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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Blacked By Tara Yarn

Blacked, a 10’100+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, spanking, black supremacy, white inferiority, rear worship, mild sph, risk of pregnancy. Full of rough and explicit scenes that will leave the reader feeling oh-so-dirty, this red-hot tale of lewdness revolves around two women who simply cannot help but surrender to a fat bbc, and a weak boyfriend who has no choice but to let it happen. Stuffed with shame and pleasure.

Women can be so cruel, and twenty-two year old Evan, a wimpy, self-proclaimed loser is about to find out just how cruel they can be when his old, long-term bully Joshua moves into the house next door. The terror of his life, Joshua has tormented poor Evan for years upon years, and now the horror is about to start anew. After a humiliating encounter with his old bully, a black hunk ripe with muscle and a cocky attitude, he fears he might be losing respect from the women in his life. Particularly his girlfriend Brianna, who no longer seems interested in spending time with him. The frustrated twenty-two year old sets out to discover why.


Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Turned Cuckold By Tara Yarn

Turned Cuckold, a 9400+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black supremacy, white inferiority, spanking, bbc worship, sph, humiliation. Stuffed full of all that is wrong, this steamy tale concerns a white wimp who must watch his sultry wife choose another bigger and better man, who goes out of his way to humiliate the poor cuck.

Sean is an aspiring actor. His wife - Michelle - is a film director at Marble Film Studios, and she’s glad to hand him a chance at the part that can be his real breakthrough: a leading role in her new cheap horror movie titled, “Zombies on a Platform.” When Michelle explains that he cannot get the part after all, Sean learns that he has been passed over in favour of a black hunk named Jamir, who is everything Sean wishes he was; muscular, popular with women, charismatic and rich. When his wife convinces an unhappy Sean to take the job as the new star’s (coffee boy) personal assistant, he begins to suspect there might be more going on behind the closed door to her office than he previously thought. Why has she stopped coming home from work, and why is she letting the black hunk bully him?


Chapter One

◆◆◆

As Nathan left his house that day, he felt like a man. Not much of a man, but a man nonetheless. He hugged his mother, grabbed the car keys from the kitchen table and hurried outside. The call that had disrupted his gaming session came half an hour ago, and he knew how his girlfriend would react if he was late. Slipping into his mother’s silver BMW, he backed out of the driveway while patting his pockets. It was essential that he brought condoms. If he didn’t, who knew what Sabrina - his girlfriend - might decide to do?

Circling around a turnabout, he made his way for the main road. An eerie darkness lay upon the forest that stood tall on each side of the asphalt, the clock was nearing nine. Cruising towards his goal at a pace just below the speed limit - you’re never in such a rush that you’re willing to die for it, his father always used to say - his thoughts drifted to the evening that lay ahead. Despite the excitement that made him tremble in his seat, he could not help but fear the aftermath. He hadn’t had release for the past two days, but he had touched himself vigorously, and now he was worried how he would react when the crazed hornyness that paralyzed his good sense of judgement finally faded. Would he still feel like a man?

In truth, it would not be the first time his manhood was in jeopardy. As the secretary of a local automobile repair shop - a woman’s position, his father also used to say - he’d pick up calls, set appointments and bring the (real men) mechanics coffee. There were five of them, and only one of him. They kept him out of their circle, whispered and snickered behind his back as if he was not man enough to hear what they had to say. To top it off, Nathan stood out like a fish on land. Terrible grades had led him to apply for jobs on the fifth street, a block down from the projects. The bosses who ran that street did not care about pieces of paper. They knew they’d be able to make pretty, little white boys do whatever they wanted, and the secretary job was his the moment he stepped through the worn-down garage door.

Confidence is key, Nathan. Your potential boss is looking for someone with a spine. He wants to see a future leader. Keep your chin up, son, and straighten that back!

If his father had met Elijah, he wouldn’t have told him that. The auto shop boss was not searching for a brave, young man with confidence. He was on the lookout for a bitch, and a bitch was what he found; trembling and stammering his way through the interview; serving his (betters) peers in an attempt to fit in; desperately trying to deepen his voice whenever he was around one of those bulky, black men who treated him like he came to work in a dress.

Nathan took a turn and left the main road. He was almost there. In a moment, he would come upon a row of white houses in a neat, middle-class neighborhood. Inside the home in the middle, his girlfriend was waiting, but she was not alone. It all began on a Friday afternoon. Sabrina drove down to the shop to pick him up after his shift. While he had told her to wait in the car, she was not the type to take commands, and before he had managed to clock out, she stood in the middle of the little office, her voluptuous figure hugged tightly by the flowery summer dress she wore. Elijah had come in from the garage then, wiping his oily hands with a yellow rag that was once white. He hadn’t worn a shirt - hot summer days turned the garage into a dutch oven - and his chiseled abs had been shiny with sweat.

Suddenly, Nathan caught himself gripping the steering wheel to the point where his knuckles turned pale. He remembered the look on her face when she laid eyes on him for the first time; wolfish, tempted and wild. A blush had crept up on her pale cheeks, and she had giggled at his every word, her restless fingers continuously toying with her brown locks. He knew she wanted him the first time they met, but he never expected her to act on her dark desires. It was harmless, he had thought, just like it was when he found himself on the sofa with a throbbing erection after Nicki Minaj twerked her booty on the screen of his television.

It wasn’t harmless.

The realization dawned upon him on a late Friday night while he was writhing and turning sleeplessly in bed. He didn’t quite figure out precisely what she was up to, but he finally understood that something was wrong. The past few weeks, he hadn’t known where Sabrina was. To an outsider, that might seem normal under the circumstances, especially since she lived with her family, and he lived with his mother. But Sabrina was not like most women her age. Her friends - and his - had a tendency to go out every weekend, and sometimes even on the weekdays. His girlfriend was not like that; she was not shy per say, but seemed to prefer her own company, a quiet night in the living room, a shopping trip with her sister. It was unusual for her to disappear like this - she even quit answering his texts - but it took Nathan weeks upon weeks to build up the courage to confront her. It was not her reaction that he feared. Not that she’d get angry, or upset. He feared her answer.

There was a reason for his suspicion. In the garage, strange things began to occur. They had always excluded him, but suddenly his five co workers seemed to loosen up. It took a turn for the worse, and Nathan suddenly found himself showered with unwanted attention. They’d ruffle his hair, pinch his cheeks, clap him on the bottom and snicker. It wasn’t exactly bullying, but Nathan had never felt like less of a man. They came from a different world, he had thought, and he’d never be like them. On christmas morning, Nathan would wake up - at the not-so-mature age of twenty-two - to a stuffed stocking hanging over the fireplace, while these men probably spent the day trying to avoid getting shot in a shootout. A lifetime of struggle had made them hard to the bone, and little Nathan simply couldn’t fit in.

It was obvious that they were better men. They were huge, ripped, strong, fast, brash and full of real-world experience. The sort of men women would hire when they needed something taken care of. The sort of men who would take control of every situation, and direct their peers simply because it was in their nature. Kings of the street, with deep voices, thick arms, massive bulges on the front of their trousers. Nathan shuddered, pulling onto a wide road where white houses began popping up on both sides. Massive bulges were something he had become very familiar with. They’d strut around in their tight jeans, the outline of something fat and veiny clear to the eye. He never ogled them. It’s not as if he was gay. It’s just-.. It was difficult to look away sometimes. There were monsters in those pants.

Driving through the empty neighborhood, faintly lit by meek streetlights, he finally parked the car at the side of the street. The house to his left loomed over him like a terrifying beast. He had no idea where he would find them. Her room? No, when Sabrina was home alone, she’d not bring him to her room. That’d be too dull for her. The living room, maybe? The kitchen?

Shutting off the engine, he remained in his seat. He gripped the handle on his car door, but it was as if his fingers refused to pull it out. He knew what awaited him inside. It was the end of his manhood. Sabrina had made that very clear when she called him. They had been sleeping with each other for months, but today was the day his girlfriend saw fit to take it a step further. Today, on his knees, he would serve. Not his girlfriend, but her bull.

He left his car.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Stepping through the door, he found the hallway brightly lit, warm and welcome. Faint voices could instantly be made out, but those sounds could be coming from the television. A blue hue stemmed from the door that led to the living room. Curiosity drove him wild. There was nothing he would rather do than find them, cast a glance at whatever they were up to, see for himself. But Nathan had his orders, and with a shaky sigh, he unzipped his jeans and tugged them down to his ankles. Stepping out of his trousers, he yanked his shirt off, then slowly fell to his knees. A comfortable warmth swept over his bare skin as he reached for his phone and wrote a brief text, his fingers quivering. The message was simple. “I’m here.”

When Nathan confronted his girlfriend so many months ago, she had been hesitant to give him a clear answer at first. “I’m-.. I’m fucking someone else,” she had whispered finally, and he had felt his cock throb with need as she bit her bottom-lip, staring at him in a way that told him there was nothing he could do about it. “You can’t change my mind,” she had told him bluntly. “I-.. I still love you, Nathan, I-.. I don’t know-.. It’s just-.. He’s so fucking good.”

Footsteps. Someone was approaching. Swallowing, Nathan shifted uneasily, packing his phone away underneath his trousers that lay in a bundle on the floor. Sabrina appeared in the doorway, dressed in nothing but her skimpy lingerie, the dark bra squishing her ample bosom, the thin thong barely able to cover her supple lips. She had the same look on her face that she did back when he asked her who it was; a strict expression coupled with cold eyes that flashed no real emotion. The answer had caused his knees to betray him, and as he had laid on the floor, his thoughts had drifted to the two of them, together. The sheer thought of his boss’ arrogant smile as he pressed himself between her legs filled him to the brim with flaming jealousy, but a new sensation grasped an invisible hand around his cock as she bent over, reached out to comfort him. She was so beautiful. He cherished every little detail about her; the mousy chin, the huge eyes, the cascading hair, the pale skin, the sweet face, the beauty mark over her plump lips. She was his once. Before she was conquered.

“You’re late.”

“I’m-.. I’m sorry.”

“You better be.”

Sabrina patted her hip. Like an obedient dog, Nathan fell forward - on all fours - and crawled over, his eyes glued to the floor. “Good boy,” she purred, squatting down to grasp him by the hair. When they came face-to-face, he looked at her softly. She was smirking prettily. “When Elijah is in this house, this whole place belongs to him. Do you know why, Nathan?”

“Because-.. Because he’s black,” he stammered, feeling his cock swelling up in the confines of his tight boxers. They were a size too small, a gift from his girlfriend for his last birthday.

“Because he’s black,” she confirmed, her voice dripping with sweetness. “And when you see the black man who has been fucking your girlfriend all weekend, what will little Nathan do?”

“Th-.. Th-.. Th-..” he tried, but the words got caught on his tongue. Sabrina giggled, patted him on the head, squeezed her chest in his face. Her cleavage was barely an inch away.

“Th-.. Thank him,” he finally managed to mutter, a flash of heat wafting up on his features. It had taken him three days to crack when Sabrina broke up with him. Three days - which he mostly spent furiously wanking in the bathroom until his cock was sore - before he understood he’d rather have a blacked Sabrina than no Sabrina at all. It took him another day to return to the garage, and that morning was spent begging the man who had been fucking his girlfriend to please let him have his job back. It required a lot of begging. Work was never the same after that. Everyone knew what Elijah and Sabrina was up to. It was obvious by the way they looked at him. From that day forward, Nathan was a cuckold.

“You’re only getting one chance, Nathan,” Sabrina retorted, and now the tone of her voice was serious. “I had to convince him to let you try. I promised him you would behave. He said he saw enough of your bratty ass at work, and that he’d prefer you just stay away. You’ve no idea what I had to do to change his mind. Be a good boy. Don’t irritate him, babe.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, and she seemed content. Straightening up, the feminine fingers intertwining themselves in his hair took a firmer grip, and then led him onwards. Struggling to keep up with her on all fours, Nathan kept falling behind, her voluptuous rear swaying inches from his face. She was leading him to the living room, and now he could hear the television clearly. The couple paused at the door, and she turned to look down at him. “You’re about to meet the cock that made me leave you,” she cooed. “Show it the proper respect it deserves.”

As she tugged on his hair, Nathan drew in a sharp breath. He crawled around the corner. It was warmer in the living room, wicked flames danced in the fireplace by the couch. A few empty cans of beer stood on the glass table that sat before the sofa, and the source of these could be found sitting on the dark leather, his legs spread, his head cocked backwards. He was naked from head to toe, the chiseled abs glistening from the dim light of the fire. A huge hand was wrapped around a massive member, jerking up and down in a slow and gentle rhythm. The thick dick throbbed with every wank, the pitch-black skin covering the monstrous shaft clenching down upon several snaky veins. Nathan froze. It was a stunning sight. The erect prick was huge, and so fat he had no idea how that thing could fit in his little Sabrina. As if she noticed what he was staring at, his girlfriend giggled girlishly.

“Someone’s here to greet you, Sir.”

Nathan twitched. For a moment, he almost forgot that massive cock belonged to someone. It was then that their gazes met, and he found himself flushing up in colour, the sheer heat radiating off of his face, quick to avert his gaze as Elijah stared him down. Sabrina could not keep quiet, her feminine laughter ringing through the cramped space. “You know what you’re supposed to do,” she teased, then released his hair. Shuddering, Nathan began to crawl forward, his wide eyes never leaving the green carpet that coated the floor like a soft layer.

“Thank-..” he began, but Sabrina interrupted him. Slipping past him, he saw her petite feet stroll by, then heard her plop onto the couch. Slowly, he dared to look up, and found her cuddled up next to his boss, who casually wrapped an arm around her. When he peeked, she leaned closer, her hand settling on his broad, black chest. The smile on her lips was devilish. She knew exactly how it made him feel. “Go on,” she snickered, gesturing at the floor by their feet. Elijah didn’t say a word; his expression void of any emotion, dangerous.

Lowering his gaze, he kept crawling. He felt their eyes on him as he came closer, sensed the tension in the air. As he reached two pair of feet, he sat his bottom down on his ankles, his prick straining against boxers on wide display. Clearing his voice - which he kept as quiet as a whisper - he forced himself to speak, “Th-.. Thank you for fucking my girlfriend… Sir.”

There was a long pause, and then they both burst into laughter. Sabrina was hysterical, the last one to calm down, an occasional high-pitched scoff escaping her lips. Elijah was left smiling with disbelief, shaking his head back and forth, rubbing his face with a palm. “I told you he’d do anything for me,” Sabrina purred, bringing her toes up underneath his chin. She forced him to raise his gaze, and Nathan was met with the sight of the huge cock. It was even bigger up close, and now he could see drops of sticky liquid dripping out of the plump tip, trailing down the dark length. His lips came up, formed the shape of a circle. Even with Nathan so close - a man, her boyfriend - his boss hadn’t stopped wanking, tugging the skin up and down his brown anaconda. Sabrina was chewing on her lip, beaming at her lover.

“I had no idea he was such a pussy,” Elijah said, his deep voice directed at Sabrina as if he was not even there in the room with them. “What, are you blackmailing him?”

“He likes it,” Sabrina retorted gleefully. She flicked her eyes in his direction, and for a moment, they flashed with passion. “His itty bitty cock grows around strong men.”

Widening his eyes, Nathan was quick to shake his head, parting his lips to speak. His girlfriend cut him off once more, stuffing half her foot between his kissers, muffling his protests. “Don’t you deny it now,” she cooed, wriggling her toes against the surface of his tongue. Wincing, Nathan had no choice to keep his lips spread wide, feeling the way her toes explored the cavity of his mouth. When she finally withdrew her foot, he fell upon all fours, a rope of salvia connecting him to the flat of her sole. Slowly, she stood up, then descended into a squat by his side. Her fingers grasped his chin, lifted his gaze, turned his attention to the fat mamba that throbbed and twitched so close to his face.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” she whispered, her plump lips brushing past his ear. Nathan felt a chill shoot up his spine and quivered, his huge eyes glued to the massive shaft, and the hand that kept jerking it. Settling on her knees, Sabrina crept closer, the hand on his chin leaving to take a firm grip of his hair. Yanking back his head, she edged behind him, stroking a gentle hand up and down the insides of his thighs. “I’m going to teach you how to take proper care of real men today,” she continued, her voice stern. “You little sissy boy.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Take them off.”

Nathan stood on the middle of the floor, thumbs hooked into his briefs, shoulders slumped forward weakly. They were leaning back on the sofa, a nasty grin plastered upon the face of his boss, an expectant look on the face of his girlfriend. His hands were shaking, and they refused to obey the feminine command, clutching the fabric tightly. The longer he kept stalling, the deeper the frown on Sabrina’s face grew. Finally, she had enough. “If you don’t take them off, you can get out right now, and I will call you when he’s done with me.”

There was no mercy to be found in her voice. Her expression was firm - almost sour - and she had resorted to gripping the black dick, gently tugging on the skin, keeping the fat cock rigid. He stared at her, pleaded her with his eyes, but she was adamant, the hand working the thick shaft picking up the pace. Elijah - who mostly kept quiet - cocked his head against the headrest with a guttural groan. “Do as she says,” he growled, and Nathan trembled.

Catching himself in the reflection of the window to his right, he saw how he was red-hot from the hairline all the way down to his neck. His pulse was pounding like his veins were about to plop out of his skin, and the knowledge of what was about to come almost caved in his knees. The lovers were becoming impatient, but the second Elijah sat up - probably to pick him up and throw him out - Nathan promptly reacted. His boxers came down, quickly tugged down to his knees. With a face so flushed with heat, his mother would’ve thought he had a fever, he meekly looked up to catch their reaction. There was a pause, and then the deep laughter bellowed through the living room. Sabrina laughed too, pressing a hand against her plump lips in a vain attempt to stifle her giggling. “Damn, boy. That’s the smallest cock I have ever seen. What are you even gonna do with that? Does she even fuck you anymore?”

The words of his boss almost drove him to tears. His hands found his package - and was able to cup both cock and balls with no effort - and hid his junk from view. Elijah had looked questioningly at Sabrina, who sat there with a sheepish smile on her face, beginning to shake her head. “I’d never feel his little worm after your huge cock,” she teased, sticking her tongue out momentarily, flicking her attention in his direction. “Isn’t that right, Nathan?”

“Y-.. Y-.. Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“You’d-.. You’d never feel me after taking his huge cock,” he stuttered, and winced as they broke into a new fit of laughter. He kept his chin down, and his hands behind his back.

“You’re such a little boy down there,” Sabrina purred, gnawing on her bottom-lip midst eyeing him below the belt. “Turn around. Let us see that cute, little boybutt you’re so proud of.”

Nathan hesitated. He knew what made his girlfriend tick, why she wanted this. Flashing his ass at his boss was a bad idea. That was what women did, the mating call of the century. If he wanted to retain even the slightest speck of respect, he’d have to quit now. Grab his clothes and get out of there. Tell his girlfriend he was done playing her games. If he turned around now, whatever manhood he still had left would evaporate with those prying eyes.

Swallowing, Nathan shot a glance at the doorway, then shut his eyes. Slowly, his feet began to stir, and then he had turned his back on the pair of lovers, his bare ass on plain view. Now that he was facing away, he couldn’t see the looks on their faces, but he heard the constant sound of flesh clapping sloppily against flesh. Sabrina seemed to be wanking him harder.

He’s leering at your ass, Nathan. And he’s not even gay. He simply doesn’t care. Because he doesn’t see you as a man. Because he sees you as a woman. Little sissy white boy.

“Come closer,” Sabrina commanded in the background. The room was quiet, except for the manly grunts that came from Elijah. He didn’t like that sound when his butt was bare. It felt oh-so-wrong. As if she mesmerized him with the sweetness of her voice, he began backing up, and now it suddenly felt like his buttcheeks were jiggling with every step he took.

“That’s a fat ass, white boy,” Elijah scoffed. Nathan froze, a shaky sigh escaping past his parted lips. Never before had anyone spoken to him like that. As he stood there, his arms protectively hugging his sides, he started to wonder if this was what catcalling felt like.

“Not as fat as mine,” Sabrina murmured, and Nathan heard a brief kiss. The whole ordeal had left him stunned, and he didn’t even turn around as his girlfriend slipped a moan. She was strict about her lover. Whenever he interrupted them in the past - often by texting her asking when she wanted him to pick her up - she’d be furious when she came home, and the idea of how she’d react if he dared bother them when he was with them was terrifying.

“Bend over,” Elijah muttered finally, his voice a touch odd as if something was constricting his lower lip. Nathan shuddered in response to the growling voice. “Spread those cheeks, boy.”

“Do it,” Sabrina said, backing up her lover. His heart throbbed wildly in his chest, and what felt like a lump was stuck in his throat. The couple behind him fell silent, and as if he had eyes on the back of his (ass) neck, he knew they had gone back to staring. Cautious fingers crept up on each of his buttocks, and then he bent over, pulling his buttcheeks a part. “Oh my god,” Sabrina giggled. “Mmm. That’s right. Flash your ass at black cock, faggot.”

Nathan moaned - softly, so they wouldn’t hear - arched the small of his back like a cat, pulled his shoulders backwards to make his rear stick out. He had no idea how his boss was reacting, which thoughts were drifting through his mind right now, but the sheer knowledge that the arrogant bully was catching a glimpse of where the sun does not shine made his prick twitch between his thighs. Quickly, he pressed his legs together, trying to hide it.

I’m not gay. This isn’t gay. I’m doing this for Sabrina. That fat, black cock is only pointing at my ass because I am a good boyfriend. Because she makes me. I’m not gay. I swear.

“Come here,” he heard his girlfriend say. It took him a while to build up the courage to turn around, careful to dodge the terrifying gaze of his boss. “Here,” she repeated herself, a finger pointed at the floor. “It’s time you show some appreciation for your job, babe.”

Shutting his eyes, he obeyed. Blindly, he fell to the floor. It was impossible to look at the black man who sat behind him. The sheer thought of it made his face flush up a bright pink.

“That’s a good, boy. Closer. No-.. That’s not close enough. There we go. Awh-.. Look at that little wrinkly nub. Is that why you’re so shy, Nathan? It’s time to open your eyes.”

He did, and came face-to-face with the monstrous dick. It pointed straight at him, the pisshole dripping with sticky liquid. Wide-eyed, he leaned further and further back on his knees as the fat adder kept creeping closer. In the corner of his eye, he saw Sabrina stand up, then make her way over. Before long, she slid her fingers through his hair as she ventured behind him, wrapping her arms lovingly around his neck as she knelt down. Her face propped up by his side, and she leaned over his shoulder, staring up at the approaching prick with awe written on her hungry face. “Suck cock for me, babe,” she whispered, her frame pressing into his to prevent him from backing away any further. “It’s so big and black and juicy. Have a little taste. It’s okay, Nathan. Just a taste. Suck his cock. For me.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

There was no escape. Despite how the cock had stopped coming closer - Elijah was sitting on the edge of the sofa, and did not seem to bother standing up - Sabrina pressed her bosom into his back. He could feel how her chest flattened against his bare skin, the mere sensation plunging his own prick into his squished thighs. They were each a piece of bread, and he was the meat, lodged between them like they were one colourful sandwich. Past the thick shaft, he saw the wrinkly veins lead way into a bush of black pubes. Underneath them lay a pair of egg-sized balls, heaving and churning, lazily resting on the black leather. There was a certain scent to the junk stuffed in his face. It reminded him of sweaty locker rooms.

“Give it a little kiss,” Sabrina encouraged, her fingers squishing his cheeks together so that his lips became plump. “Let him know how much more of a man you think he is.”

She was so close, her words wafting into his ear, her tone sultry and sweet and seductive. It was then that her hand flew past his face, reaching out for the black meat, wrapping gentle fingers around the thick girth. Slowly, as if asking for permission, she brought it down for his lips. Quivering, Nathan did not move. His own cock was throbbing with need, and the lust that swept over him drove away his doubt. The tip of the mighty prick slid closer and closer and closer, and then the bulbous head slid over his supple lips, forcing a quick kiss.

“Good boy,” Sabrina moaned, a strain in her voice. There was no amusement to be seen on her face now, her blue eyes beaming with sheer and utter passion. He looked at her, and she looked at him, before her eyes trailed sideways to the massive member. She did not say a word, but her seductive gaze told him to keep kissing. Ushering a shaky breath - which led Elijah to slip a groan of pleasure, and Nathan to squirm uncomfortably - he forced himself to lean forward, then flattened his lips against the belly of the beast. It was strange; he could feel the thin vein under his kissers, and the dick was throbbing with warmth. “I’m so glad you’re doing this for me, babe,” Sabrina whispered. She sounded out of breath. “Don’t stop kissing it. Kneel before your boss. Beg for your paycheck. Thank him for stealing me.”

No matter how hard he pressed his thighs together, his cock simply would not stay trapped a moment longer. It sprung free from the squished, pale flesh, the few inches of dripping joy rocking back and forth. Slapping a hand over her mouth, Sabrina struggled to hide her amusement. Elijah was not as polite. “The little faggot loves it,” he scoffed. There was still disbelief in his voice. “Probably touched his little dick whenever we threw him out.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” Sabrina said, stroking her thumbs over his lips. “It’s just a joke. Sucking black cock doesn’t make you gay. It’s only natural for white boys to serve their betters.”

“Of course it makes him a faggot,” Elijah chuckled. Sabrina sent him a sharp stare. “Don’t mind him, sweetie. Men will be men. We just have to put up with that… Now sniff it.”

Nathan twitched. The fat cock was brought up towards his nose, and after a moment, the pitch-black shaft was pressing gently against his nostrils. He held his breath. The skin on the thick dick was sticky, but warm and full of life. “Sniff it, and I will touch you,” Sabrina muttered into his ear. Shivering, Nathan shut his eyes, then took a deep breath through his nose. The smell hit him like a brick. The foul cockmusk stained the walls of his nose, and the scent could only be described as cheesy. Pulling a face, he opened his watery eyes. The smell was so dirty. How could anyone possibly enjoy this scent? It was so… Manly.

“Look at his face,” Sabrina squealed, and for a moment they snickered at him. The heat on his face never evaporated, and after sniffing cock, he was sure his cheeks were an even deeper crimson. “It’s time to put it in your mouth now, sweetie. Open your lips. Let him in.”

Despite the cheesy stench lingering in his nose, his own prick had not stopped pounding. It encouraged him to obey, do as his girlfriend said, and slowly but surely, his lips came up.

“This is how a real man tastes,” Sabrina whispered, guiding the tip of the fat dick towards the open lips. The pink mushroom touched the corners of his mouth, and Nathan obediently spread kis kissers wider. Guiding the tip into the warmth of his wet mouth, Sabrina moaned softly, feeding him inch after inch of black meat. It was beginning to fill up his mouth to the brim, the fat girth painfully forcing his mouth open. Struggling to lay his tongue flatly over his bottom-teeth to protect the plump shaft, Nathan grimaced at the taste. The skin was musky and pungent, the flavour oh-so-similar to the odour. “That’s a good boy. Take him deeper.”

Grunting, the well-built man on the sofa stirred. Nathan saw how his thighs flexed, how his hips came up from the seat. When he pushed forward, another two inches of dick slid into his mouth. Nathan panicked. Planting his hands on each of the black thighs, he tried to shove himself backwards, but his girlfriend kept him firmly in place, her hands on each of his cheeks, soothing him with her gentle voice. “It’s okay,” she told him. “It’s okay to gag.”

Nathan gagged.

The shaft was so fat, his lips barely moved as he tried to shut his mouth. It was sheer and utter reflex. Squishing those plump lips down upon the dark cock, the black man on the couch gripped his seat, digging his fingers into the fabric, groaning. Slowly, he felt fingers slip from his cheek, crawl up his neck, come to rest on the back of his head. “Look up,” Sabrina cooed, then pressed him at the fat dick. With huge eyes - the eyes of a lost puppy, staring longingly up at his owner - he glanced at Elijah, feeling the belly of his beast slide deeper and deeper across his flattened tongue. It left a stain of musk, and the taste bothered him, but he had no choice but to swallow more and more and more. Their gazes met, for the first time that night, and his boss flashed him a wicked smirk, his face a picture of arrogance.

He looked away, down to the black length, steering his focus to the dick. This was it. He knew he’d never be the same again. In the past, he was a bitch. Now, he was a cocksucker and a bitch, a white boy who surrendered to black cock. This was her plan. He understood it now. This was what Sabrina wanted. It wasn’t just sucking a cock. No. “Swallow your pride,” he heard her whisper. In the background, as if she was very far away. “Swallow your pride and suck big, black cock. Swallow your pride and worship big, black men. Let go.”

She’s blacking you, Nathan. Now you’ll be just like all the white girls you wank your little cock to in porn. Just like her. Whatever will your mother think if she ever finds out?

“Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug,” erupted from his throat, a sloppy, wet noise that came each time he bobbed his head back and forth, tracing his plump lips across the powerful shaft. His cheeks went hollow when he sucked, clenching around the dick in his mouth. Sabrina was breathing heavily, her hand sliding down his front to embrace his cock, gripping the white nub so that it disappeared in her palm. “So good,” she purred. “You’re so good at sucking big, black cock.”

When she grasped him by the prick, he twitched it in her hand, rolling his eyes into the back of his skull. Her touch was overwhelming. He felt like he could cum right there and then. But she barely moved her hand, working his member softly. She knew what she was doing. She was trying to keep him from going over the edge. The pleasure she brought him convinced him to keep sucking, to pick up the pace, to do better. Before he had a chance to think, he was bouncing up and down, trying to ram the tip against the back of his throat. “Fuck,” his boss groaned, and Nathan knew he was driving him close. The fat pair of balls seemed to slither across the black leather, pulling up towards the hairy crotch. It took Nathan a moment to understand what that meant, but when he did, his eyes went wide with terror.

As if his boss could read his mind, a big hand shot out for the back of his head. Black fingers took a firm grip of his hair, kept him steady, yanked him to and fro on the big dick. His whole mouth was full, stuffed to the brim with cock, and as Sabrina stroked her hand across his cheek, he was sure she could feel it throb inside. “You’re doing so good, babe. You’re being such a good cocksucker. Claim your reward now. Gobble up all that sticky, hot nutbutter.”

“White boy whore,” Elijah growled, and leaned forward, grasping Nathan by the chin with his free hand, tugging his lips back and forth on his cock like his mouth was a pussy. “I’m gonna fuck your little girlfriend up the ass after this while you wait outside burping dick, bitch!”

His boss was so strong. He threw him around like a ragdoll, digging his dick down his throat while Nathan suckled and slobbered. “Oh my god. I can-.. I can see it,” Sabrina gasped, and as she said that, he felt the plump cockhead twitch against the back of his throat. There was a pause - Elijah held him utterly still - and he began to worry for his breath. Worry turned to fear, and fear turned to panic, and then he was gagging and wriggling to escape. His release was sudden, the throbbing dick sliding backwards out of his throat until the bulbous head plopped out from between his circle-shaped lips. Dizzy, his gaze hazy, his mind cloudy, he heaved for his breath just as a rope of something warm and sticky struck him square across the face. It was so sudden that he couldn’t help but flinch… And then shut his eyes.

It kept coming. Torrent after torrent of hot goo splattered out on his face. It shot out onto his forehead, dribbling into his eyebrows. It sprayed onto his cheeks, his nose, his lips. Half of the load stuck to his skin, while the rest dripped down upon his bare chest, then trailed down his tummy and between his legs. The hand that trapped his aching cock released him, and Nathan thrusted his hips out in the air, desperate and needy. Whimpering, he squeezed his eyes shut as hard as he could, pressing his lips together, squirming on the spot as the hot sperm slid down his skin lazily. “Such a good boy,” Sabrina kept saying, but now she was further away. When Elijah finally finished - after what felt like half an hour - Nathan rose a shaky hand up to his face, wiping nutbutter off of his eyelids, then let them slide up.

There was a camera in his face, the lense pointed right at him. Parting his lips, his face caked with cum, he was about to speak when a brief flash blinded him. Wincing, he brought a hand up to shield his eyes, which slowly adjusted to the light. That was when he saw Sabrina bend over, handing the camera over to Elijah. A cruel smile was glued to her painted lips. “There we go, babe,” she said happily. “I think it’s time you two renegotiate your salary.”
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