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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Sweet Revenge by Tara Yarn

7300+ steamy words of adulterous love. Sweet Revenge tells the tale of William, a young man in a steady but dull relationship with Max, a beautiful brunette. Frustrated with how distant Max is, William is driven into a secret online relationship with another woman. See what happens when Max one day finds out about his online ventures and decides to take her revenge by inviting over William's long time bully, Logan.













Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Under Her Bed by Tara Yarn

Under Her Bed, a 7800+ word short cuckold story, introduces the reader to Matthew, an unemployed, self-conscious wimp who by some miracle acquires himself the girl of his dreams. But is he enough for her? What will happen when Corey, a handsome hunk with a dazzling smile, sends Thea a text on Matthew's birthday? Will she be able to resist his charm and choose her boyfriend on his special day? Just this once?


Chapter One

◆◆◆

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

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

It was her lips he saw first.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi. You here?”

Tyr is typing…

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

“I am, man. What’s up?”

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

“How would I know?”

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

“That sucks, man.”

“Have you heard from her?”

“Try texting her, why don’t you?”

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

Tyr is typing…

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

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

“That’s okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you know her address?”

“Haha. Shut up.”

“Fine. What if -you- text her?”

“It’s your girlfriend, mate.”

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


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

This picture has been removed.

This picture has been removed.

This picture has been removed.

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

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

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


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Bzzzt. Bzzzt. Bzzzt.

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

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

“He-.. Hello?”

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

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

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

Tyr has sent you a new message.

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

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

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

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

Bzzzt. One new message.

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

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

“No. No. No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s a great cocksucker, man.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I-.. I love you, Alyssa.”

The End.
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