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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 ->

Black Conquest By Tara Yarn

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

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























Prologue

◆◆◆

John Hanley stumbled into the waiting room on a Friday morning. He almost toppled over as he left the elevator, dragging his feet across the carpet-clad floor. If Sean had not known better, he would have thought the plump, bald-headed, short man was here to audition for the part of a dying man, who had applied makeup on his own to flash his initiative. His bottom-lip was split, he had a black eye and blood trickled out of his nose. He was clutching a white envelope to his chest, stuffed full of something flat and rectangular, making his way over for the secretary behind the counter as he struggled to control his jagged breath.

The blonde woman with glasses sat behind the counter threw him a quick glance, then pressed a button on her phone and muttered something inaudible. John quickly came to a stop, the hand that held the envelope quivering. Sean had never seen Hanley like this. It looked like he had just been hit by a car. What he found the most unsettling was the way his father-in-law, a broad-framed man who’d never back away from a confrontation, had tears streaming down his fat cheeks. When the door to the office came up, John Hanley flinched as if someone struck out at him. Michelle paused in the doorway, brushing a loose strand of hair out of her face, completely void of emotion. She slowly stepped out into the room.

“I’m-.. I’m so sorry,” John sobbed, the shaky hand offering forth the envelope. “I-.. I never meant to hit her. You know I didn’t. Please-.. I will never do it again. I swear to God, I-..”

“Shut the fuck up,” Michelle sneered, cutting him off. She was absent-mindedly toying with the gold ring on her finger, eyeing her stepfather casually. “I am going to tell you what will happen now. Leave the envelope with my secretary. I will have her count it to make sure every last dollar is there. Meanwhile, you will leave my mother alone. You will not try to visit her again. If you do, I will tell him to kill you. This is your last chance. Don’t push it.”

Sean stirred in his chair. In the confines of his trousers, his cock was twitching. His wife was fearless, her luscious hair tied into a plain bun, her hands on her wide hips, her creamy breasts pressed out at the man who fought to keep himself up on his shaky legs. “But-.. But all my things are there. I’d-.. I’d need to go get it. We-.. We can plan a date when she’s no-..”

“You lost the right to fetch your things the moment you put your hand on her,” Michelle interrupted once more. “I’m giving you an hour to get out of town, before I call him again.”

John had always frightened Sean. He owned a grocery store down by the docks, and subscribed to the idea that anyone who was not white, over fifty and a man should not have an opinion. He might be short and fat and ugly, but he had what Sean liked to call dad strength, and when they had a brief scuffle last christmas, John had thrown him to the floor like he was weightless. It had been the worst night of his life. Their brawl occurred in the aftermath of an argument between his left-wing wife and her right-wing stepfather. Their heated discussion came to an end when John pushed her to the ground, and Shawn - well aware of the norm that is defending your girlfriend from other men - had jumped him. When the plump, bald bear beat him, Michelle had stormed away. Sean couldn’t look at her for days. She forgave him one night when he started to cry, and told him it was okay.

“You’re-.. You’re right of course. I’m-.. I’m so sorry. Please-.. Please don’t send him after me again. I’m-.. I’m begging you, Michelle-.. I’m so sorry. It won’t ever happen again.”

“Get the fuck out,” Michelle commanded, pointing a finger at the elevator. Swallowing, John nodded, handed the envelope to the secretary - his hand shook so badly, the blonde woman needed three attempts to catch it - and spun on his heels, hobbling into the lift. Despite how hard his prick was straining against his boxers, Sean was anything but happy. He knew what this meant. He had his suspicions, and now they were confirmed. Michelle did not even look his way as she retired to her office, and shut the door. The moment Sean saw John Hanley stumble through the door, beaten and bruised, he realized he was no longer her only lover.











Chapter One

◆◆◆

It all started on the previous Friday morning, one week before John Hanley stumbled into the waiting room with blood dripping out of his nose. Sean sat in a black, leather couch, sipping water from his glass, staring playfully at his wife. Michelle sat behind the desk, her elbows on the shiny surface, putting her plump cleavage on wide display. The bright smile on her pink lips could only be described as seductive. When she kept silent - mysterious - Sean smirked.

“Uhm-.. I don’t know-.. I don’t know how you want us to do this. Should-.. Should we do it the normal way? I mean-.. There’s no point, right? The part is mine, so-.. Can we skip it?”

“You’ll have to convince me,” Michelle whispered. Biting her bottom-lip, she giggled, leaning back in her chair. Promptly, she propped her high heels up on the table with a soft sigh.

“Fine,” Sean snickered, shrugging his shoulders. Briefly, he glanced sideways. There was a massive poster spread out upon the white wall, depicting an oil platform at night in the midst of a seething sea. Zombies on the Platform, the title read, the green font oozing. “I do have a lot of experience. My wife is a casting director, you see, and she usually offers me a part. I’ve only been given small roles so far, and I was hoping this would be my breakthrough. Why, do you ask? Well, zombies let loose on oil platforms in northern Norway is in fact my passion.”

Michelle did not react, the suggestive smile on her lips steady and the same. Sean eyed her a moment longer, then snickered and continued. “Not to the mention the part, I mean-.. It’s as if I was made for it-.. Good-natured, soft-spoken hero underdog who saves the day because he’s clever enough to figure out the solution, and brave enough to try? It’s as if dear Phillip wrote this script with me in mind. I am the sole choice for this part, ma’am.”

“Good thing we’re looking for a skinny wimp,” Michelle retorted, and this time she cracked up in a brief laughter. Sean forced himself to grin.  He knew she was joking, but he never had much of a stomach for hearing her insult him. His insecurities stemmed from their second date - five years ago - when they first slept together. She had sat on the bed, watching him tug his pants down. “Is that it?” she had asked as his prick flopped out of his boxers. He remembered just how serious she had looked before she broke out in laughter. She was teasing him, but the comment had taken hold deep in his tummy and never left since.

“You can have the part,” Michelle giggled, crossing her legs. “I do have one more interview tomorrow. It’s obligatory. But come by at noon, and we’ll arrange the details.”

With a nod, Shawn stood up. “Thank you,” he said, and this time he meant it. As an aspiring actor, jobs are few and far inbetween. If his wife had not been the daughter of Laverne Marble, the head and owner of Marble Film Studios, Sean was sure he’d be flipping burgers at one of the dozen gas stations littering the city centre. Not only was Michelle the casting director, she was also the director. There were others of course, but she had the final decision and only needed to answer to the producers. Luckily for Sean, the movies she was responsible for usually did not require high talent. Cheap horror flicks was her speciality, and whoever watched them - Sean could not for the life of him understand why anyone would want to watch them - probably did it for the monsters and the cheesy acting.

“Wait,” Michelle said, and Sean froze with his hand on the doorknob. “That is not how you thank your boss for giving you the part. You’re not going anywhere, Sean. Come back here.”

Spinning on his heels, Sean cocked an eyebrow. His wife had kicked off the shoe on her right foot, and was in the middle of wiggling her toes expectantly. Cracking a grin, he shook his head in disbelief, ventured over and dropped to his knees by the side of her desk. “If itty bitty Sean wants to keep his itty bitty part, I think he should be a good boy and beg,” Michelle purred, trailing her foot - only dressed in dark stockings - over his chest. She put her sole down between his ribs and pushed. Sean braced himself so he wouldn’t fall over.

“You can’t be serious,” Sean snickered, then gasped as the foot fell between his legs. Eager toes crept up towards his jeans-clad crotch, coming to rest upon his meager package. He gasped as she squished the bulge gently beneath her sole, hurling a glance for the door. It was Lorraine who worried him, the blonde-haired secretary who always seemed irritated and never once flashed him as much as a quick smile. It was as if she didn’t like him, and while Sean had no clue why, he expected she’d like him a lot less if she found out he was playing sex games with his wife in the office she had to clean three times a week. The foot on his balls drove him out of his thoughts. Michelle was applying pressure, smiling playfully down at him, twirling a lock of hair around her middle-finger. “Go on, boy,” she teased. “Beg.”

“P-.. Please let me have the part,” Sean gasped. It was not painful, but very uncomfortable, and the sensation was creeping up into his belly. His gaze kept flicking to the door, expecting Lorraine to burst into the office at any moment, waving a piece of paper at Michelle.

“I don’t know,” Michelle pouted. “Does itty bitty Sean promise to be a good, little brown noser who does everything Michelle wants, the moment Michelle says she wants it?”

“Y-.. Yes,” Sean stuttered through gritted teeth. She was toying with his nuts, grasping them between her toes, squeezing them against his thighs, giving them a gentle kick. “I’ll-.. I’ll be your little buttkisser. I’ll-.. I’ll do anything you want, ma’am. Whenever you want. I promise.”

“Good boy,” she cooed, and then withdrew her foot. Sean felt his manhood squish into the tight fabric of his pants, throbbing with desperate need. “Now get out of my office.”

When Sean came home, about half an hour later, he promptly made his way for the bathroom. His raging erection needed to be dealt with, so he fumbled through the dirty laundry, picked out a pair of pink panties and pulled them down over his head. His phone was placed on the hot floor, playing a recording of their last taped session. As the woman on the screen began to moan, he began to jerk himself, his nostrils pressing into the soft fabric of the thong. Her sweet - and oh-so-strong - scent drove him over the edge much faster than he had expected, and he blew his load right onto the orange tiles. As he fetched a roll of toilet paper and began to clean up the sticky mess, Sean took a moment to ponder on just how lucky of a man he was. Little did he know, his whole world was about to change.














Chapter Two

◆◆◆

If there was one thing Michelle could not stand, it was to be kept waiting. A quarter to noon, Sean stepped out onto the red carpet that draped the floor. He flashed Lorraine - who looked particularly tired that day - a bright smile, but she only tossed him a sour stare. Taking a seat by the oblong window, he gazed down upon the hundreds of little ants trailing up and down the street below until the door to the office came up, and Michelle peeked out. Just as Sean stood up, he froze. A man came out of her office, a pitch-black hunk with a styled military cut and a short-cropped, neat beard. His arms were massive, stretching the short sleeves of his white shirt to the brim. He wore sparkly earrings and a few silver necklaces. While his bling did not match his grey sweatpants and white sneakers, Sean later recognized the brand on the sportswear as one that he knew was very expensive. They met in the middle of the bright office, eyed each other up as they passed by. Sean looked up at him with big eyes; the black man stared him down; Lorraine watched attentively; Michelle squirmed in the doorway.

As the stranger made his way for the elevator, Sean stopped and threw a glance over his shoulder. Whoever this was, he had the back of a gorilla. “You can come in now,” Michelle said, then went back into her office. Narrowing his eyes, Sean hesitantly followed. Just before he entered the next room, he thought he caught a smile on the plump lips of the blonde secretary. It was a nasty smile, full of spite, arrogance and… Was it knowledge?

“Who was that, Michelle?”

“Close the door, Sean.”

Shrugging loosely, San closed the door, then went to take a seat. Sinking into the black leather, he eyed his wife up and down for a moment. She wore a particularly deep cleavage today, and her black blouse draped her torso so tight he thought her breasts might plop out of their confines at any moment. “There’s been a request from above,” Michelle began, her fingers fiddling with a ballpoint pen. “We’ve had a change in casting. It concerns you.”

“I-.. I thought I had the role.”

“Well. The producers disagreed with my choice.”

“What-.. What are you saying, Michelle?”

“I’m saying-.. The role is no longer yours.”

Sean parted his lips, a wave of disbelief washing over him. It took him a moment to shuffle around on the couch and glance at the door. “It-.. It was him,” he scoffed, then planted a hand on his face, rubbing his features. He heard his wife usher a soft sigh. “You-.. You promised me the role, Michelle. You’re my wife. What are you-.. What is-.. Why?”

The frustration in his voice was clear, and a gloomy expression crept up on her face. “It’s called racial diversity, Sean. The producers wants a BAME actor. It’s nothing personal.”

“What the fuck is BAME?”

“Black. Asian. Minori-..”

“You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

“Sean,” Michelle began. There was a touch of annoyance in her voice now. “It’s nothing personal. It’s not my call. The producers thought it would be a wise and creative decision.”

“It’s a film about zombies on a oil platform in fucking Norway!”

“If you’re going to swear at me again, get out of my office.”

Sean was baffled. His legs felt numb, void of life. Hundreds of thoughts were swirling through his head all at once, but he couldn’t latch onto any of them. “This-.. This was my first real part,” he whispered, as if only to himself. “You knew that, and you stole it away from me because, what? Your mum wants to cuddle up with a big, black guy? Won’t John be angry?”

“Careful now,” Michelle spat, and by the look of her face Sean saw he was walking on thin ice. It didn’t matter. Gripping the couch so that his knuckles went pale, he took a deep breath, fought to cool down. He couldn’t stop himself from glaring at her. She was leaning back in her chair, trailing the blunt tip of her pen over the creamy skin on her breasts.

“So-.. So what am I gonna do, then?”

“It’s not like we’ll starve, Sean.”

“Can he-.. Can he even act?”

“Jamir is an excellent actor. Yes.”

Taking a deep breath, Sean rose from his seat and made his way for the door. His wife simply watched him in silence. Twisting the doorknob, he paused, tried to leave, paused again, and finally turned around. “You know what,” he said, and this time his voice was dripping with venom. “I’m glad you’ll be working late today. Don’t wanna see your face.”

Michelle looked hurt. Her plump lips came up, and her eyes went wide. His words had struck her silent, and for a moment there was nothing he’d rather do than apologize. It was as if she had turned into a lost puppy, and Sean had to force himself to open the door, then slip outside. He flashed no smile at the secretary as he headed for the elevator, hanging his head, his eyes on the floor. As he pressed the button that would take him all the way down to the parking lot, his guilt was beginning to spread through his bones. A little voice in the back of his head told him to stop, go back and apologize. But then the sight of the big, black man flashed before his eyes, bulging with muscle, adorned with jewelry. He clenched his fists.

Michelle never came home that night. After two hours of absentmindedly staring at the television - watching reruns of a police show of questionable quality - he decided to go to bed, fully aware he would not be able to sleep until his wife came home. Then he tore his eyes open, and saw the morning sunlight beam through the white curtains. Before he even had a look, he knew she was not sleeping by his side, dribbling adorably on her pillow. The lack of her presence could be felt, not only in the bedroom, but in the whole house. It was as empty as it was when he came home yesterday noon, seething with anger, full of adrenaline.

He tried to check his phone when he woke up, but the battery was dead. Collecting a charger from the kitchen-drawer, he plugged up the device and fought to turn it on. The screen read low battery the first three times he tried, and then powered up. Sean wanted to cry when he saw that there were no missed calls, no unread text messages. His social media was quickly checked, but there was no sign of her anywhere. For half an hour he stood by the counter, his smartphone in his palm, contemplating if he should call. When the temptation finally beat some sense into him, he flicked through his contacts and found her.

His wife did not pick up the phone.

Sean managed to wait another fifteen minutes before he called her once more, but like the first time, he was met with a beeping sound that seemed to go on forever. When a third attempt - half an hour later, after two cups of coffee and a small bowl of cereal - also did not reach her, Sean growled and ran upstairs, quick to throw on the clothes he wore the day before. Afterwards, he darted down the stairs, fled outside without locking the door and threw himself in his car. Backing out of the driveway, he forgot to check his mirrors, and the driver of a silver BMW speeding through the block honked his horn angrily. Sean figured the driver probably thought he was following him, for he floored the gas and set after the BMW at such a pace, he’d be at the Marble Film Studios before he’d have a chance to think.

The elevator was slow that day. As he finally reached the top floor, he burst out through the double doors, and sprinted out onto the red carpet floor. Lorraine lowered her glasses and frowned, sending him the sour glance he was so familiar with. The door to the office was shut, and Sean hurried to make his way over. “Stop,” a female voice told him, and he came to an abrupt halt with his hand on the doorknob. “You can’t go in there,” Lorraine said. “If you wish to see Mrs. Marble, you may schedule an appointment and come back later… Sir.”

Gritting his teeth, Sean shut his eyes and took a deep breath. “You know who I am,” he wheezed. “You know perfectly well who I am. I don’t need an appointment to see my wife.”

“Sir, if you attempt to enter the office without an appointment, I will be forced to call the security. If you are here for personal reasons, then I suggest you take a seat and wait.”

“Very well,” Sean snickered, his fingers loosening from the doorknob. On his way to the couch by the oblong window, he sent the secretary the brightest smile he could possibly muster. She responded with a dull glance, then returned to the paper on her desk. For everyone else, her scribbling looked important, but he knew she was just drawing cocks.

Fifteen minutes later, the door came up. Sean had lost himself in his phone - watching random music videos with the sound off, as to not disturb Lorraine, who was probably in the midst of outlining her fifteenth dick - and flinched as he heard voices. Out came Jamir, a massive gold medallion littered with small diamonds dangling on his chest. As he stepped onto the red carpet, he took a moment to buckle up his belt, and Sean squinted. Lorraine had looked up from her paper, her eyes big and blue. They were glued to the black man as he came closer, who flashed the secretary a handsome smile. When he placed his large hands on her desk, his thick biceps flexed powerfully. They exchanged a few words, but Sean was too far away to hear, stunned in his chair. He had never seen Lorraine glow like this; her smile was wide and constant; she kept giggling whenever his lips moved; her hand toyed ceaselessly with her hair. She handed him a document. Jamir took it, stuffed it into his back pocket and made his way for the elevator, arms swaying with confidence.

The second the doors shut behind him, the secretary returned to normal, her smile evaporating from those plump lips like it was never there. “I guess you can go in now,” she said, her face twisting into a grimace. Swallowing audibly, he nodded, rose from his chair and headed for the door. On his way to the office, he threw a subtle glance down at the paper she kept scribbling on. It was filled with cocks, but they were absolutely massive, and Sean couldn’t help but frown. That couldn’t possibly be the size she wanted, could it?

As he reached the frame, he paused. Jamir had left the door half-open, and while he could not see inside, he heard his wife rummage around. Taking a deep breath, he built up the courage to push the door all the way up, then slowly stepped inside, his gaze on the floor.

When he looked up, he found the last thing he’d ever expect to see. Michelle stood by her desk, and she was smiling at him. “Hi, Sean,” she said, and hurried around the black-tinted table. Sean thought she walked a little funny. Beaming brightly, she threw her arms around him and planted a long-drawn kiss on his cheek. Parting his lips, Sean encircled his shaky arms around the small of her back, wary of the explosion to come. It never came. As she released him, she strolled back behind her desk as if nothing was wrong. “I’m so glad you came, Sean. I’m so sorry about yesterday. You were right. I should’ve told you, but the pr-..”

“Don’t-.. Don’t worry about it.”

When he cut her off, she paused, looked up, put her hands on her hips. This is when she gets angry, Sean thought, bracing himself. But she only flashed him another sparkling smile.

“I’m so glad you understand,” she said, “And I have good news. I have a job for you, and if you do it well, there might be an opportunity to write in another role… If you still want it?”

“I-.. Sure,” he stammered. This was all very strange. Michelle nodded, then came back around the desk after grabbing her purse. He had bought that for her last birthday.

“Thank you,” she exclaimed happily. There was still something off about her walk. “My secretary can brief you whenever you want. It’s not a lot of money, but at least you’ll be welcome on set. I cannot stay. I’ve a meeting with the producers. I’ll see you later, okay?”

She did not wait for his response, briskly slipping past him. In his bewilderment, Sean could only turn around and watch her leave. He dropped his gaze to her plump backside, wobbling with every step, protruding out of the skin-tight, black dress she wore. That was when he noticed it; a dark stain between her jiggly buttocks. When she strutted out of her office like she did not have the slightest idea on how to walk on heels, his mind began to wander. She must’ve sat on something, he told himself, and promised to check her chair later. When he finally did - after she left - there was nothing there to be found on the dark leather seat.





Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Get me a coffee, boy.”

Sean twitched. They were almost alone in the small room, where a series of chairs were placed before a row of well-lit mirrors. Jamir sat in the one in the middle, his legs spread out to each side like he owned the place. A girl was bending over him. She could’ve been eighteen for all Sean knew, and he didn’t know her name. A portable tray full of various sorts of makeup and powder stood by her side. She held a brush, and was just about to reach for the black man’s chin when he spoke. His voice froze her, and as she flicked her gaze up at Sean, he could see badly concealed amusement on her lips. Heat crept up on his face, and as they both stared at him expectantly, the room suddenly felt oh-so-very warm. Squirming on the spot, he finally succumbed to their piercing eyes and left for the coffee machine.

I’m so glad you understand. And I have good news. I have a job for you, and if you do it well, there might be an opportunity to write in another role… If you still want it?

The last week had been sheer and utter torture. Michelle had only come home a few times this week. She claimed she was busy, as one usually are in the beginning of big productions. It was not only the fact that she did not come home that bothered him. When he asked her where she spent the night, she had told him she slept in her office. There was never as much as a blanket on the couch, and she did not strike him as the type who would settle for a two-seat leather sofa. Not only did her explanations strike him as queer, but Jamir also seemed to spend an awful lot of time in that office with her. “He has the biggest role,” she had explained to him when he asked. “I’m the director. I’m directing him, Sean. Duh!”

What troubled him the most was his new job. His wife called it a personal assistant, but Jamir seemed to prefer the name, coffee boy. In the beginning, Sean had voiced his protests. Michelle couldn’t possibly assume he’d be interested in running errands for the man who stole his part. When she dangled the opportunity of a smaller part - but still relevant to his resume - in front of his face, he had gotten angry. That was when she launched her attack, and she did it with such spite in her voice, he folded like paper.

Do you really think it is okay for you to sit at home on the couch all day while I am out earning us an income, Sean? Do you think I am your mother? Do you think I should be the one to take care of us? Provide for the family? What a man you are! I can’t believe this!

After that mutual negotiation, Sean made ten trips to the coffee machine the next day. If it only hadn’t been for Jamir, and his aura of arrogance. It was as if he enjoyed telling him what to do. He never asked, but commanded, and he had a tendency to do it around other members of the cast. He spoke to him like a child, or even a dog, and his eyes would flash with content whenever Sean found himself blushing. He was a bully, and Sean hated him. It took him three whole days to crack. It was a late afternoon, and his shift was almost over. He was taking a stroll through set when he heard Jamir call his name, and found him chatting up Lorraine - the secretary, who suddenly seemed to hang around on set - by a huge camera.

“Hoy, boy! Make us a sandwich,” Jamir had demanded, and Sean had come to an abrupt stop a few feet away. His voice had been so loud, he had attracted the attention of at least a dozen crew members, who quit doing whatever they were doing to catch the scene.

“I’m-.. I’m almost off,” Sean had retorted, a touch of defiance in his voice. He kept the volume of his voice down, and caught himself quivering. He hated being the center of attention.

“Don’t give a shit,” Jamir had replied, his voice deep with accent and full of confidence. “If you wanna keep your job, get your bitch ass up in the kitchen and make us a pair now.”

Four zombies, drenched in fake blood, dragging their ruined rags across the floor, crept closer to watch the scene. A circle of onwatchers was beginning to take shape. “I-.. I don’t work for her,” Sean had whimpered, and Lorraine had sent him a stare full of daggers.

That shut Jamir up, but only for a moment. Cracking a nasty grin, the black man shrugged and rose, then approached him, step-by-step, slowly. Stretching his arms over the top of his head, his barrel-sized chest bulged out and his massive triceps flexed. Suddenly, Sean had wanted to spin on his heels and run. Jamir terrified him. But bravely, he stood his ground.

“If you don’t get us a sandwich,” Jamir had said, edging all the way up to Sean. As he towered before him, he lowered his voice to that of an haughty whisper. “I will bend you over my knee right in front of your hot wife, and smack your plump, girly butt black and blue.”

Sean had gasped, split his lips, stared up at the black man like he could not believe the words he heard. When Jamir had suddenly reached for his arm, Sean had flinched, and fled up to the kitchen to prepare two sandwiches. When he came back, and his shift had been done for ten minutes, Lorraine had smirked and complained about the lack of cheese. With a smug grin spreading on his features, Jamir had promptly told him to go make her another. It took him two attempts to get it right, and as the clock was half an hour past the end of his shift, Jamir had given him a firm smack on the butt. He had yelped, jumped in the air, his hands grasping his ass protectively while his lips took the shape of a circle. Lorraine - who had just bitten into her sandwich - burst out laughing, and suddenly everyone were staring.

When he complained to his wife - and naturally left out the part about the buttslap - she had been staring at him intently. As he went into depth about how Jamir bossed him around, she bit her bottom-lip, and when he told her how his new boss made him stay late, he could’ve sworn he saw Michelle squirm and squeeze her thighs shut. “Just do as he says,” she had told him, and strolled around her desk to give him a firm hug. “It’ll be okay. I’ll talk to him.”

It never felt like she spoke to him, and if she did, Jamir did not listen. The terror went on for days. His duties took a turn for the worse, and by Thursday, Sean had washed his car, bought him groceries and booked him a table at a local restaurant. He had asked for a table for two, and later found out - with some relief - that his date of choice was Lorraine. His wife had been near at the time, involved in a conversation with a cameraman, and Sean couldn’t help but feel like the side glances she shot her secretary were a little sour and unhappy. On Friday morning, when John Hanley stumbled out of the elevator with blood dripping out of his nose, his suspicion was finally confirmed. She wanted him. He could see it in her eyes. But why would she let Jamir take Lorraine out right before her eyes? Maybe he was mistaken.

On Friday afternoon, Michelle hurried towards him, spilling her words out like she in fact had no time to speak. She was out of breath, dragging around her tablet. “We’ve got a part for you, Sean. It’s very simple. Come here, and I will brief you in with Jamir. Hurry up.”

The star of the movie was standing in the midst of the set, his pitch-black skin sparkling under the bright spotlights. The last thing Sean wanted to do was to walk over, but when his wife was near, what could he possibly do? “I-.. I miss you,” he whispered, skipping up by her side. She paused, briefly, and shot him a thoughtful glance. For a moment, he wasn’t sure if she’d even respond, but then she said, “I miss you too,” and flashed him a warm smile.

Sean felt better as he stepped into the ring of cameras, shielding his eyes momentarily from the excessive light. “Alright,” Michelle said, guiding him closer to Jamir. Swallowing, Sean averted his gaze after catching the black man flashing him a nasty grin. “Okay. Jamir. You’ve just taken down four zombies, and you threw one of them over the bannister. You’re now-..”

“Get me a drink,” Jamir said, cutting off the director. Sean flinched, and the face of his wife turned pale as she went silent. Most of the crew was beginning to gather around the trio like a crowd, all waiting patiently for his wife’s commands. Everyone except for Jamir.

“We’re-.. We’re shooting a scene,” Sean whimpered, but there was no mercy to be found when he looked up at the black hulk. Frowning, he looked at the floor, squirming on the spot.

“Get me a drink,” Jamir repeated. He seemed to have struck Michelle utterly speechless. On shaky legs, Sean stood his ground, did not budge as much as an inch. With a shaky sigh, he spun on his heels to face his wife, then flashed her a smile, encouraging her to go on.

That was a mistake.

Before Sean had the slightest chance to react, Jamir slipped up behind him. His eyes never left Michelle, but his pants left his hips, and then he felt his trousers around his ankles. A unanimous gasp slipped from the crowd behind the cameras, and then a dozen voices burst into laughter. “He’s so tiny!” cried a female voice, and another few crewmembers cracked up.

Sean was stunned, an intense heat wafting over his face. There was no doubt in his mind that Jamir hadn’t only tugged down his trousers, but his boxers too. He could feel the cool air wash over his prick, over his butt. “That’s a cute ass, Sean!” a woman catcalled, and while a wall of darkness separated him from whoever stood behind the cameras, he thought he recognized the voice as Lorraine. But what hurt him the most was Michelle. Clearly struggling to keep a straight face, she waved her arms dramatically in an attempt to silence the roaring laughter. “Pull up your pants,” she wheezed through gritted teeth, and that was when he snapped out of his dazed state, bent over - pointing his bare ass at Jamir, which led to a few sharp whistles - and desperately fumbled to pull his soft trousers back up.

“I wanna see you in my office,” Michelle said coldly. Despite how he kept his eyes glued to the floor, his rosy cheeks prickling and pounding, he knew she was addressing Jamir.

“Whatever, bitch,” he replied casually, and this shut the crowd up. Michelle froze, parting her lips. As Sean dared to cast her a quick glance, he thought he saw a faint blush on her face.











Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Sean ran, and never looked back. Two girls blocked his path - young, they looked like they could still be in early college - and split up to let him pass. As he darted between them, he heard them giggle. Sniffling, he made way for the bathrooms in the far corner of the massive cellar, slipping into a dark hallway where two doors led to the gender-separate restrooms.

He heard a sound.

It was not just any sound, but a distinct clap, followed by a meek cry. Wiping a tear off of his cheek, he held his breath. There were voices coming from the women’s bathroom. They were faint and difficult to make out, but only because they spoke quietly. Sean squinted.

Another clap. Another cry.

It sounded like a woman. Sean was not surprised to find someone else here - they were the only restrooms on the lower floor - but the sounds she made was not toilet-sounds. Ushering a shaky sigh, he crept for the entrance. The door was left open, and only one of the three stalls inside seemed to be occupied. Sheer curiosity drove him to sneak inside.

“Think you can talk to me however you like? Getting brave in public, are we? I’ll fucking drag you back out there, and rip your pretty dress open so they can see what a little slut you are.”

“No, Master. I-.. Ow!”

Sean felt his jaw drop all the way down upon the dirty marble floor. Wide eyes glued themselves to the closed door - the middle stall - as he kept approaching, controlling his breath as to not give his presence away. There was a series of loud claps, and the feminine voice inside whined and pleaded. The other voice was deep, manly, thick with accent.

“Talk to me in your office,” the deep voice scoffed. “We’ll see how much your bratty ass wanna talk after I stuff my fat dick down your throat, pump you full of thick sperm.”

“What if-.. What if someone walks in, Master? There’s fifty people down here. We’re going to get caught! They’ll hear us! You know how much your black dick makes me gag!”

“Then you push that door open, and show them how a stupid, little white girl should treat her black superior. I know you wanna show them, bitch. It’s written all over your dumb face.”

She ushered a shaky moan. Sean froze. He was so close now, halfway over the bathroom floor. The voices were oh-so-familiar, but his mind would not let him comprehend it. Softly dropping down on the tiles, he crawled closer on all fours, keeping his gaze on the gap beneath the door. He glimpsed a pair of feet. The woman wore black, tall high heels.

“Get down on your knees-.. That’s my little slut-.. Suck on those fat balls while your sissy husband is out there crying in a corner-.. Show me exactly what you think of him.”

“Oh my god-.. They’re so full, Master-.. I can feel your cum churn-..” Sean heard a series of sniffs, as if she was dragging air up her nostrils, trying to detect a certain scent.

“Can you smell her, little girl?” the deep voice asked. It was followed by a short snicker. “She sat on my dick just last night, and because you’re such a brat, you’re gonna lick her off me.”

A whimper scurried through the room. On his knees, Sean leaned forward, pressed his chin against the tiles in an attempt to catch a closer look. The woman inside - wearing a skin-tight, black dress - was squatting before a man. In response to his words, she squirmed.

“Wipe that look off of your face before you get a slap, bitch,” the man said, and Sean clenched his fists until his knuckles went white. “Until you stop pretending like you can tell me what to do, you’ll suck your secretary’s pussyjuice off of this fat cock, and you’re gonna smile while you do it. When you learn to behave, maybe we’ll reverse the roles. Aight?”

“Y-.. Yes, Master,” the feminine - and shaky - voice responded sweetly, and then Sean heard a sloppy kiss, shortly followed by a manly grunt. His pulse was racing, he knew who he would find beyond that green door, and the sheer thought of seeing Michelle on her knees before Jamir was something he was not sure he could bear. Every nasty word wriggled a dull knife between his ribs in search for his heart, but beneath his trousers, his little prick was swelling. Slowly, his hand shifted between his legs, his lithe fingers grasping the thin shaft through the fabric of his pants, beginning to tug. He lay in the middle of the floor, his ass high in the air, his gaze glued to the high heels and the squatting butt that stirred and shook.

“Yeah-.. Suck my dick like your little husband was here, begging you to stop-.. Good fucking slut-.. Think you’re high and mighty because you’re a dumb whore who makes movies?”

The high-pitched voice ushered a series of muffled words, and then came the slurping sounds. “Glug-.. Glug-.. Glug,” rang through the restroom. Touching himself, Sean picked up the pace, gripping his tiny prick between his thumb and his index finger, fapping to the noise of thick cock slipping in and out of a pair of plump, wet lips. After a soft plop, he heard the woman pant like her life depended on it, and there was a brief moment of silence.

“Alright. Get behind me-.. No-.. Not like that, brat-.. Get between my legs-.. Bitch, I will slap your ass pink-.. Get your fucking face under my balls-.. Yeah, just like that-.. Good girl.”

Through the gap, Sean saw the woman awkwardly try to edge forward, then try to turn. She never stood up from her squat. His boner was throbbing badly, and his burning curiosity would not let him sit at the sideline any longer. He needed to see for himself. Flicking his gaze over his shoulder, he checked to see that there was no one standing in the open doorway, then crept for the stall on the right. A constant gurgle - probably from her throat, no doubt clogged to the brim with black cock - let him crawl soundlessly. As he entered the free stall, he rose from the floor, snuck up on the toilet and took a deep - but silent - breath.

“You’re not going anywhere until you’ve sucked every last drop of sperm out of these fat balls, bitch. Better hurry up, or your shitty movie won’t even make it out of production.”

Wrapping his fingers over the edge, Sean slowly stood up on the toilet-seat. In his chest, his heart was thumping like it was about to burst out. Wide eyes slid over the ledge, and then down into the occupied stall. The sight that met him made his knees weak and his cock throb with pure, shameless excitement. Michelle sat on the floor - no longer squatting - with a thick thigh on each side of her. Jamir was naked. Sean could see a heap of clothes in the corner behind the toilet. He was facing away, but his wife was facing towards him, her misty eyes staring up at nothing in particular as she struggled to cope with the monstrous cock that disappeared between her lips. It was difficult to see past her eyes, for a pair of egg-sized balls riddled with pubes and shining with sweat was squished against the bridge of her nose.

For a moment, Jamir only held her steady, impaling her throat with his fat dick, and then he began to thrust. His hips began to bounce up and down, the powerful, black ass flattening over and over across the pretty features of his wife. He kept blocking her sight with his big butt, humping her face to the music of sharp gagging and helpless writhing. Pinning her between his thighs by the help of her hair - the black fingers having grasped two large handfuls - he bobbed up and down a moment longer, and did not stop until a panicking Michelle desperately tapped a hand against his thigh. Retracting, the massive shaft sprung free from the plump lips, and his wife gasped for air, her face a flustered, blushing mess.

That was when she spotted him. On the verge of collapsing, heaving for her breath, brushing a wet strand of hair out of her face, she met his gaze, and Sean froze with terror. For a moment - while Jamir adjusted his stance and began to lower himself once more - they simply stared at each other. As the tip of the black dick found her face, slid over her nose like a fat and lazy snake, prodded her supple lips, his wife suddenly flashed him a wicked smile.

Just like earlier, when Sean had his pants around his ankles and the crowd was roaring with laughter at the meager size of his equipment, he found himself unable to move. As if she had cast a spell on him, he watched on with huge eyes as her lips came up, and her tongue snuck out to give the belly of the dark beast a quick lick. “Your black butthole is so much prettier than my husband,” she sang, and then gave the side of a hairy buttcheek a soft smooch. Sean gasped, his prick digging into the wood upon which he leaned. His eyes trailed between those black buttocks, and found the plump pucker, which spasmed like the brown eye was trying to insult him. Licking her lips, Michelle dodged the fat cock that kept pushing against her mouth, then planted her face between the huge, brown balls. As if she was trying to motorboat a pair of tits, she shook her face, a stifled moan escaping her lips.

“Your husband is a little bitch,” Jamir scoffed, planting his hands on the wall for balance. “If I threw him in the hood, he’d be licking black asses left and right, begging for mercy.”

“I wish you would, Master,” Michelle purred, her voice dripping with passion. It looked like she was about to say something more, but Jamir cut her off, quick to guide the tip of his monster to her lips. The moment her kissers came up, he stuffed himself inside, and then sat further and further down, driving his big dick deeper. She’s so small, Sean thought, gawking at his wife as she was forced to swallow inch after inch of the fat girth. If she had told him she’d be taking his massive dick down her throat, he wouldn’t have believed her. She hated taking him in her mouth, and judging by the nasty sounds she was making with Jamir, it sounded like she thought this was worse. Briefly, Sean looked up, and saw his face in the mirror. It was painted a bright red, and he was crimson all the way from his neck to his hair.

Looking back down, he found Michelle staring right at him. Her smile was gone, the pink lips now stretched to the brim. Even her cheeks were puffing out with black cock. As he eyed his wife, he thought he’d never seen her prettier than she was right now. When Jamir began to thrust, their gazes broke, her hazy eyes rolling into the back of her head. Groaning, the black bully picked up the pace, utterly oblivious to the way Michelle grasped at his thighs, digged her nails into his skin, kicked her feet. Gagging, a thick line of spit trailed down the side of her pale cheek, dropping down on the shoulder-strap of her dress. He was fucking her face like he was trying to slam her unconscious with his ass, banging his buttocks against her forehead, mashing his balls down upon her nose. And then, Jamir suddenly withdrew.

Wide-eyed, Sean watched the plump pooper convulse, and saw the egg-sized nuts retract in their sack. Jamir exploded before his gasping wife had a chance to catch her breath. A spray of sticky sperm burst out of the black cock, splattering out on the pretty face beneath. Sean had never seen such a huge load in his life. It kept coming, and his wife squeezed her eyes shut, wrinkled her nose and made a face as the warm nutbutter poured out, painting her features white. One of the thick torrents missed the target, squirting out onto the black dress she wore, leaving a dark stain in its wake as the seed trailed down her tummy. “Fucking dumb white brat,” Jamir growled, wrapping his fingers around his meat, furiously wanking out the rest of the cum. When he finished, he squatted a bit deeper, wiping the tip of his prick over her lips. Grimacing, she responded by lapping at the dick with the tip of her tongue.

Her eyes came up. They had been safe from the splatter. Connected to the black dick swaying an inch over her face by a thin rope of nutbutter, she glanced at Sean. As Jamir took a step forward - extending the dangling string - she whispered his name, and he turned to look down at her over his powerful shoulder. “I-.. I know what role we can give Sean,” she began, and her eyes lit up with wild passion as a wicked smirk crept up on her supple lips.




















Epilogue

◆◆◆

“Good evening. This is Sylvia, of the Late Night Movies Report, and as always I am joined by the delightful Shantelle. We will begin by talking about the newest release from the Marble Studios, the horror movie they so cleverly decided to name, Zombies on a Platform. You’ve seen this, Shantelle. I’m very curious about what you think of this one. Did you like it?”

“I absolutely loved it, Sylvia. It has all the beats that make for a stupid horror flick, and you know I am a fan of those. But shouldn’t we take a moment to talk about that scene?”

“Oh, we certainly must. That was absolutely crazy, right? Like, I know the movie was r-rated, but I never expected any producers to let them show that. It still baffles me.”

“It was probably a clever marketing tool. After all, we’re here now, talking about it. What I don’t understand though-.. How on earth did they convince that poor actor to do it?”

“I know, right? I was like, what, when I saw it. You have to ask yourself, right, what sort of actor willingly does a scene like that? I mean, the balls looked real. I think they were.”

“Well, you have seen a lot of balls in your days, Sylvia. I’ll leave that up for you to decide. I do agree, though-.. Even down to the pubes-.. They looked extremely real.”

“You’re one to talk-.. Now if I had to guess-.. I’d say they were. I mean, did you see the poor boy’s face? You can’t fake an expression like that. I don’t care how good an actor he is.”

“He was a terrible actor, Sylvia, and he only got like five minutes of screentime. On that note, this movie felt good. Over are the days of white heroes, and black villains. Bring on justice!”

“That’s a little racist, don’t you think? I mean-.. All the zombies were white-.. Like you said, all the bad guys were white-.. Although I must admit-.. The hero was hot-.. Oh my god.”

“You’re dead right he was. Those muscles-.. He looked like a god. It’s probably why so many of us liked that scene. Finally, a cheap horror movie where the black man wins. I mean-.. I have to be honest, Sylvia. I was rooting for him when he made the white boy kiss his balls.”

“I think we all were, Shantelle. What I just can’t comprehend is-.. How do you put a scene like that on your resume? What do you tell your parents when they ask about your role? Like I don’t know-.. Hi mum. Hi dad. I kissed a pair of black balls, and the whole world saw it?”
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