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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Cuckold Therapy By Tara Yarn

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

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





Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Conquest By Tara Yarn

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

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


Chapter One

◆◆◆

“I’m not wearing any panties.”

Swallowing, Steve squirmed in his seat. Natasha was leaning over his shoulder, a cocky smirk on her plump lips. When he threw a glance in her direction, she bared her teeth at him and made her way to the other side of the table. With wide eyes, Steve eyed her bottom, so plump and supple, wobbling with every step she took. She wore a black, short dress that hugged her voluptuous figure like a second layer of skin, and Steve could not keep his eyes off of her. His gaze dropped further, eyeing the bare, creamy thighs, his thoughts floating to whatever lay between. Natasha must’ve caught the absent look on his face. Snapping her fingers, she forced him out of his own head with a devious smile. He flinched, forcing forth an awkward smile of his own. He was just about to speak when the waitress came, a blonde woman in her early twenties with big breasts and a short stature, carrying along two plates worth of salad. There was a sour expression on her face, and she did not even offer them a glance as she left their platters on the table, spinning on her heels to march away.

Huffing, Natasha rolled her eyes, a deep frown settling on her features. Steve pretended not to notice, reaching for his cutlery. His girlfriend was always one to cause a scene, but today he would have none of it. For today was his birthday, and he wanted the day to be perfect.

“Someone needs to a spanking,” Natasha said flatly, glancing after the waitress. Jerking in his seat, Steve took a quick look at his surroundings. They sat in the middle of the restaurant, and a series of tables surrounded theirs like a circle. Most of them were occupied, the nearest well within range to hear what they said, hear what she said.

“Not so loud,” Steve wheezed, but Natasha outright ignored him, staring after the waitress with eyes that screamed displeasure. She did not pick up her cutlery until the blonde was well out of sight, and then she finally sliced into her salad, nudging a mouthful up on her fork with the help of her knife. Sighing, Steve followed her lead, beginning to eat. He was never one for salad, but Natasha was vegan, and he had quickly learned the hard way that ordering a steak - or even pizza with a touch of bacon - would not make for a pleasant night.

“We’re not leaving a tip,” Natasha said, and Steve groaned, rubbing his face. They took their time and ate slowly. Natasha always did, she had a figure to uphold and subscribed to the idea that the more time she spent to consume her food, the less food it would take to feel full. Steve did today, but only because the tasteless mixture of salad, maize and lettuce was tough to swallow. For a while, they ate in silence, but with each sip of wine Natasha took, the more talkative she got. By the time her platter was almost empty, she was waving her arms around dramatically, telling him the latest tale of how her strict father - a middle-aged, blue-collar, deeply religious workaholic - had pestered her about the importance of a job.

“And then I asked-.. Why would I waste time working when I could use that time to improve my grades? It doesn’t make any sense. It’s as if he thinks gender studies are easy.”

“Yeah,” Steve agreed, nodding along. Her voice was very loud, and she drew the attention of half the restaurant, but after sipping enough wine he found himself caring less and less.

“They’re not,” she said, chewing on her last mouthful of salad. “He thinks that because my course only has two classes a week, I have lots of spare time. I told him-.. I do have to study, you know, and guess what? He got angry with me. He’s so stupid. It’s unbelievable.”

“Ahuh,” he grunted, averting his gaze briefly to hide a grimace as he forced himself to swallow another plain leaf of salad. “Well. He didn’t go to college. He wouldn’t know.”

Downing the rest of her glass, Natasha was about to continue when the waitress made her reappearance, swishing past their table, dropping the bill on the wooden surface. She was out of sight before he was even able to look at her. Whitening fingers clenching down on the wine glass, his girlfriend glared. Trying his best to fake a smile, Steve tried to snicker the cold silence away, but shut up the moment she stared daggers at him. Wincing, he lowered his eyes to his platter and kept his lips sealed. It did not last long before his girlfriend broke the silence. “Are you really going to just sit there and let her treat me this way?”

“I’m n-..” he began, but she promptly interrupted him. “This is a restaurant. We’re paying for this food. She has to serve us. We’re giving her our money. Tell her to go get the manager.”

Gritting his teeth, Steve cowered before her piercing gaze. She refused to look away, staring him down, and finally he rose from his chair, tucking his chin as he searched for the blonde woman. She was standing at the far end of the restaurant, paper and pen in hand, taking an order from a table by the bar. Ushering a shaky sigh, Steve began making his way over. His hands were quivering so he stuffed them down the pockets of his thin trousers, excusing himself as he pressed past a particularly crowded table. The waitress looked up at him briefly, and she seemed to scoff to herself, turning around to head for the counter. He picked up the pace to catch her before she disappeared out of view, darting past an old man with a balding head of grey hair and a fat belly, accompanied by a brunette with such a slim waist she resembled that of a doll. She was about to slip into the kitchen when he caught up, a gentle tap on her shoulder drawing her attention. Immediately she spun, frowning.

“Don’t touch me,” she snapped at him. Quickly retracting his hand, Steve muttered a quiet apology, quick to slip his digits back in his pockets. “What is it? What do you want?”

“Uhm-..” he began, but the words stuck to his tongue. She wore a nameplate that read, Ariana, scribbled onto the white tag with a bullet pen. She kept staring at him for a moment longer, blankly, and Steve felt his face flush up with colour. Rolling her eyes, she spun on her heels, but just before she was able to head into the kitchen, Steve called out, “Wait!”

Ariana froze, clenching her fists. She did not even bother to turn around. Faced with a scrawny back and an ample rump, Steve rummaged through his pocket. His digits clutched onto a note, which he then hurried to fetch up from his trousers and offer forth. It caught her attention, the blonde casting him a dull look over her shoulder. “It-.. It’s a tip. We’d-.. We’d really like maybe a bit better service, uhm, next time. It’s-.. It’s okay to have a bad day.”

Dropping her eyes to the note - fifty whole dollars - she scoffed, tearing the bill out from his fingers. Quick to stuff it in a back pocket, she burst through the door that led to the kitchen, leaving Steve completely speechless, momentarily frozen in place. He could feel the gazes of the nearby guests, and kept his own eyes on the floor as he turned around to make his way back for his table. When he finally dared to raise his gaze, he found Natasha staring at him, lips parted wide, her mouth the shape of a circle. For a moment, they looked at each other in sheer and utter silence. Then his girlfriend stood up, grabbed her purse, flung it over a shoulder and stormed for the exit. “W-.. Wait,” he called after her, but she outright ignored him. Without delay, he snatched his jacket from the chair and ran after her.

The restaurant was situated in the cellar of a local mall, known as the food court. The lower level contained everything from american diners and ethnic fast food to expensive restaurants that normally exceeded his meager budget. Such a restaurant was just what he fled out of now, the bill generously gifted by his stepmother. Now he found himself on a crowded floor, the hum of a hundred voices preventing him from calling out after Natasha. In the middle of the food court stood a couple of elevators, and that was where he made his way first. They took customers up to the level above, littered with retail stores, but the first floor was also where the entrance - and exit - was located. He found her there, hands on her hips, waiting in line behind a group of three men. One of them, a youngster with pitch-black skin, a head of short, curly, untameable hair and a silver cross around his neck kept ogling her over his shoulder. It was blatant and obvious, like he did not care if she or anyone else saw. Steve frowned, pressing his way past a group of seniors, rushing over for Natasha.

When he came up by her side, she pretended he was invisible. Huffing to himself, he tried to slip closer, but she edged away. Rubbing his face, he turned forth, waiting for the elevator. It did not take long before the doors came up, but Steve kept waiting as he saw the three dark men enter the lift, pushing each other around, chatting in a harsh, foreign tongue. Their energy and the depth of their voices frightened him, and even if there had been more space in the cramped elevator, he would’ve waited for the next one. That was when Natasha stepped forward, nonchalantly making her way into the brightly lit box without a word. She kept to the left, a few feet away from the three men leaning their backs against the mirror walls. Parting his lips, Steve froze for a moment, then saw the youngest of the men click a button. With wide eyes, he hesitated, then groaned and ran for the two closing doors.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

He made it just in time, slipping between the doors a moment before they slammed shut. His girlfriend averted her eyes, looking up and out at nothing in particular. Suddenly, the group of men went quiet, and he could feel their harsh eyes on him. Sliding over to the back of the elevator, Steve tucked his chin and kept his gaze on the floor, shuffling in between Natasha and the three strangers. Hugging his jacket, he ushered a sigh, casting her a quick glance.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, quick to look back down. She gave him no response, tilting her hip against the mirror for balance as the elevator began going up. Suddenly, a desperate need to keep apologizing built up inside, but the close presence of the three strangers subdued his feelings for now. That was the moment the elevator stopped with a sharp thud, and the doors did not come up. Natasha ushered a gasp. The three men fell silent and started to look around with squinted eyes. Steve froze on the spot, his pale hand clawing at the mirror at his rear in an attempt to find something to hold onto. There was a brief quiver under their feet, but the elevator would not budge, and then there was only silence. Swallowing, his girlfriend cast a quick glance at her surroundings, beginning to fumble for something to grab.

“It’s aight,” the youngest of the three men said, his teeth bared in a flashy grin. He wore a white tank top that clutched to his fit figure, and a pair of well-worn blue jeans that sat so low it looked like his trousers would drop at any minute. As he sank down upon the floor, taking a seat next to his two companions, he continued, gaze locked exclusively on Natasha. “This happens all the time. We won’t drop. Someone’ll be here to get us out soon. Might take a while though. Took a couple of hours last time. Ain’t got nothing to worry about.”

Natasha stared at him for a moment, eyed him up and down, then looked away without a word, hugging herself. “It’s okay,” Steve tried, but she threw him a deadly glare.

“Don’t talk to me. Wimp.”

Steve twitched as the three men broke out into laughter, three wicked grins plastered to their dark features. They switched to their language, but their eyes kept flicking between the couple. His girlfriend seemed oblivious, like she did not care, but he did, wrapping his jacket over his shoulders as he sank down to the elevator floor. The sharp tone of her voice annoyed him. She didn’t have to use it around strangers. Tugging the fabric of his jacket up to cover the sides of his face, he hid himself from the snickering men, curling up in the corner. What a birthday, he thought to himself, and shot a glare up at Natasha above.

As he sat on his rear, staring out at nothing in particular, he caught on to the smell that stained the still air. It came from the three strangers. It was a mixture of sweat, and what Steve thought to be whatever spice they put in their food. He sat no more than a few feet away from the closest man, who looked a little older than his companions. Matted braids hung down the sides of his face, and there was a tattoo of a tear on his cheek. Whenever he spoke, he flashed a terrifying silver grill locked to his bottom teeth. He wore a white sports hat with a wide, flat brim, along with a grey hoodie and loose shorts. Steve could recognize the brand on his sneakers. It was expensive. The third man, who could be anywhere from twenty to thirty, was huge. His white shirt - excessively long - stuck to the bulging muscle on his torso, and his black do-rag fit well with the short, neat beard on his cheeks and chin. Now that he was able to catch a closer look, Steve realized that these men were the sort of thugs he would quickly cross the street for. And here he was, locked in an elevator with all three.

They kept mostly to themselves, and primarily spoke in their strange language. With little else to do, Steve perked his ears, tried to catch on to any names. It took him awhile, but eventually he figured out that they kept calling the youngest one Zane, while the man who wore the black do-rag kept saying Jaffa whenever he elbowed his friend with the grill to get his attention. As he finally understood that the last man was called Kwame, he snapped out of his thoughts with a sigh, looking around for something else to do. His girlfriend stood by the doors like a statue, hands folded in her lap. She was facing away from him, the fat ass contained by the tight dress within reach. He ogled the plump backside for a moment, but hurried to look away when he sensed the strangers looking his way.

“Psst,” Zane wheezed, fiddling with his cross. When Steve looked up at him, the black youngster flashed a devious grin, pointing a subtle finger at Natasha, then down at his crotch. Splitting his lips, Steve was quick to avert his gaze, a warm sensation prickling on his cheeks. His fingers grasped on to his jacket to the point where his knuckles went pale, but he did not dare to say a word, frowning down at the elevator floor. “Hoy,” Zane said, and he could not help but look up again. This time, the lanky man was not addressing him, but Natasha, offering forth a package of cigarettes. With wide eyes, Steve looked on in silence.

“I don’t smoke,” Natasha said flatly, shooting Zane the dullest glance she could possibly muster. Shrugging, he snatched one out of the carton with his lips, then held the package out for his companions, who both took one each. With her jaw halfway on the floor, they left his baffled girlfriend speechless as they fetched forth a lighter and casually lit up their sticks.

“You-.. You can’t smoke in here,” Natasha said finally, as if it cost her some effort to stutter out her words. When the first exhales of smoke settled in the air, she coughed sweetly.

“Watch me,” Zane said, quickly turning to his friends, muttering to them in his foreign language. Whatever he said made his companions laugh, and Natasha oozed of anger.

“I can’t breathe in bad air,” Natasha whined. They paid her no attention, the lanky man waving his lit cigarette around as he snickered with his friends. It was the last drop for Natasha. Marching over with determination written on her features, she snatched the smoke out of his grasp. “N-.. No,” Steve whispered, but it was far too quiet for anyone to hear.

Zane stood up immediately, his tall frame towering over the short woman. The smile that dwelled on his lips a moment earlier had faded. Staring her down, he grabbed her by the wrist, yanked the cigarette out of her fingers and put it back between his lips. As he released her, he gave her a push, sending her stumbling backwards on her high heels. “Fuck you doing, bitch? Don’t put your hands on me. Sit down and shut your dumb ass up.”

Her lips the shape of a circle, Natasha stared blankly up at Zane, the blue eyes full of surprise. Huffing, she adjusted her dress, settling an expectant gaze on Steve. “Why are you just sitting there? Didn’t you see? He pushed me! Are you just going to let him do that?”

“Uhm,” Steve began, squeezing his eyes shut. His heart was beating at such a brisk pace, it felt like it was about to jump out of his chest. He was full of adrenaline, but it paved way for sheer fear when he opened his eyes and saw the three strangers staring at him. “You-.. You can’t do that,” he continued, desperately trying to mask how his voice trembled.

“No?” Zane asked, and stood up. The cross on his necklace dangled as he came over, tilting his head forward to look down at Steve, who quickly fumbled to stuff his quivering hands into his pocket to hide them from sight. “Bitch took my cigarette, and I can’t push her away?”

“I’d-.. I’d prefer if you didn’t,” Steve stammered, cowering beneath the towering frame of the lanky man. His face was on the level of his crotch, and briefly he glimpsed the outline of a threateningly huge bulge. Swallowing audibly, he dropped his eyes to the floor.

“Oh my god,” Natasha muttered, and the two strangers that still sat on the floor howled with laughter. “Well, I did,” Zane scoffed. “What are you gonna do? Are you gonna hit me?”

Parting his dry lips, Steve was quick to shake his head, looking up at the lanky man with big eyes. “No, uhm-.. I just thought maybe-.. Since-.. Since she really can’t stand smoking-..”

“Fuck off,” Zane scoffed, shaking his head in disbelief. Taking a drag from his cigarette, he turned around and leapt at Natasha, exhaling the grey cloud in her direction. Coughing, she backed up with a glare of sheer hatred, but the lanky man turned his back on her with yet another snicker. “Fuck out of here, bitchy white girl with her pussy brother. Jesus.”

“He’s not my brother,” Natasha exclaimed, wafting a hand in front of her face. The grey smoke had nowhere to go, forced to dwell in the stuffy air. “That’s my boyfriend.”

Zane paused, flicking his gaze to and fro between Jaffa and Kwame before they all burst out into laughter once more. Rolling her eyes, Natasha turned away, but Steve felt as if a knife had pierced his chest, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. When they were on the verge of calming down, wiping tears from their cheeks, a simple glare from Natasha sent them over the edge once again. “Idiots,” she growled, tossing Steve a brief glance through the mirror.

“What’s a piece of ass like you doing with a scrawny bitch like that?” Jaffa asked, tapping an untrimmed nail against his silver grill. Zane and Kwame grunted in agreement. “Looks like the sort of boys I used to buttfuck in prison. What- Is he rich, or something? Full of dough?”

Dropping his jaw, Steve widened his eyes at the man with the matted dreadlocks, then quickly looked at Natasha, who was squirming where she stood, eyes on the floor. “He’s not rich,” she retorted, dragging her feet back and forth across over the carpet. “He’s-.. I don’t know-.. He’s my boyfriend-.. I really don’t think I need a reason-.. We’re just a couple.”

“Does he have a big dick?” Zane asked, and Natasha snorted. Grasping onto the fabric of his jacket with whitening fingers, Steve wanted nothing more than to melt through the mirror and come out on the other side. His face was burning, and after a quick look into the mirror by his side, he saw his cheeks flush up a crimson colour. Zane, flashing a nasty grin, offered to put out the cigarette if she answered the question. Biting her bottom-lip, Natasha covered her smirking lips up with one hand, then rose the other, dropping all digits but her little finger.

“It’s tiny,” she said, then burst into a giggle. The three strangers joined her, snickering, gluing their gazes on him. Steve felt dizzy, as if the sheer humiliation came crashing down on his chest and prevented him from drawing air into his lungs. It was so surreal. He could not believe her words. A moment ago she was arguing with them, and out of the sudden they were all laughing at his expensive. Frozen in place, Steve could only glare at Natasha.

“What?” she asked, tossing a quick glance at him over her shoulder. “There’s nothing wrong with telling the truth. You have a tiny penis, and that’s perfectly okay, Steve.”

Twitching, Steve lowered his eyes to the floor, pulling his jacket further up in an attempt to hide more of his face. The three strangers could not stop laughing, her horrible words only egging them down. He saw right through the tone of her voice, dripping with sweetness. It was the waitress. He knew it was. This was her cruel way of getting back at him. Staring daggers at the floor, he pretended not to hear the comments made by the three strangers by his side, but did not ease up until the hysterical laughter finally died down and came to a stop. He remained motionless on the floor, quiet, waiting. The men had resumed their conversation, speaking in hushed voices amongst themselves. Natasha was shifting her stance more often, and Steve could tell that she was getting tired. Her dress was so short that if she was to sit down on the red carpet, she’d flash the whole elevator.

Jaffa rose, pushing himself up on his feet. Casually, he made his way over for the door. His girlfriend stirred as he came close, watching him warily from the corner of her eye. That was when the man with the matted braids yanked down his zipper, reached within the confines of his pants and tugged forth a massive, thick cock, the sheer girth the size of Steve’s wrist. He saw the fat member sideways in the mirror, gasping at the sight. Even worse, Natasha was absolutely mesmerized by the thick prick, gawking from her corner. In the beginning, she had simply sent him the occasional subtle glance, but now she was staring openly. Cocking his head back, Jaffa groaned as he let himself loose, the red carpet muffling the sound of the yellow stream pouring out on the floor, leaving a dark stain on the woven fabric.

“The bitch is staring at you, Jaffa,” Zane said, and Natasha flinched, quick to avert her gaze as Jaffa nonchalantly looked her way with a nasty grin. Squirming, Steve looked on in horror.

“Of course she’s staring. That little faggot she calls her boyfriend can’t give her a good dicking,” Jaffa said, shaking his cock to get rid of the last drops. “Ain’t that right, bitch?”

That was the first time he saw Natasha blush. Her pale cheeks blossomed up like roses, a bright pink colour spreading across her skin. Pressing a thumb between her plump lips, she nibbled on her nail, eyes grazing the floor. Snickering with his mates, Jaffa pulled up his zipper and returned to the group. As he went to take a seat, Natasha sought him with her eyes, and as Steve looked to and fro between them, he thought she ogled a little too long.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“How is it like to have such a small cock?”

Zane was leaning against the mirror, hands on his knees, tilting his head against the glass in a casual manner. A mischievous smirk was playing on his plump lips. “What, are you ignoring me now? I’m trying to have a conversation with you. Speak the fuck up.”

Frowning faintly, Steve kept silent, glaring back and forth betwixt Zane and the red carpet he sat on. The one-sided conversation had snatched Natasha out of her thoughts. She was paying close attention, glancing between them both, chewing on her bottom-lip.

“Aight,” Zane began, rising to his feet. Dragging his fingers through his hair, he stepped over to stand before Steve, who did his best to act as if he didn’t even notice the lanky man towering above him. It became impossible to ignore the youngster with the cross when a hand shot out for his cheeks, firm fingers squishing his cheeks, forcing him to look up. Jaffa and Kwame was watching the scene intently, as was Natasha, who kept utterly quiet. “I think it’s time you apologized to your bitch for having such a small cock,” he continued, forcing Steve to pout by squishing his lips. Writhing on the floor, Steve clawed at the black fingers in an attempt to pry them off of his jawline, but the black youngster was far too strong.

“C’mon over here,” Zane said flatly, turning on his heels, dragging a squirming Steve behind him. On all fours, he was made to crawl for Natasha, whose jaw was now on the floor, a furious blush dancing on his cheeks. His girlfriend was also flustered, a hand pressed against her parted lips. “There,” Zane said, throwing Steve forward so that he collapsed on the floor with his butt high in the air and his face mere inches from Natasha’s black heels.

“No, I-..” Steve began, but the tip of a white sneaker cut him off, slipping between his split lips. “That’s not what I told you to say,” Zane sneered, giving his sneaker a little shake. As he withdrew his shoe, Steve spat on the floor, grimacing at the taste. “If you don’t apologize to her right now, I’ll pull your knickers down and give your ass a good spanking. Aight?”

The white sneaker grazed his rump, and Steve shuddered on the ground. His eyes were glued to the carpet, completely unable to see Natasha and her reaction, but she did not say a word. “I’mma count to three,” Zane began, and as he started counting, Steve whimpered.

“I’m sorry for having a small cock,” he whispered in such a low voice, he wasn’t sure if anyone could hear him. Zane did, but he was not pleased, scoffing at his rear.

“Louder,” the black youngster sneered. Steve thought he heard Natasha gasp, and as he rose his gaze a little, he found her squishing her bare thighs together.

“I’m-.. I’m sorry for having such a small cock,” Steve squealed. The laughter that erupted in the elevator was like a knife that cut into his chest. His face was on fire. His frame was quivering. But what hurt him the most was the feminine giggling stemming from above.

“Don’t be so mean. It’s his birthday today,” Natasha said finally, evidently trying to quell her amusement. There was silence, and Steve saw Jaffa and Kwame exchanging glances.

“Well. You’re in luck,” he heard Zane say, then saw the white sneakers step up by the side of his face. “How about you let the three of us leave your boyfriend a little birthday present?”

Steve froze, a chill shooting up his spine. It was the way he said it, the suggestiveness in his voice. “I don’t need-..” Steve began, but the white sneaker interrupted him once more, the sole planted squarely across his face. “Don’t let him fool you,” Zane continued, his voice a touch muffled by the shoe over his ear. “You know he’s a cuck. He knows he’s a cuck.”

“Are-.. Are you asking me to sleep with you? All-.. All three of you?” Natasha asked, on the verge of cracking up, her voice thick with disbelief. Her black heels stirred uneasily.

“We’re stuck in an elevator with plenty of time to pass, and I’ve seen how you’ve been staring at us. I know you want it. C’mon. Let yourself loose a little. Suck our cocks.”

Steve could not believe his ears, completely frozen beneath the dirty sole. “This-.. This is nuts,” Natasha giggled, but Steve could hear the uncertainty in her voice. It was terrifying.

“Get up,” Zane said, taking his boot off of his face. Ushering a shaky sigh, Steve struggled to scramble to his knees with the help of shaky arms, unable to look up at Natasha. In the mirror, he saw that his features were still burning brightly, and a faint footprint could be made out where Zane had stood a moment earlier. “Tell you what-.. What’s your name? Nata-.. Natasha? Aight-.. Tell you what. We’ll ask your boyfriend if he wants to see you suck our cocks, and if he says yes-.. Well, you can consider it fulfilling his birthday wish. Aight?”

Firm fingers grasped Steve by the back of his hair, forcefully tugging his head back. He found Natasha looking down at him, and there was no amusement on her face now. She was gnawing on her bottom-lip, her blush bright and pink. “It’s just sucking cocks,” Zane said, extending a hand out for the flustered woman. She flinched at first, but did not move away. Dark fingers encircled her pale features, a gentle thumb caressing her cheek. “She needs a bigger cock. Look at her. She’s dying to ask for it. You’ve gotta tell her it’s okay.”

As baffling as his words were, Steve saw that he was right. His girlfriend had joked the whole situation away a moment earlier, but now she looked very serious, blank eyes flicking to and fro between Zane - who brought his thumb to her lips, prodding her kissers - and his mates who had stood up, and was making their way over. When the black man touched her, Steve had thought he would flame up with rage, but the powerful fingers that grasped him by the hair seemed to diffuse the situation. As Zane began wriggling his thumb into her mouth, and she accepted him, parting her plump lips, wrapping them around the black digit, jealousy bloomed up in his chest… But in the confines of his pants, his cock also twitched with joy.

“C’mon,” Zane encouraged, while Jaffa and Kwame slipped up on either side of them. “Give her permission. She knows she doesn’t need it, but she wants it. She wants you to say yes.”

Kwame, the man with the do-rag, approached Natasha from the right. Her wide eyes found him, and she began backing up, but when he reached out to touch her bare shoulder, she came to a stop, flicking big eyes between the two men showering her with attention. The man with the braids, Jaffa, slid up on her left, and soon they were trapping her in the corner while ripping off their shirts, revealing pitch-black ripped torsos packed with hard muscle.

Natasha clearly could not help herself. While the thumb kept rummaging around in her mouth, toying with her tongue, she lowered her eyes to the bare upper bodies, gawking at their powerful shoulders and their broad chests and their chiseled abdominals. She made herself clear to Steve, not with her mouth, but with her hungry eyes, eyeing up the men cornering her like a wolf watching her prey. “You’ve to say it,” Zane demanded, “You’ve to tell her you wanna see her suck our cocks or she won’t do it. C’mon. Let her have some fun.”

Parting shaky lips, Steve saw Natasha pause, dropping expectant eyes down on him. As did Zane and his friends, and then everyone was watching him, waiting for him to speak. No matter how hard he tried to usher the words, his tongue simply wouldn’t budge. But then Zane said, “C’mon, man. If you can’t please her, you’ve gotta let someone else do it. If she can’t have her fun, she’s gonna leave you, man. Aight? Do you wanna be single? Hm?”

Shutting his eyes, Steve shook his head, ushering a shaky sigh. “No? That’s what I thought my man. C’mon. Tell her what she wants to hear. Give her permission to suck our cocks.”

Shuddering, Steve tried to lower his head, but Zane kept his gaze up, forcing him to look at Natasha, who was staring down at him with anticipation written on her features. Mustering forth every bit of courage within his scrawny frame, he made himself speak, his voice soft and shaky. “It’s-.. It’s okay if-.. It’s okay if you wanna suck their cocks, T-.. Tash.”

She moaned. It erupted from her lips like a fat prick was just shoved up between her legs. It hit Steve like a rock, and suddenly he felt as if something heavy was rolling around his midsection. “Good boy,” Zane said, patting him on the top of his head. Now it was his turn to rid himself of his tank top, tossing the shirt in a bundle on the carpet floor. He was skinny, a whole lot thinner than his friends, his torso adorned with a variety of tattoos. His stomach was flat, but rock-hard, the rippled abs immediately stealing the attention of his girlfriend.

They shifted closer like beasts on a hunt. Kwame, dwarfing the petite woman with his muscular frame, attacked her from the right. His hand slipped down her side, and before she had a chance to react, he took a firm grasp of a dress-clad buttcheek. Natasha yelped. Jaffa came from the left, his eager hand circling her hip, feeling up her tummy, stroking over her breasts. With her mouth wide open, her breath rapid and jagged, she twitched and jerked as they felt her up, half-heartedly keeping the two men at an arm’s reach away. And then Zane began to approach, tugging down his zipper. Natasha froze, locking big, curious eyes on the front of his well-worn trousers. “Get down on your knees,” he commanded, and as if she was his maid - and he her king - she promptly obeyed. Falling to her knees, she licked her lips.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear, Natasha looked back and forth between the three black men who stepped closer and closer, surrounding her on all sides. Zane was the first one to undo his zipper, but Jaffa and Kwame was not far behind. Zane paused, briefly muttering to his comrades in their foreign language. Steve heard them all snicker, and then they edged all the way up to the kneeling girl, mere inches from her face. She was blushing furiously, her mouth wide open. Steve had to crawl a little closer to be able to see her in the narrow gap between Zane and Kwame, who stood shoulder-to-shoulder. For a moment, the three black men exchanged glances, hugging their thumbs into the hem of their pants. When they suddenly tugged their trousers down, Natasha ushered a high-pitched scream. Three big, black cocks immediately plopped out of their pants, springing down on the pale woman waiting below. All three dicks smacked against her face, but only two remained on top of her features, the third fat cock sliding down the side of her face like a lazy anaconda before it dropped to her bosom, wobbling slightly. Zane and Kwame let their thick junk rest on the pretty face, and when Jaffa hoisted his monstrous manhood back up in the air, letting it drop back down on Natasha with a heavy thud, she was practically buried under black dick.

On all fours, Steve crawled closer, slipping his rear down on his ankles to catch a closer look. Only her mousy chin was visible, the rest of her face - besides an ear and a part of her forehead - had disappeared underneath the black cocks. It must have been ten inches times three, made up of skin so pitch-black it shined brightly under the warm light in the elevator, fat throbbing veins and plump, mushroom-shaped heads. Suddenly, the three snakes stirred, and Natasha burst out of her cock-grave with a gasp, the fat pricks dropping down between their legs. Her whole face was crimson, the blush having spread all the way up to her hairline. She was panting rapidly, glancing betwixt the cocks that surrounded her with wide eyes. Her gaze drifted past Steve as if he wasn’t even there. “Oh my god,” she gasped, covering her split lips with her palm. Snickering, the three men jabbed each other with their elbows, muttering in their foreign language, grinning nastily down at the white girl.

Zane was the first one to make a move. “You’re up, Natasha. Show us what a good girl you are,” he said, shaking his hips, the fat beast swaying from side to side. As if the mere sight of his fat dick hypnotized her, Natasha stretched out a shaky hand, wrapping her fingers around the swelling shaft. Quickly, she began to jerk the cock, and as Jaffa pressed himself closer, forcing his junk right up in her face, she also grasped his. Wanking two dicks, she glanced at Kwame as he came closer. He held his own cock, jabbing his hips forward, the tip of his black beast prodding her pale cheek. Overcome with sheer lust, Natasha purred and pressed her face against the belly of the beast, nudging it back with the tip of her nose. In unison, the three men groaned, their manly grunts shooting a shiver up his spine. It felt so wrong, as if Steve was not supposed to be here, watching his girlfriend smile prettily at each and every cock they stuffed in her face. Between his legs, his meager cock throbbed.

He heard a deep snicker, and looked up to see Zane staring down at him, an arrogant smirk spread out across his lips. His hands dangling at his side, he let Natasha do the work, her pale hand dragging the black skin on his fat prick back and forth faster and faster. She was making their fat dicks swell, and Steve watched on with wide eyes as they grew for her. And then Kwame edged even closer, forcing a foot between her legs, bringing his untouched shaft up underneath her nostrils. “Smell my cock, bitch,” he sneered, and Natasha did not waste a moment to obey, pressing her nostrils down on the musky, black surface, snorting his scent up her nose. Flashing a grimace, her blush took on the colour of a deep red, but the thick prick in her face refused to relent, squishing into her nose so that it wrinkled. “I haven’t had a shower in a fucking week,” Kwame scoffed, and Steve saw how his girlfriend shuddered. The cocks she held had grown erect, throbbing between her elegant fingers.

“Fuck yeah,” Zane grunted, and suddenly grasped Steve by the hair. With a yelp, he crawled forward as the black man attempted to drag him to the gap between their hips, gluing wide eyes to his cock-riddled partner. “Look at your fucking girlfriend now, man. She’s such a whore she’ll wank your cock if you just stuff in her face. Watch her snort black dick.”

Natasha flicked her eyes to him, staring his way over the black shaft that kept pressing her face backwards. When their gazes met, Natasha eyed him for a moment with no real emotion apparent on her features, then split her lips, caught the black cock with her tongue and gave it a long-drawn, hungry lick. “Good girl,” Kwame grunted, placing a hand on the top of her head, patting her like she was a pet. It encouraged her to continue. Tilting her head to the side, she scooped the bulbous tip up on the flat of her tongue, leading it between her plump lips. Wrapping her kissers around the girth, she gave it a quick suck like she was puffing on a cigarette, then withdrew. Kwame growled as the fat cock plopped out of the supple lips, but Natasha did not care, scooting herself over the floor towards Steve. When she approached, his heart was thundering in his chest. He saw the line of salvia that hung from her chin, dangling as she crawled over. When they were but a few inches away from each other, there was a pause, a momentary silence, and then she spat right between his parted lips. “Here’s your birthday present, little bitch,” she sneered, then turned away.

Jaffa cracked a wicked grin, flashing his silver grill; Zane burst into a fit of laughter, offering the top of his head a gentle pat; Kwame only growled, bending over to grab Natasha by the hair and yank her face first back into his junk, pressing her into his crotch. Stunned, Steve did not even stir, his mouth where she spat still wide open, the raging blush on his cheeks refusing to fade away. His head was pounding, his armpits sweaty, his eyes locked on the woman in the skin-tight dress now squirming and writhing on the floor, trying to draw away from the fat cock suffocating her. “Kwame, take-.. Kwame, take it easy,” Zane snickered, and gave the man with the do-rag a gentle shove. Finally, he released Natasha, who fell on all fours, gasping for her breath. Fumbling back up on her knees, she was quick to latch on to two cocks - Kwame and Jaffa - while awkwardly turning on the floor, slipping her tongue out of her mouth. “Aaaah,” she purred up at Zane sweetly. He approached her, dick in hand.

The moment the mushroom-shaped head was within reach, Natasha leapt forth, snatching on to the bulbous tip with her lips, emitting a soft moan as she sucked. She withdrew, and while she wanked away at the two throbbing pricks erect in her palms, she shook her head underneath the belly of the nearest cock, beginning to plant quick pecks and sloppy kisses on the musky surface, leaving pink gloss marks shaped as lips all over the black skin. “Oh you fucking bitch,” Zane growled, bending over, grabbing on to the back of her head. “Do you wanna tell me I can’t smoke now? Got something to complain about?”

“Nuh-.. Uh,” Natasha purred without shame, shaking her head as she kept planting loving kisses upon the thick beast, worshipping the dark shaft with her supple lips. “Then I think it’s about time you give us an apology, aight,” Zane retorted, tearing his fat prick from her face.

When the thick member left her face, Natasha whimpered, her wide eyes plastered to the black shaft that hung over her like a dangerous predator. Her lips came up, and she never quit jerking off the two other cocks as she went to speak. “I’m-..” she began, but was promptly interrupted by Zane, who hoisted his heavy dick up and slammed it down upon her face. It struck her square across the forehead, and she flinched, quick to retract out of surprise. Steve twitched. It wasn’t the dickslap that stung him, but the eyes she gave Zane afterwards. They were the eyes of a lost puppy, and he suddenly felt a dire need to hug her.

“Apologize,” he repeated himself, but as her lips came up, his cock came back down. He hit her harder this time, his fat cock smacking her across a cheek with such force her head was sent sideways. Gasping, she released the manhood she held in her right hand, seeking to cup her cheek. The moment she quit jerking Jaffa, he grunted with displeasure, taking a step closer only to send his half-flaccid prick flying for her forehead. Natasha jerked, and Steve buried his nails into the floor, his heart racing. Her left hand paused, but kept grasping the last cock. Kwame would have none of it. He was the last one to tear himself free, and as he edged all the way up to her, his fingers took a firm grasp around the base of his anaconda before he also began swatting his fat dick down on her face. Zane and Jaffa kept going, and before long there were three big, black cocks clapping down on her beautiful features.

“I’m-.. I’m sorry!” Natasha squealed, but they kept bullying her with their cocks. She tried to shield her face with her arms, but when she was able to deflect one big dick, the two others were aimed at different parts of her face. The submissive tone in her voice was something Steve had never, ever heard, and the fact that they were slapping it out of her with their cocks infuriated him. His face was on fire, and now also his chest, flaming up with anger.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she whined, waving her arms around a moment longer, trying to catch the incoming dicks in time. They were too fast for her, swatting her back and forth across the face, pushing her around with their fat manhoods, overpowering her. It did not stop until she gave up, lowering her hands, letting them dickslap her freely. That was when Zane rose a hand, and the cockslaps stopped coming. “Let her speak,” he grinned, letting his own fat prick rest sideways across her face, hanging heavily over the bridge of her nose.

“I’m so sorry for trying to tell you what to do,” Natasha whimpered, and Steve clenched his fists so hard he thought his knuckles would pop. Between his legs, his cock was straining against the fabric of his boxers, desperately seeking to escape. “That’s right,” Kwame growled. “If you try that again, i’ll use your fucking boyfriend as an ashtray. Understood?”

She nodded, stirring the fat cock on her face. “Good girl,” Zane whispered, stroking his hand through her cascading hair. Beneath the thick dick, Steve thought he could glimpse a smile on her face. Her plump lips came up, and Kwame was the one to approach, sneaking the tip of his prick into the warmth of her mouth. Her lips came down on the musky skin immediately, her head quick to start bobbing back and forth. Steve stared at her with wide eyes, watching her stuff inch after inch of black meat betwixt her lips. Zane grasped her little hand, wrapped her digits around his own shaft, and began to thrust. Jaffa bent over, giving one of her ample breasts a sharp swat - she flinched and released a short scream, stifled by the dick in her mouth - before he slipped up behind her, sliding his throbbing prick back and forth across her cheek. The elevator was full of manly grunts, and the smell of masculine sex was thick in the air. Steve, on all fours, was practically humping the air, blushing wildly.

“Your faggot boyfriend loves to watch you with black cock in your stupid mouth,” Kwame sneered with a smirk, beginning to buck his hips to and fro, gently fucking her mouth. She gagged, but he only picked up the pace, forcing more of his black pride deeper towards the back of her throat. Her eyes, flicking between the three men using her, were large, bright and beaming with passion. She grasped the cock on her cheek, gave it a harsh squeeze and started to fap it, continuing to wank off the two cocks she could not pleasure with her mouth.

“He’ll cream his panties any moment now,” Zane grinned, tossing Steve a quick glance. He cowered under the piercing gaze, pressing his thighs together, whimpering. They laughed at him while Natasha worked their cocks, sucking sloppily on the black prick between her lips while squishing, rubbing and pulling on the two shafts she held. Zane casually grasped her nose, squeezing her nostrils shut, and her face was as red as a tomato when he finally let her go. “What do you think, bitch? Think your faggot boyfriend wanna suck my cock?”

Natasha nodded, closing her eyes, pressing herself deeper upon the shaft lodged between her pink lips. Kwame clenched his abs and sneered, his hands grabbing onto the back of her head, pulling her forward, forcing her to swallow another few inches. She gagged again, but he did not care, beginning to buck his hips, rutting her mouth with half his fat dick down her throat. “Hmmph,” she whined, and the three thugs snickered nastily. She no longer needed to wank Zane and Jaffa; they had both began humping her hand like they were a pair of holes, jutting their hips into her knuckles. With each thrust, they picked up the pace, and Kwame had started to fuck her mouth. “Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug,” said her throat, bulging out a bit each time the man with the do-rag pressed himself as deep as he could. Her eyes were soft and blank, obediently looking up at the man who took her throat like he was fucking an ass. She kept gagging, a spurt of spit trailing down her mousy chin. “Fuck,” Kwame growled.

The elevator suddenly rocked, the hinges audibly stirring. Steve was thrown forward, his face brushing over the red carpet; Natasha fell backwards, but Kwame kept her lips locked on his cock, stumbling after her; Jaffa and Zane tumbled into the mirror, their hips bashing into the feminine hands they held so firmly. The lift began to descend, but neither of the three thugs quit humping his wide-eyed girlfriend, the man in her mouth hoisting each leg over her arms so that she was trapped between his powerful thighs, sneaking his fingers around the back of her head to hold her steady, beginning to thrust his cock down her throat with such force she rolled her eyes into the back of her head, and ushered a long-drawn moan.

“It’ll-.. It’ll be down soon,” Steve said quietly, but they were all oblivious to him, trying to draw forth their own orgasms. Zane was the first one to cum, a torrent of white sperm erupting from the tip of his fat snake, splattering out across the right side of her face. As he painted her with his white babybatter, he wielded her little hand like a fleshlight, dragging her palm back and forth on his shaft with a roar. Jaffa tore her fingers off of his cock, threw her hand away - which she used to brush a loose strand of hair out of her face, jolting up and down from the sharp thrusts like a ragdoll - and started to wank himself off at a furious pace, the tip of his massive manhood pointed straight at her pale face. He shifted closer, pressed the head of his cock against her cheek, jerked himself off like his life depended on it. Natasha was utterly oblivious, her eyes rolling, her lips squelching with each thrust into her throat.

The descent was slow, but there couldn’t be more than a few feet left. Steve was staring to and fro between his absent girlfriend, and the pair of grey doors that would slide open at any moment. Taking a large handful of hair, Kwame dragged the petite woman up to his crotch and thrust forth, pressing himself balls deep into her mouth. For a moment, Natasha began to squirm and writhe, then suddenly froze, her eyes widening. Steve saw how the muscular man flexed his buttcheeks, grunting and groaning, squeezing Natasha onto his cock. That was the moment Jaffa erupted, aiming the spray of gooey cum from his thick dick down on the pale face below. Natasha flinched, quick to shut an eye, his seed spurting out on her eyelid. Kwame finally let her go, releasing her hair, allowing her to slide off of his cock with the help of gravity. As she fell to the floor, his thick cock sprung free from her lips, a jet of sperm shooting out onto the mirror behind her. She collapsed, then coughed, a bubble of cum erupting from her nostril. “Dumb white whore,” Kwame scoffed, wanking the remains of his nutbutter out upon the panting woman. Jaffa did the same, but Zane wiped himself off with her hand, which he afterwards gently placed down on her heaving chest, the sperm on her hand leaving dark stains on the black fabric of her dress. “Happy birthday, bitch,” Zane snickered, glancing down at Steve, flashing him a toothy grin. “She’s all yours now.”

The three men were stumbling over the red carpet floor in search of their clothes, stuffing their fat cocks back in their trousers, tugging up their zippers. Steve could not move a muscle, staring in sheer and utter defeat at his girlfriend, who lay panting heavily on her back on the floor, the flustered crimson face painted white, the parted lips drenched with sticky sperm. The cumbubble that came from her nose grew and shrank with each exhausted breath she took, and if she had noticed it, she did not seem to care. There was a dumb expression straddling her face, a look of senseless joy and wild pleasure. And as his gaze fell between the gap of her thighs, he was faintly able to make out that she had in fact decided not to wear panties that day. That was when the elevator doors came up, and the light from outside shone into the cramped box like the powerful beam of a spotlight.
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