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New Cuckold Tales ->

Cuckold Workout By Tara Yarn

Cuckold Workout, an 8200+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black supremacy, white inferiority, emasculation, sph, oral, spanking and humiliation. This story contains rough scenes packed full of explicit and sexy details.

Brian is a wimp. He’s turning twenty-years-old and has never had a girlfriend. One day, he finally thinks his luck is about to change when a gorgeous brunette moves into the dorm where he lives. They’ll be sharing a bathroom and a kitchen, and Brian sees that as the perfect opportunity to get closer to someone of the opposite sex. In the beginning, Jenny seems disinterested, but soon Brian believes she’s beginning to develop feelings for him.

Too frightened to ask her out, a timid Brian invites her along to the gym. It’s the perfect plan. This way they will get to know each other better, and he won’t have to take the terrifying step that is asking her out properly. There’s just one problem. When they arrive at the gym, a late Friday evening, they’re not alone. Two jacked bodybuilders with pitch-black skin and scary looks set their eyes on Jenny, and they won’t let a wimpy white boy stand in their way.


























New Cuckold Tales ->

Black Bully By Tara Yarn

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Liam could not bear to watch his wife with another man.

It’s ironic how the world works. That was precisely what he wanted to do.

It began when he was still in middle school. Liam the Loser was his nickname back then, the work of childish and immature classmates who somehow seemed to grab the attention of all the girls in their class. For the life of him, Liam couldn’t understand why. They clearly annoyed their feminine peers; crude butt-slaps, cheesy jokes, a disturbance in the classroom. Yet while he was stuck at home on Friday nights, scrolling through the Facebook pages of his many crushes, his juvenile bullies were out finding themselves ass. And the next morning, the clever inventors of Liam the Loser would pop up on the same Facebook walls, hugging and clutching the girls he secretly liked.

That was the life of Liam the Loser.

Until he met Sandra Wellington, a girl of supposedly Irish ancestry who liked to flash this by faking a terrible Dublin accent whenever she addressed her university professors.

She was unlike anyone he had ever met, a class clown unconcerned with how her voluptuous eyebrows looked that day. Despite the lack of effort she put into her appearance, she was always gorgeous; a stunning, little firecracker with a sassy attitude and a careless view of the world.

She was the daughter of Henry Wellington, a local businessman who acquired masses of wealth through construction. In addition to his money, her father was well-known for his strict, conservative views, a trait his daughter despised. Shortly after they met, Liam had gone over to her house for dinner. Old man Henry, his hair a bright white, his mouth stuffed with steak, had loudly explained how all liberals are cuckolds; weak and naive boys who cannot wait to hand their women over to the filthy immigrants invading the country.

Liam had disagreed; he was a liberal.

“If everyone were like you,” Henry had said, pointing a fork at him, then his daughter, “our country would be New Africa by now. Kids these days… Cannot wait to roll over and serve the niggers. They’re not coming here to share our land. They’re coming here to take it, and our jobs and women with it- Oh, don’t look at me that way, boy. Once you’re wet between the ears, you’ll understand that I was telling you the truth. Just wait. You’ll see, soon enough.”

With a murderous glare, Sandra had stood up and stormed up the stairs to her room.

Liam, left alone with old man Henry - and his wife, who seldom looked up from her plate - had nodded as if he understood, nodded as if he was swallowing up his wisdom, then sat in silence for the rest of the dinner with a raging blush on his face.

When he came home that night, he fapped on the bathroom floor, his thoughts so deliciously wrong he could barely breathe as his hand jerked his meager shaft.

With time, Sandra grew out of her rebellious attitude. After graduation, she found herself an office job in the public sector, and suddenly she seemed so grown up. Before Liam had a chance to acquire himself employment, she had bought an apartment - no doubt with the aid of her father, who didn’t want Liam’s name on the contract - and had asked if he wanted to move in. That was how Liam the Loser found a way out of his childhood home.

But it came at a steep cost; the cost of his manhood.

Even his mother - who Liam suspected was delighted to finally be rid of her twenty-three-year-old son - could not help but mention how odd it was for a woman to support a man. He applied everywhere but got no response. In an attempt to satisfy his girlfriend, who seemed to grow more and more frustrated with his unemployment, he took upon himself all the housework there was to do. In the evenings after coming home from work, all Sandra needed to do was prop her feet up on the television table and wait for dinner to be served.

That vastly helped her mood.

It didn’t help his pride.

Five months later, Liam found himself back in his childhood home. His mother had met a man, and his salaries were so fat, she decided to hire her son to clean their house. It was decent pay, the only downside was watching her new lover slap his mother on the ass while she was cooking him dinner, and Liam was on his knees scrubbing the floor. Tall and broad-shouldered, her new boyfriend was a biker, and Liam always thought he was a little scary. But the money was good, and his own girlfriend was happier.

That’s why he carried on. He did it for Sandra.

It was after coming home from his mother’s house - her boyfriend had been there, and Liam had gotten him three beers throughout his shift - on a late Friday evening that he told Sandra about his fetish. For the past month, he had come home with a throbbing cock, and he could not take it anymore. It could go very wrong… But he desperately needed to tell her. The look on her face when he told her had been queer - a mixture of confusion and mild revulsion. It took a lot of effort to convince her that he didn’t want her to sleep with another man.

He wanted her to pretend that she did.

Just a game. Just a fantasy.

Now Liam sat on the couch, his phone on the table, a nauseating ache in his belly. Half an hour ago, Sandra left the apartment, arm-in-arm with her best friend, staggering down a few flights of stairs on their sky-high heels, their extravagant purses swaying.

The touch of her soft lips lingered on his cheek. That was where she kissed him good night and told him not to wait up. She’d be gone for a while, she had told him.

And if she got lucky, she wouldn’t come home at all.

It’s just a game, he told himself, his thoughts drifting to the skin-tight dress she had put on before she left. It was white, almost transparent, and so short that it would be a miracle if no one caught a glimpse of her underwear. He had helped her choose that dress.

And now he was slowly beginning to regret it.

Liam, taking a deep breath, checked his phone. No texts. Not yet.

This was his idea. He wanted this. She hadn’t even known he did before he told her. So why was this sensation of unease creeping through his body? It was just a game.

Wasn’t it?

His phone vibrated.

Gasping, Liam grasped the device, quick to open the text. When he did, he collapsed back into the seat of the couch, his cock twitching.

Dude. The bartender won’t stop staring at me. I wonder if he thinks my skirt is too short. Anyway, don’t wait up. Love you.

Liam could barely breathe. His gaze dwelled on the pink heart she left at the end of the message, big and bright, so feminine. Slowly, his hand found the little tent on his crotch. He began to rub, his teeth catching his lip, the clenching feeling in his tummy beginning to evaporate. It was just a game. She was playing by his rules. No touching. No kissing. No sex. Just pure, fun fantasy. Let yourself loose a little. Shake that ass. Enjoy the attention. But don’t go all the way. Because I love you, Sandra. You’re mine. And I can’t share you.

His phone vibrated.

Omg. Babe! The bartender just took his shirt off. He has the craziest abs I have ever seen. Lucy thinks I should talk to him. She’s always told me I could do so much better than you.

Panting, Liam snuck his hand underneath the hem of his trousers, wriggling eager fingers into the warmth of his underpants. Two fingers grasped his prick, which was straining painfully against the fabrics that hid it away. Slowly, he began to stroke himself, his eyes closely studying the message that lay open on the screen of his phone.

Pictures of Sandra leaning over the counter, the bottom of her ass peeking out of her dress, came upon view as clearly as the television before him. He imagined all the strangers staring at her, approaching her with drinks, eyeing her from dark corners, leering at her bouncing breasts, subtly bumping into her butt in the middle of the chaos on the dancefloor.

He had no idea where she was, and that added to the excitement. Plopping out of his pants, his cock throbbed as he tugged on the shaft, wanking himself off to the text with his thumb and two fingers.

His phone vibrated.

Found a man. His name is Marco. Sitting on his lap right now. His fingers are crawling under my dress. It feels so good, babe. I’m staying all night. Don’t wait up. I mean it.

Unable to control himself, Liam jerked his hand up and down faster and faster, his needy prick twitching in his own grip. The words painted a picture, and despite how he knew she was faking it (was she?) she drove him closer and closer to the edge.

His hand kept smacking into his pelvis over and over, the pair of fingers encircling his cock tightening their grip. He felt his balls pull up, and then his aching dick convulsed before a single rope of goo sprouted from the tip. It flew high in the air, then came down, splattering onto the screen of his phone, the thighs on his trousers, the sofa.

Groaning, Liam leaned back on the couch, flexed his thighs, squeezed his eyes shut, desperately trying to prolong his delicious orgasm. It lasted but a moment longer, and as the sticky substance - which seemed to be messing with his touch screen, involuntarily typing aaaaaaa in the message field - made itself known on his pants as spots of warm goo leaking through the fabric, he suddenly felt pathetic. Liam the Loser, a maid for his mother, wanking on the couch to the thought of his girlfriend being taken by another man.

The sheer idea suddenly filled him with disgust.

A box of napkins stood on the square table. His girlfriend hated them. Not where we eat, she kept saying, but they had a tendency to appear whenever she wasn’t home. They were good for sneezing, tipping over a soda can… And for when your phone is coated in a layer of cum.

Reaching for a napkin, Liam began the tedious task of cleaning the screen. When his phone was covered in liquid, anything could happen, so he wiped the goo away with great care. It took him a few minutes, and another few minutes to get the sperm off of the couch. It didn’t disappear completely, leaving round, dark stains on the fabric. Five minutes later, there was no sign of his self-pleasure session beyond that of his pants, which he would just hurl in the washer before Sandra came home.

That was when he realized the buzzing had stopped.

His phone should’ve vibrated by now, but when he checked the messages, there were no new ones. Squinting, Liam waited. Any moment now, a new one would pop in. It wasn’t as if she could possibly know he just came. That the game was over.

Ten minutes later, she still hadn’t sent him a message.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

When Sandra finally stumbled through the door, arm-in-arm with a giggling Lucy, the clock was nearing five in the morning. As they saw Liam, who sat on the couch, his restless legs prickling, they froze. They looked at him as if they had seen a ghost, and he knew why.

His eyes felt wet, and his lips tasted salty. His fingers were clutching his phone to the point where his knuckles went white.

“Oh, babe,” Sandra sighed. After releasing Lucy, she staggered over for the sofa, extending her arms for balance. Through teary eyes, he looked at her as she squatted down in front of him, her hefty bosom threatening to pop out of the white dress. “I’m so sorry. I thought this was what you wanted. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“Wh-.. Where were you?”

“I was-..”

There was a pause, a second of hesitation as she flicked her gaze up at Lucy, who was supporting herself against the doorway, a sheepish smile on her dazed features.

“I went dancing with Lucy, and then we decided to go to another bar, and then I just completely forgot about our game. I’m so sorry. Are you sure you’re okay?”

Nodding, Liam forced forth a smile. She was so beautiful where she sat, her blue eyes scouting his features with worry. As he smiled, she smiled, and the smile was warm and soothing. She stood up, wrapped her arms around him, pulled him into her chest. As his face was squished between her ample melons, he caught Lucy snickering in the background. He thought it was a strange snicker, but the breasts in his face quickly drove the thought away.

Liam had no choice but to sleep on the couch that night.

Lucy was so drunk, she’d spent fifteen minutes ascending the staircase to their apartment, and sending her on her way was wrong. At least that was what Sandra said. Liam had never liked Lucy. She was pretty, but whenever she looked at him, a better-than-thou look flashed in her eyes. He knew for a fact she had tried to make Sandra leave him, and in tenth grade, she had laughed when one of his bullies pulled his pants down in the middle of science class. His girlfriend had told him to let it go. Explained how she was different now that she was older. More mature, she said.

Liam still thought she was a hateful bitch.

As he lay down on the sofa, Sandra stumbled around the apartment in search of another blanket. It didn’t matter how many times he told her it would be fine. When she had her motherly fits - and she had them often - you’d best simply let her have them.

Five minutes later, Liam was buried in a mountain of pillows and blankets. She had even fetched him a glass of water after turning off the lights and had sworn extremely obscenely when her hip had crashed into a sharp corner on the kitchen counter.

Lucy, sitting on the table, had burst out in laughter.

Kissing him goodnight, Sandra waved Lucy over. Together, they stumbled towards the bedroom, and a moment later, the door slammed shut.

A drowsy Liam patted down his pillows, wriggled until he was comfortable and shut his eyes. It didn’t take long before his body felt just about paralyzed, and all his thoughts drifted away.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

A knock.

A knock on the door.

Liam sat up with a gasp. Plucking up his phone from the table, he checked the clock. It wasn’t even five in the morning. Frowning, Liam squinted at the door.

Another few knocks. Three this time. They were louder.

Huffing, Liam slowly rose from the sofa. In nothing but his underwear, he navigated through the dark until his palms found the doorframe. As silent as a mouse, he threw a peek through the peephole, but only saw a black shirt. Whoever stood on the other side was tall.

It’s just someone who’s got the wrong door, Liam thought, grasping the handle. I’ll open the door, point them in the right direction, and they will be on their way.

But as if he no longer held control over his own hand, he simply couldn’t open the door. A little voice in the back of his head kept whispering bad idea, bad idea, bad idea.

It eventually convinced him.

“Uhm,” Liam cleared his throat. “Wrong door!”

Silence from outside. And then another knock.

“You’ve- You’ve got the wrong door!”

The knocking continued. It kept growing louder.

Shaking his head in disbelief, Liam pondered. Now he wanted to tear the door open and tell whoever stood there to fuck off. They had woken him up by mistake, and now that they were refusing to leave, they’d wake up the girls too. A fist was now slamming into the doorframe with such force it sounded like someone was trying to batter down the door.

Clenching the handle to the point where his knuckles went white, Liam growled and suddenly tore the door open. “Will you stop knock-”

Two men stood by the doorstep. They were strangers; Liam couldn’t remember them from anywhere. One of them, a skinny black man with braids and a fuzzy goatee had his fist raised high in the air. The other one, a bulky, brown-skinned man with a bald head, was leaning against a wall a few feet down the hallway, his muscular arms wrapped across his chest. Neither of them said anything. Neither of them smiled.

“Hi,” muttered Liam, swallowing. The bald man nodded, but the one with the braids didn’t say a word. Instead, he placed a hand on the edge of the door. And forced it open.

“H- Hey,” Liam staggered backward as he was pushed out of the way. Even if he could’ve resisted, the little voice told him to back off. The man who was now stepping into the living room, casually looking around, resembled nothing short of a thug.

And Liam had no intention of getting shot that day.

Trying to control his sudden ragged breath, he was about to speak when the door to the bedroom flew up, and two weary-eyed women in their lingerie stepped out.

Sandra, rubbing her eyes, froze to the spot.

And then frowned, marching forward.

“I told you not to come here, Marco!”

The man with the braids, evidently known as Marco, snorted. His girlfriend marched all the way up in front of him, clenching her fists, staring daggers.

Lucy, covering her big breasts, offered a little wave. The bald man, who had just stepped inside and was taking in his surroundings, nodded back.

Gawking, Liam simply stood there, staring blankly at his girlfriend, his mouth the shape of a circle. She had lowered her voice to that of a whisper, but there was no doubt she was in the middle of chastising the intruder, crossing her arms with a pout.

“Relax,” said Marco suddenly. Ushering a deep sigh, he rubbed his face with his palm. “I didn’t come over here to be whined at by a brat. Get your ass in the bedroom.”

That shut her up. Lucy gasped. The bald man snickered. Sandra, a sudden blush blossoming on her cheeks, stared at him with her mouth wide open. She didn’t make a move before Marco went to speak. Interrupting him, she threw a quick whisper into his ear.

Narrowing his eyes, the man with the braids looked at Liam, who couldn’t believe his own ears and was squirming uncomfortably on the spot. And then he scoffed mockingly.

“I don’t give a shit if that’s your boyfriend,” he snickered, taking a step closer, trying to embrace her. “Get your ass to the bed. Daddy wants white booty.”

“H- Hey,” Liam took a step forward. “S- Stop that! That’s my girlfriend!”

Everyone looked his way. Except for Sandra, whose blue eyes swept back and forth over the floor, a raging blush dancing on her cheeks. A moment later, everyone looked away.

“Hey, Darnell,” Marco turned to his companion, who had dropped into the bundle of blankets that lay messily on the sofa. “I’mma take this brat to the bedroom. I won’t be long-”

“You’re taking me nowhere,” Sandra growled, pushing the black man back. A burst of deep laughter erupted from the sofa. Marco, flashing a silver grill, grinned wickedly.

“That’s not what you said at the club, brat,” the man with the braids approached. A wide-eyed Sandra began backing up, desperately trying to mouth something. But the black man only shook his head, raised a hand and pointed to the bedroom.

“Well, he’s not wrong,” Lucy cut in from a corner. Sandra shot her a glare, but her friend only shrugged and smiled sheepishly. Marco kept approaching. She kept backing up.

“I- I think it’s time you two left,” Liam muttered. No one paid him any attention. The man with the braids had backed his girlfriend into a table and was now leaning over her, placing one hand on her hip while the other sought to grab her gently by the chin.

“Hey! Stop!” Liam dashed forward and attempted to grab the black stranger by the back of his tight shirt, tugging and pulling on the fabric. That was a mistake.

A white flash. The apartment one big blur. A dusty floor.

“No! Stop!”

A scream. Sandra? A peal of laughter. Lucy?

“You promised!” His girlfriend was standing by his side, towering over him, pointing a threatening finger at the black man. “You promised you wouldn’t touch him!”

“Shut your bitch ass mouth. He attacked me.”

“Attacke- He’s weaker than I am, Marco!”

Laughter. From the couch and the corner. Groaning, Liam struggled to roll over upon his stomach, then fought his way to all fours. His head was ringing, and his chin pounding.

“I’ve had enough, brat. You barely told me anything about your bitch boyfriend. If you’re not up for humping black dick today, whatever. I’m out of here.”

“You’re not going anywhere. You’re going to apologi-”

A squeal of surprise. It was Sandra. Quick to turn around, Liam widened his eyes. The man with the braids stood not far away from the door, and Sandra, who had clearly run after in an attempt to stop him, was now trapped in a bent over position underneath his arm. Two pale moons were pointing up in the air, engulfing the string of a frilly silver thong. She was squirming wildly in his grasp, but Marco simply bared his teeth in a nasty grin.

“You’ve spewed enough horseshit from those glossy dicksuckers now, brat,” Marco backed up, dragging a growling Sandra over to the couch. “It’s about time you apologized.”

“I’ll never apologize to you,” she sneered, then yelped as the black man took a seat and brought her down with him. She fell upon his knees, her flat tummy on his thighs, her bare butt pointing up from his lap. Wriggling like a fish on land, she spat and swore.

“We’ll see,” snickered Marco, raising his hand. Rubbing the side of his jaw, Liam watched the scene with huge eyes. He didn’t know what to do. A part of him wanted to leap up from the floor and throw himself at the man with the braids, but his shaky legs refused to let him stand up. Lucy, covering her lips, was watching attentively. The bald man was smirking.

“I’mma teach this white booty some respect,” said Marco. A moment later, he swatted the pale rump that lay on his lap with the flat of his hand. Sandra flinched.

“Ow! Let me go,” growled his girlfriend, grabbing on to the black thigh in an attempt to press herself upwards. But the black man casually swatted her arms out from underneath her, and as she fell back upon his lap, he placed a hand on the small of her back to hold her down.

“One,” he snickered, then slapped her bottom again. Wincing, Sandra bit her bottom lip and threw him a glare over a shoulder. The man with the braids snorted. “Two!”

“I’m not sorr- Ow! Stop it!” Wriggling as if her life depended on it, she threw herself around in the strong grasp, desperately trying to escape. Marco, who kept her down with little effort, rewarded her squirming with another spank, then another, then another. He began slapping her butt without pause, clapping each cheek after the other, turning the pale skin pink.

Kicking her feet, Sandra whimpered and struggled, her plump buttocks quivering after each spank. He was leaving handprints on her ass, each one more colorful than the last. Gritting her teeth, his girlfriend was clearly struggling to contain herself. It only took a few more spanks before she was squeezing her eyes shut and digging her nails into the sofa.

Ushering a shaky sigh, Liam sat and watched, nibbling on his lip. Stepping up by his side, a bewildered Lucy - also in her lingerie - was staring at the scene with her mouth wide open. She threw him a brief glance, and Liam suddenly flushed up with heat.

“Fourteen! Fifteen! Sixteen!”

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Please!”

Twitching, Liam buried his fingers in the rug upon which he knelt. Each soft moan of pain was like a knife to his chest, but whenever he was about to stand up, his gaze trailed to the flat hand that was smacking the jiggling butt. His jaw still hurt. Huffing, he kept still.

“Eighteen! Nineteen! Twenty!”

Biting down on her glossy, quivering lip, Sandra squealed. With the exception of kicking her feet, which seemed to occur out of sheer reflex whenever her bottom received a swat, she no longer squirmed. She simply lay on his lap, fighting what was clearly the urge to cry. Her ass was now painted a crimson color, the piping-hot butt practically glowing.

“I- I think,” Liam swallowed, forcing himself to speak up. “I- I think maybe she’s- I think maybe she’s had enough now. Uhm-”

Marco froze, his hand inches away from the red-hot rump. It hovered there as the black man looked up, ready to strike. Cocking an eyebrow, he shared a glance with the bald man. They both smirked. “Ahuh,” nodded Marco. “If you want to decide when she’s had enough, maybe you’d like to come up here and stop me? I mean, you’re welcome to try.”

Parting his lips, Liam sought for words but found none. Lucy was staring at him. As was the bald man, leaning forward on the couch. And finally, a teary-eyed Sandra looked his way, her glossy lips pouting. Averting his gaze, Liam slowly sank back down to the floor.

“That’s what I thought,” nodded Marco, then began to slap the butt again. Each smack drew a childish whine out of Sandra, who bit down on her lip as tears streamed down her cheeks. Her dark-red rump was now sizzling with heat, and each swat led her to sob and flinch. On the count of thirty-two, she cracked, crying out as her bottom wobbled.

“I’m- I’m sorry! I’m sorry for not showing respect! I- I’m sorry!”

Nodding slowly, Marco patted her gently on her red-hot butt. “Good girl,” he said, patting each cheek so that they kept jiggling softly. “Good brat.”

The moment he let her go, she slid down his legs. Fumbling up from the floor, she touched her buttocks and wheezed with pain. Liam had never before seen such colorful cheeks. They were a mixture of pink, red, and purple and stood in sharp contrast to her milky white thighs.

Frowning, Sandra pouted at the man with the braids, then spun on her heels and stormed for the bedroom, her asscheeks quivering. But not before she stopped to glare.

Liam looked at Marco, wary of his reaction. But the black man didn’t react to her glare whatsoever. Because she wasn’t glaring at Marco.

She was glaring at him.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Marco was staring at him.

Swallowing audibly, Liam locked his gaze on the bedroom door. Sandra had been there for five minutes and hadn’t come out. An awkward silence hung in the air.

The man with the braids stood up. Flinching, Liam began backing away. But he wasn’t heading in his direction. Slipping past Lucy and the bald man, who seemed to have slid closer to each other on the couch, whispering amongst themselves, Marco made his way for the kitchen. Liam, watching him cautiously, didn’t dare to say a word.

Upon reaching the refrigerator, the dark man opened up the top lid and began to rummage around. A moment later, he fetched out a pack of ice cubes and turned to Liam.

“Here,” he said, holding out the ice. “Come get it.”

There must have been at least a dozen feet between them. Nodding quickly, Liam hurried to find his feet and staggered over. His jawline was still pounding. Marco smirked.

“C’mon. Hurry up. Your brat needs it.”

Ushering a shaky sigh, Liam reached out in an attempt to grasp the pack. It dropped, hitting the floor with a thud. Crossing his arms over his chest, Marco nodded at the floor.

“Pick it up.”

Gritting his teeth, Liam obeyed. Slowly bending over, he went to grab the pack. But a white sneaker found the ice first, dragging it back across the floor and out of his reach.

“I told you to pick it up,” Marco was grinning, pressing his foot harder and harder down on the plastic pack. Frowning, Liam huffed and sought to grasp it once more.

This time he made it. But the white sneaker wouldn’t budge.

“Just take it,” snickered Marco, scooting the package of ice closer. Grabbing onto the plastic with both hands, a bent-over Liam tugged and pulled, but he just couldn’t get it.

“It doesn’t look like you want to bring your girlfriend any ice,” the man with the braids clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. One of the cubes cracked underneath his sole.

“You’re- You’re standing on it,” Liam said with effort, leaning back to utilize his weight. It didn’t matter, the pack still wouldn’t budge.

“Better ask me to move then,” the black man suddenly snatched a handful of his hair and tugged his face back, forcing a wide-eyed Liam to look up. Marco kept smirking.

If Liam hadn’t been frightened by the punch, he was certainly frightened now. The grip on his hair was so strong it made him feel utterly and completely helpless.

A feminine giggle erupted from the sofa. Lucy.

“Could,” Liam began, wincing. “Maybe- Maybe you could move your foot?”

“Yeah? And what I am going to get in return, white boy?”

“I- I don’t know. I-”

“How about you suck my dick?”

His heart skipped a beat. In the background, Lucy and the bald man snorted in unison. They probably thought it was a joke. Liam wasn’t so sure.

“What’s it gonna be, white boy?”

A flash of heat embraced his face. From his bent-over position, Liam went to look up. And came face-to-face with the outline of a plump bulge beneath the dark trousers. The sheer sight knocked the air out of his lungs. “I’m- I’m not sucking your dick. C- C’mon, man.”

Marco shrugged. “Someone’s gotta do it. Would you prefer that your girlfriend did it? Now that her sweet butt is nice and warm, I have no doubt she’d like to do it.”

Anger. Jealousy. Liam clenched his fists with a frown.

“L- Look,” he said, and for whatever reason did not choose to straighten up as he began making his speech, clutching the pack of ice. “I- I don’t know how you know Sandra, but she is m- my girlfriend, and- and whatever you two used to do in the past is not something that I will a- allow from now on. She- She is with me now. And only me.”

A moment of silence. Sheer and utter silence. Then Marco uncrossed his arms and clenched his fists. A rush of panic led Liam to drop to his knees, leaning back out of reflex.

The black man paused. And unbuckled his belt.

“H- Hey,” Liam swallowed, seeing the loose ends of the belt encircle the thick bulge in a reverse pyramid. “I’m- I’m not sucking your dick. I’m a boy- I mean, a man, and- I don’t like men, and- I absolutely don’t like cocks, so- You don’t have to unbuckle your belt. I-”

The black man pulled down his zipper.

Huffing, Liam frowned. “Uhm- Excuse me? What- What are you doing? I just told you I am not sucking any d- dicks. I am a boy, and- My girlfriend is in the bedroom. You- You can’t just come here and do as you please, you know? This- This is my apartment, and-”

“It’s Sandra’s apartment,” Lucy butted in.

The black man hooked his thumbs in the hem of his trousers.

“... And I would like you to leave n- now. Whatever relationship y- you had with my girlfriend once is irrelevant now because I- I am her boyfriend, and s- she’d never cheat on me.”

Lucy broke out in a giggle.

Darnell broke out in laughter.

Marco yanked his pants down.

Liam, awestruck, gasped.

The fattest cock he had ever seen sprang out from the confines of the trousers. Hurrying to back up a bit, Liam narrowly dodged the mushroom-shaped tip as the thick dick came crashing down for his face, the flaccid length clashing with a black thigh. Marco had pulled his pants all the way down, and now his massive junk lay on plain view, a beast of a black cock resting lazily over a pair of hefty balls upon which a bush of black pubes grew freely.

The sight of the dick left Liam absolutely speechless. Marco was the first one to speak up.

“Let me make one thing very clear, white boy,” the man with the braids said, wrapping his fingers around the thick girth of his cock. “You do have a choice. I’m not going to make you do anything. You can suck my dick, take the ice cubes and go soothe your girlfriend. Or you can choose to not suck my dick, but then I will grab the ice and go soothe your girlfriend.”

“The choice is yours,” Lucy muttered in the background. Liam threw her a glare. Her pale face was one big picture of amusement. A hand was covering her painted lips.

“I’m going to cum today either way,” Marco continued, cocking his hips forward. A very distinctive smell was fouling the air. Liam shuddered. It was the smell of sweaty dick. “If you’d rather have your girlfriend wrap her glossy dicksuckers around my black cock then that’s fine with me. But don’t come here and tell me I didn’t give you a choice, boy.”

Liam slowly shook his head. “She- She won’t wanna do it.”

Marco grinned wickedly. “Wanna bet?”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Loud moans echoed from the bathroom.

“That’s a good girl,” groaned Marco.

“Mmph- Hmph- Mfffmmph!”

“Such a good girl… Just like that.”

Hmmmph! Mmph!”

The sofa was empty. Lucy and Darnell had left a moment earlier, the former dragging the latter to the toilet. They had shut the door behind them, but that wasn’t enough to block the obscene sounds they were making; the clapping of cheeks and wild cries of pleasure.

Liam frowned at the bedroom door.

And then returned his attention to the cock in his mouth.

Marco, ushering manly grunts, placed a hand on the back of his head, digging his strong fingers into his hair. His hips gave a couple of gentle thrusts, the chunky tip of the black dick dipping in and out of pouty lips. With huge eyes, Liam looked up at the black man.

Their gazes met. With a smirk, Marco shook his hips, widening the parted lips with the strength of his cock, then pushed forward. Liam felt another inch of dark meat slide across his tongue and shuddered. The taste was awful, resembling strange cheese. The shaft was warm and meaty, and Liam swore he could feel it throb on the surface of his tongue.

Slowly wrapping his fingers around the black shaft, Liam began to wank the thick length with both hands, tugging on the sticky skin. It rewarded him with a sudden twitch, and then something gooey and wet dripped onto his tongue, trickling down his throat.

Pulling a face, Liam cringed and withdrew, the plump cockhead leaving his pouty lips with a wet pop. Blank drops of precum were dribbling down the shaft, leaking out of the pisshole.

“What do you think your girlfriend would say if she saw you right now?” The man with the braids snickered mockingly. “Pleasing a big, black dick like a little faggot?”

Frowning, Liam said nothing, splitting his lips to accept the chunky mushroom back into the depths of his mouth. He lay his tongue over his teeth, then pressed forward, taking inch after inch of black cock between his stretched kissers. The cock was so girthy, the corners of his lips were beginning to spread painfully. After swallowing five inches, Liam struggled to run his tongue back and forth in a sideways motion, licking the belly of the shaft.

“Owh, fuck,” grunted the black man, tightening his grasp on the blonde hair. “You’re almost as good a cocksucker as your girlfriend, little cuck. Did she teach you this?”

No one had taught Liam to suck cock. He was only replicating what he had seen in the countless videos to which he had fapped on late afternoons when his girlfriend had not yet come home from work. He had seen many, thus knew many tricks.

But he never thought he’d actually be the one on his knees.

Rolling his lips up the shaft, Liam stopped just short of the mushroom, then steadied himself and began to bob his head back and forth, sucking on the dick. The wild heat on his face betrayed his blush, but he pushed through the embarrassment and kept suckling. The quicker the black man had his release, the sooner he’d take this monstrously large dick and leave them alone. A quick smack tore him out of his thoughts. Liam shot his eyes up.

Marco had smacked him.

“Focus,” said the black man casually, patting Liam on his hands. His own fingers, wrapped around the girthy shaft, had fallen still. Fighting to swallow, Liam slowly resumed wanking.

A hand was caressing his cheek, the curled fingers stroking him softly. Whimpering onto the shaft, Liam tried to draw away, bending the big dick sideways. Snickering, his new lover pulled his cock out from the plump lips and left it to sway proudly in the air, a rope of sticky precum dangling from the tip. Liam, cowering beneath the massive member, subtly placed his hands on his own crotch, pressing down the small - but raging - erection he desperately needed to hide. Scoffing, Marco shot out his hips, stabbing his dick towards Liam.

Gasping, he ducked. Barely avoiding the shaft, Liam ended up underneath it. Looking over the belly of the beast with doe eyes, he ushered a shaky sigh.

“Think you can compete with this, white boy? How about we call Sandra out here and ask her which one of us she’d pick? Think she’d pick your little prick?”

The cock dropped. It hit Liam square across the face, the black beast lazily stretched out across his pale features. Whimpering, Liam softly shook his head.

“Who do you think she’d pick if we lined ourselves up in front of her and pulled our pants down? Hm? Think she’d pick your little white worm over my black cock?”

Gritting his teeth, Liam fought to endure the way his neck was forced to strain to be able to support the massive dick on his face. “N- No,” was all he could muster, his timid voice partly muffled by the girthy shaft squishing his lips.

“No,” scoffed Marco, patting Liam gently on a cheek. “So what’s stopping me from fucking your little brat in front of you tonight? Wanna watch her bounce on my dick, white boy?”

“P- Please,” Liam muttered from underneath the black dick. “I- I sucked your cock.”

“You sucked my cock because you’re a faggot,” Marco retorted, snickering. “A dumb little white boy who turns into a girl around real cocks.”

Whining, a squirming Liam pouted his lips and placed a quick kiss on the belly of the beast resting on his face. This drove Marco into a burst of laughter.

“That’s right,” guffawed the black man. “Keep begging, bitch.”

“P- Please,” Liam whispered with effort, his voice cracking. “I- I sucked your cock. I- I’ll do anything you want. Just- Please don’t take Sandra from me. P- Please.”

“Someone needs to worship this dick.”

Shutting his eyes, Liam parted his lips and gave the musk-tainted black skin a deep kiss. It lasted for several seconds before his kissers parted from the surface of the dick with a sloppy squelch. When he opened his eyes, Marco had crossed his arms over his chest.

“Nah,” the dick slid off of his face as Marco stepped forward, bumping him out of the way with a harsh knee. “I’m still going to fuck her.”

“Wha- No! Wait!” Liam scrambled up on his feet, panting rapidly. The black man paused and turned around, staring him down. Swallowing, Liam averted his gaze to the floor.

“I- I meant, uhm- Please don’t fuck her. I’m- I’m begging you.”

The black man kept staring daggers. “On your knees.”

Huffing to himself, Liam was quick to obey, falling back on the carpet. As he parted his lips to speak, a particularly loud moan from the bathroom cut him off. Lucy and Darnell had it been at it for a while now, but there were no audible signs of either of them slowing down.

“I- I didn’t get to finish you off,” Liam said after a while. The words themselves felt dirty on his tongue, mixing in with the lingering aftertaste of black dick. “I- I didn’t make you cum.”

“Your girlfriend can do that,” Marco shrugged. And grinned.

“N- No,” whimpered Liam, shaking his head. The black man cocked an eyebrow, then spun on his heels and continued heading for the bedroom.

“I’ll- I’ll kiss your ass!” Liam blurted out in a panic. The black man froze.

“Why,” Marco began, clearing his throat, “would I want you to kiss my ass? What sort of weird white boy are you? Got a thing for black butts?”

“No,” squealed Liam, embracing himself, locking his gaze on the floor. “I- I just thought maybe- I don’t know, I- Please don’t fuck Sandra-”

“A’ight,” the black man nodded. “Come here.”

He pointed at the floor by his feet. Biting his bottom lip, Liam crawled forward on all fours and didn’t stop until he reached him. Seating himself on his ankles, he looked up.

Shaking his head, Marco grinned and turned, flashing Liam a sight of his black, firm buttcheeks. Bending forward, the black man presented his buttocks.

“C’mon,” he said, tapping a finger upon one of the cheeks. “You said you’d kiss my ass. This was your idea. C’mon. Do it. Kiss my black ass, white boy.”

The asscheeks parted a little, and a plump, wrinkly eye appeared between them. Flashing a face of disgust, Liam wrinkled his nose and kept blushing.

“Kiss my ass and beg me not to fuck your girlfriend, loser. C’mon.”

Liam forced himself closer with effort, plumped his lips and closed his eyes. After what felt like ages, his lips brushed against hairy skin. Grimacing, he planted a kiss on the asscheek.

“P- Please don’t fuck my girlfriend.”

“Tell me why.”

“B- Because,” Liam trailed off and opened his eyes, ushering a shaky sigh. The black butt was all the way up in his face now, the brown eye staring at him threateningly. “Because if you do, s- she’s not going to w- wanna come back to fucking me.”

“You’re a little sissy,” Marco snickered. Grabbing a hold of his asscheeks, the black man pried them apart and bent over, “but if you put your lips on my butthole, I’ll consider it.”

Whimpering, Liam swept his gaze over to the bedroom door. There was no competition. If Marco went there, Sandra wouldn’t be able to stop herself.

Shuddering, he turned forward and took a deep breath. Mustering up all his courage, Liam plumped his lips and leaned in. The asscrack was hairy, and a musky scent dwelled between the cheeks. He didn’t shut his eyes this time; they were locked upon the wrinkly pucker.

A moment of hesitation. A moment of second thoughts.

And then he pressed his pouty lips against the brown butthole, flattening the puffy sphincter with his kissers. Marco, shaking his laughter, released his buttocks. They enveloped his face and trapped him in darkness, the hairy pubes tickling his features. Squealing a stifled protest, Liam let the kiss last for another few seconds before he withdrew with a gasp.

“You’re fucking pathetic,” Marco grinned, shaking his head in disbelief. Running a hand through his braids, he stepped onwards, heading for the bedroom door.

Liam almost tumbled over.

“Wait,” he cried out, crawling up on his feet. With a growl, the black man stopped. This time he didn’t turn around, but his huge fists were clenched to the point where his knuckles were turning pale. “You- You promised! You said if I kissed your ass, you’d-”

“No,” Marco smirked arrogantly over his shoulder. “You suggested you kiss my ass. I only said I would consider it. Well- I did consider it. And I am still going to fuck your girlfriend.”

Biting his teeth, Liam ushered a brief, high-pitched scream of frustration and frantically ran into the kitchen. The black man kept moving for the door, but he was obviously putting on a show, taking slower and slower steps towards the bedroom. Liam didn’t care; he was far too occupied searching through the pockets of his jacket.

And then he found it.

“W- Wait!”

Marco stopped. “If you tell me to wait one more time-”

Liam quickly held up the stack of bills. A black wallet lay emptied at his feet. Trying to control his ragged breath, he began to approach, holding out the money in front of him. Marco didn’t move; he made Liam walk all the way up to him once more. And then held out a flat palm.

With a shaky hand, Liam placed the stack in his hand. Black fingers quickly embraced the bundle, then began counting through the bills. A moment later he was finished.

“This isn’t a lot,” Marco said finally, waving the stack around.

“It’s- It’s all I have. Please!”

The black man nodded and pocketed the money. A rush of relief washed over Liam, but Marco wasn’t finished: “We’ll call this half. I’ll be back in two weeks for the rest.”

There was no turning back now. Liam nodded hurriedly.

“A’ight,” the black man pointed at the pack of ice left on the floor in the kitchen. It lay in a tiny pool of water now, but there was still something left of the cubes. “Go get ‘em, champ.”

“Th- Thank you. Thank you so much. Thank you!” Darting into the kitchen, Liam snatched the ice and ran for the bedroom. Crossing his arms over his chest, Marco watched. And for a brief moment, as Liam fled past him, he thought he could detect a subtle smirk on his lips.

Three gentle knocks were all he gave her. Without waiting for a reply, Liam tugged down the handle and slipped inside. After closing the door behind him, he turned.

Sandra lay on her tummy on the bed, clutching a soft pillow by her chest. Dark stains decorated the cushion, and traces of drying mascara had trickled down her cheeks. Her ass was still bare, the buttcheeks still bruised, painted pink, red and purple.

It didn’t glow as much anymore, Liam thought, eyeing the buttocks. They stirred with a little quiver, and he looked up… Only to find hateful eyes and a deep, sour frown.

“Get out,” said Sandra, glaring.

“I- I brought you some-”

“Get out and tell Marco to come in.”

“But Sandra, I-”

“Get out, Liam!”

The pack of ice cubes slid out of his fingers. It fell flat on the floor. Sandra, wiping her cheeks, turned away from him without a further word. The whole world stood still.

A door creaked behind him. A strong hand gripped his shoulder, guided him backward and out of the doorway. They exchanged places; Liam left; Marco went inside.

“I’m sorry, faggot,” said Marco casually, patting him briefly on a cheek. The black man was about to shut the door when he paused, clicking his tongue. “If I don’t come out before you have to leave for work, remember: I’ll be back in two weeks for the rest.”

Grinning nastily, the man with the braids shut the door and left Liam to stand there, frozen to the spot. It took him several minutes before he managed to stumble over to the sofa.

By then, loud moans of pleasure and ecstasy were no longer stemming from behind the door to the bathroom. By then, they were only coming from the bedroom.

And they sure were loud.





























Cuckold Tales by Tara Yarn

Blacked Babes

Cuckold Workout

Pleasing The Bull

Paying His Debt

Black Bully

Black Worship

Blacked Brats

Itty Bitty Cuck

Serving The Bull

Turned Cuckold

Blacked

Dark Treats

Cuckold Therapy

Black Conquest

Black Desires

Night of the Living Toy

Interracial Cuckold Collection

Black Beats White

Black Men Matter

Cuckold Tales Collection

Unusual Wedding

Black Masters

Queen of Spades

Sarah's Secret

Dark Desires

Long Distance Cuck

Sweet Revenge

Under Her Bed

OEBPS/image_2.jpg
CUCKODET ALES

‘Al \g





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




