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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.


























Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Worship By Tara Yarn

Black Worship, an 11’500 word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, spanking, facesitting, sph, mild sissification, black supremacy, risk of pregnancy, bbc worship, white submission and other scenes of a oh-so-wrong and dirty nature.

Sissy wimp Charlie often frequents online chat rooms to play out erotic fantasies with the black men that intimidates him so often in real life. Whenever his girlfriend, a mean and sassy blonde named Sophie, is out of the house, he fetches his webcam and prepares for a few hours of anonymous play - where he is the bitch, and the black man is the boss.

But one day, everything goes wrong when his most recent online master shows up at his front door. The black stranger is arrogant, rude, and does not care about Charlie’s meek protests. He wants Charlie to introduce him to his beautiful girlfriend, and there’s nothing the little sissy can do to stop him. Charlie’s only hope is that Sophie will be able to resist the aggressive, dominant nature of his new friend - and not jump into bed with him. A red-hot and exciting tale of a wimpy white boy whose fantasies finally come true when a black bully suddenly enters his life and demands that Charlie not only serve but also worship.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Moans echoed throughout his house.

Drew slowly shut the front door, placing his rucksack on the floor. The sound stemmed from the living room, the door tilted slightly open. Ushering a shaky breath, he crept closer.

Upon reaching the doorway, he cast a quick peek inside. Leslie lay on the couch, holding a paperback in one hand while the other slid back and forth between her legs.

She didn’t spot him, writhing around on the sofa, gnawing on her bottom lip. The hand that held the book was quivering, and Drew realized she had given up on reading it.

A sigh of content escaped his own lips. Without making a sound, he headed for the kitchen where he fetched out a pan, some oil and a couple of steaks. When the oil was finally crackling in the pan, he took a knife from the drawer, stabbed one of the steaks and was about to put it in when a hand suddenly grabbed his shoulder.

“Hey there,” said his girlfriend, “I didn’t hear you come home.”

Drew, who was trying to recover from what had felt like a heart attack, threw her a wide-eyed glance. The steak slowly slid off of the knife, hitting the pan with a thud.

“Don’t be such a wuss,” giggled Leslie, leaving for the kitchen table. She sat down and put the paperback on the wooden surface. He saw the cover now. Dark Desires was the title.

She caught him staring and flipped the book over. Swallowing audibly, Drew cleared his throat and focused his attention back on the sizzling steaks.

“You know- Emily told me you were sour at work today.”

Drew frowned, stirring the pan. “I wasn’t sour.”

“She told me you wouldn’t serve her.”

“They were making fun of me.”

Leslie snorted. “Who’s they?”

“I don’t know... She was with some black guy,” Drew left the pan on the oven and dragged his feet over to the cabinet, fetching out a bowl of dry rice.

“You work in a gas station,” Leslie paused the moment he looked her way, then carried on as he turned back to the food, “Serving her food is your job, Drew.”

Drew said nothing.

“She’s my friend,” Leslie kept going. “If I hear that you have been sour around her again, I will have to tell Mark to do something about it.”

Freezing to the spot, Drew lowered his gaze and frowned. Leslie, tapping a finger on the surface of the table, waited patiently. What she wanted to hear was perfectly clear.

“Fine,” Drew flipped the steaks, “I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

“No. You won’t. You’ll also apologize the next time you see her. If she comes by the gas station again, you’ll offer to buy her - and her friend - a new hamburger. Understood?”

Drew, pulling a face, nodded with effort.

“Good boy,” Leslie picked her paperback back up. That was the end of it. Ushering a sigh of relief, Drew went back to the dinner. After a while, he got sick of the silence.

“Do you know,” Drew glanced over his shoulder, waiting for Leslie to look up before he kept going, “which of the countries in the world are the five biggest by population?”

Scoffing, Leslie lowered her book and stared up at him blankly. “Well. I assume you want me to say no so you can explain it to me.”

“China… India… The United States… Brazil-”

“Brazil isn’t number four, Drew. That’s Indonesia.”

Parting his lips, Drew squinted for a moment, then pulled a face. “Well, that must be new, because last I checked, Brazil was bigger, and-”

“It’s not new, Drew. You know what? How about you try again? This time, I want you to say the five biggest countries by population… In Africa.”

Cringing, Drew turned around. A touch of heat had crept up on his features. “Fine. I think South Africa is number five- Anyway, Nigeria… Egypt-”

“Ethiopia, Drew. You forgot Ethiopia.”

Falling silent, he focused his attention on the rice, which was now threatening to boil over. A tiny stream of boiling water trickled down on the oven, followed by a sharp hiss.

“It’s hilarious,” Leslie giggled. “It’s like you think Mark will simply go away as long as you don’t acknowledge that Ethiopia is an actual country. He’s coming over tonight, Drew.”

Gritting his teeth, he said nothing, tugging the seething pot off the heat. He felt her eyes on the back of his head, but ignored her, taking out a couple of plates.

“He’s going to want you to leave, Drew,” Leslie clicked her tongue. “You’ll have to find yourself a place to stay tonight. I’ll call you when he’s done with me. I promise.”

“It’s Friday,” sniffled Drew, placing a steak on each plate. He thought he had been making dinner for himself and his girlfriend. Now he understood he wasn’t even invited.

“And tomorrow, it’ll be Saturday. I can’t remember the last time he wanted to come over on a Saturday. We’ll have the whole day then. We can figure out something fun.”

“You said that last week too, but then you said your ass was too sore, and you just wanted to spend the whole day in bed.”

Leslie cracked up, ushering a peal of short laughter, covering her lips with a limp wrist. “Fine. I will ask him if it’s okay that he leaves my ass alone tonight. I swear.”

Blushing up with color, Drew huffed. Grabbing each plate, he carried them over to the table and put them down. He scooted one of them over in front of his girlfriend.

“He won’t be here for another half hour, I think,” Leslie said casually, eyeing him over with weary eyes. “Find something to cover up his plate. You don’t want to serve him cold food.”

She wasn’t wrong. After he did what she suggested, Drew grabbed the counter and fell silent for a while, staring out at nothing in particular, a faint frown on his face.

“I-.. I want to stay, Leslie.”

His girlfriend, who had resumed reading her paperback, looked up and flashed him a pretty pout. “Awh- I know you do, but- You know that’s not my decision.”

“You could talk to him. S- See if maybe he’d consider letting me.”

Pursing her lips, she kept looking at him for a moment longer. Then shook her head. “I’m pretty sure Mark is coming over so I can suck his dick. Not beg him to let you stay.”

Drew whimpered. Leslie laughed.

“You’re still embarrassed about it,” she giggled and shook her head. “You’ve been a cuckold since high school, Drew. It’s about time you got over it.”

Frowning, Drew looked down at his own shoes. His girlfriend saw it, and made him look back up with a flick of her fingers. Slowly, he rose his gaze and glared up at her.

Beckoning him over, Leslie reached out to grasp him by the hands when he stepped within reach. With a dip of her head, she motioned for the floor. Drew fell to his knees.

“Don’t be sour,” said Leslie, cocking an expectant eyebrow down at him. “I know it is Friday today. I know you wanted to watch a movie with me. But you know I can’t deny him.”

Muttering under his breath, Drew forced himself to nod slightly. His girlfriend, beaming him a bright smile, murmured for him to come closer, then gave him a quick hug.

“We’ll watch a movie tomorrow,” Leslie tightened her arms around him. “You can cook us dinner, and then I will let you pick whatever you want us to watch. Okay?”

Huffing, Drew nodded against her shoulder. Her perfume crept up his nose, clung to the walls of his nostrils, driving his cock to twitch in his trousers.

A hand slid down his face, cupping his cheek. She soothed him, sweeping his hair up behind his ears, gazing into his eyes. “You can prepare me if you want,” she said softly, rising out of the chair. A hand found the top of his head and held him down, guiding him closer.

He was powerless in her grasp, sliding over the floor, tilting his head against her thigh. She hadn’t even put on proper clothes that day, wearing the same pajamas she had gone to bed with, colored a silky blue. His fingers sought the hem of her trousers, then slowly started to pull the fabric down over her wide hips until it dropped in a bundle around her feet.

Panties. Now inches from his face. Purple and oh-so-soft, hugging the plump mound that dwelled beneath. It wasn’t his plump mound anymore, Drew thought, staring at it with wide eyes. She had chosen to give it to someone else. But she still let him lick it.

“Prepare me for him,” she purred, her fingers intertwining with his hair, taking a firm grip. His fingers, grabbing the panties, hesitated. Only a few hours later, these lips would part for a big, black cock, and he wasn’t even allowed to watch. Drew shivered.

“Make me wet,” Leslie thrust her hips forward, squishing that plump pussy in his face. “If you don’t, it’ll take aaages to fit that fat cock in my little pink pussy.”

He obeyed, sliding her panties down along her smooth skin, tugging it down her chubby thighs all the way to her ankles, where he let it drop. A pair of swollen lips now swallowed up his whole view, a sweet and salty scent flowing out from between them.

“Mark hates when I take too long,” Leslie continued, the pace of her breath picking up. “He’s always so impatient. And if he gets angry, he starts fucking like a stallion.”

Shutting his eyes, Drew ushered a shaky sigh, forcing a moan out of his girlfriend as the warmth of his breath blew out upon her flower. Leaning in, he flattened the tip of his nose against her shaved mound and planted his lips on the side of a lip.

“Good boy,” groaned Leslie. Her breath was jagged now.

Plumping his lips, he placed a peck on the other lip, then parted his kissers and let his tongue slip out. It wriggled between her pussy lips with a squelch, then swept upwards and slipped out right before it reached her little nub. She tasted sickly sweet.

Leslie, shuddering, was nibbling dreamily on her bottom lip when he threw her a glance. A shiver ran through her pale frame when he lapped at her flower, her hands tightening their grip around his hair. In his own trousers, his cock was now throbbing and rigid.

“Fuck,” she moaned, pressing her crotch in his face, her hungry flower quick to swallow up his nose, forcing his tongue back inside.

He could no longer see her face, her pretty features hiding behind a pair of hefty, heaving breasts that rose and sank with her every shaky breath. In turn, they hid underneath the fabric of a soft, silk top draping her curvy figure.

Her hands fell to the back of his head. Her hips started to move back and forth. She rubbed herself on his face, tickling her shielded nub with his nose.

Sticking out his tongue, Drew struggled to lick between those tasty lips. His hands found her thighs, and his fingers quickly crept up towards her backside.

But she wouldn’t have it.

Slapping his hands away, one at a time, she thrust her hips forward with such force, her pelvis slammed his head back. Quick to grab onto his hair, she yanked a whimpering Drew back between her legs and sat on his tongue, ushering a long-drawn moan.

A sound froze them both to the spot. Leslie, mashing her pussy on his features, stopped thrusting. Between her legs, a flustered Drew quit licking.

There was a knock on the front door.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Three dark men stood in a circle, surrounding a round chair upon which a cracker lay on the black leather. Snickering amongst themselves, they unzipped their pants.

Drew and Leslie sat on a padded bench not far away. She watched them idly. He looked everywhere else, faking a great interest in the spotty window by his side. A blush that refused to be tamed was flaming on his flustered features.

The apartment belonged to his father. A worn-down work in progress, where paint was peeling off the walls and the remains of a kitchen table lay in splinters in the corner.

It wasn’t just the five of them. Despite how Drew had desperately tried to explain that the toilet was out of order, Emily had left for the bathroom. She hadn’t said a word to him, simply flipped him off as she stood up and swayed her hips away. Left to leave him a present.

Leslie bit her lip. He followed her gaze and grew wide eyes. The three men circling the cracker had whipped out their black cocks and was now jerking themselves off. If Leslie caught him looking, she’d make a comment. He knew it. But he just couldn’t look away.

The three black dicks were all enormous. So much bigger than what Drew was hiding in his pants. In unison, they grew fatter by the second, throbbing as they rose.

Leslie looked hypnotized. Her gaze was glued to the trio, the tip of her tongue sliding back and forth her plump, painted lips.

Frowning, Drew parted his lips to say something. He didn’t dare.

Emily came to the rescue.

She attracted the eyes of his girlfriend as she slid past the group of men, giggling girlishly at their antics, marching straight for the bench. When she reached them, she spun and went to take a seat. A wide-eyed Drew barely had time to scramble out of the way as her fat ass descended towards the spot where he sat. The width of her hips almost shoved him off of the bench. To his left, Leslie shot them a quick glance and rolled her eyes.

“H- Hey,” said Drew, glaring at Emily. Not only did she utterly ignore him, but she also turned her back his way, blocking his view of Leslie.

“My money on is Dirk,” Emily muttered.

Leslie, after leaning backward, shooting Drew an apologetic look, shrugged her shoulders and bit her lip. “Mark has the fattest one.”

The three black men were wanking their cocks furiously, panting and groaning with effort. It felt like Drew shouldn’t be there. Like he was completely misplaced and was watching something not at all intended for his eyes. Swallowing, he scooted behind Emily.

“If you touch my butt,” Emily said, turning to shoot him a cold stare, “I swear I will castrate you. I’m not kidding. There’s a pair of scissors in the bathroom.”

Shuffling uncomfortably, Drew averted his gaze.

Leslie snorted with amusement.

“I’m gonna cum,” said one of the black men, gritting his teeth. He was smaller than his companions, his skin a few shades lighter, wearing a loose hoodie. Leslie had introduced him as Samuel, but when Drew had tried to shake his hand, he had simply walked off.

Dirk and Mark growled, upping the pace of their frantic fapping, pointing their dicks at the cracker. Drew just could not get over how massive they were, blushing wildly.

The girls, muttering amongst themselves, an occasional giggle erupting out of their glossy lips, were paying close attention. Emily was squeezing her thick thighs together.

A manly groan echoed through the room. A rope of something blank and sticky shot out of a fat cock, splattering out across the cracker and the black leather upon which it lay.

“Oh my god,” Leslie whispered, dropping her jaw halfway to the floor.

Shuffling in her seat, a faint blush blossomed up on Emily’s cheeks.

A shirtless Samuel stepped back, flashing the two girls a nasty grin. His torso was shaped like a square, bulging with muscle. His leaky dick was softening slowly.

Dirk exploded, clenching his teeth, his prominent jawline bulging. With a roar, he shot out a torrent of goo out upon the cum-coated cracker, drowning the cookie in sperm.

Mark, pausing for a moment, flicked his gaze back and forth between his friends. They looked at him amusedly. Snorting, he looked over a shoulder and - for the first time that night - set his gaze on Drew. Grinning wickedly, he kept wanking his fat cock.

“You’ve lost,” Dirk took a step forward and pointed at the cookie.

“Just let him cum. Jesus,” Emily scoffed from the bench.

“The last man to cum loses. He has to the eat the crack-”

“But he’s not the last man to cum,” Leslie interrupted. Dirk narrowed his eyes at her. Samuel, stuffing his dick back in his pants, squinted. And then slowly looked to Drew.

The last man standing blew his load, spraying rope upon rope of hot goo out upon the soaked cracker. Clenching his chiseled abs, Mark kept wanking, milking out every last drop of nasty nutbutter from his own big, black cock with a guttural growl.

Leslie, her jaw now on the floor, ogled shamelessly. She stared at the throbbing cock like a predator stares down prey, the pace of her breath picking up rapidly.

Emily, tossing a brief glance down at Drew, stood up and sashayed over to Dirk. Leaning up on the tip of her toes, she shot a quick whisper into his ear. And then smirked devilishly.

Cocking an eyebrow, Leslie said nothing.

Squirming uncomfortably, Drew said nothing.

Hitting Mark on a shoulder, Dirk mumbled something. Samuel soon joined them, and a moment later deep laughter rung through the worn-down apartment.

All their gazes flicked to Drew. He blanched.

“Get his left,” Mark said casually, making his way for the bench. Nodding, Dirk followed his lead but slid sideways when he was near, slipping up between Drew and his girlfriend.

The man named Mark came up on his left, a nasty smirk playing on his lips. They both looked at each other for a moment. And then they jumped him.

Two pairs of strong hands grabbed each of his arms, pinning them to the wall. A wide-eyed Drew yelped, then began to struggle, flicking his gaze between the two bigger men who held him. In the background, he could briefly make out Emily. She was reaching for the cookie.

Gasping, Leslie slid out of the way, watching the scene with a hand pressed to her lips. She said nothing, eyes - sparkling with amusement - occasionally flicking to the side.

“Bring the cookie,” said Mark, who only snickered down at Drew as he tried to wriggle and worm out of their grasp. “You’re the last one to finish, white boy.”

“I- I wasn’t playing the game,” squealed Drew, shaking his head back and forth in sheer and utter panic, widening his eyes at the approaching Emily, who held the cracker between a pair of fingers. Thick goo was seeping down the sides of the cookie, trickling down her fingers, dripping down upon the floor. No one paid any attention to what he said.

“I've got a tasty cookie for yooou,” the wide-hipped woman mocked, slowly floating closer. Taking her time, she approached step-by-step. There was no mercy in her eyes.

Mark forced him to open his lips. The cookie slid between his teeth.




◆◆◆

There was a knock on the front door.

Drew, standing in the hallway, knew perfectly well who stood on the other side. That is why he hesitated. But the man outside wouldn’t have it, banging louder and louder.

Unlocking the door, he pulled it slightly open and cast a peek outside. The dark man on the doorstep had broad shoulders and an angry visage. He sported a military cut, a five-o'clock shadow on his strong jawline and a golden chain wrapped twice around his neck.

It was Mark.

He forced himself inside. Tearing open the door, he stepped through the doorway, bouncing Drew out of the way with his shoulder.

Stumbling backward, Drew tripped on a shoe and fell, his bottom hitting the carpet-clad floor with a thud. Wincing, he meekly looked up at Mark, now towering over him.

“You’re supposed to have fucked off already,” said Mark, rubbing his knuckles. His gaze swept through the hallway, probably in search of Leslie. “Go on. Get out.”

“I don’t w-” Drew began, but a cold stare from above cut him off. The black man cocked an eyebrow and squatted by his feet.

“I don’t care what you want. Unless you wanna be my woman tonight, I suggest you pack up and get out. I am not going to tell you twice.”

It’s my house, Drew thought, scooting his hands behind his back and clenching his fists until they went pale. It’s my house. And you can’t kick me out.

He never said that.

The black man lost his patience. A pair of hands shot out for Drew’s wrists. His grip was so strong, Drew was afraid he’d just snap his hands off. Whimpering, he was hoisted up to his feet, then shoved roughly towards the door. He fought but didn’t stand a chance, easily pushed out into the cold. Just as Mark was about to shut the door, he cried out.

“No! Wait! Stop! Please!”

The door came to a halt, only a thin slit away from locking him out. Slowly, the door slid back open and a glaring Mark - with his fists clenched - stepped all the way up to him.

“I’mma fuck you up, boy-”

Drew fell to his knees. The doormat softened his fall. With a shaky sigh, he looked up at the black man above with wide eyes. Mark, squinting, looked a little uncertain.

“Please don’t make me leave,” whispered Mark, gazing up with doe eyes. “I- I know you can throw me out, but- I just want to stay this once. P- Please.”

The black man was wearing scruffy jeans. Drew briefly lowered his eyes, and thought he could faintly make out the outline of a massive bulge running down the side of his thigh. It led him to swallow, blush and look back up. He hoped Mark hadn’t noticed.

Squinting down at him a moment longer, Mark suddenly snorted. “You want to stay? You do know why I am here, don’t you? Has she told you I come over so we can bake cookies?”

Shuddering, Drew shut his eyes and shook his head. “No, I- I know.”

“So you wanna stay and watch me fuck your bitch? Is that it? Crawl into a corner, cry your eyes out, pumping that little white boy dick as I bend over your girlfriend?”

Mark prodded him with a boot. Drew, flinching, frowned.

“No, I- I want to be a part of this. I- I don’t want to be thrown out every Friday. I kn- I know you’re only into women, but- There m- There must be something I can do.”

The dark man, cocking his eyebrows, kept quiet. For what felt like half an hour, he stood there in silence, Drew kneeling at his feet.

And then Mark smirked.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

It was huge.

It lay along his thigh, fat and black, a plump, frightening beast. Even in its flaccid state, it must have measured at least eight inches. Drew - who didn’t measure half of that even when his cock stood rigidly - cringed and looked down. He was kneeling on the floor, propped between a pair of dark thighs. Leslie, who sat not far away on the couch, scoffed mockingly.

“You don’t deserve this.”

Prominent veins ran along the length of the chunky cock, all the way from the mushroom-shaped pink head to the base of the shaft, overgrown by a bush of black, curly pubes. Between the dark-skinned legs lay a pair of ample balls, resting heavily upon the leather of the sofa. As Mark stirred, his nuts left a moist little spot on the couch.

Drew swallowed.

“He’s never seen one your size before,” Leslie gnawed on her lip. She had unbuttoned her pajama top and was now sporting a plunging neckline.

“Neither had you,” scoffed Mark. The black man sat like a king, his arms spread out upon the backrest of the couch, his knees parted wide. Cocky eyes were glued to Drew, who thought he could feel an aura of arrogance dwelling in the air around the black bull.

“You know what to do. Stop stalling, babe,” his girlfriend prodded him with a bare foot. When their gazes met, she stared at him blankly. Blushing, Drew quickly looked away.

Mark nodded slowly. “Aight. I’mma throw you ou-”

“No,” Drew gasped, hurrying to extend a hand. The black man, having leaned forward, slowly sat back, staring down at him expectantly. Shivering, Drew shut his eyes and searched blindly. Suddenly, his fingers touched something warm and fat. Letting his eyelids slide open, he shot the big, black dick a wide-eyed glance as his digits grasped the shaft.

“Good boy,” Leslie giggled. Mark didn’t flinch.

It was so heavy. Carefully sliding the massive shaft upon the palm of his hand, Drew raised the flaccid cock into the air. It bent awkwardly, supporting itself on his thumb.

“That right there is a real cock, white boy,” sneered Mark, wrapping an arm around the silk-clad woman by his side. She, having her bit her lip, shuffled closer, cuddling up to his muscular frame. A feminine hand fell upon his set of chiseled abs, stroking them softly.

Drew, ushering a shaky sigh, looked up at Leslie timidly. Giving him a bright smile, she dipped her head and beckoned for him to go on.

“It’s what you have to do,” she reminded him, circling her fingers around the bumps on the rock-hard dark tummy she was touching up. “Please him. Or get out.”

Frowning, Drew looked away. That was not good enough.

A rough hand grabbed him by the hair and yanked his gaze back up. Yelping, Drew grasped the bulging forearm, his other hand tightening around the base of the black cock. Mark, having sat up, easily held him and leaned closer, baring his teeth.

“You’ll talk to your girlfriend with respect,” he growled. Leslie, having parted her lips, gave a short peal of laughter. “Try again, you little faggot or I’mma get angry.”

“I’m- I’m sorry,” Drew whimpered, gritting his teeth. “I’m- I’m sorry!”

“When she asks you something, what are you gonna say?”

“Y- Yes, ma’am! I’m so sorry!”

A smirking Leslie watched on with a face bright with amusement. Her foot came up, slid through the air, found the side of his face. She squished her toes into his cheek.

But Mark didn’t let go. Instead, the dark man yanked him forward so hard he almost tumbled over. Now his face was but an inch away from the black cock that he held.

“Wank it, white boy. I want you to watch it grow.”

The grip on his hair loosened up. A panting Drew nodded quickly, fastened his fingers around the fat shaft and slowly pulled the chocolate skin down.

A deep grunt. Him? A soft moan. Her?

He looked up. Past the cock. They were kissing, their lips mashed together. Mark held her by the back of her neck, pressing her mouth onto his. Drew saw him slip his tongue between her painted kissers, saw the way that tongue explored the cavity of her mouth.

Whimpering, Drew began to wank the shaft.

It throbbed. Flinching, Drew almost let go. He felt it grow in the palm of his hand, felt the shaft expand. With each jerk, there was more cock to wank. The way it grew out of his grip could only be described as hypnotizing. It kept filling out, weakening his grip.

Drew shuddered.

They broke their kiss, a rope of saliva connecting their lips. Moaning, Leslie let her eyes slide open, then grew wide eyes and got caught up staring at the rising cock. It was rock-hard now, a rigid pole of dick, throbbing and twitching. Drew, sniffling, picked up the pace.

“Such a good boy,” his girlfriend purred. “Isn’t Mark just so impressive?”

A touch of heat swept over his cheeks. Drew nodded with effort.

“You’re wanking my fuckbuddy,” Leslie snorted, shaking her head in disbelief. Her hand crept down between the black legs, grasping the hefty balls, beginning to fondle them gently. “Your little hand is jerking that fat, black dick. Do you feel like a man now, Drew?”

He said nothing. But kept going faster, tugging fiercely on the black cock. His girlfriend scooted down from her seat and fell to her knees, showering him in the scent of her delicious perfume. Her hand never left the big balls she was fondling, squeezing them softly.

“Sniff it,” her pillowy lips were right by his ear. “Smell that fat cock.”

She subdued him with her sweet voice. Drew couldn’t resist as she guided him closer, the tip of his nose bending as it met the dark shaft. “Just a little sniff. Please? For me?”

Black cock was all he could see now. The dark skin felt a little sticky. His hand, which fell at ease at the base, enveloped by the black pubes, squeezed. The black man groaned.

Ushering a shaky sigh right upon the shaft, Drew obeyed. The scent that hit him was mind-numbing, a mixture of manly sweat, old cheese, and oh-so-potent musky dick.

His own cock twitched in his trousers.

“Doesn’t that dick just smell so fucking good,” Leslie brushed her lips over his ear. “Don’t stop. Keep sniffing. Snort that stench of dick up your nose like a good, little boy.”

Shutting his eyes, Drew sniffed audibly, his nostrils hungrily swallowing the scent. It clung to the walls of his nose, crept deeper, found his tongue. God, how he wanted to taste it.

Leslie read his mind. Or perhaps it was the blush blooming on his cheeks. Or the little tent now visible on the front of his trousers. “Open your lips,” a feminine finger wiggled between his kissers, forcing him to open his mouth. “Have a taste, babe.”

The shaft sank. It was on the level of his split lips now. His girlfriend, after prying off his fingers, had assumed control, and now she was steering the tip of the black dick towards his lips. Drew, frozen to the spot, opened his mouth wider and wider. And then the chunky mushroom slid inside the warmth of his mouth. The black man groaned with pleasure.

“Put your tongue over your teeth,” Leslie, digging her fingers into his hair, pressed him forward. He did as she said, then slowly wrapped his lips around the plump tip and gave it a gentle suck. His girlfriend, watching from the sideline, gasped.

“Oh fuck,” grunted Mark. The black beast twitched in his mouth. Drew, whimpering like a little girl, put his hands on his crotch and tried to press his own cock down. It was straining painfully against his trousers. “Fuck. Your little white boy has the lips of a bitch.”

His eyes, glued to the black pubes, wanted to rise. Drew had no idea why, and did his best to keep his gaze down. He couldn’t stomach looking the black man in the eye now. Not now.

“Take his balls in your hands. It’s okay. We’ve seen your little boner. Don’t try to hide it, babe. You’re not the first white boy to surrender to black dick- There we go. Good boy.”

The fat nuts felt bloated, warming up his palms. He felt them move, heave in his grip, and for a moment, he even thought he could feel the gooey sperm churn inside. Drew, who had never touched the balls of a real bull, figured this couldn’t be far away from what they would feel like. Squeezing the plump head with his lips, he began to fondle the black balls.

“That’s how you treat a black man,” purred Leslie, stroking the back of his hair in a soothing fashion. “It’s not gay, babe. You’re just showing him respect. Suck that big, black dick.”

His lips rolled up the cock until the tip plopped out of his mouth with a sloppy pop. A rope of salvia hung loosely from his mouth, attaching him like a leash to the dark beast. Free of the boyish lips, the big dick jerked, then shook, a few drops of precum trickling down the length.

Leslie, rolling her eyes, sighed. “If you’re not going to suck it properly,” she said, edging closer, pressing him sideways with a shoulder, “then get out of my way and watch.”

Her plump lips parted. She didn’t waste a moment, catching the cock with her tongue and guided it between her plump kissers. The sparkly pillows embraced the mushroom, and a moment later she was descending, swallowing inch after inch of black meat deftly.

Drew, gawking, froze. He shouldn’t have. A hand whacked him across the face, sent him sideways, bumping into Leslie, who also paused, flicking her eyes to and fro Drew and her lover, her pale cheeks bulging with cock. Then, with dick in her mouth, she snorted.

“Don’t stop fondling my balls, bitch,” Mark leaned back on the sofa, his hand coming to rest upon the blonde head of his girlfriend. “Don’t let your girl do all the work.”

His cheek was still on fire, but the ringing in his head was passing. Doe-eyed, Drew looked timidly up at Mark for a moment, then frowned and kept rubbing the chunky cumtanks, each hand handling one nut. Leslie, halfway down on the shaft, cast him a final glance, her eyes beaming with amusement, then carried on with her task. Drew, blushing, kept massaging.

She knew what she was doing. After her lips engulfed another inch, she steadied herself and began to bob her head up and down, her plump lips pleasing the black shaft.

Mark, baring his teeth, clenched his abs. He followed the woman up and down, but left her to do the work, his hand simply following her rhythm. “Your girlfriend,” he said with effort, “was born to suck dick. Look at how fat those glossy cocksuckers are.”

Drew, who never stopped rubbing the chunky nuts, looked at the glossy cocksuckers. They slid up and down the shaft at a much faster pace now, and a sloppy suckling sound echoed through the living room. She was trying to suck the sperm out of his balls like her life depended on it, a stifled moan slipping out of her as she looked up. And found his eyes.

She smiled, her cock-stuffed lips curving upwards. Mark didn’t smile back, didn’t touch her softly or mutter warm words to her. He simply stared at her expectantly.

“Put my balls in your mouth,” the black man never took his eyes off of Leslie, but Drew knew the words were directed at him. His girlfriend was going faster now, a trickle of spit streaming down the length of the dark shaft. She was so close. Just inches away. Sucking dick.

“Glug- Glug- Glug-”

He parted his lips. Stuck out his tongue. Brought the balls up. Obscene sounds erupted from his girlfriend’s throat, now she was deeper than ever, her lips only inches from the forest of pubes that surrounded the shaft. He scooped up a nut on his tongue and grimaced from the taste, but forced himself to wrap his kissers around it. And then sucked on it.

It pounded in his mouth, fought against his lips as if it was trying to escape. He watched the wrinkly sack pull up, slide towards the fat dick, but kept suckling, squishing the single ball up against the roof of his mouth with his tongue, wetting the tickly pubes.

The dark man thrust his hips, jamming his dick balls deep into Leslie’s throat, yanking his ball out of Drew’s mouth. It left his lips with an audible pop. Grabbing the girl by the back of her head, he held her down as he rutted her mouth, groaning and squirming on the sofa.

His balls pulled all the way up. Leslie grew wide eyes.

Drew understood what happened. And if he hadn’t, he would have a moment later, when his girlfriend withdrew and a mouthful of white goo burst out from her sparkly lips.

The black cock was spasming, belching rope after rope of sticky seed up in the air and on the face of his lover. One torrent splattered across her pretty features, drawing a vertical line from her forehead down to her chin. It quickly began to seep, trickling into her eyebrows.

Leslie, flustered, froze to the spot, shutting her eyes. Grabbing his cock, Mark wanked himself off, milking the last drops of nutbutter out of his balls, pointing the tip at her.

They all panted.

“Fuck,” whispered Mark, dropping his dick. It hit the sofa with a dull thud, cum still leaking out of the tip. Leslie, her face twisted in a grimace, wiped her eyes, but she only managed to spread out the facial further. The cock on the couch gave a final twitch, then fell to sleep.

Drew, nibbling on his bottom lip, looked longingly at Leslie. She was so beautiful now, her lips pouting prettily as the thick nutbutter dripped down upon the fabric of her pajamas. He had never seen her like this before, her face full of cum, fouled and defiled.

A hand grabbed him by the neck. Drew jumped.

“I’m not done with your girlfriend yet,” said Mark, and stood up. His dark-skinned, naked frame towered over Drew, who kept kneeling timidly on the floor, looking up softly.

“But I don’t think you deserve to watch what happens next.”

“You- You promised me I could watch. You-”

Mark cut him off with a snicker. Before Drew had a chance to react, his knees left the floor. It cost the black man no effort to hoist him up, and suddenly, Drew lay ass up on a shoulder.

“I’mma fuck your girlfriend up the butt now,” the black man continued, setting course for the hallway. A blanching Drew cast a quick glance over his shoulder, and then began to shake his head, attempting a gentle wriggle upon the boulder shoulder. Mark held him tightly.

“And I don’t wanna hear your bitch ass voice whine when I make her scream. You’ve sucked my cock now. It’s time you fucked off, faggot.”

“N- No,” Drew squirmed and wormed, desperately trying to escape the firm grip. The black man carried him through the hallway, slipped into a pair of shoes and opened the front door. A moment later, they were outside, but Mark still didn’t put him down.

The headlights of a car driving by. A gasp from a nearby neighbor.

“I’mma put you where white boys like you belong,” Mark mocked, patting Drew once on the bottom. They had reached the sidewalk now. Drew could see the mailbox. And-

Mark opened a lid. Let it drop down so that it slammed against the container. Drew caught a brief glimpse of Sarah, his neighbor, hugging a child and watching from the window.

“Don’t-” Drew began, wriggling with all the might he could muster. It didn’t matter. Mark spun him around, and then he was looking straight into the garbage bin, half-stuffed with trash.

“I’ll let your bitch know where I put you. Once her ass has stopped leaking, maybe she’ll come out and help you up. But I wouldn’t count on it, white boy.”

An hour later, while Drew was still wriggling around in the trash can, struggling to cope with the hideous stench, fighting to get back out, moans echoed throughout his house.
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