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Part One

A dystopia in the not
so distant future...

 


 


It had been over 70 years since the Last Great War
and humanity was still struggling to find its foothold. The
combination of nuclear and biological warfare had led to wholesale
planetary destruction, causing many continents to become completely
uninhabitable. Above, the ozone layer was decimated. Below, the
majority of the Polar Regions were melted, swallowing up great
swathes of land; while carcinogens and other lethal substances had
contaminated every ocean, lake, and river bed in the world.
Population numbers —sadly— were at an all-time low.

In the blink of an eye, large groups in the
world had simply died off. Women became barren. Men became
impotent. Babies were rare. Very rare. And the lucky few who were
left behind to pick up the pieces tended to gravitate towards the
last remaining cities scattered mostly through Europe and North
America. There, highly sophisticated government surveillance
programs were able to make sure that everyone was safe and secure.
No other choice was available. The people were forced to rely on
the State. The survival of the species demanded it.

And yet, hope was already on the horizon.

For instance, Bradley Walcott and his
beautiful wife Claire Walcott were walking advertisements for what
the future might hold for the world's struggling population.

The Walcotts were the ideal couple. Both
extremely loyal to the State, both extremely obedient, the married
couple also had the benefit of coming from good families, and
enjoyed the best schools, and eventually took well-paying jobs that
allowed the photogenic married couple to afford the nicer things in
life. Although barely in his 30's, Bradley was already an assistant
to the Deputy Director of Child Welfare Services. It was a good job
that fetched him a handsome salary. And Bradley liked wearing a
sharp business suit every day and bringing a briefcase into the
office where he was just starting to get respect from everyone.

Claire, on the other hand, had followed her
womanly passions, and landed a job as a registered nurse at the
city's largest Pediatric Hospital.

It was her dream job. The young woman loved
children. Being around them was a blessing to her. And every
morning when Claire went to work at the government-controlled
hospital she passed under a large black banner with imperial-sized
golden letters, strategically placed there to remind all the
employees of the great importance of their jobs. The heartrending
banner read: BABIES ARE THE FUTURE. BREED. DELIVER. NURTURE.
BREED.

But it was on this particular Tuesday morning
when neither Bradley nor Claire was allowed to go to their beloved
work spaces, or anywhere else for that matter.

No. Since they still hadn't managed to prove
pregnancy, by law, the Walcotts were required to appear at this
tall, gray, imposing and incredibly impersonal government office
building. Their appointment was for 10 A.M. A Fecundity Counselor
had already been assigned to their case.

"You ready?" Bradley said, a little stiffly.
They were riding in an elevator that was zipping them up to the
42nd floor.

"Yeah, I just hate these fecundity visits,"
Claire said, running a hand through her strawberry blonde hair. "I
know it's important, dear, and obviously I want to do my part too,
but it's not like we're not trying our assess off!"

Bradley acknowledged his wife's spunky
attitude with a curt nod, his head angling to get a better view of
the ass that was presumably working so hard for them. "Hm, damn,
Claire..." While she was staring straight ahead, he looked her up
and down.

"Damn..."

His gorgeous wife was dressed conservatively
now: a stylish business jacket, thin black sweater, heels, and
designer slacks. The outfit was nothing out of the ordinary, but
her body was making the outfit anything but conservative. Claire
was built like a schoolboy's fantasy. She was no longer in her
co-ed years, but the sexy, smart, confident young woman was packed
with curves —from her shapely legs, to her perfectly round ass, to
her expansive chest which had always seemed too big for her frame.
She looked good in her hospital scrubs, absolutely —but with a
pretty dress on and a little makeup, Claire looked like a model.
Indeed the first time Bradley saw her without any clothes on, he
knew that he'd hit some kind of sexy wife lottery. Not only was she
one of the most interesting people he'd ever met, but Claire's body
was built for sex.

Then the elevator opened and they both
reached their hands out at the same time, interlacing their fingers
for emotional support as they headed into a series of long, narrow
hallways with remote ceilings.

Inside a large room, under bright
phosphorescent bulbs, a receptionist got the Walcotts to sign-in,
and directed them to the waiting area.

They were early.

There were already six or seven other
couples, around the same age as the Walcotts, all dressed
professionally, waiting with obvious looks of anxiety. No-one
spoke. Bradley and Claire smiled nervously at a skinny, freckled,
red headed man and his wife —who was a very pretty brunette, with a
small, dark, curvy body and extremely pretty brown eyes. The young
couple looked to be miserably reading copies of a pamphlet titled
HOW TO DEAL WITH A MICRO PENIS. Even Bradley felt bad when he saw
that. And then, for nearly two hours, the Walcotts were summoned
for their Fecundity Counselor.

Even though their counselor's door was open,
they knocked out of respect, heard a voice, entered, and shut the
door behind them for maximum privacy. Bradley wondered if his wife
felt as badly as he did.

"Ah, the Walcotts!" said their counselor,
shuffling some papers around as they approached like two people
walking on egg shells.

The woman wore a smart blouse, reading
glasses, and her mousy brown hair was piled up high on her head.
She once had let it slip that her dream had always been to be a
librarian, but that this job simply paid much better. It was
difficult to tell from this side of the desk, but on a few
occasions, Bradley had noticed that his counselor had quite the
figure despite her forty-five years.

During the past few months he'd also mentally
noted the bottles of vitamins, yoga mats, and nylon workout
clothing scattered throughout the office. But the object that
really stood out amongst the chaff was the certificate she kept
proudly directly behind her desk. It was framed in shiny mahogany
and covered in glass.

The woman had been awarded one of the most
respected and rarest honors in their society —the prestigious
Golden Fecundity Medal, which was only given to women after their
fifth successful child delivery. The award came with a
state-sponsored ceremony, a not insignificant cash prize, and even
a solid gold necklace that could be on display at all times
—letting the world know how much she'd already done for a better
and brighter future. Put simply, the gold letters on the necklace
read: BEST BREEDERS CLUB.

Often shortened: BBC.

It was a dream for many couples.

This included Claire Walcott. So many nights,
showered and walking around her bedroom in lingerie, Claire would
gush about how great it would be if she could get one of those BBC
necklaces. She couldn't wait to get that BBC necklace around her
pale throat and show it off to the world! And Bradley, deeply in
love, and wanting nothing but the best for his wife, also wished
that one day, his girl, would become a BBC girl.

"Sorry for the wait, as you can see, this
place is a bit of a mad house," the counselor began. "I was just
looking over your records and it seems that Claire here is about to
turn 30. Hm, I guess we all know what that means? Have you two
discussed how you will be handling that?"

The Walcotts exchanged apprehensive smiles.
After so many years of sustained infertility, one might have
expected both of them to be more comfortable with the topic. But
judging from the redness in their faces, and their inability to
maintain eye contact with anyone else in the room, it was still a
source of great personal shame and vexation for both.

The counselor let out an exasperated sigh,
dove back into her notes, leaving the Walcotts to sit there and
stew in the room's tension. Then the counselor's head snapped up
and she said, frowning slightly, "You do realize what happens when
a woman reaches the age of 30 without a single child to offer the
state?"

Claire blushed hotly while Bradley loosened
his neckwear, feeling like all of the oxygen had been sucked out of
the room. He began smoothing his hands over his tailored slacks,
aware that his palms were now damp. They still had six more months
before Claire's birthday. But the thought of what would happen
should they fail to meet the state's fertility deadline was more
than any one man should have to bear.

"It's not like we haven't been trying," he
said, crossing his arms over his chest, not out of nervousness now,
but aggravation. He started to tap his foot impatiently, adding,
"We've seen all the doctors, read all the books, tried all the
treatments, everything!"

He paused. Then when his counselor's brows
shot up in query at his emphatic answer, he said evenly, "We do
ovulation calendars, check temperatures several times a day, and
have tried all the hormones."

"It's true, we joke about it sometimes," said
Claire, biting her lower lip and making a face. "That our bedroom
almost seems like a laboratory!"

"Maybe that's the problem," said the
Fecundity counselor in a tone that did nothing to soften the blow.
"As a woman, I can say that our bodies can be quite mysterious.
Sometimes it's best not to over-think things."

The enigmatic words hung in the air like
portentous clouds while the counselor went back to rifling through
some pages in her notebook, frowning and scribbling this and
that.

Suddenly she looked up at the married couple,
fingering her prized BBC necklace, "You have nothing to worry
about. My husband and I were in the exact same seats you two are in
now."

"Really?" said Claire, leaning forward.

The counselor's eyes were bright now as she
explained, "He is a lovely man, terrific husband, and even better
father to my children! But unfortunately... well... God didn't
exactly equip him with the tools for procreation, or um, pleasure.
If you know what I mean?"

Claire's jaw dropped.

The counselor held her hand over her mouth to
stifle a giggle, while sharing a private look with Claire.

Bradley started to feel a migraine coming on
from all of the tension in his body. Yes, he knew what would happen
in six months if he couldn't prove that Claire was carrying his
child. By that point, personal preference would be forced to yield
to State well-being, so that neither Bradley nor Claire would have
any say in the process. On her 30th birthday, Claire would then be
added to a large government database, and then via many complex
algorithms, she would be paired with another man for the purpose of
procreation.

Officially the process was called
"studding."

How the word made Bradley's skin crawl
now.

From what Bradley had gleamed from pamphlets
around the counselor's office, in order to become a stud, one had
to produce a long and successful track record of impregnating
females. No easy task, mind you. As a schoolboy, when Bradley and
his buddies had first heard about "studding," they used to stick
their chests out and boast about growing up and becoming one of
these prized studs. But now in the grim reality of today, no longer
a young man, Bradley had to acknowledge that he was anything but
one of these few, gifted, hyper-masculine subjects. And worse, much
worse: if things didn't change, and change quickly, he was at risk
of having some stranger come into his bedroom and give his wife the
big, fat, round belly she'd been craving since her adolescence.

The counselor broke Bradley's reverie with a
joyful, feminine voice:

"Good news! According to these test results,
your wife is amazingly fertile. As long as she starts the breeding
process soon, it is conceivable that she could pop out four or five
little puppies!"

"But I don't understand," said Claire. "If
I'm so fertile..."

"Well let's just say that, when it comes to
the art of breeding bellies to get big, it takes two to tango."

And then the counselor must have seen
Bradley's facial expression crumble because she immediately turned
her attention back to him now. "Hey big guy," she said
patronizingly, "don't be so hard on yourself."

Claire nodded her head in empathy. She could
always tell when her husband got really uncomfortable.

The counselor continued while directly
addressing Mr. Walcott: "Hey, don't be so ashamed, the fact that
you can even get it up is pretty amazing! A lot of guys your age
can't even do that. The main thing is that you love your wife,
right? Well, the fact that she is going to get mated (hopefully
several times!) by another man should not, SHOULD NOT, make you
feel like any less of a man. In fact, I would say that it really
takes a strong person to become what you will need to become now: a
loyal, supportive, caregiver to your wife, her new children, and
her bull."

"A bull? What's a bull?" asked Claire,
leaning forward again with the brightest blue eyes.

"It's the other name we call studs. Bulls.
Studs. Around here it's all the same."

Claire wrinkled her nose at the expression
which reminded her of barnyard animals. "Well, I hope that doesn't
make me a cow!"

Both women shared a quick laugh. Then the
counselor returned to Bradley, who was hunched over, with his face
buried in his hands.

The older woman said, "A hundred years ago,
these sorts of conversations would have seemed taboo, but these
days only the very best male specimens are able to procreate.
Naturally, size matters. The closer to the Cervix, the better the
chance for sperm to reach Claire's eggs. I have some helpful
illustrations. Would you two like to look at the
illustrations?"

"No!" snapped Bradley, then catching himself.
"I mean, no thank you, that won't be necessary."

Meanwhile Claire was nodding again, looking
like a woman who was about to start taking notes from her
professor.

"All I'm saying, is that being able to
deliver the sperm as closely as possible to the opening of the
Cervix is a huge evolutionary advantage," the counselor carefully
explained to the Walcotts. "And Bradley, how big are you
again?"

Bradley looked up, wondering what he could
have done to this woman to make her want to humiliate him so badly
in front of his wife. "Are you asking me for my penis length? Are
you really asking me that?"

"Exactly."

Bradley let out a long, tired sigh, moving
his stare back down to a distant spot on the carpet. "Err, actually
I'm not sure..."

"Oh well that's no problem, we just need to
update your information for our records," said the counselor,
starting to open up different desk drawers in search of something.
"Bradley, do you mind standing up and removing your pants and
boxers so that I can take some measurements with the official
ruler. We'll do two measurements. Soft and erect —erect if you can
do that, of course. It won't take but a few moments, I
promise."

Very softly, Bradley emitted a sound of a
person who was very close to the end of their rope. He couldn't
even look in Claire's direction now. Although he knew that she was
staring at him now as he took a deep breath, he then said in a
small, hopeful voice, "5.1."

"Inches?"

Bradley nodded, still hopeful.

"Are you positive?"

He was still nodding, looking at no one.

Then Claire made a face and Bradley quickly
corrected himself, "Well, closer to 5.0 inches, I guess."

Both women knowingly looked at him and
waited.

"Okay, okay, my penis is 4.9 inches. I swear
to God!"

"Ah, a proud member of the: FIVE AND UNDER
CLUB!" chimed in their counselor, now leaning back in her chair
with the delighted smile of a woman who clearly enjoyed her
job.

A quick moment later the counselor grabbed a
pen and began to update his information in one of her folders,
leaving the married couple to nervously fidget in their seats,
looking around at different parts of the room, but never at each
other. "Oh that reminds me, Walcotts, I almost forgot to give you
the pamphlets!"

The successful mommy/career woman got up and
walked across the room, drawing Bradley's eyes to the roll of her
womanly hips. Undoubtedly she had the confidence and swagger of a
woman well-respected by members of her community. She stopped at
the file cabinet and opened the bottom drawer, so that her head was
around her knees, and her navy blue skirt stretched around the
luscious curves of her bouncy, bubble butt ass. It was a thing of
beauty. Bradley felt his 4.9 inch-dick twitch and throb in his
pants. The fact that he could still have these sort of stirrings
and yet be unable to fulfill his role as a sexual partner and
husband in a loving and committed relationship —filled him with
wild sexual frustration that bordered on self-contempt.

A few moments later she walked over to the
Walcotts, now holding out a set of brightly colored brochures for
Bradley to take. "Here, I know you guys still have a little bit of
time, but it's always good to start preparing for the next phase of
your life together."

The woman walked back toward her swivel chair
while Bradley glanced down at the brochures in his lap. The erotic
feelings he'd had moments ago were now replaced with
stomach-turning uneasiness as he glanced at the titles of the
brochures. Then the woman sat down and loudly encouraged Bradley to
spend a lot of time reading the pamphlets and discussing the
information with his wife. At first it was common for husbands to
feel anger, but over time those primitive feelings would go away
and be replaced with something far more advantageous to the whole
community.

"Go on, Bradley, it's okay."

With Claire, off to the side, inquisitively
furrowing her brow, he glanced at the first few (deceptively
cheerful) brochures. They all had titles like SUPPORTING HER IN AND
OUT OF THE BEDROOM; THE JOYS OF RAISING ANOTHER MAN'S CHILDREN; WHY
DO CUCKOLDS CRY?; HOW TO GET HER TO LET YOU WATCH IN THE CORNER;
OVERCOMING CUCKOLD DEPRESSION; and THE ART OF CREAMPIE EATING.

Bradley's mouth had gone dry and his face was
beet red. It didn't help that Claire was literally hanging over the
armchair, trying to get a better look at what he was reading. With
gritted teeth, he pocketed the brochures, and said, "You don't have
to break your neck. I'll show you in the car, Claire."

"Okay, just curious, you don't have to bite
my head off," she told her humiliated husband. Then she tilted her
head at the caseworker with a question, "If we do end up getting
matched with a..."

"Bull," the woman behind the desk said
pleasantly. "Or Stud. And boy, oh boy, are they going to love
you!"

"Bull. Okay. Right." Claire nodded, her
cheeks going from pink to red with fresh embarrassment. "Now do we
have any say in who this man is? I mean, like, wouldn't it be
better if we all sort of —you know— could get along?"

"I can assure you, Mrs. Walcott, that our
algorithms have an incredibly high success rate," the woman said,
getting up so that she could lead the Walcotts back towards the
receptionist in order to schedule their next appointment, which
happened to be the day after Claire's 30th birthday, also a
Tuesday. And while Claire was busy loudly thanking the woman for
all of her help and guidance, the counselor suddenly turned toward
the hapless husband, and gave him a catty grin. "Please don't
worry, Bradley. Soon there will be no more stress on your end.
We'll make sure that your Claire gets herself a big, dominant,
potent bull so that before you know it, Bradley, she will be
waddling around the house on her bare feet, sending you to the
grocery store for ice cream and pickles! Ha ha! And in my
experience, guys like you don't take long before you really start
to embrace it!"

Ice cream and pickles?

Both women had a very, very long laugh about
that one.

 


 


 



Part Two

Over the next few months
the Walcotts became obsessed with meeting their government-mandated
deadline.

With Claire's 30th birthday looming over
their heads like the blade of an executioner, neither husband nor
wife seemed content to sit back and allow another man to come into
their bedroom, in order to claim a sizeable amount of power in the
relationship. Bradley was especially troubled that such a barbaric
practice was allowed in their society. But time was running out and
(no matter how many marital aids they employed) the incredible
stress of the situation had a direct effect on his ability to
perform. For the first time in his life he found it impossible to
rise to the occasion —leaving Claire to curiously stare up at him
while wearing some of her sexiest and sluttiest lingerie, giving
him confused looks, and then patting his shoulders while telling
him that it was okay, he shouldn't feel bad about not being able to
fuck her, much less impregnate her. It was not the sort of thing
that a husband wanted to hear from his wife, but Claire's sympathy
and concern was so great that Bradley found it impossible to get
upset with her.

No baby.

"It's okay, Bradley. It's not your fault. You
tried, that's all that matters, sweetheart."

Finally the day came when they were to meet
with their counselor again.

It was the longest car ride of their lives.
Neither Bradley nor Claire said much during a trip in which it
seemed that they hit every single possible red light; and hit every
pothole. From the driver's seat, Bradley would sometimes steal
furtive glances at his wife's profile, shocked by how calm she
could be in the situation, as if they were merely going to the
dentist for a check-up.

They parked and got out of the car, neither
one daring to break the tense silence. It didn't help that the
elevator was completely full so that they had to wait, so that when
they eventually arrived at the 42nd floor, they found themselves
breaking into a light, ridiculous jog so as to not be late. Both of
the Walcotts were breathing quickly as they approached the
receptionist's desk.

The office worker looked at them with genuine
happiness now. "Just in time! Today's the big day! Well, they are
already waiting for you in the office!"

They?

Bradley wasn't certain if he heard correctly.
Nor was he too sure what to expect on the other side of the door,
but he definitely felt a small amount of relief when he saw the
three of them waiting in the office. Their counselor was sitting
there —same glasses, same brown hair pulled up high on her head as
if she was ready to make a porno about sexy librarians— and with
the same young couple he'd met a few months ago.

The red headed guy was still skinny with lots
of freckles; and the wife was still small, dark, with curves in all
the right places. They were younger than Bradley and Claire. And
they looked up with a start as the Walcotts entered and took a seat
in the remaining two chairs.

With a cheerfulness that reminded Bradley of
a game show host, the counselor smiled a big smile and said: "Good,
now that we're all here, we can start! Did everyone remember to
bring their overnight bags? Clothes, toiletries, and other
necessities for a long weekend vacation at the State's
expense?"

There was a low murmur of reluctant
compliance amongst the foursome.

"I wish I had a free vacation," said the
counselor, putting her hands in her hair. "And women, did you bring
some nice things to sleep in? I'm sure you will want to impress,
your, bulls!"

Nervous glances flitted around the room as
the four adults looked as uncomfortable in their skin as anyone had
ever looked.

"Did any of you bring contraception?" said
the counselor, waiting a few seconds before letting out the huge
smile that let everyone know how pleased she was with her own joke.
"Anyway, is everyone super excited to be meeting, your, bulls!"

There was a long pause.

"I have a question," said Bradley, feeling
like someone should at least say something. Once he was certain
that he had acquired the room's full attention, he cleared his
throat, and said in his deepest possible voice, "What happens if we
meet this person and it doesn't work out?"

The counselor stared at him blankly and shook
her head. "I don't understand."

"I mean, the surrogate."

"Oh, you mean your wife's new bull?"

Bradley's teeth clenched as he said,
"Whatever you want to call it. If it doesn't work out, if the
chemistry isn't there ... I suppose that would mean the whole
screening process would start over again, correct?"

Now the counselor looked at him as if he'd
just delivered a tremendous punch line, but was too stupid to
realize it. Then, completely ignoring his hypothetical situation,
she allowed Bradley to sink back down into his chair, while she
used several long minutes to sort and shuffle different stacks of
papers on her very busy desk.

Bradley and the others were left to stew in
the room's tension as the walls closed in. At one point, Bradley
looked up and could have sworn that the ceiling was a mere six or
seven inches from his head. His vision went blurry and his chest
tightened so that it felt like his entire body was about to pop
like a giant flesh-colored balloon. In fact the only thing that
kept him from fleeing was the aversion he had always maintained of
looking silly or foolish in front of his wife. Her beauty had
always inspired him to be a better version of himself. And now,
after having been so close together, for such a long time, Bradley
could feel her fear and insecurities as palpable as one of her
soft, thin arms draped over his neck.

They didn't have to wait long though. Because
less than a minute later the office door opened from the outside
—and four sets of eyes turned, as if they were on a swivel, so that
they could peer up at the figures coming through the doorway.

They were two black men, with very dark skin,
and of different ages.

The largest one looked to be somewhere in his
40's. With a broad face and fat nose, he was big all over, as if
they'd taken two regular-sized men to make one incredibly big black
guy. His clothing suggested that he worked as a laborer. He wore
old, faded denim pants, boots that probably needed to be thrown in
the trash, a large, cheap wristwatch, and a black T-shirt that was
stretched tightly over his well-muscled torso.

His companion was decidedly older and smaller
and leaner —but he was still a good size bigger than both white
men, who must have been 30 years his junior. The older black man
(who was probably someone's grandfather, instinctively thought
Bradley) had an impressively lean and strong-looking body.
Especially for his advanced age. He too wore the apparel of someone
who worked with his hands for a living. And his long, dark face was
etched with lines and wrinkles that suggested a hardscrabble
existence of living paycheck to paycheck.

It wasn't so much that introductions were
made, but after a few moments of discussion between the counselor
and the two black men, Bradley got the sense that the two men were
employees of this government agency. The reason for their presence
wasn't exactly clear until the counselor explained that the two men
would be driving the couples to a secluded spot where they would be
able to relax and enjoy the "whole wonderful breeding process."

Bradley winced, not liking how exposed he
felt in front of these strange men who now would undoubtedly look
down their flat, African noses at him for being in such a pathetic
and unmanly position.

Squirming in his seat now, the only thing
helping Bradley was the thought that at least the State would make
sure that Claire's first child would be getting the very best
genetics: probably some golden-haired Adonis with a 200 IQ and
six-pack abs.

None of it felt real though.

And like in a dream, Bradley found himself in
a small group, being led towards the subterranean parking lot,
where a van was ready to take the unhappy couples to a destination
that was still unknown. Ten years ago, had someone told Bradley
that this scenario was even possible, he might have thrown himself
from a tall building. But he was older now, and he had more
responsibilities, especially his wife, who he knew he had to be
brave for. She would need his strength in order to get through this
whole ordeal.

The ride was supposed to take "no more" than
several hours.

In the back of the van there were two narrow
bench seats that faced each other so that both couples were almost
forced to stare at one another. The suspension was shot so that
they bounced around with every bump in the road, while the men up
front cracked jokes that were obviously at the expense of the four
uncomfortable passengers in the back. Despite a radio playing up
front, Bradley could hear the men's conversations include words
like: "stork," "wimp," "breeding cow," and "baby factories."
Feeling really pissed off, Bradley regretted not bringing some
earphones for him and his wife, who could definitely hear the same
crude conversations.

Along the way he tried to take solace
wherever he could find it —which included the sultry brunette
across from him.

For a while she kept her beautiful legs
crossed in a ladylike fashion, clutching a small designer purse,
while staring vacantly at the back of the van. But the turbulence
of the ride soon caused her to squeeze her thighs together tightly,
so that her silky blue dress, which could have been mistaken for
negligee, kept riding up, exposing those smooth, but muscular legs
and shapely feminine calves that disappeared into her high
heels.

The woman's sex appeal was almost enough for
Bradley to completely forget why he was there in the first place.
He began to look at the woman's husband with a type of haughty
disdain for not being able to fulfill his manly duties with a woman
who was so blessed with so much natural beauty.

And so, just as the sun was starting to set,
Bradley closed his eyes, and lapsed into a fantasy which took place
in a large and lavish hotel room. He could see the woman's shapely
legs wrapped around his body while he fucked her into a private
oblivion, causing those lovely dark eyes to roll back in her head,
and her pussy juices to involuntarily coat his massive 5 inch cock
while she begged him for more. In the fantasy her husband was
nowhere to be seen, and she kept her small fingers interlaced
behind his neck, while he kept pumping her curvy, dark body over
and over again.

"You like that? You want some more of that
big dick?" he was saying, sometimes fucking her on the bed,
sometimes standing up while he pounded her. "You like getting
fucked by a real man?"

"Oh yes, yes, yes Bradley! Bradley! CHAD!
You're so big inside in me! You're my bull! You're my big, potent,
bull! I love getting fucked by my big white bull!"

Bradley's eyes flew open when he felt someone
touch his arm.

Claire was looking at him with a puzzled
expression as her eyes darted from his face to the barely
noticeable tent in the front of his trousers.

"Good dream?" she asked with the first smile
of the day. "By the way, I think we're almost here."

They had pulled off the main road and were
now ambling down a very curvy unpaved road that was barely wide
enough for a single vehicle. Above large trees completely blocked
out the night sky. Compared to the opulent hotel room that Bradley
had envisioned, this was something of a letdown; and indeed it
reminded him of how many horror movies began. Claire too was now
rubbing her hands together in that way that both she and her mother
did when they were nervous, but trying to seem as cool as
cucumbers. Finally, the van hit a dead-end where there was a wide
clearing of trees. The engine was killed. And the two black men
started herding the foursome into a large cabin in the woods.

"Alright, let's get a move on, out of the
van, get those butts moving!" said one of the drivers.

Said the other, "You don't want to keep your
bulls waiting!"

Inside, Bradley barely had time to get a
sense of the place before there was a great commotion coming from
the kitchen area. From what Bradley could tell, one of the drivers,
the older black man, had got a little "handsy" with the other wife.
Clearly she didn't like this turn of events because she was
offended to the point of having her husband come to her rescue.
Despite being much smaller than the driver, the redheaded husband
had his tiny pale fists balled tightly as he said, "Get your
fucking hands off my wife!"

The older black man was unfazed by this,
chuckling, "Aw, come on, man. That booty was begging me to grab it!
Look at those round cheeks! What do you expect from me?"

From the sneer on the irate husband's face,
it seemed that he didn't expect much. He looked like he was still
trying to decide whether or not he should throw the first punch
when his wife stepped in, batting her eyelashes at both men, and
thus deescalating the situation nicely.

"Anyway," she said to the older black man
now, in a calm voice, "you brought us all the way out here. So now
what... I mean, where are the other men?"

The older black man fixed her with a
meaningful stare first. "You mean, where are your bulls?"

"... I guess so."

"Wow, you fertile bitches really can't wait
to spread yo' legs for big cock, huh?" said the older man, his
voice loud enough for everyone else to hear now.

The wife seemed to shrink under his
penetrating dark gaze, and she even took a few steps backwards,
retreating to where her husband idly looked on. "Yeah, yeah, you
know what I mean..."

"Oh don't worry your fine ass about that,"
said the older black man. "They gonna be here soon, real soon. I'm
sure they don't want to miss what's for dinner tonight. By the way,
now that we're all friends, we might as well do some introductions.
They call me Maurice. My friend over yonder is Sam."

The woman hesitated before accepting his
handshake, his wide span of dark fingers engulfing her little white
hand like a night-colored claw. She seemed a bit flustered now as
she said, "I'm Jessica and this is my husband Eric."

"Nice to meet you, Maurice," mumbled Eric
grudgingly.

The husband stuck his hand out, but the black
man merely ignored the gesture, or was simply unwilling to release
Jessica's delicate pale digits just yet.

Soon Bradley and Claire were introduced to
the group, as Sam was over by the fireplace, adding logs and
stoking flames, while outside the first few snowflakes began to
fall and stick to the cabin's frosty windowpanes.

Since Bradley had assumed that the drivers
wouldn't be sticking around for very long, he was a bit surprised
to see them nonchalantly toss their hats and boots onto the cabin's
carpets, before going over to the refrigerator for some beers.

"All you guys look a bit nervous," observed
Sam, taking a long sip of beer. "There is some wine in the cupboard
if you want, plus some other drinks in the refrigerator. Why don't
you guys have a few drinks so that you can relax? Everyone just
needs to relax."

"Relax," echoed Maurice.

Despite the fact that both Claire and Jessica
were shaking their heads no at the same time, Maurice went back
into the kitchen and returned a moment later with very large
glasses brimming with red wine. "For the ladies," he said with a
sly grin. "Now let's everybody go take a seat in the living room.
They got lots of nice couches and chairs in there. Real fancy."

When Bradley saw how quickly Claire was
finishing all of her wine, he decided that a beer or two might be
nice for his own jangled nerves. He drank the first two bottles
down very quickly, noting that Eric still refused to touch any
alcohol on the grounds that he never touched the stuff.

"Nice fire," said Maurice, looking at the two
white wives now, who were squished together on a couch, with their
husbands protectively seated on opposite sides like bookends. "This
place is pretty cozy huh?"

"Not too bad," added big Sam.

"What's going on here?" said Jessica, her
round cheeks flushed with wine. "This isn't how I imagined
the..."

"The what?" said Maurice, licking his thick
lips.

"The process," she answered, taking another
big sip of nerve-killing wine. "And where exactly are the other two
men? Shouldn't they be here by now?"

Maurice and Sam gave each other a look which
actually caused a shiver to run down Bradley's spine, despite the
fact that he wasn't sure the reason for it.

And after that, not much was said for a
while.

The six of them seemed content to merely
stare at the fireplace. The dancing flames acted as a hypnotic for
the women who were plied with more overfilled glasses of wine,
while Bradley downed several more bottles of beer. It almost seemed
like the night would continue this way forever until Sam stood up
to his full height, and in a booming voice that seemed to fill
every inch of the spacious log cabin, gave the foursome some very
surprising news. "Okay, now it's time for everyone to shave
themselves!"

"Shave!" Maurice said, slapping his big hands
together. "Oh yeah!"

"Wait, what? You want us to shave ourselves?"
said Eric, who was by far the most sober of the group now."With
razors?"

Sam shrugged and nodded.

Eric said, "That doesn't make any goddamn
sense. Why would I need to shave my own body? What does my body
hair have to do with why we are here for?"

"You saying no, whiteboi?" said Maurice, who
was clearly starting to dislike Eric, more and more.

Eric kept arguing.

And what followed was a hostile
back-and-forth between the two, until old Maurice reminded everyone
that both him and Sam represented the State, and that refusal to
obey any orders or requests would be seen as acts of high treason,
and thus would be met with the highest possible punishments by the
government.

There was no other choice.

Having accepted their fates, all four people
were given a packet of bright pink disposable razors before being
led to a large, brightly lit bathroom, and told to strip their
clothes off. As if to discourage anyone from having bright ideas
about escaping, Sam filled the bathroom's doorway with his massive
frame, beefy arms crossed over his broad chest, while he watched
the four white people start to nervously peel off their clothes,
article by article, until there were two pale, weak-looking males
cupping their small genitals, standing next to beautiful white
women, one tall and one short, but both with their legs pressed
together, knees touching, while they covered their gorgeous breasts
with their trembling white fingers.

"Is this really necessary?" asked Bradley,
who couldn't understand why he was made to remove his clothes along
with his wife.

"It is necessary indeed," said Sam, looking
at the women now.

"Why though?" asked Bradley, never receiving
an answer.

"Alright, time to show off your shaving
skills!" Maurice said, blatantly ignoring the pitiful husbands.
"Nothing below the neck. Everything baby smooth. Men and women. And
I do mean SMOOTH. Now, if you need more razors, just give us a
holla, as we will be right here the whole time!"

Maurice's lips twisted into a smirk.

Sam adjusted himself while staring straight
ahead at Claire, who seemed to be slightly shivering.

The hair removal process began. One by one,
plastic bags were ripped open, shaving cream was lathered, and
sleek pink razors were drawn across prickly skin, until even their
most intimate parts were soft and silky smooth.

While Bradley finished the space between his
legs, he noted that Jessica and Claire had kept almost identical
runway strips, one brunette and one strawberry blonde, above the
little pink buds of their pussies. Any other time in his life, the
close proximity of two beautiful naked women, would have caused a
definite transfer of blood in his body. But there was no such
reaction at the moment —instead his organ remained pitifully limp
and shrimp-like; as was the case with poor Eric, who had originally
started off with a dense bush of red pubic hair that completely
engulfed his penis, which, once landscaped, turned out to be so
small that it appeared he suffered from a medical condition.

Maurice and Sam noticed this too because as
soon as Eric was finished, they came over and began taking pictures
of Eric's micro-member, having to knock the bewildered man's hands
away in order to get a good view for their merciless lenses.

"Oh man, I've seen babies with bigger ones
than that," Sam said, chuckling.

Maurice took a few more pictures of the pink
micro penis and added, "No wonder he got a bad attitude. I'd be
upset at the world too if every time I used the bathroom, I pissed
on my balls!"

The black men laughed; and kept cracking
jokes. The jocularity of the moment caused Bradley to chuckle a bit
himself, and he even started to feel better about his own manhood
(which nonetheless looked quite puny and toddler-sized now that he
lacked some manly hair to frame it) as he gave Claire a wink. Then
Bradley even looked across the room at Jessica's nude, supple body.
Her hands were still covering her nipples, her knees were still
pressed tightly. She didn't meet his gaze, however, since she was
too busy frowning and shaking her head, obviously displeased with
how degrading the other men were being towards her husband. At the
moment, Sam was taking a picture of Maurice holding Eric in a
headlock, while holding up a shampoo bottle cap next to his pink
dick for scale.

Next came the "uniforms."

The couples were each given clothes to put on
that resembled each other. The women's hairless pussies were
covered by matching black thong bikinis with bows tied on the sides
of their wide hips. And their full, bouncy, white breasts were
sheathed in tops that were nothing more than some strings tied over
their neck, with just enough thin material to cover their pink,
upturned nipples.

Bradley could tell how much his wife was
hating this part of the "process," but at the moment he was a bit
more focused on his "uniform," which involved him stepping into a
pair of briefs that looked like a pair of small, black Speedos —
except for the fact that they were far too roomy in the crotch
area. While being quietly observed by the others, Bradley made a
few cursory attempts to adjust his briefs so that they didn't look
so baggy and pitiful in the front, but he stopped when Sam
enigmatically informed Bradley that they looked "fine" and that all
of his issues would be "fixed" in the future.

"Is all of this really that necessary?" said
Eric, looking even more ridiculous because of the giant empty pouch
in his own briefs.

"Hey whiteboi, we don't make the rules. And
besides, all of you look pretty damn good, from where I'm standing.
You should be proud to be serving your country like this. You
should take some real pride in how you look," said Sam in that big,
deep voice of his.

Bradley's head popped up and he saw Sam
staring directly at Claire again, who was shifting her bodyweight
uncomfortably from one foot, to the other, trying to adjust the top
of her too-small bikini to get maximum coverage. Even now, Bradley
couldn't ignore how amazing she was: tall, blonde, and buxom. The
perfect woman that every boy grows up wishing to marry one day.
Especially in that thong bikini that only accentuated her feminine
curves. And as Sam continued to unabashedly stare at her, Bradley
wondered if it was true that black dudes (who were so athletically
inclined; more so than the majority of the population) preferred
blondes; and why that was? Why blacks and blondes?

Leaving their clothes behind them now,
everyone was marched back down the hallway and into the living
room, where the lighting was more favorable, and many photographs
were taken of the two scantily clad couples —under the guise that
the drivers were merely following government protocol.

It was terrible.

While Bradley found having his photo taken
excruciating enough, he really began to doubt the legitimacy of the
requests when Claire and Jessica were commanded to go through a
series of erotic poses together, which culminated with both women
on their hands and knees, beautiful faces low to the ground, and
asses hiked up in the air so that the camera lens could get their
insecure expressions and at the same time also capture their round
bubble butt asses that were barely covered in thong panties.

"That's it, show your bulls that you're ready
to be mounted. Show them that you're ready to be real women now.
Arch those fucking backs. Arch them! Spread those big asses!"
Maurice said, clapping his black hands together some more, getting
excited.

The nauseating photo shoot must have gone on
for a good twenty minutes and Bradley couldn't help but to suck his
teeth and throw up his hands in disbelief at what the guys were
making the two women do for the camera. The worst part was whenever
Claire would look over and give him a "Help me" expression, which
always made him feel incredibly useless as a husband and as a man.
Meanwhile, Eric was sulking off in the corner, arms crossed over
his sunken chest, and his entire demeanor seeming to have
drastically changed since being exposed and degraded in the
bathroom for having the penis of a two year-old baby.

Eventually, after the two drivers had filled
up their camera, both women were allowed back to their feet. Their
faces alone told the story of their degradation by perfect
strangers. And both women kept trying to adjust their bikini tops
and bottoms for more coverage than the clothing allowed for.

Then everyone was told to remove their
wedding rings and jewelry; with the promise that the jewelry would
be returned as soon as the first test came back showing a
successful conception. (It was standard policy too. Apparently.) To
Bradley, and presumably to everyone else, it seemed like a
completely unnecessary —not to mention exceedingly hurtful
—gesture. But he didn't openly object as multiple shiny rings were
dropped into four different clear plastic bags that were then
sealed and labeled with names.

"I can assure you that if any, ANY, of those
wedding rings go fucking missing," said Eric, suddenly alive again,
"then a police report will be filed! Immediately!"

Sam and Maurice looked at each other.

And for a moment it seemed like the onslaught
of humiliating exercises had reached the point where no sane man or
women could idly stand by.

"Yeah, and what the fuck is going to happen
to all those creepy pictures?" said Bradley, trying to smooth down
the front of his briefs.

"Nobody said anything about any goddamn
pictures!" said Claire, pulling the thong out of her ass
cheeks.

"Or these ridiculous outfits!" said Jessica,
tugging on her left bikini top so that her entire nipple was almost
covered.

"And you can bet your sweet ass that we will
be filing an official complaint when we get back!" said Eric,
making a tiny fist again.

There was a long, uneasy pause in the
cabin.

"Is that so?" asked Sam, leveling his stare
at the two white couples. "Anything else you'd like to get off your
chests?"

Nobody spoke.

Maurice shrugged, gave the camera to Sam,
then left the room, only to return a moment or two later with two
male chastity devices. He handed one to Eric, then one to Bradley.
The looks on the husbands' faces as they contemplated the devices
were of pure horror.

Maurice was a different story. So far Maurice
was proving to be the most sadistic of them all. And there was no
small amount of satisfaction on his weathered black face as he
cheerfully delivered the news that neither man would have access to
his own genitalia for a while. A brief argument flared up in the
living room. But once again the imminent threat of government
push-back was far too serious for anyone there to simply
ignore.

Bradley swore. Swore again. Looking down at
his device, he saw that the contraption was still wrapped in its
original packaging. Weirdly enough, it was almost a relief to see
the official government seal, which almost suggested that this was
more of a standard medical procedure. On the backside there were
directions and even crude drawings showing how to safely and
securely fit the device around one's sexual organ. But what Bradley
didn't understand was why they had to be bright pink, instead of
flesh-colored.

To his credit, Eric was the first to get his
on. His face was almost as red as his hair now. Maurice nodded with
satisfaction once he saw that Eric's tiny penis was now properly
locked away from the world. The older black man came over and made
sure everything was secure before locking it with a key which he
then pocketed. Placing his large hand on the skinny white husband,
he said with an ominous tone, "Good boy. You'll see. This is going
to be a lot of fun for everyone."

Bradley's own hands were literally trembling
with mortification as he struggled to get the ring around his
shriveled balls. He was all thumbs now. It didn't help that he felt
five pairs of eyes closely watching him while he tried to finagle
everything without causing any permanent damage to a part of him
that he valued greatly. He didn't like that nobody had mentioned
these penis cages earlier; and he didn't like that after he was
finished big tall Sam came over and gave the contraption a few
friendly tugs to check its snugness —before locking it with a key
that he then pocketed also.

"Alright, how does that feel?" asked Sam.

"You two are looking better already," gloated
Maurice.

"How long do we have to wear these?"
complained Eric. "Mine is starting to hurt!"

"You'll get used to it, whiteboi," Maurice
told him. "And after a few months, you'll barely notice it!"

"A few months!" said Bradley and Eric at the
same time.

Then Bradley turned his head in the direction
of Claire, but she either didn't want to look at him, or simply
couldn't look at him just now. His heart sank. He felt like a fool.
He wasn't sure if he could bare having his wife see him like this,
his manhood encaged by a small pink device that looked so
ridiculous now between his legs now. He stared down, trying to
mentally retrace the steps that had led to this lowest moment of
his life, this nightmare.

And the nightmare continued...

It was only when the husbands were told to
tug their briefs back up their hips that the extra room in the
front made more sense. Both men had a little bulging chastity
device that assured the world that they wouldn't be able to play
with themselves (or anyone else) anytime soon.

"Is this really necessary?" said Claire to no
one in particular.

"Just a precaution," said big black Sam
quickly. "Many important studies have shown that fertile females
are far more likely to give themselves to a new mate once they are
certain that their previous mates are completely incapable of egg
fertilization. I know it's difficult. But this is just part of the
process."

Claire nodded uncomfortably.

"Basically means," chimed in Maurice, giving
Eric and Jessica in particular an evil wink, "she gonna need
someone else's cream in that tight little honey hole!"

"Now for some good news/bad news, depending
on your perspective," said Sam. "Long story short, I'm afraid that
those bulls you've been waiting for are not going to show up."

It was almost like all four of them, the
husbands and the wives, gave this huge sigh of relief at the same
time. This wasn't good news. This was GREAT NEWS! In the corner of
his eye, Bradley could see a small, relieved smile start to spread
over Claire's face, which filled him with a sense of pride he'd
almost forgotten was possible.

However, before anyone even had time to start
to celebrate this inspiring revelation, it was Maurice, of course,
who moved over to Jessica, then placed his dark arm around her
waist, pulling her into his body, saying, "Even better though, your
two bulls are already here!"

"Excuse me?" said Claire, defiantly looking
at the smug black man with her own look of contempt. Then she blew
out two streams of air through her nostrils, causing her to look
extra feline and haughty. "What does that supposed to mean?"

Maurice laughed shortly and shrugged.

Then Claire, her big blue eyes full of panic
that spread through her body like wild fire, repeated her question,
several times, her voice starting to crack. But no one answered.
The black men merely smiled back at her, adjusting the front of
their pants, doing nothing to hide their swelling bulges now. The
husbands seemed unable to even lift their necks. Both Eric and
Bradley were clearly broken men. No one spoke for a long time. But
already, the terrible truth was starting to settle upon the four
scantily clad white people.

And when it was time, the three of them went
down the hallways, towards one of the large back bedrooms, Bradley
following in the back, several feet behind, having nothing to do
but look at his wife's juicy ass cheeks wobbling in her thong
bikini, while Claire and (much larger) Sam silently held hands like
they were already lovers.

"We're doing this for the future, we're doing
this because we have to, we're doing this for the future, we're
doing this because we have to," Bradley kept repeating to himself,
clinging to this mantra in a sea of emotional turmoil.

 


 


 





Part Three

 As soon as the door
was shut, Bradley was treated to a long, sensual kiss between his
wife and this new man.

He felt sick. His insides were revolting at
the sight before him —Claire submitting (reluctantly, but not
unwillingly) to such an ugly, cruel, dark creature as this man,
this fucking man.

Of course, Bradley knew that this moment was
coming. And he had even tried to mentally prepare himself in the
brief time it took to walk from the living room to the bedroom...
But still, there was a big gulf between knowing something is going
to happen and experiencing the traumatizing event... And so, having
never seen his wife kiss another person, much less a creature like
this, it was incredibly difficult for Bradley to sit back and watch
as his Claire submitted to the hungry tongue-probings of this other
man —a man who didn't know Claire, or what a special person she
was, and thus was obviously looking at her only in the most basic
terms: as an object, as a sexual toy, or just a piece of married
white fuckmeat for his dark, savage, throbbing pleasure.

Then, as Sam's expansive hands dropped to the
woman's tiny waistline, still kissing her as he held her hips,
pulling her into him now —Bradley recalled his first time with
Claire.

It had been years ago...

Such a special time.

They were practically kids then. With snow
falling outside, the heater was turned up and the lights were
turned off in the bedroom. As soon as Bradley kicked his clothes
off and crawled on top of Claire's soft nude body, he began to fret
about whether or not he was hurting her with his angry, pulsing
penis, which had seemed so massive then at nearly five inches long.
They kept staring into each other's eyes. They were tender and
nervous together. Claire's flower opened and soon he didn't have
any problems getting it inside her. They kissed with it buried all
the way to the hilt. While Claire had never had an easy time with
achieving orgasms, that first amazing night together, Bradley had
been granted three mind-numbing explosions! The first time he
barely lasted a full minute. Claire said she understood. And then
the next two were noticeably longer. It was a magical night and a
magical time in their lives together.

However, if the past was like a dream, then
the present was pure nightmare...

"Damn, I love white pussy! Always have.
Something about white chicks! That white pussy has got me hard as a
rock!" Sam roared, taking a moment to sit back and appreciate
Claire's nearly nude body now.

Assessing her also, Bradley couldn't ignore
how great his wife looked in the thong bikini. He almost didn't
recognize her. The state-ordered uniform was something his Claire
would have never touched with a ten foot pole. But now those flimsy
strings really accentuated the curves of her smooth flesh. Even as
dark hands moved over her now, Bradley could feel his dick come to
life in its cage.

Moreover, he saw that physically his lovely
wife was basically the same woman as before. Only now Claire was a
little fuller in the hips, and bigger in the bust, and rounder in
the face which was still absolutely gorgeous. And her youthful
innocence had been replaced with hip-swinging self-confidence that
she'd dutifully gained during the arduous years of working at the
hospital. In short: she'd gone from a carefree princess to a
knock-dead queen with womanly powers of the body and mind.

In a panicky way, Bradley was still trying to
focus on something other than what was happening in the room when
he realized that Sam was talking to Claire now. The words were
difficult to make out, but Claire kept shaking her head from side
to side. She wasn't interested. She seemed to be on the verge of
tears. Her lipstick was a little smeared and there was fresh,
sticky saliva on both sides of her face.

From a short distance it was clear that Sam
was trying to get her to do something. His husky voice was low,
insistent. It was almost a growl. And now his big, coal-black
hands, the size of oven mitts, were covering both of Claire's pale,
plump butt cheeks. She wasn't fighting back. She was just standing
there, looking insanely sexy, but her face was dazed as if she was
just waiting for the whole thing to be over with. Bradley could see
Sam squeezing Claire's ass, feeling up the womanly curves of her
fertile body.

The man said, "Come on, you're telling me
that you've never tried it that way? NEVER? ONCE? Trust me, you're
going to love it. I do it to all my girls. I think we should try
it."

"I'm not one of your girls," Claire said.

"Okay, then one of my baby mammas. My baby
makers."

Claire wiped the first tears from her pretty
blue eyes.

Sam chuckled and felt up her bubble butt ass
and slapped one of her cheeks loudly. "Let me put it in there
first. I want that fucking ass too!"

"No, no, no."

He chuckled, then glanced at Bradley with a
twinkle in his dark eyes, saying, "I'll even take a picture and
show you how sexy it looks."

While Claire looked away, embarrassed so that
both sides of her face were as red as bright apples, Sam pulled her
flared hips into his towering body. She gasped as her swinging
breasts were crushed into the black man's chiseled chest. The
juxtaposition of their bodies looked bizarre, almost to the point
of looking unnatural.

Physically, Claire was the exact opposite of
this man. She was the epitome of feminine beauty —so soft, so
curvy, so pretty, so white and blonde. While Sam was nothing less
than a hulking ogre of a man. He was so huge. So dark. Primal. Part
man, part beast. And everything about him seemed hard —like there
wasn't a soft spot on his entire body. He had features which
Bradley only knew how to describe as "incredibly Negroid." His
entire head was as thick as a bowling ball; and almost as dark as
one. His big ears were pinned back in a way that reminded one of a
bull dog. His nose and lips were twice as big as Bradley's nose and
lips.

"Come on, let's try it, baby," said Sam. "I
promise it will fit there."

"It won't fit," Claire said, looking scared
now.

"I'll go slow. Real fucking slow."

"Please no."

"Why, you scared?"

"That's not why we are even here..." she
stammered.

"You're going to give me that mouth too, I
want those sexy lips wrapped around my BBC! You're going to give
that mouth to me!"

"I told you, it won't even fit!"

"How do you know?"

"I ...know."

"It will fit though, I will make it fit."

"I'm ...sorry," she said.

"You got a nice phat ass for a white woman,"
he said, changing topics. "And good tits."

"...Thank you."

"Can't wait to see those tits feeding our
brood of dark babies! Ha!"

Claire gulped and nervously covered her
breasts.

Sam knocked her hands away and spat, "Oh,
come on, I bet you love to suck cock?"

She froze.

He slapped her ass once more, causing her to
jump an inch off the floor. "Hey, baby, do you know how to suck
cock? Black cock!"

Claire didn't answer, or at least not right
away. She was obviously turned off by the rudeness of his language.
She looked like she was ready to jump from the top of a tall
building. There was still a red mark on her ass cheek from Sam's
brutal hand.

Then Sam snapped his fingers and repeated his
question severely.

"Um, I ..." she eked out, slowly nodding her
head now. "Guess so."

Bradley could practically hear his own heart
break as he watched, weakly, pitifully, painfully, helplessly,
Claire, his Claire sink down onto her bare knees in front of the
grinning black man. On her knees, her back stayed arched and her
phat white cheeks spread out delightfully. Sam was still dressed.
The bulge in the front of his pants left little to the imagination
as the outline of a fat cockhead was clearly visible. The thing
seemed to grow and shift as Claire found herself eyelevel to the
monster waiting to get out.

"No —oh no!" Claire said in a muffled voice,
horrified by what he was asking her to do with her mouth now. She
paused, probably aware that she was hardly in the position of
giving orders now. "I mean, I don't see how that will help our
cause..."

"'Cause I say so," Sam replied. "That's the
only cause you need to worry about. Now get that cock out and start
sucking me, you sexy bitch! We're only here because someone needs
to breed your white ass. Don't forget. Remember that!"

"... So this will help?"

"Oh, it will help," Sam assured her, smiling
sadly. Then he ran his fingers through her bright blonde hair a few
times, petting the top of her head like a doggy. "And since I'm the
one here who has all the baby making experience, I suggest you
learn to do as you are told. I'm not your husband and I don't mind
using the back of my hand if it gets the message across faster. Do
you get my drift?"

No expression crossed the blonde's features
to tell of the pain those words caused, other than the closing of
her eyes, her lashes down demurely as Sam let go of her hair to
reach for his belt buckle. Speculation over what was going to
happen next caused Bradley to look around for something to vomit
in, should the urge come. Sam didn't hesitate, removing every
stitch of clothing from his body until he was barefoot, clad only
in his boxers and several gold chain necklaces dangling around his
bull-like neck.

Claire still wasn't looking at him, her eyes
lowered from abhorrence of what was being asked of her by the
State. Sam was watching her as he hooked his thumbs under his
boxers and started to nudge them down his muscular thighs. Even
Bradley was amazed by what came next.

Sam's partially-hard, uncircumcised cock
looked like a big black snake hanging between two thighs. It was
coal-black with protruding veins all over the surface. It had to be
ten inches long, and still growing. Claire's nostrils began to
twitch, forcing her to open her eyes again where she found herself
staring at Sam's massive cock, her mouth literally hanging open,
for what seemed like several minutes. Then the man broke her
concentration with a rumbling laugh, saying, "Good baby, good. I'm
glad to see that you like my cock. It likes you too. And if you
think it's big now, just stroke it for me for a minute and see how
big it gets."

Claire paused. She filled her lungs with a
large apprehensive breath, before collecting her silky tresses over
one shoulder, and thus neatly out of her pretty face. It was like
she was in a daze as she reached out to take his cock into her
petite hands. So far her only previous experience touching a cock
was Bradley's, which was quite thin and not nearly so meaty. Her
fingers barely touched while gripping the shaft.

"Good girl," he said, thrusting his pelvis
forward, offering his sex to her. "I can tell that you like this
already."

In a way she did seem fascinated with how his
ebony foreskin slid back and forth over the huge, moist cockhead.
Her nervousness and apprehension seemed to melt away as she
continued to massage him, causing Sam's uncut cock to lengthen and
harden. Within only a minute his cock looked to be about thirteen
inches long and almost seven inches in circumference. He began to
give Claire orders on exactly how he wanted her to handle his cock
now. Claire's subservient attitude was unmistakable. She continued
stroking him as his precum started oozing down the foreskin of his
pulsing black snake, coating both of her hands.

"I think you know what you're going to do
next, don't you, Claire? Just take it into your mouth. I'm sure
that you'll like it."

For a quick second, the white woman seemed to
snap out of it, just long enough to muster some of her old sarcasm.
"Don't be so sure."

"Guess you know why they call us bulls!"

She was still staring at it with a wary gaze.
"Because you are full of bullshit?"

"Love the attitude." Sam grabbed the base and
pointed it towards her mouth, offering the head to her. He wasn't
shaved. He'd always preferred to keep a big, wiry bush of African
curlicues just above his extra-wide shaft. "Now give that big cock
a few kisses. Big kisses."

Claire scoffed and rolled her eyes.
"Whatever."

He let go of it. Then he pushed his hips
forward a few times, jestfully, causing the big dong to flop around
in the air, less than a foot away from Claire's face. "Big kisses
for a big black cock!"

"Well, just so you know, I'm here because I
have to be here. It's the law."

"Baby, whatever you need to tell yourself,"
Sam said with an irritating grin that Claire wanted to erase with
the back of her own hand!

Watching in horrified silence, Bradley knew
that Claire loathed it when people talked to her like she was an
idiot, and yet a moment later he found himself stunned as his
highly intelligent wife began to pucker her lips against the
enormous crown of Sam's black penis. Her eyes were wide as saucers.
Sam too was watching intently as Claire began to reluctantly work
her lips up and down his ebony python. He let out a sigh after
seeing the moisture line she left a couple of inches past his
crown. He wondered if she would be able to deep throat him, which
he loved. Needed. But the whole cock seemed way too fat and wide,
fueled by a complicated network of pulsing veins working hard to
feed the grotesque member all the blood it craved now. The crown
was enormous and of a dark purplish hue.

Doing her part, Claire nibbled on the tip for
a while, dragging her wet tongue across the man's pee slit several
times. Then, just under the mushroom head, there was a 1-inch band
that was of a much lighter purple hue, which then bled into the
warm, pulsing shaft that was of a chocolate brown color. She took
her lips off the tip of his cock, before licking both sides of his
shaft, taking her sweet time, before using her full red lips to
suck the bulbous member back into her mouth so deeply this time
that it caused her cheeks to hallow and her blue eyes to moisten
with tears.

Meanwhile, the defeated husband was sitting
down in a chair now, clutching both sides of his face. This
couldn't be happening. The longer it went on, the more Bradley
could sense that his presence was being forgotten about. He could
tell that it was taking Claire everything she had to go through
with this. It killed him — Bradley was experiencing a level of
emotional turmoil that he didn't even know existed before. Nor
could he believe that his wife was acting so submissive around
another man.

...There was even a wild look in her fierce
blue eyes which sort of scared him.

Now Bradley let out a little groan when he
saw his wife's mouth stretched over the enormous black phallus. He
couldn't stand it. He loathed every moment, how Sam's face was lit
up with arrogance, and how Claire's blonde hair feverishly jostled
as she worked her mouth up and down his proud African shaft.
Bradley turned away, unable to watch as his wife started servicing
another man on her knees. For a second he even wished that he had a
gun so that he could stop this entire thing right now. Then he
turned back, unable to look away for very long.

And how long could this take?

Had it been Bradley, he probably would have
already been done!

"Don't forget the balls," Sam reminded her,
flattening his saliva-coated cock against his lower abdomen so that
the white woman had a chance to take each enormous ebony ball sac
into her mouth, swirl her tongue around the prickly dark skin, and
massage his heavy testicles with her own fluids.

Goddamnit! Bradley couldn't believe the size
of the man's testes. Both were twice the size of golf balls and
hung low and free between the tree trunk-legs. It was difficult not
to compare himself with this man —and the comparison was not
flattering at all. Of course the cage was keeping his flaccid dick
small and useless. But even without the cage he could see that Sam
was just naturally more gifted —endowed to not only give a woman
pleasure, but also provide the seed of life.

Almost at the same time, Sam silently
beckoned Bradley to come over to the bed so that he could get a
better look.

"That's okay, I'm fine over here!" Bradley
said, wondering why he had to be in the room in the first
place.

"I wasn't asking!"

"Honestly, I'd rather not," Bradley said.

Then Sam took his cock out of Claire's warm
mouth and began to strike her against the side of her face,
weaponizing it until she began to begged him to stop because it was
actually hurting her. Sam didn't stop until Bradley stood up and
obediently padded across the room, now standing within two feet of
where his wife was on her knees.

"Look at her go, man!" enthused Sam. "You are
one lucky man, she is a natural little cocksucker for sure!"

Bradley couldn't fake the smallest smile or
even shrug now.

This went on for a long time. For a while
there were nothing but sounds of sucking and slurping and gagging
and coughing as Claire literally choked on the mighty black
phallus. Mostly she kept her eyes closed, but her cheeks were
decidedly flushed and her lips were swollen and glossy red from all
the spit and pre-cum. Sam had gathered a big handful of her hair,
holding it now like a blonde ponytail while she continued slurping
down his meaty weapon.

"Down boy," Sam told Bradley, who was still
awkwardly standing off to the side, watching in soul-crushing
terror.

"Down!" Sam pointed with his finger.

Bradley fell to his knees.

"Good boy," said Sam, yanking Claire's head
so hard that she spit his cock out and winced in pain.

"Owch!" she said.

"Shut up, bitch, you love it!" the black man
said, whipping his cock so hard against the side of her face that
it left a red mark.

Bradley's stomach did another tumble at
having to watch his wife get abused and degraded by another man. On
a personal level, he felt bad for her, the way he would feel bad
for anyone who was experiencing physical pain.

"Tell her she's doing a good job," Sam said
to Bradley.

"What?"

"You heard me!"

And for a quick second, their eyes met and
connected. But as soon as Bradley thought he'd established some
type of nonverbal communication with his wife, Sam ruined the
moment by slamming his black schlong down onto the top of her head,
so that the purple crown hung off the back of her head, and her
little nose was smashed into the dark wrinkles of his ball sac
again.

"Tell her! NOW!"

Bradley paused and Sam added, "Before I
decide to get a little rough with the bitch!"

Bradley told her. "Claire, um, baby... you're
doing a good job."

Sam smiled a sick smile. He was now grinding
her face into the smelly place between his legs. "Get them, lick
them!" he barked, still keeping his big cock on Claire's head,
letting her feel the enormous weight of the thing. "Your mouth
feels so good on my nuts. I can't wait to shoot my load deep into
that tight little hole of yours. Even whiteboi here wants to see
that I bet! Right?"

Bradley knew that he was expected to answer,
and it took everything in the world to give a shrug that was nearly
unnoticeable to the naked eye.

Sam laughed out loud. "Told you!"

Even if Bradley had wanted to do something at
this point, he couldn't. There was no point. First of all, Sam was
much bigger and stronger. And secondly, at the moment Bradley
started to feel a queer sense of... of... of... arousal.
Arousal?

What the fuck?!?

Fuck, fuck fuck. As unbelievable as it
sounded, there was an undeniable tingle in his balls now, despite
how shriveled they were at the moment, despite how insane the very
idea of arousal was at the moment. At first Bradley ignored the
strange sensation, tried to ignore it, but after a while it was
impossible to ignore. The feeling of life in his loins was getting
stronger and stronger. And then, as his penis started to painfully
twitch in its ridiculous contraption, Bradley started to shift and
wince uncomfortably from side to side. Clad only in his briefs and
pink cage, he looked like a little boy who needed to go
pee-pee.

Sam was still jamming his fat rod into
Claire's mouth when he saw Bradley's little pee-pee dance. "What's
up, whiteboi? You got ants in your pants?"

"No." Bradley shook his head, the shame
causing his face to turn even brighter than before. He didn't
understand why his penis was becoming erect in a time like this. He
wondered if someone could literally die from embarrassment. He
wasn't sure. Presently all he knew was how badly it hurt as his
skin chaffed against the cruel restrictions of his cage.

A look of dawning comprehension came over Sam
who smiled his crocodile smile at the pathetic excuse for a
husband. "Damn whiteboi, you are seriously fucked up in the head.
Don't tell me that you're getting hard just from watching me fuck
your wife's mouth? HOLY FUCK, MAN!"

Claire turned her head a few notches to look
at her husband. About three inches of Sam's cock still rested in
her mouth; and Bradley could even see the outline of the cockhead
pressing against the inside of her cheek. But what really caught
his attention was how unapologetic her eyes seemed. Already she'd
gone from unwilling partner to embracing her role as an unabashed
sucker of black cocks. This angered Bradley, immensely, but at the
same time he felt the rigid plastic constraints shrink around his
genitalia even more.

"Looks like both of you like looking at my
African Anaconda," sneered Sam, looking first at Claire, and then
at Bradley. "You want your cage off, whiteboi? Is it hurting you?
You want me to unlock you?"

Bradley nodded like an eager puppy dog.

Sam smirked. "First take off those ridiculous
briefs and show your wife your little cage."

Bradley pulled the briefs down and was
saddened by the sight of the hot pink contraption that wouldn't
allow him to get erections now. Any shred of manhood was gone now,
he knew, at least from his wife's glazed eyes. He could see that
both Sam and Claire were staring at him now. Judging him.
Ridiculing him in their own ways. Bradley blushed profusely and
started to use his hands to cover up the humiliating device but Sam
told him to stop. STOP!

"You might as well get used to it," said Sam,
"because I always have the husbands wear them until the wives start
showing."

"Showing?" asked Bradley, who already knew
how dumb the question was before the sounds left his lips.

"It's just a precaution. Don't worry, as soon
as that white belly starts to get big and round and soft with her
first afro-d kiddy, then I'll probably let you out of your cage.
Well, probably."

Sam laughed at his own joke.

Kept laughing.

At least, now that the collective attention
was focused on him, the erection that Bradley had started to feel
early was subsiding, going back into its safe space, retreating
from the cruel world, and thusly Bradley was granted a reprieve
from the excruciating physical pain he'd got while watching Claire
giving head to the enormous black phallus. But why were his balls
still tingling? And how long would it last? How long before his
erection returned? What would happen then?

As if reading his mind, Sam said, "On the
other hand, whiteboi, there will be occasions that I will let you
earn some 'non-cage time.' For instance, right now, as soon as I
pull my cock out of your wife's mouth, I want you to kiss her,
deeply and affectionately, and then I want you to get her ready for
me."

Bradley's knees were shaking only a little.
He hated how much Sam seemed to be enjoying the humiliation part of
this. "Get her ready for you?"

"With your tongue," explained Sam, pulling
his hips back and watching as Claire automatically opened her
mouth, kept it open, for his cock —an act of submission that he
rewarded by mightily jamming nine inches in so that the woman was
gagging and gurgling again, but unable to escape having her throat
fucked by her new black bull. "Do you understand, whiteboi?"

Bradley didn't, not really.

Sam bent down and started kissing Claire, who
yielded to his tongue now in the most blatant way. After a few
moments, she was made to suck one of his fingers like a cock, then
she put his actual cock back into her mouth and was told to start
playing with her pussy at the same time. Already Claire looked like
a conquered woman as her finger disappeared into her hole while
wrapping her lips around the giant black sausage that angrily
jutted from Sam's pelvis. Satisfied, Sam continued the whiteboi's
edification. "Of course, your days of getting pussy are over. It's
not my fault. You had your chance. Plenty of chances. And you blew
it. Now it's time for your wife to fulfill her destiny as a
breeding cow. So, long story short, that means, can you help us out
by getting her ready for me? That's your job now, man. Getting your
wife's pussy ready for her bull! A black man. ME! Do you have a
problem with that? Are me and you going to have any problems?"

The whole thing felt criminal, if not pure
evil.

"Well whiteboi?"

"I mean, I don't think that's what was
supposed to happen. Pregnancy, yes. But not —"

Sam whirled on him, the black man's eyes now
full of fire that caused Bradley to freeze, afraid, even though if
anyone should have been upset it should have been him, who'd
already been pushed to the limits of insanity. "YOU FUCKING TALKING
BACK TO ME, WHITEBOI? BITCH BOY? HOW FUCKING DARE YOU! I OUGHT TO
BEAT THE LIVING PISS OUT OF YOU! I OUGHT TO —"

"Please, please don't hurt him," whimpered
Claire, looking up at both men from her kneeling position on the
floor.

She looked unbelievably sexy too, even with
the black cock bobbing next to her face. Knees spread wide, the
tiny bikini she wore was still in place, but the thin fabric of the
top was barely enough to cover her big chest, both magnificent jugs
thrust forward now with each nipple hard as a diamond. The areolas
were the size of silver dollars and the nipples were upturned in
the most erotic way. Dim lights in the room gave her skin a glowing
white appearance —foreshadowing the glow she would exude once her
pregnancy was established. Even with her mussed blonde hair, she
could have been on the cover of a sexy magazine. And her eyes were
cast down, demurely, while she began to play with the ends of her
lovely hair, begging Sam not to hurt her husband, who she still
loved deeply.

"Alright, alright, but you're starting to
piss me off, whiteboi," said Sam, unable to take his eyes off
Claire's big chest below. "So I suggest, for the sake of you and
your wife, you stop back-talking and start listening!
Motherfucker!"

"I don't understand?" Bradley said, genuinely
confused.

"Get that bitch ready for me? Get her ready
for me to breed!"

"How so?"

Sam shook his ugly head in disgust, "I don't
know Romeo, start by kissing her maybe! FUCK!"

A large hand was placed on Bradley's
shoulders and he found himself being forced within inches of
Claire's face. Both of them looked scared and confused about what
was going to happen next.

"What are you waiting for? Kiss her! Are you
afraid to kiss your own wife?" barked Sam, impatiently.

Ignoring the oversized black genitalia
dangerously close to his face, Bradley caught Claire's eye, and
right away he could see the shame that was burning deep inside her.
He felt the shame too, but for different reasons—namely that he'd
allowed this to happen in the first place.

"Kiss her! Be a man and kiss the sexy bitch!"
said Sam, growing impatient enough to slap the back of Bradley's
head so that the husband immediately leaned forward, pushing his
mouth against the lips that had recently been servicing another
man's veiny pole. The difference was not subtle. Bradley had kissed
his wife a million times at least, but there was something
unmistakably different, foreign about this time. Her mouth was
salty, like she'd just come from the ocean. And then there was
another taste, very musky and noxious to Bradley's mouth. Claire
had reached out and grabbed one of his wrists, and he wanted to
pull away, not liking how she was feeding him Sam's taste, but
something in his heart told him that his wife was feeling extra
vulnerable now; like the last thing she needed was for her husband
to become disgusted by her.

"Hm, there you go, you two make a cute
couple!"

The man watched from above, one of his
tattooed hands slowly jacking his horse cock while the married
couple made out below him. Occasionally, teasingly, he would let
the fat purple head brush against one of their faces. Claire's
response was to keep kissing her husband, but every time the
foul-smelling member touched Bradley in the slightest, he acted as
if there was a venomous snake near his face.

"Sorry about that, boss man. Big thing just
has a mind of its own. Now don't stop on my behalf!"

Clearly these overreactions amused Sam, who
had always used this technique to further humiliate the husband in
front of his wife, thus readying her to take on a new lover. There
was a method to his madness. In his experience, anyone could fuck
the brains out of a beautiful white woman like Claire. But if you
really wanted her to truly submit to you, to unequivocally give
herself, body and soul, then you needed to tap into that part of a
woman that was programmed to desire the biggest, strongest, most
dominant male in the group. This information had taken Sam years
and years to accrue. It was as valuable as gold.

Then Sam said a strange thing.

"Claire, wouldn't it be funny if your husband
sucked on my cock too? I mean, while you both are down there." Sam
had his hand possessively gripped over Claire's head as she
stiffened.

Sam lovingly stroked the side of her face
with the back of his broad hand before making her suck one of his
long black fingers just because he could. "What do you say?"

Claire was stuck, knowing that anyway she
responded, things wouldn't turn out good. Her eyes sought refuge on
the part of the floor where Sam's massive feet stuck out.

Mistaking her noncommittal shrug for
agreement, Sam said, "Hear that whiteboi? Even your wife wants to
see you try something new."

Naturally enough, Bradley was cringing. As
soon as the idea of having a cock forced into his mouth, especially
while Claire watched, entered his mind, he knew that he would never
be the same after tonight.

"No..." he said.

"What's that whiteboi? Speak up!"

"No, thank you," Bradley said, hoping that
his politeness would be rewarded.

It was too. Sam began shaking it a few inches
away from Bradley's horrified face. "Go ahead, it's just flesh,
it's not going to bite you. Ask your wife if you think it's that
bad."

"I'm not... gay," Bradley refused.

"Shit, me neither," said Sam, snapping his
fingers so that both of the Walcotts looked up at him at the exact
same time. "Hey, I'll make a deal with you. If you can hold it in
your mouth for ten seconds. TEN SECCONDS. Then I won't fuck your
wife. Deal?"

Bradley suddenly became aware of a burning
sensation in his knees from being on the floor for so long. His
whole body was aching now. He saw Claire playing with her hair
again, rendered completely speechless, almost ditzy, by what was
happening to them both. And part of him really fucking wished that
she would not have looked so fucking tantalizing on her knees in
that string bikini. "Wait, Sam, are you being serious, Sam?"

"As a heart attack," said the black man,
nudging the end of his cock towards Bradley's confused face now.
"Ten seconds. If you can keep it in your mouth for that long. Then
I swear, SWEAR, that we'll all get dressed and be back in town in
no time."

Bradley was thinking, really hard.
"Seriously?"

"I'm very serious, whiteboi."

The thing was, Bradley was appalled by the
suggestion, which went without saying —but at the same time, he
also saw this as his Last Chance. Yes, it was his Last Chance to
save his wife from this god-awful fucking
evil-nightmare-torture.

He was still thinking about it. But even
before he screwed his face up, and even before he turned towards
the one-eyed monster hideously staring directly at him, Bradley
already knew what he was going to do. It was his Last Chance. And
it wasn't until Sam's cock had brushed past his lips, resting on
Bradley's tongue, that Bradley began to relax just a little bit.
The salty, musky taste was already familiar. Bradley blushed and
closed his eyes, feeling the other man's cock pulse around his
lips. The cock was enormous his Bradley's mouth, so meaty and full
of life. He hated it. Hated it. Bradley couldn't open his eyes. Not
with Claire watching.

"One... Two... Three..." counted Sam,
slowly.

How long could ten seconds last? With eyes
full of contempt, Bradley cast a quick glance up at Sam, who looked
down and smiled as he started to slightly engage his hips.

As he counted now, Sam began to push and pull
his cock out of Bradley's mouth, "Siixxx.. Sea-veen..."

Then, just as it was almost over, just as Sam
reached the penultimate number, the big, warm, fleshy thing in
Bradley's mouth was quickly extracted, where it started to bob up
and down in a taunting fashion about a foot away from the white
couple, who blinked at it with a mixture of fear and respect.

"Ha, now both of you have cockbreath!"

"Well," said Bradley, "at least I did it, and
a deal is a deal."

"Sorry whiteboi," said Sam. "Close, but no
cigar!"

"Wait, what?" said Bradley, wiping his lips
with the back of his hand. "No way! We had a deal!"

"Ten seconds. That was the deal," said Sam.
"And you only had my cock in your mouth for eight seconds!"

Bradley was staring at Claire now, both with
uncomprehending eyes.

"But from the looks of it," added Sam, "you
would have it in your mouth for much, much longer. I think you were
starting to fall in love with it... Hey Claire, did you already
know that you were married to a cocksucker? Or is that something
else you two just have in common?"

Sam's dishonest trickery had fallen on
Bradley's head like a ton of bricks. Earlier he hadn't thought it
possible to feel more humiliated, but he'd been wrong about that.
His hands were shaking now and he felt completely shattered, aware
that there was no coming back from something like this. Any second
he expected his wife to get up and leave the room in disgust. But
she continued to remain kneeling next to him, her eyes following
the movements of Sam's hand as he stroked his big, fat, sleek ebony
pole near her pretty face.

After that, Bradley must have gone into a
state of total shock, he must have blacked out —because he suddenly
found himself on the bed, with Claire, and his face wedged between
her womanly thighs. She was screaming, "Oh yes baby! Yes baby!
There, right there, don't stop, your tongue is so WONDERFUL!"

Also, his chastity device had been removed,
but now his penis remained small and soft, suggesting that he'd
already orgasmed, even though he didn't even remember it.

She was writhing in ecstasy now. Bradley's
tongue tried to keep up. "PLEASE DON'T STOP NOW!"

He didn't. For a while, as Bradley licked her
swollen lips, and fingered her while licking her some more, he
almost forgot how terrible everything had become. Hearing Claire
shriek with toe-curling joy was one of the great joys to his ears.
There was nothing like it, especially because her whole body was
quivering and she was moaning with wild lust that sometimes turned
into the most unlady-like curses.

Her pussy looked as good as it tasted. Down
there her skin was so soft and flawless, with pink lips that almost
looked too small for her body, so that he often compared his wife's
sex to that of an artificial doll, or pornographic comic book. The
fact that she always tasted and smelled as good as she looked never
ceased to amaze him either. Her hair, her hourglass figure, her
perfect skin, her pretty face and sapphire blue eyes, her tiny pink
pussy lips that could get so wet, so easily —she was the incarnate
of a Greek goddess.

"Oh, oh, OHOHOH, YESSSSSS... GARUMPH!"

Bradley's head jolted up from her wet crotch
when he heard her go suddenly quiet. She was on her back, her head
resting between two very white pillows that had been pushed to the
side during her orgasmic thrashings around. Then it suddenly became
obvious to Bradley why she was so silent, all of the sudden.

Sam was crouching over Claire's flushed face,
his big heavy black knees digging into the white bed sheets as he
pushed his cock straight down, trying to feed Claire far more ebony
meat than her mouth could handle. The size and angle of his phallus
made it even more difficult to handle and at one point Sam had to
slap her roughly against the side of the face and tell her to calm
down and breathe through her fucking nose. This seemed to do the
trick.

"What the fuck are you looking at, whiteboi?
Don't you have some pussy to lick?" Sam said to Bradley.

Everyone had their role on the bed.

It went on for quite some time.

Then they switched positions.

"Oh FUCK YEAH!" Sam said after positioning
himself so that he was sitting down, back against the wall, and his
muscular tree-trunk legs spread from one side of the bed to the
other. Claire was between the man's legs now. She was on her hands
and knees, her breasts dangling down in the most enticing way. She
was sucking his cock again.

He said, "Look up at me, baby. Flash me those
pretty blue eyes while you slobber on my BBC. It's time you proved
to me that you're ready to become a mommy."

As submissive as possible, Claire looked up
at him just as Sam pulled his cock out of her mouth, leaving it
posed inches away from her eyes that couldn't help seeing the
thick, milky strand of spittle that was connecting the bottom of
his purple mushroom, to the tip of her bubble gum-pink tongue.

"Wait, wait, don't move," said Sam, using the
same tone as someone training a young puppy. "Wait... Now put that
cock back in your mouth! Good, good slut! That's my good white
mommy slut! Suck that black dick like you were born to!"

Although trying to remain as invisible as
possible, Bradley was soon ordered to get behind Claire and start
using that tongue for what it was made for. In all their years of
marriage, he'd never once eaten his wife's pussy in this position,
but as soon as he stuck his head into her heart-shaped butt cheeks,
he realized how much he liked it. His tongue couldn't get quite as
deep, but his nose was treated to all of her most intimate smells,
and there was no doubt that she was responding to his oral
ministrations. Evidence of her arousal was all over the bed
already.

When Claire's pussy left Bradley's mouth, he
sagged with disappointment. She had been pulled away from him now.
She was in another man's arms.

Wretchedly, the beaten-down husband watched
as the black man opened his mouth, sent his tongue on an erotic
venture between Claire's lips, pulling her inexorably closer to his
hard, glistening frame. The black giant kissed her with passion
now, as if they were newlyweds on their special night. Claire
didn't combat his urgent kisses and strained against him in a way
that would have shocked her only hours ago. One of her hands found
his massive prick and she wrapped her delicate fingers around the
veins and ridges. Sam bit her lip tender and she castigated him
though not letting go of his cock. Under the soothing strokes of
his hands, she rocked back and forth, her back arched and pussy
lips glistening with female need.

"You gonna make a good mommy, aren't you?"
the man asked her.

She nodded and moaned at the same time.

Bradley wandered away from the bed, sat down,
jerked off, and began to whimper with his face buried in his hands.
But he did not leave the room. Not yet.

A few minutes later Sam started to massage
one of her ass cheeks, pawing and kneading the flesh, then slipping
a dark digit further south until it found a very wet and slippery
hole. Claire gasped, sat up quickly, before gently sinking back on
her haunches until Sam was knuckle deep.

"Is that finger the biggest thing you've ever
had inside you?"

"...Maybe..."

"Bigger than your husband?"

"..."

Satisfied for the moment, Sam allowed the
woman to fuck herself on his finger, sometimes watching her titties
bounce, sometimes attacking her pale neck with his lips, then his
teeth. She already bore the red marks of his aggressive bites and
nipples. But at the moment, these things seemed to be the furthest
from her mind as she fucked herself to her first orgasm on Sam's
big African finger. After she was done, she collapsed forward, back
into his arms, and Sam pulled his finger out of her snatch and
forced her to clean off her own juices.

"Damn baby. If you cum like that with a
finger. Wait until you get some big cock in you. Wait until you
feel the warm rush of my seed hitting your uterus, filling your
walls, and pouring out your lips. You and me, our bodies go
together good. And I'm going to be cumming in this fine white pussy
five or six times a day, at least until you can show me a pregnancy
test with a pink or blue color. Got it?"

"...Got it," was all Claire said, rather
kittenishly, still trying to catch her breath in Sam's massive
arms.

More kissing. Then Sam rolled her over onto
her back and started to suck at her breasts, clamping his strong
white teeth over her sensitive nipples while she squealed like a
teenager. All of the foreplay had caused Sam's cock to become fully
hard so that the veins bulged and popped out all over the place.
His balls also looked swollen, uncomfortable, and even larger than
before. It was obvious that waiting much longer wasn't an option
for the man.

And finally he was over her, kneeling between
her legs. He watched the black skin of his fingers massage the
smooth white skin of her inner thighs while she stared up at him
with lust and apprehension. They were in their own private world
now. Even Sam seemed to have forgotten about Bradley, who remained
a shriveled figure watching from one side of the room, watching,
but not wanting to watch, but also wanting to watch very badly.

Claire's lips were parted, and she was
showing her spotless white front teeth as Sam sat his black log on
top of her, stretching from her pussy lips to her belly button. You
could tell that she was nervous about trying to fit that thing
inside her. No matter how wet she was, or how many orgasms she'd
already had, a cock like that had the potential to do some real
damage. Sam saw it too. And for a long while he stared down at his
beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed princess who was begging him to
go slow and not rip her in half.

"Baby, relax baby. Chill. Remember that I'm
not here to hurt you. I would never hurt you, baby. On the
contrary, I want my white cows to be as happy as possible. Happy
mommies make happy babies."

"Okay, I trust you. Just please, please go
slow," Claire said, speaking up a little now. "Put it in, but
please don't hurt me, um, I mean, you gotta stretch me out a little
first."

"I was planning on it the first time I laid
my eyes on you," smirked Sam, pushing her legs up so that her knees
were bent and the bottom of her ass was nearly off the bed. "Damn
woman! You might have the prettiest pussy I've ever seen!"

"Thanks, Sam," she blushed.

Then they both went very quiet, nobody
speaking, merely communicating through their eyes as Sam started to
slowly rub the tip of engorged shaft along the pink bud of Claire's
womanhood. Though already quite wet, he took his time, mixing his
pre-cum with the juices that still hadn't dried amongst the soft
outer folds. Finally the moment had arrived. Claire's face exuded
fright, innocence, and arousal all at the same time. Both of her
legs were still pushed up, held by one of his hands. And her
naturally pretty face was that of a person about to step into
steaming hot water as her new lover began to line up his ebony
equipment with her slick little hole.

"Ok, here it comes," he warned her. "Just
relax baby and take it. The more relaxed you are, the better you
are going to be at taking a big cock like this. You'll see."

Before Claire knew what was happening, Sam
had managed to slip that purple crown inside her, forcing her
velvety walls to expand around his pulsing member. It was only the
tip and already she could feel him so alive inside her. Though she
was looking up, pleading with her eyes, Sam remained focused on the
awesome sight of seeing such a smooth white pussy expand around his
veiny black monster. Never before in his life had he wanted to
shoot his seed inside a woman.

The next few inches were rough for Claire who
immediately winced, clutched her stomach, swore, then stared up at
him with the surprised look of someone who'd just been shot by a
bullet. Wisely, Sam left his cock in her canal for several long
seconds, before pulling an inch or two out, then pushing it back
in, slowly, and letting her get used to it some more. Her hand was
still over her stomach, and he let one of her legs go, before
capturing her hand into his fingers which were at least twice as
big. Claire was taking rapid, short breaths. When these began to
slow, Sam added a few more inches, noting that she had to be the
tightest full grown woman he'd ever had in bed.

"Damn baby, you sure you're not a
virgin?"

"No, not a virgin."

"Just for black cock!"

"Yes, Sam, go slowly, please, I'm
begggggging."

"I heard you the first time. Damn this white
pussy is already milking me so tight!"

So intense. The look in her glittering blue
eyes was one of exuberant pain, although pain that was quickly
fading, as she glanced down and saw how she was now impaled on a
large black phallus. The contrast was incredible. The black veins
so big. Sam loved her reaction, but he was finding it hard to hold
off any longer. It felt like it was taking him years to cum inside
this woman, this top of the food chain white cow. His mind suddenly
became foggy and he lost the ability of articulate thought. His jaw
slackened and his eyes were black and very blank. Claire saw the
scary transformation, but wasn't sure how to respond. It was like
he was de-evolving. To her, now, big black Sam suddenly looked like
some backwards hillbilly about to start drooling on her with his
big dumb jaw. What was happening? How had she allowed this man to
put himself inside her? While her own husband watched? A million
other troubling thoughts raced through her mind at once, but even
if she had wanted to, they'd already reached the point of no
return. He was going to get that pussy. And she was going to allow
him to take it.

"Yeah bitch, WHITE CUNT, take that Afro cock
you sexy white bitch!"

"Wait, Sam! Sam! Why are you talking like
that?"

"Fucking white cow!"

"No, please! Not too fast, SAM, please, you
promised, PROMISED!"

"Take this black bull cock!"

"Owch, it hurts, you're hurting me, Sam!"

"I'm breeding you, baby! I'm breeding this
married white pussy!"

Claire began whimpering and trying not to let
him see the tears that were already stinging her eyes.

"Shut up white bitch! Shut THE FUCK UP!"

Sam began grunting and snorting as he worked
his cock in and out of her, trying to resize her Caucasian
tightness so as to accommodate the angry black snake between his
legs.

Claire knew she was in trouble. She wanted to
cry out. She was helplessly impaled on the black man's fat log,
pinned down on the bed, white legs spread, rendered submissive,
with her sacred treasure actually helping to lubricate the dumb
monster's enormous genitalia. Even still, the pain of each new inch
was excruciating enough, but even worse, Claire started to feel a
disconnect between them now as Sam regressed into something more
and more primitive and scary, and she was left to stare out into
the distance and try not to wince too much as he plugged her hole
over and over again, forcing her untested walls to stretch and
stretch and stretch around the sponging dark shaft. Occasionally
she would look down again, renewing her shock that she was even
able to take something so big and hideously black inside her body.
The harder Sam started to fuck her, the more her mind detached, and
she retreated back to her idyllic youth with her mother and father
who treated her like a princess from day one. Back then, everyone
commented on Claire's good looks and graceful demeanor. And
everyone agreed that if anyone was going to marry as prince and
live in a big castle, then it would be Princess Claire...

"Ugh Oooh UgUgUghhhhh," said a animalistic
voice, snapping Claire out of her reverie.

Sam wasn't looking at her, he was still
staring down at the gap between her legs, admiring the sexy
contrast of his African baby maker pushing in and out of her tiny
little hole, which already looked stretched twice or three times
its original size. He still had a couple more baby-making inches to
feed her and when he finally pushed forward with a mighty thrust,
she yelped out in pain while his swollen balls got to slap hard
against her puckered asshole for the first time.

"Wait, baby, wait, baby, wait, wait, wait,"
Claire pleaded with him, trying and failing to crawl backwards in
order to get off his dick. "It hurts, it hurts, that's too
much!"

Sam's head was still too cloudy for words and
sentences. He knew that the woman was hurting, but he also knew
that soon she would get used to it, as all of his women did. If
they can push babies out down there, then they sure as shit can sit
back and let you fuck them senseless with 13 solid inches of black
meat that was as thick as your wrist. And her face was so pretty,
like all those popular and pretty girls at school who'd never given
him the time of day, that soon Sam began to enjoy making her wince
and curse as he gave her as much cock as she could physically
handle.

"You pretty bitch, you pretty white bitch,"
he began to say, over and over again. "This is what you need right
here. I got EXACTLY what you need. This black motherfucking baby
maker. Look at this pussy impaled on my cock now, look at this
tight white pussy. I own this pussy now. Just me."

Claire, just getting to the point where the
pain was turning into something far more enjoyable, shocked even
herself by saying, "Oh yes, give it to me, baby. That black baby
maker. I need it. I need that cum inside me."

"Who's slut are you?"

"I'm your slut," she told him.

"By the time I'm done filling you with kids,
every time you leave the house the whole world will know what a
black cock slut you are. You like that?"

"I like it, I love it!"

"Freaky-ass white bitch," he said, clapping
his balls against her asshole again. Sam had let go of her other
leg by now. He'd wrapped his arms around her and trapped her
against the bed, his muscular buttocks flexing as he drove his hips
back and then forward into the hole that he was claiming forever.
They kissed briefly, then he broke off and looked at her and spit
into her mouth, pleased to see her automatically swallow every
drop. "It's always the ones who look so normal that are the
freakiest. You ever watch interracial porno?"

"I've watched regular porno..." she said,
biting her lower lip, while reaching up to grab his bald dome which
had become covered in little beads of sweat. "But not much."

"Interracial porno is regular porno," Sam
said. "It's important for white cows to study that shit like every
day. You can learn a lot from them movies."

She was panting and sweating. "Like
what?"

"Like how to not ask so many stupid fucking
questions," said Sam, flipping his new white cow over onto her
hands and knees.

Even though Claire knew what was coming next,
she gasped out loud when she felt something warm and wet slide
between her ass cheeks, before pressing against her pussy lips. Sam
was masterfully gripping her waist now with both hands, and she
made the mistake of turning to look up at him because she saw that
his facial expression had changed back to that of a dumb and angry
hillbilly. Then he was inside her again, and Claire's body
tightened from the discomfort of more deep penetration. It was
easier to look forward, or better yet, to close her eyes and blot
out the whole world. But Sam kept ordering her to turn around and
stare at him since he wanted to see that cute white face while her
phat ass wobbled with all of his thrusts.

"There you go, would you look at that shit,"
he said, pulling it all the way out until just the head was resting
inside Claire's punished canal.

They were both sweating now, with Sam's body
completely drenched in musky sweat, while the woman's white body
had the faintest patches of perspiration on her back, arms, the
back of her knees, and especially her forehead where sticky blonde
hair was matted.

Claire's pussy had already taken a savage
pounding, she was squishy now, and Sam wasn't sure how much longer
he could hold off. He loved looking at her face, and how her tits
wobbled up and down, but there was something extra special about
seeing her positioned with her ass high in the air for him. It was
the ultimate position of surrender, and having a woman like her
offer her ass and pussy to him was the ultimate turn-on. Only
through a great strength of will had he been able to hold off this
long. Everything about it was sexy. He loved looking down and
seeing her smooth white legs on either side of him. He loved seeing
her little pink toes curl involuntarily. He loved how easily she
was to hold in place, by the waist, even when he bottomed out in
her pussy and she tried to crawl off his cock, begging him to get
it out of her. He loved seeing the mixture of strong emotions flit
across her face whenever she glanced back over her shoulder at the
man who was fucking her, bringing the slut out of her, making her
say and do all the nasty stuff that she never imagined a girl like
her would say and do. And he loved watching her ass bounce from
their fucking —the white booty meat wobbling enticingly with every
stroke of thick black meat. But mostly he loved the vise-like grip
her pussy had on his member. Her hole was instant pleasure,
immediate heaven for his manhood —and he intended to use that hole
as much as he wanted for a very long time. That wouldn't be a
problem either.

Sam could tell that he'd already 'broken her
in' quite a bit. "I own you!"

"Yes, yes, yes!"

"I own this white pussy!"

"Oh fuck me, Sam!"

Wanting to hold off a bit longer, he slowed
his tempo down, causing Claire to start pushing her ass back onto
him until she fucked herself into another soul-numbing orgasm. Now
when Sam looked down he could see that nearly every inch of his big
black fuck stick was covered in Claire's cream. He grinned. Slapped
her phat white ass. Grinned when he heard her yell out again. There
was also much less resistance in her canal and Sam started to feed
her these long, smooth strokes —pausing a few seconds after he
pushed it in to the tilt so that her white butt spread against his
dark groin.

"Fucking white bitch, cumming all over that
BBC. Whore. White Cow. BBC Slut. Race trader," laughed Sam bending
over her back and wrapping a beefy dark arm under her throat,
pulling her back into him where they exchanged lewd and sloppy
kisses. Then he released her and went back to fucking her from
behind, his cock twitching from all the friction between their
bodies. It was incredible how much pleasure two bodies could give
each other. "Oh, here it comes, here comes your first child! You
ready, white girl? You ready for your first black son?"

"Yes, yes, yes!" Claire yelled back at him,
her eyes shut as she writhed on the bed, the insides of her legs
completely soaked now with womanly juices.

Sam went full animal for a few seconds, his
face distorting into a frightening African mask as he grunted and
snorted and farted. The amount of power he was able to generate
with his thrusts now was incredible and Claire thought for a second
that he might actually break her hips, or at least her tailbone.
Then there was a deafening roar from behind her, which sounded like
something you'd expect out on the plains of the Serengeti. Claire
wasn't sure why, but this trigger her third orgasm of the night,
and just then she could feel Sam's meaty paws tighten on her hips
as his body came to a sudden halt. He was all the way inside her
when she felt the big warm thing start to twitch in her velvety
warm walls. Then Sam let out another primal yell as the first jet
of thick goo shot out the tip of his purple crown and directly
striking her uterus as he'd promised, softening the walls, before
the second big dump of cum was forced into her already filled
snatch. Almost at the same time, they looked at each other, Claire
turning to look up, Sam glaring down savagely, searching each
other's eyes as the black man's pendulous ball sac released a
third, then fourth stream of creamy goo into her greedy womb.

Afterwards, Claire didn't even bother to
move. She was so exhausted that she just grabbed a pillow and sunk
her sweaty head down low —even though Sam was not only behind her
still, but his cock was still lodged in her cream-filled pussy.
Since emptying his loads into her, his shaft had barely diminished;
and mostly he was savoring the sight of seeing this freshly fucked
woman sweaty and exhausted and cooing with pre-maternal bliss.

"Okay," he said cheerfully, massaging both of
her plump ass cheeks while she pretended to fall asleep in the
doggy style position, even though he was still inside her. "You
just go to sleep. Don't mind me, or nothing!"

He was being facetious; and she knew it.

"Fine, I won't mind you. Jerk!" said Claire
who could still feel the aftershocks of orgasms pulse through her
body. "By the way, why are you still so hard? Do you have some kind
of medical condition I should worry about?"

"Yeah, sure, I got a medical condition," Sam
said, finally pulling his cock out of her hole. Not surprisingly, a
very loud and unlady-like farting sound came from Claire Walcotts'
battered pussy hole, causing the white woman to bury her face in
mortification while Sam smiled a big happy smile. He spread her ass
cheeks a little wider and was rewarded by the truly beautiful sight
of cum, thick, potent cum, his cum, black cum, begin to ooze out of
her bruised pink flower at an impressive rate. Some of it stuck to
her legs, but most of it dripped onto the bed. He told Claire not
to move and she obeyed by actually falling asleep in the doggy
style position. And for a long time, Sam stared at her hole,
fascinated by how every time her body shifted in the slightest, a
new jet of creamy white ooze dripped down her legs and onto the
bed.

"Okay baby, it's time, time to get up," Sam
said about five minutes later, positioning himself behind Claire
again.

"What? No! I barely slept. I'm too tired,
baby," Claire complained, feeling her hips being pulled up until
she was on her hands and knees again. There she started rubbing her
eyes and looking annoyed as hell, her blonde hair as disheveled as
it had ever been in her entire life.

"Well, I told you what to expect. My job is
to keep fucking you until you can show me that positive pregnancy
test."

"Well... Okay... But I mean, don't you think
that after what we just did?"

Sam shook his head disdainfully while jerking
his cock back to its full hardness. No more cum was leaking from
Claire's pussy, and this was a problem. "Baby, say something for
me."

"Say what?" she asked, stopping to cough.

"Say 'Moo.'"

"Moo? What? Why?"

"Just say it!"

Claire cleared her throat first, then to
finish this part of the conversation, gave in and said the
ridiculous word.

Sam's cock twitched and got harder, already
as hard as before. The next time he told her to say it, she put up
more of a fight, but finally she relented and gave in again. And
before long, Sam had her trained, perfectly, ass hiked up high,
hole warm and wet, and mooing loudly until she was finally mounted
by her big black bull.
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