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The Meet



The soundproofed study lounge in the student union building felt smaller than its actual dimensions. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a sterile glow over the single rectangular table and two uncomfortable chairs. It was 8:57 p.m. on a Tuesday in early September, and Brooke Whitaker was already regretting every life choice that had led her here.

She sat with perfect posture, platinum-blonde hair falling in smooth waves past her shoulders, a delicate gold cross resting just above the modest neckline of her crisp white blouse. Her navy pleated skirt was modest, pearls gleaming at her throat, and her manicured hands were folded neatly on the table. The president of the Campus Conservatives Union looked every bit the composed, well-bred young woman her father had raised.

Across from her, Rashad “Rash” Coleman filled the space as if he owned it.

At 6'7" and 245 pounds of lean, powerful muscle, the star linebacker and captain of the football team made the sturdy wooden chair look like children’s furniture. His dark skin gleamed under the lights, broad shoulders stretching the fabric of a simple black athletic shirt. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, doing absolutely nothing to hide the heavy, thick outline resting along his left thigh.

Brooke refused to let her eyes drop there. She kept them locked on his face instead.

Rashad leaned back casually, one massive arm draped over the back of his chair, watching her with calm, unreadable dark eyes. The silence stretched.

Finally, Brooke spoke, her voice crisp and clipped with practiced authority.

“Ground rules,” she said. “This is a mandated dialogue session, not a debate club free-for-all. You will speak when I call on you. No profanity. No intimidation. No attempts to physically dominate the space. We are here to exchange ideas civilly, nothing more.”

Rashad’s lips curved into a slow, lazy smile that made something unwelcome tighten low in her belly.

“Civilly,” he repeated, the deep baritone of his voice rolling through the small room like distant thunder. “That’s cute, coming from the girl who called Black athletes ‘campus thugs’ in three different tweets last spring.”

Brooke’s cheeks heated. She lifted her chin. “Those were factual observations based on observable patterns of behavior. If certain communities refuse to assimilate to civilized standards—”

“Assimilate,” Rashad echoed, tilting his head. His gaze drifted slowly down the front of her blouse, lingering for a fraction of a second on the gentle swell of her breasts before returning to her face. “That’s a big word for someone whose nipples are already trying to poke holes through that pretty white blouse.”

Brooke’s breath caught. She uncrossed and re-crossed her legs tightly beneath the table, the motion making her skirt ride up just an inch on her smooth thighs. She hated he noticed. Hated more that she could feel the faintest dampness forming between her legs.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she snapped. “This has nothing to do with you personally. It’s about principles. About protecting the integrity of this university from—”

“From people like me?” Rashad interrupted smoothly. He shifted in his chair, and the heavy outline in his sweatpants moved with him, drawing her traitor eyes for half a second before she jerked them back up. “Six-foot-seven, two-hundred-forty-five pounds of pure thug energy. That’s what you called guys like me, right? ‘Built like linebackers and acting like gangsters.’”

Brooke’s mouth went dry. She could smell him now — clean post-practice sweat mixed with something warmer, more masculine. It filled the small, enclosed space and made her head feel fuzzy.

“I stand by my words,” she said, forcing steel into her voice even as her pulse hammered in her throat. “If you people spent less time protesting and more time—”

“You people.” Rashad leaned forward slowly, forearms resting on the table. The movement made the veins in his thick arms stand out. His knee brushed against hers under the table — accidental or not — and the contact sent a jolt straight between her legs. “Careful, Brooke. That pretty gold cross you’re wearing might burn right off your chest if you keep talking like that.”

She swallowed hard. The room suddenly felt too warm. Too small. The locked door and thick walls meant no one would hear them for the next two hours. No witnesses. No escape.

“I’m here because the dean threatened to impeach me from the Union if I refused these sessions,” she said tightly. “You’re here because your coach will bench you if you don’t show up. Let’s just get this over with.”

Rashad’s smile widened, slow and predatory. He didn’t move his knee away. If anything, he pressed it a little firmer against hers.

“Two hours, princess. Locked in. Just you, me, and all the hate you’ve been carrying around.” His voice dropped lower. “Tell me again how much you despise ‘urban athletes.’ I want to hear every word while I watch that pulse jumping in your throat.”

Brooke’s hands tightened into fists on the table. Her nipples were traitorously hard against the lace of her bra. Her panties felt warmer than they should. And the worst part — the part that made shame burn hot in her chest — was that she was already wondering what it would feel like if he stopped playing nice and actually touched her.

She opened her mouth to fire back another slogan, but the words stuck in her throat as Rashad’s dark eyes held hers, heavy with promise and challenge.

The clock on the wall ticked forward.

Two hours had never felt so dangerously long.


Rising Lust



Thursday night came too quickly.

Brooke arrived at the study lounge at 8:55 p.m., heart already hammering against her ribs. She had spent the last two days trying to scrub the memory of Tuesday’s session from her mind — the way Rashad’s knee had pressed against hers, the heavy outline in his sweatpants, the calm way he’d thrown her own words back in her face. She told herself she was only showing up because the dean had made it clear: miss three sessions and she’d be removed as president of the Campus Conservatives Union.

That was the only reason.

She smoothed her hands down her crisp white blouse and pleated navy skirt, pearls cool against her flushed skin, and pushed open the door.

Rashad was already there.

He sat sprawled in the same chair, legs spread wide, gray sweatpants once again doing nothing to hide the thick, heavy bulge resting along his thigh. His black athletic shirt clung to his broad chest and shoulders. When she entered, his dark eyes lifted and dragged slowly over her body, from her polished heels to the delicate cross at her throat.

“Back for more education, princess?” he asked, voice low and amused.

Brooke shut the door behind her. The lock clicked automatically. Two hours. Soundproofed. No escape.

“I’m here to fulfill the mandate,” she said stiffly, taking her seat and crossing her legs tightly. “Nothing more. Let’s begin with affirmative action. Your side loves to claim—”

“Save the speech,” Rashad interrupted. He leaned forward, forearms on the table, veins standing out against dark skin. “We’re changing the rules tonight.”

Brooke’s stomach tightened. “There are no rules to change. The guidelines are clear—”

“New rule,” he continued as if she hadn’t spoken. His gaze locked on hers, dark and intense. “You want to run your mouth about ‘urban athletes’ and ‘ghetto culture’? Fine. But from now on, you’re going to defend every hateful tweet you’ve ever posted… while I touch you.”

Her breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me.” Rashad’s lips curved into that slow, predatory smile. “You talk. I touch. Every time your voice shakes or you moan instead of finishing a sentence, I stop. You want to cum? You finish your racist little talking points like a good girl.”

Brooke’s face burned. “You’re disgusting. I’m not agreeing to—”

“You don’t have to agree.” He slid his chair closer, long legs stretching under the table until his knee pressed firmly between hers, forcing them apart an inch. “But if you walk out now, I’ll make sure the dean knows you refused the dialogue program. And we both know what that means for your precious Union position.”

She stared at him, pulse thundering in her ears. The room felt smaller, hotter. She could already smell him — that warm, masculine musk mixed with fresh soap. Her nipples tightened against her bra.

“This is blackmail,” she whispered.

“This is consequences,” he replied calmly. “Now start talking. October 12th. Tweet forty-three. ‘Urban athletes bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.’ Say it. Word for word.”

Brooke’s thighs clenched together, but his knee kept them parted. She swallowed hard, trying to keep her voice steady.

“Urban athletes… bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.”

The second the words left her mouth, his hand moved.

Calloused fingertips brushed the bare skin just above her knee, sliding slowly upward under the hem of her pleated skirt. Brooke gasped, her hands flying to grip the edge of the table.

“Keep going,” Rashad murmured, voice velvet-soft. “Explain it to me. Why exactly do Black athletes make you feel so unsafe?”

His fingers traced lazy circles on her inner thigh, inching higher with every heartbeat. The touch was light, teasing, nowhere near where her body was already aching. Heat pooled low in her belly. She could feel herself getting wet.

“It’s not… it’s not personal,” she managed, voice wavering. “It’s statistics. Crime rates in those communities are—”

His fingers reached the edge of her lace panties. One thick digit pressed against the damp fabric, stroking along her slit through the material. Brooke’s hips jerked involuntarily.

“—are higher,” she finished breathlessly. “And the dropout rates—”

Rashad hooked the crotch of her panties aside. His bare finger slid through her slick folds, spreading her wetness, circling her swollen clit with agonizing slowness.

Brooke whimpered.

“Say the whole thing again,” he ordered, pressing just enough pressure on her clit to make her thighs tremble. “And don’t stop until you’ve explained why my kind doesn’t belong here.”

She tried. God, she tried.

“Urban athletes bring… ghetto culture—” His finger dipped lower, teasing her tight entrance without pushing inside. “—and then wonder why real students—”

He circled her clit again, faster now, the wet sound of his finger moving through her arousal filling the quiet room. Brooke’s head fell back slightly, pearls bouncing against her collarbone.

“—feel unsafe,” she moaned, the last word breaking.

Rashad immediately pulled his hand away.

Brooke’s eyes flew open. “Wait—”

“Finish the sentence properly,” he said, calm and merciless. “No moaning. No stuttering. Or we start over.”

Her pussy throbbed painfully, empty and aching. Shame burned through her chest even as fresh slick coated her thighs. She hated him. She hated how good his fingers felt. She hated that her body was betraying her so completely.

She forced the words out again, voice shaking. “Urban athletes bring ghetto culture to our campuses and then wonder why real students feel unsafe.”

His hand returned immediately, two thick fingers now gliding up and down her dripping slit. He pushed one finger inside her just to the first knuckle, stretching her virgin hole, then pulled back out, leaving her clenching around nothing.

“Explain the fatherless homes part,” he said softly. “You tweeted about that too.”

Brooke was losing control. Her conservative skirt was bunched around her hips. Her panties were shoved aside. Her nipples were painfully hard against her blouse. And every time she tried to hold onto her righteous anger, his fingers dragged her deeper into filthy, unwanted pleasure.

By the time the clock hit 10:30, she was a trembling, soaked mess. Rashad had edged her three separate times — bringing her right to the brink with slow, expert strokes on her clit and shallow thrusts of his fingers, only to stop the moment her voice broke or she moaned instead of finishing her hateful talking points.

She was dripping down her thighs. The front of her panties was dark and ruined. Her breathing came in short, desperate pants.

Rashad finally withdrew his hand, brought his glistening fingers to his mouth, and licked them clean right in front of her, eyes never leaving hers.

“Session’s almost over,” he said casually, as if he hadn’t just spent forty minutes tormenting her. “Same time next Tuesday?”

Brooke stared at him, chest heaving, pussy aching and empty, thighs sticky with her own arousal. She wanted to scream at him. She wanted to crawl across the table and beg him to finish what he started.

Instead, she whispered hoarsely, voice raw with shame and lust, “I still hate you.”

Rashad smiled slow and dark, wiping his wet fingers on his sweatpants.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But your pussy doesn’t.”

He stood, towering over her, the massive bulge in his sweatpants even more obvious now. “See you Tuesday, princess. Wear the same skirt. I like how easy it is to get under it.”

Brooke didn’t move for several minutes after he left. She sat there with her skirt still bunched up, panties askew, feeling the cool air on her soaked, throbbing sex.

Her hand trembled as she finally lowered her skirt and stood on shaky legs.

She made it halfway back to her dorm before the ache became unbearable.

In the shadowed walkway between buildings, Brooke slipped her hand under her skirt, pressed two fingers against her swollen clit, and rubbed frantically.

It took less than a minute for her to cum — hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, the delicate pearls quivering against her collarbone as her body shuddered.

But even as the orgasm faded, the emptiness remained.

It wasn’t enough.

And she already knew she would be back on Tuesday.


Deeper Into the Game



Tuesday night arrived like a dirty secret Brooke couldn’t stop chasing.

She told herself she was only going because skipping would look bad on her record with the dean. She told herself the ache between her legs for the last five days had nothing to do with Rashad Coleman. She told herself a lot of things as she walked into the study lounge wearing the same navy pleated skirt and crisp white blouse, pearls still neatly in place.

Rashad was already waiting, sprawled in his chair like he owned the room. His eyes tracked her from the moment she stepped inside, lingering on the way her skirt swayed against her thighs.

“Same outfit,” he noted with a lazy smirk. “Good girl. Makes my job easier.”

Brooke locked the door behind her and took her seat, crossing her legs tightly. Her heart was already racing. “Let’s just get this over with. Tonight’s topic is welfare dependency and how it destroys—”

“Wrong,” Rashad cut in smoothly. He slid his chair closer until his long legs bracketed hers under the table. “We’re continuing the game. You defend one of your tweets. I touch. You finish your point without moaning like a desperate little slut, and maybe — maybe — I’ll let you cum tonight.”

Brooke’s breath hitched. Heat flooded her face. “I’m not a slut.”

“Not yet,” he replied, his voice low and dark. “But you’re getting there. Now start talking. Let’s do the one from March. ‘Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them.’ Say it.”

She glared at him, but her thighs were already trembling. “Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them.”

The second the words left her mouth, his hand was under her skirt.

Thick fingers pushed her panties aside without ceremony. Two of them slid through her folds, finding her already shamefully wet. Rashad hummed in approval.

“Already soaked,” he murmured. “You’ve been thinking about this all week, haven’t you? Little racist princess touching herself at night while she thinks about the big Black thug she hates.”

“I have not—” Her protest died in a sharp gasp as he pushed one thick finger inside her, stretching her tight virgin pussy. The intrusion burned in the best way. Her walls fluttered around him greedily.

“Keep talking,” he ordered, slowly pumping his finger in and out. “Explain the ghetto mentality part. Make it convincing.”

Brooke tried to focus. Her voice came out breathy and uneven. “It’s… it’s the way they carry themselves. The music. The clothes. The lack of respect for authority—”

Rashad added a second finger, curling them deep inside her, stroking that sensitive spot that made her vision blur. Wet, obscene sounds filled the small lounge as he fingered her steadily.

“—and that… that attitude carries over to the field and the classroom,” she continued, hips starting to rock subtly against his hand despite herself.

He circled her swollen clit with his thumb while his fingers kept thrusting. Brooke’s head fell back, a soft whimper escaping before she could stop it.

Immediately, Rashad stopped moving.

“No,” she gasped, eyes flying open. “Don’t—”

“Finish the point properly,” he said calmly, fingers hovering just outside her dripping entrance. “No whimpering. No grinding on my hand like a bitch in heat. Start over.”

Humiliation burned through her chest even as fresh slick coated his fingers. She hated how much her body responded to his degradation. Hated that the shame only made her wetter.

She forced the words out again, voice shaking. “Black athletes are the reason campus crime is rising. They bring their ghetto mentality with them. It’s the attitude, the music, the lack of respect—”

He rewarded her by slamming his fingers back inside, fucking her harder now. The wet squelching sounds grew louder. The string of pearls slapped rhythmically against her collarbone with every shallow thrust of her hips. Her nipples were diamond-hard against her blouse, clearly visible through the thin fabric.

“Good girl,” Rashad praised, thumb working her clit in tight circles. “Look at you. President of the Conservatives, sitting here with your legs spread, getting finger-fucked by the very thug you want off campus. Does your daddy know his perfect little girl is dripping all over a Black man’s hand?”

The mention of her father sent a sharp stab of guilt through the pleasure. Weakness is worthless. His voice echoed in her head. But the guilt only made her pussy clench harder around Rashad’s thick fingers.

“I’m not… I’m not dripping,” she lied breathlessly, even as her arousal ran down his wrist.

Rashad laughed low. “Liar.” He pulled his fingers out completely, spread her pussy lips with two fingers, and slowly dragged the head of his thumb over her exposed clit. “This pretty pink cunt is soaked. It’s been soaked since the first night. You hate me… but your body knows what it needs.”

He edged her twice more — bringing her right to the edge with deep, curling strokes and relentless clit play, only to stop the moment her voice broke or her hips started bucking too eagerly. By the third time, Brooke was shaking, sweat beading at her hairline, her conservative outfit disheveled, thighs slick and trembling.

“Please…” The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Rashad’s eyes darkened. “Please what, princess? Please let the ghetto thug make you cum?”

She bit her lip hard enough to taste blood, refusing to answer. But her hips kept rolling, chasing his retreating fingers.

He checked the clock. “Time’s almost up. One more round. Make it good.”

Brooke was desperate now. Her voice came out broken and hoarse as she recited the hateful tweet again, barely holding it together while his fingers worked her mercilessly.

When the clock finally hit 11:00, Rashad withdrew his hand completely, leaving her empty and throbbing on the edge of release.

He stood, towering over her, the massive bulge in his sweatpants obscenely obvious. Without a word, he brought his glistening fingers to her lips.

“Clean them.”

Brooke hesitated only a second before parting her lips. She tasted herself on his skin — sweet, musky, shameful. She sucked his fingers clean while staring up at him with wide, conflicted eyes.

Rashad pulled his fingers free with a wet pop and wiped the last traces on her cheek.

“Next Tuesday,” he said simply. “Wear the pearls again. They look pretty when you’re shaking.”

He left her there — skirt bunched, panties ruined and askew, pussy aching and empty, thighs sticky with her own juices.

Brooke didn’t move for several long minutes.

When she finally stood, her legs were so weak she had to brace herself on the table. The walk back to her dorm felt endless. Every step made her swollen clit rub against her soaked panties, sending sparks of frustrated need through her body.

Back in her room, she locked the door, stripped off her skirt and panties, and lay on her bed with her legs spread wide.

Her fingers flew over her clit, fast and desperate. She came hard within minutes, biting her pillow to muffle her cries, Rashad’s deep voice and thick fingers replaying in her mind.

But even as the orgasm faded, the ache remained.

It was deeper now.

And she already knew she would show up next Tuesday wearing the pearls, just like he told her to.


The Barrier



Brooke skipped the next Tuesday session.

She told herself it was a principled stand. She told the Union executive board that she had a conflicting event. She even posted a vague tweet about “protecting conservative values from forced ideological indoctrination.”

But the real reason sat heavy between her legs every time she moved.

For five straight days after that last session, she couldn’t stop feeling Rashad’s thick fingers inside her. The stretch. The wet sounds. The way he’d edged her until she was shaking and begging with her eyes. Every night she touched herself thinking about him, coming harder than she ever had before, only to lie there afterward drowning in shame.

Weakness is worthless.

Her father’s voice never left her head.

By Thursday she was a wreck — irritable at Union meetings, snapping at her friends, and avoiding the athletic side of campus like it was radioactive. She wore her longest skirts and highest-necked blouses, as if more fabric could hide how ruined she already felt.

She lasted until the following Tuesday.

At 8:47 p.m. she stood outside the study lounge door, pearls tight around her throat, hands trembling. She hated herself for coming back. Hated that her panties were already damp just from walking across campus.

She pushed the door open.

Rashad was there, but he didn’t look pleased.

He sat with his arms crossed over his broad chest, dark eyes hard. “You skipped last week.”

Brooke closed the door and took her seat, spine straight, chin high. “I had other obligations. The dialogue program isn’t the only thing on my schedule.”

“Bullshit.” His voice was calm but carried an edge. “You got scared. Your tight little racist pussy got fingered too good, and you ran.”

Heat flooded her face. “Don’t talk to me like that.”

Rashad leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Then stop lying. You came back tonight because you’ve been touching that pretty cunt every night thinking about me. Admit it.”

“I have not,” she snapped, but her voice wavered. Her thighs pressed together under the table. “This ends now. No more games. No more touching. We sit here for two hours, discuss policy like civilized adults, and that’s it. If you try anything physical again, I’ll report you to the dean and your coach.”

Rashad studied her for a long moment, then smiled — slow, dangerous, and knowing.

“Fine,” he said. “No touching. We’ll do it your way tonight.”

Brooke exhaled in relief… until he started talking.

For the first thirty minutes, he obeyed the new rule. No hands under the table. No physical contact. But his words were filthier than any touch.

He described in calm, explicit detail exactly what he wanted to do to her.

How he’d bend her over this very table and stretch her virgin pussy with his eleven-inch cock. How he’d choke her with one hand while pounding her so deep she’d feel him in her stomach. How he’d fill her womb with load after load of thick Black cum until it was leaking down her thighs while she was still wearing her conservative pearls and Union president badge.

Brooke sat rigid, trying to counter with policy points and statistics, but her voice grew thinner with every minute. Her nipples were painfully hard. Her panties were soaked through. Every time he described breeding her, her pussy clenched hard around nothing.

“You’re disgusting,” she whispered during one particularly vulgar description of him coming inside her while she called him every slur she knew.

“Am I?” Rashad leaned back, letting her see the massive, rock-hard outline of his cock straining against his sweatpants. “Then why are you squirming in your seat? Why are your thighs rubbing together like you’re trying to get friction on that aching clit?”

“I’m not—”

“You are.” His voice dropped lower. “I can smell how wet you are from here, Brooke. That prim, racist little cunt is dripping down your thighs right now because you know I’m the only one who can give you what you really need.”

She stood up abruptly, chair scraping loudly. “This session is over. I’m leaving.”

“Sit down.” The command was quiet but carried absolute authority. “You walk out now and I’ll tell the dean you refused to participate. You’ll lose your position. Your scholarship recommendations. Everything you’ve built your perfect little identity on.”

Brooke froze, breathing hard.

Slowly, she sat back down.

The rest of the session was pure torture.

Rashad kept talking — describing how he’d make her suck his cock under the table, how he’d fuck her ass while she tried to recite her conservative talking points, how he’d turn the president of the Campus Conservatives into his personal BBC breeding whore.

By the time 11:00 came, Brooke was shaking. Her blouse clung to her damp skin. Her clit throbbed so badly she wanted to scream. She hadn’t been touched once, yet she felt more violated and aroused than she had during any previous session.

When the lock finally clicked open, she stood on unsteady legs.

“I hate you,” she said, voice hoarse.

Rashad stood too, towering over her. The bulge in his sweatpants looked painfully hard.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But you’re going to dream about me tonight anyway. And you’ll be back next week. Because deep down you know you need this.”

Brooke fled the lounge without another word.

She didn’t make it back to her dorm this time.

In the darkened stairwell of the student union, she pressed her back against the wall, hiked up her skirt, shoved her hand into her soaked panties, and rubbed her swollen clit frantically.

She came in under a minute — hard, gasping, biting her own wrist to stay quiet — imagining Rashad’s thick cock stretching her while he called her his little racist slut.

When the orgasm faded, tears pricked her eyes.

She was losing.

And the worst part was… a dark, secret part of her was starting to like it.


Cracks in the Armor



Brooke lasted four days this time.

Four days of throwing herself into Union work, attending every meeting, posting fiery tweets about “defending Western values,” and pretending the constant throb between her legs didn’t exist. She avoided the athletic complex entirely. She changed her route to classes. She even tried going to bed early with classical music playing, hoping it would drown out the memory of Rashad’s deep voice describing how he’d breed her.

It didn’t work.

Every night she ended up on her back with her legs spread, fingers frantically working her swollen clit while his filthy words replayed in her head. She came harder each time, but the relief never lasted. The emptiness only grew.

By the next Tuesday she was exhausted — dark circles under her eyes, nerves frayed, and her conservative blouses suddenly feeling too tight across her sensitive nipples.

She walked into the study lounge at 8:58 p.m. wearing her pearls like armor.

Rashad was waiting, but this time he didn’t smile.

He sat forward, elbows on the table, dark eyes intense. “You look like shit, princess. Fighting it that hard?”

Brooke took her seat and crossed her legs tightly, refusing to meet his gaze. “I’m here to talk policy. Nothing else. No games. No touching. No vulgar descriptions. If you cross the line even once, I’m done. I’ll report everything.”

Rashad watched her for a long moment, then nodded slowly. “Alright. Your rules tonight.”

For the first forty minutes, he actually followed them.

They discussed affirmative action, campus free speech, and crime statistics. Brooke recited her prepared points with practiced precision, her voice steady for the first time in weeks. She almost allowed herself to feel victorious.

Then Rashad shifted in his chair.

His knee brushed hers under the table — just once, accidental. But the contact sent a jolt straight to her core. Her pussy clenched hard, a fresh gush of wetness soaking her already-damp panties.

She faltered mid-sentence.

Rashad noticed.

From that moment on, he stopped playing fair.

He didn’t touch her. He didn’t need to.

Instead, he started describing everything in clinical, devastating detail — but this time he made her participate.

“Tell me, Brooke,” he said calmly during a lull, “when you touch yourself at night, do you use two fingers or three? Because my cock is a lot thicker than that.”

Her face burned. “I’m not discussing that.”

“But you are thinking about it,” he countered. “Every time you rub that little clit, you’re imagining how it would feel if I stretched you open. How full you’d be. How deep I’d go.”

Brooke’s thighs squeezed together. Her voice cracked. “Stop.”

“Make me,” he challenged softly. “Tell me again how Black men are destroying the moral fabric of this country… while your pussy drips onto the chair because you know I’m right here.”

She tried. She really tried.

Every time she launched into one of her talking points, Rashad would counter with raw, explicit imagery — how he’d choke her while he fucked her, how he’d make her wear her Union president sash while he pumped her full of cum, how he’d turn the loud-mouthed racist into his personal cum-dump.

By 10:15 she was trembling.

Her nipples were painfully hard. Her panties were ruined. Her clit throbbed with every heartbeat. She hadn’t been touched once, yet she felt more exposed than if she’d been naked.

“I can’t do this anymore,” she whispered suddenly, standing up on shaky legs. “This is harassment. I’m leaving.”

“Sit down, Brooke.”

The command was quiet, but it carried weight.

She stayed standing, breathing hard. “No. I’m reporting this.”

Rashad leaned back, calm and massive. “Go ahead. Report it. Tell the dean how the big Black thug made your racist little cunt wet for weeks. Tell him how you kept coming back anyway. How you skipped sessions and then showed up dripping. How you finger yourself every night thinking about the man you publicly call a thug.”

Brooke’s knees buckled. She sank back into her chair, defeated.

The last forty minutes were hell.

Rashad kept talking — low, relentless, filthy. He described exactly how he was going to break her. How he’d make her beg. How he’d fill her womb until she was leaking his cum during her next Union meeting.

When the session finally ended, Brooke was a mess.

She stood on trembling legs, skirt wrinkled, face flushed, pearls askew. Her thighs were sticky. Her pussy ached so badly she wanted to cry.

“I hate you,” she said, voice breaking. “I fucking hate you.”

Rashad stood too, towering over her. The bulge in his sweatpants was enormous, the head of his cock clearly outlined against the fabric.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “But next Tuesday you’re going to walk in here, sit down, and beg me to fuck you. Because you’re tired of fighting what your body already knows.”

Brooke fled the lounge without answering.

She didn’t even make it to the stairwell this time.

In the darkened hallway outside the lounge, she pressed her forehead against the cool wall, shoved her hand under her skirt, and rubbed her swollen, soaked clit with desperate, frantic strokes.

She came violently within seconds — biting her lip until it bled, tears running down her cheeks, her conservative pearls jiggling as her body convulsed.

It still wasn’t enough.

As the orgasm faded, the ache returned stronger than ever.

Brooke slid down the wall, sitting on the floor with her legs spread, cum-slick thighs trembling, and whispered to the empty hallway:

“…please.”

She didn’t know if she was begging Rashad… or herself to stop.

But deep down, she already knew the truth.

Next Tuesday, the barrier was going to break.


The Breaking Point



The study lounge felt like a pressure cooker the moment Brooke stepped inside.

Week 7. Tuesday night. 8:59 p.m.

She closed the heavy door behind her and the lock clicked into place with terrifying finality. The soundproofed walls swallowed every outside noise. It was just her, Rashad, and two hours of forced isolation.

Brooke’s hands were trembling as she smoothed down her navy pleated skirt. Her white blouse was buttoned all the way up, pearls resting cool against her flushed throat like a lie. She looked every inch the proper conservative president — except for the way her thighs kept pressing together, trying to ease the constant, aching throb that had lived between her legs for weeks.

Rashad didn’t say a word at first.

He rose slowly from his chair, all 6'7" and 245 pounds of dark, powerful muscle. His black athletic shirt stretched tight across his broad chest. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, the heavy, obscene outline of his cock already visible and thickening as he stared at her.

“You’re late,” he said, voice low and rough.

“I almost didn’t come,” Brooke whispered, her usual sharp tone cracked and uncertain.

Rashad’s lips curled into something between a smile and a snarl. “But you did. Again. Even after swearing you’d stop.”

He crossed the small room in two strides and grabbed the front of her blouse with one massive hand. The fabric gave way with a sharp rip. Buttons scattered across the floor like tiny gunshots. Her lace bra was exposed instantly, nipples already stiff and pressing desperately against the thin material.

Brooke gasped. “Rashad—wait—”

“No more waiting.” His other hand fisted her pearls, yanking her head back so she was forced to look up at him. “Seven weeks, princess. Seven weeks of you sitting across from me spitting racist shit while your pussy dripped for me. I’m done being patient.”

He shoved her backward until her ass hit the edge of the table, then lifted her effortlessly and slammed her down onto the wooden surface. Her skirt flipped up around her waist in a crumpled mess. Before she could even protest, Rashad hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tore them down her legs, ripping the delicate lace in his haste.

Cool air kissed her soaked, swollen pussy. She was dripping — embarrassingly, shamefully wet. A thin string of her arousal stretched between her pussy lips and the ruined panties as he tossed them aside.

Rashad shoved his sweatpants down. His cock sprang free — thick, veined, and brutally long. Eleven inches of dark, angry meat, the head already shiny with precum. It looked far too big for her tiny body.

Brooke’s eyes widened in real panic. “That’s not going to fit. Rashad, please, it’s too big—I’m still a virgin—”

“You were a virgin,” he corrected, gripping her thighs and spreading them wide. “Tonight, that changes.”

He pressed the fat head of his cock against her slick entrance and pushed.

The stretch was immediate and vicious.

Brooke cried out as the thick crown forced her virgin lips apart, inch after inch sliding into her tight, unprepared pussy. The burn was intense, bordering on painful, yet underneath it was a deep, filthy pleasure she couldn’t deny. Her walls fluttered and clenched desperately around the invasion, trying to accommodate his massive girth.

“Fuuuck—” she sobbed, nails digging into his forearms. “It hurts—slow down—”

“No.” Rashad’s voice was gravel. He kept pushing, feeding her more of his cock, watching with dark satisfaction as her pale belly slightly bulged from the sheer size of him. “Take it. Take every fucking inch like the racist little slut you are.”

When he finally bottomed out, his heavy balls pressed tight against her ass, Brooke was panting wildly. She felt impossibly full — stretched to her limit, every nerve ending screaming.

Rashad gave her only a few seconds before he pulled back and slammed in hard.

The table creaked violently beneath her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed obscenely in the small room as he set a brutal, punishing rhythm. Long, deep strokes that dragged every thick vein along her sensitive walls. Her tits bounced inside her torn blouse with every thrust. Her pearls jumped against her collarbone.

“Say it,” he growled, wrapping one large hand around her throat and squeezing just enough to make her eyes flutter. “Say the word you love throwing at me while I’m balls-deep in this tight white pussy.”

Brooke’s mind was fracturing. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Her father’s voice screamed in her head — Weakness is worthless. You are better than this. — even as her hips started rolling up to meet his savage thrusts.

“N-nigger—” The slur tore out of her between broken moans. “You’re… you’re a fucking nigger—”

The word ignited something primal in Rashad. He roared, lifted her left leg over his shoulder, and drove even deeper, the new angle letting him grind directly against her g-spot with every brutal stroke.

Brooke came instantly.

Her pussy clamped down around his thick cock like a vice, walls rippling and milking him as a powerful squirt gushed out around his shaft, soaking his balls and the table beneath her. She screamed, back arching violently, her pearls jerking wildly against her collarbone as the orgasm tore through her body.

Rashad didn’t slow. He fucked her straight through it, hips snapping harder, sweat dripping from his chest onto her pale tits.

“That’s it,” he snarled. “Cream all over the dick you hate so much. Look at you — the proud president of the Campus Conservatives getting her virgin cunt ruined by BBC. Your daddy would disown you if he saw his perfect little girl right now.”

The shame hit her like another orgasm. Brooke came again, harder this time, sobbing and moaning incoherently as her body betrayed her completely. Her conservative blouse hung open, tits spilling out, nipples red and swollen. Her skirt was bunched uselessly around her waist. Cum and squirt leaked down her ass with every thrust.

Rashad leaned down, biting the side of her neck hard enough to leave a dark mark, then growled hotly against her ear:

“I’m gonna fill this womb up. Gonna pump load after load of thick Black cum deep inside you until you’re bred. You’re going to walk around campus leaking me for days. Every time you sit in your little Union meetings, you’ll feel my seed dripping out of your ruined pussy.”

“Please—” Brooke begged, voice hoarse and broken. Tears streamed down her face. “Please cum inside me—Rashad—fill me—breed me—please—”

He slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt with a deep, animalistic groan.

His cock pulsed violently.

Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, blasting directly against her cervix. Pulse after pulse, far more than she could hold. It flooded her completely, overflowing instantly and leaking out around his thick shaft in messy white strands that ran down her ass and pooled on the table.

Rashad kept grinding deep, forcing every last drop as far inside her as possible, claiming her, marking her, breeding her like an animal.

Brooke came one last time from the sheer feeling of being flooded — a smaller, shuddering orgasm that left her limp and trembling on the table.

For several long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the wet drip of his cum hitting the floor.

Rashad finally pulled out slowly. A thick glob of his seed followed, running obscenely from her gaping, ruined pussy. He looked down at the wrecked, cum-leaking conservative girl beneath him and smiled with dark satisfaction.

Brooke lay there, chest heaving, blouse torn open, skirt bunched, pearls askew, thighs spread and trembling. Thick white cum continued to slowly leak from her freshly fucked hole.

She stared up at the ceiling, voice barely a whisper:

“I… I still hate you.”

Rashad tucked his spent but still heavy cock back into his sweatpants. He leaned down, wiped a streak of his cum across her bottom lip like obscene lipstick, and murmured:

“Yeah. But tomorrow night you’re sneaking into the athletic dorm anyway. Because now you know how good it feels to be owned by BBC.”

He left her there — destroyed, dripping, and forever changed — while he casually gathered his things and walked out.

Brooke didn’t move for a long time.

She just lay on the table feeling the slow, warm trickle of his cum leaking out of her, her father’s disappointed voice screaming in her head, and her own traitorous body already aching for more.

The barrier wasn’t just broken.

It had been obliterated.


The Deepening



Brooke Whitaker was no longer pretending.

Ten days had passed since Rashad had taken her virginity on that study lounge table, and in those ten days she had become someone she barely recognized.

She still attended a few Union meetings, but she sat in the back, quiet, her mind drifting to thick Black cock and heavy balls slapping against her. She wore her conservative blouses and pearls like a costume now — underneath, she had started wearing the thin black choker Rashad gave her that simply said “BBC Property” in tiny silver letters.

Every night she snuck out.

Every night she let him use her.

But tonight was different.

Rashad’s text had been simple and commanding:

Locker room. 11:30 sharp. Wear the pearls. Don’t wear panties.

Brooke’s hands shook as she slipped through the side entrance of the athletic complex. The building was mostly dark, the only light coming from the emergency fixtures. Her heels clicked softly down the hallway toward the football locker room. Under her long coat she wore the same white blouse and navy pleated skirt from earlier that day — now wrinkled and stained from previous nights.

She pushed open the locker room door.

The air was thick with the scent of sweat, soap, and testosterone. Rashad stood near the showers, shirtless, gray sweatpants slung low. Next to him was Marcus — 6'5", 230 pounds of lean, athletic muscle, the team’s star wide receiver. Both men turned to look at her with dark, hungry eyes.

Brooke’s stomach flipped.

“Rashad… you said it would be just us,” she whispered, voice trembling even as her pussy clenched with shameful anticipation.

Rashad smirked and crooked a finger. “Coat off.”

She hesitated only a second before letting the coat drop to the floor. Her conservative outfit looked ridiculous in the masculine space — pearls gleaming, blouse still buttoned high, skirt modest. But her hard nipples and the way her thighs rubbed together gave her away.

Marcus let out a low whistle. “Damn. So this is the racist little conservative bitch you’ve been training.”

Rashad stepped forward and grabbed her by the pearls, using them like a leash to pull her deeper into the room. “On your knees, princess.”

Brooke dropped instantly, the tile cold against her knees. Two thick, heavy Black cocks were freed in front of her face as both men shoved their sweatpants down. Rashad’s was the thicker, veinier monster she already knew so well. Marcus’s was slightly longer, with a slight upward curve.

“Suck,” Rashad ordered.

She started with him, stretching her lips wide around his girth, bobbing sloppily as drool immediately ran down her chin. Rashad groaned and fisted her platinum hair, fucking her throat with deep, controlled strokes. Then they switched. Marcus was more aggressive — he grabbed her pearls and used them to pull her face forward, forcing more of his long cock down her throat until she gagged and tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Look at her go,” Marcus laughed. “Little miss ‘urban athletes are ruining campus’ is choking on BBC like a pro.”

They passed her back and forth for long minutes, face-fucking her until her makeup ran and spit dripped onto her conservative blouse, soaking the fabric and making her hard nipples clearly visible.

When they finally pulled her up, Brooke was panting, lips swollen, eyes glassy with lust.

They bent her over one of the long wooden benches. Rashad moved behind her first, flipping her skirt up and slamming his thick cock into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust. Brooke cried out, gripping the bench as he started pounding her hard and deep.

Marcus stepped in front, feeding her his cock again while Rashad railed her from behind.

The double-stuffed feeling — mouth and pussy — made her mind melt. She moaned around Marcus’s shaft as Rashad’s heavy balls slapped against her clit with every thrust.

After Rashad filled her pussy with a thick creampie, he didn’t pull out gently.

He spread her ass cheeks wide, using the mix of her juices and his cum as lube, and pressed the fat head of his cock against her virgin asshole.

“Relax, whore,” he growled. “Tonight we’re taking all three holes.”

Brooke whimpered. “I’ve never… it’s too big—”

“You’ll take it.”

He pushed slowly but relentlessly. The burn was intense as her tight ring stretched around his massive girth. Inch after inch disappeared into her ass while Marcus stroked her hair and told her what a good little racist slut she was becoming.

When Rashad was finally buried balls-deep in her ass, Brooke was shaking, tears running down her face, moaning like a broken toy.

Marcus moved into position in front of her.

They lifted her carefully, Rashad lying back on the bench with his cock still buried in her ass, then Marcus stepped between her spread thighs and slid his long cock into her cum-filled pussy.

Double penetration.

Brooke screamed in overwhelming pleasure and pain as both massive cocks filled her completely at the same time. The sensation was indescribable — too full, too deep, every thrust making her feel like she was being split in half in the most delicious way.

They found their rhythm quickly.

Rashad thrust up into her ass while Marcus pounded down into her pussy. The two cocks rubbed against each other through the thin wall separating her holes, creating intense friction that made her vision white out.

“Fuuuuck—too much—oh my God—” Brooke babbled, her conservative blouse soaked with sweat, the delicate pearls jerking and dancing between her heaving tits.

“Take it, you little BBC whore,” Rashad snarled from beneath her, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “This is what happens to racist conservatives who run their mouth. Two big Black cocks owning every hole at once.”

Marcus gripped her throat lightly. “Gonna fill both these holes. Turn the president of the Campus Conservatives into our personal cum-dump. You’re never going back to your little white boys after this.”

They fucked her mercilessly for what felt like forever — alternating strokes, then slamming into her together until the locker room filled with the wet sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her broken moans.

Brooke came violently. Her whole body convulsed between them as she squirted around Marcus’s cock, her ass clenching tight around Rashad. She screamed so loud she was grateful the building was empty.

They didn’t stop.

They kept pounding her through orgasm after orgasm until she was a sobbing, shaking mess.

Rashad came first, roaring as he flooded her ass with thick, hot ropes of cum. Marcus followed seconds later, pumping her pussy full again until both holes were overflowing with their seed.

They kept her sandwiched between them for long minutes afterward, both cocks still buried deep inside her, cum leaking from her stretched holes and running down her thighs onto the bench.

Rashad kissed the back of her neck. “Say it, princess.”

Brooke’s voice was hoarse, broken, and completely surrendered.

“I’m… I’m your BBC whore.”

Marcus chuckled. “Louder.”

“I’m your BBC whore!” she cried, tears of overwhelming pleasure running down her face. “I belong to Black cock now.”

They finally pulled out slowly, leaving her gaping and dripping from both holes. Cum poured out of her pussy and ass in thick white streams as she lay limp on the bench, ruined and satisfied in a way she had never known was possible.

Rashad stroked her hair almost gently.

“Go home, Brooke. But tomorrow night you’re coming back. And the night after that. Because you’re addicted now.”

She nodded weakly, legs trembling as she tried to stand.

As she limped out of the locker room — bow-legged, cum running down her thighs, conservative outfit completely destroyed, pearls sticky with spit and seed — she sent Rashad one last text before she even reached her dorm:

I need more.

The old Brooke Whitaker was gone.

Only the BBC whore remained.


The Climax



Brooke Whitaker had fully crossed the point of no return.

She no longer hid. She walked boldly into the athletic dorm wearing her usual conservative blouse and pleated skirt, but now the top three buttons were undone to proudly display the thin black choker that read “BBC Property” in silver letters. Her pearls — once a symbol of purity — had become nothing more than a decoration that bounced wildly whenever she got fucked.

She had stopped answering calls from the Campus Conservatives Union. She had deleted her old social media posts. The girl who once gave fiery speeches against “urban athletes” now lived for the very thing she used to condemn.

Tonight, Rashad’s text had been commanding and simple:

My room. 10:00 sharp. Wear the pearls and choker. Nothing underneath the skirt.

When Brooke entered the room, both men were already naked, their massive cocks hanging heavy and half-hard. The sight alone made her pussy clench with need.

Rashad smirked. “Look at you. Still wearing the good-girl outfit on the outside.”

Marcus laughed. “But we both know what a filthy BBC slut you are underneath.”

They didn’t waste time with foreplay.

They stripped her slowly and deliberately, peeling off her blouse and skirt until she stood completely naked except for the pearls around her neck and the black choker. Rashad pushed her onto the bed on all fours first. He mounted her from behind, slamming his thick 11-inch cock balls-deep into her soaked pussy in one savage thrust. Brooke moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch as he began pounding her with long, powerful strokes.

Marcus knelt in front of her and fed his long cock down her throat. She sucked eagerly, drooling and gagging, loving the way they used her from both ends like a toy.

They switched positions again and again over the next hour — fucking her mouth, pussy, and ass in every combination. Rashad filled her pussy twice. Marcus came down her throat once and then painted her tits with another thick load. Brooke came repeatedly, screaming their names, her body trembling with each orgasm.

But the real peak came when they decided to take her together again.

Rashad lay down in the center of the bed, his massive cock standing straight up, thick and glistening. He grabbed Brooke’s hips and guided her down onto him so she was straddling his lap, facing him directly. She sank down slowly, moaning deeply as his thick cock stretched and filled her cum-soaked pussy completely.

“Eyes on me,” Rashad ordered, gripping her hips tightly. “I want to watch your face while we both destroy you.”

Brooke stared down into his dark eyes, hands braced on his broad, muscular chest, as she started riding him. The string of pearls swung like a lewd pendulum between her bouncing tits.

Marcus moved behind her.

He spread her ass cheeks wide, lined up the thick head of his long cock with her already-lubed asshole, and pushed forward steadily. Brooke gasped sharply as the burning stretch intensified. Inch after thick inch sank into her ass from behind in a deep doggy-style position while she remained facing Rashad, fully impaled on his cock in her pussy.

“Oh, fuck—Marcus—it's so deep, ” she whimpered, eyes fluttering.

When Marcus finally bottomed out in her ass, Brooke was shaking uncontrollably. Both massive Black cocks were buried to the hilt inside her at the same time — Rashad in her pussy, Marcus in her ass from behind. The overwhelming fullness made her feel like she was being split apart in the most addictive way possible.

They started thrusting.

Rashad drove up into her pussy from below with powerful, upward strokes while Marcus fucked her ass hard from behind, his hips slapping loudly against her pale cheeks. The two cocks rubbed and pressed against each other through the thin wall separating her holes, creating intense, mind-melting friction with every movement.

Brooke cried out in pure ecstasy. “Yes—fuck—too full—don’t stop!”

Her conservative pearls flew and slapped obscenely between her breasts. Sweat glistened on her pale skin. Her conservative blouse lay crumpled on the floor, completely forgotten.

“Tell us what you really are now,” Rashad growled, slamming up into her pussy while staring into her eyes. “Say it loud.”

“I’m your BBC whore!” Brooke screamed, voice cracking with pleasure. “I used to hate Black men… I used to call you thugs and animals… now I can’t live without your cocks! I need Black cock every single day!”

Marcus gripped her hips harder from behind, pounding her ass deeper and faster. “That’s right, you racist little bitch. No more conservative speeches. No more Union meetings. Just a white breeding slut who begs to be filled by Black cum.”

They fucked her mercilessly, finding a brutal, perfect rhythm — Rashad thrusting up into her pussy while Marcus drove down into her ass from behind. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her broken, slutty moans filled the entire room.

Brooke came violently. Her whole body convulsed between them as she squirted hard around Rashad’s cock, her holes clenching and fluttering desperately around both massive shafts. She screamed so loudly her throat went raw.

They didn’t slow down.

They kept pounding her through orgasm after orgasm — Rashad choking her lightly while staring into her eyes, Marcus slapping her ass red from behind. They pulled her pearls like reins. They called her every filthy name she once used against them.

“Gonna breed this womb tonight,” Rashad snarled, eyes locked on hers. “Gonna pump so much cum into you that you’ll be leaking for days. You’re never getting rid of my seed.”

Marcus groaned from behind her. “And I’m gonna flood this tight white ass until it’s overflowing. Turn you into our personal cum-dump.”

Brooke was completely lost in pleasure. “Yes—please—breed me—fill every hole—own me completely—”

The climax built for both men at the same time.

Rashad roared first, slamming up into her pussy and flooding her womb with thick, powerful ropes of hot cum. Marcus followed seconds later, burying himself deep in her ass and pumping her full of his seed until both her holes were stuffed and leaking heavily.

They kept her sandwiched between them for several long minutes afterward, both cocks still buried deep inside her as cum slowly dripped out around their shafts and ran down her thighs.

Brooke collapsed onto Rashad’s broad chest, trembling, covered in sweat and cum, her pearls sticky and askew against her skin.

“I’m never going back,” she whispered hoarsely, voice raw from screaming. “I don’t want the Union anymore. I don’t want my old life. I just want to be your BBC whore… forever. Use me every day. Breed me. Own me.”

Rashad stroked her hair possessively and kissed her forehead. “Good girl. Tomorrow we’re filming you renouncing everything on camera while I fuck you senseless. Then we’re showing the whole team what the former conservative princess has become.”

Marcus chuckled darkly from behind her. “The old Brooke is dead. Only our little white BBC slut remains.”

Brooke shivered with dark, shameful excitement and pressed her face tighter against Rashad’s chest, feeling both their cocks still twitching inside her leaking holes.

She had never felt more complete.


The Resolution



The study lounge looked exactly the same as it had on the very first night.

Same sterile fluorescent lights. Same small rectangular table. Same two uncomfortable chairs. Same thick, soundproofed walls that swallowed every sound.

But everything else had changed.

Brooke Whitaker walked in at 8:55 p.m. on the final mandatory dialogue session of the semester wearing her full conservative uniform: crisp white blouse, navy pleated skirt, and her signature string of pearls. On the surface, she still looked like the polished president of the Campus Conservatives Union.

Underneath, she was someone else entirely.

The black “BBC Property” choker was hidden just beneath her pearls. Her pussy and ass were still tender and leaking from the night before. And her mind was completely, irreversibly corrupted.

Rashad and Marcus were already waiting.

Both men sat casually at the table, but the moment she closed and locked the door behind her, the atmosphere shifted from tense dialogue to raw possession.

Rashad stood first, towering over her. “Last session, princess. Time to give your final statement.”

Brooke’s heart raced, but there was no hesitation left in her.

She walked straight to the center of the room, turned to face them, and slowly dropped to her knees on the cold tile floor. Her skirt rode up her thighs as she knelt between the two massive Black athletes.

“I’m ready,” she whispered, voice soft but steady.

Marcus smirked. “Then say it. Loud and clear. Tell us — and the camera — what you really are now.”

Rashad pulled out his phone and started recording, aiming it down at her kneeling form.

Brooke looked directly into the lens, her blue eyes shining with shameless surrender. Her conservative blouse was still buttoned neatly, pearls gleaming, but her words were pure filth.

“My name is Brooke Whitaker,” she began, voice clear and proud. “I used to be the president of the Campus Conservatives Union. I used to post tweets calling Black athletes thugs, ghetto, and dangerous. I used to believe my race and my politics made me superior.”

She paused, then smiled — a slow, wicked smile.

“I was wrong.”

Rashad stepped closer and freed his thick cock, letting it hang heavy in front of her face. Marcus did the same on her other side.

Brooke continued speaking while staring into the camera, her voice growing breathier.

“I was a racist, entitled little white girl who hated Black men. Now I live for Black cock. I’m addicted to it. I crave it every single day. I let two big Black bulls stretch my virgin holes, fuck me senseless, and breed me like a whore.”

She leaned forward and took Rashad’s cock into her mouth first, sucking sloppily for several seconds before pulling off with a wet pop.

“I renounce everything I used to believe,” she said, spit dripping from her lips. “I renounce the Union. I renounce conservative values. I renounce my old life. From now on, I belong to BBC.”

Marcus grabbed her pearls and pulled her toward his cock. She sucked him eagerly, moaning around his length while Rashad continued filming.

When she pulled off again, her voice was hoarse but filled with pride:

“I am a BBC whore. I am Rashad and Marcus’s personal white breeding slut. I will sneak into the athletic dorm every night. I will let them fuck me whenever they want. I will take their cum in my pussy, my ass, and down my throat. I will wear their marks proudly.”

Rashad set the phone on the table, still recording, and pulled her to her feet.

“On the table,” he ordered.

Brooke climbed onto the same table where he had first taken her virginity weeks ago. She lay on her back, hiked her skirt up around her waist, and spread her legs wide, showing her bare, dripping pussy.

Rashad moved between her thighs and slammed into her in one brutal thrust. Brooke cried out in pleasure, back arching as he started pounding her hard and deep.

Marcus climbed onto the table and fed his cock into her mouth, fucking her face while Rashad railed her pussy.

They used her mercilessly for the next forty minutes — switching positions, filling every hole, covering her in their cum. They fucked her on her back, on all fours, and finally in the same double penetration that had broken her completely.

Rashad lay on the table and pulled Brooke on top of him so she faced him, sinking his thick cock deep into her pussy. Marcus moved behind her and pushed into her ass from behind in deep doggy-style strokes.

Brooke moaned like a broken slut as both massive cocks filled her at once again.

“I’m your BBC whore!” she screamed between thrusts, the delicate pearls slapping rhythmically with every brutal stroke. “Breed me! Fill me! Own me forever!”

They came together — Rashad flooding her pussy while Marcus pumped her ass full of thick, hot cum. When they finally pulled out, Brooke lay on the table in a ruined, cum-drenched mess. Thick white seed leaked from both her gaping holes, running down her thighs and pooling beneath her. Her conservative blouse was open, pearls sticky with spit and cum, makeup smeared.

She looked directly into the camera one last time, voice raw but proud:

“This is who I am now. Brooke Whitaker, former conservative, is dead. There is only the BBC slut.”

Rashad stopped the recording and smiled down at her.

“Good girl.”

Marcus wiped a streak of cum across her cheek. “Welcome to your new life, whore.”

Brooke lay there for a long moment, feeling their warm cum slowly leaking out of her, the weight of her old identity finally gone.

She smiled softly, completely at peace.

“I can’t wait for next semester.”
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