

Cuckold Workout

Cuckold Tales

Tara Yarn

© 2019 Tara Yarn All Rights Reserved











Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Bully By Tara Yarn

Black Bully, a 13’000+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, sissification, feminization, sph, coerced bi, bbc worship, oral-on-bull, black supremacy, white submission. Warning: Contains rough, dirty, explicit scenes!

Twenty-year-old Sam, a naive student, has no business falling in love with his professor. But he does, and soon his heart aches for Jane, his gender studies professor, a stunning forty-year-old woman who always seems to understand him, and never seems to judge. She’s blonde, voluptuous, perfect in every way. Sam can’t take his mind off of her.

A forbidden romance is not his only problem. Trevon, a local drug dealer awarded a scholarship for basketball, refuses to leave him alone. He is bigger, stronger, oh-so-popular with the girls, and he seems intent on making Sam’s university year a living hell. Whenever Trevon and his friends are out to humiliate him, Sam must seek protection from none other than the love of his life, while struggling to make her see him not as a bullied boy, but as a man worthy of her attention. Sam has no idea how Jane really feels about his big, black bully. But after a particularly humiliating incident, he’s soon about to find out.
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Pleasing The Bull By Tara Yarn


Pleasing The Bull, a 7’200 word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, cuck-on-bull oral, bbc worship, sph and coerced bi. This story contains dirty and explicit scenes stuffed full of naughty, emasculating detail.

It’s Friday afternoon. After a long and dreadful day at work, twenty-year-old Drew finally trudges through the front door. Only to find that his girlfriend, Leslie, an out-of-work hottie who rarely bothers to change out of her pajamas, needs him to leave. Her lover has decided to come over, a big, black hunk with a rock-hard set of abs and an angry attitude, with whom they both share a past. Mark has no patience for wimpy white boys and wants Drew out.

But Drew, after so many similar Fridays, has finally had enough and decides he won’t be going anywhere. There’s just one problem. He’s small and scrawny, and utterly powerless to stop the big, black bully. But maybe he can convince Mark to let him stay? When his girlfriend refuses to be of any help, Drew must consider giving up the last shred of manhood he last left. If he wants to stay and watch, Drew knows he will have to serve.
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Is this a date?

Brian, resting his back against a wall, waited patiently by the entrance. The clock was now nearing nine, and Brian, who had arrived thirty minutes ago, was beginning to fear she wouldn’t make it in time before the automatic doors shut for the night. The gym was technically open twenty-four-seven, but you’d have be inside by nine, else the electronic card would no longer unlock the glass doors. And then there’d be no workout.

And no date. Was this a date?

Sighing, Brian tapped his gym card against his thigh and looked around. Jenny was nowhere to be seen. He should’ve gone home and got her, he thought, gnawing on his lip. Should’ve gone home and walked her here. Jenny probably would’ve appreciated the gesture.

Footsteps. A shadow from around the corner.

Clearing his throat, Brian hurried to stand up straight. Pulling his shoulders back, cocking his head back, he stood the way he had taught himself to stand around women. As straight as an arrow with a proud chest. A youtube video had taught him that. How to be Alpha.

But it wasn’t Jenny who slipped around the corner. It was another woman entirely. A thin blonde with tan skin who wore a pink sports bra and a plain pair of leggings. She held a transparent water bottle in her left hand and carried a black bag in her right. A white cable swung to and fro on her front, and Brian realized she was wearing headphones.

As if she didn’t even see him, she walked right at him. Swallowing, he hurried to scurry out of the way. Paying him no attention, the blonde swiped her card, then headed into the gym.

Rubbing his face, Brian pulled up his phone and looked at the time. Ten to nine. If she wasn’t here in five minutes, he’d swipe his card and keep the door open. The past week had been the highlight of his life, and nothing would ruin this evening. Not even locked doors.

Jenny moved in on Friday. He didn’t see much of her that weekend. They had separate rooms, a small four-by-four square that slightly resembled a prison cell. But they did share a bathroom, and a kitchen, and when he saw her walk up the stairs, guided by what must have been her parents, he knew he was the luckiest boy alive.

She had been the first one to approach. Brian hadn’t dared. When she moved in, he had expected a warm greeting, perhaps even a hug. But she had avoided him that weekend as if she wasn’t even there. Occasionally, the toilet had flushed, or the shower had been turned on. But for the first three days, that was the sole confirmation of her presence.

Then Monday came, and Jenny approached. That was the day she was meant to clean the kitchen. He figured she had wanted to say hi before they ran into each other by accident.

That wasn’t what she wanted.

It was the prettiest smile he had ever seen. She had lit up his room when he opened the door after hearing her knock. Brushed a loose strand of hair out of her face. Plumped her lips. Asked if maybe Brian couldn’t cover for her today, because she had plans.

He had nodded. That was on Monday.

On Tuesday, they only met briefly in the morning. “We’re out of toilet paper,” was all she had said. Brian, who had been quick to nod, had rushed to the store and bought some. Upon returning, he had knocked on her door, and she had grabbed the paper and headed right for the bathroom. The obscene sounds she made in there had brightened his day. It led him to realize that she wasn’t as shy as he had thought. She must’ve already been comfortable with him by then. And that was good. That was great. Right?

On Wednesday, she had knocked on his door. Told him she had a problem with her car and didn’t know how to put air in her tire. Brian had driven her car over to the gas station that day. He had hoped she’d be coming along, but she was busy. Out with friends.

On Thursday, they ran into each other in the afternoon. By mistake, he thought, until she asked if he wanted to make dinner together. His heart had almost leaped out of his chest. He had set off to the store, bought the ingredients, gone home and cooked it. She had beamed him such a bright smile when he knocked on her door to tell her it was finished. After fixing herself a plate, she had headed back into her room. And shut the door.

And today, when they had tried to pass each other in the narrow hallway that was their kitchen, he had asked her if maybe she wouldn’t be interested in coming to the gym with him. After a moment of hesitation, she had nodded. An overjoyed Brian had broken a plank under his bed after throwing himself on the mattress to muffle his excited squeals.

Five to nine. She won’t make it.

“Hey,” said a casual feminine voice. Flinching, Brian spun on his heels. Jenny stood only a few feet away, hands on her hips, brown hair tied up in a neat bun. A black top with thin shoulder straps and a plunging neckline adorned her torso. It looked as if her pale breasts might plop out of the strained fabric at any moment. Feeling hot, Brian sank his eyes.

“H- Hey. I was- I was beginning to think you weren’t coming.”

Damnit. What a stupid, stupid, stupid thing to say. Damnit.

Shrugging, Jenny shot him a sparkling smile. She wore a tiny pair of grey cotton shorts, the fabric clutching to her thick thighs like a second layer of skin. Could it even contain her ass?

“So? Are we going in?”

“Y- Yeah. Uhm- Do you have your card?”

Sashaying up to the door, she grabbed the handle and stood ready, shaking her head. A wide-eyed Brian nodded slightly and swept his card. A click and the door was open.

“It’s just- It’s illegal for me to let you in, and- They could revoke my membership. I mean- It’s not like I care, but- It’s just- This is the only gym around, and I don’t wanna be-”

Adjusting her cleavage, Jenny went inside. She walked a few feet straight ahead, looked around, then circled the corner, leaving Brian by the door. Huffing, he followed her lead.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Two black men stood by the mirror.

Jamal and Tyrone. He knew them from school. When Brian was in junior high, they were seniors. The last time he saw them, they hadn’t been anywhere near this massive.

Their shirts were off, discarded in bundles on the floor. Flexing in front of the mirror, they spoke amongst themselves in a language he didn’t understand. Enormous dumbbells lay at their feet, a pair for each. Brian wasn’t sure if he could even stir one of them.

Jamal, the shortest one, sporting a shaved head and a dark goatee, threw Jenny a glance as she darted into the changing room. He elbowed his friend, but by the time he looked up, she was long gone. Tyrone, tall and bulky, wore a do-rag and was covered in tattoos. When he grabbed a pair of weights and sat down on a bench, his well-worn shorts slid down to reveal a hint of black asscrack. Brian, widening his eyes, hurried to look away.

Loud music blasted out of a pair of giant speakers, situated near the treadmills and the bikes that were facing away from the free weights and the machines. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out who put it on. An awkward beat was complimented by a rapper who growled obscenely about white bitches and their fat assets.

The blonde from before clearly didn’t like it. She was seated on a machine in the far corner of the room, her back to the black bodybuilders, pushing her knees out and parting her legs with soft groans, her fingers clutching the handles attached to the equipment.

Brian didn’t know if he should wait for Jenny. He couldn’t make up his mind. Would she think it was weird? But hadn’t she come with him so they could train together?

Before he was able to make a decision, Jenny reappeared. She hadn’t changed any of her clothes, only filled up her water bottle. Their eyes met, and she cocked an eyebrow.

It was the most beautiful eyes he had ever seen.

“You don’t have to wait for me,” said Jenny, a strange look on her face.

“Right. I’m sorry. Uhm.” Scratching the back of his head, Brian swept his gaze through the large room and pondered. “Maybe- Maybe we should start with bench press?”

“I think I’ll go warm up first. Thank you though.”

Before he had a chance to say a word, she was gone. He watched her trudge over to a treadmill before he left for the bench, catching himself sloping his shoulders.

Straighten up. Head back. Walk with confidence.

The black men threw him a glance, and he immediately looked down. Grabbing a couple of five pounders on the way, he put them down by the bench, then sat down on it. Only the rack meant for holding weights separated him from the dark bodybuilders now, and they were looking at him as if they had just caught him trespassing on their property.

Brian, swallowing, ignored it. And lay down.

Squeezing his shoulder blades together, he unracked the barbell and slowly let it sink to his chest. It was much heavier than he could remember, and his arms shook when he pressed it back up. Someone snorted to his right, but he faked obliviousness and kept going.

By the fifth rep, his arms were like jelly, so he racked the barbell awkwardly and sat up, quick to take in his surroundings. Jenny, now running, her breasts bouncing, wasn’t looking. Nor was the blonde, occupied completely with her phone. But the black men were.

And they were grinning.

“That’s a lot of weight,” snickered Tyrone, dropping his dumbbells. The whole floor shook when they crashed into the mat. “Forty-five pounds. Very impressive.”

“Don’t mind this nigga,” Jamal shoved his companion sideways. “You’re obviously just trying to warm up those thick white arms, ain’t you? How much are you thinking? Two plates?”

A touch of heat wafted up on his features. Brian, sneaking a couple of fingers around his narrow arm, shrugged a little and quickly looked away. But they didn’t stop staring.

“Put on those five pounders,” said Tyrone, pointing at the plates on the floor. “You’ve gotta stay warm, boy. Can’t take breaks this long between your warm-up sets.”

Crossing his bulging arms over his chest, Jamal watched his friend step closer, grab the plates from the floor and load the bar. The stench of manly sweat corrupted the air.

“Lay down. Let’s see what we’ve got. There we go. Now unrack the bar.”

Sucking in a deep breath, a wide-eyed Brian struggled to balance the heavy barbell. His spaghetti arms were shaking violently under the weight, and a part of him started to worry he might drop it. So Brian did the only thing he could think of. He lowered the barbell.

“Aaand up. Yeah, there we go. I knew this little white boy had it in him. C’mon. Lower it back down. Do one more. Up! Get it up! You’ve gotta push, white boy! There we go!”

If Brian had been able to focus on the barbell, he might’ve gotten another rep. If he had been able to concentrate on pressing the bar up, the bar might not have crashed into his chest. It was Tyrone who threw him off, the black man sliding between the head of the bench and the wall it was positioned against, stepping up on the spotter platform. Towering over his face.

Tyrone, his legs spread, leaning on the barbell, roared at Brian to push. And positioned his crotch inches from his face, where a wide-eyed Brian spotted the clear outline of a massive bulge that ran down his thigh, so fat it threatened to burst out of the tight shorts.

The bar collapsed on his chest. And didn’t budge.

Pressing with all his might, Brian whimpered, writhing under the barbell. It pinned him completely to the bench, leaving him to kick his feet and wriggle weakly.

The black man, staring down at him from high above, scoffed. A moment later his friend joined in, flashing a nasty grin. They looked at each other and snickered. Tyrone let him lie there for another minute, watched him squirm helplessly. And then finally helped.

Grabbing the barbell with one hand, the tallest of the black men effortlessly hoisted the bar back onto the safeties. Brian, panting heavily, sat up slowly. His hands were trembling.

Of course. Now everyone was looking.

Despite the music in her ear, the blonde had noticed the scene and turned to watch. There was no concern to be found on her face, but sheer apathy, and when Brian dared a glance in her direction, he saw her roll her eyes and turn away, beginning another set.

Jenny was also staring. She had reduced the treadmill down to a walking pace and was casually marching, a look of sheer and utter disbelief visible on her pretty features.

Shame. Hot and sizzling shame. The type of shame which crept up under his cheeks and lit them on fire, blurred the world and numbed his mind. Wild and uncontrollable shame.

“Alright. Don’t hug the bench.”

Tyrone gave him a shove. Brian, blanching, quickly got out of the way. His eyes glued themselves to the black man, who laid down and wedged under the bar. His friend grabbed a series of plates and loaded the barbell, flashing Brian a wicked grin.

One plate, two plates, three plates. On each side.

“One! Two! Three! Four! Five!”

The bar rattled the safeties as Tyrone slammed it back on the hooks. They switched; Tyrone got up and Jamal laid down. And did exactly as many reps as his friend, his powerful arms bulging with muscle. Rubbing his forearm, Brian looked away with a huff.

“Want another go?” Tyrone, loading yet another plate, looked at him quizzically. His companion, rolling his shoulders, snickered.

“Uhm- I think I’ll go do something else,” Brian pretended to look around for a moment, then scurried off without a further word. He felt their eyes on his back.

He found himself a machine, a device meant for building shoulders. It looked simple enough; pick a resistance and press the handles up. But when he tried, they wouldn’t budge.

“I’m not sure if that’s the machine for you.”

Jumping in his seat, a wide-eyed Brian looked up only to find a pair of black hands pressing the handles down. Tyrone towered over him, the stench of sweat strong in the air.

“I- I know what to do. I’m not new at this. I-”

“Come on, boy. I’mma help you.”

There was no point in arguing. Before Brian had a chance to mutter a response, the black man had grabbed him by the collar and was now dragging him across the gym. In the corner of his eye, he noticed with horror that Jenny - still on the treadmill - was watching attentively.

It was a new piece of equipment. Something he’d never seen before. It stood by the left glass window, between the smith machine and the rowers, far too close to the blonde girl who was evidently struggling to mind her own business. It had two elevated platforms at different heights, probably reverse seats for the knees and the elbows, a pair of handles for the user to grip, and a footrest at the rear which could seemingly be pushed up. With a finger between his shoulder blades, Tyrone guided him closer. And that’s when he saw it.

The machine had a name. Booty blaster.

“I- I don’t know. I-” Brian stammered.

Tyrone wouldn’t have it. “Here. I’mma help you,” the black man grabbed him by the hem of his trousers and the back of his collar. A gasping Brian felt his feet leave the floor, and a moment later found himself on all fours, placed upon the strange machine. Tyrone grabbed him by an ankle and put it on the footrest, then set the resistance. Awfully light.

“Now wrap your fingers around those black handles. That’s right. When you’re ready, push your foot back and up. Like a kicking horse. There we go. You’re great at this!”

The tallest platform was lodged underneath his stomach, raising his ass high in the air. In order to grab the handles, he had to lower his torso, and now felt the fabric of his sweats clutching to his butt with each push. Tyrone was watching him. Brian could barely breathe.

“Ten- Fifteen- Don’t stop until that ass is burning, boy.”

Ushering a high-pitched whine, his shaky leg suddenly gave out, the weights crashing down in their container. His buttock was on fire and felt oh-so-plump, straining his pants. He lay there, panting heavily, gaze locked on the floor. Until he heard Jenny.

“So this is where you ran off too,” she said. It was a statement, not a question. Her white sneakers slipped into view, came to a stop right below his eyes. Her perfume wafted over him like a wave; she must’ve doused herself enough to mask the scent of sweat. “If I knew you cared so much about your booty, we could’ve trained together.”

Giggling. Snickering. Brian blushed and said nothing.

“Well,” Jenny turned, and suddenly her ass was in his face. Her short shorts could barely contain her fat cheeks, which quivered slightly every time she put her foot down. “I can tell that you two are very busy. I’ll be on a bike, okay?”

Frowning faintly, Brian nodded softly. Jenny walked away with a sway to her hips, gathering her cascading hair over a single shoulder. A short whistle made her stop, then slowly continue. After she left, he dared a quick glance up to his left. Tyrone was staring.

“Do a few sets more,” the black man muttered absentmindedly, then also left. Brian watched from his machine. Tyrone headed over to Jamal, who was seated at the chest press. It was a large machine, facing the bikes… Facing the bikes.

Swinging a leg over a bike, Jenny sat down on the narrow seat, her plump buttocks flattening across the dark leather. As her ass was squished, her buttcheeks swallowed the grey fabric of her shorts, and suddenly half her butt was on full display.

Facing the chest press.

Adjusting her cleavage, the skimpy-clad woman began to cycle at a slow and gentle pace. It led her buttocks to quiver and shake. Jamal and Tyrone appeared to have forgotten completely about their workout; they were gawking in silence.

Frowning, Brian stood up. And walked over.

“H- Hey, guys. I-”

A black hand cut him off. It told him to be quiet. Jenny hadn’t picked up the pace, nonchalantly turning the pedals, toying with her hair.

She could’ve picked any bike, Brian thought, his gaze sweeping over the room. There was probably twenty stationary bikes in the area and only a few rows. Jenny could’ve picked the one thirty feet to the right. But she picked the one right in front of them. On purpose.

Clenching his fists behind his back, Brian spoke up again, his voice quavering, “I- I’m done with that machine. Uhm- Could- Could you maybe show me another?”

Tyrone sighed. Jamal rubbed his face with the palm of his hand.

“I’d- I’d appreciate it a lot. Uhm-”

“Is she your girlfriend?” Jamal, finally tearing his gaze away from the squished ass, leaned forward on his machine and looked up at Brian, cocking an eyebrow.

On the bike, Jenny paused briefly. Then kept spinning the pedals.

Gritting his teeth, Brian swept his gaze over Jenny. Once he was absolutely certain that she wasn’t looking, he squirmed uneasily… And nodded his head in silence.

They shared a look. Jamal stood up, and Tyrone moved closer. “Alright,” nodded the latter slowly, stealing another glance of Jenny. Before he grabbed Brian by the hair, bent him over forcefully and slid an arm under his tummy. Hoisting him up, Tyrone carried him off.

Jenny never even offered them a glance.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Locked in a powerful grip, Brian squirmed and wriggled, but to no avail. Jamal was a few steps behind, his sneakers kept popping into view. His butt bumped into something flat and hard, and the black man - swearing - took a step back and audibly opened a door. The dark carpet floor was replaced by white tiles bathed in a warm light. It was the changing room.

But it wasn’t the right one.

The scent gave it away. In here, the air was thick with perfume. Where there was supposed to be a row of urinals, there were only two stalls. Two levels of green lockers adorned the walls on each side of the rectangle-shaped room, leading down to half a dozen showers only partially hidden behind a marble wall. And that was precisely where they were heading.

“N- Let me go, guys! This- This isn’t fun anymore!”

They snickered in unison and ignored him, carrying him past the shower shield and into a square room made up entirely of bathroom tiles where another few showers revealed themselves. In addition to several drains, the floor was on a level slightly beneath the rest of the dressing room to keep the water from flowing out. Despite how no one could’ve showered here for at least an hour, the air was still humid, the floor not completely dry.

Tyrone dropped him on the tiles. His feet hit the slippery floor with a sharp thud, slipped out from underneath him and led him to tumble over, falling upon all fours.

Strong hands grabbed his trousers and yanked them down. Brian gasped, froze to the spot and parted his lips. One of them walked up in front of him and bent over.

A hand on his hoodie. The humid air upon his bare skin.

Someone tore off his shoes. Tyrone? Someone tore off his shirt. Jamal?

“You’ve had your fun now,” said Jamal, gathering up his clothes in a bundle underneath his arm. “It’s time that you left us alone and gave us a chance to meet your girlfriend.”

“N- No! Guys, I- Guys! Don’t do that!”

“Shut your bitch ass mouth,” said Tyrone, and just as Brian was about to protest, a loud rip echoed through the wet chamber and his last piece of clothing came off.

It was his underwear.

They left him there on the wet floor, laughing amongst themselves, nonchalantly carrying off his clothes. Trying to control his ragged breath, Brian spun on all fours and hurried to crawl over to the marble wall, tossing a quick peek out from behind it.

Stuffing the bundle of clothes into a locker, Tyrone shut the door and turned the key, then tucked the key into his pocket. Jamal, snorting, opened the door, and then they both left.

The door slid shut behind them. Brian was all alone.

“No- Nononono!”

Finding his feet, he hesitated for a moment, then groaned and ran over to the locker. After grabbing the lock, he shut his eyes, took a deep breath and tried to open it up.

It didn’t budge. It was locked. They hadn’t been faking it.

“Shit,” Brian muttered to himself, wedging his fingers into the edges of the locker, trying to force it open. When that didn’t work, he gave up with a loud whimper.

Footsteps on the other side of the door. A feminine voice.

His heart skipped a beat. Glancing around momentarily, Brian gritted his teeth and fled to the showers, slipping behind the only possible cover in the room; the marble wall.

“Shit. Shit. Shit.”

The door opened up with a creak. Someone wandered inside. It can still be them, Brian fought to reassure himself, struggling to keep his breath quiet. It can still be them. Maybe the blonde wandered past the door when they were coming to get me. Coming back to unlock the closet, hand over my clothes, pat me on a shoulder and apologize for the prank.

It can still be them. But it wasn’t.

“No, mum, the shop closes at eleven. There’s still time.”

It wasn’t Jenny. Brian felt a sudden strange relief at the fact, but then recalled that he was naked and alone in the women’s dressing room with a complete stranger. A woman.

“Cereal for Jamie- Okay- What? Yeah. Of course.”

It’ll be fine, Brian thought, squeezing his eyes shut. No one showers at the gym. He hadn’t showered with someone else since his teacher forced him in grade school. No one does that anymore, especially not at ten o'clock when you have to reach the shop before eleven.

“Yeah, mum. I’ll just skip in the shower first.”

Fuck.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

“See you later.”

The click of a lock. A metallic thud, an obscene swear word and the rattle of something soft and big being yanked out of something with not enough space to contain it.

Brian looked around in panic. Unless he managed to slip down the drain, there was nowhere to flee. The bathroom stalls could have saved him, but they were on the other side of the marble wall, and he’d need to sneak through the locker room in order to get there. That wasn’t an option. She’d spot him right away. But what if she was looking in a different dir-

The sound of soft footsteps upon the cold, hard marble floor. A casual whistling.

She was coming. Brian froze to the spot.

The woman walked past him, didn’t even look in his direction. In the back of his head, a wise voice whispered for him to flee. Grab the chance, and run.

But that voice wasn’t seeing what he was seeing.

Two pale moons, wobbling and jiggling with every step. Shapely thighs squishing together. Petite feet hurrying over the cold tiles. The sight left him breathless.

Rushing over to the nearest shower, the blonde woman turned on the water and immersed herself in the sharp rays, moaning softly. The hot water embraced her, trickling down her slim back and down between her bare buttocks. And that was when she spun around.

Squeezing his eyes shut, Brian expected a scream.

It never came.

Daring to let his eyelids slide open, a terrified Brian saw that she had shut her eyes too. Now she was gnawing on a lip, running her fingers through her hair, flashing her breasts. They were perky and plump; a solid handful. Somewhere far away, a muffled voice cried out for him to flee. Leap around the corner and dash for the door. Hope she wouldn’t notice.

The voice died out when a pair of soapy hands fell to the modest tits, squishing them together, kneading them softly. As if hypnotized, Brian could only stare blankly.

And then she screamed.

Jumping halfway to the ceiling, Brian blanched and hurried to cup his crotch. The blonde had opened her eyes and was staring at him with sheer terror on her face. Brian whimpered.

“Please. This- It’s not my fault! I’m so sorry! I’m so, so, so sorry!”

Stepping out of the water, the blonde wrapped herself in her towel and kept staring at him in disbelief. The look of fear on her face was quickly fading away. Now she was frowning.

“Are you- Are you spying on me?”

“No. What- I- Look, I can expl-”

“You’re spying on me. You’re a creep.”

“No. I’m not! I swear! It was the-”

“Take your hands away.”

Brian, about to protest, paused. Parting his quivering lips, his gaze fell to his hands which were protectively clutching his junk. Widening his eyes, he shook his head.

“Take them away. I wanna see if you’ve been wanking to me. If you have, then I am calling the cops to tell them there’s a creep here jerking to women in the shower.”

“I’m not a creep! I swear! The black guys! They-”

“Shut up. And take your hands away.”

She was prettier than he had thought. Had an oval-shaped jaw, a pair of pillowy red lips and huge blue eyes. Strawberry blonde hair hung in wet strands down the sides of her face. She probably had a gorgeous smile, Brian thought. But now she was glaring.

“That’s it. I’m calling the cops on you.”

“No, wait. I-”

His hands slid to the side, revealing what lay beneath. The towel-wrapped blonde, having walked halfway through the room, stopped abruptly. Her icy gaze met his, then trailed downwards. Locking his hands behind his back, Brian blushed and looked down.

A moment of sheer and utter silence.

A snort.

“Oh my god,” said the blonde, covering her circle-shaped lips with her fingers. “You couldn’t have been wanking, that’s- Oh my god. That’s the smallest dick I have ever seen.”

Whimpering softly, Brian intertwined his fingers so as to not cover his crotch out of sheer reflex. His cheeks were sizzling hot, prickling and burning. It didn’t help that the blonde broke out in laughter.

“Oh my god. Wait here,” she giggled, shaking her head. Scurrying into the locker room, she disappeared out of sight. A moment later, she returned, holding up her phone.

A flash. The click of a snapped photo.

Brian had no time to react. He just stood there, pale-faced, presenting his limp dick and the modest pair of nuts that lay beneath to the camera. She burst back into laughter.

“Now I understand why you have to watch women in the shower,” she scoffed, clearing her throat in an attempt to control herself. The amused expression on her face refused to fade away. Biting her bottom lip, she grinned, wiped away a tear and nodded at the exit. “You’re lucky you have such a tiny baby dick. Go on. Get out. I won’t report you.”

“B- But my clothes are in a locker, and-”

“Get out. Or I might change my mind.”

Whining, Brian grasped his crotch and darted out of the shower room. He ran all the way up to the door, paused by the yellow frame and looked over his shoulder.

The blonde, looking at him expectantly, stared daggers at him when he stopped. Without a word, she brought forth her phone and began typing something on the screen. Brian, who looked to and fro the locker with his clothes and the door, swore and shut his eyes.

He left the locker room. Completely naked.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The gym was empty.

Squinting, Brian searched the ceiling for surveillance cameras. He couldn’t see any. Not a soul was left in the main locale, and that was very strange. He didn’t know how long he had been stuck in the women’s dressing room, but it couldn’t have been more than fifteen minutes. Or maybe half an hour. Not enough time for them all to leave. Besides, Jenny had left something in the dressing room, hadn’t she? So why had she left?

A noise from the left. A distant giggle.

Spinning on his heels, Brian took in his surroundings. There was no one there. But what he did see was a slit of light, stemming from a crack in the door leading into the men’s locker room. It must’ve come from there. Taking a deep breath, Brian slowly approached.

Another giggle. A sharp smack. An exaggerated huff.

Wedging his fingers into the gap, Brian pulled the door open a tad further and threw a subtle peek inside. The sight that met him froze him to the spot.

Jamal was there, sweaty and shirtless, looming over a pale-skinned girl bent over a sink in the far corner of the room. As was Tyrone, his wide back facing Brian, blocking out his view of the woman hiding behind him. What he did see was an ass; a supple backside pointed high in the air, backed up onto a black crotch. It was bare, spread by feminine fingers which kept clawing at the doughy buttocks to keep them pried apart. Grey shorts so short they couldn’t possibly hide a fat ass lay in a bundle around a pair of sneakers on the floor.

Tyrone, hooking his fingers into his dark shorts, yanked them down. A muscular ass popped onto view. The woman, arching the small of her black, gasped loudly.

Jamal, who had previously been shielded from view by the pale ass, stepped forward. And if his friend was anything like him, Brian understood why the girl was gasping. Jamal had already ditched his shorts, and as he stepped up behind the naked rump, a massive cock flopped about. It was flaccid and must’ve measured at least eight inches. Brian could barely believe his eyes; the dick was probably thicker than his grip. Plump veins and black pubes decorated the length of the shaft, and an untamed forest of hair hid the base.

Footsteps to his left. Someone tugging on a door handle.

Swearing quietly, Brian had no time to think over his options. In truth, he had none. So he did the only thing he could think of; he snuck into the locker room, wide-eyed.

They didn’t spot him. Jamal had grabbed a handful of pale butt, doughy bottom spilling out between his strong fingers. Tyrone, facing away, cocked his hips forward with a groan.

Trying to control the pace of his breath, Brian crept over to the toilet and slid inside. Shielded by a wall, he shut his eyes and ushered a soft sob. Fear of getting caught had prevented his feelings from surfacing, but now every giggle, every feminine gasp was like a knife sliding deep into his chest. He knew who the woman was. Pretended not to know, but still knew.

“Oh my god. You’re so fucking huge.”

A wild sensation of jealousy blossomed in his chest. A wild sensation of curiosity forced him to sneak a peek around the corner. And what he saw made his little cock twitch.

Having gripped his cock, Jamal was feeding it between the pale buttcheeks. The woman bent over the sink was quivering, struggling to stand on shaky legs. Inch after inch of dark meat slowly disappeared between pink, swollen lips, forcing a long-drawn and breathless moan out of the woman. That’s when Tyrone took a step to the side, edging in between a pair of sinks, revealing a pale, dreamy, flustered face drowning in pleasure.

Jenny. Jenny was bent over the sink. And she looked senselessly happy.

“That’s right, bitch,” groaned Tyrone, grasping her by the hair and forcing her to face his cock, wanking the dark length. Eyes hazy with lust studied the dick, which was no more than an inch away from her face, throbbing in the strong grip.

Behind her, Jamal grabbed her by the hips and was beginning to move his, giving her a few gentle thrusts before he began picking up the pace. Sloppy squelches echoed through the room every time the dark man pressed himself between her folds, the pink lips gluing themselves to the length and refusing to let go when he pulled back.

“I knew you wouldn’t let that little faggot of a boyfriend stop you, bitch,” Jamal gave a couple of firmer thrusts, smacking his pelvis into the side of her ass. The power of his hips slammed her forward, her cheek flattening repeatedly against the cock prodding her in the face.

“He’s- He’s not my boyfriend. I’d- I’d never date him,” Jenny squealed, bouncing against the sink. Snickering, Tyrone snatched a handful of hair and tugged her onto his cock, mashing her pretty features against the tip of his throbbing shaft. Jenny, her cheek squished, her nose bent at an awkward angle, squinted up at him and moaned softly.

Snorting, Jamal sent a hand for her ass, clapping her across a buttock. Flinching, she arched her back like a cat and bit her lip when he started to drill her from behind, the sounds of flesh smacking into flesh scurrying through the room.

“He’s- He’s- He’s- He’s just my roommate,” she groaned, cut off by the constant thrusts. The black men briefly looked at each other and grinned, but Tyrone was quick to lower his gaze when the voluptuous woman stuck her tongue out and lapped at his shaft. “He- He’s just a little boy, I- I- I only date real men. Ah!”

“No,” Tyrone shook his head, prodding the tip of his dick at her plump lips. Staring up at him softly, Jenny slowly parted her kissers, and let the black man push forth, squeezing his cock into the warmth of her mouth. “Your silly ass ain’t gonna be dating anyone when we’re done with you. Ngh- You’re gonna be a single mom in nine months, bitch.”

A loud moan. An obscene sucking sound. A blush was building upon her pretty features, but the nasty words only made her work the shaft harder, bobbing her head up and down, rolling her lips to and fro across the plump head of his strong dick.

At her rear, a panting Jamal was pounding her butt with his hips, slamming himself against the quivering dough. With a growl, he pressed himself balls deep, filling her up with the entirety of his length, flattening her buttocks with his pelvis.

The powerful thrust jolted her forward, the sheer impact causing her to swallow another few inches of dick. She gagged, a spurt of salvia splattering out from between her lips, trickling down along the dark shaft. She tried to withdraw, but the black man held her still, then began to thrust his hips, drilling her mouth with short but sharp thrusts.

Jenny ushered a whine, muffled by the big dick between her lips, looking up at her lover with huge blue eyes. In response, Tyrone bent over a bit and slapped her across a breast, the milky pair of tits wobbling. It led her to twitch, pull a face and glare up at him. Grinning, the black man only picked up the pace, rutting her mouth harder. It didn’t take long before her whining was replaced by the sloppy sound of dick hitting the back of a throat.

Jamal pulled out, the plump tip of his cock leaving the pink pussy lips with a pop and an audible release of compressed air. His rock-hard member snuggled up against a plump thigh as he grasped the woman by her ass and gave her buttocks a firm shake, watching them jiggle in his grip. “I feel bad for your little bitch of a roommate,” he said, “having to watch this fat ass wobble around the house knowing he’ll never be able to touch it.”

A sudden gag was the only response. Growling, Jamal quit shaking her ass and began to clap it with both hands instead, first simultaneously, then one after the other, slapping the supple buttocks like he was playing on a pair of pale drums. The white skin was quickly turning crimson in color, quivering briefly after each slap.

Whimpering and squirming, Jenny tried to escape, but they kept her pinned between them. A moment later, Tyrone withdrew from her lips, his massive shaft towering over the pretty face twisted in a grimace. Long quavering ropes of spit were leaking out of her painted lips, and now that she was no longer stifled by big dick, she squealed as she was spanked.

“Shut your bitch ass mouth,” sneered Jamal and gave her a final clap, the pair of plump asscheeks now red-hot and oozing heat. “Back that fat booty up on my dick.”

She obeyed, leaning back, coming to a brief stop when her swollen lips touched the mushroom-shaped tip. Glancing over a shoulder, she bit her lip and gazed longingly up at the black man behind her with misty eyes. Her bottom slid backward, missed the black cock once, twice, then shook her hips gently and let the tip wriggle itself inside. A gasp erupted from her sparkly kissers, and she kept shaking her ass, the softening member flopping around, the mere head stuck between her legs.

“Good girl,” said Tyrone, stroking a loose strand of hair out of her face. And then let his cock drop out of his palm. It hit her with a meaty thud, landed heavily upon her forehead. It lay there like a sleeping monster, the tip leaking precum out on her hair. Steering her face forward, Tyrone grabbed her by the cheek and guided her between his legs. “Sniff those sweaty nuts while you back up on that dick. Snort my ball stench, bitch.”

Jenny snorted loudly. Now her cheeks shared the color of her ass, red and warm, but she kept sniffing up the air between his legs, hungrily forcing it up her nostrils. His scent seemed to encourage her, and she suddenly sat back hard, driving the black meat behind her back up between her pink lips. Inch after inch slid up between her legs, and when she had impaled herself upon half of the black shaft, she began thrusting backward, bouncing herself back and forth on the fat cock. A steady rhythm of moans sounded through the room.

Jamal, wrapping his hands together behind his back, met her ass with gentle thrusts. It didn’t take long before she was slamming her asscheeks into his pelvis, jolting to and fro as if she was bouncing on a sideways trampoline. Gritting his teeth, the black man sneered. “I’mma stop by your house later tonight,” he growled, knocking her forward when she was trying to push back with a firm and well-timed movement of his hips, “and I’mma beat up your little white boy roommate and make you suck dick while he cries in a corner.”

Erupting out from underneath the black cock on her head, Jenny ushered a guttural groan and rolled her eyes into the back of her head, slamming her ass into her lover harder and harder. Her lips parted, and her tongue slid out, flopping about nonchalantly.

“She likes it,” snorted Tyrone, offering her a swift slap across a cheek. It sent her head sideways, but all she gave him in return was a look of lust and a quick lick on the belly of his black beast. “Isn’t that right, bitch? Want us to beat up your wimpy roommate?”

Splitting her lips, a bouncing Jenny wrapped her kissers around the head of the black dick and suckled furiously on the tip, nodding her head eagerly.

Scoffing, his face a picture of amusement, Tyrone wrapped his fingers around his shaft and began to wank, leaving the dreamy-eyed woman to suck on the head. The pace of his breath was increasing swiftly, and now his cock was as hard and rigid as a pole of iron.

Suddenly, Jenny squeezed her eyes shut. Grabbing a hold of a black buttcheek, she dug her fingers into the muscular meat with all her might, her pale frame shuddering violently. She hammered her butt against the black man behind her, and a moment later a squirt of juice erupted out from between her legs, splattering onto the dark shaft that slid in and out of her folds with squishes and squelches. Her jaw dropped, and a long-drawn shaky sigh was ushered out upon the cock on which she suckled, her whole body convulsing.

“Ngh- The bitch is cumming,” groaned Jamal, holding on to the white hips as if his life was depending on it, beginning to bang his pelvis into her bottom with all his power.

Jenny quit moving, left the sink and wrapped her arms around Tyrone, hugging her arms around her lover’s ass, burying her face between his legs with a squeal. The black man at her front, jerking his fat cock, shook his hips, slapping her face with his balls.

Battering the spasming woman from behind, Jamal looked like he was trying to break her nose against the black balls of his friend, beating her pussy once, twice, thrice. And then bent over his white little lover with a shaky groan, rutting her, flexing his ass.

Her eyes shot up, a look of sheer and utter surprise flashing across her flustered face. Black ball pubes had snuck their way up her nose, and as the lover behind her blew his load deep between her folds, she suddenly sneezed, then withdrew her face from the crotch.

Only to come face to face with the second cock as a rope of goo spurted from the tip and splattered across her pretty face. Grimacing, Jenny shut her eyes but parted her lips to present the flat of her tongue to the sperm-belching dick. A few ropes of nutbutter shot between her sparkly kissers, and she whimpered as he let her have a taste.

They collapsed together; Tyrone sank down to a knee, grabbed the sink for balance and milked the rest of the cum out of his dick; Jamal fell to both knees, hugging his lover around the waist, offering her a final few thrusts before he withdrew; Jenny on all fours, sticking her rear high up in the air, a thick load of white goo gushing out of her ruined pussy. She moaned softly, shook her rump, shut her eyes and struggled to swallow. Then smiled.

It was a sparkling smile.

She stirred, tried to rise. A hand grasped the back of her neck and kept her down. “We’re not done with you yet,” said Tyrone, panting heavily. “Give us your address.”

A gasp slipped out of her when Jamal stroked a finger across her red bottom, then slid it between her cheeks and began to prod on something that made Jenny widen her eyes. Nibbling on her bottom lip, she stifled a moan and was about to speak when-

When she paused. And looked sideways.

There was no time to dodge her gaze. Their eyes met, and for a moment, Brian was completely enthralled by those deep blue orbs.

Jenny, parting her plump lips to speak, winked.
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