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Newest Cuckold Tale ->

Sweet Revenge by Tara Yarn

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


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Growing up, Matthew shared his home with three sisters, two stepsisters, a stepmother, two female dogs and a wide array of acquaintances of the feminine sort. Not once, throughout the entirety of his childhood, did the bathroom smell like anything but rich soap and flagrant perfume. As his real mother had walked out on his father, so did his father walk out on his stepmother. And then there was nothing left but loud gossip and womanly cackling.

Matthew did not believe in feminism. Naturally that was not something that ever escaped his lips as the house, which he called home, was filled to the brim with aspiring activists of the lazy kind who preferred to change the world with their bottoms on the couch, filing their painted nails. Deep down, he did not understand how he could believe that feminism was necessary when the women of his family raced past him in all aspects of life.

Out of his six female siblings, five of them beat him in age. Quickly, Matthew became accustomed to seeing them fade into the wind with their respective boyfriends. When they went out to party away their teenage years, Matthew remained home, occupying himself with the television or his computer. Once he came of age, he acted as their driver on late Friday nights, as per the agreement of which his stepmother had insisted if she was to graciously pay the costs of his driving lessons. Sometimes he drove three trips on the same night.

It came as a surprise when Matthew proudly announced to his family that he had finally procured himself a specimen of the female kind to serve as his girlfriend. Strutting his chest out, he beamed of newfound confidence as he told the mildly interested group of bewildered women about the events that led to his new partnership. Her name was Thea, such a delicious, fantastic woman that the perfume she wore likely came straight out of her ass.

They met on a dark, rainy evening in September, forced into conversation by sheer accident in the cozy shelter of a local stable that they both frequented on a regular basis. Six sisters tend to influence a wayward boy’s choice of afternoon activities. When his oldest sister, Linda, first brought him along to a horse riding lesson, eighteen out of twenty students in his class played football. Dan, a strange boy with eyebrows as big as bushes and a nose that awkwardly bent to the side, was highly religious and spent his evenings praying.

Matthew rode horses.

It was hard to overlook the fact that Matthew only shared gender with the geldings upon which he sat. Days worth of abuse came his way when the popular, handsome hunks in his class found out about his terribly effeminate hobby. In retrospect, it was all worth it. The favourite moment of his life occured on the day when Matthew, trotting around in a square circle, fell from his horse and broke his arm when the mare trampled him. That was the incident which left the distant Thea with no choice but to pay him attention.

Absolutely terrified of beasts with four hooves and hindquarters broader than the width of his shoulders, it took Linda - his older sister - three months of persistent convincing to get Matthew back up on the literal horse. As he mounted the mare that broke his arm, his face went so pale that the riding teacher flicked her fingers at Thea and gave her a rope. She spent the next hour half-heartedly leading him around the track.

Matthew likes to bounce around on saddles every Tuesday. I wonder if he likes to bounce on dildos every Thursday!

Love is powerful. It creates a thick shield that not even the most embarrassing of hurtful comments can penetrate. Whenever he would reconsider if his hobby was worth the constant revilement, the sheer thought of Thea grabbed him by the balls with a grip as strong as iron and, pulled him to the stables in time for his weekly lesson. Every chance to speak with her was promptly seized. It took them a while before they found the tone.

Virginity, longing and desperation can be even stronger. It was never easy for twenty year old Matthew to see the signs. For the first time in his life, the sex he liked replied to his meek mating calls. He was wildly in love with her, yanked out of his mind by her dirty, black breeches, the bitchy stare she sometimes gave the other women in the stable, even her complete lack of response to every joke he tried to make. Thea, on the other hand, mildly appreciated his attention when she was in the mood for a clingy wimp.

Time was the tool that eventually tied them together, coupled with the fact that Thea, a drop-out, attended no classes, held no job and quickly lost a large group of people whom she once called friends. A general aura of hostility meant that she rarely befriended anyone in the stables, where she spent all of her time, riding and tending to the horses. Matthew was there for her, unconditionally, despite the painful rejections and the lack of interest. It was circumstance that knit them into a relationship, a frail bond developed out of desire to feel wanted and have more attention from the opposite sex. It led to the happiest day of his life.

On a late Tuesday night, his whole world turned. Thea came home with him. In his old childhood room, she stole his virginity away. Matthew came in his condom with a squeal and so he was made a man. In the blink of an eye, all his insecurities turned to dust, whisked away with the wind. In the months that followed, the joy of his life peaked. Thea had an apartment - a benefit of being the daughter of a rich father - and she let him move in.

He was oblivious to the signals she sent. Oblivious to the jokes she made, the fact that he rarely made her laugh and how he never seemed to be able to make her cum. It was a part of her personality, he convinced himself. Never did she show passion for him. But that was normal. A couple that consists of two needs one partner that hungers after the other. When Corey came into their life, everything changed. It was then that Matthew realized how he was still but a desperate, little wimp.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Matthew sank into the back of his chair and groaned. Gripping the armrests, he couldn’t help himself and, bit his lip, driving his feet into the floor. She manhandled him with her touch and he was completely under her control. Whenever her soft little fingers curled around the shaft of his manhood, Matthew felt as if she had cast a spell on him. Piece by piece, she drove away all of his worries, all of his concerns, with the deft motions of her hand. She was a gift sent to him from the heavens above. He desperately wanted to tell her how much he loved her, scream it at her, as she casually drove him closer and closer to the edge.

Through his hazy, lust-filled gaze, Matthew glanced over at Thea. She was perfection itself where she was sitting, wearing her pink-coloured hoodie and the thin, skin-tight jeans that willingly let the world know which colour she had decided for her thong on that day. Her blonde hair cascaded down the sides of her face, the back of her neck. It was so straight, well-kept and maintained, elegantly laid out upon her shoulders. Her cold blue eyes was glued to the television screen while a look of disinterest adorned her features.

It was her smell that drove him wild. The flowery perfume she wore snuck up his nose as she leaned closer. It was so feminine, the perfect match to her appearance. Matthew sunk his teeth into the softness of his lip further. He eyed her with passion, the mere sight of his passive girlfriend was enough to make his balls shrivel up, ready to blow. If her hand wasn’t wrapped around the half-flaccid shaft of his penis, she wouldn’t have paid him any attention at all. Her gaze never left the screen of their television. Not once did she look his way.

Grimacing, Matthew dug his fingers into the dark leather of the couch-like chair. He was so, so, so close and she needed to pick up the pace. His lover, the beauty herself, was edging him by accident, the pace of her dull wanking was not quick enough to make him cum. He stared at her oval-shaped, tanned face. Her looks could usually drive him past the point of no return. But Matthew was impatient. So with a careful thrust, he tried to fuck her hand.

Thea paused immediately and slowly looked his way, cocking a dumb eyebrow at him. She stole his stimulation away and it felt excruciating. Matthew wanted to cum. Matthew needed to cum. Thea, pursing her painted lips, sent him a cold stare. Matthew shrivelled up under her harsh gaze, lowering his head to look up at her, submissively. She was unyielding and simply held his shrinking cock in the palm of her hand. Matthew needed to act quickly.

“I’m so sorry.”, he mumbled.

Thea rolled her eyes at him and kept watching the television. For a moment, Matthew thought she wasn’t going to finish him off. Finally, he felt her fingers rearrange upon his flaccid shaft and started tugging the cockskin up and down, rapidly. His girlfriend had edged him for so long that his cock never had time to grow. Matthew felt his balls pull up, then gasped as the immense pressure became too much. Suddenly, he exploded. Torrent after torrent of warm sperm shot out of his shaft, right onto his own beige shirt.

He shivered, clutching the armrests with all the might he could muster. In his cloudy haven of pleasure, he couldn’t be less oblivious to where his cum flew. It stuck to his chest before it dribbled down across his belly, staining the brownish fabric. Thea noticed as she glanced his way, scoffing at the sight. Her hand left his cock, found his trousers and, wiped away the goo on her fingers onto the blue material with a soft sigh. Matthew only watched her, lovingly.

“T-.. Thank you.”

“Well. It’s your birthday.”

He tried to flash her a sweet smile but she looked away before he had the chance, turning her attention to the television show of which he did not know the name. Feeling the pace of his breathing slow down, he made quick work of stuffing his cock away. Zipping his pants, he stood up, adjusted his trousers and looked between Thea and her show, ponderingly.

“Can I-.. Can I get you anything?”

“Shush. I’m trying to watch.”

He nodded softly, attaching his belt to the buckle. His gaze momentarily found the black phone screen on the couch next to Thea and he was filled with dread. Questioning eyes stared up at him, snapping him out of his thoughts. He gave her a quick smile and hurried over for the bathroom. When he came, he needed to pee. As was the natural order.

With perked ears, he entered the lavatory and sat down on the toilet. There was no lock on the door but Matthew still decided to take the chance to sit. While it was unlikely that she had registered him entering the bathroom, it was just as unlikely that she would walk in on him during her show. Placing his elbows on his knees, he let his pee trickle against the marble bowl and, let his thoughts drift. Today was his birthday. Today, he turned twenty one.

Julia - his stepmother - woke him up. It was just shy of eight o’clock when the horrible melody that came with his old Samsung ran through the bedroom. Thea had beaten an all time record; releasing the loudest, most irritated grunt to date. Wisely, he left the room when he picked up and was met with a joyful, “Happy birthday, my little Matty!”

Not a word came from his sisters. Nor his stepsisters. If he had bothered to check through the seven new comments on his Facebook page, he imagined he’d find a few quickly scribbled congratulations. He was not however, tempted to be reminded of the fact that out of his four hundred friends, not even a dozen took the time to give him their greetings. Even Linda, married and with two children, had a tendency to forget about his special day.

It was particularly hurtful this year. Julia always planned a party for him at her house, his old childhood home. This year, Thea put her foot down and, decided they would not go. Her reason was the little black screen next to her on the couch. On any moment, the dark glass could light up with a text. If it did, Thea needed to run, promptly. It would be difficult to excuse herself if she sat at a dinner table, surrounded by his family. Matthew understood.

If Matthew stumbled upon a magic lamp that contained a genie, his three wishes would consist of spending his birthday with Thea at his side. When she finally woke up, several hours after him, he had suggested they go out to eat. Thea reminded him about the possibility of an incoming text and decided it would be best if he made them dinner in the apartment. When he suggested a trip to the stables, he was met with the same response.

Standing up, Matthew flushed and went to wash his hands. Squinting at himself in the mirror over the sink, he noticed the seedy cumstains on his clothes and, grabbing a grey hoodie and a new pair of stretchy jeans from the top of the washer, quickly changed. As he opened the door to the living room, he froze. Thea was on her phone, hurryingly tapping the screen with eager fingers. His shoulders sloped, a powerful wave of defeat washing over him.

“Who-.. Who is that, Thea?”

She didn’t hear him, didn’t care to hear him. It was impossible not to pick up on his words unless she thought to ignore him on purpose. He knew she would respond eventually, lift her gaze up at him with a hint of distaste on her features before her face lit up brightly to the new text that flew in on her phone. When she was on her phone, he was to be silent. The pace of his breath picked up and, his stomach churned. He waited for her with wide eyes.

He was invisible. Stuffing the phone into her pocket, she stood up from the couch and hurried over for the kitchen counter. Grabbing a banana, she quickly began to peel it.

“I won’t have time for dinner today.”, she said, casually, stuffing the tip of the banana between her lips to take a bite. “Corey called. He’s coming over. You should leave.”

He frowned, dropping his gaze to avoid her expectant eyes. Crossing his arms over his chest, he took a moment to build up the courage to mutter, “But it’s my birthday today.”

She cocked an eyebrow at him. “You know he always comes first, sweetheart. I will text you the moment he leaves. He probably won’t stay here all night.”

He watched as she finished the banana, flinching as she threw the peel in his direction with a brief, “Throw this in the dumpster on your way out.”.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Corey was a fireman. Even back in high school, Corey had the build of a greek god. His size had exploded to ridiculous proportions during his final year. With arms as huge as his, the choice to make a career out of saving kittens from trees did not come as a surprise to anyone. Since he first laid eyes on Corey, many years ago, it was crystal clear to Matthew that he was a winner. Tall, handsome, athletic with a bright future ahead.

He was not a stereotypical jock in every way. That is what bothered Matt the most. If he had simply been a dumb, muscular bully with good looks, that would’ve been okay. But Corey was one of a kind. And all the girls saw it. For so many years, Corey and Matthew had attended classes together. While they did spend a whole semester sitting next to each other, sharing a table in the back of the classroom, they were never quite friends.

Corey was his protector.

Perfect in every way, the child of Jesus Christ with a smile that lit up every woman that looked his way. He’d flirt with his classmates, teachers, the single mothers who stood waiting in the parking lot to pick up their stalling sons and daughters. His perfection was rooted so deep that if anyone as much as dared make a slightly inappropriate joke aimed at Matthew, Corey would shut them up with a mere handsome glance. All the girls noticed.

He was attractive, kind, popular, strong, good at sports, well-mannered and excelled in his classes, a mixture of all that is good neatly packed into one large, husky frame. His kindness is what Matthew found to be the most annoying thing about him. Because that is what all the girls swooned over. Not only could he protect them; he protected those who were too weak to protect themselves. Such as Matthew, the stable boy with the fine girlfriend.

Every once in a while, Matthew was able to convince himself that he was the man of the house. He lived in Thea’s apartment, rent-free due to the lack of a job. Once, he had to give Thea a jar that he just could not get the top off. His girlfriend succeeded. All of this would sometimes fade, paving way for a fragile sense of manhood and respect. In the house in which he grew up, these feelings never truly developed, constantly trampled down by a myriad of feminine shoes and snarky comments by mean sisters.

When he moved in with Thea, he thought it would be different. That she would see him as a powerful beacon upon which to lean if she was sad, frightened and needed to feel safe. On their last holiday, he felt - for a brief moment - like he imagined Corey must’ve felt like all the time.  He’d take charge, wrap a comforting arm around Thea and guide her safely through unknown streets. The illusion of manhood shattered quickly when Thea was the one who had to check out of their hotel. Because Matthew thought it too awkward.

At the beginning of their relationship, Matthew was the man and Thea was the woman. As their partnership progressed, it seemed like their roles slowly reversed. His girlfriend did not seem bothered by the fact at all, her usual dull and indifferent demeanor remained dull and indifferent. She seemed to favour being the top, the one who made all the important decisions. Matthew, content with being the passive partner in their relationship, happily let her rule. It wasn’t until Thea met Corey that he realized his grave mistake.

Matthew had no idea where to go. All he knew was how to obey her. So he grabbed his wallet, phone and the keys to her car, heading out into the hallway. In the elevator, he hesitated to press the button. It was his birthday, his day, and all he wanted was to spend the day with her. She had left for the bathroom promptly after telling him to leave. There, she’d spend the next forty minutes, getting ready for him. Getting ready to take cock.

Clenching his fists, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then forced himself to press the button that would take him four floors down. She was likely in the process of putting on her makeup now, carefully applying dark mascara to her lashes only for Corey to make it run down her cheeks as she made her best attempt to swallow up his dick. Then, she’d put on something nice only for Corey to tear it off when he wants to stuff his cock between her tits.

Not for a second did Thea ever think to dress up for his birthday.

When the elevator doors went up, Matthew dragged his feet towards the exit. Outside, all the residents shared a sizeable parking lot. It operated on a first come, first serve basis and as Thea used the car earlier that day, he needed to take a moment to look for it. His chest suddenly tightened. Corey, slamming the door shut on a blue Honda coupe, began making his way across the parking lot, heading straight for Matthew. He was early.

Spinning on his heels, Matthew darted back inside and looked around. There was nowhere to hide, the narrow hallway only contained a staircase, the single elevator and a series of green mailboxes. He shot a bullet of a glance over his shoulder. Corey hadn’t noticed him, completely occupied with his phone. He was likely texting Thea, letting her know he was downstairs and was expecting to find her bent-over the couch in but a minute. Likely texting his girlfriend. Matthew, glaring at the floor, snapped out of his thoughts.

Would Corey take the stairs or the elevator? It was his only two choices. There was no way he could escape out of the entrance in time. Corey would see him then. He could take the elevator all the way up. But where would he go? And what if Corey took the stairs? He couldn’t stomach the idea of running into him, nod at him like an old friend, remove his presence so that Corey could fuck his girlfriend senseless in private.

Stairs. Corey would certainly take the elevator. In truth, nobody chose the stairs. It was just an alternative exit in the case of a fire. But Corey, a fireman, had probably broken out his fair share of victims trapped in elevators. Perhaps he didn’t like them? If anyone could take the stairs up the four stories it took to reach Thea without breaking a sweat, it was Corey.

Time was running out. Corey was on his trail. He needed to make a choice. For a final time, his glance flicked between the elevator and the staircase. Then he leapt for the staircase. In the background, he heard the front door slide open with a bit of a squeak. He ran up the staircase until he was just out of sight, sat down and waited, panting quietly. Footsteps sounded in the hallway below. Matthew froze, waiting for the sound of the elevator.

It never came and, the footsteps never ceased to come closer. Widening his eyes, it took Matthew all too long to realize that Corey also chose the stairs. He only caught a glimpse of short, blonde hair before he turned, struggled to his feet and ran. He heard Corey pause behind him, then continue. Matthew didn’t care. He couldn’t face him. Not now. Not on his birthday, with his girlfriend waiting upstairs. Waiting for Corey.

He ran, ran and ran. Until he was out of breath and, his pulse was banging in his ears like a loud drum. There was nowhere else to run but up. For every floor that he passed, he’d take a quick look around. But unless he was able to enter one of the apartments, there was nowhere to hide. It was just empty hallway upon empty hallway. Nor was he able to escape into the elevator, stuck downstairs, unlikely to reach him in time.

He sprinted up to the fourth floor - their floor - and realized just how doomed he was. It was the top floor, the end of the line. In his panic, the thought hadn’t even occurred to him. Now he was stuck, left to face Corey and his no doubt arrogant smile. Approaching footsteps drove him to do the only thing he could do; run for his own door.

Matthew snuck into his own apartment like a thief on the prowl. With utmost care, he closed the door behind him, careful not to make the slightest sound. As expected, Thea was nowhere to be seen. She’d spend the next three hours getting ready if she could. He heard the rays of the shower from behind the door to the bathroom. He had time to figure out where to go, what to do. Looking around, Matthew pondered, bit his lip.

There was a loud knock on the door. Immediately, the shower was turned off. Matthew, gasping, sent a wide-eyed stare at the front door, then the door to the bathroom. He was trapped, the cheese on a sandwich between two deadly pieces of bread. Their apartment consisted of three rooms. No wall separated the kitchen from the living room, leaving only the bathroom - currently occupied by Thea - and the bedroom. As his gaze flew for the bedroom door, a part of Matthew was well aware of what a terrible idea this was.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

As Matthew dropped upon all fours and awkwardly rolled up under the bed, he told himself that he had no choice. When he crept into the modest space, laying underneath a hefty mattress that hovered only a few inches over his thin frame, he convinced himself that this was the only possible way he could escape the humiliation of being seen by Corey. All he could hope for now was that Corey wanted to fuck in the living room, not in the bedroom.

As he laid there, he listened intently. He heard the bathroom door slide open, a series of impatient knocks on the front door a little further away, then a pair of faint voices. The floor under the king-sized bed was clean; Matthew had washed under it a few days ago. In the midst of his naivety, he cleaned the apartment in time for his birthday, hoping that Thea would appreciate it so much that she’d celebrate it with him and exclusively him.

He was wrong.

If it hadn’t been for the shivering, he might’ve been quite comfortable where he lay, hidden away, protected from view. So full of adrenaline, he couldn’t stop shaking. He’d have been even more comfortable if it wasn’t for the sweat that ran down his back, the dryness in his mouth from sprinting up a four-floor staircase. What really would’ve made his day was if the constant girlish giggle in the living room did not stem from the presence of another man.

They were talking. At least that is what he thought. He couldn’t make out the words but he knew that they were in the living room. Her laughter rang through the apartment. Matthew couldn’t remember the last time he made her laugh this way. Grinding his teeth, he realized that she’d barely move her lips if he made the greatest joke of all time. Corey could probably make her laugh by smacking her square in the face. The thought infuriated him.

Anger wouldn’t get him anywhere. The true nature of their relationship was established long ago. Thea wasn’t happy with him. She could be, she said, if he accepted that he was not enough and, that she needed more. His whole life revolved around her. If she hadn’t already stolen his heart with her sheer beauty, there was also the matter of the apartment. Breaking up with her meant moving back in with his stepmother. Begging her to take pity on him.

So he agreed. There was never much of a discussion. But he gave her his consent. Gave her free reigns to do as she pleased. The subject of an open relationship was never on the table. Thea simply suggested she’d be more happy if she could get fucked by another man from time to time. It was only fair. She put up with him, let him live rent-free. She didn’t mind his feminine nature or his lack of confidence. She just needed to feel a real man, sometimes.

Her happiness was more important to him than anything else in the world. So he gave her his consent, wafted her out of the apartment to pluck an attractive fish from the big sea. His only wish was that she’d stop bringing home the big, handsome hunks, reeking of confidence, arrogance and success. Everything he didn’t have. He was terrified of the day she’d decide to break it off with him. Pursue one of her lovers. The day never came.

Matthew, in an attempt to drive his thoughts away, fetched his phone from his pocket. Chatter still came from the living room. If she was going to fuck another man on his birthday, she could at least have the decency to get it over with quickly. Deep down he knew that the fate of his celebration lay solely in the hands of Corey. He had her wrapped around his little finger. In a moment of pure curiosity, he typed Corey’s name into Facebook on his phone.

Women, women, women. His entire profile was full of them. They liked his photos, commented on his pictures and even starred in most of them. His profile picture, depicting a shirtless Corey on the beach, contained six women in total. They crawled on him, clutched him, clawed at him. It looked like they were trying to suffocate him with their half-naked bodies. Scrolling through his profile, Matthew felt a pang of newfound jealousy.

He didn’t see other women. When he was with Thea, they might as well not exist. All he cared about was her. She was the only one for him. He struggled to rid himself of the thought that perhaps it didn’t matter much if he chose to stay away from other women. He was still unable to comprehend how she chose Corey over him. She must know that she’s sharing him with so many more. Why isn’t she happy when she can have someone all for herself?

The sound of the bedroom door slamming open made him flinch. Wet noises of sloppy kissing filled the little room. Corey had shut her up with his tongue. From where he lay, in the cover of the bed, he could only make out their feet, quickly approaching the mattress. He froze and held his breath. When Thea and Corey had been in the living room - a moment earlier - their presence had felt so faint, so far away. In his mind, he had convinced himself that his girlfriend would get in the couch. That he would be safe, hidden away under the bed.

Matthew didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t hold his breath anymore and, desperate from the lack of air, sucked in a new mouthful of air a little too loudly. The pair paused for a moment. His eyes went wide. He heard how they stopped kissing, stopped moaning.

Don’t look under the bed.

Don’t look under the bed.

Don’t look under the bed.

Thea’s dainty feet, sporting pink socks full of Disney princesses, suddenly left the floor. He caught on to how she gasped, then giggled wildly as Corey brought her closer to the mattress. Matthew was able to exhale in relief just as Thea was flung down upon the bed, bouncing up and down on the springs. She hit him with a heavy thud. The mattress came down, banging against his frame, smacking him in the face, over and over.

It hurt. Particularly the half-circle springs, crafted out of thin steel that stung as it hit him. Her weight sunk the mattress until the springs only hovered about an inch over his face. Suddenly, the space underneath the bed felt incredibly cramped. There was barely space left to move whatsoever and, he felt a sudden rush of claustrophobia. If the weight of his girlfriend alone threatened to suffocate him, what’d happen when Corey lunged after her?

He didn’t wait to find out. Gently edging over the floor, as quietly as possible, Matthew tried to shift his weight closer to the side of the bed. He needed to get his face out from under the bed, else he risked the passionate couple choking him to death, unknowingly. As he struggled to slide across the floor, without the help of his arms, he felt what must be Corey mounting the mattress at the bottom of the bed frame and began to consider what his gravestone would say if he was to experience demise by the strength of Corey’s hips.

It was a large bed but, he made it out in time. For a split second, he hesitated, feeling Corey crawl up towards Thea’s ceaseless snickers. He ran the risk of getting caught if he stuck his head out of the mattress but, the pair of lovers lay in the middle of the king-sized mattress and seemed too preoccupied to suddenly cast a glance down at him. Escape was impossible. He’d get caught for sure and it would be far more embarrassing.

So all he did was sneak his head out of the sinking mattress. Panic struck him momentarily as the additional weight of Corey pressed the mattress all the way down on his frame. He felt lucky to have gotten out in time, however, now he was without the ability to move. It pressed down on his chest, stomach, thighs, trapping him firmly in place. He swallowed as silently as he possibly could, left to stare up at the white ceiling to the sounds of their cuddling.

Thankfully, Thea was not the sort of princess who felt a pea under her mattress. For under the hefty weight of the couple, rolling around, exchanging spit and clutching each other with uncontrollable lust, little Matthew had woken up from his slumber. Blood had rushed to his penis in response to the pressure on his crotch. Now his meek boner throbbed violently each time the bump they made squished his junk through the masses of mattress.

It was uncomfortable. There was a constant strain on his chest, making it a little difficult to breathe. One of the steel springs pressed right down on his bent boner. What made it all worse was the noises from above. Thea moaned and Corey grunted. He felt them shift around on the mattress in unison. Suddenly, a stark, pink thong flew over the top of his head, landing somewhere in the corner. Thea’s hand dropped over the side of the bed, dropping right onto view, right over his face. Her fingers scratched the sheets like that of a cat.

“I wanna take you from behind.”, he heard Corey growl. No protest came from Thea, writhing around on top of him, clutching the sheets until her fingers grew pale while she panted like a deliciously hot mess. Matthew had no idea what Corey was doing to her. No matter what it was, it clearly drove her wild. Before he had time to ponder on the scene that unfolded on top of him, he heard Thea scream, playfully, as her weight left the middle of the bed.

Rolling towards his face.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

Watching on in sheer disbelief, Matthew first caught a glimpse of a pair of large, manly feet that slid backwards out from the edge of the mattress. Pressure upon his chest grew. His shoulders and arms, pinned to the floor, was left utterly helpless. So deep did the mattress sink, that the edge squished down on his throat. Suddenly, sneaking his head out from the safe confines of the underside of the bed seemed like a terrible idea.

Two feet were approaching his face. He could see how Corey crawled out of the bed. By some miracle, probably the sight of Thea, he had decided to dismount backwards. By some miracle, he placed his feet down on each side of his head. But what met Matthew next was a frightening sight. Half-flaccid, the fattest cock he had ever seen now hung over his face. It was curved a little upwards, full of throbbing veins. The belly of the beast partly rested upon a pair of full, cum-churning, hairy nuts, swinging back and forth, gently.

He was so much bigger. Matthew couldn’t understand how such a cock could possibly fit in little Thea. His Thea. He gasped, then cringed, a drop of something wet dripping from the swaying, swelling cock right down upon his face. Corey, oblivious to Matthew between his feet, reached out to grab Thea, then yanked her towards him. Her pale backside came into view, sticking out over the edge of the bed. Her little flower beamed down at him.

He was going to fuck her over his face.

Matthew tried to wriggle, gently. It was useless. He found himself trapped under the mattress like he was a little mouse in a mousetrap. Over his face, Thea purred, then shook her posterior. Corey, scoffing at the sight, wrapped a hand around his cock, hoisted it up and pointed it at Thea, slowly leaning closer. Unable to escape, he was left with a front row view as the bulbous head of the thick dick pressed against the smooth nether lips with a squelch.

A groan of pleasure scurried throughout the bedroom as the mushroom-shaped tip slid right up the hairless snatch. He could see how Corey flexed his thighs, tightened his firm buttocks and drove his hips forward, feeding his hungry girlfriend inch upon inch of fat cock. He saw how her plump buttocks shook as Corey sent a sharp smack for her rear. She flinched and ushered a little yelp as his large hand clashed with her doughy bum.

With a simple backwards thrust, she broke his heart into a million little pieces. In response to his firm slap, she eagerly pushed her butt against the cock which split her velvet lips open. It was unbelievably large, the little pussy hugging the thick dick tightly, forced to spread around the fat girth. It clutched him, pulled his sizeable manhood deeper and deeper inside. She froze as her little flower bit over more than it could chew. But he kept thrusting deeper.

Matthew flinched as his girlfriend screamed. Her voice leaked with joyous pleasure. He could do nothing but lie and watch as Corey tamed her upon his thick shaft. He wielded his manhood with such confidence, it was clear that he knew just how big he was. His mighty ballsack, full of dark pubes, looked intimidatingly huge. If he didn’t know better, Matthew would think that the stench of his balls reached his nose. He grimaced at the sight.

Corey shifted his position, placing a foot awfully close to his face. His toes were not even an inch away now and, Matthew tensed up further. It was ridiculous how Corey did not see him, he thought to himself, then realized that if Thea’s ass was pointing at him, he’d probably not be able to notice much else either. Her curvaceous buttocks demanded attention. So large they were, ample with doughy padding and broader than her very shoulders.

It was a fantastic ass. But it wasn’t his. Corey, thrusting his cock balls deep inside, half-leant upon Thea while he steadied himself. Matthew was now met with the sight of his buttocks, clenched together in the pleasure of bottoming out in the softness of her slit. Corey took a deep breath, withdrew a little, then drove himself into her. His pelvis clashed with her rear and made the pair of pale globes wobble, gently. Thea, mewling, begged him with her bum and shook her buttcheeks, then seemed to bend over, parting her legs to invite him in.

Corey happily obliged. His hips shot forward, plunging into the vibrating backside, beginning to pound away at the hefty bottom with a steady rhythm. Slurping filled his ears. It stemmed from her flower, which had evidently began to leak. Drops of juice dribbled down from the swollen lips, clutching on to the skin from a gradually thinning string. It threatened to fall upon his face. Matthew swallowed softly, unable to take his eyes away.

He slid in- and out of her with ease. She was so wet, easily taking the fat dick, swallowing the thick shaft as Corey squished himself into her, then desperately held on to the massive member as it retracted from the velvet depths. He saw how Corey placed his hands on her hips, digging his nails into the skin to hold her steady. He heard how Thea gasped, tried to wriggle out of his grip and, eventually giving up, let him hold her still, obediently.

It was as if he was covered in an invisible cloak. Neither of them paid him any attention. It didn’t matter that they didn’t know he was there. In the back of his mind, a meek voice told him that they probably wouldn’t care about him even if they knew where he was. She’d save him later. After she got her dose of big dick. Until she was satisfied, Matthew could choke for all she cared. He wasn’t sure if this would be her reaction. But he couldn’t muffle the voice.

His hairy balls assailed the back of her thighs, slapping her ceaselessly with each vicious thrust. Corey was picking up the pace, assaulting the poor bottom, punishing the pink flower with his veiny hammer. Matthew saw the sweat glistening on their skin, reflecting the light that came flowing through the window in the bedroom. The string that held on to the drop of her oh-so-sweet juice gave in. It dropped down on his forehead with an inaudible splash.

She was soaking wet. When Corey withdrew for a moment, left the throbbing rod to point out at the air, her juices flowed from the gaping flower down between her thighs. She whined unhappily, begging him to put it back in, stuff her with his meat. He entered her with a sloppy squelch and rearranged his stance, then furiously started to hump her.

“Whap! Whap! Whap!”

She started to moan, whorishly. His dicking brought her lips to life, gave her a voice. It made her squeal, plead and beg. His buttocks clenched each time his crotch smacked into her voluptuous bottom. His sturdy thighs, on each side of Matthew, shook. He leaned his torso over her, out of sight. Matthew couldn’t see what was happening. He could only hear how Corey released a guttural growl and began rutting Thea like she was a bitch in heat. His bitch.

In a fit of pleasure, Corey roared, then exploded. His cock, buried deep between the pink, swollen lips over his face, convulsed with each rope he so clearly shot into her. His balls wrinkled up a little, retracted, while he came. Matthew, full of awe, gawked up at the sight with his lips and eyes wide open. He heard Thea release a high-pitched scream of joy. She was so close now, furiously bucking her hips back against him.

He saw how Corey wrapped his arms under her belly, keeping her firmly in place while he shook dramatically, shooting his load inside of her. Teasingly, Thea tried to escape. He held on to her, pressed her butt against his pelvis, dumping his gooey load between her wet lips, mercilessly. For a moment, they were one, a single entity, mashed together in a mixture of sheer passion and wild lust. They were panting heavily when Corey clapped her on the side of her ass and muttered.

“I’ve gotta go.”

“Mmmm.”

She only grunted in response. Corey, with his big cock, fucked her senseless, right out of her mind. Now he was going to leave her, abandon her on the messy bed with a flower full of his sperm. Now, as Corey was done, she’d be left for Matthew. He glared up at the balls over his face, tried to burn them off with his gaze. Corey, casually, pulled out with a shaky sigh. When he left his fat, flaccid cock to dangle, a rope of cum oozed out of his dripping peehole. When it broke off from the bulbous head, it splattered right down on Matthew’s face.

Miraculously, Corey stepped over his face, oblivious to his presence. Strolling out of sight, he reappeared, clutching a bundle of clothes. Exiting the bedroom, he still didn't spot the little head that was sticking out from under the mattress. Matthew, left with a fat line of nutbutter square across his face, watched as the bottom over his face stirred, disappearing out of view. When the front door shut, loudly, he finally felt her rise.  Getting out of bed, lazily heading for the bathroom.

Exhausted, Matthew lay still for a moment longer. He felt the ballcream dribble down through his eyebrow and had to close an eye. His arms were no longer trapped. Yet he did not feel like moving whatsoever. While he contemplated on whether or not he should crawl back underneath the cover of his bed to hide, he heard the toilet flush, then heard his phone pling.

His phone! He had forgotten it! Did Thea hear it?

He froze up for a while and simply listened. It wasn’t until he heard her turn the shower on - again - that he dared to make a move. He knew who texted him. It wasn’t the first text Thea sent him, telling him it was okay to come home now. He knew it wouldn’t be the last. He could not get the image out of his head; the fat cock, the hairy balls. He needed to take his mind off of it. Off of Corey. And little Thea. She'd be there for him now. Finally, they could celebrate his birthday. And that was all that mattered. So in an attempt to drive the terrible thoughts away, he half-heartedly retrieved his phone and typed in his password. One new text from Thea flashed up on his screen. With a dull sigh, he opened it up, then squealed and dropped the phone.

“You can come out from under the bed now, babe.”

The End
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