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		Part One: White Girl in the Hood

		

	
		Driving to Foxx studios, where she was scheduled to debate some 6'4" Black Lives Matter activist, Lauren Kelly turned on the radio in her Lexus to see what Atlanta had to offer in the way of musical selections.

		Lauren was old enough to appreciate Mozart and Puccini and the classical guitar. But she was young enough to still enjoy the occasional pop song —particularly one by the Backstreet Boys, who had provided the anthem for Lauren and her close circle of friends that awful senior year when it seemed like exams and filling out college essays would be the death of them. Boarding school in Connecticut, Jesus: it seemed just like yesterday!

		Then came Berkley.

		Then came Yale Law School.

		Then came her clerkship with the honorable Deborah Stevens.

		Then came Lauren Kelly's surprise bestseller, All Lives Matter, a weighty neo-conservative tome which sent shockwaves through the political community for its willingness to attack the perceived fallacies of the social justice warrior/white knight movement.

		Neither Lauren nor her literary agent were expecting such a reaction. It all happened so quickly. It seemed like over night the blond-haired, blue-eyed woman with the high cheekbones and long silky legs, had been appointed her generation's spokesperson for those who felt the progressive left had taken things way too far.

		"Atlanta," Lauren said now, having only found four rap stations, three jazz stations, and two R&B stations, but nothing worth listening to, "you suck!"

		Lauren wasn't racist. At least, she definitely didn't consider herself to be racist. But she had never really been a particularly huge fan of 'black music.'

		A few moments later, giving up, she left the radio on one of the rap stations. Almost immediately a new song started playing. Through Lauren's speakers, she could hear some black guys singing:

		She's a cutie!

		A white girl with a booty!

		A suburban cutie!

		A white girl with a booty!

		Stuck up and moody!

		This white girl with a booty!

		And it's a brotha's duty!

		To slam that sexy white booty!

		Lauren wrinkled her pert little nose in disgust. It was amazing how bad music had gotten in the past few years. It wasn't just amazing. It was really quite sad and awful.

		Then, in a moment of rapturous insight, just as she was pulling into the parking deck for Foxx Studios, esteemed author Lauren Kelly saw the title to her next best-selling book. It was called, Why Black Music is Ruining America.

		Wait, was that racist?

		

	
		Part Two: Getting a ‘Mouthful’ on Foxx News

		

		After wardrobe and make-up, Lauren had about twenty minutes to go over her talking points.

		That was more than enough time.

		Lauren wasn't nervous.

		She always brought a stack of index cards with her. She'd been part of too many panel shows to know that as long as you had the facts at your fingertips there was nothing to worry about. The problem was that most of these "TV debates" quickly devolved into exchanges of emotionally driven outrage where the person with the best sound bytes usually won.

		So besides quotes and statistics, Lauren came armed with a few great sound bytes which she thought would make great evening news fodder. It was easy. It was lucrative too. That's why she agreed to these little news programs whenever they needed someone to come in and tow the Republican Party line. Five minutes of work usually translated into thousands and thousands of dollars in book sales.

		Then something weird happened.

		At some point one of the show's assistant producers (a geeky, pale, white guy who looked skinny, but already had the signs of a gut, not to mention some major receding hairline!) came over and told Lauren that she wouldn't be allowed to use her note cards this time. Lauren was more than a little perplexed. The white guy seemed to enjoy her reaction and went on to inform her that the note cards made her look 'amateurish' unlike the 'polished and professional demeanor of Mr. Banks.'

		Polished and professional?

		Ha! From everything Lauren had read about Mustafa Banks online, he was anything but polished and professional. A career convict until the ripe age of 40, Mr. Banks suddenly found Christianity and started leading Civil Rights protests all across the country.

		He was no reedy/starving intellect either. He was as big as a linebacker!

		Which is why his signature gray suits and signature red bowties always looked so ridiculous to Lauren. With his huge gorilla body, heavy African facial features, and ridiculous neckwear, Lauren wondered if anyone else thought Mustafa Banks didn't seem real. Instead he seemed more like a terrible parody of the reformed prison convict.

		Was Lauren afraid that he would murder her argument on national TV?

		Hardly!

		Mustafa Banks was much more likely to murder the English language.

		"Also," said the geeky white guy, who was really starting to gross out Lauren, "just a friendly heads up..."

		"Heads up?" said Lauren.

		The geeky white guy smiled weakly, nodded. "Mr. Banks is not in a particularly great mood today. Just so you know. It seems that the state of Texas decided to murder another black man under the name of capital punishment."

		When the geeky white guy finished, Lauren could tell that he was waiting for her to apologize or say something to the effect that she was sorry to hear about what the state of Texas had done to the African-American community. And when no such response was forthcoming, the geeky white guy muttered something under his breath and walked away in the same way that women probably used to fifty years ago.

		Jesus, thought Lauren. When did all the guys become such little pussies? What was wrong with women being women and men being men?

		But she wasn't here to debate gender identity issues today. So she went back to her note cards, which she had nearly memorized anyway.

		Finally it came time for them to face off.

		There were two chairs and Mustafa was seated on the left side, while Lauren was seated on the right side. She wondered if this was an accident, or if the show's producers were just being cute.

		To Lauren, who represented the strong Republican right, the issue was a simple one and hardly needed to be discussed.

		Last week in Florida, a fifteen year-old African-American male walked up to a uniformed police officer, grabbed the cop's service pistol from its holster, shot the cop in the leg, and then was later shot dead by the cop's partner. There was cell phone footage too. Now black people (and some white people) had been protesting all across the country.

		Lauren thought it was beyond ridiculous.

		People like Mustafa Banks were rallying and parading and going on national TV to denounce the systematic racism as evinced by the 'poor black school boy who was murdered in cold blood by those police officer thugs.'

		After showing the cell phone footage of the boy's shooting for the third time, Mustafa’s expression turned completely indignant and he said, "I don't have a problem with an officer of the law stopping a person who is endangering other members of his or her community. But what I do have a problem with is men of the law and their unchecked aggression! That's right! Who's going to protect us from our protectors?"

		A pained smile crept across Lauren's mouth. "Exactly what do you think —"

		Mustafa was just starting though. "I don't know if you, Mrs. Kelly, are aware, but this is 2016. You can't treat us black folk with such disrespect! This ain't the 1800's, I'm here to tell ya!"

		Lauren cringed at the pathetic attempt of rabblerousing. If only people took the time to look at statistics. They would discover that the black community did more harm to the black community than even the most racist officer could ever hope for. So, she felt it was her duty to tell Mr. Banks that exactly thing.

		Which he didn't appreciate too much.

		"Now for you to say that we need to deal with the culture of the black community..." Mr. Banks was saying, his eyes redder than his bowtie now.

		"Excuse me Mr. Banks, but I believe —"

		"Let me finish!"

		"There is a culture of violence in the black community," she said. "Look at the statistics."

		By now Mustafa Banks was visibly agitated, shaking with rage. Whenever he got this way his voice took on this holier than thou preacher tone. "How dare you say that to me? How dare you!"

		Lauren remained nonplussed. "Look at the numbers, Mr. Banks. Then get back to me."

		"Let me finish! Don't disrespect me!" Mustafa Banks said, barely suppressing his need to get up and throttle the white woman next to him.

		Nonplussed, Lauren continued. "Every study shows that in this country, there is absolutely a culture of violence in the black community."

		Suddenly Mustafa Banks got very still.

		There was a long pause.

		Then through gritted teeth, he said, "Say that again."

		"What?"

		"I dare you," he said. "Say that to me again. Say it to me one more time. I dare you!"

		Lauren smiled. She wasn't afraid of a challenge. She had never backed down in a debate before. And she wasn't about to start. Besides, what could he do? Really? They were on national television.

		So she glared back at him and crossed her arms over her chest. She knew that this was a great TV moment.

		There was another long, dramatic pause.

		Then, in a deliberately slow manner, she said, "Black. People. Have. A. Culture. Of. Violence."

		Mustafa rose so quickly that Lauren didn't have time to respond.

		"What?" was all she said.

		Then Mustafa Banks reached down and grabbed her by the back of her platinum blond hair. He gave a little yank.

		Her head went back and her neck stretched.

		Lauren winced. For the first time she was actually afraid that he planned to punch her on national TV. Funnily enough: a voice at the back of her head was almost happy, happy that he was about to hit her in front of all these cameras. She thought that he was about to prove all of her points about black people and their culture of violence.

		But he didn't hit her.

		Oh no!

		Presently, Mustafa was right next to her, hovering over her, unzipping his trousers. Then Mustafa was holding something —he was holding it out, offering it to her.

		Now Lauren had to remind herself: they were still on national television.

		Everything was going to be fine.

		As the thing in Mustafa’s hand came closer to Lauren's panic-stricken face, it kept getting bigger and bigger. It kept getting darker and darker. The musky smell kept getting stronger and stronger. Now it was almost touching Lauren. It was almost rubbing up against her lips. Not even the camera crew had time to respond.

		If Lauren's first big mistake was to come on TV to debate the likes of Mustafa Banks, then her last mistake was the big gasp she made when she realized what he was holding out just a few inches from her face. The gasp provided Mustafa ample opportunity to slide his thick, veiny, 9-inch black cock into Lauren Kelly's mouth.

		They were still on national television. Over three million people were watching. All of Lauren's colleagues were watching. All of her friends from school were watching. Lauren's parents were watching. Even Lauren's husband was watching. Nobody could believe their eyes as the black man simply plugged the white woman's mouth with his cock.

		Naturally, Lauren tried to wiggle free, but his grip was so strong and overpowering. So was his smell.

		Lauren had no choice but to take this man's rod into her mouth. It was the only thing she could do. That big purple head brushed past her lips, went into her mouth, and then she could feel the first several meaty inches slide over the surface of her tongue, then make the big push towards the back of her throat. It all happened so incredibly fast —so fast that Lauren still hadn't fully registered what was happening.

		Why was she just sitting there like that? Allowing it to happen?

		Why wasn't she freaking out more?

		Yes, part of her was starting to freak out. But there was a contradictory impulse to remain calm, not freak out, and not give this man the satisfaction that he had intimidated her by shoving his meat into her mouth.

		The longer the long phallus stayed in her mouth, the more she started to realize how hot and heavy it was.

		Mustafa’s cock was like this big heavy, hot-temperature rod encased in soft ebony skin.

		"Gggmmmggh, mmm-mmmmggghhh, mmmmggghm," the Yale Law School graduate said.

		As Mustafa kept forcing his big black cock deeper and deeper into Lauren's mouth, as he kept face-fucking her in front of all the cameras, the beautiful blond woman couldn't keep her eyes from watering. She started shifting around in her seat, trying to pull back, retreating from the dangerous black cock, only to find that the black man looming over her had a grip that was decidedly vise-like.

		"MMmgggghhrrrhh! Grrrmmphhnnnnommmgh!"

		Suddenly time seemed like it was operating in slow-motion.

		He kept face-fucking her.

		"Hmhmhmhmhmggggh!"

		For a while Lauren could only hear the blood in her ears. But eventually she heard the loud, masculine, self-satisfied chuckle. It was Mustafa, laughing to himself while he stood over her.

		"I warned you," he said. "This is what you get for not listening."

		He bucked his hips forward so that both of his heavy black balls were resting against her chin.

		"Gggghhmmmph, mmph, mmmph," she said, obviously fighting off her gag reflex.

		He laughed again. "That's right, Mrs. Kelly. You're right! That's the smartest thing you've said all day."

		With no other choice but to keep her lips clamped around the large, black phallus, Lauren slowly raised her eyes. She was shocked by what she found too. She had never seen a look so overwhelmingly confident, so overwhelmingly triumphant. Those were not the eyes of an old, poorly-educated, black man struggling to find the correct statistics. Those were the hard, cold eyes of a man —a great warrior who just conquered an entire kingdom.

		But Lauren was still struggling to accommodate such a large invader.

		"GGgggrrhhmmmmph!'

		Rapidly breathing through her little pink nostrils, dribbling spittle down both cheeks, dribbling spittle down her chin, she had no choice but to look up at the black man with pleading, wounded pale-blue eyes.

		"Please," she seemed to be communicating with her expression alone, "please take it out, it's too big. I'm not used to a man of your size. You're chocking me with your big black cock."

		A moment later it was over.

		Lauren didn't have a dick in her mouth.

		Mustafa was gone.

		Lauren started gasping for air like an athlete who couldn't have got to finish line fast enough.

		They were off the air now. They had cut to commercial. Thank God for that too. Lauren kept taking huge relief breaths as she used her hands to wipe the saliva off her cheeks and mouth. She still hadn't completely registered what just happened. All she knew was that something wasn't right.

		Then it seemed like she was surrounded by producers, camera crew guys, make-up girls, and even a couple of middle-aged security guys.

		"Are you okay?" they were saying. "What do you want? How are you? How do you feel?"

		It took a full minute before Lauren could muster enough strength to say anything. "What, uh, just happened?"

		It was one of the make-up girls, a large black woman with neon green-painted fingernails, who said, "Mr. Banks put his cock in your mouth coz you wasn't be tryin' to listen! And girl, you wuz just gobblin' dat thing!"

		

		

		

		Part Three: Blacklash!

		

	
		Two weeks later and Lauren Kelly was still doing her best to avoid all forms of social media. Facebook, Youtube, Twitter, and the bloggers —it seemed like all 7 billion people had something to say about what CNN and MSNBC were calling "The Incident."

		The Incident?

		Really?

		Lauren —who still couldn't wrap her mind around what happened on national television— knew right away that she would be fighting an uphill battle.

		What was wrong with people?

		Racial politics was getting out of hand when a man could assault a woman and everyone blamed the woman just because she happened to be white. It wasn't right. The media was doing its best to destroy Lauren as a person and as a political analyst. It was disgusting. Lauren thought that all of those spineless news paper reporters should be calling a spade a spade. (No pun intended.)

		Moreover —what about the fact that in one minute Mustafa Banks had done more to prove Lauren's theory about inherent black violence than she could have done if she had spent the rest of her life?

		Christ almighty, Lauren thought. These were some very strange times we lived in.

		Which was putting it lightly.

		Lauren Kelly had never used the N-word, not publicly, and not privately. But during the past 14 days she'd certainly set new personal records for thinking about the N-word.

		Usually it went something like this.

		"How dare that fucking N——r put his filthy black fingers on me! How dare he! The gall! The absolute gall of those people!"

		But the rest of the world didn't see it the same way.

		Rather there was an overwhelming majority of people who had watched "The Incident" and concluded that the situation was pretty black and white: Lauren had first instigated the scene and then enjoyed it.

		These people, these nut jobs, they claimed to have proof too.

		For starters, many suggested that Lauren and Mustafa exuded a "chemistry on air."

		These same people (who included a slew of mental health professionals that were dragged onto news programs to add the facade of authority to this media circus) tallied the number of times that Lauren licked her lips at Mustafa (six); and how many times she touched the front of her blouse (four); and how many times she blushed heavily at something he said (twice); and how many times she sexily crossed her legs (five); and how many times she seemed to thrust her bosom forward at him (also twice); and how one time she appeared to be stroking her black pen as if it was a man's erection.

		For fuck's sake!

		And yet perhaps the most convincing part of their argument was Lauren's reaction once Mustafa started to unzip his trousers. To many, Lauren had all the time in the world to get up and leave. But she didn't get up. She didn't leave. Instead she began furiously blushing and licking her lips like a fat kid looking at cake. In this case: chocolate cake!

		It got worse.

		Later, when Mustafa’s penis (which was seemingly getting rave reviews from every college girl, housewife, and celebrity on Twitter) was inside Lauren's mouth: did she immediately spit it out? No, she didn't spit it out. She started sucking on it like a baby nursing on her first bottle. The whole time she certainly didn't respond in any way that suggested an unwillingness on her part.

		In fact, as one intrepid Time reporter said, "Clearly Mrs. Kelly was struggling with her debater's length and girth. But if anything there was some genuine admiration and genuine love in those pretty pale-blue eyes. And while not appropriate material for children to watch, I have to say that I was somewhat impressed. After reading Mrs. Kelly's first book, I can unequivocally say that the smartest thing to come out of her mouth was that throbbing 9 inches of African-American manhood. It's about time that Hitler Youth woke up and realized that if there is a master race, it certainly isn't them!"

		Hitler Youth?

		Lauren couldn't believe it.

		It was like she'd woken up in the middle of some terrible nightmare that would never end.

		She was the victim and everyone was treating her like she'd provoked Mustafa Banks into doing what he did. They were treating her like she'd suddenly gotten on all fours, pushed her ass up in the air, pulled her thong to the side, and wore a T-shirt that said, "I Only Fuck Big Angry N——-S."

		Which was not how she remembered things at all.

		It was all so overwhelming.

		So humiliating.

		"So what are you going to do? Have you decided yet?" said Tom, a corporate lawyer —slash—candidate for Husband of the Year.

		Seriously though.

		Tom's compassion, Tom's non-judgmental attitude, and Tom's willingness to just sit there and listen —these things had formed the very rock Lauren had needed just to get through these past couple of weeks.

		Lauren had no idea what she would have done without her Tom being there.

		And she didn't want to guess.

		"I'm just curious," he added softly. "If you haven't made up your mind yet, then I understand."

		They were in their Manhattan condominium —a comfortable spot with a decent 7th floor view— standing in their bedroom. There was a lot of expensive mahogany furniture and original paintings on the wall. Of the two, Tom was the real art buff.

		Presently, he had just returned from a long day at the office, while his wife, who was wearing her work-out clothes, dumped a laundry basket onto the white comforter on their bed. "I think I've finally come to a decision." Lauren's blond hair was piled high, her face lightly made up, and her sizable cleavage barely contained by the top of her black-and-yellow Nike jogging bra. One of the things people usually talked about was Lauren's dedication to a healthy lifestyle. She still weighed the same as she did in college.

		"You have?" said Tom.

		"Yes," Lauren said, picking up a pair of silky black panties that needed to be folded. "I've decided not to press charges."

		If Tom was shocked by this revelation, then he did a very good job of hiding it. "I see," he said, pausing for his wife's explanation.

		"You probably think I'm insane."

		Tom held up his hand, started shaking his head. "Lauren Kelly, you're one of the most mentally balanced people I've ever met. That's why I married you."

		"That's why?" she said.

		"Well, that and your perfect ass!" he shot back.

		Even though she didn't say it, that meant a lot to Lauren. Tom had a talent of saying the right thing at the right time.

		Feeling better already, she put the panties down and picked up a little tank top. She folded it four or five times, sat it down on the bed.

		"The way I see it, it's a cost/benefit thing," she explained. "Of course there's a huge part of me that is outraged and wants vengeance! Of course, Tom! But there's another part of me that knows how much tread 'those people' can get from the court case."

		Tom was listening carefully.

		Lauren continued. "I mean, with these 'urban types', it's all about exposure, about using the media as a platform to get more fame and more money. That's all they really care about. So even if I won, Tom, he'd still probably come out on top. And then I'd just look like the victim. And I'm sure that's what he wants too. He 'wants' me to play the victim. He 'wants' me to appear weak in front of the media. It's —disgusting!"

		"I know, I know," Tom said. "Dear, I couldn't agree with you anymore."

		"Part of me can't believe that this is the world we're living in!"

		"It's getting worse and worse," Tom said. "Dear? You're still staying off the Internet, right?"

		"Mostly," Lauren said. "I certainly am trying to stay away as much as possible."

		"Good," said Tom.

		"Trust me," Lauren said, "the few things I did read were enough to keep me off the Internet for the rest of my life!"

		Tom gave a little disparaging chuckle. "Well, it's like we talked about. In this modern era, things like this seem like they are ubiquitous and inescapable. But in a few weeks there will be something else for everyone to go crazy about."

		"Yeah," Lauren said. "All I need is for the President to get caught with an intern and I'll be in the clear!"

		Tom laughed at his wife's joke. He knew how much she was hurting. He admired her bravery. Lauren came from good Connecticut stock and it showed most in times of trouble. "Not even that," he said. "People these days have the memory of fruit flies. They're idiots."

		A small smile touched the corners of her mouth. "If you say so, honey."

		"Trust me, dear."

		After Lauren finished folding all of her panties, she made a gesture which was meant to suggest that she was helpless when it came to the dwindling IQ of the contemporary world. "Oh, I talked to my literary agent today. She was really excited about my book idea. She thinks it's the sort of book that could start a bidding war."

		"Good, good," Tom said. "Maybe focusing on that is exactly what you need right now."

		"Funny you should say that," Lauren said, pausing until she had her husband's full attention. "I was actually thinking of taking some time off so that I could go ahead and crank out Book #2. It makes sense. Especially if it means we'll almost certainly have some significant income by the end of the year, according to my literary agent."

		"Yeah?" Tom said.

		"Yeah," Lauren said. "She said we could get an advance this time too. Nothing to retire on, but it would be something."

		Tom watched his wife put all of her underwear in the top drawer of their bureau. He watched her turn around, waiting for his response, and biting her lip the way she did when she needed some husbandly encouragement.

		He said, "Dear, I think that's a fantastic idea!"

		She smiled back at him. "Well, I'm going for a run. I think it's time I finally get out of the house. I'm starting to feel like a prisoner. Do you want to join?"

		"Sorry," he said, "but I sort of have this knee thing. Next time?"

		She came over to kiss the top of his head. Her hair smelled like flowers. What Tom wanted more than anything right now was to fuck Lauren —bend her over, tear off her little jogging shorts, and seriously fuck the shit out of this beautiful blond goddess of a woman.

		But that wasn't going to happen.

		Ever since The Incident the couple hadn't been intimate. Tom figured that she needed some more time. Which made perfect sense. He got that. It was just really unfortunate at the particular moment because she was giving Tom a massive boner which he found himself trying to conceal.

		"You smell great," he said.

		She was all business though. She pulled back and said, "Probably won't be the case five minutes from now. I'll probably be sweating like a hog. Well, wish me luck, babe!"

		Tom waited until he heard the front door close. Then he went to the window to make sure that he actually saw her go down the sidewalk. Once he was sure he was alone, Tom booted up his laptop and waited. Unlike his wife, he'd been keeping tabs on what the Internet was saying.

		There was a folder on his personal laptop which he'd done his best to keep hidden.

		Very hidden.

		Impatiently, he clicked on the icon and watched as thumbnails began appearing. They were all camera stills of Lauren and Mustafa together —the black man looming over the incredibly sexy white woman. Mustafa’s pants were open and his giant horse cock was dangling out, just a few inches away from Lauren's confused expression.

		The first time Tom saw the video of The Incident, he nearly vomited.

		That's how upsetting it was. It was so upsetting that afterwards he was nauseous for a good half hour. But then something weird happened, something completely unexpected. Tom found himself responding in the most remarkable way.

		Very slowly, Tom reached into his pants and pulled his erection out.

		He gripped his penis at the base and started to slowly pump his dick. He was nowhere close to the size of Mustafa Banks, but Tom had a pretty decent six inches, depending on how hard he pushed the ruler into his pelvis.

		His wife was so beautiful: the epitome of classiness and sexiness and sophistication. Sometimes Tom couldn't believe that he'd managed to find such a perfect mate. She was exactly the type of woman that he'd dreamed about as a boy. Lauren could have been on a beer poster or in a shampoo commercial. She could have been a movie star.

		Fuck, fuck, fuck!

		That soft, tan skin —and those big blue eyes— and those golden tresses that only storybook princess are supposed to have —she had some of the best genetics one could hope for.

		Their children were going to be beautiful!

		Already though Tom could feel the orgasm starting to build. He gripped his penis harder, pumped harder. Now he was looking at a 15-second vine someone had made.

		In the short video Lauren's mouth was wrapped around Mustafa’s hard cock. Her mouth was wrapped around the dark skin so tightly that her cheeks were bulging. The vine had nearly three million views. The comment section was filled with people —hundreds and hundreds of people— who thought that Tom's wife looked amazing with a black cock in her mouth.

		Tom had to admit that he felt the same way.

		Which was so incredibly weird to say.

		But Lauren and Mustafa provided the ultimate contrast. It wasn't just the blue eyes and large coal-black shaft, which was so arousing. It was also the look in those blue eyes. It was a look that Tom had never seen before. It was a look that he had certainly never received while she was sucking his dick! It was a look that suggested total, unabashed, 100% female obedience. It was a look that made Tom start to shoot his cum all over the carpet.

		Afterwards, he couldn't shut his laptop fast enough.

		Soon he would definitely delete the pictures, delete them before he started liking them any more than he already did. Maybe he would delete them tonight. Or maybe it would be tomorrow.

		Tom went into the kitchen, feeling not so great. Actually, he felt terrible now.

		

		

		

		Part Four: Her Husband’s Internet History

		

	
		According to her therapist, Lauren was just mildly depressed. Her therapist had a little list of depression-causing scenarios. And Lauren had checked 6 out of 12 boxes. 50% depressed. That was her little joke.

		My, how times change!

		It had been two years since the now infamous "incident" between Foxx political analyst Lauren Kelly and Black Lives Matter figurehead Mustafa Banks. Two long, grueling years.

		Since then Lauren had retreated from the public eye.

		It was intentional though. A lot of people seemed to not understand that. They just assumed that she was running away from all the public shame and humiliation. But Lauren wasn't running away from anything. She wasn't that sort of person. Rather, she was focusing on her writing. Writing books gave her the most pleasure. And the idea was to finish Book #2 as quickly as possible. This meant that she needed as much private time as she could get.

		At first Lauren was optimistic. She even told her literary agent to expect a manuscript in about 12 months. One year was a very short amount of time for a new book, but Lauren was super-duper confident. While Tom went to the office every day, she was staying home and putting all of her energies into the book. And one year seemed quite feasible.

		It wasn't though.

		And 12 months turned into 18 months and then 24 months and the only thing Lauren had to show for the time was a very fragile outline and ten pounds of unwanted body weight.

		Ten pounds!

		It scared Lauren to think about what might happen if she didn't change her lifestyle very quickly.

		That's when she decided to try on an old pair of pants —she wanted to see exactly how much she'd changed. It was the middle of the day and trying on clothes seemed much more fun than staring at a blank computer screen.

		Why not?

		They were the same pair she'd worn in college. They were tight, corduroy, hip-huggers that perfectly showed off the gentle sway of her gait. Lauren used to just throw them on whenever she needed something that combined comfort with casual sexiness.

		But now things were different.

		Those damn ten pounds!

		Consequently, her thighs were different and her ass was different. Everything had expanded. It was especially noticeable in the hip-huggers now. She could still wear them, absolutely. She even reached down and pulled the sides of her panties up, pulled the taut black strings over her hip bones the way those slutty girls used to do. Then she turned around, looked at her rear, and decided to pull the back part of the thong so that it was slightly higher than the edge of her corduroys.

		Oh perfect, she thought. Now she really looked like a total slut —those girls who walked around with their "whale tails" showing.

		"Look at that ass," she muttered contemptuously. "I'm a cheeseburger away from having a ghetto booty."

		Damn those fucking ten pounds! Damn her laziness! And damn being a white girl and having a ghetto booty!

		Tom said that he liked her better with this extra padding, especially since most of the weight seemed to go to her breasts and ass. But then again, Tom would have said anything to make her feel better.

		Poor Tom.

		Lauren knew how hard this had been for him too. He was really struggling. It killed her to think that she was bringing him down with her. She could see it in his eyes. On a daily basis now it seemed like there was less and less light in his eyes, as if Tom was a candle that was slowly burning out.

		Tom worked so hard. He worked way too hard to have to come home to a wife who was slowly gaining weight, a wife who was suddenly moody, a wife who never liked to leave the house, a wife who wasn't working because of her terminal case of writer's block.

		Poor, poor Tom.

		Poor, sweet, hard-working, loveable Tom.

		He deserved better.

		When was the last time they'd been intimate?

		Lauren wasn't sure. She tried to remember —but the best she could come up with was that one night, about a month ago, after she'd spent most of a Saturday drinking wine. Did they have sex that night? It was possible. But Lauren wasn't sure.

		Something else too.

		Part of Lauren blamed herself for her husband's growing fascination with interracial pornography. Oh yes, she had found that folder on his laptop. At first she felt incredibly detached as she surveyed the limitless supply of photo galleries and movie clips. Her husband had nearly a gig's worth of material featuring (almost exclusively) beautiful white women with well-hung black men.

		Then, as Lauren started to process how extensive her husband's online pornography collection was, she found herself laughing. At first the laughter was light and superficial. But then she was laughing loud and hard. How ridiculous! How insanely ridiculous that anyone, much less a man like Tom, would find such horrific stuff stimulating!

		Lauren didn't want to think about why he liked watching interracial pornography —and she damn sure didn't want to tell him that she knew about his new kink. She mostly just blamed herself.

		Of course she did.

		If she had been a better wife, and if she had been there for him emotionally, and if she had been there for him physically, then there was no way that this would have happened. No way. It was all her fault. Obviously.

		This reasoning, however, only made her more depressed. Which made her more withdrawn. Which made the strain in their marriage more pronounced. Until finally it seemed like Lauren and Tom were less like husband and wife and more like two siblings living under the same roof.

		Sometimes Lauren could get so distraught.

		How did things get so messed up?

		There was a knock on the front door.

		

		

		

		Part Five: Lauren Likes Rap Music

		

	
		When Lauren opened the door her jaw nearly hit the floor.

		Just a few feet away stood a large black man wearing a gray suit and red bow tie. He'd grown his hair out a little and now the sides were gray, imbuing his giant African face with the improbable air of distinguished authority. Still though, the wide shoulders, thick neck, simian jaw line, and huge flat nose were unnerving for the young woman home alone.

		"Well hello Mrs. Kelly," said Mustafa Banks. "It's been a while. I hope I'm not disturbing you."

		It took every ounce of courage —every single ounce— for Lauren to force a polite smile to her face. "No, of course not. What can I do for you, Mr. Banks?"

		He gave her a big, toothy smile.

		Jesus, she thought. I bet I could see him in the dark when he smiled.

		"For starters," he said, "I just want to apologize, Mrs. Kelly. I am not completely immune to social graces. And I realize how curiously improper this might seem, me just showing up on your doorstep like a gentleman suitor chasing the prize Southern belle."

		Lauren could feel herself grow more and more tense. At first his demeanor had a somewhat disarming effect, but for some reason his simile —and the mental imagery it produced— seemed inappropriate. Considering their history, Lauren felt like any references towards the physical and romantic were unequivocally inappropriate. She suddenly found herself cursing Tom for not finding them a condominium with better door security.

		"But let me get to my point," he added. "I suppose there's been enough preamble. Enough rhetoric. Enough sidling up to my thesis."

		Exactly, thought Lauren.

		Folding her arms across her chest, she nodded for him to go on.

		"First of all," he finally said, "I'm coming here as a friend, and colleague, and individual citizen who has the greatest respect for you, Mrs. Kelly."

		Fuck, thought Lauren. It seemed like so many of these fucking black politicians had the talent of saying something in 100 words when they only needed 10.

		"Thank you," she said.

		He smiled again at her, but this time when he started to talk, his voice made only a dry, scratching sound. He put one of his hands to his throat. "Oh dear, I'm afraid that this arid temperature has wrecked a bit of havoc on my natural disposition. Mrs. Kelly? Would it be too much to trouble you for a glass of water?"

		"What? Water? Oh sure, I guess."

		This was not what she wanted at all. Suddenly Lauren found herself turning around and leading Mustafa Banks down the hallway that flowed into the kitchen area. It was one of the most unsettling feelings. She poured a glass of water and handed it to him. Then when she turned around again to pour herself a glass of water, she heard him chuckle admiringly.

		"I have to admit," he said in that ultra-deep voice of his, "I really like your new look."

		It took Lauren a second to get it. At first she thought he was merely referring to her casual attire —the tight corduroys and halter top. But then it hit her in the head like a 100 pound dumbbell.

		Her thong was still pulled up in the back and the side strings were high over each hip! She wasn't just looking comfy and casual. Oh, no! She was looking like a total slut!

		Lauren began blushing uncontrollably. She hadn't felt this uncomfortable in her own skin since high school —when she was a sophomore going to prom with a senior.

		Mustafa Banks, on the other hand, was all the more impassive. Holding her stare for an eternity of five seconds, he finally broke the silence with, "I really like your new look."

		"Thanks," she said, already hating herself for thanking him so many times. "I was just... just...."

		"Would you like to know something interesting, Mrs. Kelly?"

		"Sure!"

		"I like to watch a lot of documentaries. I think it's important to keep learning. Always learning," he said, tapping his dark-skinned temple for emphasis.

		"Oh cool, that's awesome!" Lauren said, still feeling very flustered and out of her element, despite being in her own kitchen.

		"And one of the things I recently watched was about fertility cycles."

		Lauren gulped loudly. "Fertility cycles?"

		"Yes," said Mustafa Banks. "Apparently, when a young, healthy woman begins to ovulate, she is much more prone to dress in a more sexy and seductive manner. It's not a conscious decision either. See, it's biology. Genetics. Her DNA is telling her to send out signals to attract the biggest, strongest, most dominant male so that they can... breed."

		If Lauren's natural defenses were on "high alert" earlier, then now they were on "Deathcon 5!"

		"I'm sorry," said Mustafa Banks. "I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. I just get a little excited —excited about learning new things."

		"Oh, that's okay, Mr. Banks. I'm not uncomfortable."

		"You look uncomfortable," he said. "But that's on me. See, I've been told that I have a certain effect on women. You'd be surprised. Even white women. Even some married white women."

		There was something about the way he was looking at her that made Lauren's competitive instincts kick in. If this crazy-ass black man thought that he was just going to barge into her goddamn house and start treating her like she was some silly teenager then he better think again! Lauren may not have been having the easiest time in her life, but she was still a formidable person.

		Through gritted teeth, Lauren now said, "I'm sorry, Mr. Banks. This has been a blast. But did you actually come here for a specific purpose? Or did you just want to update me on the educational benefits of Netflix?"

		In the man's dark eyes there was a quick flash of irritation. "Right, of course, Mrs. Kelly. Please pardon my lengthy digressions."

		"You're excused," she said right away.

		Now Mustafa Banks downed the rest of his water and sat the glass on the counter. When he turned back to face his hostess his demeanor had changed. So it was with complete formality that he said, "Tomorrow we are announcing my bid for the US Presidency. It's never a sure thing, but the egghead number crunchers we have seem to think that I have at least as good of a chance as anyone else. This is not a particularly strong year for the Democratic Party, as I'm sure you already know. The main thing will be the general race in November. I suspect we both know who the Republicans will be running. And I think that it could go either way. It'll certainly be close, a very close race. But yes, I hope to be the next President of the United States. I won't be the first black president, but I'll definitely be the blackest black president."

		"Oh," is all Lauren managed to say. She wasn't sure why, but she needed a moment to process this new bit of information. There were a lot of confusing thoughts swirling around her head. Did Mustafa Banks really have a chance at the Oval Office? Or was he just 100% delusional? What would happen to our country if someone like Mustafa Banks got that much control? Or did it even matter at all to Lauren? These days she'd been so withdrawn and disconnected to that world. What did any of this mean?

		"What this means," Mustafa Banks said, as if he was able to read her thoughts, "is that I have a lot on my plate. Maybe too much. I don't know. But the reason why I showed up on your doorstep is because I'm here to offer you a position on my staff."

		Lauren gulped again. "On your staff?"

		The older black man smirked a little. "Well, it's like they say. Know thy enemy. And what I need now more than anything is someone who can provide me access with how the Republicans are thinking. I think that person is you, Mrs. Kelly. Like I said, I have a tremendous amount of respect for your many capabilities."

		"Oh thanks," she said, almost giggling.

		In a slow, deliberate fashion, Mustafa Banks pulled out a notepad and a writing pen from the inside of his suit. He scribbled something down and folded the piece of paper. After he gave the paper to Lauren, he said, "This would be your salary. I think you'll find it more than generous. If you'd prefer, you can telecommute, meaning that you can work from home if you like. Actually, that might be best for both parties. If nobody knew you were working for me, that might give me more of an advantage. You could be my secret weapon, Mrs. Kelly. Take your time thinking about it. Just let me know within two weeks, please. Thank you for the delicious beverage."

		After that Mustafa Banks saw himself out. Lauren locked the door and waited a moment before unfolding the paper. She wasn't sure what she was expecting to see, but the number written down was large enough to nearly cause a heart attack!

		"He's got to be kidding!" she said, her voice animated at the incredibly generous offer. "And I don't even need to leave my bedroom! Talk about a dream come true!"

		After that Lauren went back into the kitchen and poured herself a big glass of wine. It had been so long since she'd had something to celebrate. Two glasses later she turned on the TV, found the Pandora music station, and started playing some upbeat dance music. She was on glass number three when she decided it was time to remove those tight corduroys. She couldn't wait to tell Tom the great news! She finally had a job again! Financially this would help out so much!

		Lauren was finishing the first bottle of wine when the song changed. It was a rap song.

		She's a cutie!

		A white girl with a booty!

		A suburban cutie!

		A white girl with a booty!

		Lauren couldn't help herself now. She was feeling so good, so carefree, and more than a little drunk. It really helped that the song was so catchy too. She began dancing around the living room in her thong. She may have gained a few pounds lately, but now her ass was all round and soft and bouncy.

		Stuck up and moody!

		This white girl with a booty!

		And it's a brotha's duty!

		To slam that sexy white booty!

		It really was a good song, thought Lauren. She couldn't believe it. But for the first time in her life, Lauren Kelly was starting to get into rap music.

		

		

		

		Part Six: President Mustafa

		

	
		He sat at the back of the limousine —unable to remove the giant smile from his face as he looked down at his cell phone. It was a dark, rainy night. All the streets in Manhattan looked washed-out and dreary. It was like the city was ready for a change. And if there was ever a person on this planet who represented change it was the man in the limousine. His name was Mustafa Banks and twenty-two days ago the Electoral College had chosen him to be the next President of the United States. For many people, not just African-Americans, not just Latino-Americans, but the millions and millions of Social Justice Warriors, he was the candidate who embodied freedom, justice, and civil liberties for all!

		After a while one of the limousine's doors opened and a tall, lean, wide-shouldered, well-dressed black man climbed into the back of the limousine. He wore an earpiece and sat opposite Mustafa Banks.

		The President Elect raised an eyebrow, but didn't remove his stare from the glow of his cell phone. "Well?"

		"Everything seems to be in order," the ear piece guy said. "No signs of reporters. We also checked the place for wire taps. It's clean."

		Mustafa let out a little laugh. "I bet she loved that."

		"It was necessary, sir."

		"She just texted me," Mustafa said. "Want to see?"

		The ear piece guy shrugged in the most non committal way, not wanting to offend the boss.

		Mustafa slid a finger across the screen to maximize the picture. Then he showed the screen to the Secret Service man, but didn't relinquish the phone.

		The Secret Service man saw the screen and whistled appreciatively. "That's her? Daaaaaaaammmmmnnn!"

		Real quickly, Mustafa turned the phone back to him. On the screen there was a picture of a white woman, a blond, standing in front of her bathroom mirror, wearing only a pair of black lacey panties and nothing else. She had the thin, tapered waist of a woman who'd never given birth and stayed in great shape. And her titties were C-cups well on their way to becoming D-cups. One of her hands was rubbing her left nipple while the other hand held out the phone that took the picture. It was a good picture. The flash was minimized so that you could see lots of detail, including the wedding ring.

		"You ever fuck around with white girls?" Mustafa asked the black Secret Service guy.

		"Once or twice," he admitted.

		"Brother, I'm hooked."

		Both black men enjoyed a good five second chuckle.

		Then the Secret Service guy became rigid with formality. "Sir? May I ask you something?"

		"What's that?"

		"Sir, not to be too personal," said the Secret Service guy, obviously measuring his words first. "But isn't she married?"

		"The white bitch?"

		"Yes sir."

		"Shit. So am I."

		"Is she married to a whiteboy?"

		"Yeah," said Mustafa. "His name is Tim or Timmy or something, I think."

		"And that doesn't concern you, sir? That he might find out?"

		"Sheeeeetttt," said Mustafa Banks. "He knows he can't compete! Brother, read a newspaper, times is changing! This country just elected a black man with a big-ass black cock who has a taste for fine white pussy. Am I concerned? I'm concerned about a few things, but some bitch-ass little whiteboy is NOT one of them!"

		Finally, it was time.

		

		

		

		Part Seven: Black Babies Matter (Lauren Wants to be a Mommy)

		

	
		Unaccompanied, Mustafa Banks got out of the sleek, black limousine. Walking around like he owned the building, he took the elevator up to the 7th floor and knocked on the door.

		"And hurry the fuck up," he muttered to himself.

		He knew how much she enjoyed making him wait. It was part of their little dynamics. It wasn't like she didn't know who it was. It wasn't like she wasn't expecting him. But making him wait —especially when he was about to get some ass— was her little way of showing off her 'power.'

		Silly girl.

		Oh, that woman sure did like to play games. He knew about her games.

		Lauren Kelly started working for Mustafa Banks 18 months ago and they started sleeping together 12 months ago.

		Rather fondly, he still remembered 'their first time' like it was yesterday.

		She'd showed up at his office really late, nearly midnight, after everyone else had left. It looked like she'd been crying. When Mustafa asked if she was having troubles with the hubby she said no, but he knew that he'd been correct. Direct bulls-eye!

		Suddenly they were kissing and Mustafa asked her if she'd like to finish what they started a couple years ago on national television. This time it was Lauren who was unzipping his pants and pulling that large horse-cock out. Mustafa had been with maybe a hundred women, at least one hundred. But looking down and watching his cock grow and grow in Lauren's mouth was possibly the most erotic thing he'd ever seen. Maybe it was true about opposites attracting. He knew how incredibly turned on he was —and Mrs. Lauren Kelly sure as shit seemed to be enjoying herself down there.

		Now she came to the door wearing nothing but some panties and a lacey black teddy that barely went past her waist. When she walked the ends of the expensive negligee would swish so that both of her perfectly shaped ass-cheeks were on display. Her tan skin looked unblemished, almost glowing. That amazing blond hair of hers was stacked up high on her head and like always she barely wore any make-up at all. Lauren Kelly was such a natural beauty. Her entire body radiated this health and sex appeal. And there she was, bathed, combed, dressed in her sluttiest clothes for this black man who was about to become the most powerful man in America, this older black male who was about to become a World Leader.

		"Hey baby," cooed Lauren after giving Mustafa a second to soak up her new sexy attire.

		"I think they're getting bigger," he said, still staring at the large white titties falling out of her negligee. "Fuck yeah, they're definitely getting bigger and rounder every day."

		"Hey!" she said in mock irritation. "I thought you were an ass-man!"

		"I like titties too!" he said, giving her his mischievous grin. "Big ol' white titties are good to suck on!"

		Lauren was definitely in a mood to flirt back. So she made big eyes at the front of Mustafa’s trousers and said, "I know something else that's really nice to suck on!"

		Mustafa rolled his eyes in exasperation. "What is it with you and having black dick yo' mouth?"

		Lauren shrugged her shoulders, smiled sheepishly. "I dunno, just like it."

		"It's always the ones you never expect, huh?" he said.

		She started to giggle.

		Mustafa had enough. He walked into the condo and closed the door behind him. Now it was just them, the way it should be. When he pulled the pretty blond woman into his chest he thought her hair smelled like tropical fruits. It was clear that she'd spent some time getting ready for him. This also pleased him: the thought that this incredibly sexy woman spent a bunch of time preparing for their next rendezvous.

		Lauren giggled some more as she felt Mustafa’s large hands grip her waist, then start to move down until they were cupping the fleshy globes of her ass. The thing about dating black guys was that there was so much more ass play. She liked it though. Sometimes they'd just be on the couch after one of their marathon fuck sessions, and she'd lay there exhausted, allowing Mustafa to play with her ass-cheeks for the next two hours.

		Lauren let out a soft little moan. Her lips were on his shoulder, next to his ear now. "Ah, fuck I missed you."

		Mustafa kept his hands on her ass, kneading the flesh harder and harder. "That's my little snowbunny. I've seen your texts. Someone has been pretty horny lately."

		"A little," Lauren admitted guiltily.

		"Have you been playing with that little white pussy?"

		"A little," she said.

		"Good, that's my good girl."

		"I missed you."

		"I missed you too."

		Lauren paused for several seconds. "And I missed him."

		"Ah," said Mustafa, not letting go of her backside, not yet anyway. "You can say it, go ahead."

		She paused again, obviously uncomfortable. "It feels weird."

		"Fuck that, say it. I like it. It's sexy when I hear you say those words out loud. That shit fucking turns me on."

		It took her a good ten seconds, but eventually the words started to come out of her mouth. "I missed... that... black cock. I missed that big black cock. Fuck, baby. You fill me up so damn good with that thing. I always cum with you!"

		Her words were like a drug that he could never get enough of. Her body, her mind, her voice were so incredibly sexy. Individually, they would have been sexy to any heterosexual male on this planet. And the fact that she'd submitted to him —physically, mentally, and ultimately emotionally— was more than he could have asked for. So yes: Mustafa Banks liked how obsessed Lauren Kelly had become with him. But at the same time he had to admit that every inch of this incredibly sexy white woman was a narcotic to him also.

		But he also knew that he had to always maintain a certain amount of control. So he finally let her go —then gave her ass a few playful slaps —and said, "I'm going to the couch. Why don't you get me a beer. You look good though. You're getting better at anticipating what I like."

		Then he brushed past her on his way to the living room.

		A few seconds later she was standing over him, wearing those sexy little clothes and holding out his beer.

		Damn, he thought. This bitch must have sprinted from the kitchen.

		Mustafa told her to set the beer down on the coffee table. After that he spread his legs, figuring that she was trained enough to take a hint.

		Lauren didn't hesitate. Right away she knelt between the black man's thighs and started working the zipper down. Her eyes were already glazed over with excitement. It was like when she was a young girl in Connecticut opening up a Christmas present. Only instead of California Barbie, it was a big black horse-cock with her name on it.

		"Hmmm," Lauren said, her dainty white fingers wrapped around the base. She liked the way it seemed to come alive in her hand —all hot and alive, pulsing with raw, erotic life. "Who would have guessed..."

		"Who would have guessed what?" said Mustafa, wondering why the hell his cock wasn't in Lauren's mouth yet.

		"Who would have guessed that I would be so addicted to this thing."

		He looked down and raised an eyebrow at her. "This thing? No! Say what you really mean, or I'll have to give you a little slap again!"

		Lauren didn't want to be slapped again, but at the same time she still had some mental reservations when it came to the really dirty talk. Still, she managed to will the words out of her mouth, if only to appease the next President of the United States. "Who would have guessed that I would love sucking black cock so much..."

		"Trust me," Mustafa said with a condescending laugh, "I always had my suspicions."

		"Fuck you!" she said, trying to remind him that she still had a rather fiery temper.

		He kept laughing at her. "That's the plan."

		God, Lauren thought. Sometimes he really could be such a prick!

		But a quick second later she also thought that at least he was her prick, her big meaty black prick.

		That's right. Never before in Lauren's life had she enjoyed giving a man oral sex. It was insane. Beyond comprehension. With Tom, and with some of her college boyfriends, Lauren had always done the deed, but never with any real sense of enjoyment. Sucking a dick was just something you had to do if you didn't want to seem prudish and unsexy. Which was still true. Sucking a cock, however, especially a big black cock, was a completely different story.

		First of all there was the challenge and sense of accomplishment you got when "your man" started to cum in your mouth, or on your pretty little face. But more importantly, Lauren just liked the way it tasted —this big dark meaty rod laying against her tongue. Black cock was so masculine, so musky, so sexy for Lauren.

		Having Mustafa in her mouth brought Lauren genuine comfort. Sometimes when she felt especially stressed out, she found herself texting this man and asking him if she could come over to suck his dick. Sometimes he would say yes but when she got there he would be on a conference call and she'd have to get on her knees, under his desk. Lauren knew how degrading it was, but she couldn't help it. Mustafa’s horse cock was the ultimate baby bottle for her. Lauren Kelly just couldn't get enough.

		"Damn, baby, I've been thinking about this all day," Mustafa said now.

		"Me too," she said, looking at him and licking her lips.

		Then Mustafa grabbed the base of his cock and started slapping Lauren in the face. Damn, he thought, she looked amazing getting slapped in the face with a BBC. "You sure do love you some Big Black Cock, girl."

		"Well," whispered Lauren, "it's like they say. Once you go black, you never go back!"

		Mustafa raised his hips and very quickly removed his boxers and pants. He was very fond of Lauren Kelly, but he didn’t want her slobbering on a pair of $300 slacks. "Now you're learning!"

		Then for the next five minutes the room was quiet except for the wet, slurping sounds Lauren's mouth was making as she struggled to suck Mustafa’s cock.

		"Your mouth feels so good, Mrs. Kelly. So fucking good. Suck that big nigger cock!"

		She did.

		Sometimes Lauren would try and deep throat him, but only get about halfway. Then he would reach down and start to forcefully push the back of that pretty blond head. He could be a little rough with her, but Mustafa didn't think he was too bad. She liked it a little rough like that. He could tell. Nonetheless, Mustafa had never seen a girl start to water up at the eyes so easily. It almost made him feel bad.

		Now Mustafa leaned back in the couch, put both hands on the back of Lauren's head, causing her to stick her arms out as she desperately tried to push herself off in the opposite direction. This went on for some time. Lauren's blue eyes watered and she fought off the gag reflex. Then, rather mercifully, Mustafa finally let up, allowing the beautiful blond woman to catch her breath —before forcing her hot little mouth back down on his swollen African member.

		"Alright, let's go see that bedroom now," Mustafa said, reaching down and lifting Lauren off her knees.

		As if she weighed no more than a rag doll, the black man carried Lauren out of the living room and into her back bedroom. Lauren loved the feeling of being so light in this man's grasp. It made her feel tiny and very feminine. She had her legs wrapped around his waist and they were making out until he dropped her on her marital bed.

		Lauren was embarrassed, but not surprised to see a wet puddle in her panties. This man with his raw savage power always brought out the animal in her.

		"Leave those panties on," Mustafa ordered. "They look sexy as fuck. I want to see you wearing those panties as I slide my big black cock into your married white pussy."

		Then he pushed her shoulders so that she fell back on the bed, her white legs spread.

		"Damn," he said, "I wonder what people would say if they could see us now. Huh, sexy?"

		"Fuck them," said Lauren. She continued to stare at his cock with anticipation.

		"You ready, baby?"

		"Pleeeeaaasseeee," she whined-moaned.

		"Please what?"

		"Please fuck me," Lauren said, visibly squirming as the black man stroked his cock just a few inches away from her swollen pussy lips. "I'm not kidding. I fucking need this. I fucking need you inside me RIGHT NOW."

		Still kneeling between her legs, Mustafa laughed rather unkindly. "Alright, calm down. Calm the fuck down. If you're really needing my big ol' black snake, why don't you put him inside you! And hurry the fuck up too before I change my mind!"

		Lauren didn't hesitate. She reached out with her wedding ring-hand and grabbed the large purple-black mushroom tip that was still coated with her saliva. She bent it down towards her pussy and guided it to the opening.

		"Ohhhhhhh, oooohhhhh," she moaned as her pussy lips started to close around the cockhead.

		"Damn you're so fucking tight."

		"I'm sorry," Lauren barely managed to say. "I'm so sorry, baby."

		"Fucking white girls!" Mustafa laughed.

		Then he cupped her knees in his arms and began working his cock in and out of her. Lauren stared up at him in complete awe. She'd never seen a man so powerful and savage and beautiful at the same time. She felt lucky that he was part of her life. Now he began to pump her slowly, working his cock deeper each time.

		"Those are some sexy little panties," Mustafa said, looking down as he continued his assault.

		"Just fuck me," Lauren said.

		He was so fucking thick, at least twice as thick as Tom's penis. Oh well, Lauren thought. Not all men were created equal. Some men were born with natural gifts and some men weren't born with natural gifts. And Mustafa was decidedly born with a cock that was meant to please a woman's body —completely pleasure a woman's pussy.

		She could already start to feel her first orgasm. She was so turned on. She usually was with Mustafa. "I'm going to fucking cum!" she cried out.

		"Good bitch, you sexy white bitch!"

		Mustafa didn't stop, but very slowly he started withdrawing his cock until the ridged crown around the head appeared. Rather violently, he pushed forward, flexing his buttocks as he slammed Lauren's married white pussy again and again and again. Each time his cock reappeared, more and more of the coal-black shaft was glistening from her arousal.

		A moment later, just as Mustafa’s cock started to push forward, that huge mushroom head going farther than Tom's penis ever could, Lauren's body suddenly became very stiff.

		"Oh shit, there, fuck me lover!" she begged as her whole body exploded with her first orgasm. "I'm yours! I'm yours! I'm yours!"

		Mustafa started to slam his meat harder and harder. Part of him wanted to hold off, keep fucking this amazing blond woman in at least a dozen other positions before cumming inside her. But another part of him was already far too crazed with lust to think straight. That pussy was way too tight and that body was way too sexy to allow him the least bit of rational thought.

		"You ready for my nut?" Mustafa said, starting to sweat all over, but especially his face. "You ready for that big black nut inside you, girl?"

		Lauren's expression was nearly identical to someone who had been drugged. She tried to say something, but she was too overwhelmed by the intensity of her orgasm which seemed to be lasting forever!

		He started fucking her even harder. He was grunting like an animal now. "You ready for my big nigger nut? Is that what you want? You want a big nigger to come over and nut in your pussy?"

		Again Lauren didn't say anything. She only wrapped her legs around his ass, pulling him deeper into her. Then her hands came up around the back of his Brillo-pad head and she pulled his head down to hers, kissing him with more lust and passion than she had ever shown her husband.

		Mustafa knew that he had met his match. No woman had ever fired him up the way this sexy white woman had. At the moment there was not a thing in this world which would have kept him from dropping a load inside her. He buried the entire length of his manhood into her and felt the tip rub up against her cervix. That's when he could feel the first big creamy jet of cum start to shoot out his cock. Her legs squeezed his ass, holding him buried inside her, not letting him move an inch as he continued filling her pussy with all that thick, potent, African seed. They both had their eyes open now as he shot jet after jet into her.

		"I'm cumming, I'm filling this pussy up, baby!"

		"Yes lover!" Lauren cried out.

		"You want my seed? You want my baby?"

		"Yes lover, I fucking love you!"

		Many, many times Mustafa had thought about how sexy Lauren Kelly would look walking around with a black baby in her tummy. She would be one of those sexy young moms in the mall with the stretch pants and the tight top that gloriously showed off her big baby bump.

		"I want you to give me a kid!" he growled down at her.

		"Of course, anything. I'm yours!" she said, her body trembling violently. Her legs then tightened around his ass. Then her teeth bit into Mustafa’s lower lip for a brief second. She was almost weeping, almost crying from how good he made her body feel.

		After Mustafa was done emptying his cum into her pussy, he just laid there, resting his big sweaty black balls against her puckered asshole. Lauren was gone. Clearly she had no idea what planet she was currently on. The orgasm had completely knocked her out. Her panties were still pulled to the side and her pussy made a loud queef sound as he finally slid himself out of her. A quick second later his cum began oozing out of her pussy lips, making for one helluva mess on the bed sheets.

		As Mustafa recovered himself, he went into the bathroom to take a much-needed piss. Then he walked into the kitchen, not bothering to put on any clothes. He grabbed a beer and came back in the bedroom to check up on Lauren. It was probably time to call it a night. He still had plenty of things to do, which of course included having dinner with his wife, Latasha Banks.

		But to his great surprise, Mustafa found Lauren lying on her stomach, her soft-tan legs splayed as cum continued to gush out of her pussy. He could see that perfectly round white ass now. Already he could feel his cock start to twitch again. He told himself to leave now, or risk being late and getting a bunch of shit from Latasha.

		But then when he saw the back of Lauren's thong, he knew that he wasn't leaving just yet. No way. No fucking way! Not yet!

		Looking down with undisguised lust, his horse-cock was starting to rise again. When guys his age talked about Viagra, Mustafa wondered why they just didn't get a woman like Lauren. In about three seconds he went from being half-hard to full-hard.

		"Baby?" Mustafa muttered. "You awake?"

		"Hmm, sort of," Lauren muttered. "You beat my pussy up good."

		"You're the type of woman who needs to be taken care of, that's all."

		"I can literarily feel you inside me, all the cum, I mean."

		"You're going to have to throw away these sheets. We made a mess."

		"It was worth it. I don't care."

		"Me neither," he said, stroking his cock again, looking down at that fucking thong. Damn, this was one sexy white girl!

		Then, to her credit, she said: "Please stay the night, lover. It's been a while since you stayed the night. I promise I'll make it worth your time. I'm begging, baby."

		"Okay, baby. I'll stay."

		With half her face buried in the pillow, Lauren gave a little cheer.

		Mustafa moved some of her blond hair out of her face, and said, "Hey, I really like your new panties. They're very sexy."

		Lauren giggled.

		Mustafa moved his large black hands down the slope of her back and began massaging her ass-cheeks while she laid there, still leaking cum onto the bed. It was a tiny black thong. But on the small triangle patch in the back there were three words written in white letters: BLACK MEAT MATTERS.

		Finally, after all this time, Lauren Kelly was just starting to learn.

		

		THE END
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