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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Desires By Tara Yarn

8500+ words of deliciously naughty interracial cuckold erotica. After his girlfriend of three years breaks up with him on the day before their anniversary, Shawn is determined to do whatever it takes to win her back. Even if it includes begging for help from Tamal, a local black drug dealer and his long-term bully. Before long, the tables are turned and his plan spirals completely out of control. Contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, mild sissification and graphic scenes. This story is very descriptive and intended for audiences of 18+ only.











Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Conquest By Tara Yarn

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

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


Chapter One

◆◆◆

As Cass slid into the couch, he thought back to the warnings his closest family had been eager to give him the day he announced his relationship with Ada. His sister was the first one to warn him. She knew Ada from class, and spoke in length of how she had never seen her leave a party without bringing home a man. Promiscuous was she word she used. Cass knew she was calling her a slut. He did not take her seriously, and made sure to tell his sister that what Ada did in the past when she was single was none of his - or her - concern. His mother was the next one to warn him. She, employed at a local high school, had many things to say about his new girlfriend. She had once taught Ada, and the memories that flooded her when she spoke of the woman that may as well have been a monster made her shudder in her chair. She was out of control, rude, bitchy, prone to fits of rage and had apparently cheated on all her exams. Allegedly, briefly after her eighteenth birthday, she had also seduced - and slept with - a teacher to improve her grades. His mother did not use the word promiscuous. She was not the sugar-coating type. Instead, she called her a slut.

“He-.. He says I have to colour my hair, and-.. and that I have to do it or no one will want to hire me. He-.. He says these things all the time, and he makes me feel ugly.”

Ada was on the verge of tears. He could tell by the sound of her voice. Sighing, he brought a hand up to rub his face. The woman on the opposite side of the desk nodded slowly, her hands folded in her lap. She sat with a rigid back, one leg crossed over the other. Her attire consisted of a pair of spectacles, a white blouse and a black skirt so short Cass simply had to steal a quick glance between her legs when she sat down a moment earlier. She looked young, had mousy features and a brown head of hair tied neatly into a ponytail. Her face was professionally blank, but with an added touch of sympathy whenever Ada spoke. She had introduced herself as Miss Wheeler, and his cock had twitched a bit when she did.

“That is not what I said, Miss Wheeler,” Cass said, and looked over at Ada. “I only meant that colouring your hair a mix of black, purple, blue and blonde might-.. I don’t know-..”

“Liar,” she snapped at him, sniffing. Her mascara was trailing down her cheeks. Miss Wheeler leaned back in her chair, tapping her fingers on a thigh. Her eyes were trailing between the couple, but the softness on her face evaporated whenever she looked his way.

“I see that you two have problems. I suggest we delve a little deeper. Perhaps you should start, Ada? How does he make you feel? What else does he do that trouble you?”

Cass rolled his eyes, but Ada lit up like someone flicked her switch. “He-.. Uhm-.. Last week we were in the kitchen, and-.. He told me I had gotten really fat and needed to lose weight.”

Cass dipped his spoon into the bowl of cereal, scooping up a few flakes. Flicking his eyes to the newspaper, he was just about to bring the spoon between his lips when Ada, wrapped in a towel, stormed through the door. He looked up, but she did not gaze his way. “Morning,” he muttered, as she flew past him. Shuffling in between the table where he sat and the counter by his side, she outright ignored him, tiptoeing in an attempt to reach the crispbread that stood on the top of the nearby shelf. Momentarily, he stared at her struggling, then shrugged his shoulders and kept eating. “I can help you with that,” he said, but she only growled. As she was finally able to grasp the package, she sunk back on her heels and swiftly turned to head for the refrigerator. That was when her voluptuous, thick backside pummeled into his bowl, flinging milk, cereal and ceramic right into his lap. He stood up with a gasp, white liquid dripping from his crotch. Ada had turned to stare at him. She eyed him up and down, then giggled and went on her way. Watching the wide hips sway, Cass frowned. As the milk crept further into the blue fabric of his trousers, he yelled, “Watch where you shove that fat ass!”

Miss Wheeler gasped, cupping her lips with a palm. Taking a deep breath, Cass ushered the deepest sigh he could possibly muster. “That is not what happened, miss Wheeler,” he said once more, but she was utterly oblivious to him. Wiping her nose, Ada ushered a sob.

“There-.. There’s more,” she said, ushering a shaky sigh. “He keeps trying to control me in public. It’s-.. It’s as if he thinks he owns me. It-.. It happened just two weeks ago. He-..”

“Could-.. Could we keep going, Ada?” he asked, but she did not even offer him a glance where she stood, weighing her breasts before the mirror. It was not really a mirror, but the storefront window of a shop. There were people inside, staring at her, and Cass was becoming uncomfortable. The street where they stood was crowded, and there were no shortage of curious glances in their direction. “This dress looks so much tighter than I thought,” Ada muttered, spinning on her high heels. Her fingers slipped underneath the hem of the dress - white with black stripes - tugging the edge a bit further up her bum, flashing the red thong she wore underneath. Swallowing audibly, Cass looked away. A group of men had stopped in the middle of the street. They were youngsters, with black skin, hoodies and golden chains around their necks. One of them held a camera, casually snapping pictures in their direction. “Ada,” he tried, stepping a little closer. As if he wasn’t even there, she kept ogling herself in the reflection of the window, giving her ample backside a quick shake.

“I see,” said the therapist, leaning on her elbow. A brief glance was sent in his direction, but this time he kept his mouth shut, covering his face with his palm. There was no point in trying to argue. Ada could twist the truth all she wanted, but miss Wheeler was reasonable. She would understand what was really going on. After all, she was a professional therapist.

“And-.. He thinks I should be the one to do all the chores at home. Because-.. Because I am between jobs. It’s-.. It’s like he thinks I am his slave. He never does anything ever!”

Sinking into the depths of the sofa, Cass propped his feet up on the table. He reached for the remote, turned the television on and began flicking through the channels. Ada was rummaging around in the kitchen. The door was open, and he could hear her, but he did not know what she was doing there. A moment ago, when he came through the door, she had greeted him by demanding he wash the toilet. “In a few minutes,” he had told her with a smile, but she had marched away from him with a glare. Cass was knackered. It had been a long, stressful day at the office, and while he had every intention to wash the toilet, he just needed a brief moment to recuperate. Cocking his head into the headrest, he shut his eyes.

Whatever struck him square across the face hit him with such force he fell sideways. “I told you to wash the toilet!” Ada screamed. It came from the very bottom of her lungs. Gritting his teeth, he cupped his cheek and opened his eyes. There lay a dildo on the seat, and Cass realized ten inches of fat, black rubber just slammed into his face. “Don’t throw-” he began, but his girlfriend interrupted him, storming over to grab the dildo. Wielding the dildo like a weapon, she began battering him with the thick, rubber prick. “Go. Clean. The. Toilet!”

Miss Wheeler shook her head with a sigh. Clicking his tongue, Cass shot the therapist a quick smile when she looked at him, but she did not replicate it. Squinting, he glanced between the two women in silence. Ada sat with her feet on the couch, hugging her knees while she cried softly. She made no attempt to hide her tears, staring out at what seemed to be nothing in particular. The therapist eyed Ada for a moment, then rolled her chair closer to her desk, snatched a piece of paper from a nearby stack and fetched forth a pen. Cass straightened up. Whatever she wrote was unreadable, and made him oh-so-curious.

“I believe I understand the problem. It is likely what we call a, distorted power dynamic in your relationship. One of you are under the assumption you know better than your partner.”

Cass nodded, but quit the moment miss Wheeler shot him a cold stare. Her eyes trailed back to Ada when she continued. His girlfriend had quit sobbing, wiping her blank eyes.

“In my experience,” miss Wheeler began, fiddling with her pen. “These relationships sadly do not tend to last, but if both parties are willing to try, there might be a way to fix it.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

“Let me tell you the story of Tom and Jane. When they came to see me, their relationship was dangling from a thin thread. Their problems were much like yours. One of them felt a dire need to control the other, but was also just in their desire. You see, according to Tom, his wife was the cause of their arguments. They would argue sporadically, and Tom would blame her mood. However, the fact that she started it was not his main concern. It was how Jane would ignore him for days after their disagreements that became the main issue. Tom was ready to forgive her behaviour, but Jane was not ready to accept his forgiveness. As a therapist for couples, one sees many different relationships. In this particular case, it was clear that Jane wanted a firm hand. I asked if Tom was willing to be the firm hand that guided her, and luckily he was. It’s certainly experimental, but after only a few sessions they no longer needed my assistance. Considering their issues mirror yours, perhaps we should try the same.”

“You-.. You want me to spank her?” asked Cass, his jaw halfway down at the floor. Miss Wheeler sent him a blank stare, then wordlessly turned her attention to Ada. They shared a silent glance that went on for a little too long, and he suddenly felt a tad uneasy. Shifting in his seat, he reached over to snatch the glass of water that stood by the couch, taking a sip.

The therapist leaned forward, the tip of her pen touching the paper. “Does your frustrations also stem from something else, Ada? How is your sex life? Do you feel satisfied?”

Spitting out his mouthful of water, Cass started to cough. The women paid him no attention whatsoever. Frowning, a mild blush creeping up on her pale cheeks, his girlfriend took a deep breath, then shook her head. “I thought so,” said the therapist. “What is lacking?”

“His-.. His cock is so small,” she whined, and Cass spun to face her, staring daggers in her direction. The heat that crept up on his face latched onto his cheeks, and as he glanced at himself in the mirror in the corner, he saw his skin take on the colour of a tomato. Clearing his throat, he looked down, trying to hide himself from the therapist who was now looking his way. There was a moment of sheer and utter silence, and when he finally dared to raise his gaze from the dark leather coating of the couch, he found Ada glaring at him. Flashing a grimace, he slowly forced himself to look to miss Wheeler. She wasn’t glaring, but frowning.

“May I ask-.. How small, Ada?”

“Like-.. Three inches?”

“Oh my. I understand.”

“It’s just so tiny.”

Cass stared blankly at the wall. His lips had come up, and he felt as if he was frozen in place where he sat, a mere statue crafted with the power of feminine ridicule. His head was pounding, and his pulse racing. A trickle of sweat ran down his side. He tried to search for the words he needed to slip out of his prison of humiliation, but nothing came to mind. They had driven him speechless with their conversation. In the midst of rolling his neck, he heard miss Wheeler speak, but the words were but a gentle hum in the far distance. When he finally caught her addressing him by name, he flinched and looked her way, wide-eyed.

“This is what I mean,” Ada said, nodding matter-of-factly. “He never listens. It’s always his phone, his computer, his work. It’s like he forgets that he has a girlfriend. With needs.”

Miss Wheeler grunted in agreement, and Cass curled up on the couch, his thoughts floating to the bill that would arrive in the mail a few days later. Couples therapy was not cheap. “I expect you understand where your girlfriend is coming from, Cass,” the therapist said. “She does not blame you, but surely you see how frustrating it can become when your only partner does not meet your standards. In my experience, a satisfying sex life is required for a long and healthy relationship. Is this the primary cause of your irritation, Ada?”

“It’s part of it,” she muttered, pouting. Two hundred dollars a session, Cass thought, then forced himself to dip his head. Miss Wheeler cocked an eyebrow at him, then continued to scribble on the paper, seemingly content with his nod. With the help of the mirror, he ogled his Ada, who parted her legs, the white, short skirt she wore sliding down her thighs. The therapist paused her writing, stared at her, then continued with the document, a blank mask void of emotion straddled on her mousy face. Huffing, Ada crossed her legs, one foot sticking up in the air. Cass, his jaw now on the floor, stared between them, blankly.

“Very well,” miss Wheeler finally said, breaking the awkward silence. “I have drawn up the first draft of a document I will have my assistant print out in ink. If you are both willing to sign it, I believe it will do your relationship good. I cannot promise that it will fix every issue, but I can guarantee that this is the solution I can offer. Would you like to take a look?”

“Yes, please,” Ada said, biting her lip as the therapist scooted the document over. Cass did not dare to move a muscle. His frame frozen, he subtly eyed the reaction of his girlfriend through the mirror, watching as she brought the piece of paper up before her eyes. Like the therapist, she wore a mask that seemed to paint over her emotions. It was impossible to see what the document said. Ada took her time, read slowly, then placed the paper back on the desk as she finally finished. Her teeth were gnawing on her supple kisser. “Can-.. Can I talk to you in private?” she asked, and miss Wheeler nodded. Spinning in her chair, the therapist turned to face him. “If you don’t mind,” she said, and Cass knew it was not a question.

Nodding, he rose from the couch and rushed for the door. The women behind him kept quiet until he stepped into the waiting room outside. After he shut the door behind him, he caught their muffled voices, but he could not make out a single word they said. The waiting room was large, painted a sickly green, ornamented with two three-seat sofas aligned with the right wall, separated by a tall plant sprouting thick, green leaves. On the left side of the room stood a counter, and a youthful, thin blonde wearing a flowery summer dress sat on a chair behind it. She was Miss Wheeler’s assistant, and as Cass made his way over for a sofa, she narrowed her eyes at him. He tried to flash her a smile, but she did not respond to it. Clicking his tongue against the roof of his mouth, he dropped into the soft couch, clearing his throat.

She kept staring at him without a word, despite how he made certain to look absolutely everywhere else. His eyes trailed across the ceiling, glanced at the walls, studied the massive plant by his side. But the assistant behind the counter simply refused to stop staring. She had a sour expression on her face when he next met her gaze. “Hello,” he muttered, flashing her another brief smile. That was when she looked away. Sighing, Cass eased up. Suddenly, the phone on the counter lit up and began to vibrate. The assistant picked it up, eyed the screen and swiped right. When she held it up to her ear, Cass couldn’t help but perk his ears. There was a reason for his curiosity, the muffled voices behind the door could no longer be heard.

It felt like ages before the blonde assistant spoke. For a moment, she simply sat there, her phone to her ear, listening intently to whoever was on the other end of the call. “Yes,” she finally said, her blue eyes travelling back and forth. In her hand, she held a pen. It did not take long before she clicked it, then scribbled something out of sight. Behind the door, one voice could be faintly made out. It was not Ada. Now it was his time to stare, the assistant far too occupied with the call to notice. “Aha? Yes? Yes, I understand. Ahuh? Yes, I will print it out at once. Yes, miss Wheeler. Certainly. Yes, he’s still here. What, the dating app?”

With a nod, the assistant muttered her farewells and hung up. The moment she put the phone back on the counter, the door to the office came up. Jerking on the sofa, Cass hurried to look elsewhere, taking a great interest in the green leaves to his right. “It’s over. We can go home now,” Ada said. Cocking her eyebrow, he looked her way. She was staring him down, a smirk on her plump lips. A crumpled piece of paper lay in her palm. When he saw the document, she threw it over. Fumbling to catch it, he took a moment to steady himself before he uncurled the paper, stretching it out to read. “If you don’t agree to this, I want nothing more to do with you,” she sneered. “So from now on, you’re my bitch.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“How does Terrance sound?”

Cass kept quiet, concentrating on the pair of feet that lay before him. Sat on his knees at the far end of the couch, he wrapped his fingers around one foot, kneading the pale sole with his hands. Ushering a gentle sigh, Ada rose her other foot, pressing her toes against his bare chest. “Kiss it,” she whispered, flicking the screen of her phone to the left. She lay on her belly, completely naked, the plump buttocks shining up at him like a beacon of light. With a shaky sigh, he leaned forward, pressing his lips briefly against the heel of her foot. Cracking a soft giggle, she traced her toes down the flat of his tummy, down his pelvis, wiggling her toes up between his legs. He tensed, the hands on her feet taking a firmer grasp. He felt her foot sink deeper and deeper into his crotch, flattening his flaccid appendage. Squeezing his eyes shut, he kept on massaging the foot, forcing himself to rub his thumbs on her sole.

“Wait-.. How about Malik?”

She pressed her foot harder between his legs, wrapping her toes around his nuts, giving each a little squeeze. Parting his lips, Cass thought he’d collapse on top of her. The pain was not unbearable, but sharp and a little sickening. Locking his hazy eyes on the pale bum that lay before him, he struggled to knead her foot while the other toyed with his balls. “You seriously have to see these abs, Cass. I think he’s a bodybuilder,” she purred, finally taking her foot off of his crotch. Groaning as the toes left his nuts, he looked up and came face to face with her phone, a black barrel-sized chest and a rock-hard set of abdominals taking up most of the screen. “Isn’t he gorgeous, Cass? You know… He’s only a few miles away.”

Biting his teeth together, he looked down with a frown. “Awh,” she cooed, the tone of her voice dripping with sweetness. “I know you’re ashamed of admitting it. It’s fine, babe.”

“They’re fine,” he muttered, and she cracked a wicked grin, quick to roll over, planting her feet on his tummy. One by one, they strolled up his frame until her left slipped behind the back of his neck, and her right slid up on his face, flattening his nose under her smothering sole. Snickering, she blocked his view with a row of toes, wiggling them playfully.

“Liar. You think they’re hot. You just don’t wanna admit that he is better than you. This is what women want, Cass,” she said, curling her toes down, waving her phone. “This is what a set of real abs look like. Not like yours. They’re skinny and weak, and I am tired of them.”

Her toes crept up, forcing him to shut his eyes. The image of the shredded, dark-skinned stomach was burnt into his mind, and he saw it even after closing his lids. “Kiss my foot and tell me he’s hot,” she sang, the sweet voice impossible to resist. His cock was prickling, as if someone was tickling him with the tip of a feather. When she squeezed her sole against his face, he puckered his lips, planting a couple of soft pecks on the flat surface. “He’s,” he began, but couldn’t finish. A warm sensation embraced his features, building up underneath his cheeks. Planting a final kiss on the sole of her foot, he stuttered, “They’re-.. They’re hot.”

“Good boy,” she teased, dropping her feet to the seat. Sliding over on her tummy, she brought a hand back to pat her ample rear a couple of times. “Should I pick him?”

“I’m-.. I’m not sure,” he said, voice quavering. Planting a hand on each side of her hips, he let himself fall forward, lowering his face towards the voluptuous rump. She gave him a gentle shake of her hips, the pair of buttcheeks jiggling. The sight took his breath away. It had been three whole years since they met, but the look of her wobbly butt still drove him wild. Between his legs, his dick jerked, quick to fill up with blood. It was like she hypnotized him with her ass, and he could not keep his lips away, pressing his kissers down upon the soft mountains of bum. She paid him no attention, all her focus glued to her phone.

“Well. It’s not your decision,” she purred, and that made him freeze, his lips squished against the pale buttcheek. “Malik with the abs. I can’t find his number. Let’s see. Oh-.. Here it is.”

“W-.. Wait,” he gasped, retracting a little. Glancing over a bare shoulder, she threw him a dull glance. “It’s-.. It’s just-.. I don’t-.. I don’t understand why he has to be, well-.. Black.”

“That’s very racist,” she retorted, wiggling her rear. Huffing, he puckered his lips and kept placing kisses on the fat rump, kissing his way up and down her left cheek as he spoke. “It’s not-.. It’s just-.. What if-.. What if something happens, and-.. What if I have to protect you?”

She cracked up, the gaze of disbelief she sent his way folding him over her rump as if a powerful hand grabbed him by the back of his head and pressed him down towards the ample buttocks. “You’re frightened,” she scoffed. “Black men frighten you. I had no idea.”

Lowering his eyes, he glared at the prominent butt that took up most of his view. Without a word, he sank into the meaty pillows, brushing his lips over the pale skin. He sensed her eyes, the way they mercilessly stared at him. “Well. Now I am definitely picking him.”

“What-.. No,” he gasped, looking her way with wide eyes, but she had already turned back around, tapping a single digit on the screen. “No, wait-.. Stop-.. I meant-.. What if he won’t listen to you and-.. I have to throw him out, because-.. Well, because-.. I mean-.. You-..”

“You can’t throw him out. He’s twice your size,” she scoffed, brushing a loose strand of hair out of her face, up behind her ear. Faking a bright smile, she held the phone up. The reflection of her face was apparent on the screen, and Cass realized with mild terror that she was snapping pictures of herself. “Y-.. Yes,” he stammered. “That’s what I am trying to say!”

“So I should not invite him over, because,” she began, tilting her head to the side, puckering her lips. She went silent for a moment, the flash of the camera beamed briefly in the dimly lit room. “Because you might pee your pants in fear? Fuck you, I want him to ravage me.”

“No, I-.. I meant,” he tried, but Ada swiftly interrupted him. “No. Shut up. I’ve had enough of you. You’re only scared of him because he is a real man. He works construction. That’s why he’s so ripped. He doesn’t sit in a cubicle all day, answering calls. And I wanna fuck him tonight. End of story. I don’t wanna hear about how your little willy shrinks when you’re around strong men. That’s your problem. Not mine. Fuck you. Go put on the shower.”

Her rant left him speechless, the sharp words sinking into his chest like a blunt knife wriggling between his ribs in search of his heart. For a moment, she stared blankly at him and he gawked back at her. Rolling her eyes, she turned away, rolling over on her side, a bright smile on her plump lips. She held the phone high, covering up her bare breasts with an arm. Running a shaky hand through his hair, Cass sat up, unable to take his gaze away from his posing girlfriend. She blatantly ignored him, biting her lip, letting a hint of nipple slip between slightly parted fingers. Swallowing audibly, he nodded slightly, shuffling out of the sofa. On numb legs, he made his way for the door. When he was just about to slip out of the doorway, he turned to shoot his girlfriend a last glance, then froze. She had her phone to her ear, eyes absent-mindedly trailing over the ceiling. “Hi,” he heard her say, “Is this Malik?”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

“Honey? Hurry up! Our guest is waiting, and you’re being very rude. If you take any longer, I will have to come get you, and we both know what happens then, babe!”

Cass ushered a quiet sigh, hidden behind the corner. In just a few more steps, he would reveal himself in the doorway that led into the living room. He kept trying to advance, but something inside him prevented him from moving his feet. It felt like a rock dwelled in the depths of his tummy, weighing him down. A moment earlier, he had been in the kitchen. Now he held a tray, and upon the surface stood a can of beer and a glass of water. It was the voice of the stranger that had frozen him in his path. It was deep - unlike his - and terrifying.

“Isn’t it a little strange that your husband is here?”

“No, and he’s not my husband. Only my boyfriend.”

“Yeah. Well-.. If he takes much longer-..”

“Don’t worry. He’s just around the corner.”

Widening his eyes, Cass felt his heart begin to thunder in his chest like the hooves of a thousand galloping stallions. Fumbling out from behind the wall, he had to stop for a moment to balance out the swaying can of beer, then cleared his throat and approached. They sat in the sofa. He hadn’t looked up yet, but he had heard where the voices came from. A part of him simply wanted to keep his gaze locked on the floor, but as he entered the living room and felt two pair of eyes on him, he was overcome with curiosity. Slowly, he looked up. Ada sat on the couch, propped up to the shirtless stranger. They both stared at him in silence, a touch of expectation written on both their faces. Quivering, Cass looked from his girlfriend to the newcomer, parting his lips. Malik looked like the star of some African commercial. His black hair was braided, intertwining with a short, patchy, dark beard. Tall, ripped and muscular, with not an ounce of fat to be seen on his bare frame. His plump lips jutted out in such a stereotypical fashion, Cass would have smiled had it not been for the circumstances.

“Took you long enough. Don’t just stand there. Bring it over and greet our guest,” Ada said, a smile creeping up on her lips. Malik barely dipped his head, seeking to wrap an arm around his girlfriend. Cocking a dumb eyebrow at him, she leaned closer to the stranger, watching as Cass pressed forth, the hands that held the tray quivering. “What, is he your servant or something? Is this a game? I’ve never seen a man act like this,” Malik said, cracking a grin down at Ada, who shrugged her shoulders in his grasp. “It’s not a game. It’s therapy.”

“That’s some fucked up therapy,” Malik said. Cass approached, circling the sofa, hurrying up to stand before the pair. In the corner of his eye, he threw a quick peek at the white hand creeping up on the bare, black, chiseled stomach. “It’s not,” his girlfriend said, stroking her palm over the ripped abdominals with a soft sigh. “It works wonders. We barely argue now.”

“So, what are you, swingers?”

Ada did not even try to stifle her laughter. It rang through the living room for so long, she also infected Malik, who couldn’t contain his deep laughter either. Cass winced as if struck, quick to offer forth the tray in an attempt to silence their amusement. It worked. Snorting, Ada wiped her eyes, trying to control the last of her giggles as she reached out to take the glass of water. “No. We’re not swingers. It’s not an open relationship either. He’s just a cuckold.”

Malik, who had grabbed the beer, torn it open and taken a quick sip, spat out the contents. It led to another brief laughter from Ada, and Cass felt as if his face was on fire. “Well,” Malik began, placing the beer back on the tray. “I don’t care if he watches or cries in the corner as long as I get a piece of your fine ass. But if he comes near me, he’s getting a fucking slap.”

“Don’t say that. He’s already terrified of you,” Ada snickered. Cass twitched, shifting uncomfortably. As he stood there, supporting the tray, there was nothing he would rather do than speak up, and show them both that he did dare to snap back. But no matter how hard he tried, his tongue remained glued to the floor of his mouth. “Really?” Malik asked, and he spotted his girlfriend nodding her head eagerly. “Yeah. Do you want him to wash your car?”

“I don’t have a car. What if he just gives me his?”

“Well, uhm-.. We’ll see how hard you fuck me, okay?”

Splitting his lips, Cass looked up, wide-eyed. Their attention was no longer on him. Malik was grinning down at Ada, who was fluttering her eyelashes at him, leaning closer and closer while the hand on his stomach trailed down for his trousers. For a moment, they paused, then let their lips connect, kissing softly while they embraced. It was as if Cass was no longer in the room, that they had forgotten all about him. Wrapping his strong arms around her waist, Malik fell on her, and they slid down upon the couch in unison. The stranger lay on top of her as they made out, sharing spit between their sloppy lips. His hand crept down her side, stroking his way down to her short-clad bum, taking a firm grasp. She yelped, broke the kiss, stared up at him with sheer and utter passion. Immediately, she leapt at him, pressing her tongue betwixt his kissers. He did the same, and Ada shut her eyes as they licked each other in the mouth, ushering a shaky moan. Cass, frozen in place, had no idea what to do.

Pushing her lover away, Ada stared up at the black man with wide eyes, and shortly after rolled sideways, dropping to the floor. “You’re such a good kisser,” she purred, crawling up in front of him on her knees. Malik, shoving himself off of the couch, stood up without a word, a hand reaching for his zipper. Ada, quick to slap his hand away, shook her head. “Suit yourself, slut,” Malik scoffed, grinning down at the girl with the colourful hair as she reached up to grasp the zipper, slowly tugging it down. Stunned, Cass could not keep his eyes away as Ada shuffled closer, her face not even two inches away from the blue trousers. He had no recollection of her ever falling on her knees before him, and here she was, eager to kneel in front of a man she did not know. What happened next snapped him out of his thoughts. Ada pulled the zipper all the way down and was about to reach into the gap when a beast of a black cock plopped out of the blue trousers, smacking his girlfriend square across the face.

Flinching, she was about to withdraw, then froze, staring cross-eyed up at the anaconda that now lay on the top of her head. Cass, with his jaw on the floor, gawked at the beast. It was enormous, the thick shaft sprouting plumps veins coloured darker than his skin. It was not erect, but half-flaccid, and that was what hurt him the most. “Oh my god,” she whispered, a dumb look straddling her face. She was absolutely awestruck, the sheer weight of the cock flattening half her nose to the side. “It’s-.. It’s bigger than the pictures. Oh my god.”

Malik snickered, keeping his hands behind his back, letting his new lover explore the fat prick with her eyes. “I-.. I can’t believe this,” Ada laughed, stroking her fingers across his dark length as if she was petting an animal. “This is like five times your size, Cass.”

Cass felt himself blush like an innocent bride on her wedding night when Malik cracked up so hard the fat dick began to quiver. Biting his lip, he tried to avert his gaze, but his eyes kept creeping back to his girlfriend and the big, black cock. She held it in her palm now, weighing the shaft, wanking the length with a gentle rhythm. Bringing her forearm up, she measured the length up to the beast of a dick, the plump lips taking the shape of a circle. “It’s almost as big as my forearm! It’s a monster! Oh my god, Cass-.. We only have your tiny condoms!”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

“Oh my god!”

Driving the back of her head into the sofa, Ada cried out. Malik towered over her like a dark giant, rubbing the tip of his monster up and down her pink gash. Grunting, he raised his cock high, then let it drop, the dark meat smacking down on her smooth pelvis. Wide-eyed, she wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, tugging her lover closer, placing the massive cock up along her tummy. It almost reached her belly button, and Cass could not believe his eyes where he sat - on his knees on the floor - gawking at the scene unfolding right in front of him. “It’s-.. It’s so much bigger. I don’t know if I can take it. I don’t think I will ever be able to feel yours when he is done with me, Cass,” she whispered, stroking the leaking tip of the sleeping beast with her thumb. Malik withdrew, the fat prick plopping between his legs. He bent over to wrap his arms around Ada’s swaying ankles, hoisting them high up in the air.

Gasping, she flashed him a wicked grin. Leaning closer, her lover pressed his whole length at the spot between her thighs, forcing a shiver through her petite frame. “Pl-.. Please,” she whispered up at him as he swayed his narrow hips, teasing her with his shaft. “Please put it in. I need to feel it. Cass is okay with it. I-.. I promise. Please-.. Make him a fucking cuck.”

In his chest, Cass felt his heart jump. With no idea what to say or what to do, he kept on his knees, wide eyes glued to the pale woman on the couch who lay with her legs split. She did not even offer him as much as a glance, whining up at the black man who held her. “You’re a crazy fucking bitch,” Malik snickered, shaking his head in disbelief. Latching onto her ankles with one arm, he grasped his thick prick with the other, beginning to prod the sweet pussy. It was too much for Ada, who rolled her eyes into the back of her head and spat out a shaky breath. Scooting her backside over the sofa, she tried to wriggle closer, and then her lover fell upon her and thrust himself inside. The moan that slipped out of her lips was one of sheer and utter pleasure, and Cass caught himself looking away in simple shame.

“Yes! Fuck! You’re so big,” Ada gasped. As if she threw a spell on him, her voice forced Cass to look at her. Gawking, he watched as the pale frame shuddered when Malik pressed himself deeper and deeper, forcing inch after inch of his thick, dark meat up between her velvet folds. It felt so surreal. He was driving his cock deep into his girlfriend, and she was egging him on. He was kneeling before them - like their bitch - and did not even dare to speak a word. Frowning, he clenched his fists, glaring up at Ada. She was gnawing on her lip, a look of pure pleasure spreading out upon her face, as oblivious to him as she was to the unlit lamp in the far corner of the room. With his cock halfway in, Malik began to thrust.

“Holy shit! Fuck! Y-.. Yes,” she cried out, the high-pitched scream making Cass flinch. Her lover was bucking his hips back and forth, shoving his fat anaconda in and out of her sweet flower. His hand came out to give her bouncing chest - covered by the fabric of her shirt - a sharp smack, and then she also flinched, gawking up at the black man who kept humping her. The pace of his thrusts picked up, and she reached after something to grab, bobbing back and forth on the couch as if she was weightless. Her fingers found the armrest, but the other hand could not grasp anything. “C-.. Cass,” she sneered, wriggling her fingers at him.

Frowning further, Cass dropped his gaze to the floor. He didn’t move as much as an inch, his fingers clutching the carpet underneath him. “Cass,” she pleaded, but the wild jealousy flaming up in his stomach would not let him budge. She quit calling out after him, yelping and moaning with each thrust, and suddenly he wished he had taken his chance to come over. It was petty anger that held him back, locked him in place as if he was chained. Blinking back tears, he stared daggers up at her lover, who pushed himself deeper and deeper. Cass was able to catch a glimpse of the dark shaft lodged between the swollen folds, and saw that he was almost balls deep, gaining depth with each and every thrust. Ada was flung back and forth like a bag of potatoes, the strength of her lover’s hips hurling her around. Just when Cass thought she had forgotten about him completely, she stretched her hand out in his direction. “If you don’t come over, I am calling your fucking sister! Fuck! Yes! Ah! Ah!”

He fell forward. To the music of crazed moans and flesh clapping with flesh, Cass crawled on all fours towards his lover. Grasping her hand, her fingers clenched down on his with such force his digits cracked. “Good boy!” she squealed, sinking her teeth into her supple lip. Her eyes never sought him, plastered to the black man who so fiercely pounded her into sheer and utter submission. Cass felt each thrust like a spark of electricity flashing through the feminine frame, shot straight into his palm. Grabbing her with all his might, he held on for dear life, trying to soften the way she bounced back and forth. Ushering a deep, long-drawn moan, Ada buried her nails into his hand, piercing the skin. The brisk pace of her breath betrayed what was coming. She was already close. Cass could not believe it.

Her body began to shudder, and she clenched her ankles around the narrow hips of her lover, hugging him with her legs. Arching her back like that of a cat, she began to squirm on the couch, rolling her eyes into the back of her skull. With the help of her feet, she kept Malik close, as if she was trying to force the cum out of him. That was the moment her lover stopped, falling at ease betwixt her legs, leaving his fat anaconda to dwell inside her like a hibernating snake sleeping in a cramped tunnel. Ada shot her eyes up, staring wide-eyed up at the black man, then whimpered and shook her hips, desperately trying to twerk herself over the edge. Breaking up her legs with a sneer, Malik hoisted her up and off of his throbbing cock, tossing her sideways onto the couch. With a yelp, she hit the cushion, but before she had a chance to make a move, her lover was upon her. Latching onto her hips, he yanked her up on all fours, put a foot on the couch and drove his black manhood between her legs. “You are going to look straight at your little faggot when you cum,” he growled.

Parting her lips, Ada locked her wide eyes to Cass, who was now face to face with his quivering girlfriend. As Malik pierced her flower from behind, stabbing himself inside the wet warmth, she collapsed upon the seat. With her ass high in the air, she bit onto the cushion of the sofa in a vain attempt to muffle a scream of wild pleasure. Fumbling to reach for his other hand, Ada struggled to snatch it, and then they held each other tightly, eyes glued together while the black man at her rear banged his hips into her jiggling rump. There were tears in her absent eyes, a pink blush blossoming on her pale cheeks, an expression of pain battling pleasure on her soft features. Cass held her gaze, feeling his own face pound with warmth. For a moment, they stared into each other’s eyes, and when Ada finally averted her gaze, she buried her face into the sofa, releasing a high-pitched, careless scream. Tossed to and fro with each firm thrust, the pale frame began to shudder wildly, and Ada no longer seemed to be able to keep quiet. Squealing, moaning, groaning and growling, she jolted her hips back, slamming her ass against the dark-skinned hips that kept pummeling her. “Look at him,” Malik roared, digging his fingers into her colourful hair, cocking her head back to force her face off of the couch. Cass twitched at the sight, and jerked at the sound his girlfriend made when her lover was rough. But he did not make a move or say a word, swallowing audibly as Ada let her tongue slip - and dangle - from her mouth. When she came, her eyes were glued to his, so absent that Cass could not be certain she even knew he was there, or who she was clutching. A heart-wrenching scream rang through the living room as Malik pushed forth with a final thrust, driving himself balls deep within the shuddering woman. His fingers buried themselves in her supple hips, pulled her onto his cock, held her there. A grimace flashed across his face, and a deeper colour took hold of her cheeks. It was as if Ada had snapped out of her trance, and she looked at Cass with big eyes. Malik leaned over her, flattening her plump butt beneath his pelvis, mounting her like a stallion. He gave her a final few humps, then withdrew, his breath brisk and guttural. Ada moaned as he pulled out from her flower, gasping as a rope of white goo spurted out from between her thighs.

“F-.. Fuck,” she whispered, planting her face on the sofa. She kept her rump high in the air, a touch of a crimson colour on each pale cheek apparent after the vicious thrusts. Panting, her black lover rose from the couch on shaky legs, eyeing her over. His eyes drifted over Cass, who hurried to look down. He heard a scoff, then a swat, and Ada yelped. “T-.. Thank you so much,” his girlfriend whimpered, and as Cass looked up, he saw how she was struggling to look over her shoulder from the awkward angle, gazing up at the man above with a passion he had never seen before. Ushering a shaky sigh, he decided to keep his gaze down.

“No problem, bitch. Call me the next time you want dick,” the black man scoffed. Cass saw how he spun on his feet and went on his way. “But if you get pregnant, I don’t want it.”

Cass jerked, and Ada gasped. As Malik left the room, the black butt swaying as he waltzed through the doorway, they looked at each other with their mouths wide open. When he saw how Ada stared at him, her eyes full of wonder, realization and fear, he could not hold her gaze, dropping his eyes to the floor. That is when he spotted the condom, dwelling in a little heap on the floor next to a red, broken wrapper. He had begged Ada to put it on, and she had agreed. He had gotten one of his own, and she had tried to put it on. Until the sheer girth of the fat, black dick ripped the condom, and his eager girlfriend tore it off. She had flung it on the floor and leapt at the black cock without a care in the world. As Cass looked up from the torn condom, he was met with a pale rump inches from his face, a dark, twitching pooper dwelling just above a wet, gaping gash dripping with potent sperm.

“If you don’t want me to get pregnant,” Ada whispered, parting her buttocks after fumbling up to her knees on the couch. “You’ll have to suck all his nutbutter out of my pussy.”
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