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		Part One: Reparations

		

		It was her senior year at the University of Virginia and Ashley Barnes needed to fulfill her cultural diversity requirement.

		She wasn't looking forward to this.

		A lot of her sorority sisters had taken classes in the Gender Studies department, but Ashley wasn't too keen on that idea. Ashley felt like she was everything that the Gender Studies girls were trying to distance themselves from.

		For starters, she was blonde, pretty, with big blue eyes. She had an attractively curvy body that she didn't mind showing off in tiny shorts and tight tops. She was old fashioned too. She liked cooking and expected men to be able to change the oil in her car. Even worse, Ashley had been born into a family which could provide her with nice things: a six-bedroom house, expensive summer vacations, a great education, tennis camps, piano lessons, nice clothes, ski trips, and a brand-new BMW when she turned sixteen.

		Which is why Ashley knew that there was no way that she could spend a whole semester reading the collected works of Gloria Steinem. Instead, Ashley decided to take a class in the African-American Studies department.

		It was about black people.

		How hard could it be?

		According to the syllabus, the class was an introduction to African-American culture. They would start with slavery and work their way up to the present day.

		Like most survey courses, it was a big class held in one of the auditoriums. Right off, Ashley was surprised by the appearance of the students. Of the three hundred students, there were maybe only thirty or forty actual African-Americans. And most of them were student athletes who all bunched up together like some sort of pack. The rest were white kids like Ashley. And even more interesting, most of them were females.

		One day, while Ashley was waiting for class to begin, the pale brunette sitting next to her said, "This is probably my favorite class. I love telling my parents that I'm writing a paper on black superiority. You should see my dad. It's the only time I've ever seen his face turn purple. Full purple. The best part is: he's the one paying for the class."

		Ashley smiled politely, but she wasn't sure what the appropriate response was. She knew that it wasn't uncommon for some white girls to flaunt interracial relationships in front of their parents. Most likely it was a way of getting attention from mothers and fathers who were being neglectful.

		The pale brunette's name was Erin Farmer. Ashley could tell just by looking at her that Erin wasn't in a sorority. Erin was certainly a very beautiful young woman, even striking. But she was way too arty-looking to be a Greek. Erin often wore headscarves, and homemade jewelry, and dresses that looked like they were from the 70's.

		And yet, despite their differences, Ashley and Erin began sitting next to one another in class, oftentimes sharing notes or proofreading each other's writing assignments.

		It wasn't long before Ashley realized that one of Erin's favorite things to do was vocalizing sensational thoughts.

		"Well," said Erin one day, "I think I should totally get some extra credit in this class. Because last night I definitely did my best in making sure one African-American male got his reparations."

		"Reparations?" Ashley said, looking over at her friend.

		Erin nodded and grinned. "My pussy is so sore. Holy fuck. I could barely walk to class today. I guess that's what I get for being a white girl with a bubble butt."

		Ashley did that nervous laughter thing she always did when Erin said something shocking. Then she said, "Oh my God, Erin! You're so crazy! I've never met anyone like you before."

		"Oh, that's right," Erin said. "You're still dating those whiteboys. Um, why do you even bother? You're in college. I'm pretty sure that this the time you're supposed to experiment."

		Ashley just rolled her eyes. "No all of us are so ...liberal."

		Erin made a scoffing sound and flipped open her laptop. As she was signing in, she said, "What's the name of your boyfriend again?"

		"Chris," said Ashley, not sure where this was headed. "His name is Chris."

		"Uh-huh," said Erin, distractedly looking at the computer screen now. "And how long have you been going out?"

		Ashley knew the answer to the day, but pretended like the information was hard to remember. "Well, I guess, almost a year."

		"Uh-huh," said Erin again, turning the computer screen so that Ashley could now see it. "And does Chris have a body like this?"

		For a while Ashley just sat there staring at the picture on Erin's laptop. She was shocked into silence. It wasn't that she'd never seen a picture of a naked man before. She'd seen her fair share. After all, there was this thing called the Internet and girls got just as curious as boys did.

		But at the same time Ashley Barnes had certainly never seen a picture like this.

		"Oh dear," she managed to mutter, her eyes wide with interest.

		The guy looked like he was cut from stone, his skin polished ebony. Everything about him was so ripped, so incredibly masculine. He didn't have a six-pack, he had an eight-pack. His flat stomach, his wide chest, his broad shoulders --it was like everything about him seemed designed to garner female attention.

		Though what Ashley found herself looking at the most had nothing to do with his upper body.

		It was beautiful --long and thick and all one dark color. He wasn't even hard, but Ashley guessed that he was at least twice as big as Chris. Until that moment, she didn't even know that they made guys like that.

		Overwhelmed with strange sensations coursing through her, Ashley's eyelids fluttered and she could feel her nipples become hard and pointed beneath her lacey white bra. She didn't even realize that she'd automatically started licking her lips and arching her back so that her ass poked out.

		"Who is that?" Ashley said after she managed to regain enough composure to talk. Tucking a few fugitive strands of wispy blonde hair behind her ear, she said, "I mean..."

		"I thought so," said Erin, with a knowing look. "Yeah, we've been dating for a couple of months now. As you can clearly see, all men are not created equal."

		Ashley nodded in agreement. "You're lucky. He's beautiful. He has a beautiful, uh, body."

		"Yeah, just don't tell him that," Erin said. "He already thinks that he's God's gift to women. When we go out to the clubs I have to beat off all the little snow bunny hoes with a stick. But I'm not letting anyone near my man!"

		Ashley tried imagining Erin dressed up in some club attire, hanging on the arm of this black Adonis, while trying to scare off a bunch of other sex-crazed white women. Considering the fact that a few decades ago, blacks and whites had different bathrooms, she considered this to be a sign of the times. Things had changed a lot. And very quickly.

		No wonder some white guys hated interracial relationships so much. They used to have worry about big black men coming and taking away attractive white women. Now they had to worry about attractive white women fighting over big black men.

		Ashley was abruptly yanked from her thoughts when she heard someone clear their throat. She startled, turned around in her seat, her cheeks ruddy with a mixture of excitement and embarrassment.

		He was much older than most of the other students. He had to be a least forty with very black skin and a shaved head. He had small, somewhat narrow eyes, but large facial features and a jaw line which was too masculine. When he saw what Ashley and Erin were looking at on the computer, his eyes creased with delight and his large purple lips turned upwards.

		"I was going to ask you two beautiful ladies if you had notes from the last class," he said with a lecherous grin. "But I can see that you're taking African-American Studies to a whole new level."

		He started laughing. Cruelly.

		Ashley looked over at her friend, but even bold and brassy Erin looked somewhat embarrassed by what was going on.

		Presently, both white girls seemed to be searching for a hole in the ground that they could fall into.

		The same could not be said for their new friend. Looking directly at the pretty blonde one, the older black man extended his hand and said, "I'm DeShawn. If you ever need some help in your African-American studies, I'd love to teach you. I can ride my students a little hard, but I'm firm and loving."

		"Oh sure," muttered Ashley, noticing how small and fragile her little white hand looked as it was swallowed up in DeShawn's huge dark grasp.

		

		

		

		Part Two: Shameful Family Secret

		

	
		Ordinarily, Ashley would have turned off her iPod as soon as she entered the lecture hall for her African-American Studies class. But today she deliberately left the music blaring in her ears as she shuffled in with her head down.

		As soon as Erin looked up she could tell that something was wrong today. Ashley didn't just look like she'd been up all night. She looked like she'd been crying all night. Wishing to comfort her friend, Erin leaned over and put her arms around Ashley.

		"Let me guess," Erin said in a soft voice. "I take it you're having some boyfriend problems."

		"As a matter of fact," Ashley said, "we did sort of have a fight. I should probably change my relationship status. Not that I expected that to last forever."

		Today Erin was wearing a sassy red ribbon in her hair and lipstick to match. "Well, the good news is that you look like you've got all the tears out of the way. That's always the hardest part."

		Ashley smiled, but shook her head no. Only after sitting there for a while did she start to explain what had happened yesterday.

		It started --of all places-- in the library. Ashley was doing the research she needed to complete an extra credit assignment for African-American Studies. Each student was supposed to trace their family lineage as far back as possible. Ashley knew that the assignment shouldn't have been too difficult since her family was supposed to have been in Virginia for a very long time.

		And after only a couple of hours, Ashley traced her father's side of the family all the way back to the early 1800's --where she found out that they been prosperous slave traders!

		On the verge of bursting into laughter, Erin said, "For real? So that's why you have been crying? Because you found out that your family used to be slave traders?"

		Feeling a sudden rush of embarrassment, Ashley asked her friend to please keep it down. She didn't want everyone in the African-American Studies department to know her family's dirty secrets. Moreover, this wasn't something that she was taking lightly. She told Erin that as soon as she uncovered her shameful past, she felt this tremendous amount of guilt. She couldn't believe that she was part of a family that would do such a thing.

		"They sold people," Ashley said to Erin in strict confidence. "They bought and sold people like those people were nothing more than farm animals. Can you imagine? I mean, it's one thing to hear about that stuff from a history professor. But it's another thing to find out that you're part of a family which profited from human slavery. I feel like I have this dirt on me now that no amount of soap or bathing will ever get off. I feel utterly disgusted."

		After that Ashley collapsed on her desk, visibly exhausted.

		Erin waited and then nudged Ashley to get her attention. "Listen, I think that you're being too hard on yourself. Just sitting there feeling sorry for yourself won't help anyone. If you're really feeling guilty, why don't you try and do something about it?"

		This time Ashley straightened up and turned toward Erin in exasperation. "Well, I don't exactly have a time machine. So I'm not sure how I'm supposed to make things better."

		Erin laughed. "If you're really worried about racial relationships in this country, I think I might have an interesting suggestion."

		Ashley's eyes narrowed as she saw Erin gesture to the back of the classroom.

		The girls turned at the same time.

		DeShawn was sitting all alone, his feet spread out wide. Today he was wearing baggy jeans and a Cincinnati Bengals jersey that almost came down to his knees. When he saw the two white girls looking up at him his face broke out into a big inviting grin.

		"No way," Ashley said, finally starting to understand what her friend meant. "That's not exactly what I was talking about."

		"What? I'm not saying you have to sleep with him."

		"That's just wrong," Ashley said. "Besides, he's almost as old as my dad."

		"Not your type huh?"

		"I normally date cute boys," Ashley said.

		"Well he's definitely not a boy. That's a man there."

		Still grinning, DeShawn raised his hand and gave the girls a friendly little wave. They waved back.

		"It's kind of like racial karma," Erin explained. "Just let him take you on a nice date. I'm sure you'll feel better. Just keep an open mind."

		"Oh shit," Ashley said.

		"What?" Erin said.

		Ashley was freaking out. "He's coming over here."

		Erin smiled. "Perfect."

		

		

		

		Part Three: Getting Ready for DeShawn

		

	
		Glancing at the clock, Ashley decided that it was time to get ready for her date with DeShawn.

		It was so weird. She still couldn't believe that she was actually going through with this. Part of her knew that she just wanted to make Chris jealous. And boy, the look on his face when she told him that she had a date with a "black dude from my African-American class" almost made all of this totally worth it.

		Of course, Chris had no reason to worry. It wasn't like Ashley had the least bit of interest in a forty year-old black guy who wore skullcaps and dressed like a teenager. Racial karma or no, Ashley Barnes still had her standards.

		But at least Ashley would have one of those crazy college stories to tell her friends one day.

		After laying out her clothes, she headed for the shower. Hot water splashing on her body, Ashley made sure that everything was smooth. The soft sponge moved over her body, washing her skin. It felt invigorating, giving her body a refreshing feeling.

		With the smell of lavender in the air, she took extra time to make sure that all of her pubic hair was gone. She wanted her pussy completely bald. It had nothing to do with her date. It wasn't like DeShawn had any real chance of seeing her panties --much less what was underneath her panties. Ashley just liked the feeling of having everything clean and soft.

		Ashley rinsed off the soap and turned the water off. She wiped her eyes before stepping from her shower and into the warmth of the room. Grabbing a pink towel, she wrapped it around her body --just as her phone started to ring. It was her mother.

		"Hey dear," Ashley' mother said. "I'm just calling to make sure that you didn't forget about next week."

		"Next week?" Ashley said.

		"It's your father's forty-eighth birthday. We've got a room at the country club already rented. In case you're wondering, you're giving him a new set of Callaways. They are golf clubs."

		"Oh good," Ashley said. "How generous of me."

		"Are you bringing anyone?" her mother asked.

		"Mom, I'm not sure. Things with Chris are sort of complicated right now. We're going through a rough patch. Can I get back to you on that later?"

		"Well I have to admit that I'm a little disappointed. But I saw the way you two were all cozy last time. My money is definitely on Chris these days."

		"Mom... I got to go."

		Her mother harrumphed. "I take it you're in the library now, making the most of your educational opportunities?"

		"Not exactly," Ashley said. "I'm sort of getting ready for a date."

		"That's what I like to hear," her mother said. "Well, have fun dear. I won't keep you. If you want, feel free to let me know how things go. Also, your father said to make sure to tell you that it would be great if he had grandchildren before he was one hundred years-old."

		"Okay mom, I'll do my best."

		The two Barnes women exchanged their love and goodbyes and hung up.

		After that, Ashley dropped her towel and stared at her reflection. She liked her body. She knew that she was lucky to have such good genetics. Her breasts were high, not overly large, but just right for her slender frame. Her ass was round and high and curvy, sticking out like a Georgia peach. And now her hand moved over her waist where she found the belly ring she had there. She smiled giving it a tug and began to grab her underwear.

		They were black, something she'd splurged on at Victoria's Secret. The top barely contained her breasts and the bottom was a thong. Her shapely ass cheeks were fully exposed, the narrow strip of material in front showed most of her shaved pubic mound and the side straps were high on her sexy hips.

		Next Ashley took time to fix her hair. She flat ironed it, thinking that her long blonde hair would look great in the dress she was planning to wear.

		It was a sheer black halter dress with a plunging neck line and a very low back, going almost all the way down to the crack of her ass with a spaghetti tie midway up her back and another around her neck holding up the front of the dress. It was loose fitting, about 2/3 down the length of her thighs with high slits on each side, and was a light enough material that it fluttered as she walked through the bathroom. Along with the high heels she was wearing and hoop earrings she was a very sexy sight to behold.

		Again her phone started to ring. Ashley glanced down and saw that it was DeShawn. She picked it up and said with a slight Southern drawl, "Oh hey, DeShawn. I'm just about ready."

		"That's what's up!" Then he said jokingly, "So, you ready to get some extra credit in African-American studies tonight?"

		Ashley felt a little uncomfortable, but covered up her nervousness with a fluttering laugh that could have been mistaken for flirting.

		A few minutes later DeShawn was standing outside Ashley's front door. "Damn girl, you look fucking beautiful!" he said, unable to hide his excitement. "We don't even need to go to a restaurant. I'll just eat you up right here!"

		Ashley felt herself blush furiously. It suddenly occurred to her that maybe her wardrobe selections had been a little too risqué. She wasn't wearing anything she hadn't worn to a Greek formal. But the way DeShawn was looking at her now made her stomach slightly nauseous.

		"You look very nice too," Ashley said with a big fake smile.

		DeShawn, honestly, looked like he had just rolled out of bed. He was wearing camo jeans, a black skullcap, and an Oakland Raiders jersey which came down to his knees.

		"You ready, girl?" he said, extending his hand.

		"Oh absolutely," she said taking his hand.

		"I tried calling earlier, but your phone was busy."

		"Oh, sorry," Ashley said. "That was my mom. She called me."

		"Oh, really? Did you tell her you had a big date?"

		"Um, sort of," Ashley said.

		"Yeah, and what did she say?"

		Ashley hesitated. She thought about her mother's final message, the one about grandchildren, and decided that it wouldn't be appropriate to mention.

		DeShawn seemed to sense Ashley's inner conflict. He said, "Naw, I get it. I bet your momma doesn't want to hear that you got a big black man coming over for a date. And I know your daddy doesn't want to hear that."

		Again, Ashley laughed nervously.

		A moment later DeShawn opened the door to his El Camino and smiled at her as Ashley sat down. The car was in surprisingly good condition. It looked like he took very good care of things that belonged to him. Ashley watched as he walked around and sat down.

		The sorority girl was a little nervous now but she was trying to be casual. It wasn't a date, only two friends from class going out. She wasn't sure what to say, her nerves getting the better of her. DeShawn started up the car. Ashley watched his large black hands on the steering wheel, shifting gears.

		They drove away in silence.

		

	
		Part Four: African Medallion

		

		When DeShawn told her that made reservations at one of the classiest restaurants around, Ashley never thought he meant Red Lobster.

		She had never felt as self-conscious as she did when she walked up to the hostess stand with DeShawn. It seemed like everyone in the family restaurant stopped and turned to look at the scantily-clad blonde girl hanging on the arm of a black guy wearing a skullcap. For once, Ashley was glad that she couldn't read other peoples' minds.

		After dinner, Ashley said that she had to get home, but DeShawn was somewhat insistent. All he wanted her to do was stop in this quiet little place that had some good music.

		As it turned out, he meant a brand-new dance club.

		The dance club was a relatively new addition to downtown. It was in a 4-story renovated brick building. Only the first floor had been finished, the other 3-stories were empty with large openings in the front of each floor facing the street where windows were going to be installed. There were sixteen foot ceilings in the first floor, two bars, pool tables, and open air tables in the front. But the main focus of attention was the crowded dance floor in the middle of the room.

		When they reached the bar, DeShawn ordered some drinks. So far this night was nothing like what she'd envisioned. Ashley drank hers down quickly, glad to have something that might help her calm down a little. As soon as she finished the last of her drink DeShawn was holding up shot glasses for them to take.

		A couple of drinks later he asked Ashley if she wanted to dance. She was about to say no when this really great song came on --and she took it as a sign.

		The dance floor had a lot of people, but it wasn't too crowded.

		After a couple of songs, DeShawn put his hands on Ashley's waist and her arms came to rest on his shoulders. Both were thrusting their hips to the beat of the music, getting lost in the dazzle of the lights and drinks and heavy thudding bass.

		Then DeShawn said he was going back to the bar.

		Ashley decided to stay and dance by herself.

		The song changed. As she twisted her hips and spread her arms a hand came to rest on her hip. This was not unusual, often complete strangers would swing in for a dance and disappear into the crowd again. But the hand stayed and Ashley looked over her shoulder. DeShawn smiled at her from under his black skullcap. He was swaying in perfect rhythm with her own swaying ass. Ashley smiled at him as she continued to dance on.

		Another hand slid onto her other hip, holding her to the spot as they swung to the beat.

		The couple moved so well together. They were in perfect unison. Ashley couldn't believe this old black man could move so fluidly. His hands were holding her firmly but so gently. His head moved close to her shoulder as he moved into her body. The loud music was beating away as he ground his pelvis in behind her soft round butt.

		Ashley let out an involuntary moan as one hand moved further around her waist to rest on the soft roundness of her flat belly. His other hand reached for her hand as she felt his warm breath on her neck. Their fingers intertwined as he guided her from behind on the floor. She could feel his body so close to hers, the intensity of his touch sent a tingle through her young lithe body.

		Suddenly Ashley realized what was going on.

		The interracial couple had gained an audience. People were standing back and watching her and DeShawn. Her dress was bunched up around her waist and DeShawn was basically dry humping her in the middle of the dance floor.

		Ashley reacted by pulling her dress down first before heading for the front door.

		When DeShawn caught up with Ashley, they were already a few feet away from his El Camino.

		"Come on, baby. What's wrong? We're just dancing."

		"I'm sorry," Ashley said, "but I'd really like to go home now. I'd appreciate it if you would drive me home now, DeShawn."

		"You sure that you don't want to go back inside? I could get us some more drinks? And damn girl, I had no idea that you could dance like that. I thought white girls didn't know how to shake it like that."

		Ashley wouldn't be persuaded so easily. "I'm serious DeShawn. I'd like to go home now. Will you take me, or no?"

		Looking directly at her, DeShawn reached into his Oakland Raiders jersey and pulled out a black and gold medallion.

		"What is that?" she said.

		"It's this old artifact from Africa. My descendents were supposed to be these really powerful shaman. I've wanted to show you this all night. Just take a look and then I'll drive you home, okay?"

		"Fine, whatever."

		He began moving the medallion back and forth a few inches away from Ashley's face.

		"Is this supposed to be doing anything?" she asked skeptically.

		"Yeah, it's magic. It's going to hypnotize you," he said, laughing about it. "You're going to fall under my spell. Africans actually believe that there are such things as magical medallions. Aren't they so primitive?"

		Ashley laughed out loud. "Oh great, I can't wait. Seriously, I need to get home though."

		"Trust me," DeShawn said, "I will put you under a spell. But you can't make a person do what they don't already want to do. I'm just using the hypnotizing process as a way of channeling something which is already there."

		Ashley was about to respond, but her mind was suddenly blank. It was probably from all the drinks. It didn't help that she was so tired.

		Then DeShawn said, "Ashley, you are going to stop playing these silly games."

		"I'm going to stop playing these silly games," Ashley muttered back.

		DeShawn kept swinging the medallion back and forth. "Ashley, I want you to acknowledge that you are a beautiful young woman who is in desperate need of a strong dominant male to take you as his wife. You've probably been reading wedding magazines since you were ten. It's time, Ashley. You need a man. You need a big black man. That's why I want you to finally admit to yourself that the real reason you're here with me tonight is because more than anything else in the world you want me to fuck you, to make you cum, and to make love to you."

		"Hey," said Ashley in a sleepy voice now, "how did you know about my bridal magazines?"

		DeShawn smiled, keeping the medallion at the same slow pace. "Ashley, listen to my voice now. You've got a tight white little pussy and it's been tingling ever since you saw me tonight. I saw you looking at that picture of a big black cock. That image has stayed in your little head, I bet. Your body is ready to be with a real man, filling you up in ways that you've never experienced or imagined. After tonight, you will move into my house with me. I will treat you just like my wife. When you are not at school, you will clean my house and cook my food. I will repay you by keeping a roof over your beautiful blonde head and every night I will fuck you until you cum all over my big black dick. You are going to look so good pregnant."

		"Hm, grandchildren. Mom will be so happy," Ashley dreamily muttered.

		"Every morning you're going to rush to the mirror to see how beautiful your big, round, full tummy looks carrying my black son. You will enjoy buying new maternity clothes that expose your giant baby bump. You will go online and find cute little T-shirts that say "Black Baby on Board" and "I Heart Black Guys." You will buy those T-shirts and it will turn you on to walk around in such risqué clothing. You will tell your parents about us and be open about our relationship. You will tell them that I am your soul mate. You will tell them that you would give your life to save me. You will say: "Momma, I'm not just dating that man for his big black cock, I actually love him, heart and soul. We will always be together!"

		"Always," she repeated.

		"Nod once if you understand everything I've just said."

		Ashley nodded her head. "I understand," she muttered slowly.

		"Open your eyes," DeShawn said into her ear.

		Ashley blinked several times and started looking around, as if she was coming from some deep slumber.

		"See," DeShawn laughed still holding up the medallion. "I told you that it was silly. Just a bunch of damn nonsense. Some of that old crazyass Africa folklore."

		Ashley laughed politely. "Well, thanks for everything. But I better get back to my place. I still have a bunch of studying to do, even though I'll probably spend the first two hours on Facebook, instead of doing anything productive, hehehe."

		"Sure you have to go sexy?"

		Ashley recoiled a little. "I really do."

		"Wait, Ashley, before we go..."

		Ashley stopped and turned. Before she knew what was happening DeShawn was grabbing her by the waist, effortlessly pulling her body into his own with his strong arms. "I've been dying to touch that juicy ass of yours all night."

		Ashley couldn't believe it. His audacity enraged her. She put her hands up to block him, but all at once she could feel her body melting. Fighting this man was a losing battle, not only against his superior strength, but also to her inner most cravings.

		Secretly, she'd been aroused by the thought of their union. His muscles and masculinity excited her. She loved the way her skin looked pressed up against his. It thrilled her in the most animistic way now. Opposites attract. And in so many ways she felt like he was her exact opposite. It was beyond arousing. Yes, she wanted to stand next to this man in her wedding dress and tell the world that she was giving herself to him completely. Yes, she wanted to carry his child. Yes, she did want to grow old with him.

		

		

		

		Part Five: The Natural Order of Things

		

	
		Before long they pulled into a parking lot surrounded by a bunch of apartment buildings. For some reason Ashley was excited to see where DeShawn lived. She'd been holding one of his hands during the drive. Now she went to open her door when DeShawn stopped her. He informed Ashley that he would be getting that for her. Silently she waited and watched him move around and open her door, his eyes never leaving hers as she stepped from the car. He placed his hand on her lower back as they walked into the building together.

		Once they were inside the front door, Ashley threw her arms around DeShawn's neck and gave him a nice long French kiss.

		He moved his hands around and slipped them inside Ashley's dress where he grabbed her breasts and squeezed.

		Ashley let out a little squeal. "Oh yeah, baby, squeeze my tits!"

		DeShawn squeezed even harder and twisted her solid nipples between his dark fingers.

		He picked her up off the ground. Ashley responded by wrapping her legs around the mesh fabric of DeShawn's oversized football jersey. She hooked her feet together behind his back and allowed herself to be carried to the bedroom.

		"I'm wet baby," she whispered.

		DeShawn grunted in approval.

		As soon as they were in the bedroom DeShawn removed Ashley's sexy black dress so that she was only wearing her Victoria's Secret panties and bra. Her hair was slightly mussed and her blue eyes were wide with excitement as she watched DeShawn lift the Oakland Raiders jersey over his head.

		They started kissing. They fell back onto the bed, Ashley on top straddling her new black lover.

		Part of her still knew that there was something wrong about this. But at the same time it didn't matter what the rest of the world thought about him. Right here, in this bed, in this precise moment, Ashley felt like giving herself to this man was the most natural thing in the world. Her whole life had been a prelude to this very moment.

		She was still on top when she felt DeShawn's fat, round, smooth, and rigid knob pressing against her pussy lips. Then the large mushroom head slid into her. The walls of Ashley's pussy started to spasm almost immediately. She couldn't believe that she'd let the black guy from her class inside her. But that's exactly what was happening. He was so big --so much bigger than anything she'd ever had before. She was nervous and excited at the same time.

		"DeShawn, you're inside me, baby."

		"Damn right, I'm inside you Ashley."

		"I'm getting fucked by a black man."

		"And I'm fucking one of the hottest white girls."

		With their naked torsos smashed together, and DeShawn's meaty black rod lodged in Ashley's sweet white pussy now, the couple fucked quietly and slowly, while making a lot of close eye contact.

		Then Ashley felt her black lover reach around with his masterful hands and began kneading the flesh of her ass cheeks. She turned her head to the side to moan out --and then they fucked for several more moments with their cheeks pressed against each other and DeShawn's black hands filled with Ashley's white booty.

		"Oh baby, DeShawn baby, this is exactly what I needed. Right there, baby. Give it to me. I need this so fucking bad. God, I fucking need this!"

		"Baby you like it when I play with your ass?"

		It was the first time that she ever felt like someone was opening her up. She both enjoyed the sensation of having his large genitalia inside her --and at the same time she felt slightly uncomfortable, causing her to shift and wiggle around more than usual as he fucked her. "Oh yes, baby. My ass is all yours. Play with it. Just keep fucking me."

		DeShawn moved one of his hands off Ashley's ass and pressed her head down so that their mouths were clamped together in pleasure.

		"Damn girl, you taste like fucking candy!"

		"Oh, that's probably just my lip gloss," Ashley said somewhat apologetically.

		"Naw, you taste exactly like you look. Just like candy. If there's ever a day that I don't want to fuck this sweet white pussy then feel free to shoot me."

		"Baby," said Ashley, looking down at her new black lover thru half-closed eyes. "I love your shoulders, your arms. You're so strong baby. That first day you shook my hand, I couldn't believe how big your hands were. I love it. It's so sexy to me. You're so different."

		"Naw, this is the way a man is built."

		Ashley moaned for a long time. Then it sounded like she was about to say something else when all the sudden her body got very tense, almost inflexible.

		"You cumming girl? You cumming on that big black cock yet?"

		"Ohhhhyyyeeee."

		DeShawn decided to take the matter in hand. Since she'd stopped grinding those twenty-two year old white girl hips on him, he used both hands to grab her by the waist. Then he lifted his hips up and began jack hammering his ten inch black cock in and out of Ashley's pussy while she reached her first orgasm.

		"Don't run from this dick," the black man said, his hands clamped around the white girl's hips.

		Ashley was moaning as the orgasm subsided. Her whole body felt like it was on fire. She'd never been fucked like this before. She couldn't believe that this old black man could make her feel this way. It was like he was her new drug. She wanted more of it.

		A few moments later she was looking drowsy, smacking her lips, and said, "Hmm, baby. Oh fuck. I had no idea. Your cock is amazing. That was exactly what I needed."

		Then she started giggling a bit.

		She added, "What are you doing to my body?"

		DeShawn laughed. "What am I doing to it? I'm just getting started. That's what I'm doing to it. Whether or not you know it or not, you've got a lot of black dick in your future, young lady. So you might as well get used to it."

		After that he grabbed Ashley's hips, squeezing them like someone still getting used to something they just bought. When the white girl was facing away from him, DeShawn started pulling her back.

		It took Ashley a second before she realized he wanted to do the 69 position. She didn't care what position they were in. All she knew was that she was incredibly turned on and couldn't wait to get DeShawn back inside her. She'd never felt that way before.

		Ashley waddled her hips back a bit. She could feel DeShawn underneath her. He was moving his head, getting ready for her to back that white pussy up on him. There was a brief pause and then she leaned back, sinking down into DeShawn's face, so that a moment later her pussy lips were resting on her black lover's mouth.

		Ashley was so turned on. Her pussy had never felt wetter or more stretched out than it did right now.

		While he licked her, she felt DeShawn grip her by the waist. His hands were so wide that she could almost feel his thumbs touching around her belly button. When she felt his tongue slide against her wet slit, her whole body shuddered with sensual delight.

		Weirdly enough, she never liked guys performing oral sex on her, but now she absolutely loved it. It felt like her lover had his whole head buried in her most sacred areas. And it made her feel unbelievably slutty to lean forward and take his cock into her mouth while he licked her pussy. At the moment, it was hard for her to imagine a situation where two human beings could be giving each other more pleasure.

		"Your cock taste so good, baby," Ashley said, throwing her head back. "I love the way it tastes. It's kind of musky and sweet at the same time. I could get used sucking this thing."

		"Good baby. Suck that big black cock. Show me that you can be a good little white girl who knows her place in this house. Suck that black cock."

		"Mmm, and your tongue feels soooooo good."

		"Baby, no offense, but this white pussy is driving me crazy. I've never tasted pussy so good. I knew the first time I saw you that you had some good-tasting pussy. Girls like you always do. You take good care of yourself. This pussy tastes like candy."

		Ashley found herself not sure of how to handle the compliment. She wondered if she really did have a good tasting pussy, or if he was just saying that to make her feel better. Or maybe he liked all pussy. Or maybe DeShawn just thought that all white pussy tasted good.

		At one point, with DeShawn's tongue rammed up in her slit, Ashley had to lean back, so that her ass was working its way against the black man's face.

		When DeShawn got tired of this, he pushed her so that she fell forward and turned on her back.

		He got up and grabbed both of her ankles, bending her knees and pushing them down. Now that there was nothing left to stop him, he moved his waist so that his black meat slapped the slippery outer lips of Ashley's pussy. After her pussy got slapped by the black cock, she moaned out.

		Meanwhile, DeShawn was still holding onto her ankles. He grinned down most triumphantly. "You looked so fucking sexy tonight, Ashley. You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this. Baby, you're about to get fucked right for the first time. That's what it's going to feel like. I guarantee."

		"I'm so wet, baby. I'm ready."

		"So was this pretty much what you were expecting when you got dressed tonight? Is that why you were such a sexy girl," he said, not able to wipe the grin off his face.

		"No, not exactly," Ashley said. She reached under her legs and grabbed onto Deshawn's coal-black thighs, pulling herself into him even more. "But I'm glad we are. I don't know what it is, DeShawn, but I get so wet around you. I feel like me and you make such a cute couple. Isn't that crazy? You probably think I'm crazy."

		"Naw, you're not crazy," DeShawn said, smiling wickedly. "Baby, we do make a cute couple. I've waited a long time for a pretty white girl like you. I've always had a thing for preppy white girls. Especially preppy white girls who like to look at pictures of big black cock."

		"Oh baby..." mumbled Ashley, lost in her waves of pleasure.

		"Speaking of that," DeShawn said, raising his eyebrows. "It's time to get some cultural diversity up in that sweet white pussy."

		With her eyes closed, she felt his cock rub the outside of her pussy lips. When she opened her eyes the sight of his big dark hands squeezing her ankles sent shivers of pleasure through her body. She moaned, made eye contact with DeShawn, and then licked her lips as sensually as she could.

		Then the interracial couple both looked down at the same time to watch as DeShawn's massive purple head slapped against Ashley's wet slit a few more times before finally finding its way inside. After a second, several inches of black cock disappeared as DeShawn pushed himself into Ashley.

		Ashley's mind became fuzzy as her body fought to take all of DeShawn's size. He kept holding her firmly by the ankles, looking down with a big toothy grin while he continued to slowly fuck the beautiful white college girl.

		When he finally pushed himself all the way inside, Ashley felt DeShawn's cock rub against the opening of her cervix. Uncontrollably, the velvety walls of her pussy tightened around the dark shaft, trying to milk it, trying to get all that life essence to shoot inside her. She moaned out loudly after he pushed himself all the way inside her and paused, twitching his cock while his big black balls rested against Ashley's puckered asshole.

		DeShawn squeezed her ankles tighter. Looking down from underneath his skullcap, he said, "Damn, you are one sexy little white college girl. Fuck you're so tight though. I don't think those whiteboys know how to fuck."

		"Not like you, baby," Ashley said, her eyes rolled in the back of her head. She could hear wet, squishy sounds now as DeShawn fucked her at his will.

		Ashley's deeper, more primitive instincts were really starting to kick in. Every cell in her body was telling her to submit to this large male. And she had no problem submitting. She knew that she often liked to pretend that she was a leader-type, but in reality she was just a submissive type who liked getting manhandled, fucked, and filled with cum when a more dominant person came along.

		"What's the name of our first baby going to be?' DeShawn said.

		"I don't know, what?" Ashley said, looking up, watching the muscles in his stomach flex and relax as he continued feeding her pussy, stroking his dark shaft in and out like he owned her.

		"I think that we should name our first son after my uncle," said DeShawn. "Uncle Roscoe."

		"Oh, okay," Ashley said, barely understanding what he was saying.

		"Would you like that baby? Would you like me to put a little Roscoe in your tummy?"

		Ashley was having a hard time keeping up now. But her instincts told her to just moan and agree with whatever he was saying.

		"Baby? Ashley?"

		"Hm, yeah, baby?"

		"I want you to call me the N-word, okay?"

		Ashley giggled. "No, baby. I can't call you that. That's not a word I can say. I can't say it."

		"Normally not," DeShawn said. "But according to the rule book, white girls are officially allowed to use the N-word as long as they have several inches of black cock inside their mouth, pussy, or ass. And right now, I'm pretty much bottoming out in that pussy."

		"No, I can't say that word," Ashley said, squirming around underneath him.

		"Okay, you don't have to say it if you don't want to. But trust me, you will change our mind one day. And then you're going to see what I'm talking about."

		The new lovers disentangled long enough to reposition themselves so that now Ashley was on her hands and knees --while DeShawn crouched behind her, clamping down on her waist with his hands.

		It was almost like they were on the dance floor again, except DeShawn's cock was out and resting on the top of Ashley's shapely white ass while her thong was pulled over, stretched tight down the middle of one of her cheeks.

		As she waited to get fucked, Ashley's knees were shaking and her pussy was quivering. She began crying out for DeShawn to fuck her. She was probably unaware that at the moment she was swaying her butt from side to side, her body doing anything necessary to get the male to mount her.

		She felt the cockhead slide back in where it belonged. Inside her. It didn't hurt nearly as bad this time because all of her juices were coating her lover. Then DeShawn was driving into her with such a force that Ashley thought that she might literarily pass out. She'd had sex in the doggystyle position many, many times. But it had never felt this good. DeShawn's cock seemed to be hitting every nerve in her body at once.

		The next thing she knew she felt his thumb pressing against her tight rosebud. Ashley held her breath as he pushed steadily against her butt hole. Suddenly, he had his thumb in her virgin rectum while he continued to steadily pump his cock in and out of her.

		Ashley felt all of her muscles go limp so that now there was nothing left to do but lay there with her butt raised high in the air while the black man filled her pussy up. God, she wanted his seed.

		He must have been pumping away from behind for ten minutes when DeShawn pulled his finger out of Ashley's ass and started bucking his hips at a frenzied speed.

		"Oh you sexy white bitch, here it cums, I'm about to cum all up in that white pussy!"

		Ashley was glad that he was about to cum. She was afraid that she would pass out at any moment. As he increased his speed, she felt her sore, tired pussy convulsing around the large shaft. She glanced over her shoulder and looked up at her new lover.

		"It's okay, baby. I want you to cum. Cum inside my pussy DeShawn. Fill me up with your cum. I'm going to be such a good mother to our children. I'll make you so proud. Please, DeShawn, give me that cum!"

		DeShawn began to breathe hard. He was panting, his face becoming flushed and he shut his eyes. And then, with a grunt and a quiver, he buried his cock deep in Ashley's white pussy where he began ejaculating copious amounts of rich semen into the blonde college girl.

		Ashley's blue eyes glazed in awe as she felt the warm, sticky cum flood her pussy. She felt thrilled, exhausted, protective, and greedy all at the same time.

		For a while, Ashley and DeShawn just lay there, luxuriating in the sweetly sublime afterglow of their lovemaking, naked in bed, idly caressing each other, nuzzling and talking.

		Ashley noticed for the first time that DeShawn had a bald spot at the back of his head. It was probably why he kept his head shaved. The shaved head made it hard to tell there was a good-sized circular area on his head that was no longer growing hair. Normally Ashley would have been disgusted by this. But for some reason she found herself leaning forward and placing her glossy lips to the black man's bald spot, holding it for a second.

		"Oh baby, kiss me! Please, you have to kiss me!" she said now.

		DeShawn chuckled and put his large African mouth over the white girl's needy lips. Everything about her was so fucking hot. That cute face, that brown firm cheerleader body, that pink mouth, those blue eyes, that amazing blonde hair, those sweet pink pussy lips.

		"DeShawn, baby? Can I ask you a question?" Ashley said meekly.

		"Sure sugar. Ask me anything."

		"Well, do you have any plans next week? I sort of have this birthday party I have to attend…"

		"I don't know, sounds sort of fancy," DeShawn said. "Can I still wear my skullcap?"

		"You can wear whatever you want, baby!"
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