. Unwrap your present.”

Collapsing on all fours, Sarina was breathing like a bitch in heat. Her head, submissively bowed before the great, big bulge, carefully cocked back a bit to look up at the dark bull while her hands left the floor. Slowly, she hooked her fingers into his underwear. John, on the cross, wanted to look away, close his eyes. Powerful temptation ensured that his gaze never left the adulterous couple. Not even as Sarina, shivering with excitement, tugged the black-coloured briefs down his thighs until a fat, swollen beast of a black cock sprung free from the boxershorts, smacking his wife so firmly in the face that she flinched and cowered.

In times past, when John and Sarina lived in their old house, perched up on the top of a little hill, surrounded by their middle-class neighbors, the local plumber was black. In times past, a recurring joke circled around his group of friends. Don’t let the plumber in when your wife is home alone, they’d say to each other, flashing teasing smiles. He’s black, so your wife won’t be able to resist him. Can’t expect them to stay away from cocks that huge, ey?

Back then, it was a joke. Something to snicker at while their wives gathered a little further away to gossip about who knows what. Now, here in this little room, surrounded by darkness and trapped to a cross, John finally realized there was merit to their jokes of old. Jamal was a big man in every sense of the word, but below the belt, he was enormous. Where it lay upon the face of his wife, like a lazy predator resting upon tamed prey, it looked like it was as thick as her wrist. Dark, with a pink, bulbous head, covered in prominent veins.

It took his wife by surprise too. Sarina, recovering from the sudden dickslap, stared crosseyed up at the monstrosity upon her face, blankly. John, sensing his jealousy brew up to new dimensions, knew it was the biggest one she had ever laid eyes on. Not the sort of woman to look at visual porn, Sarina had been stuck with his thing for so many years. In comparison to the virile, throbbing length on her face, John thought his own resembled little more than a meager nub, unfit to be put in the same category as this massive beast.

For a moment, Jamal simply kept his cock on the stunned wife, boasting his superior masculinity, bathing her in the scent of his dick. Sarina, driven completely passive by his dominance, sat still on the floor until a black hand roughly latched onto her hair. With a gasp of surprise, she hurriedly looked up, and found Jamal pointing right at John.

“Now go unwrap his, slut. Let’s see what he has.”

John parted his lips. Sarina, hesitating, bit her bottom-lip and fell on all fours. Slowly, she started crawling for the cross. She only picked up the pace when Jamal, with a firm kick to her swaying bottom, hurried her along, desperately crawling over. Not once did she look up at John, where he hung in his restraints. Not even as her hands deftly reached for his zipper to pull it down. A slim hand slipped into the warm confines of his pants. Shuddering as he felt her gentle fingers embrace his flaccid manhood, he tensed against the wood of the pole behind him. For a moment, he considered objecting. The last thing he wanted was for his meek length to be put on display next to Jamal. But her caring touch felt so good.

He didn’t speak up. Not as Jamal, lurking behind Sarina with a predatory gaze, came up to catch a glance. Not as Sarina, pulling out what probably looked like a short, skinny dicklet, dropped it and spun on all fours to face her incoming lover, obediently. All he did was drop his gaze to the floor as his face flushed with blood, radiating heat throughout the room. His wife might as well have taken off his pants, bent him over and spread his buttcheeks. Never before had he felt so naked. The powerful presence of the bull crept closer. Jamal stepped all the way up to Sarina, who gawked up at his swinging member. She was between them now, stuck between a pair of dicks, the meat on a masculine sandwich.

When he heard Jamal scoff, he dared a quick look up. He was staring at him, at his crotch, at the little cock that hung free from the prison of his pants. Immediately, John felt himself blush up even further, gluing his gaze to the smooth, clean floor. In the corner of an eye, he could still see how Jamal placed a heavy hand on the top of Sarina’s head.

“I’ll let you decide for yourself. Take a good look, then pick which cock you wanna suck on, slut. Don’t worry-.. If you pick his, I’ll still let you suck on mine.”


























Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Her chest was heaving up and down at a rapid pace. Soft eyes were staring up at Jamal as he spoke. They never left him. Not even for a second. John, grimacing, felt like a rock slid down his throat and landed in the depths of his tummy with a hefty thud. A part of him desperately wished she hadn’t been given a choice. If she hadn’t, Sarina wouldn’t have the opportunity to emasculate him. Now that she had the choice to pleasure them both, John knew it would hurt that much more when she made the inevitable choice.

Jamal didn’t wait for her response. Instead, he took a couple of steps closer, pressing Sarina further up between the two men. His hand found his own cock, hoisting it up, positioning it right next to his white, little willy. Cocking an eyebrow, he looked down at Sarina, expectantly, giving the fat anaconda in the palm of his hand a gentle shake. Jamal dwarfed him. It wasn’t even comparable. He was so much bigger, John doubted Sarina would ever feel him again.

Her reaction was like a knife to the belly. Splitting her lips, her lustful gaze only touched his little member for a brief moment, then locked upon the black adder. She was upon him quickly, planting a hefty kiss straight on the side of the dark beast. Eagerly, she marked the dick pink with her lips, leaving stains of gloss on the thick, veiny shaft. Kissing her way across the whole length of the cock, she didn’t stop until her lips touched the bulbous head. With a grunt, Jamal turned away from John. Turned to face her. Only her.

John could only watch as the stranger pulled the swelling prick across the soft lips of his wife, then aimed it, held it steady, tried to squeeze between the plush kissers. Hungry eyes trailed across his muscular frame as she obediently parted her lips to let him in. With a gentle buck of his hips, he thrusted into her mouth. She twitched with surprise, taken a little back by his confidence, his determination. Black cock stuffed her mouth to the brim, bulging her cheeks out a bit. He was so large that she could barely take him, but she did her best, pressing herself forward in order to swallow inch after inch of musky, dark dick.

It slid deeper, across her tongue. John saw how her lips stretched to accommodate for the massive girth, saw how the length slowly disappeared down her throat. She was on her knees, squishing her thighs together, resting her bottom on the back of her ankles. Her head was cocked back to allow him to drive his dick down her throat. When well over half of of the large member passed her lips, his wife plastered her hands on his tree trunk thighs. It was too much for her. She couldn’t take it all. When she blew him, she never had that problem.

When he pulled out, she gagged, bowing her head. A trace of salvia connected the black member to her lips, hanging casually between them. Swallowing a few times, she steadied herself and brushed loose strands of hair behind her ears. His hand found the back of her head, quickly, pulling her closer. His massive pride stood erect, pointing at the blonde, kneeling woman on the floor, threateningly. Meekly, she stuck her tongue out and gave the pink tip a couple of quick licks, ushering a puff of hot air out at him. Pursing her lips, she began planting kisses across the swollen member, leaving the thick cock painted with pink lips from tip to base, like she was worshipping it, lovingly. Smooching her way down the belly of the black beast, his wife was about to leave the fat shaft for the huge, leathery pair of balls that hung between his legs just as Jamal yanked her back by the hair, growling down at her.

“If you wanna kiss my balls, slut-..”, he sneered, looking up at John, who couldn’t help but cringe under the sharp stare. “You’ll have to give his balls a clap.”

There was a pause, a long-drawn silence. John, squinting down at Sarina, stood quiet as the realization dawned upon him. Widening his eyes, he began to shake his head down at Sarina, back and forth in a panicky motion. “No, Sarina-.. Nonono-..”

She interrupted him. Threw her hand sideways so that her closed fist smacked him straight between the legs. Gasping for air, it felt like his balls shot up into his stomach. A sickly feeling spread through his frame. Without a care in the world, she had punched him right in the balls. Falling forward, supported only by the straps, John heaved for his breath.

Sarina didn’t pay him further attention. Through his teary, hazy gaze, John saw how she leaped under the fat, black cock. Pressed her lips harshly against the churning nutsack, full of dark, untrimmed pubes. It was as if she was oblivious to the untamed hair coating his nuts like a soft layer, pecking away at the musky nuts with wild and careless passion. Like a little whore, she crawled up between his legs and took a ball between her lips. Her cheeks went hollow as she suckled on the nut, staring up at the straight cock hovering over her.

John blinked tears out of his eyes, desperately trying to regain his breath. There was a constant, painful pounding in his crotch that simply wouldn’t go away. Through the pain, he caught on to the slurping sounds his wife made as she sat there, underneath her new lover. He felt the powerful gaze of the bull upon him, but didn’t dare to look up and meet his gaze. So quick she was to inflict such pain upon him. Just to suck on a pair of big, black nuts. Lowering his head, John glared down at Sarina while she gobbled up his hairy rocks.

Jamal, taking a few steps back, revealed Sarina. She stared after him as if he just took away her candy, pouting up at him, unhappily. Her pout was met with a poke of his cock, nudging the tip of his dick against her lips. He slid in with ease when she accepted him. She glued her lips to the fat shaft and quickly began bobbing her head up and down, tracing the painted, velvet kissers across the beast. Deftly, she blew him, sucked the fat cock like John had never seen her suck cock before. In this room, it looked like she was born to do it.

Grunting, the big, black bull put his hands on the back of her head and pulled her further down on his massive pride, splitting her lips on the thick dick. There was a gag, a meek whimper and a twitch, but Sarina held herself down, forced the sheer length deeper and deeper down her throat until it seemed to come to a natural stop. With cock lodged against the back of her throat, John caught a glimpse of watery eyes.

When Jamal withdrew, she heaved for her breath, panting heavily as tendrils of drool hung from her mouth, uniting her with his dick. The tip of his cock slipped out of her sealed lips with an audible plop. Blinking, she flashed Jamal a naughty grin and wiped away one of the  tendrils from her chin, like a cockhungry, naughty pornstar. His wife. Never before had he seen her this way. It was as if Jamal, the muscular hunk, gave her back ten years of her life. Made her feel young, like a dainty, bubbly bimbo skipping around on campus grounds.

Turning on his heels, facing away from John, Jamal patted the side of his hip and flicked his fingers, pointing down at the floor behind him. Wordlessly, Sarina obeyed, crawling into place, on all fours behind him. For a moment, John didn’t understand what was about to happen. He didn’t understand why Jamal grabbed his wife by the hair, put a hand on his muscular buttock and pulled it a little to the side. It wasn’t until Sarina, with a gasp, flew head-first between his firm asscheeks that he realized what she was going to do.

She was going to lick his ass.

No. No. No. Don’t do it. Pulling upon the restraints, he tested his bonds with panic. They sat as tightly as ever, clutching him to the wooden cross. With horror, he watched as the pale, flawless face disappeared up between the black buttocks until there was nothing left of her but a head of puffy, blonde hair. Jamal engulfed her entire face with his butt, holding her in place with the powerful muscles in his rear-end. Flustered like never before, John let his jaw drop and stared at the sight, blankly. Sarina, who would flash him a grimace if he tried to kiss her after going down on her, was on the floor, lapping at the ass of a stranger.

His attentive ears caught on to the sound of a wet smooch. It made him shudder. His wife was kissing a butthole. Once more, he sensed Jamal looking his way. John, no doubt with a stark red face, resisted the temptation to meet his gaze. He couldn’t look him in the eye. Not now, that he had his wife’s tongue up halfway up his ass. She was slurping between the black cheeks, pushing her face between the buttocks, shaking her head back and forth like she was trying to please him with her face. Barely audible, a series of moans escaped the lips of his wife, muffled by black bum. Ushering a shaky breath, John felt his cock stirr.

Suddenly, Jamal withdrew her from his ass and threw her to the floor. Yelping, she softened her landing with her arms, looking up at him from below, attentively. With his deep, husky voice, the large man squatted by her side and spoke, with a nasty smile.

“If the little slut wants to get fucked, she’s going to kiss her bitch right on the lips.”

Gasping, John glanced between Sarina and Jamal, wildly. His wife only pouted her lips, nodded her head a bit, then crawled up on all fours before she found her feet. When John held his head down, the blonde woman was as tall as he was when she rose. Her teeth sunk into her bottom-lip. Staring at him thoughtfully, she took a step closer, then another. For a moment, John tried to back up, forgetting about the cross that held him in place. Stretching a hand out for him, his wife slipped even closer. When she was within an inch of him, John swore he could smell the butt on her breath. He shook his head at her. Flashing him a sultry smile, she nodded in return, then pouted her lips. Pressing the back of his head against the cross, he tilted his head back and forth, attempting to escape. She refused to let him, softly placing both hands on each of his cheeks, caressing them lovingly, holding him in place. Her lips sought his and as she found them, she grazed them, gently, then mashed their lips together, muffling his weak objections. Fresh from the ass, her lips touched his with a passion she’d never shown him before, sneaking her tongue inside his mouth.

When she withdrew, she gave him a warm smile. Like the smiles new wives send their beloved husbands on the first day of their honeymoon. Suddenly, Jamal grabbed her by the arm and tugged her backwards. He watched her disappear into his strong grasp. Without a word, the big bull led her past the cross. It wasn’t until he heard the door come open that Jamal spoke, clearly standing in the doorway behind him. He was addressing her.

“I’m going to fuck you in a new room. This loser doesn’t deserve to watch. Don’t worry, you can come back and untie him when we’re done.”

When the door shut, his deep voice died out. Perking his ears, John spent the next few hours hanging on the cross, desperately trying to hear the moans of his wife and the grunts of her new Master. In what felt like half a lifetime, he never heard the slightest sound.








Epilogue

◆◆◆

There was a knock on the door. John, stacking the dishwasher with dirty plates, stood up and glanced at the door. Whoever was on the other side began pounding on the doorframe and did not seem to stop. Huffing, John offered the door a glare and dragged his feet through the kitchen, through the hallway, all the way up to the entrance. Bracing himself, he took a deep breath and sought to unlock the door, then push it open for the visitor.

In the doorway, stood a tall, dark-skinned man full of hulking muscle. Jamal wore a simple set of worn-down, loose jeans and a tight, sleeveless shirt, glued to his rows of rock-solid abs. Before John had a chance to greet him, the big man pushed his way past him and casually entered the house, making his way for the stairs. Coming to a stop on the bottom, he eyed the upper-floor for a moment, then spoke up with his bouldering voice.

“Get your ass down here! We’re about to be late!”

Upon the top of the staircase, Sarina appeared, slipping into view just a moment after Jamal roared up at her. Beaming down at him, she darted down the stairs. Her white skirt, free of wrinkles and stains, barely covered up her bottom. John gawked at her as she ran past him, hurling herself at Jamal, right into his open arms. Giving him a quick hug, she took him by the hand, then hurried for the doorway, grabbing her purse on the way out. Just when they were about to disappear out of the doorway, Jamal muttered, indifferently.

“Don’t wait up. We’ll be late.”

John muttered a weak, “Yes.”, though Jamal slammed the door shut on him before he had a chance to hear it. Emitting a long-drawn sigh, John walked into the kitchen. Leaning on the counter, he stared at the couple, hurrying for their car. It was Friday night, and he wanted Sarina to stay home with him on Fridays. It used to be their favourite day of the week. They’d make a good dinner, sit down on the couch and find a nice movie. He huffed again.

Now, their days were the days when Jamal was occupied, stuck at work or just simply didn’t want his wife’s company. That was their days now. Outside, Jamal held the door open for Sarina, who struggled momentarily to get in. John couldn’t help but wonder how long his wife would be comfortable running around in such short skirts. Was she not ashamed at how the little skirt left her ass hanging out like a slut? When she was just about to be a mommy?

The End
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

She was such a tease. Christian felt his heart pound in his chest. Felt his pulse race. His eager finger barely dared to swipe right on the screen of his phone. Stalling, he let the sensation flow through him. It felt like Christmas morning, waiting to open all the packages under the lit tree. Three new photos, she sent him. They had arrived on his phone much earlier that morning but he had reasons to save them. Now was the time.

He swiped down. What met him was the sight of a fully-dressed Alyssa, pouting at the camera underneath an oversized pair of dark, feminine sunglasses. Soft lips painted a bright pink beamed at him. It took him some time to notice her ample cleavage, trapped inside a white-tinted, tight, sleeveless tank top. It took him even longer to realize how voluptuously curved her hips were, draped in a tight set of dark sweatpants with white stripes.

It was her lips he saw first.

With patience, he eyed the first photo for some time. He adored the sight of her. Her eyebrows held such a high arch, they were visible over the grand sunglasses. In the gap between her trousers and her top was a cute, little, pierced belly button. Solariums were probably a frequent part of her life. He had never expected her to be so tan.

He swiped down. Wide-eyed, he quickly hid his phone in his lap and looked up at the quiet street where the bench upon which he sat stood. Checking that the coast was clear, he dared to raise his phone, taking in the picture while his jaw dropped. Alyssa held her phone over her face. Most of the top of the photo was blurry. Even her cleavage was faint, the massive breasts contained in a similar tank top, albeit this one was black as night.

It must’ve been snapped after a session in the gym. Christian saw beads of sweat on her skin. He saw a lot of skin. Her pants were dark with white stripes, only the long trousers was replaced with short shorts. It didn’t seem like Alyssa thought they were short enough. Pulled up to the point where the shorts resembled nothing but a narrow, black line across her hips, she put a whole buttock on display. She stood sideways, only showing him her hip.

It was enough for Christian. In this pose, with her shorts pulled so far up, he could see the entirety of her thighs. They were thick, creamy and bronze. With a hand on her waist, the whole stance looked a little cocky. He loved it. He’d have been happy with these. But Alyssa had decided to be generous. He knew there was a third one. Just beneath the one upon which he was looking. When he went to swipe, his finger was quivering. Excitement built.

Nearly dropping his phone, Christian caught himself gasping. It was not a picture but a video. A very raunchy video. What felt like adrenaline shot through him. Girls didn’t pay attention to him. Girls absolutely didn’t send him photos. This was out of the world. It only lasted about twenty seconds, though to Christian, it was the hottest twenty seconds of his life. It was unfathomable. Not only had she taped herself this way. She did it for him.

Bronze booty filled his screen. Cleverly, she shot the video in such a way that her face was never revealed. Alyssa was in a locker room, surrounded by red closets. Facing away from the camera, he couldn’t see her cleavage this time. Only the back of a snug, black training bra. What he could see however, was her butt. Wearing a pair of grey panties that so neatly slipped between her large, round buttcheeks, she shook her ass for him. For him. She did it with a gentle movement, a simple shake that made the big rear quake.

Christian could barely believe his eyes. Awkward around women since the day he set foot in a schoolyard, he had vague ideas about what women sent to the men they liked. Porn never felt real. All the women he would look at online, whether they were amateurs or professionals, never felt real. Never would he have expected to receive such a video from a woman he did not have to pay. From a woman who did it with him in mind.

Someone was coming. Screaming inside, he hesitantly put his phone away. Even as the person, a tall blonde wielding a massive fake fur, strolled past him, he let the device lay in his pocket. The image was branded into his mind. He saw that bronze-tinted butt, so full, round and juicy, wobble. No longer was she a meager fantasy. Now, she was real. Standing up from the bench, he put his hands in his pockets and wandered over for the train tracks.





Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Fifteen minutes left. Christian could barely stand still. It was a cold day, an afternoon in late November. Trees had lost most of their leaves and frost latched onto the earth in the dark hours of night. He had to prevent himself from jumping up and down with joy as the platform under the towering yellow building of the train station was quickly filling up with people, awaiting the incoming train. Perhaps they were waiting for their girlfriends too.

There was a stranger next to him, a sturdy-looking man in a grey hoodie and a dark jacket with the handle of a baby wagon between his hands. The fresh father was probably waiting for his girlfriend too. For the first time in his life, he felt like he could relate. It filled him with an unspeakable sense of pride. Suddenly, he wanted to be seen. Wanted the man by his side to ask him who he was waiting for. If he did, he’d proudly say, “My girlfriend!”

In the distance, he heard a loud horn as the incoming train prepared the station for it’s arrival. The station itself sounded the bell and, flipped the light red, letting the people present know that crossing the tracks now was a bad idea. Whenever something exciting was about to happen, Christian felt like screaming his lungs empty. He’d make an awkward noise, the sound of childish joy that simply slipped from his lips. In the presence of so many people, he needed to control himself. The last thing he wanted now, was dozens of strange looks.

His mind was racing. His heart was on fire. Suddenly, he didn’t know what to do with his hands. They came in and out of his pockets, dropped down his thighs, formed across his chest. When the front of the passenger train came upon view, he began to shiver. Adrenaline rushed through him. For a moment, he left like he should run. Hide away behind one of the many cars in the parking lot. Watch her appear from afar. It felt like a good idea, the right choice to make. It would give him time to prepare. Prepare to meet her.

In a moment of ultimate bravery, he stood his ground. Packing his hands firmly into his pockets, he straightened, puffed his chest out and forced himself to keep his head up. When he heard the train break, saw how it pulled up on the rails in front of him, he wanted nothing more but to spin on his heels and dart away. Like a little mouse who desperately needed to hide from the dangerous cat. His love for her, the longing to see her, trumped it all.

Hundreds of people were visible through the large train windows. He took a deep breath and held it. She was amongst them. He hadn’t seen her. But he knew she was. When the electronic doors came open, he felt like a knight about to face off with a fierce dragon who spewed vicious fire with teeth like sharp blades. If there was a dragon nearby, with it’s hateful sight set on Alyssa, intent on burning her to a black crisp, he had no doubt he would have grabbed the nearest twig and cast himself at it with the roar of a wild beast.

It wouldn’t be the first time. In the online game, where they met, he had done so many times before. Hurled himself at her enemies in reckless defense of his princess. A small crowd came out of the carriage that stopped right in front of him. His face went warm. Three men, all balding with five o’clock shades on their chins, squeezed their way out first. Streams of people erupted from all the carriages but he figured he’d wait for her right in the middle. He was standing by the parking lot. It was impossible to miss him.

Hoisting himself up on the tip of his toes, he looked on in terror as the little crowd left the train. Catching a glimpse of a top of dark hair, his heart stopped for a moment. It fell into his stomach when a woman, not at all Alyssa, appeared from behind a tall man. Putting her bag on the floor, she lit herself a cigarette, oblivious to him. Sighing, he stared at the empty carriage, then glanced to his left, then the right. Eyeing the crowded platform, a touch of unease built up inside of him. She was nowhere to be seen. Nowhere at all.

Biting his lip, he fetched his phone from his pocket. No new messages. If she hadn’t catched the train in time, she’d surely let him know. Clicking his tongue against the roof of his mouth, he pondered, then put the phone away and started marching down the platform, casting glances back and forth. Never before had he seen her in real life. Perhaps she looked a little different. Maybe she was here. He just didn’t recognize her.

Pushing his way past travellers, his eyes flew to and fro, wildly. Dark hair with blonde extensions. That is what he was looking for. What he needed to see. When he finally reached the end of the platform, he still hadn’t seen a glimpse of it. Turning around, he saw that the asphalt floor was beginning to empty. Where he stood a moment earlier, a man in a grey hoodie and a dark jacket was embracing a blonde woman with hair down to her waist. It was a hug full of passion. They clutched each other like it was their last time.

Panic. Terror. Now, the loving couple was the only ones left on the platform. Even they, finishing their long-drawn hug, began making their way for the parking lot. After awkwardly staring at Christian for some time, the conductor of the train waved the green flag and entered a carriage. Steam blew from the train. It was about to take off. Tears were welling up in his eyes. But he wouldn’t accept it. Darting down the platform, he continued his search.

















Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Christian sat down in his chair. He sat there for twenty minutes, staring blankly at the black screen of his computer. He didn’t know what to do. Didn’t feel like doing anything. So he simply sat, consumed by his thoughts. It was freezing in his room. He was already frozen so he didn’t care. Two hours ago, he ran around on the platform. Looking. Searching. If there was the smallest chance that she had left the train, missed him by chance and ventured out of sight in an attempt to find him, he would not have left. But he had looked. Everywhere.

He had waited for so long that he could barely move his fingers. Sat down upon a bench outside of the station. Pinned in place by hope. Hope that she would suddenly arrive, walk up behind him, apologize for strolling past him, wrap her arms around him in a loving hug. It took him well over an hour to accept that she was not going to show. When his bottom left the bench, he half-heartedly dragged his feet home, trying to muffle his sobs.

He cried all the way home. Cried when he entered his house. Cried when he ran upstairs, careful to dodge whoever might be home. Cried when he dropped into his chair. When he ran out of tears, he no longer knew what he felt. Only that he felt so empty. So void of hope, happiness and joy. It wasn’t until he got up from his chair, heading downstairs to grab himself a can of mountain dew, that he realized there was still something he could do.

Sprinting back up, he threw the door open and hurled himself into his chair. His finger couldn’t press the power button on his computer quickly enough. While it booted up, he impatiently tapped his digits on the keyboard. He entered his chatting program before his machine had the chance to load properly. It froze. Christian groaned. When it finally functioned properly, he hurried to scroll through his ample list of contacts.

Tyr was online, evident by the little green dot on his profile picture. He could only hope that Tyr was in fact at his computer and, not occupied elsewhere. If he was currently playing a game, he might not notice his message. Christian needed him to answer straight away. It took him a moment to build up the courage to type his message. He wasn’t entirely sure if he wanted to hear his answer. It was the only hope he had left. What if Tyr didn’t know?

“Hi. You here?”

Tyr is typing…

He closed his eyes. When he heard the ding from his speakers, the sign of the newly arrived message, he stalled. Kept his eyes shut. Didn’t dare to look. Until he couldn’t take it.

“I am, man. What’s up?”

“Have you heard from Alyssa? Do you know where she is?”

“How would I know?”

“She was meant to visit me today. She never came.”

“That sucks, man.”

“Have you heard from her?”

“Try texting her, why don’t you?”

Try texting her. He hadn’t even considered the possibility. In truth, he was far too worried for the answer he might receive if he tried. What if she had changed her mind at the last minute and, decided she wasn’t interested in meeting him after all? If she missed her train, she would’ve said something. If she missed the right station, she would’ve said something. She knew he’d be there, waiting for her. So the only logical reason for her absence was absolutely terrifying. She didn’t want to come see him. She was breaking up with him.

Tyr is typing…

How could she break up with him when she hadn’t even met him? How could she have stayed with him for two whole years, through thick and thin, only to decide that they are not such a good match on the very same day they finally get to see each other in the flesh? Did she not wish to touch him, like she always told him she did? Was it all a little game? Was he her toy, meant to provide her with copious amounts of virtual currency in exchange for a few, subtle pictures of her tits? It all felt so real. For so very long.

“I can’t play later, Chris. I’m busy today.”

“That’s okay.”

Scoffing, he read over his reply. That’s okay. Why on earth would Tyr think he was interested in playing a game with him now? His whole weekend was destined for one thing and one thing only; spending time with her. His gaze found his phone on the desk by his side. She was only a text away. If she’d even answer him at all. Perhaps she was going to ignore him and their earlier conversation would be the last he ever heard from her? He didn’t want to consider the possibility. So he drove the thought away. And typed to his friend.

“Can you try to get a hold of her for me?”

“If you can’t, what makes you think I can, Chris?”

“You live in the same city. You even have her on Facebook.”

“Do you want me to knock on her door?”

Christian didn’t think that was such a terrible idea. Tyr could go to her house, knock on the door, hide in a bush and see if she was the one to open up. He’d feel much better if he knew she wasn’t stuck on a train station somewhere with a phone void of battery.

“Do you know her address?”

“Haha. Shut up.”

“Fine. What if -you- text her?”

“It’s your girlfriend, mate.”

His girlfriend. Highlight of his day. Jewel of his miserable life. If anyone could motivate him to sit through a long day of depressing classes at the University, it was her. When his eyelids slid up on freezing, grey mornings, he got out of bed so he could greet her a good morning. He had looked forward to this day for months. Ever since she ordered the train ticket online while she eagerly went on about all the things they simply had to do together. What stuck with him, all those months, was how she kept saying, she was going to make him a man.











Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Scrolling through his list of friends, he found Alyssa. Displayed as offline. He hadn’t expected anything else. His phone became more and more appealing. A little voice in the back of his head kept telling him she was but a text away. The truth was but a text away. He didn’t know if he dared to face the truth. But the desire to know made him grab his phone. He got up from the computer, left it on and went over to his bed. Collapsing on the mattress, he typed in his password, flipped through his contacts and found her. Alyssa, and her number.

He was a click away from hearing her voice. If she’d even talk to him. She drove him wild with her absence. He had to find out why she wasn’t there with him. Cuddling up against him under his duvet, two cups of steamy coffee on the bedside table with a movie playing on the flatscreen in the corner. He tried to press her name. He couldn’t. Sucking in a deep breath, he tried again. He still couldn’t. In a moment of sheer and utter desperation, after minutes of hesitation, he did it. When her number came up, his heart skipped a beat. It rang once. He couldn’t bear the sound of the ringing. Wide-eyed and terrified, he quickly cancelled the call.

Whimpering, he threw his phone away. When it hit the mattress, it bounced a few feet away from him. He wanted to scream, yank his hair, punch the television and hurl his computer out of the window. If only she’d tell him why. It was all he needed to hear. Some sort of reason.

Closing his eyes, he let his thoughts embrace him. Living a lonely life, Alyssa had been his diamond in the mud. He didn’t know what to do without her. Couldn’t envision a future where she was not a part of his daily life. Tyr was his only real friend. When they fell out of each other’s favour, which they did on a regular basis, Alyssa was the only one left. Who was going to patch up their friendship now, if she was no longer a part of their lives?

Alyssa knew Tyr too. She called him Jacob, as was his real name. Together, they made up a trio of close friends, united by their fellow passion for something as simple as a game. A group of brave adventurers, exploring digital world after digital world, escaping with each other from the stress of their daily lives. Alyssa came first. In the beginning, they ventured off on their own fantasy adventures. When Tyr came around, they hit it off so well that Christian could not protest when his girlfriend invited her newfound friend along. Two became three.

Exhausted, he let his heavy lids slide open. His gaze searched for his phone. A part of him still desperately needed to call her. When his fingers curled around the little device, it felt like it was crafted out of stone. It resisted his touch. In the back of his head, two voices battled for victory. One of them, trying to deter him, reminded him how he would only find sadness and rejection if he attempted to call her. When the black screen finally hovered over his face, that voice sounded like the voice of reason. He didn’t try to call her. Instead, he opened up their chat. Perhaps she had sent him a message? Perhaps he just hadn’t been notified?

This picture has been removed.

This picture has been removed.

This picture has been removed.

Parting his lips, he scouted the chat with panic. They were gone, all three of them, evaporated from the dark layout of the chat without a trace. His heart started beating as he scrolled. Up, up, up until he found messages from the last month. She had entered the chat, gone through the process of taking them down. And she hadn’t said a word.

Blinking back tears, he let his phone drop. Painfully, the corner hit his chest with a bit of a sharp thud but he brushed it off. His ribcage was heaving up and down. His breath picked up quickly. Thoughts swirled around in his mind, galloping in circles like a pack of stray, wild horses. There was a final glimt of hope left, a tiny gap of light in the darkness. She was angry at him. She could’ve gotten off at the wrong station, looked for him, thought that he stood her up. That is why she deleted the pictures. She thought he didn’t show up for her.

It was a comforting thought. It soothed his terror. Keeping his eyes shut, he focused on his breath, drawing air deep into his tummy. Maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe she’d realize that she was the one who made a mistake. She’d call him up then, apologize profusely and this would all pass like a bad dream. In the cover of night, she’d step out from her carriage and run laughing into his open arms. They’d embrace, warmly, like a couple.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Bzzzt. Bzzzt. Bzzzt.

He woke up with a gasp. There was a noise in his room. He couldn’t quite place it. In his dazed state, he looked around for a moment through half-shut eyes. His gaze was cloudy and his head was full of dust. For a moment, he couldn’t tell up from down. It took him several seconds to notice the beaming, white screen on his phone. The little device was vibrating on the mattress by his side. On the top of the screen, it read, “Hidden Number.”

Squeezing his eyes a few times, he reached out for the phone. Picking it up, he looked at the screen for a while. He wasn’t going to answer - he never answered secret callers - until the events of the day slowly started coming back to him. If the call wasn’t important, they’d have hung up by now. It kept ringing in the palm of his hand. With a shaky finger, he struggled to swipe left. When the count of the call began, he held it to his ear with uncertainty.

“He-.. Hello?”

There was no response. In the background, he thought he heard something. If he had to guess, he’d have called it a faint, little giggle. Suddenly, whoever was on the other line hung up. He was met with an even deeper silence. Prank calls were rare as Christian didn’t really have any friends to prank him. Even Tyr didn’t have his number. Only Alyssa did.

Alyssa. Could it have been her? But why on earth would she call him and then hang up without a word? Was she afraid of speaking to him? Bzzzt. His phone vibrated once. Suddenly, he felt so very cold. If she called him to break up but didn’t dare when she heard his voice, maybe she’d text it instead? He no longer wanted to look at his phone, fearing what he might see if he chose to dig too deep. Maybe he should let it lie, be done with it?

Resisting the temptation to look proved futile. Shivering as if his bed was made from sheer ice, he slowly brought the phone up on view. No new messages. Unease crept up his spine when he realized he hadn’t been a text. For that could only mean one thing. Hesitantly, he clicked his chat, then hurried to cover his eyes. Through the small gap between his middle- and ring finger, he warily eyed the screen. He caught a glimpse of a red dot, alerting him of a new, unread message. Gritting his teeth, he dared to look.

Tyr has sent you a new message.

What came out between his lips was the relief of a day’s worth of pent-up anxiety. He had been so certain that he would find a message from Alyssa. So certain that when he opened up the chat, he’d find her quick and to-the-point break up message where she told him she had changed her mind, wasn’t interested anymore, that she had found someone else.

Clicking himself into the chat with his best friend, he stood up, walked over to his desk, cracked open his can of mountain dew and took a sip. When he saw the message, he spit the yellow liquid all over the black surface of his desk. It took him a couple of seconds to comprehend what was currently taking up the screen of his phone. In his reasonable mind, he could only make it out to be a fat, veiny finger. Or maybe a sausage. Logic prevented him from thinking the obvious. Why on earth would Tyr send him a picture of his dick?

Squinting, he couldn’t help but stare at it. Fat, thick and erect, the cock took up the whole frame of the screen. Before he realized that it was all a joke, a dirty picture found online, probably accompanied by some sort of hilarious caption, a pang of jealousy struck him. If the modest size of his own cock wasn’t such a sore subject, he probably wouldn’t have dwelled on the picture of what looked like a monstrous member, the type one only sees in porn.

Just as he was about to close the picture, he paused. He found something he hadn’t seen up until then. On the cock, there was a stain. Pink, sparkly and shaped like a kiss. It sat on the belly of the beast and, that was when Christian realized the picture was snapped from underneath, against the dark background of a wrinkled shirt. Taking another sip from the can full of mountain dew, he closed the picture down and was about to put the phone away.

Bzzzt. One new message.

Was Tyr seriously trying to cheer him up with porn? With pictures of cocks so large he didn’t quite want to believe that they were real? He clicked the message and the picture plopped up, filling his screen with thick manhood once more. Christian groaned in annoyance and was about to close the picture down to tell Tyr to, “Fuck off you moron.”, when he saw it. His can of mountain dew slipped out of his fingers and hit the floor with a thud, spilling all over.

It looked like the same cock, was shaped like the same cock, possessed the same veins, the same length, the same girth, the same bright pink lip stain, although from this angle, he could only see half of it. What was not at all the same, was the background. On each side of the manly meat, two bright, green eyes shone up at the camera. Sheer girth of cock hid most of the sweet face, though dark brown hair with blonde highlights cascaded down on each side of the swollen prick. Two highly arched eyebrows sat over the green eyes.

“No. No. No.”

He didn’t mean to speak but the words slipped from his lips. Lowering his phone, he didn’t want to look, didn’t want to inquire into what it meant. When his phone vibrated for a third time, shaking a little in his palm, he couldn’t resist. He didn’t take the time to write to Tyr, ask what was going on. Once again, he found himself terrified of the answer. So he simply opened the new message. The sight made him slump back into his chair.

Alyssa was on her knees between a pair of hairy, naked thighs. She was naked too, although he couldn’t see anything below her clavices. Her hair was brushed out of her face, tucked neatly behind each ear, putting the silver earring on full display. Her eyes, squinted in a confident fashion, was glued to the camera. Her nails, painted a bright pink, the same colour of her lips, softly held a fat manhood. But the worst part was her lips. They were split open by a bulbous, swollen cockhead, lodged between them like a musky lollipop.

Collapsing against the backrest, his heart began to pound like never before. His unsteady hand failed to support the phone, forced to support the device by lowering it to his chest. It was incomprehensible, a sight his mind could simply not understand, like something out of a dreadful Lovecraft horror. It was Alyssa. She was sucking cock. And it came from Tyr.

There wasn’t much time to ponder the photo. It didn’t take long before his soundless phone vibrated again. As if his fingers were not that of his own, they were led by some invisible force, made to exit the current photo and open up the new. It was burning curiosity, a force so strong that he had no choice but to click and see what else his friend sent him.

It was a new angle, snapped from the side. It starred Alyssa, on all fours, seemingly on the floor. On the right side of the photo, there stood a man, naked from top to toe. His girlfriend filled up the rest of the screen. Her eyes were closed, flashing the exaggerated, black eyelashes. Squeezing her face against his bare pelvis, her buttony nose was barely visible, mashed into a bush of black pubes. Her lips, parted wide, was the home to a thick cock, buried in her throat. Her pink lips touched his crotch and the surface of his balls. A look of mild discomfort was captured on her face, desperately trying to keep the dick down.

Blinking, he struggled to keep his tears back as the realization of what was going on finally dawned on him. He didn’t need to see the brief line of text that swiftly followed the lewd photograph like some sadistic caption. He didn’t need to see it. But he did.

“She’s a great cocksucker, man.”

Squeezing his eyes shut, he muffled a sob. His face was glowing. If he snapped a picture of himself, he’d probably look like a tomato. In his chair, he shook like the vibrating phone. It felt like an endless stream of pictures. His gaze found the window and he considered for a moment if he should simply hurl the phone to the asphalt below. But his curiosity still prevented him from discarding himself of the dark, little torture device. His phone would not stop shaking in his hand. His fingers would not stop opening the messages.

It was a video this time. Short, like a gif. He held a handful of her hair, clutching onto her with a strong, firm grip. She was staring at the camera, a dull smile upon her weary-looking face. For a moment, he didn’t understand why Tyr had sent it. She was naked, though the frame only showed her from the neck up. For five long seconds that felt like half a day, she looked at the camera, blankly. Until he smacked her across the face with such force that Alyssa fell sideways upon the mattress and clutched her cheek, glaring up at him.

Electricity shot through him. It didn’t matter that she shot the camera a coy smile a moment later. He hit her, slapped her in the face, like a bully. Gripping the armrest of his chair, he tried to snap it in half. Adrenaline pounded through him violently. He felt sick to his stomach at the sight. But between his legs, the little prick beneath his pants stirred.

Another picture. He didn’t hesitate for a second to open it. It was a portrait of Alyssa, on her knees. She was looking straight into the lense, captured with a arrogant smile on her face and the massive member lodged between her ample breasts. She was squishing the fat, creamy tits around the shaft of his cock, full of pink stains all the way from the head to the base. They were so large, so full, enveloping his length in doughy breasts so that only the very tip of his manhood stuck up like some swollen mushroom, pointing up at her face.

Another picture. He was exiting the photos, pressing the new one immediately. Her face was not what met him. Instead, her backside conquered his screen. Her brown eye, as wrinkly as a starfish, stole his attention first. It was pouting at him, a little open. Her bronze-tinted buttocks looked so soft from this angle. She was sitting on his cock, which split her lips like a massive log trying to penetrate an all too narrow tunnel. Her pink lips latched around his shaft desperately, clearly struggling to swallow the sheer girth of his cock.

Tears were streaming down his face. Precum was dribbling from the slit of his penis. He had no control over his body, over the hand that rapidly pounded against his pelvis, over the fingers that eagerly clutched his own manhood, dwarfed by the one on his phone. His cock was as swollen as it would get. Shame fiercely tried to battle with the lust he felt for Alyssa, for the woman he thought was his. For the woman who was so clearly not his.

“I’m so sorry, man. She said she’d only suck my cock if I sent you all the pictures. She keeps checking. Couldn’t help it. She’s a massive slut.”

His watery eyes trailed over the new message. It didn’t stop him from opening the next one while he viciously jerked himself off to the soundless noise of sheer and utter defeat.

Another picture. She was bent over a desk, the narrow waist highlighting the prominent width of her hips. There was a glowing handprint on her bottom, red and fresh. He was balls deep inside of her, pancaking the supple buttcheeks with his pelvis. One hand cupped her right buttock, squeezing it like dough to the point where it spilled out a bit between his fingers.

Another picture. Alyssa, on her knees, was facing away from the camera, sitting between his spread legs. In the middle of riding the fat prick, she was looking over her shoulder with a naughty grin, flashing her white teeth, happily. Her feet stuck up from his thighs, displaying toes that curved dramatically from the apparent pleasure. In the bottom of the right corner, a manly hand was held up in the frame, holding up a middle finger at the lense.

He was so close, a tremendous pressure was building up in his little balls. In desperation, he left the picture and clicked on the new one. It took some time to load and he ushered a high-pitched whine, furiously tugging the skin on his cock up and down. When the photo finally appeared on his screen, he couldn’t hold himself any longer.

“I’m sorry, mate. I don’t think you two are dating anymore. I asked her. She snatched the camera, snapped this picture and told me that this is what she thinks of you.”

What erupted on the screen was a photo of a butthole. Neat wrinkles that led to a barely open, dark gap. Her buttcheeks, visible on either side, rose around it like a pair of mountain tops. She’d aimed the camera right at the brown valley between them. Sperm shot from his little dick, splattering across his shirt while he howled in defeat. His ceaseless fapping did not stop until every last drop of his own cum stained his clothes. Pouring down his cheeks, his tears never seemed to stop. As he sat there, staring at the lewdness of the butthole that stretched across his screen, he muttered to himself through his shaky breath.

“I-.. I love you, Alyssa.”

The End






















Sarah’s Secret

Cuckold Tales

Tara Yarn

© 2018 Tara Yarn All Rights Reserved













Table of Contents -

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

















Chapter One

◆◆◆

Kerry felt like his head was about to explode. Leaning back so far that he began to worry about his back snapping, blood rushed out of his arms and shoulders. Pressing on through the pain, grinding against what might as well have been half a ton of stone, the barbell slowly started to move up. It was a slow lift. Battling with the weight for what felt like minutes, he came closer and closer to extending his arms. There was no quitting. If he got it all the way up, locked it out properly, his girlfriend would have to swallow her words.

I can press more than you, little weakling.

For a moment, his mind was blank. He did not think. He couldn’t see clearly. Shaking from head to toe, he strained against the weight until he left his right elbow straighten out. He kept struggling with the left side, which felt like it was about to collapse and give in. But there was no quitting. Defeat was not an option. Even if it killed him, he would put this bar over the top of his head. Even if he lost balance and was about to fall over, he would not stop pressing. His arm was numb, but somehow, as if driven by a greater force, he locked it out.

I can press just as much as you, bitch.

It dropped uncontrollably. It didn’t matter. He held it for a little and, that’s all that counted. It came down with such force, Kerry barely managed to stumble it into the rack. For a split second, his view darkened and he felt dizzy. Grabbing onto the steel beam of the safety rack, he heaved for his breath. Such a toll that one rep had taken on his body. Lying about how much he could press overhead was no longer an option. By all accounts, this was it.

In the background, Sarah clapped, casually. As he turned to face her, he sent her a victorious smile. Scoffing, she offered him a smile in return before she made her way for the barbell, pressing him out of the way with her presence. Prepared to happily bask in his pride, he would not let her forget about this. Exhausted, he watched her slip up to the barbell, hoist it up on the top of her chest, then deftly press it over the top of her head, effortlessly.

“I didn’t think you’d manage.”, she said, lumping the barbell back into the hooks that sat on each side of the rack. “You’re stronger than I thought you were. But watch your back.”

“Pfft.”, Kerry scoffed, following his girlfriend with his gaze. Adjusting her ponytail, she then went to load the barbell with another plate. “My back isn’t made of glass. You watch yours.”

“Fine. When you pull a muscle, don’t forget I warned you.”, she retorted, venturing over to the other side of the barbell, hoisting on another plate on that end too.

Narrowing his eyes, Kerry eyed the heavier barbell, warily. “You’re-.. You’re not going to press that are you? Isn’t-.. Isn’t that a lot?”

His girlfriend sent a glance of amusement, then shook her head with a snicker. “I’m going to squat. You can keep pressing if you want.”

Watching her take her position under the weight, driving the bar into her back, she tightened her form, braced herself, took a deep breath and heaved it up. Immediately, his gaze was drawn to her bottom. In the grey training tights she wore, every inch of her ass screamed up at him. Technically, she wore pants, though the fabric was glued to her rump like a second layer of skin. When she walked the weight out, the buttocks flexed, powerfully. When she sat down, they widened, stretching the tight leggings before she stood up, explosively.

Eyeballing her butt, his thoughts drifted. Only two days ago, they had a fight. It was a foolish argument. His girlfriend had taken it far too seriously. In bed, he had rolled over, snatched her phone out of her hands and led them into making out. Everything had been fine up until the moment when he climbed on top of her, pinned her to the sheets, leaned down and growled into her ear. “You’re getting it up the ass tonight.”

“Nope.”, was her response. Rolling out from underneath him, she got up from the bed and pointed at the door, covering her naked form with the duvet. Without an explanation, she forced him to spend the night on the couch. Baffled and almost in tears, Kerry had spent half the night pondering her reaction. She was stiff and silent the next morning, but with gentle encouragement and a submissive demeanor, he managed to pull the words out of her.

Sarah hated anal. There was no way he’d ever get anal and she’d highly prefer he never ask that of her again. With his mouth wide open, he took a moment to process the information before meekly explaining how he was just trying to play dominant with her. If she didn’t want it, he’d never suggest it again. She nodded, coldly accepted his hug and agreed that everything was fine. It still took her several hours to return to her normal, bubbly self.

When the bar slammed into the hooks on the rack, the sharp noise tore him out of his mind and back into reality. Panting heavily, Sarah collapsed on the floor with a pained expression while sweat dribbled down her forehead. “Was that ten?”, she asked, cocking an eyebrow up at him. Staring blankly down at her, Kerry pondered for a moment, then nodded, awkwardly.

Heading over for the barbell, he was just about to pull off some weight so he could get on with his set, when a familiar sight jogged over and hurried to speak up.

“Hey! Do you mind if I work in?”

Kerry gritted his teeth. It was Seth. They knew each other from high school, though Seth was no friend of his. Never before had he met such an insufferable bully. If there was a list over common stereotypical douchebag traits, Seth would certainly cross out every single one.

“Uhm-.. I’m just about to do mine.”

“No. No. It’s fine. I won’t take long.”

Dropping his gaze to the floor, he stepped back and out of the way, half-heartedly offering Seth some room. Sarah, looking up at him in bewilderment, politely got up and hurried out of the way. Looking at Sarah, Kerry shrugged his shoulders. Together, they lined up behind the new arrival and watched him in silence. Seth seemed utterly oblivious to the awkward quiet and grabbed the knurling on the barbell, hoisted it up on his chest, then pressed it up.

“One.. Two.. Three..”

Sarah was counting. Counting never occurred to Kerry. It even annoyed him a little that Sarah was helping him. Didn’t she have a problem with how he just forced himself on them and interrupted their workout? Biting his bottom-lip, he turned his gaze back to Seth.

“Seven.. Eight.. Nine..”

Parting his lips, he dropped his jaw. With ease, the muscular man pressed the barbell over the top of his head over and over again. His barpath never slowed down. It didn’t even look like there was a couple of feathers on each side of the bar. It went up frighteningly fast and came down with control. But the worst part was; he never seemed to stop.

“Thirteen.. Fourteen.. Fifteen..”

Wearing a sleeveless shirt, Seth flashed them both the sight of his bulging shoulders, flexing with each press. His frame was huge, firm and didn’t seem to carry an ounce of fat. Kerry was thin too, though Seth must’ve been twice his size. In the past, Sarah had told him she didn’t like it when, “men got too muscular.”. Looking her way, he smiled to himself.

“Twentyone.. Twentytwo.. Twentythree..”

Awkwardness filled the air, tainted it like a stench. He tried to keep his gaze on Seth. Keep a neutral expression and watch him with a hint of approval on his features, so that their fellow gym goers who looked their way would think they were a group of friends, a group of equals, working the same weights, giving each other advice and getting stronger together. But a little voice in the back of his head kept nudging him to look at his girlfriend. Look at her face.

“Twentyeight.. Twentynine.. Thirty..”

With split lips, she had glued her eyes to Seth, attentively watching his set. She counted carefully and obediently, with a soft tone of voice. To his surprise, Kerry caught a touch of a blush on her cheeks, faintly colouring her absent-minded features. Hurryingly, he looked around at his surroundings, making absolutely certain no one were looking their way.

When Seth finally put the barbell down, Kerry released a sigh of relief. His face felt warm and flushed, probably stained with a colour far deeper than that of his girlfriend. When the muscular hunk turned around, Kerry swallowed and let his eyes find the floor once more. It wasn’t until Seth muttered, “Thank you.”, that he dared to look up. Just in time to see his old high school acquaintance blink at Sarah as he walked past her, shoulders bulging, heftily.

The couple didn’t speak much for the rest of the workout. Finishing up, he rushed for the safe confines of the changing room. Suddenly, he didn’t feel like interacting with Sarah. In truth, he didn’t feel like being around her whatsoever. Such a sensation of sheer humiliation was one he hadn’t felt since he walked the hallways of his high school days. It was a raw sensation, dragging him out of his shell, forcing him to accept reality. When his girlfriend pestered him to come to the gym, he fully intended to hide behind her like a son tucks away behind his mother. She’d keep him safe and shield him from the harsh truth.

Kerry, in every sense of the word, was weak. Pitiful and unmanly. Around them, dozens of large men strolled by, strutting around with arms the size of his legs and their chins held high. They’d yank incomprehensibly heavy weights from the floor and throw them down with a roar. It intimidated him. It frightened him. But they were minding their own business, occupied with their own workouts. And he was shielded by his own little bubble, a bubble where only Sarah was with him. Until Seth, carelessly and confidently, burst it.

Pulling into their driveway, the sun was soaring upon the windshield. It was a cold, October day, but when the sun was up, he was still reminded of summer. It lit up his neighborhood in a beautiful, orange light. It helped him rid himself of his thoughts. For the first time, since the embarrassing incident, a touch of confidence came back to him. Seeking the ignition, he was about to turn the car off when Sarah flinched in her seat and sent him a wide-eyed stare.

“We’ve forgotten about my sister!”

“What do you mean, your sister?”

“We were supposed to pick her up at the airport!”

Sinking into his seat, Kerry groaned and couldn’t do anything but stare at her. She stared back and eventually, a frown crept up on her face. She can frown all she want, Kerry thought to himself, the airport is a two hour drive away. When she didn’t quit staring at him, he grimaced, emitting another groan briefly before he parted his lips to speak.

“Fine. Forget it.”

Promptly, Sarah opened her door and left the car. Gritting his teeth, Kerry hurried to unbuckle his belt, push his door open and step outside, yelling after her.

“Jesus! Fine! We’ll pick her up!”

“No! Forget it!”

Planting a hand on his face, he ushered the deepest sigh he could possibly muster, sat back down in his seat, buckled up and sank into the cushion. Without a word, Sarah yanked the front door - to their house - open, then slammed it shut behind her. Even as she disappeared out of sight, he looked at the door, half-expecting her to reappear a moment later and get in the car with him. She never did, and Kerry was well aware of what that meant. Briefly before he backed out of the driveway, he counted the hours until he would be home. Properly.








Chapter Two

◆◆◆

For the second time that day, Kerry drove his convertible into the driveway. Quickly, he turned off the ignition, terrified that Sarah would storm out of the doorway and scream how much she needed milk. Putting the vehicle in gear, he got out, carefully making his way for the door. It had been a horrible day, and all he could hope for was to find his girlfriend in a better mood. In total, the drive to and fro the airport cost him five hours. Darkness had set on the little neighborhood. If he had to guess, he’d say that the clock was now a little past eight.

Not only was the drive a long one; Sarah’s sister - Isabella - was excruciatingly quiet throughout the whole ride. She was not much fond of him. She had clearly expected her sister to be with him when they met at the airport. With one quick look of distaste, she hesitantly offered over her travel bag and silently slipped into the back seat. Kerry felt like a personal driver, desperately struggling to keep a conversation flowing. In the beginning, she offered him lazy responses to his constant stream of forced questions. In the end, she didn’t even bother replying at all and just sat there, staring mindlessly out of the window.

When he let Isabella off at her house, carried the hefty bag all the way up to the front door and was about to wish her a pleasant evening, something slipped out of him. By sheer accident, he thanked her. Sending him the dullest glance yet, Isabella shook her head with a sigh and wordlessly left him standing on the street. She didn’t thank him. He thanked her.

Cringing on the steps of his own front door, he realized that Isabella didn’t need to speak to let him know what she thought. Throughout the drive, she held a constant expression on her face that screamed one thing and one thing only; “You’re a loser, Kerry. You’re the biggest loser I know and I have no idea why my sister is dating you.”. Huffing, he opened the door and slipped inside without making too much noise. Taking his shoes off, he called out.

“Sarah? I’m home!”

No response came. Narrowing his eyes, he stopped to listen for a moment. He perked his ears, but couldn’t hear the television. In fact, he couldn’t hear a thing. There was a suffocating silence in the house, the type of quiet that lets you know that you are home all alone, completely by yourself. Placing his shoes against the wall - Sarah gave him a five minute lecture on cleaning up after oneself whenever he did not - Kerry advanced deeper into the hallway. There was an odd feeling in his stomach. Like he just swallowed a rock.

Slipping over the floor like a cat on the prowl for mice, Kerry paused momentarily when he reached the door to his living room. Closing his eyes, he muttered a quick prayer, took a deep breath, then hurried around the corner and cast a glance inside. Empty, with no sign of Sarah’s recent presence. Whenever she was home, Sarah always left the television on. She wanted noise around her, couldn’t cope in deep silence. His gaze temporarily dwelled on the dark screen before he turned, creeping along the wall for the kitchen. He didn’t know why he snuck around like a burglar, intent on looking through drawers in search of expensive silverware, but in the back of his head, there was a little voice nagging at him.

She’s not here.

She’s not home.

Like a soldier, seeking to clear a room, he pressed his back - which ached a little - up against the wall. If she was in the kitchen, she was just around the corner. A part of him didn’t wanna know the answer so he stalled and listened intently. Not a single sound came from the kitchen. It was dead quiet. As he spun around the corner, darting into the kitchen, he didn’t sincerely expect to find her. And just as he thought, she was nowhere to be seen.

She’s somewhere else.

She’s with him.

With his head down, he dragged his feet back into the hallway, stumbling over to support himself against the wall. He wanted cry, curl up in a little ball and sob into his knees. It wasn’t a question of where she was. He saw how she looked at him. Such awe, he hadn’t ever seen on her face before. It was not a look she ever sent him. His aura had left her mesmerized, unable to tear her eyes away and she ogled him like Kerry no longer was in same room. And then there was Seth. When he blinked at her, Kerry knew he wanted her in his bed. With the confidence he displayed, it didn’t come as a surprise that he had his way.

“What-.. What are you doing?”

Flinching, like the monster under his bed leapt up to attack him, Kerry hurried to turn and face the staircase. On the top of the stairs, stood Sarah, with a white towel wrapped around her head, and a beige bathrobe hugging her figure, tightly. Out of breath, he couldn’t even muster up a response. Cocking a dull eyebrow - much like Isabella - she stared down at him for a moment longer, blankly, then came down and walked past him into the kitchen.

“Dinner will be ready soon. How was the drive?”














Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Trailing his fork through the orange-tinted pasta, Kerry couldn’t keep his eyes off of his girlfriend. She sat next to him, only a foot away, but didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze was glued to the television. It was nine o’clock, so the news were on. When they were eating and nothing else was on, the news were the common choice for dinner-entertainment. She was gorgeous where she sat, wearing her grey, loose, comfortable onepiece. Her amber hair was tied up in a knot, though a couple of strands hung down on the sides of her face.

Two CuckCorp employees are currently detained after a series of investigations has left local authorities to believe that they are still pending their immigration appeals. Channel Three News reports that CuckCorp now faces a potential fine of sixty thousand dollars.

How could he have believed that she’d ever cheat on him? Just because she met a man in the gym and gawked a little? Was he really this jealous and overprotective of her?

“Hey?”, he tried, gently, and she looked his way. For a moment, they simply glanced at each other, deep in the eye, before she continued to watch the television. Kerry wanted to speak with her, but he didn’t know what to say. Her scent was strong, overpowering the smell of the pasta. A part of him wanted to jump her, and take her on the couch right then and there.

“Did I ever tell you that I know him?”, he continued, and she looked his way again. Squinting at him with a look of uncertainty adorning her features, he hurried to correct himself. “That I know Seth-.. You know, the man who wanted to jump in and do his set? Seth? Set?”

He half-heartedly flashed her an awkward grin. It quickly faded away when her reaction was to glance down at her plate, indifferently, stab a couple of pieces of pasta and press them between her lips. He was struck by a touch of annoyance when her eyes casually returned to the screen, again, as if he had been quiet all this time and hadn’t said anything at all.

Scratching his fork against the bottom of the plate, he spoke up again. “I know him from back in high school. You should’ve seen him. Made a huge fool out of himself. Never kept his pants on and always disappeared behind a shack to smoke. Thought he was so cool, puffing on his cigarettes. Everyone hated how he smelled. Always stank of tobacco.”

Sarah shot him a sharp stare. There was a momentary pause, before she shook her head from side to side and returned her attention to the news. “Don’t be mean, Kerry.”

After she chastised him, he went quiet. A strange feeling built up within him. At first, he couldn’t quite place it. After some time, he began to realize that what he felt was sheer and pure power. Suddenly, as if time had flown by so fast he hadn’t noticed, he was able to sit at home, eating dinner on the couch with his girlfriend and make fun of his bully. She’d feel pity for him - for his bully - and ask that Kerry stop. Because she believed him. Believed the past of which he falsely painted her a picture. Suddenly, out of the blue, Kerry felt so much better.

What came next drove Kerry to think that there is in fact such a thing as a god. He didn’t know how many there were. He didn’t know which religion they belonged to. But when Sarah, nonchalant as ever, left her fork on the empty, stained plate, turned to him and muttered, “Can you eat me out today?”, Kerry became convinced there was a god.

“You’ve to brush your teeth first.”, she said, as Kerry nodded profusely and got up from the couch, grabbing both plates, heading for the kitchen. “I don’t want you down there if your breath smells like pasta.”. Contemplating his response, he left it unsaid. He was far too excited to retort with, “Well. I don’t complain when you taste like shrimp down there.”

If that is what he had said, she might’ve lost the mood and that would’ve been the end of his pleasurable evening. Sarah was probably naive enough to assume he thought that eating her out was some sort of privilege. It wasn’t his favourite, but if he licked her wet between her legs, there was a chance, albeit a slim chance, that she’d be up for more.

As he ran up the staircase, eagerly tearing off his shirt on the way to the bathroom, kicking his pants off to stumble up to the sink in his underwear, he hoped she’d be up for more. So he brushed his teeth until they were spotless, white and bright. Until his breath only smelled of peppermint, the scent of his toothpaste. In the back of his head, the annoying voice that had been tormenting him ever since he encountered Seth, kept poking him. “If you only brush your teeth good enough-..”, it whispered, “maybe she’ll be up for anal after all?”


























Chapter Four

◆◆◆

It didn’t take long before he stood in the doorway to the bedroom, full of excitement. Sarah was already laying on the sheets with the back of her head on a pillow. Her legs, curled up so that her knees were pointing at the roof, slowly spread when she saw him. Gently, they slid to each side, flashing him the sight of her blue-tinted, velvet panties. It hid her flower, then slid up between her doughy buttocks as the underwear took the shape of a string. It was the coy, little smile she gave him that drove him closer, invited him to proceed.

His pulse was racing. The sight of her made his heart beat, rapidly. She hadn’t removed the towel that adorned her torso, though it wasn’t in the way. When he stood at the edge of the bed, she wiggled a finger, beckoning him over. Carefully, he placed a knee on the bed, then another, basking pridefully in her beauty. For a moment, he only took in her sight, the pale skin and the supple body. With a quivering hand, he reached out to touch her. Strangely, he expected her to roll away, withdraw herself from him. He didn’t know why. Luckily, she didn’t, and he ushered a sigh of relief, grasping the thick thigh, crawling in between her legs.

Hooking his fingers into the rim of her thong, he slid them down her legs, teasingly. Bucking her hips up, she helped him reveal her pink lips. They captured his gaze, and for a moment, he couldn’t look away. Swollen, puffy and smooth they were, so colourful in the reflection of the bright ceiling lamp. Discarding himself of her underwear in a blue, little pile on the side of the mattress, he grabbed her knees with both hands and sought to split her legs. With a giggle, she resisted, fought him, squeezed them shut. If she wanted to play, she’d get to play, he thought, and found all his strength, trying to pry them apart.

Her knees didn’t budge. Easily, she locked them together, wielding the sheer power of her thighs to protect herself from him. Red-faced and flustered, he kept trying, pulling and groaning with effort. Snickering teasingly, she kept them shut, cracking up at the sight of his futile efforts. Kerry blushed, then gave up and looked away. A faint frown was creeping up on his features. Sending him an amused smile, she ushered a dainty, “Awh.”

He shot her a glare, but she simply beamed a bright smile at him, then slowly began to part her thighs. Humiliated, he no longer felt like going down on her, but the glimpse of her pretty flower immediately drew his attention. Stuffing the tip of her finger between her lips, she bit her nail as she opened up her legs, staring at him, expectantly. Huffing, he gave in, sinking down on his elbows, dropping his head between her supple thighs.

Looking up at her, he saw how her bosom heaved up and down, quickly, in anticipation. She was ready, waiting. So he thought he’d let her wait a little longer. Puckering his lips, he lightly stroke his kissers against the back of her thigh. Up and down, his lips went, until he slid them all the way down, planting a quick kiss right by her swollen lips. Moaning softly, she put a hand on the back of his head and tried to guide him down, but this time, it was his turn to resist. Escaping her grasp, he pecked her on her shaved pelvis, kissing his way down.

She tensed in preparation, arched her back like a cat, pushing her gift in his face. He could smell her, the feminine scent soaring up his nostrils. It was sweet, with a touch of girly musk, and Kerry found it irresistible. When he was about to plant his lips on her flower, he stopped and she groaned with annoyance. Cocking his head back, he grinned up at her, watching her pout down at him with a frown. That’d teach her to play with him.

Her hand sought the back of his head, intertwining her little hand in the black locks of his hair. Taking a firm grasp, she attempted to yank him down. Wincing, he found himself faceplanting her crotch, his buttony nose squished between her sweet nether lips with a bit of a squelch. “Lick.”, she demanded, and there was no coyness in her voice now. For a moment, he hesitated, then slowly slipped his tongue out of his mouth and lapped at her slit.

Softening her grip, she collapsed against her pillow with a sigh of content. She kept her fingers in his hair, though didn’t control him. Slowly, he slid his tongue between the pink lips and gave her a long-drawn, patient lick. Inside, she was velvet and soft, bathing his tongue in her warmth. Obediently, he tasted her, and a tangy, musky taste stuck to his tongue. He heard her moan, and in the corner of his eye, saw her grip the sheets, tightly. It encouraged him, so he dipped his nose between her fleshy lips and pressed his face into her flower.

Crawling up on each side of her pussy, his hands came to rest upon each flap, guiding them to each side to reveal the hooded, little button on the top of her flower. As if he was handling expensive porcelain, he softly pulled the hood back, revealing the sensitive clit, giving it a light, gentle touch. Immediately, she twitched, parting her lips, panting heavily. “C-.. Careful”, she moaned, as he shook his face against the wettening lips, staining his face with her juice.

Velvet walls clenched down on his tongue. Eager moans became louder and louder. He was controlling her now. She was wrapped around his little finger. Retracting, he planted kisses full of passion across the sweet flower, brushing his lips up along the swollen lips. Her breathing intensified. Her thighs came up, closing in around his head. In a moment, she’d selfishly trap him, and keep him in place until he satisfied her. But today, he was going to be in control. Today, he was going to have his way with her.

Exhaling, he ushered his warm breath out upon her button. She gasped, shivering upon the mattress, begging him with her wriggling body. He kept breathing, teasing her as he approached the sensitive nub, closing in like a wary predator. But just as his lips were about to touch her pounding clit, he withdrew, and dropped back down to place kisses upon either side of her thighs, playfully. She didn’t like it. Through clenched teeth, she released a short, high-pitched scream of sheer frustration and got up on her elbows to glare at him.

Muffling his own giggle by pressing her lips against a part of her squished backside, he looked up at her with amusement flaring up in his eyes. Controlling her pleasure felt indescribably good. Sarah always ran things. Sarah always got her way. Never did she let him take any initiative, and then she’d complain he was too passive in bed. So, as the man of the house, Kerry would tease her, and tease her, and tease her. Until she was but a shivering mess on the mattress, moaning like a whore, on the verge of orgasm.

“Pffrrrbt.”

When the warm gust of air struck him in the face, he flinched and promptly retracted, locking wide eyes down at Sarah. Hysterically, she was dying with laughter, curling up into a shrieking little ball of sassy woman on the bed. His breath picked up. For a moment, he didn’t understand what happened. His mind was completely blank. It wasn’t until a pungent stench rose around him that he finally realized what she had done. Sarah, laughing uncontrollably, stopped for a split second, took in the sight of his face, then burst back into laughter. Frowning down at her, Kerry, shaking his head, stood up and backed away.

“I’m-.. I’m sorry!”, she cried out through her hysterical guffaws, laughing herself teary-eyed on the bed. He didn’t find it funny. Not at all. His face felt stained, like she had painted his face with buttmusk that clung to his skin. Frowning deeper, he shot her a final glare, turned on his heels and marched out of the doorway. On the way out, he grabbed his phone from a nearby table and headed for the bathroom across the hallway. He needed to wash his face.




















Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Placing his phone down on the side of the sink, he put the water on and let it fill up in the united palms of his hands. It formed a little pool of hot water, which he then splashed on his face. Upon the marble surface, his phone vibrated. It was probably Sarah, too lazy to get out of bed, demanding that he come back and finish what he started. Frowning at himself in the mirror, he doused his face again before he turned the water off. It wasn’t really the fart that got to him. Kerry knew that. Sarah humiliated him. And worst of all, she did it on purpose.

While drying his hands with a towel, his phone vibrated again. Sarah was getting impatient, was she? Couldn’t wait for his tongue? Then why’d she refuse him access until she had proved how uselessly weak he was? Why’d she fart in his face when he didn’t do precisely what she demanded? Did she think he was her slave, only here to serve and eat her out whenever she pleased? What did it matter, if she was stronger in the gym?

Wasn’t he still the man of the house?

When the phone vibrated for a third time, he growled a little and shot the device the fiercest glare he could manage. Still, a part of him wanted to see her texts. Maybe she felt sorry, and planned to lure him back to bed with the promise of two orgasms that night. Huffing as curiosity defeated his anger, he grabbed the phone and cocked his hip against the sink for support. Three new messages lit up at him. They weren’t from Sarah.

Squinting, he quickly typed in his password, then clicked his messages. It was a number he didn’t recognize. Kerry added everyone he knew to his contacts. He liked watching the list grow, so he’d take every chance to add another name to his collection. These messages came from a stranger. A touch of unease crept up his back, and suddenly, he didn’t feel like opening the messages anyway. Could it be a virus? Did it work that way?

Biting his bottom-lip, he closed the toilet lid and sat down. His gaze never left the screen of his phone. Pondering, he hovered his finger over the touchscreen. He knew that he shouldn’t open them, but he didn’t know why. Temptation grew, and finally became too much. Pressing his finger on the newest message, a row of three videoclips came up. From the thumbnails alone, he couldn’t see what it contained. Blurry and queer, they told him nothing.

Pausing, he perked his ears. No sound of Sarah in the hallway. Adjusting the volume down, he took a deep breath, then pressed the play icon and sat back. In the beginning, he couldn’t tell what he was looking at. The picture was unclear, and the camera shook, violently. There were sounds, deep grunting and high-pitched moaning, but it didn’t make sense to him. Two shapes, wriggling and worming, embraced each other, though the camera was angled so close that all he saw was pale flesh and tan muscles, the side of a pair of torsos.

Suddenly, a hand came up for the camera. It was a manly hand, thick, large and veiny. It grabbed the camera, lifted it up, and then the picture was temporarily distorted. When it cleared, he saw a face, smiling nastily into the frame of the photo. In the background, there lay a woman. Lanky, with pale skin and a supple, bare bottom. Lazily, she was looking at the camera too, a hint of a smile on her plump lips. Putting the camera up in the correct angle, much further away, the man gave a wave, then turned his attention to the girl. Kerry almost collapsed off of the toilet. For the face he had seen, looked eerily familiar. It was Seth.

If he had been uneasy before, he was on the verge of panic now. It wasn’t the sight of Seth’s chiseled jaw, swollen shoulders or broad chest that drove fear into him. It was the woman in the background, who rolled over on her back, lovingly wrapping her arms around the muscular man, pulling him into a passionate, long, deep kiss. It was the woman in the background, who planted her hands on his firm backside and gave it a squeeze, moaning whorishly with her lips squished against his, trailing her fingers between his strong legs.

For the woman had a striking resemblance to his girlfriend. So similar she was, that when the couple on the screen rolled over in unison and she mounted his lap, shooting a sharp stare into the lense of the camera, Kerry became certain she had a twin sister. Steadying herself upon Seth, who now lay flat on the bed, the clone bit her lip and began to bounce up and down, the sound of buttcheeks clapping against pelvis erupting out of his speaker. She gasped, dug her fingers into his rock-like stomach and threw her head back, squealing with joy. On the toilet, Kerry thought that the twin sister squealed much like his girlfriend.

Humping away like his crotch was a trampoline, the moaning woman slammed her butt down on him, locking gazes with the hunk beneath her. She was facing the camera, and Seth, on his back, was facing away. From this angle, Kerry caught a glimpse of the cock, faintly made out between the rapid bouncing. Widening his eyes, he gawked in awe. It was as if time itself had stopped, and all the clocks in the world ceasing their ticking simultaneously. It couldn’t be Sarah in the video. It was a ploy meant to frighten him, cooked up by Seth earlier the same day, when he ran into a woman so alike Sarah, no one could tell the difference.

In his chest, his heart was pounding away, chaotically. Adrenaline rushed through his frame, and kept him strangely still where he sat, magically drawn to the video on his screen. When the frame froze, and he saw that the time had ran out, Kerry clicked on the second video with a quivering finger, missing the play button on his first few tries. A familiar feeling took residence in his gut, like a hefty stone, weighing him down, compelling him to stay.

Sarah wouldn’t cheat on him.

Sarah wouldn’t cheat on him.

Sarah would cheat on him.

Sarah would cheat on him.

Sarah was cheating on him.

Sarah was cheating on him.

In the new video, the couple lay at a sideways angle, facing the camera. When it began, the muscular man was pressing the face of his lover into the sheets. When he finally let her up, her flustered likeness met him once more, down to the little beauty spot on the top of her lip and the cute freckles surrounding her buttony nose. As much as he didn’t wish to believe it, there was no doubt in his mind that this was Sarah. His girlfriend, viciously humped from the back by Seth and his big, fat dick. He rode her like a slut, pounded his pelvis against her rump, and she was moaning, loudly, rolling her eyes into the back of her head.

“Your little wimp of a boyfriend is a faggot. Say it!”

“My bo-.. My boyfriend is a faggot! Aaah!”

Strong fingers held her by the hair, tugging her neck back awkwardly, flashing her flawless facial features to the camera. There was a silly look on her face, and she looked even dumber when her tongue came out of her mouth, flapping around to the rhythm of the powerful thrusts. Blinking back tears, Kerry couldn’t take his eyes off of his screen.

“Who has the biggest cock, bitch?”, Seth sneered, pummeling his hips down upon the fat rear underneath him. “Tell the camera. Who has the biggest cock?”

“You-.. You do!”, the woman gasped, biting her bottom-lip for a moment to stifle a loud, deep moan of sheer and utter pleasure. “You-.. You are so much bigger! Ah! Ah!”

Lowering the phone for a moment, Kerry stared blankly into the air. His throat felt dry, and tears were streaming down his cheeks. He blinked furiously, tried to stop the stream but to no avail; they kept flowing, ceaselessly. Stemming from his phone came a quick scream, and he couldn’t stop himself from looking down upon the pair of lovers. Splitting her flower upon his meaty member, Seth had also began to smack her on the side of her butt, clapping the palm of his hand against the wobbly flesh. He was so rough, like a wild beast, painfully tugging her hair, driving her into the mattress with his cock, spanking away at her ass.

Shoving Sarah into the camera, so that her face took most of the frame, Kerry could hear seth growl behind her. “What are you gonna do when you get home, slut? Hm? When you sleep with that little sissy? What did we talk about? What do you wanna do?”

Looking at the camera through a dull, hazy gaze, Sarah flashed her teeth at the lense with a naughty grin and giggled between her moans, “I’m going to fart in his stupid face!”

It ended there, the video froze and there was no more. His panicking breath sounded loudly through the confines of the bathroom. Kerry wasn’t as quick to press the next video. He stalled, didn’t want too, couldn’t click it. In the end, he did, for he needed to know. The contents of the third - and final - video couldn’t remain a mystery. As the spinning wheel came up on his screen, he realized he already knew what he was about to see.

What met him was the sight of a big, pale rump, pointing up in the air, bare for the whole world to see. Seth, muttering something inaudible, wasn’t in the frame, until the tip of a cock suddenly appeared. His whole length followed, casually sliding all the way up to the naked butt, poking a buttcheek. It was a massive dick, with thick veins and a swollen, pink tip. In truth, Sarah hadn’t lied to the camera. Seth was, by all means, so much bigger.

“Spread them.”, Seth commanded, quietly. Obediently, a pair of hands came up into the frame, grabbing each doughy buttock, splitting them to each side. Her flower, pink, swollen and leaking with juice, shone up at Kerry, teasingly. When he saw how wet she was - how it dribbled down the back of her thighs - the stone in his stomach expanded, and his legs grew entirely numb. But what came next was even worse, and Kerry couldn’t believe his eyes.

Bewildered, he saw how Seth lined himself up behind the eager woman, spreading her cheeks for him. Dumbfounded, he saw how Seth gripped his cock, guiding it up between the buttocks, rubbing the tip of his dick briefly against the soft dough. Stunned, he saw how Seth pointed the bulbous tip straight at the brown, wrinkly butthole beaming at the camera. With a quick prod, cock against asshole, he made Sarah yelp and tense. Grunting deeply, he placed the tip right upon her puffy pooper, rubbing the head against the brown eye.

Though he could only see her bottom, it was clear that Sarah shook, the pale buttcheeks jiggling softly as she restlessly wriggled on the floor. Taking his time, Seth adjusted his length and took a sideways stance, allowing the camera a perfect view of how he began to press the tip of his monstrous pride upon the meek butthole. It didn’t fit, so Seth, with the help of his hips, began pushing harder. There was a groan, a mixture of pain and uncertainty, and Seth stopped pushing. With a hand on her rear, he spoke up, gently.

“You said you wanted me to be your first.”

“Y-.. Yes. It’s-.. It’s just so big.”

Scoffing, Seth clapped her on the ass, once, then kept pressing. His thick shaft bent awkwardly, battling with the brown eye, threatening to slip in. There was a moment of sheer and utter silence, when all moans and grunts died down, before the tip of the fat cock slipped inside the ass and his girlfriend ushered a high-pitched squeal. “Ow! Ow! Ow!”, she cried up at him, and Seth stroked her on the hip, soothingly, daring a gentle thrust. Her butthole tightly clenched down on the fat prick, trying to swallow every single inch of fat dick, hungrily.

She took another inch, moaning wildly, the sheer girth stretching her brown eye wider than it had ever been stretched before. With the phone up in the air for so long, Kerry’s hand was also about to go numb. Wide-eyed, he watched the hungry rump swallow another inch of thick dick, then another, while seeking to place his phone down on his lap. That is when he became aware of his own cock, rock hard, straining painfully against his underwear. Placing a palm on his crotch, he began rubbing his length. His own small, weak, useless length.

Just then, the picture froze, depicting a frozen cock stuffed deep in a frozen ass. With a gasp, Kerry realized it was the end of the video. He wouldn’t be able to see it. They only intended to flash him a glimpse, the mere beginning. There was a tent on his crotch, the fabric of his underwear held up by his erect prick, throbbing with need. Biting his lip, a whimper still escaped, and he looked up through teary eyes, glanced at the door.

Carefully, he slid through the hallway. Tears had been wiped away with a towel, after another thorough face wash. His phone, locked behind his password, had been left by the sink. His erection had died down, though there was still an uncomfortable prickling between his legs, as if his balls were pent-up and he needed release, but hadn’t been given any. Dragging his feet up to the bedroom door, which was closed, he knocked once, then entered, cautiously.

Sarah was still on the bed, with her knees pulled up and a phone in her lap. When she saw him enter, a coy smile spread across her plump lips. His breath was heavy as he entered the room, quietly shutting the door behind him, approaching the mattress, slowly. Putting the phone away, she welcomed him by parting her legs, flashing him the sight of her pink, swollen lips and the brown little eye just barely visible between the squished buttocks. It looked a little wider, Kerry thought, as he dropped down on all fours, crept up on the mattress, cast his girlfriend a long, silent stare, then submissively fell between her legs.

The End
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Prologue

◆◆◆

Little William had the shivers when he stepped out of the car. His entire body literally shook, all the way up to his front door of his house. When he reached the porch, little William had to take a moment to breathe. Driving was not his strong suit. On the way to work, when he was cold and hadn’t been in the car that day, little William was as jumpy as a little squirrel. On the way home, he’d usually manage himself a little better. But today, little William had almost crashed, accidentally throwing himself out in a roundabout. It was terrifying.

Little William. In situations like these, that was what his girlfriend, Max, would call him. She’d giggle and make the most adorable sound. As if he was far younger than what he actually was. In the two full years the couple had been together, she had yet to understand his issue with driving. Max was on a different level. She’d throw herself in the car and head out on the open highway. She’d do all this without a moment’s worth of hesitation.

William opened the door and stepped inside. ‘Is that you, William?’, Max called from the living room. Taking a moment to breathe, calm down and return to normal, he tried to sound as calm as humanly possible when he replied. ‘Hi, Max!’, he yelled back. His girlfriend went quiet and William caught on to the noise of the television. Fetching his phone up from the pocket of his jacket, he took a glimpse at the clock. Half past five.

So there was still a little time before William had to get started on dinner. Last year, Max had insisted that they write a schedule so that she knew when William was about to get the dinner going. After much back and forth, Max had decided on seven o’clock. It suited her wishes best and usually did not collide with anything William had planned. On this particular day, seven o’clock sat perfectly with him. He needed to get upstairs. Sneaking past the open doorway that led to the living room, William fled up the staircase.

Rushing into their shared bedroom, he hurried over for his computer. Turning it on, he sat down, tapping his fingers impatiently on the keyboard. It was an expensive computer, a gift from his parents last christmas. So it booted up quickly. Immediately, William clicked the little Skype icon and typed in his password. For a moment, William thought he heard a sound and looked over his shoulder. But nobody came through the door. Exhaling with relief, William returned his gaze to the blue screen. He had missed her so much.

Jane was British. He had met her a year ago, playing an online game. They had instantly taken a liking to each other and spent the last six months talking on a daily basis. As Jane lived across the pond, they had never met. But as of late, a series of pictures had started floating his way. It was not the type of selfies one would post on Facebook. It was clear that Jane was into him. So to spare her feelings, William had neglected to tell her about Max.

William rapidly clicked his way into their chat. What met him made his jaw drop. Jane was bending over a bed and seemed to have forgotten to put on any pants. When he enlarged the picture that met him, his entire screen filled up with big, pale butt. Never before had Jane given him anything so lewd. She was spreading her buttcheeks, the little brown eye between the mounds of milky-white flesh beaming up at the camera. Swallowing audibly, William cast another glance over his shoulder, checking that the coast was still clear.

Max was probably mesmerized by whatever dull series she was watching. William was probably just paranoid. His girlfriend never walked in on him. In fact, he had his doubts that she would even acknowledge his very presence until dinner stood on the table. There was time to enjoy the present that Jane left for him. His gaze scouted the desk for tissues but there were none to be found. He’d need to fetch some toilet paper from the bathroom.

Butt clouded his mind when he stood up from the chair and left the computer screen on. Butt clouded his mind when he opened the door to the hallway and left the door to the bedroom wide open. Butt clouded his mind when he decided to stall his stay in the bathroom because he felt the need to relieve himself. Later, it would turn out to be a costly pee.











Chapter One

◆◆◆

William dragged his hands through his hair, cocking his head back to let the sharp stream of hot water linger on his face. It had been a terrible few hours of soccer practice and William was beginning to wonder why he even bothered. He had always liked playing soccer. It had been a hobby since he was a young boy. During high school, he had momentarily quit. But shortly after meeting Max, he had decided to get back into it. His life up until that point had consisted of work and his computer, the fate of a twenty year old with few aspirations. Max drove him to try soccer again. It was something to be proud of, William thought. A hobby that kept him in shape. A manly hobby. His parents had been so pleased with him. Out of nowhere, their wayward son had found himself a girlfriend and returned to his passion.

During the course of today’s practice, the ball hadn’t even touched William’s shoe. Rarely would his teammates pass him the ball at all. But he was usually able to snatch it from the opposing time at least once. Today he might as well have been an onlooker. William dwelled underneath the soothing rays of the comforting shower for a moment longer, then shut it off and started drying himself off with his white towel. Usually, he’d stay in the shower until most of his team had left the little locker room. But as Max had needed the car today, she had promised to come pick him up at four o’clock sharp. So he needed to hurry.

His gaze was glued to the floor when he waltzed out into the dressing area, full of lockers and benches riddled with half-naked men. There was a momentary pause in the constant chatter that filled the room when William made his way for his own locker. He could feel their gazes on him and uncomfortably adjusted the towel to ensure it protected him from sight. It did not take too long for his teammates to continue their conversations. But he still felt one piercing gaze linger on him. It was Logan, the captain of their team. Logan, with his bulging arms, abs of steel and dazzlingly blue eyes. William dared a quick look in his direction but hurried to avert his eyes when Logan smirked at him. There was only a matter of time before Logan would speak up, draw all attention towards William. That is why William took longer showers after practice. Why William would wait to dress until his team was gone.

It was because of Logan.

Deftly tying his towel around his waist, William pretended to be oblivious to the intense stare that Logan sent him. Let him stare if he wants. His courage was born from the fact that Max was likely waiting for him in the parking lot. He appreciated that she took the time out of her day to come pick him up. She could’ve told him to walk. It was not as if he could explain to her why he needed to spend twenty minutes in the shower either. She would certainly not understand and William would not be able to look her in the eye anymore if she knew. He would get dressed, grab his things and dart out of the locker room without a single dramatic incident taking place. That was his plan. Grabbing his shirt, he went to pull it on. For a split second, he only saw the white fabric. And that is when he felt his towel disappear, quickly followed by a roaring laughter as the entire team guffawed in unison.

William hurried to pull his shirt down, hurried to look around, hurried to look for his towel. It was in a pile on the floor around his feet. He was naked from the waist down. They were laughing at him. William cringed, a pink blush spreading across his cheeks. He needed to cover himself up. He needed his towel. But when he bent over to snatch it from the floor, he saw the white bundle slide out of his reach. Quickly, he straightened up and spun on his heels in the direction his towel went. Parting his lips, he saw Logan holding the towel. The amused smirk was still on his lips as he brought it over the top of his head. Logan was so much taller. William didn’t stand a chance to jump up and grab it.

“You know, Willy-..”, Logan began. “When you come to soccer practice, the purpose is to kick the ball into the net of your opponent. You are aware of this, right?”

William felt as if his head was about to explode, the burning sensation on his cheeks only growing worse by the second. His hands had found his crotch, covering himself up. It had led to a little more laughter but William had barely noticed. Parting his lips, he was unable to stutter out any kind of response. Logan split his lips in a nasty grin and brought the towel down a notch, wafting it over the top of William’s head, teasingly. He saw the corner of his towel drop into view and prepared to reach out and yank it back. Just as his hand shot out for the towel-edge, he heard a, “Whap!”, and jumped, planting his hands on his bare bottom while his lips parted. One of his teammates had whacked him right on the butt with a towel.

As William turned in the midst of his confusion, Logan did the same. The towel flew out for William and rolled out across his buttocks with a sharp sting. Yelping, William backed up into the corner and shot them both a glare. They were smiling at him with such arrogant smiles it made him want to punch them both in the face. But they were both full of muscle and would have laid him flat within seconds. Luckily, their little game was over. Logan threw him the towel and grinned at him before making his way for the door, picking up his sports bag on the way. William, losing the attention of his team, began to turn invisible once more.

His second attempt to dress proved successful. He did it with his head down and kept to a corner, making himself as small as possible. The fellow members of his team left one by one without offering him as much as a glance. Sometimes, he’d get a brief goodbye. But now it felt like Logan had shredded the last remaining respect they had for William to pieces. Max had naturally escaped his mind for some time. As he calmed down, he suddenly remembered her and how she was waiting in the parking lot. Stuffing his spare clothes into his bag, he ran for the door. It was a bright, sunny day. The field upon which he miserably failed to catch the ball a little earlier was bathed in an orange glow from the afternoon sun.

He set off to the right, heading for the parking lot that was visible just around the corner of the locker room. As he turned the corner, it felt like his heart came to a stop. Max was in the parking lot. She drove an easily recognizable Ford coupe and was the only one left on the right side of the little lot. But she was not alone. Logan was standing by the car, nonchalantly resting an elbow on the top of the vehicle, addressing Max through the open window. For a moment, William pondered if he should even go over. Maybe it would be best to wait until Logan left for his own car. But then, Logan said something that made Max smile.

Darting out from behind the corner, William hesitantly approached the pair. He hadn’t the slightest notion of what they were talking about. But it did not matter what they spoke of. Max was his girlfriend and she had no business with Logan. William slowed down his pace when he started getting closer to the car. It suddenly dawned upon him that he had no idea of what to say to them. Logan did him the favour. When his eyes found William, he had flashed Max a final smile, turned and headed for his own car. Max had replied with a sweet smile and finally dropped the hand that had been ceaselessly toying with her hair.








Chapter Two

◆◆◆

She was in such a good mood when William got into the passenger seat. She had flashed him a similar smile - not as sweet - and leaned over, pecking him on a cheek. William, watching the blue-painted sedan that belonged to Logan leave the parking lot, only frowned and muttered a quiet greeting. Deep in his tummy, he felt a near desperate desire to question her about Logan and what they spoke of. But he restrained himself.

Throughout the car ride home, William kept quiet. A part of him was glad that Max spoke non-stop about her newest show, explaining just about every scene in explicit detail. After the incident in the locker room, William did not feel like speaking at all. But there was also something about the situation that did not sit right with him. In the past, if Max had to wait for him, she would tear him to shreds when he at last entered the car. But now it was as if she had forgotten how late he had been in the first place. William glanced in her direction and saw how she was glowing. Logan made her glow. It made him feel sick to his stomach.

When Max pulled up into their driveway, William promptly left the car, ran inside the house and darted for the bathroom. His bottom still felt a little sore. Dropping his shorts to his ankles, he turned for the mirror and found two red spots on his bum. He wondered if Max would still have spoken to Logan if she had known what occured in the locker room. The answer was far too frightening to even consider. So he quickly drove the thought away.

Max hated having her bum smacked. It was a shame as William quite liked slapping her on the bottom, making it wobble and quiver like creamy dough. When he tried it the first time, she had let him get away with it. When he tried it the second time, she had smacked him right in the face and told him to stop. It hadn’t taken William long to understand that Max was not the type of girl who liked to be dominated in bed. Once, after a particularly romantic evening, William had dared to float the question of anal. He never requested it again.

Turning on the sink for background noise, William staggered over for the toilet with his shorts still wrapped around his ankles. Logan. Bullies were meant to stay in high school. He was grown up, held a steady job as a store clerk and even owned his own house. In truth, it was the wealth of his parents that had acquired him his home. It didn’t matter. William didn’t know of a single one of his old classmates who had managed to buy themselves a house at the modest age of twenty two. He smiled, remembering Max and her reaction when she found out about his plans to buy them a home, a place they could call their own. She had been ecstatic, jumped at him and hugged him so hard he could barely breathe.

Her joy stemmed from how much she dreaded the prison that was her childhood room in the house of her parents. Without a job in sight, Max had no choice but to stay with her folks. He had offered her an opportunity to get out. She wouldn’t even need to pay rent. Their relationship was fresh in those days. Healthy and pure. It had all changed the afternoon William went to the bathroom - with the intention to pee - and forgot to lock his computer.

Jane. William hadn’t thought of her properly for months. Max and her oddities had driven him right into the claws of that mysterious woman. She, who would spend hours upon hours with him on Skype, talking about her life and his. She, who would leave him presents for when he came home from work. Naughty pictures of her bare tits and naked butt. Max put it all to a stop when she one afternoon wandered into their bedroom to ask William to make dinner a little earlier as she was very hungry. He was in the bathroom at the time so she hadn’t found him. Instead, she had found a big, pale bum on his laptop. And their entire chat log.

Are you cheating on me?

Max only needed to say those magical words before his whole entire world dawned upon him at the same time. How stupid could he possibly be. He had Max, a luscious, popular brunette with the curves of a greek goddess. He had actually acquired himself a girlfriend. William, a self-conscious, short, scrawny boy of twenty two who for the last five years had genuinely been wondering if he would ever get to make love with a real woman because the size of his penis was oh-so-much smaller than the national average.

Are you actually fucking cheating on me?

When William thought about it, he still cringed at the tone she used when she so furiously questioned him. It became clear to him then that Max was not outraged about his questionable antics with Jane. She was outraged at the fact that he did it. Regret filled him up to the brim. He apologized and begged. And how sorry he felt for Jane, when his vengeful girlfriend deleted her from his life. Every single day since he met Jane on his game, they had exchanged words, thoughts, problems. And as far as Jane knew, William disappeared from her life that day without the slightest trace. By the order of Max, his real girlfriend.

Not once did William think to argue with her. For she was absolutely right. By some sheer miracle, William and Max had paired up. Even though he might as well have been invisible to the girls he crushed on up to that point in his life. Their connection stemmed from the fact that Max was a little nerdy. She was passionate about books such as Lord of the Rings and Harry Potter. Metal was her choice of music. Her admiration for such things flourished between the cracks of her love of shopping, drinking and late night house parties.

“Are you done soon, William? I’ve to change!”

The sharpness of her voice tugged him right out of his thoughts. William realized that he had been standing with his pants down in front of the toilet for far too long, captured by the resurfaced memories of his past. Pulling his shorts up, he flushed the toilet, then washed his hands and hurried over to open the door. He was met with Max’s sour face.

“I’ve a party tonight. Get out.”

Party. She has a party tonight. He got out of the way to let her pass and felt a touch of uneasiness crawl up his spine when she entered the bathroom. His gaze dropped to her backside. Max was wearing nothing but a thong, the delicious set of buttocks jiggled gently with each step she took. When he looked back up, he caught her glaring at him. Parting his lips to speak, he didn’t have time to begin his sentence before Max slammed the door in his face. Party. The sheer world made him uncomfortable. He hadn’t yet forgotten the arrangement he agreed to the day Max found out about Jane. Max’s revenge.

Fine. If you’re not going to be loyal, I might as well cheat on you too. It’s only fair, don’t you think? An eye for an eye? Blood for blood?

No, I-.. I will be loyal, Max! I promise! I don’t even know her! I mean, we’ve talked a lot but she’s-.. She’s from Britain, Max! I’ve never laid a hand on her!

Max never yielded. Max won. She’d utilize her stubbornness to stand her ground like a wall built of stone before she’d use her sweetness to draw William in and make him see that he was right in accepting her decision. An eye for an eye was only fair. But when William stared into those big, blue, wet eyes, he never expected Max to go through with it. In the back of his mind, William was wholly convinced that it would all fade away in time. It didn’t.

William had come to realize the severity of the situation when he suddenly walked in on Max in their bedroom. She was on his computer, looking at pictures of fat cocks. When he caught her, she had pointed at a particularly veiny dick and asked him what he thought. Max later told him that he blushed like a little girl when he ran back out of the bedroom.

Logan has a fat cock.

William gritted his teeth, dropped his gaze to the floor. He had overheard these words on a Monday afternoon in a local café, surrounded by giggling friends of Max. When all of her friends - a group of four women - started discussing the slightly bent angle of this fat cock, it dawned upon William that they all spoke from personal experience. It was the strangest conversation he had ever been a part of. Their gossip still haunted him in his sleep.

Gluing his gaze to the white-painted bathroom door, William contemplated for some time before he finally dared to knock on the door. He heard an annoyed grunt and took that as his permission to speak. But the words would not leave his tongue. So afraid he was of the answer that he might receive. Collecting himself, he built up the courage.

“So Max, uhm-.. Who invited you to the party?”

Tapping the remote, William switched channels, tried to find something bearable to watch so that the clock would tick faster. His finger stopped as a large, tall, muscular man with a deep tan showed up on the screen, flexing his wild arms as he pushed himself out of a beautiful swimming pool. William did not pay the man any attention. In the background, a flock of women wearing skimpy bathing suits giggled and stared lustfully at the hunk. In the safe confines of his own home, he groaned loudly and switched channels.

It was at least a month since William had slept with Max. He knew she wasn’t cheating on him. Max had set his mind at ease by telling him she would absolutely let him know the moment she had found a suitable partner to fuck. The words never came. But for some strange reason, William had felt uneasy ever since Max told him about her party. It felt hard to watch her leave, wearing her beautiful black dress, so tight and so short.

Dropping the remote, William found his phone. Clicking it to life, he didn’t find a single new message. He even checked his Facebook. Nothing. He saw the green dot by her name and considered writing her. In the past, Max had been very vocal about how he shouldn’t annoy her at a party if he chose to stay home. So he had promised he wouldn’t disturb her. He pondered for a moment, then began to write. He stopped immediately when he saw that she was writing him back. It couldn’t be. It must be an error.

“Go to the closet.”

His heart jumped when his phone dinged and the message revealed itself on their chat. He felt his breath pick up, a torrent of adrenaline filling him up from head to toe. With no idea on how to react, he simply stared at his phone as Facebook told him Max was writing again.

“Bringing someone home now.”

William dropped his phone. Bouncing off the couch, it fell to the floor with a soft thud, the blanket breaking the impact. Sinking into the back-rest, he absentmindedly stared at his television. His mind was unable to comprehend anything on the screen. Max had found a partner. She was bringing him home now, planning on fucking her new crush in his house, under his roof. With William in the closet. That was the arrangement he had agreed too.

It took him several minutes to gather his mind. Finding the remote, he turned off the television, stood up and went for the staircase. As he dragged his feet upstairs, he realized he wasn’t the slightest bit curious as to whom Max was bringing home. Ever since William turned eighteen, he had played the lottery. Every single week of his life since it became legal for him to do so, he bought a ticket. Not once did William win as much as a cent.











Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Time passed by slowly in the confines of the bedroom closet. Darkness threatened to envelop him but a narrow patch of light made it through the little gap between the closet-doors. An overwhelming sensation of curiosity was the reason for how he left the doors a little open. Just enough to be able to make out most of the bedroom. He expected that he was invisible from outside. But Max knew. She knew where he was. Hugging his knees, anticipation rose. He could hear his breath pick up. His heart pounded like a hammer.

His ears caught on to a noise. It came from downstairs. Perking up, little William in the closet listened intently. A door slid up, then shut. It was followed by roaring laughter. He heard Max and, she was not alone. In the darkness, he was able to make out a second voice. Loud footsteps sounded on the staircase as little William squeezed himself into the back of the closet. His gaze glued itself to the bedroom door. All he could do was stare and wait.

Max burst through the door, captured by an uncontrollable giggle. She left the doorway open for Logan, who followed closely with a smirk of amusement plastered on his lips. He wore a neat shirt with a dark tint, unbuttoned to put his firm chest on wide display. Hidden away by a set of casual jeans, there was a very visible bulge on the front of his crotch. As if he had stuffed his briefs with socks. William widened eyes at the sight. Kicking her high heels off of her feet, Max spun and dropped her bottom on the side of the bed, grinning, mischievously.

From where he sat, William couldn’t spot a single hint of hesitation, a single touch of doubt on her flawless features. The way she looked up at Logan, supporting herself on the bed, strutting her chest out as he approached her. William had never seen it before. Never before had Max ever looked at him this way. Crazed lust filled her expression. Her icy blue eyes beamed with passion. It was a heart-breaking sight, pinching him deep in the chest. But a part of William was filled with awe. For Max was shining like a beacon of light.

“Where is he?”

Logan spoke. William froze. Quickly, he held his breath and went as stiff as a branch. Max gave Logan no vocal response but he saw how her gaze momentarily travelled over for the closet. His closet. Logan casually glanced in his direction while his tongue wet his lips. They grew into a dazzling smile as he stared at the closet, the little gap between the pair of doors that couldn’t possibly betray his location. William had to breathe. He was as quiet as a mouse, terrified to make a move and make it all so much more real.

“Get up.”

Flicking his fingers at Max, Logan pointed at the floor in front of him. Biting her lip, she obeyed, stood up and walked over. Looking her way, the adulterous couple shared a long-drawn glance before his hands moved out for her dress. Curious fingers found the hems of her dress that made up the deep cleavage and curled into the material. Max yelped as her newfound lover yanked the dress down, tearing the straps that held it up. Her ample breasts plopped out of the vestments, wobbling softly. Her lips split in surprise.

“She’s mine now, William.”, Logan said, raising his voice as he half-addressed the closet in the corner. “I’m going to fuck your girlfriend. What are you going to do?”

William shook, unable to look away from Max. She was panting quickly, the big bosom heaving up and down in an unsteady rhythm. It looked as if she was mesmerized, driven speechless by the rudeness of his words and the roughness of his hands. Waiting for a response, Logan shrugged when none came. Out of nowhere, his hand shot out, delivering a sharp smack to the partly naked woman before him. He swatted her on a breast.

“On your knees.”

William twitched as Max flinched. His hand curled up into that of a fist. Max never liked to be struck. She always hated it when he tried to be rough with her. But to his surprise, Max fell to her knees. Logan had every last bit of her attention. By the look of her, William wouldn’t be surprised if she didn’t even remember that he was sitting in their closet. Brushing hair out of her face, his girlfriend straightened up and cocked her head back, submissively.

Logan smirked, flicking a playful glance between Max - on the floor - and the closet. With steady hands, he sought out his zipper while approaching his lover. When he was but an inch away from her, he undid his zipper, unbuttoned his pants and, let them drop. His cock flew out of the confines of his trousers, striking Max right across the face. She flinched, withdrew out of surprise, then went big-eyed as she stared up at the fat piece of dick that now lay heavily on the top of her forehead and upon her little buttony nose.

“It’s-.. It’s so big”, she whispered with awe.

William felt his heart sink into the depths of his tummy. It was big. So many times had he measured himself, dug the ruler as deep as possible into his pelvis in the hopes of achieving a bigger result. It didn’t make much of a difference, William was always just shy of four inches. It looked to him like Logan was twice as long and the sheer girth of his manhood was almost as thick as Max’s little wrist. William could do nothing but look on in terror.

Logan laughed, an amused laughter that filled up the whole room but was ultimately directed at William. He had only flashed her his size and she was already caught in his grasp. Crossing her eyes, Max stared and stared, unable to take her eyes away from the monster of a cock. It came up from her face when Logan wrapped his fingers around the swelling shaft, then dropped it back down on the willing woman’s face with a dull thud, victoriously.

Grabbing his girlfriend - William’s girlfriend - by the hair, Logan tugged her head sideways and let the tip of his shaft follow. He brushed the mushroom-shaped tip across her painted lips, back and forth and Max let her mouth slide open, obediently. He didn’t put it in. Instead, he hoisted the thick dick to the side before he sent it flying for her cheek. It smacked her harshly, sent her face to the right and made her mewl. In the closet, William found a coat hanger and tried to bend it. He was hitting his girlfriend. With his massive cock.

Max did not seem to care. She only held her cheek for a moment. When her hand dropped so did her lips part for him once more. Her gaze was completely fixated on the fat cock, strictly following every motion it made with her eyes. Lowering his manhood, Logan pointed it at her lips and Max threw herself at it. Velvet lips embraced the swollen tip, softening around the sensitive skin. Puckering her lips, she smooched the bulbous head, lovingly.

William was a gentle lover, patient and tolerant. Logan seemed to be his polar opposite. His hand found the back of her head and pressed her upon his stiffening length. She happily succumbed, ushering a meek moan as he split her lips open further and drove his cock into her mouth. He was thick, bulging her cheeks out with cock. Eagerly, his girlfriend started to suck on the wide girth like that of a lollipop, dragging her lips back and forth across the veiny length, pampering the shaft with quick kisses and sloppy smooches.

Logan groaned, held his shaft steady. His fingers crawled into her golden honey hair and took a firm grip around a handful of locks. He stole her rhythm and began to guide her, pulling her back and forth on his dick. Max mewled, oblivious to anything else but him. Her big eyes was as if plastered upon his features while the broad member slid in- and out of her mouth. Traces of her salvia clung to the belly of his beast, tying her to his prideful length.

Suckling sounds scurried throughout the bedroom. Plump lips tightly hugged the one-eyed anaconda while Logan’s firm hand forced her little head to bob up and down, making her swallow inch after inch of his dick. Max, hungrily complying, pressed herself down on his cock until she could go no further. For a moment, there was a hint of panic in her eyes as she realized she had bitten over more than she could chew. She went to retract but Logan held her in place, thrust a couple of times and made her gag, loudly.

When he finally let her go, she collapsed as the fat cock slid out her throat. It stood tall as she fell, breathing quickly, swallowing a few times. Hovered over the top of her head as she bowed before it. Logan only gave her a brief moment to collect herself, unbuttoning his shirt to the point of being able to discard it in a dark pile on the floor. Without a word, he wrapped his arms around her waist and hoisted her up, marching over for the bed. Max gasped as she was thrown onto the mattress of their bed, bouncing up and down.

Logan, taking a moment to send an arrogant stare in the direction of the closet, began to approach her like a predator sizing up his prey. Max crawled up on all fours and began to back away as a coy smile spread across her painted lips. William expected her to leap out of the way when he pounced at her. But Logan was too quick. As he threw himself at her, his grasp found her wrist and yanked her arm out from under her. Max fell, dropping onto the mattress.

Quickly, he crawled on top of her. She fought him but it was all play. It was clear how much she desired him, the icy blue eyes still lit bright with passion and want. Roughly, he spun her over on her back and creeped up between her legs. Max, playfully, went to close them but his powerful hands split her legs to each side like he was tearing open a set of doors. She had no way of stopping him and could only moan as he took in the sight of her panties.

Slipping his fingers up her dress, he sought out her suggestive thong and tore it right down her legs. Max, pointing her feet up in the air to help him, gawked at him as he threw her panties away and leapt at her. Their lips clashed together, lovingly. William felt his chest tighten up at the sight. Their kiss stung worse. He saw how Max let herself go, parted her lips wide so her new lover could tongue the insides of her mouth. She moaned in response.

His hand was between her thighs, furiously bobbing up and down. It was obvious where his fingers were. Particularly as Max was writhing around on the mattress underneath him. It came to a stop. Logan placed a hand on the side of her head and took a hold of his cock with the other. His hips sank as he pointed his cock at her lucious flower, the spot between her legs he was wildly rubbing a moment ago. Max buried her teeth into the softness of her lip in anticipation, then arched her back and released a loud, high-pitched moan.

He was inside of her.

Steadying himself, Logan dropped to his elbows, crushing little Max under him, then thrusted into her. He drove his hips down between her legs and made her squeal. She flattened her arms out over the top of her head and gave herself to him. He was not gentle, mounting her like a muscular stallion, plugging up her little flower with the sheer girth of his cock. Max closed her eyes and dug her coloured nails into the sheets, grasping at the cloth with joy.

Ushering a deep grunt, Logan rose his gaze from Max and turned his attention towards the closet. William knew he was invisible, hidden in the darkness. But still did Logan stare his way, flashing a nasty grin. Sucking in a sharp breath, he prepared himself, then began to hump Max, bouncing up and down on her soft form, making her ample chest jiggle with each firm thrust that drove the pair deeper and deeper into the mattress. His grin grew as he pounded her pussy with his thick prick, spreading her nether lips on his monstrous shaft.

Max brought a hand to the muscular back of her bull, pressing the sharpness of her nails into his skin. It made him growl, lean up and smack her across the face. Max only groaned lazily and took her hand away, clutched onto his hips with her pale thighs. Logan sank down upon her, placed his chest on her face and kept staring at the closet - at William - challengingly.

“Don’t fucking scratch me, slut.”

She could only respond with a muffled moan, then continued with a short scream as Logan picked up the pace with his hips and started bumping into her like Max was a mere trampoline he could bounce himself on. Grabbing a hold of her wrists, he pinned them down against the mattress, drilling the squirming woman between the thighs. Making her scream in ways William had never heard before. William had taken her into his arms, held her loosely and made gentle love to her. Logan fucked her like a useless slut. And she loved it.

Unbeknownst to William, his own hand had found his own little cock. He barely even registered how he tugged upon the small nub of a dick, so inferior to the battlehammer balls deep between the legs of his girlfriend. Little William didn’t exist in the same room as these sweaty, curling bodies so full of lust and admiration. He was a fleeting spectator, left to watch as his beloved Max was viciously pounded by his bully. The worst part about it all was how quick Max was to forget about his presence. She didn’t ignore him on purpose. It was not a ploy to humiliate him. Thick cock had absolutely evaporated him from her mind.

She shook, hugging herself onto her bobbing lover with all the might she could muster. If his hips had been his throat, she would’ve choked him to death with her thighs. Her legs clasped him so tightly that Logan could barely thrust into her. She desperately hung on and refused to let go, yield to the selfish bucking of his hips. Logan didn’t like it. Pausing his thrusts, an arm slid up underneath the back of one of the thighs glued to him and forced it off. Max only ushered a shaky breath and tried to cling on to the muscular body. Logan was stronger and she didn’t stand a chance. Before she could rearrange her grip on him, the bully pummeled himself against her crotch and started rutting her harder.

Max gave up, rolled her eyes into the back of her skull and let her lips split with a howl of pleasure. She was staring at William now. In his direction. Overwhelming joy decorated her expression as Logan once more went to town, drilling her senseless, out of her mind. It looked like she was freezing cold, the whole little frame quivering frantically. Logan flexed his bum, gritted his teeth and gave his lover a couple of steady, violent thrusts. It drove her over the edge. In a wild fit of sheer ecstasy, Max screamed her lungs out.

She came. Logan was only a small step behind. From the closet, William couldn’t see the actual sperm sprout out of him. But he knew what was happening. Every one of the bulging muscles on the athletic body flexed in unison. What could only be described as a mixture between a deep grunt and an angry roar escaped Logan. Shuddering, he squished his balls between the legs of his lover and held himself there while he convulsed. Max, panting beneath him, emitted a trembling moan as he came.

For a moment, the sweaty couple lay flat upon each other. It felt like they were never going to move, the only sound left in the room was that of the pair trying to calm their breath. It took several minutes for Logan to stir, hoisting himself up with the help of his strong arms. He withdrew from Max, who only purred in his face. Grabbing a hold of her thick thigh, he wiped the remains of cum off on her smooth skin and, got down from the bed.

There’s no condom.

Casually, Logan began to dress. He took his time, buttoning his shirt and adjusting his pants properly. Max was still lying in bed with her legs split, staring lovingly up at the roof. Cum dribbled down from her thigh where Logan had smeared it. Her head was facing William and he couldn’t catch a glimpse between her thighs. Squeezing the coat hanger in his grip to the point where his knuckles paled, he felt pure terror wash over him.

There’s no condom anywhere.

Pulling up his zipper, Logan stared in the direction of the closet. For a moment, William thought he was going to come over. But Logan finally spun on his heels, casting Max a last glance, then headed for the door. He left her there without a word, a victim of his cock. She looked oblivious to her surroundings, completely exhausted, void of energy. In the back of his head, a little voice would not stop teasing William.

You’re going to be a daddy.

The End
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Growing up, Matthew shared his home with three sisters, two stepsisters, a stepmother, two female dogs and a wide array of acquaintances of the feminine sort. Not once, throughout the entirety of his childhood, did the bathroom smell like anything but rich soap and flagrant perfume. As his real mother had walked out on his father, so did his father walk out on his stepmother. And then there was nothing left but loud gossip and womanly cackling.

Matthew did not believe in feminism. Naturally that was not something that ever escaped his lips as the house, which he called home, was filled to the brim with aspiring activists of the lazy kind who preferred to change the world with their bottoms on the couch, filing their painted nails. Deep down, he did not understand how he could believe that feminism was necessary when the women of his family raced past him in all aspects of life.

Out of his six female siblings, five of them beat him in age. Quickly, Matthew became accustomed to seeing them fade into the wind with their respective boyfriends. When they went out to party away their teenage years, Matthew remained home, occupying himself with the television or his computer. Once he came of age, he acted as their driver on late Friday nights, as per the agreement of which his stepmother had insisted if she was to graciously pay the costs of his driving lessons. Sometimes he drove three trips on the same night.

It came as a surprise when Matthew proudly announced to his family that he had finally procured himself a specimen of the female kind to serve as his girlfriend. Strutting his chest out, he beamed of newfound confidence as he told the mildly interested group of bewildered women about the events that led to his new partnership. Her name was Thea, such a delicious, fantastic woman that the perfume she wore likely came straight out of her ass.

They met on a dark, rainy evening in September, forced into conversation by sheer accident in the cozy shelter of a local stable that they both frequented on a regular basis. Six sisters tend to influence a wayward boy’s choice of afternoon activities. When his oldest sister, Linda, first brought him along to a horse riding lesson, eighteen out of twenty students in his class played football. Dan, a strange boy with eyebrows as big as bushes and a nose that awkwardly bent to the side, was highly religious and spent his evenings praying.

Matthew rode horses.

It was hard to overlook the fact that Matthew only shared gender with the geldings upon which he sat. Days worth of abuse came his way when the popular, handsome hunks in his class found out about his terribly effeminate hobby. In retrospect, it was all worth it. The favourite moment of his life occured on the day when Matthew, trotting around in a square circle, fell from his horse and broke his arm when the mare trampled him. That was the incident which left the distant Thea with no choice but to pay him attention.

Absolutely terrified of beasts with four hooves and hindquarters broader than the width of his shoulders, it took Linda - his older sister - three months of persistent convincing to get Matthew back up on the literal horse. As he mounted the mare that broke his arm, his face went so pale that the riding teacher flicked her fingers at Thea and gave her a rope. She spent the next hour half-heartedly leading him around the track.

Matthew likes to bounce around on saddles every Tuesday. I wonder if he likes to bounce on dildos every Thursday!

Love is powerful. It creates a thick shield that not even the most embarrassing of hurtful comments can penetrate. Whenever he would reconsider if his hobby was worth the constant revilement, the sheer thought of Thea grabbed him by the balls with a grip as strong as iron and, pulled him to the stables in time for his weekly lesson. Every chance to speak with her was promptly seized. It took them a while before they found the tone.

Virginity, longing and desperation can be even stronger. It was never easy for twenty year old Matthew to see the signs. For the first time in his life, the sex he liked replied to his meek mating calls. He was wildly in love with her, yanked out of his mind by her dirty, black breeches, the bitchy stare she sometimes gave the other women in the stable, even her complete lack of response to every joke he tried to make. Thea, on the other hand, mildly appreciated his attention when she was in the mood for a clingy wimp.

Time was the tool that eventually tied them together, coupled with the fact that Thea, a drop-out, attended no classes, held no job and quickly lost a large group of people whom she once called friends. A general aura of hostility meant that she rarely befriended anyone in the stables, where she spent all of her time, riding and tending to the horses. Matthew was there for her, unconditionally, despite the painful rejections and the lack of interest. It was circumstance that knit them into a relationship, a frail bond developed out of desire to feel wanted and have more attention from the opposite sex. It led to the happiest day of his life.

On a late Tuesday night, his whole world turned. Thea came home with him. In his old childhood room, she stole his virginity away. Matthew came in his condom with a squeal and so he was made a man. In the blink of an eye, all his insecurities turned to dust, whisked away with the wind. In the months that followed, the joy of his life peaked. Thea had an apartment - a benefit of being the daughter of a rich father - and she let him move in.

He was oblivious to the signals she sent. Oblivious to the jokes she made, how he rarely made her laugh and how he never seemed to be able to make her cum. It was a part of her personality, he convinced himself. Never did she show passion for him. But that was normal. A couple that consists of two needs one partner that hungers after the other. When Corey came into their life, everything changed. It was then that Matthew realized how he was still but a desperate, little wimp.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Matthew sank into the back of his chair and groaned. Gripping the armrests, he couldn’t help himself and, bit his lip, driving his feet into the floor. She manhandled him with her touch and he was completely under her control. Whenever her soft little fingers curled around the shaft of his manhood, Matthew felt as if she had cast a spell on him. Piece by piece, she drove away all of his worries, all of his concerns, with the deft motions of her hand. She was a gift sent to him from the heavens above. He desperately wanted to tell her how much he loved her, scream it at her, as she casually drove him closer and closer to the edge.

Through his hazy, lust-filled gaze, Matthew glanced over at Thea. She was perfection itself where she was sitting, wearing her pink-coloured hoodie and the thin, skin-tight jeans that willingly let the world know which colour she had decided for her thong on that day. Her blonde hair cascaded down the sides of her face, the back of her neck. It was so straight, well-kept and maintained, elegantly laid out upon her shoulders. Her cold blue eyes was glued to the television screen while a look of disinterest adorned her features.

It was her smell that drove him wild. The flowery perfume she wore snuck up his nose as she leaned closer. It was so feminine, the perfect match to her appearance. Matthew sunk his teeth into the softness of his lip further. He eyed her with passion, the mere sight of his passive girlfriend was enough to make his balls shrivel up, ready to blow. If her hand wasn’t wrapped around the half-flaccid shaft of his penis, she wouldn’t have paid him any attention at all. Her gaze never left the screen of their television. Not once did she look his way.

Grimacing, Matthew dug his fingers into the dark leather of the couch-like chair. He was so, so, so close and she needed to pick up the pace. His lover, the beauty herself, was edging him by accident, the pace of her dull wanking was not quick enough to make him cum. He stared at her oval-shaped, tanned face. Her looks could usually drive him past the point of no return. But Matthew was impatient. So with a careful thrust, he tried to fuck her hand.

Thea paused immediately and slowly looked his way, cocking a dumb eyebrow at him. She stole his stimulation away and it felt excruciating. Matthew wanted to cum. Matthew needed to cum. Thea, pursing her painted lips, sent him a cold stare. Matthew shrivelled up under her harsh gaze, lowering his head to look up at her, submissively. She was unyielding and simply held his shrinking cock in the palm of her hand. Matthew needed to act quickly.

“I’m so sorry.”, he mumbled.

Thea rolled her eyes at him and kept watching the television. For a moment, Matthew thought she wasn’t going to finish him off. Finally, he felt her fingers rearrange upon his flaccid shaft and started tugging the cockskin up and down, rapidly. His girlfriend had edged him for so long that his cock never had time to grow. Matthew felt his balls pull up, then gasped as the immense pressure became too much. Suddenly, he exploded. Torrent after torrent of warm sperm shot out of his shaft, right onto his own beige shirt.

He shivered, clutching the armrests with all the might he could muster. In his cloudy haven of pleasure, he couldn’t be less oblivious to where his cum flew. It stuck to his chest before it dribbled down across his belly, staining the brownish fabric. Thea noticed as she glanced his way, scoffing at the sight. Her hand left his cock, found his trousers and, wiped away the goo on her fingers onto the blue material with a soft sigh. Matthew only watched her, lovingly.

“T-.. Thank you.”

“Well. It’s your birthday.”

He tried to flash her a sweet smile but she looked away before he had the chance, turning her attention to the television show of which he did not know the name. Feeling the pace of his breathing slow down, he made quick work of stuffing his cock away. Zipping his pants, he stood up, adjusted his trousers and looked between Thea and her show, ponderingly.

“Can I-.. Can I get you anything?”

“Shush. I’m trying to watch.”

He nodded softly, attaching his belt to the buckle. His gaze momentarily found the black phone screen on the couch next to Thea and he was filled with dread. Questioning eyes stared up at him, snapping him out of his thoughts. He gave her a quick smile and hurried over for the bathroom. When he came, he needed to pee. As was the natural order.

With perked ears, he entered the lavatory and sat down on the toilet. There was no lock on the door but Matthew still decided to take the chance to sit. While it was unlikely that she had registered him entering the bathroom, it was just as unlikely that she would walk in on him during her show. Placing his elbows on his knees, he let his pee trickle against the marble bowl and, let his thoughts drift. Today was his birthday. Today, he turned twenty one.

Julia - his stepmother - woke him up. It was just shy of eight o’clock when the horrible melody that came with his old Samsung ran through the bedroom. Thea had beaten an all time record; releasing the loudest, most irritated grunt to date. Wisely, he left the room when he picked up and was met with a joyful, “Happy birthday, my little Matty!”

Not a word came from his sisters. Nor his stepsisters. If he had bothered to check through the seven new comments on his Facebook page, he imagined he’d find a few quickly scribbled congratulations. He was not however, tempted to be reminded of the fact that out of his four hundred friends, not even a dozen took the time to give him their greetings. Even Linda, married and with two children, had a tendency to forget about his special day.

It was particularly hurtful this year. Julia always planned a party for him at her house, his old childhood home. This year, Thea put her foot down and, decided they would not go. Her reason was the little black screen next to her on the couch. On any moment, the dark glass could light up with a text. If it did, Thea needed to run, promptly. It would be difficult to excuse herself if she sat at a dinner table, surrounded by his family. Matthew understood.

If Matthew stumbled upon a magic lamp that contained a genie, his three wishes would consist of spending his birthday with Thea at his side. When she finally woke up, several hours after him, he had suggested they go out to eat. Thea reminded him about the possibility of an incoming text and decided it would be best if he made them dinner in the apartment. When he suggested a trip to the stables, he was met with the same response.

Standing up, Matthew flushed and went to wash his hands. Squinting at himself in the mirror over the sink, he noticed the seedy cumstains on his clothes and, grabbing a grey hoodie and a new pair of stretchy jeans from the top of the washer, quickly changed. As he opened the door to the living room, he froze. Thea was on her phone, hurryingly tapping the screen with eager fingers. His shoulders sloped, a powerful wave of defeat washing over him.

“Who-.. Who is that, Thea?”

She didn’t hear him, didn’t care to hear him. It was impossible not to pick up on his words unless she thought to ignore him on purpose. He knew she would respond eventually, lift her gaze up at him with a hint of distaste on her features before her face lit up brightly to the new text that flew in on her phone. When she was on her phone, he was to be silent. The pace of his breath picked up and, his stomach churned. He waited for her with wide eyes.

He was invisible. Stuffing the phone into her pocket, she stood up from the couch and hurried over for the kitchen counter. Grabbing a banana, she quickly began to peel it.

“I won’t have time for dinner today.”, she said, casually, stuffing the tip of the banana between her lips to take a bite. “Corey called. He’s coming over. You should leave.”

He frowned, dropping his gaze to avoid her expectant eyes. Crossing his arms over his chest, he took a moment to build up the courage to mutter, “But it’s my birthday today.”

She cocked an eyebrow at him. “You know he always comes first, sweetheart. I will text you the moment he leaves. He probably won’t stay here all night.”

He watched as she finished the banana, flinching as she threw the peel in his direction with a brief, “Throw this in the dumpster on your way out.”.














Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Corey was a fireman. Even back in high school, Corey had the build of a greek god. His size had exploded to ridiculous proportions during his final year. With arms as huge as his, the choice to make a career out of saving kittens from trees did not come as a surprise to anyone. Since he first laid eyes on Corey, many years ago, it was crystal clear to Matthew that he was a winner. Tall, handsome, athletic with a bright future ahead.

He was not a stereotypical jock in every way. That is what bothered Matt the most. If he had simply been a dumb, muscular bully with good looks, that would’ve been okay. But Corey was one of a kind. And all the girls saw it. For so many years, Corey and Matthew had attended classes together. While they did spend a whole semester sitting next to each other, sharing a table in the back of the classroom, they were never quite friends.

Corey was his protector.

Perfect in every way, the child of Jesus Christ with a smile that lit up every woman that looked his way. He’d flirt with his classmates, teachers, the single mothers who stood waiting in the parking lot to pick up their stalling sons and daughters. His perfection was rooted so deep that if anyone as much as dared make a slightly inappropriate joke aimed at Matthew, Corey would shut them up with a mere handsome glance. All the girls noticed.

He was attractive, kind, popular, strong, good at sports, well-mannered and excelled in his classes, a mixture of all that is good neatly packed into one large, husky frame. His kindness is what Matthew found to be the most annoying thing about him. Because that is what all the girls swooned over. Not only could he protect them; he protected those who were too weak to protect themselves. Such as Matthew, the stable boy with the fine girlfriend.

Every once in a while, Matthew was able to convince himself that he was the man of the house. He lived in Thea’s apartment, rent-free due to the lack of a job. Once, he had to give Thea a jar that he just could not get the top off. His girlfriend succeeded. All of this would sometimes fade, paving way for a fragile sense of manhood and respect. In the house in which he grew up, these feelings never truly developed, constantly trampled down by a myriad of feminine shoes and snarky comments by mean sisters.

When he moved in with Thea, he thought it would be different. That she would see him as a powerful beacon upon which to lean if she was sad, frightened and needed to feel safe. On their last holiday, he felt - for a brief moment - like he imagined Corey must’ve felt like all the time.  He’d take charge, wrap a comforting arm around Thea and guide her safely through unknown streets. The illusion of manhood shattered quickly when Thea was the one who had to check out of their hotel. Because Matthew thought it too awkward.

At the beginning of their relationship, Matthew was the man and Thea was the woman. As their partnership progressed, it seemed like their roles slowly reversed. His girlfriend did not seem bothered by the fact at all, her usual dull and indifferent demeanor remained dull and indifferent. She seemed to favour being the top, the one who made all the important decisions. Matthew, content with being the passive partner in their relationship, happily let her rule. It wasn’t until Thea met Corey that he realized his grave mistake.

Matthew had no idea where to go. All he knew was how to obey her. So he grabbed his wallet, phone and the keys to her car, heading out into the hallway. In the elevator, he hesitated to press the button. It was his birthday, his day, and all he wanted was to spend the day with her. She had left for the bathroom promptly after telling him to leave. There, she’d spend the next forty minutes, getting ready for him. Getting ready to take cock.

Clenching his fists, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then forced himself to press the button that would take him four floors down. She was likely in the process of putting on her makeup now, carefully applying dark mascara to her lashes only for Corey to make it run down her cheeks as she made her best attempt to swallow up his dick. Then, she’d put on something nice only for Corey to tear it off when he wants to stuff his cock between her tits.

Not for a second did Thea ever think to dress up for his birthday.

When the elevator doors went up, Matthew dragged his feet towards the exit. Outside, all the residents shared a sizeable parking lot. It operated on a first come, first serve basis and as Thea used the car earlier that day, he needed to take a moment to look for it. His chest suddenly tightened. Corey, slamming the door shut on a blue Honda coupe, began making his way across the parking lot, heading straight for Matthew. He was early.

Spinning on his heels, Matthew darted back inside and looked around. There was nowhere to hide, the narrow hallway only contained a staircase, the single elevator and a series of green mailboxes. He shot a bullet of a glance over his shoulder. Corey hadn’t noticed him, completely occupied with his phone. He was likely texting Thea, letting her know he was downstairs and was expecting to find her bent-over the couch in but a minute. Likely texting his girlfriend. Matthew, glaring at the floor, snapped out of his thoughts.

Would Corey take the stairs or the elevator? It was his only two choices. There was no way he could escape out of the entrance in time. Corey would see him then. He could take the elevator all the way up. But where would he go? And what if Corey took the stairs? He couldn’t stomach the idea of running into him, nod at him like an old friend, remove his presence so that Corey could fuck his girlfriend senseless in private.

Stairs. Corey would certainly take the elevator. In truth, nobody chose the stairs. It was just an alternative exit in the case of a fire. But Corey, a fireman, had probably broken out his fair share of victims trapped in elevators. Perhaps he didn’t like them? If anyone could take the stairs up the four stories it took to reach Thea without breaking a sweat, it was Corey.

Time was running out. Corey was on his trail. He needed to make a choice. For a final time, his glance flicked between the elevator and the staircase. Then he leapt for the staircase. In the background, he heard the front door slide open with a bit of a squeak. He ran up the staircase until he was just out of sight, sat down and waited, panting quietly. Footsteps sounded in the hallway below. Matthew froze, waiting for the sound of the elevator.

It never came and, the footsteps never ceased to come closer. Widening his eyes, it took Matthew all too long to realize that Corey also chose the stairs. He only caught a glimpse of short, blonde hair before he turned, struggled to his feet and ran. He heard Corey pause behind him, then continue. Matthew didn’t care. He couldn’t face him. Not now. Not on his birthday, with his girlfriend waiting upstairs. Waiting for Corey.

He ran, ran and ran. Until he was out of breath and, his pulse was banging in his ears like a loud drum. There was nowhere else to run but up. For every floor that he passed, he’d take a quick look around. But unless he was able to enter one of the apartments, there was nowhere to hide. It was just empty hallway upon empty hallway. Nor was he able to escape into the elevator, stuck downstairs, unlikely to reach him in time.

He sprinted up to the fourth floor - their floor - and realized just how doomed he was. It was the top floor, the end of the line. In his panic, the thought hadn’t even occurred to him. Now he was stuck, left to face Corey and his no doubt arrogant smile. Approaching footsteps drove him to do the only thing he could do; run for his own door.

Matthew snuck into his own apartment like a thief on the prowl. With utmost care, he closed the door behind him, careful not to make the slightest sound. As expected, Thea was nowhere to be seen. She’d spend the next three hours getting ready if she could. He heard the rays of the shower from behind the door to the bathroom. He had time to figure out where to go, what to do. Looking around, Matthew pondered, bit his lip.

There was a loud knock on the door. Immediately, the shower was turned off. Matthew, gasping, sent a wide-eyed stare at the front door, then the door to the bathroom. He was trapped, the cheese on a sandwich between two deadly pieces of bread. Their apartment consisted of three rooms. No wall separated the kitchen from the living room, leaving only the bathroom - currently occupied by Thea - and the bedroom. As his gaze flew for the bedroom door, a part of Matthew was well aware of what a terrible idea this was.























Chapter Four

◆◆◆

As Matthew dropped upon all fours and awkwardly rolled up under the bed, he told himself that he had no choice. When he crept into the modest space, laying underneath a hefty mattress that hovered only a few inches over his thin frame, he convinced himself that this was the only possible way he could escape the humiliation of being seen by Corey. All he could hope for now was that Corey wanted to fuck in the living room, not in the bedroom.

As he laid there, he listened intently. He heard the bathroom door slide open, a series of impatient knocks on the front door a little further away, then a pair of faint voices. The floor under the king-sized bed was clean; Matthew had washed under it a few days ago. In the midst of his naivety, he cleaned the apartment in time for his birthday, hoping that Thea would appreciate it so much that she’d celebrate it with him and exclusively him.

He was wrong.

If it hadn’t been for the shivering, he might’ve been quite comfortable where he lay, hidden away, protected from view. So full of adrenaline, he couldn’t stop shaking. He’d have been even more comfortable if it wasn’t for the sweat that ran down his back, the dryness in his mouth from sprinting up a four-floor staircase. What really would’ve made his day was if the constant girlish giggle in the living room did not stem from the presence of another man.

They were talking. At least that is what he thought. He couldn’t make out the words but he knew that they were in the living room. Her laughter rang through the apartment. Matthew couldn’t remember the last time he made her laugh this way. Grinding his teeth, he realized that she’d barely move her lips if he made the greatest joke of all time. Corey could probably make her laugh by smacking her square in the face. The thought infuriated him.

Anger wouldn’t get him anywhere. The true nature of their relationship was established long ago. Thea wasn’t happy with him. She could be, she said, if he accepted that he was not enough and, that she needed more. His whole life revolved around her. If she hadn’t already stolen his heart with her sheer beauty, there was also the matter of the apartment. Breaking up with her meant moving back in with his stepmother. Begging her to take pity on him.

So he agreed. There was never much of a discussion. But he gave her his consent. Gave her free reigns to do as she pleased. The subject of an open relationship was never on the table. Thea simply suggested she’d be more happy if she could get fucked by another man from time to time. It was only fair. She put up with him, let him live rent-free. She didn’t mind his feminine nature or his lack of confidence. She just needed to feel a real man, sometimes.

Her happiness was more important to him than anything else in the world. So he gave her his consent, wafted her out of the apartment to pluck an attractive fish from the big sea. His only wish was that she’d stop bringing home the big, handsome hunks, reeking of confidence, arrogance and success. Everything he didn’t have. He was terrified of the day she’d decide to break it off with him. Pursue one of her lovers. The day never came.

Matthew, in an attempt to drive his thoughts away, fetched his phone from his pocket. Chatter still came from the living room. If she was going to fuck another man on his birthday, she could at least have the decency to get it over with quickly. Deep down he knew that the fate of his celebration lay solely in the hands of Corey. He had her wrapped around his little finger. In a moment of pure curiosity, he typed Corey’s name into Facebook on his phone.

Women, women, women. His entire profile was full of them. They liked his photos, commented on his pictures and even starred in most of them. His profile picture, depicting a shirtless Corey on the beach, contained six women in total. They crawled on him, clutched him, clawed at him. It looked like they were trying to suffocate him with their half-naked bodies. Scrolling through his profile, Matthew felt a pang of newfound jealousy.

He didn’t see other women. When he was with Thea, they might as well not exist. All he cared about was her. She was the only one for him. He struggled to rid himself of the thought that perhaps it didn’t matter much if he chose to stay away from other women. He was still unable to comprehend how she chose Corey over him. She must know that she’s sharing him with so many more. Why isn’t she happy when she can have someone all for herself?

The sound of the bedroom door slamming open made him flinch. Wet noises of sloppy kissing filled the little room. Corey had shut her up with his tongue. From where he lay, in the cover of the bed, he could only make out their feet, quickly approaching the mattress. He froze and held his breath. When Thea and Corey had been in the living room - a moment earlier - their presence had felt so faint, so far away. In his mind, he had convinced himself that his girlfriend would get in the couch. That he would be safe, hidden away under the bed.

Matthew didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t hold his breath anymore and, desperate from the lack of air, sucked in a new mouthful of air a little too loudly. The pair paused for a moment. His eyes went wide. He heard how they stopped kissing, stopped moaning.

Don’t look under the bed.

Don’t look under the bed.

Don’t look under the bed.

Thea’s dainty feet, sporting pink socks full of Disney princesses, suddenly left the floor. He caught on to how she gasped, then giggled wildly as Corey brought her closer to the mattress. Matthew was able to exhale in relief just as Thea was flung down upon the bed, bouncing up and down on the springs. She hit him with a heavy thud. The mattress came down, banging against his frame, smacking him in the face, over and over.

It hurt. Particularly the half-circle springs, crafted out of thin steel that stung as it hit him. Her weight sunk the mattress until the springs only hovered about an inch over his face. Suddenly, the space underneath the bed felt incredibly cramped. There was barely space left to move whatsoever and, he felt a sudden rush of claustrophobia. If the weight of his girlfriend alone threatened to suffocate him, what’d happen when Corey lunged after her?

He didn’t wait to find out. Gently edging over the floor, as quietly as possible, Matthew tried to shift his weight closer to the side of the bed. He needed to get his face out from under the bed, else he risked the passionate couple choking him to death, unknowingly. As he struggled to slide across the floor, without the help of his arms, he felt what must be Corey mounting the mattress at the bottom of the bed frame and began to consider what his gravestone would say if he was to experience demise by the strength of Corey’s hips.

It was a large bed but, he made it out in time. For a split second, he hesitated, feeling Corey crawl up towards Thea’s ceaseless snickers. He ran the risk of getting caught if he stuck his head out of the mattress but, the pair of lovers lay in the middle of the king-sized mattress and seemed too preoccupied to suddenly cast a glance down at him. Escape was impossible. He’d get caught for sure and it would be far more embarrassing.

So all he did was sneak his head out of the sinking mattress. Panic struck him momentarily as the additional weight of Corey pressed the mattress all the way down on his frame. He felt lucky to have gotten out in time, however, now he was without the ability to move. It pressed down on his chest, stomach, thighs, trapping him firmly in place. He swallowed as silently as he possibly could, left to stare up at the white ceiling to the sounds of their cuddling.

Thankfully, Thea was not the sort of princess who felt a pea under her mattress. For under the hefty weight of the couple, rolling around, exchanging spit and clutching each other with uncontrollable lust, little Matthew had woken up from his slumber. Blood had rushed to his penis in response to the pressure on his crotch. Now his meek boner throbbed violently each time the bump they made squished his junk through the masses of mattress.

It was uncomfortable. There was a constant strain on his chest, making it a little difficult to breathe. One of the steel springs pressed right down on his bent boner. What made it all worse was the noises from above. Thea moaned and Corey grunted. He felt them shift around on the mattress in unison. Suddenly, a stark, pink thong flew over the top of his head, landing somewhere in the corner. Thea’s hand dropped over the side of the bed, dropping right onto view, right over his face. Her fingers scratched the sheets like that of a cat.

“I wanna take you from behind.”, he heard Corey growl. No protest came from Thea, writhing around on top of him, clutching the sheets until her fingers grew pale while she panted like a deliciously hot mess. Matthew had no idea what Corey was doing to her. No matter what it was, it clearly drove her wild. Before he had time to ponder on the scene that unfolded on top of him, he heard Thea scream, playfully, as her weight left the middle of the bed.

Rolling towards his face.








Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Watching on in sheer disbelief, Matthew first caught a glimpse of a pair of large, manly feet that slid backwards out from the edge of the mattress. Pressure upon his chest grew. His shoulders and arms, pinned to the floor, was left utterly helpless. So deep did the mattress sink, that the edge squished down on his throat. Suddenly, sneaking his head out from the safe confines of the underside of the bed seemed like a terrible idea.

Two feet were approaching his face. He could see how Corey crawled out of the bed. By some miracle, probably the sight of Thea, he had decided to dismount backwards. By some miracle, he placed his feet down on each side of his head. But what met Matthew next was a frightening sight. Half-flaccid, the fattest cock he had ever seen now hung over his face. It was curved a little upwards, full of throbbing veins. The belly of the beast partly rested upon a pair of full, cum-churning, hairy nuts, swinging back and forth, gently.

He was so much bigger. Matthew couldn’t understand how such a cock could possibly fit in little Thea. His Thea. He gasped, then cringed, a drop of something wet dripping from the swaying, swelling cock right down upon his face. Corey, oblivious to Matthew between his feet, reached out to grab Thea, then yanked her towards him. Her pale backside came into view, sticking out over the edge of the bed. Her little flower beamed down at him.

He was going to fuck her over his face.

Matthew tried to wriggle, gently. It was useless. He found himself trapped under the mattress like he was a little mouse in a mousetrap. Over his face, Thea purred, then shook her posterior. Corey, scoffing at the sight, wrapped a hand around his cock, hoisted it up and pointed it at Thea, slowly leaning closer. Unable to escape, he was left with a front row view as the bulbous head of the thick dick pressed against the smooth nether lips with a squelch.

A groan of pleasure scurried throughout the bedroom as the mushroom-shaped tip slid right up the hairless snatch. He could see how Corey flexed his thighs, tightened his firm buttocks and drove his hips forward, feeding his hungry girlfriend inch upon inch of fat cock. He saw how her plump buttocks shook as Corey sent a sharp smack for her rear. She flinched and ushered a little yelp as his large hand clashed with her doughy bum.

With a simple backwards thrust, she broke his heart into a million little pieces. In response to his firm slap, she eagerly pushed her butt against the cock which split her velvet lips open. It was unbelievably large, the little pussy hugging the thick dick tightly, forced to spread around the fat girth. It clutched him, pulled his sizeable manhood deeper and deeper inside. She froze as her little flower bit over more than it could chew. But he kept thrusting deeper.

Matthew flinched as his girlfriend screamed. Her voice leaked with joyous pleasure. He could do nothing but lie and watch as Corey tamed her upon his thick shaft. He wielded his manhood with such confidence, it was clear that he knew just how big he was. His mighty ballsack, full of dark pubes, looked intimidatingly huge. If he didn’t know better, Matthew would think that the stench of his balls reached his nose. He grimaced at the sight.

Corey shifted his position, placing a foot awfully close to his face. His toes were not even an inch away now and, Matthew tensed up further. It was ridiculous how Corey did not see him, he thought to himself, then realized that if Thea’s ass was pointing at him, he’d probably not be able to notice much else either. Her curvaceous buttocks demanded attention. So large they were, ample with doughy padding and broader than her very shoulders.

It was a fantastic ass. But it wasn’t his. Corey, thrusting his cock balls deep inside, half-leant upon Thea while he steadied himself. Matthew was now met with the sight of his buttocks, clenched together in the pleasure of bottoming out in the softness of her slit. Corey took a deep breath, withdrew a little, then drove himself into her. His pelvis clashed with her rear and made the pair of pale globes wobble, gently. Thea, mewling, begged him with her bum and shook her buttcheeks, then seemed to bend over, parting her legs to invite him in.

Corey happily obliged. His hips shot forward, plunging into the vibrating backside, beginning to pound away at the hefty bottom with a steady rhythm. Slurping filled his ears. It stemmed from her flower, which had evidently began to leak. Drops of juice dribbled down from the swollen lips, clutching on to the skin from a gradually thinning string. It threatened to fall upon his face. Matthew swallowed softly, unable to take his eyes away.

He slid in- and out of her with ease. She was so wet, easily taking the fat dick, swallowing the thick shaft as Corey squished himself into her, then desperately held on to the massive member as it retracted from the velvet depths. He saw how Corey placed his hands on her hips, digging his nails into the skin to hold her steady. He heard how Thea gasped, tried to wriggle out of his grip and, eventually giving up, let him hold her still, obediently.

It was as if he was covered in an invisible cloak. Neither of them paid him any attention. It didn’t matter that they didn’t know he was there. In the back of his mind, a meek voice told him that they probably wouldn’t care about him even if they knew where he was. She’d save him later. After she got her dose of big dick. Until she was satisfied, Matthew could choke for all she cared. He wasn’t sure if this would be her reaction. But he couldn’t muffle the voice.

His hairy balls assailed the back of her thighs, slapping her ceaselessly with each vicious thrust. Corey was picking up the pace, assaulting the poor bottom, punishing the pink flower with his veiny hammer. Matthew saw the sweat glistening on their skin, reflecting the light that came flowing through the window in the bedroom. The string that held on to the drop of her oh-so-sweet juice gave in. It dropped down on his forehead with an inaudible splash.

She was soaking wet. When Corey withdrew for a moment, left the throbbing rod to point out at the air, her juices flowed from the gaping flower down between her thighs. She whined unhappily, begging him to put it back in, stuff her with his meat. He entered her with a sloppy squelch and rearranged his stance, then furiously started to hump her.

“Whap! Whap! Whap!”

She started to moan, whorishly. His dicking brought her lips to life. It made her squeal, plead and beg. His buttocks clenched each time his crotch smacked into her voluptuous bottom. His sturdy thighs - on each side of Matthew - shook. He leaned his torso over her, out of sight. Matthew couldn’t see what was happening. He could only hear how Corey released a guttural growl and began rutting Thea like she was a bitch in heat. His bitch.

In a fit of pleasure, Corey roared, then exploded. His cock, buried deep between the pink, swollen lips over his face, convulsed with each rope he so clearly shot into her. His balls wrinkled up a little, retracted, while he came. Matthew, full of awe, gawked up at the sight with his lips and eyes wide open. He heard Thea release a high-pitched scream of joy. She was so close now, furiously bucking her hips back against him.

He saw Corey wrap his arms under her belly, keeping her firmly in place while he shot his load inside of her. Playfully, Thea tried to escape. He held on to her, pressed her butt against his pelvis, depositing his gooey load between her wet lips. For a moment, they were one, a single entity, mashed together in a mixture of sheer passion and wild lust. They were panting heavily when Corey clapped her on the side of her ass and muttered.

“I’ve gotta go.”

“Mmmm.”

She only grunted in response. Corey, with his big cock, had fucked her senseless, right out of her mind. Now he was going to leave her, abandoned her on the messy bed with a flower full of his sperm. Now, as Corey was done, she’d be left for Matthew. He glared up at the balls over his face, tried to burn them off with his gaze. Corey, casually, pulled out with a shaky sigh. When he left his fat, flaccid cock to dangle, a rope of cum oozed out of his dripping peehole. When it broke off from the bulbous head, it splattered right down on Matthew’s face.

Miraculously, Corey stepped over his face, oblivious to his presence. He ventured out of sight and when he reappeared, clutching a bundle of clothes, he exited the bedroom without spotting the little head that stuck out from the mattress. Matthew, left with a fat line of nutbutter square across his face, watched as the bottom over his face stirred, then crawled up onto the bed. When the front door shut, loudly, she got out of bed, heading for the bathroom.

Exhausted, Matthew lay still for a moment longer. He felt the ballcream dribble down through his eyebrow and had to close an eye. His arms were no longer trapped. Yet he did not feel like moving whatsoever. While he contemplated on whether or not he should crawl back underneath the cover of his bed, he heard the toilet flush, then a pling from his phone.

His phone! He had forgotten it! Did Thea hear it?

He froze up for a while and simply listened. It wasn’t until he heard her turn the shower on once more that he dared to make a move. He knew who texted him. It wasn’t the first text Thea sent him, telling him it was okay to come home now. It wouldn’t be the last. He could not get the image out of his face; the fat cock pummeling the bottom of his girlfriend. In an attempt to drive it away, he retrieved his phone and typed in his password. One new text from Thea. With a dull sigh, he opened it up, then squealed and dropped his phone.

“You can come out from under the bed now, babe.”

The End
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Black Masters by Tara Yarn (Preview)

8000+ words of well-endowed dark men taking their frustrations out on a sultry woman while her wimpy boyfriend meekly watches. In time for their wedding, Jamie and Alexis arrive at the house of her parents. While he tries to enjoy the generous comfort the mansion-like home provides, Jamie struggles to cope with the terrible shame brought on by the events of the night before, the night when his soon-to-be wife convinced him to accompany her to a local, seedy nightclub, known as the Nigerian Palace, where everything spun out of control.











Chapter One

◆◆◆

If there ever was a more frightening place in the small of town of Moore, Jamie had yet to learn of it. For as he stood before the black pair of doors that led into the club, a sense of unease paralyzed him. When Alexis, flashing him a playful grin, pointed up at the neon-lighted sign that hung over the entrance, a shiver ran up his spine. “Why can’t we pick another club, Alex? This isn’t for us.”, he said, and looked at her, pleadingly. Scoffing, she shook her head, then darted up to the doors, pushed them open and slipped inside. There were no doormen in front of the Nigerian Palace, for they were not needed, and that fact alone told Jamie everything he needed to know about the club. Trembling, he went inside.

“Dad! Mum! I’m so glad to see you!”, Alexis called out, and ran up the little staircase that led to the entrance of the massive, towering, white-painted house they had parked in front of. It was an extraordinary place, surrounded by such a ordinary neighborhood. Alexis had ran out of the car, leaping at the middle-aged couple in the doorway, embracing them, warmly. When Jamie left his car, a rusty convertible with an engine that made all sorts of ungodly sounds when he booted it up, he thought he could smell the money in the air. At the end of the week, Jamie would have very wealthy step parents. In truth, he wasn’t looking forward to it. Slowly, he made his way for the hugging trio, bringing along their luggage. Each travel bag was stuffed to the brim. They had separate bags, but Alexis took it upon herself to pack in both.

Bouldering music thundered through the dark hallway in which Jamie now stood. His wife-to-be was nowhere to be seen. She must have forgotten all about him, and fled straight into the main area. The hallway was dark, with a red tint stemming from dim lights that hung along the ceiling. His heart was pounding rapidly, and Jamie placed a hand on the wall for support, bent over a bit, attempting to calm himself down. Deep breaths did not work, so he straightened up and forced himself to walk towards the blue, blinking light at the end of the long corridor. He didn’t like the music, and the rapper who bellowed out of the powerful speakers sang in a language he did not understand. It was dirty, the music, and as Jamie came closer and closer to the main floor of the club, he cursed Alexis and all that she was.

Firmly, Jamie grasped his stepdad-to-be by the hand, and shook it. He was a large man, with broad shoulders and a bulging belly. He wore huge glasses beneath a head of balding, greying hair, but Jamie could feel the strength in his grip. He was a real man, Jamie had thought to himself when he first saw him, a man who brought his life on track through hard work and dedication. His name was Dan, and while he probably couldn’t walk up a staircase without heaving for his breath, he dwarfed Jamie’s thin frame. Sending Dan a quick smile, he turned to accept a brief - and cold - hug from his stepmother-to-be, a short, thin woman in the end of her forties who always wore a white shirt and a pair of old, worn-down jeans.

Halting, for a moment, Jamie fought to calm his nerves. His whole frame was constantly quivering, and his legs felt numb. But where Alexis went, he needed to follow. Finding the courage to round the corner, he froze. In the club, there must’ve been a hundred people and his wife was nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t as filthy as he had expected, for there was a bar in the corner of the room, and a series of tables plus chairs scattered around. There was also a dance floor, crowded to the brim, and that was the place where Jamie needed to begin his search. For some time, he stalled in the doorway, eyeing the congregate of dancers, swaying, swinging and strutting around to the loud, obnoxious music.

Politely, Jamie pulled out a chair to allow Alexis to take a seat at the table. He sat down next to her, on the opposite side of Dan and his wife, and eyed the kitchen. It was massive, lit brightly, and the walls were not of wood, but of glass. The view from where he sat was absolutely fantastic, for beyond a slope of neatly cut grass, lay a quiet, round pond in the midst of a forest of pine trees, stretching for as far as the eye could see. It was his stepfather-to-be who drew his attention away from the horizon, snapping his fingers in front of his eyes. “Not a bad place to hold the reception, hm?”, he asked, and the tone of his voice was stained with pure arrogance. Flashing Dan a polite smile, Jamie nodded and kept ogling the kitchen. “It’s great, daddy.”, Alexis said. “We’re both very grateful.”

And then he saw her, a beacon of white light in the midst of a dark, moving forest. Her blonde hair swung from side to side, matching the rhythm of her swaying hips. In the center of the crowd, she danced carelessly, but as Jamie started making his way for her, she disappeared in the mass of people. Hesitantly, he dragged his feet to the edge of the packed congregation. It was there he was forced to pause, beginning to squeeze his way into the crowd. Carefully, he kept his gaze down, avoiding all eye contact as he fought himself deeper. It wasn’t long before his path was blocked. Completely surrounded, there was but a little gap in the mass of dancing bodies. On the right, stood a tall, skinny man with dreads and pouty lips. On the left, there was another man, short, stubby, bald and shirtless, yelling loudly at a nearby woman. There was anger in his deep voice, and it terrified Jamie.

“Oh my.”, Meryl, his stepmother-to-be, exclaimed, flicking her gaze between Alexis and Jamie, playfully. “You doves look terribly tired. Dare I inquire as to what you two lovebirds were up to last night?”. Alexis smiled, sweetly, but she wouldn’t say a word. Suddenly, Jamie felt a pressure to explain himself. He didn’t know why, but the curious eyes of the woman on the opposite side of the table refused to leave him. “Alexis spent the whole night packing. It’s easy to lose track of time when you’re preparing for your wedding, I assume.”, Jamie finally said, and grinned briefly. A false, faint laughter erupted at the table, and all four of them nodded knowingly in unison. Silence fell in the kitchen, and there was tension. The arrival of a maid, complete with a uniform, eased the awkwardness. Hurryingly, she ran over to the oven, opened it up and snatched her oven-mitts from the counter. Suddenly, Jamie froze again, for the maid was dark-skinned, and had a enormous, wobbling rear.

Turning sideways, Jamie gently slid between the men. Raising himself up on the tip of his toes, he tried to catch a glimpse of pale skin, blonde hair, a tight-fitting, white dress. He thought he saw the latter, and pressed further into the crowd when his hand fell upon something soft and doughy. A gasp erupted, and a woman spun on her heels, glaring up at Jamie, who hurried to retract his hand, staring down at her, wide-eyed. “It-.. It wasn’t on purpose!”, he screamed at her, but she gave him a rough shove. Stumbling backwards, he tumbled right into a man. It was a massive man, with a giant chest, boulders for shoulders, thick arms and a mean look to him. Cowering, Jamie dropped his gaze, and the man turned away from him, shaking his head. He looked after the woman, and she was pushing her way out of the crowd, bouncing into people with the sheer width of her giant rump. Flinching, he felt a hand on his shoulder, and turned around with wide eyes. He ushered a sigh of relief when he saw Alexis, cocking an eyebrow up at him. He was about to speak, but his wife-to-be beat him too it. “Are you touching other women, Jamie?”, she screamed up at him, overpowering the deafening music. “You know what that means!”, she continued, with a bright smile, and Jamie shaked his head, pleadingly, trying to grasp a hold of her as she once more abandoned him in the masses of dancing people.
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