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I've been reading stories involving succubi and demons for a long time on literotica and for even longer in urban fantasy novels. I was watching a Q&A on youtube a while back. One of my favorite authors was explaining that he purposefully writes at a high school reading level, so that the language of the story doesn't distract from the readers immersion. My immediate reaction was, "Hey I graduated from high school, this whole writing thing can't be that hard." This story was the result. I had a lot of fun writing it and I hope a few of you can find some enjoyment in it as well.
All characters in this story are at least 18 years of age and YOU must be 18 years of age in order to read it. So if you are under the age of 18, please kindly click that back button.
I love feedback and constructive criticism. So rate it and let me know what you think. Enjoy!
***
A forest could seem like an alien world at night. Tom Thornton couldn't tell if the snow was still falling or if it had just been whipped up by the wind. It howled around him, deafening him to his surroundings. The fresh powder stung his exposed skin, like a slap to the face. The lack of light played tricks on his eyes. There always seemed to be something just out sight or at the corners of his vision. Eyes in the darkness watching his progress. Or was that the hypothermia beginning to affect his mind?
What the hell am I doing out here, he thought.
This was supposed to be a fun distraction before finals started. A weekend in the mountains skiing with friends, a way for them to clear their minds before they all put their nose to the grindstone. He didn't even like skiing. He hadn't done it since a school trip as a kid. It was his roommate that dragged him out here. He said he wanted him to get out of the house, give him an opportunity to be more social. Tom suspected he was really here to even out the numbers. Not that the odd girl out had shown any interest in him. It was clear Katie Evans saw only a geek when she looked at him. To be fair, that's exactly what he was. A geek. A fact, he would like to be proud of at the moment. Geeks didn't tend to freeze to death on ski trips. Yet here he was.
The trip had gotten off to a good enough start. The area was beautiful, fresh air and pine trees as far as the eye could see. The area was remote enough to be peaceful, without the crowds of more popular skiing destinations. His morning had been spent fumbling around, looking like an idiot with skies. He had fallen more than a few times, to the amusement of his much more experienced friends. Still the trip was fun, despite the unnerving feeling he sometimes got when looking out on the tree line. Something about this mountain set his hair on end.
He had gotten separated from the group sometime during the afternoon. A stupid mistake, the kind only the inexperienced would make. Went out into the woods to take a piss and got turned around. He had searched for the trail back to the cabin for hours. Before he knew it darkness fell, the sky clouded over and the wind picked up. Now the only things he saw were the trees and the endless stream of snow streaking past his vision.
Where the hell had this storm come from? There was nothing on the weather about a front moving in.
Although warmly dressed for skiing, no one could be out in this type of weather for long. The chill had already started to sink into his feet and hands. Frostbite and hypothermia would soon follow. The gravity of the situation began to take hold. This was the type of weather people died in, he thought.
Hugging his arms to his body he trudged through the knee deep snow. His legs felt like a ton of bricks every time he lifted them. It seemed like every step took more energy than the last as he moved forward. He so very wanted to sit down for a minute and rest. Just a minute before continuing on. A little voice in the back of his mind told him to keep moving. That if he stopped he would never get back up again. Every minute was a struggle to keep moving. This was a game of endurance he knew he would lose.
His steps had just begun to waver when he saw it. A light cutting through the trees. A light in the darkness.
I'm saved, he thought.
He made a beeline for that small glimmer of hope. If he could just reach that light it would all work out.
I better not be hallucinating, he thought.
As he got closer he saw the light for what it was. A small log cabin, its illuminated windows casting dark shadows through the forest. It gave the area an almost sinister look.
He finally reached the door and fumbled with the handle, his numb fingers refusing to cooperate. After what seemed like forever the handle turned. Relief washed over him as he realized it was unlocked. Wrenching it open, he slipped inside. He barely got a look at the room, before he had to strain against the wind and snow to shut the door. He took a moment to breathe a sigh of relief, his forehead resting against the inside of the door.
I'm alive, he thought.
He jumped as a warm breath on his neck sent a shiver down his spine. "Well hello there," a feminine voice said.
He turned to find himself face to face with a woman. She was stunning. Her ash blond hair was so light it could almost be mistaken for the color of snow. Her pale skin and aristocratic features gave her a haunting beauty. She was wrapped in a thick blanket but Tom still got the feeling that she had a body any woman would die for.
"Who are you?"
"I-I'm Tom," he stammered.
"OK. Tom. Why are you in my uncle's cabin?"
A good question considering he was a man who just burst in on a half naked women.
"I'm sorry for bursting in like this. I was lost and looking for a place to take shelter from the storm."
"Lost you say? Pretty bad conditions to get lost in."
"I was lucky to find this place. I got separated from my friends, then this storm hit and I wasn't sure which direction led back to the trail. I walked for what seemed like forever and then the path just seemed to open up for me. Before I knew it I had spotted this place."
He was rambling. He knew he was rambling, but he couldn't help it. Almost dying and having a conversation with a beautiful girl was more excitement then he could take. It didn't help that she seemed to be staring at him.
"This forest is old, it knows many things, many paths to follow," she murmured.
"What?"
"I said you were very lucky indeed. This weather is just horrendous. It would be very dangerous to stay out in it for long."
He thought he saw a shadow of something pass across her face. His eyes must be playing tricks on him. Her eyes looked like they glowed for a second there.
"My name is Shyira," she said. "Although my friends call me Shy," she giggled at that.
"What's so funny?"
The blanket had dipped down, revealing her black bra and the deep valley of her ample cleavage.
"It's a joke," she said, with a small seductive smile, "because I'm not shy at all."
Um. Wow.
"Oh you poor thing," she said, "you must be freezing, why don't you come by the fire and warm up."
As he stepped farther into the room he got a closer look at his surroundings. A couch opposite a fireplace along the back wall. To his left stood a bed pushed up against the wall, to his right was a small kitchenette and table. The very picture of a small, one room cabin.
Although out of the deadly weather of the storm, the room was still bitterly cold. Tom's breath created trails of fog as he breathed. He wanted to get warmer, but didn't want to invade the personal space of the strikingly beautiful woman in front of him. He was a stranger in her home after all.
She noticed his discomfort, "Come closer to the fire Tom," she said, "I won't bite...much, I promise."
Tom slowly edged closer. Shyira wasn't having any of it. She grabbed his hand and dragged him until he was standing next to her by the fire.
"That's better," she said.
"Ya it is a lot warmer over here"
"So you said that you got separated from your friends?"
Tom nodded, "Went out into the trees to take a pis-...use the restroom and got turned around."
Shyira smiled at that, amusement in her eyes, but let his comment slide without comment.
"It can be easy to get turned around in these woods. I take it you're not much of an outdoors man?"
"That obvious huh?"
"Not terribly obvious, no. You just don't seem like the roughing it type of guy...or maybe I'm wrong. Do you like it rough, Tom?"
Tom coughed nervously, shifting back and forth on his feet. The old floor boards creaked with his shifting weight. He wasn't sure how to respond to that. Girls simply didn't say things like that to him. He decided playing dumb was safest course of action.
"I'm not really the outdoors man type I guess. I got dragged out here to go skiing."
"Dragged out here by your girlfriend?"
"No, I don't have a girlfriend," he said, sheepish.
"Oh." She raised an eyebrow.
"I'm not very good with girls," he said quietly. With more confidence he added, "Besides I've had a front row seat to my roommate's constant drama with the girls he's slept with. It looks like nothing but trouble."
"Yes, you must be careful who you let into your bed. You may find yourself with unintended attachments."
Tom wasn't sure how to respond to that either. Why did it seem like girls spoke in a different language at times? Playing dumb seemed to be working so far, so he decided to stick with it and move the subject off of himself.
"So what brings you out here?" he asked.
"Writing if you can believe it. I find the great outdoors...stimulating."
Stimulating huh? Well I suppose getting away from it all would be quite relaxing. He could get a lot of school work done out here.
"So what kind of writing do you do?"
"Oh, I write mostly fiction with adult themes."
"What, like murder mysteries?"
"More of the suck and fuck variety actually."
"Oh that's nice..."
Damn it. What's with this girl? He thought.
Shyira smiled.
Although standing by a roaring fire, Tom was still wearing his damp clothes. Now that he wasn't moving, his body began to shake from the chill.
"We need to get you out of these damp clothes."
"No. I'm fine as long as I'm by the fire."
"Nonsense, you'll catch your death with these on." With no further warning she reached out and tugged on his shirt lifting it above his head. His boots and pants soon followed.
Tom shivered as he stood in his underwear. Shyira seemed to be staring at him with hunger in her eyes.
"Do you have another blanket?" he asked nervously. He couldn't remember a time when a girl had stared at him like that.
"What," she said, as if snapped out of her own thoughts.
For a second Tom could have sworn he saw flames in her eyes. Must have been a reflection from the fire, he thought.
"A blanket. Do you have another one?"
"Oh baby, you won't be needing one."
Something about the way she said it made Tom think of a small animal, coming face to face with a predator.
"What do you mean?"
Shyira dropped the blanket from around her shoulders.
Wow. He was wrong. Shyira didn't have the kind of body women would die for; she had the kind of body women would kill for.
"I'm afraid I haven't been completely up front with you. It was no mistake that the forest brought you to my door step tonight."
"The forest?"
This time he couldn't mistake the glow in her eyes as anything else. Her eyes seemed to be glowing with flame, like the wick of a candle.
He looked down as something else caught his eye. Something danced in the light of the fireplace behind her. Was that a tail?
Looking up Tom saw Shyira silhouetted against the fire. She was still the haunting beauty she was before but now her hair was the color of snow and a pair of white horns curved out of her head. Her most striking feature were the leathery wings spread out behind her. The light from the fire illuminated the semitransparent wings. They seemed to cast a red tint to her ski. Or was her skin redder in color than before. One thing was clear the woman before him was the most beautiful, terrifying nightmare he had ever seen.
This is some biblical shit, he thought.
She smiled at him like a hungry predator. "I brought you into my domain mortal, saved you from a certain death at the hands of the storm. I've been a perfect host and I think now is the time for you to repay me for my hospitality."
"I-I could just leave."
"You won't be leaving," she said confidently.
"Y-you'll keep me from leaving?"
"Oh baby, I don't need to. Where would you go?"
The wind howled against the window. She was right. There was nowhere else to go. He was trapped in this cabin until the storm passed.
"Come to me mortal," she beckoned with her finger, "I'll keep you warm tonight."
Despite the inevitability of his situation something clicked in his mammalian brain at her words. Something from a bygone era of human history, a time when mankind would huddle around the fire in terror of what lurked in the darkness. Tom turned and ran for the door. He didn't care that he was half naked and that outside the cabin meant certain death from the elements. His fight or flight reflex had kicked in; he chose flight.
With a single beat of her wings, little more than a jump, she was on top of him. She tackled him to the rug. Flipping him over, she straddled his waist.
"Oh I love it when they run, it makes me so wet," she giggled, "almost as much as when they fight."
He looked terrified at her words.
"Not to worry baby we'll save the 'slap and tickle' for another time," she stroked his cheek with one of her horns. "When I'm done with you, you'll never want to be separated from me again."
Her comment didn't seem to mollify him much.
"Now we can't have you shaking like a little mouse," she said, "other succubi may like to play with a little fear but I prefer my men to enjoy themselves."
With that she lifted her hand and blew into his face. The pink perfumed smoke hit him dead in the face. Before he realized what had happened, he had already taken an involuntary breath of the sweet substance.
"I prefer to take mortals au natural but I thought maybe a little encouragement was in order," she winked.
Every muscle in his body relaxed. Thinking became difficult as euphoria washed over him. The sensation was hard to describe. Like a warm bath and a post orgasmic bliss all rolled into one. For a second he forgot where he was and basked in the moment. He was hard as a rock now.
No. Succubus. Think.
Shyira leaned back and felt his growing erection, "That's better."
She leaned forward and inhaled deeply as his arousal increased, caching his scent.
"A virgin. Oh this is a rare treat," she said with surprise.
"I-I was waiting for the right girl. I wanted to make it special," he said.
Adorable. It was almost a shame she would put an end to that innocence tonight. Oh how she loved virgins.
"Oh baby, I'll make it special," she said, "I'll give you a night you'll never forget."
She unsnapped her bra and smiled as her naked tits fell into his view.
Tom couldn't look away. His breath was ragged as he stared at her pale flesh. Her breasts were large and unnaturally perky for their size.
"Like what you see little mortal?"
His cheeks felt flush as he forced himself to look away.
"No," he lied.
"Oh I think you do," she pushed her ass back until Tom felt warmth above his raging erection.
She began to grind herself against his manhood. "I think this is the most erotic thing that's ever happened to you."
She continued for a minute before she leaned forward, pressing her body against his. Her fever hot skin felt wonderful against this cold body. Her breasts pushed against his chest as she came in for a kiss. Her unnaturally long tongue invaded his mouth as she moaned in pleasure. She explored his mouth with her tongue.
Breaking off her kiss she looked him in the eye.
"I love the taste of a virgin," she whispered to him, "they taste so fucking delicious."
She slipped down his body. Her nipples, brushing over his skin, sent shivers down his spine. She stopped when her head was above his crotch. She ran her hands over his thighs, her lips only inches from his virgin cock. She took her time teasing him. Tom could barely breathe. He was so off balance and excited he couldn't seem to put two thoughts together. He waited in nervous anticipation to see what the demonic seductress would do next.
Shyira finally moved her hands from his thighs, having tortured the young boy enough. She moved her hand to his erection, slowly rubbing her hands over the material of his underwear. She licked her lips before leaning in and kissing the head of his cock through the material. She made eye contact with him; her eyes seemed to glow with a look of mirth and lust before she abruptly ripped his underwear off. Tom yelped in surprise.
"You could warn me before doing that!"
"And where would the fun be in that," she giggled. "Besides I think your poor cock has been constrained for too long."
She leaned down and licked him from the base of his cock to its head, careful to maintain eye contact.
Her lips slowly encircled his cock before taking the first couple of inches into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head.
Tom gasped.
The entire length soon disappeared as she began to suck him in earnest. This girl could give porn stars lessons he thought. He tried to muffle the moan that was threatening to escape. He wasn't ready to give in yet.
This earned him a muffled laugh. The vibrations sent shivers of pleasure down his spine.
His resistance didn't last long. Tom was soon in heaven as he gave into the sensations. He had never felt anything like this before. If it wasn't for the horns, the white hair of the succubus could almost be mistaken for an angel.
His cock came out of her mouth with a pop. She smiled at him and kissed the head of his cock before taking his entire length into her throat once more. His head slammed back as his breath quickened.
Her gag reflex was nonexistent. She seemed to stay down forever, taking his entire length. Tom didn't see how she could do that without having difficulty breathing.
He paused. Did a succubus need to breath? Not important right now, he thought.
She made a show of it. Taking him all the way to the base. Then completely removing his cock from her mouth for a moment before shoving it back in.
Tom could feel his orgasm beginning to rise. It started as a feeling in his muscles, a tightness he was all too familiar with, he knew he was only moments away.
His whole lower body seemed to thrust forward as he came. His first shot caught her square in the face. She quickly engulfed his cock, filling her mouth with the rest of his seed. When he was done she made a show of swallowing all of the cum she had collected in her mouth. His breath was ragged as his orgasm subsided. His chest rising and falling rapidly. What the hell was that? It was like he had just run a marathon. He didn't think he could move this body if he tried.
Her long, devilish tongue snaked around his cock. Like only a succubus could. It coiled around his shaft like a snake and squeezed. The sensation was almost too much right after cumming. Tom got the feeling that she wanted him to remember not just who was fucking him but what was fucking him. As if Tom could forget.
She extracted herself from him. She stood above him, feeding herself the last of his cum from her fingers. Her legs were spread wide, her feet on either side of his chest. Tom propped himself up on his elbows, he had a perfect angle of her panties plastered to her pussy.
"You can't be a passive partner your first time baby. You have to take some initiative," she smiled, "reach up and pull my panties off."



Her words left no room for debate. Feeling lost in the moment, Tom tentatively reached up and grasped the material of her panties, slowly pulling them down her legs. She helped him remove them from her feet, leaving Tom to stare at the bare mound of her pussy, glistening with arousal.
"Like what you see?" She didn't give him a chance to answer before squatting down on his face, mashing her arousal onto his open mouth.
He tried to squirm away but Shyira held him in place with her powerful thighs. "That's it baby, lick me. You need to learn how to please a woman sometime and I can be a great teacher."
Tom pushed is his tongue into her pussy and began to explore her. He got his first taste of her sweet nectar and he liked it. He wasn't sure if this was how a woman was supposed to taste, given that he had nothing to compare this experience too. For all me knew a succubus was completely different from a mortal woman.
"Oh fuck, that it baby," she moaned, "that's the spot."
He must be doing something right, he thought, so he paid more attention to where she directed.
Under her careful direction, Tom soon had Shyira breathing hard, a slight tremble in her muscles. After another minute of his attention, explosions went off in her head as the orgasm ripped through her.
"Baby, that was great" she breathed, "I think there's hope for you yet."
Hope wasn't an emotion he was feeling much of right now.
"Now I think it's time for the main course."
Tom noticed that he was hard again. Although with the euphoric fog he was immersed in, he wasn't sure he had ever gone soft. Going down on her hadn't helped. Her juices, or should he say venom was having an impact on his body. His whole body buzzed, like pins and needles.
She repositioned herself over his erection, a predatory gleam in her eye, "It's time to have some real fun."
He wasn't sure if he wanted to know what real fun entailed. He felt something wrap around his cock and it wasn't her hands. Looking over he saw her tail guiding him to the entrance of her pussy.
"Ready to lose your virginity?"
"Do I have a choice?"
She ignored him.
I guess not, he thought. If he was being honest he didn't really want to stop. If sex with her was anything like her blow jobs, he could find himself getting addicted real quick. Assuming he lived long enough to get addicted that is.
His thoughts were interrupted as Shyira began her downward movement. The head of his cock pushed into the warm folds of her pussy.
Oh shit, he thought.
His head was swimming in pleasure. He thought her blow jobs were heaven. Being inside her warm embrace was like nothing he had ever experienced and that was only the head of his dick.
"Heavenly," he whispered.
That earned him a smile, "Far from it."
Through the fog of his pleasure, Tom vaguely recognized that something was very strange about her pussy. It seemed to have latched onto his cock and Tom doubted that it would be letting go anytime soon. It was like a strange type of suction threatened to draw him further into her pussy, this was beside the fact that Shyira hadn't moved any further down his shaft. For some reason the image of a starving animal latching onto fresh meat popped into his head.
She let gravity do the work as she slammed the rest of his cock into her pussy.
"FUCK," he yelled.
"That's the spirit baby."
With no further talking, she began to fuck him in earnest.
They fell into a rhythm as Shyira bounced on Tom's cock. The only sounds in the room were the sounds of their sexes slapping together and the grunts and moans of their exertion.
Had it gotten colder? It was certainly cold in the room. Long trails of fog emanated from Shyira's mouth as she fucked him. But despite the strenuous physical activity Tom was far from warm. In fact, Tom felt like he was getting colder. Like all of the heat in his body was gravitating towards his balls. Pooling there as if waiting for release. No...not heat, he thought, energy. She was fucking the life force out of him. Getting ready to drink from the pool of Tom's life.
He was terrified and utterly powerless to stop the proceedings. He was quickly finding out that once inside a succubus, there was no disengaging their sexes until she was done with him and she was nowhere near done.
She once again laid herself across his body as she continued fuck him. She leaned in and gave him a sloppy kiss. She pinned his arms down as she did. Further demonstrating who was in control. Breaking her kiss she looked at him with a hungry expression.
"Almost there baby. Once more and you're mine."
Tom could feel it too. He was close. A few more seconds and he would fall off the cliff into pure bliss and probably keep falling.
He resisted as long as he could. He didn't want to die. Ultimately it was futile. A mortal simply couldn't resist a succubus. They were humanity's natural predator.
His orgasm exploded, ropes of cum sprayed out of his cock. The pool of energy seemed to drain with every release. He felt like a tap had been turned and he had no idea how to turn it off, even if he wanted to turn it off. Tom plastered the inside of her pussy. His whole body seemed to be feeding his balls as his energy level dropped through the floor. Just when he felt like his balls were empty, another shot of cum came out. Black spots danced in front of his vision.
His reaction seemed to send Shyira over the edge. Her wings fully extended, her body arced in pleasure, she tilted her head back and screamed out into the night, "MINE!"
The storm raged outside as darkness took him.
***
There was light streaming through the window when Tom awoke. The storm, it seemed, had passed.
I'm alive, was his first thought.
Shyira lay on his side, their legs entangled. Her breasts pressed into his arm. Her tail wrapped affectionately around his thigh. One of her wings stretched out across him, covering him like a blanket. Between her fever hot body and her leathery wing he felt quite cozy. She looked almost innocent as she slept. Or at least as innocent as a succubus can look.
As he was looking at her she began to stir. She disengaged their limbs until she was able to look him in the eyes.
"I may have taken too much," she murmured, "you slept like a rock."
"We never did make it to the bed."
"No, we'll have to rectify that problem at some point," she giggled.
Tom gave words to what he had been thinking since he woke up, "You didn't kill me," he said.
"I don't remember telling you I was going to kill you," she flicked her tail innocently.
Tom thought on the events of the night a moment. No, I suppose she hadn't.
"I thought you were going to take my soul."
She gave him a look, "I could have, very easily."
Tom shivered at the thought, "Why didn't you?"
She once again buried her head into his chest, "There are many paths through the forest, little mortal. If it was your fate to die you would have wandered until the storm took you. Instead your path led to me," she smiled, "besides, I've taken a liking to you."
"You saved me over that."
She traced the muscles of his chest with her fingers.
"I could feel you, you know," she whispered. "The moment you stepped foot on this mountain I could feel your presence. I watched you out in the storm last night."
"You watched me? Why?"
"You have a spark of talent in you. I felt myself drawn to your aura the moment you stepped onto this mountain. With some training, you and I could do amazing things together. I was already planning on visiting you. If you hadn't found me last night, I would have come to you. "
Tom considered that.
"What makes you think I want that?"
"Oh baby warlock, what makes you think you have a choice? Besides, I told you to be careful of sex and attachments."
"What do you mean?"
"I did more than just take your virginity last night...Master."
Tom's eyes opened very wide at that.
***
Big thanks to mbrow for looking over this story for me. Your time and energy are greatly appreciated.
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Hope you all enjoyed it. Let me know what you think.
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It was late.
Tom hadn't encountered a single soul on his walk through campus. That was weird. There should have been at least a few people out, not that Tom blamed them. A sense of foreboding and dread seemed to hang over the school like a cloud. The street lights seemed dimmer, the shadows longer and darker. The patches of complete darkness were like a bottomless void ready to swallow up the unknowing traveler. The inky blackness of the night seemed to sink into every pore of his body, infecting his sanity.
You could hear none of the usual, lively sounds that come with a lot of people living in a small area. The campus was dead silent. The silence was like a physical presence all around him. Tom wondered if the mood on campus was Shyira's doing. A not so subtle suggestion that tonight was a good night to stay in and watch a movie. It would certainly provide the necessary privacy for Tom's first ever summoning lesson.
It was under this atmosphere that Tom found himself sitting in the first row of a deserted lecture hall, waiting for his inhuman instructor to begin the lesson.
Shyira apparently took the role of "summoning teacher" seriously and was dressed for the part. Tom wasn't sure you could call Shyira's clothing a teacher's outfit, more of a slutty teacher's costume. Her pencil skirt was cut too short and slit too far up her shapely thigh to be considered school appropriate. Her white blouse was tied at the bottom to expose her flat stomach and had enough buttons undone at the neck line to make the garment almost pointless at containing her ample bust. She completed the look with her ash blond hair held in a tight bun with a pair of pencils and a set of black framed glasses perched on the end of her nose.
"Alright baby warlock, let's get started."
She made walking in fuck-me heels look elegant as she moved around the circumference of the summoning circle drawn on ground. A piece of chalk, held at the end of her tail, waved lazily as she spoke.
"Basic summoning magic is all about concentration. Your magic does all of the work, the circle merely directs and guides the flow of power to achieve the desired effect. Standard summoning circles are a two ring design."
She paused and looked at him to make sure he was paying attention before continuing her explanation. Not like he could look away. Tom's eyes hadn't left her since she walked into the room. Shyira was always beautiful but tonight she took it to a whole another level. Something he would never admit to was having a serious teacher fetish. Growing up a geek meant that the only women who ever paid him any attention or looked upon intelligence as anything but a negative, were his teachers. One teacher in particular, his senior English teacher, Ms. Anderson, used to wear her hair the exact same way.
"The inner ring is the 'barrier ring.' It counters the magic of the being you're summoning, keeping it contained. The inner ring is powered by your own magic, so the strength of the being you can summon is dependent on the strength of the summoner."
"Sounds dangerous."
"It is, which is why we'll keep it simple for today," she said. In a mock baby voice, she added, "something soft and fluffy for my itty bitty baby warlock."
Tom's face reddened slightly at her teasing, earning him a quiet chuckle and a wink.
"Are you ever going to stop calling me that?"
Tom wasn't sure he liked being called "baby warlock," since he had spent the last several years of his adolescence trying to be recognized as anything other than a kid.
"Only if you let me call you master."
Tom sighed.
"I don't feel like much of a master around you."
"You will," she said, unconcerned.
"How do you know? What if I'm just not cut out for this?"
"But you are, I can feel it. The day will come when you will have complete mastery of your surroundings and all who inhabit them."
"How will I know when that day comes?"
"For starters," she said, looking at him to emphasize the point, "when your first instinct when I mouth off to you is to bend me over your knee and give me a good thrashing."
Shyira smiled. Tom snorted.
Not likely, he thought. She wasn't the type to be bent over anyone's knee, much less his own. Shyira turned back to the circle and began pointing with her tail.
"Now the outer ring, on the other hand, prevents outside magic from entering the summoning circle, magic that might be used by the being inside to break through the inner ring. So I guess you could say its purpose is to strengthen the inner ring, preventing the spell from encountering outside interference."
"The pentagram in the middle is used for... actually the pentagram in the middle doesn't do anything. It's meant to look cool, I guess. More frivolous nonsense wizards have added over the years, to a perfectly usable summoning circle. It's in the book so we'll draw it anyway."
That was another thing, with the derogatory way Shyira spoke about other wizards, Tom could never imagine her submitting herself to one.
Wizard? Warlock? He wasn't sure what the difference was and Shyira seemed to use them interchangeably. Something to ask her later.
The irritated way she cocked her hip while speaking wasn't helping his concentration. Almost the entirely of her leg was now outside the slit in her skirt, showing the long, smooth, reddish skin of her thigh. The tension put on the fabric of the skirt caused the material to press into her pussy.
She isn't wearing panties, he thought, his breath quickening.
"Explaining the next part of the ritual would be easier if we had a target in mind. But what should we summon?" Her tail held the chalk like a hand would hold a pencil. As she thought she lightly tapped the chalk against her lush, full, soft, gorgeous li-.
Concentrate.
The last thing he needed was to miss some critical detail that might keep him from getting killed. Plus, he actually did want to learn something today. Most of the last month, since getting back from the cabin, had been spent engaging in some form of sex. The lust of a succubus was never satisfied. Hell, he didn't even know the names of some of the things they had been doing. You can bet if Shyira noticed him looking at her like that, she wouldn't hesitate to jump at the opportunity to fuck him.
"Do you need the chalk for something?"
Tom winced. Shyira looked at him with an expression of amusement, peppered with something hungrier.
"Or are you just thinking of something else white you'd like to get all over my lips?" She said. "If you were in the mood all you had to ask."
"Shyira..."
"I wish you would stop calling me that. You could come up with an affectionate nickname for me, you know."
She walked over to where he was sitting. Leaning over the desk, she wrapped her arms around his neck The angle gave him a perfect angle down her shirt. Shyira looked into his eyes and smiled. They say that the eyes are the windows to the soul. Outside of sex, there were few things in life more intimate than locking eyes with another person. The effect on him was immediate.
"W-what like Shy?"
She loved how he still got flustered around her. You would think with everything they'd been doing together that he would have calmed down around her by now. He may not be a virgin anymore but he still acted like one at times.
"Or demon bitch, fuck toy, whore, cum bucket," she giggled, "you know, something cute."
He couldn't tell if she was being serious or was just teasing him. Probably both, he thought.
"I think Shy works for now."
"Oh, you're no fun," she pouted, "lots of people call me Shy, as my master there should be something only you call me."
"Lots of people call you Shy?"
Tom very much doubted that. Shyira was as beautiful as she was deadly. He couldn't imagine many would dare her wrath by acting so familiar with her.
"Well, a few people anyway," she said dismissively. "Point is I'm yours and you should have something to call me."
"Why don't I call you Shy until I come up with something else to call you?"
She pouted and gave him a look that said this conversation wasn't over. Given his track record with women, it wasn't an argument he expected to win.
"A Water Nymph," she said abruptly.
"A what?" Tom said, the sudden change in conversation taking him by surprise.
She pulled away from Tom and walked back to the circle. "That's what we'll summon," she said.
With no further explanation, she began to draw symbols in the space between the two circles. When she was finished she swept her eyes over the design, taking a moment to study it before turning to Tom.
"Now, the two rings may be essential for containment but it's the symbols found between the rings that do the bulk of the actual summoning."
She began to point to various symbols as she spoke, "This symbol here designates the circle of Hell we're targeting, in this case, the circle of lust."
"This symbol here designates the time we want the ritual to affect."
"Time?"
"Yes, although that's a highly advanced area of study. Say you wanted to summon a demon but didn't have the demon's 'true name' to direct the summoning. If you knew a specific time and space that the demon once occupied, you could direct the ritual to that spot. It's a bit imprecise and is prone to failure, but it can be an important summoning tool none the less."
"Do you have a true name?"
"Of course, silly warlock," she said playfully, "and before you ask you already know it."
At her words the image of a complex symbol popped into Tom's mind. He found himself speaking a name out loud; the complex, alien sounding words put any tongue twister to shame.
"How?" he asked, confusion in his voice.
"I imprinted my name into your mind while you slept that night at the cabin. If you ever need to summon me directly you would put my name here," she pointed.
"You've been messing around with my mind?"
"Yep."
That was a disturbing thought.
"Is there anything else I should know about?"
That earned him a predatory smile, "Plenty of things, I have plans for you baby warlock. I told you in the forest that you and I are going to do amazing things together."
He definitely didn't feel like a master at times like these.
Shyira finished filling in the last symbol and then motioned for him to join her.
"That should do it," she said confidently.
He stood there awkward for a moment before he asked, "Do I need to raise my hands? Or recite a spell or something?"
She rolled her eyes, "If you want to use all of that nonsense you can."
"Oh, OK."
"As I said, summoning is all about metal concentration. You visualize the summoning circle in your mind and then you infuse the concept with power. It's all mental, all of the symbols, circles and spells are just there to help facilitate this process."
"So you're teaching me the hard way then."
"No, I'm teaching you the right way. Most of your kind just prefer to do it the lazy way. Now stop dragging your feet and give it a try."
He swept his eyes over the circle. He stopped and looked at each symbol, one by one. Closing his eyes, he started by visualizing the symbols in his mind. He started with their shape, and then there meaning, the concept behind the physical shape. He thought of what he wanted to summon or at least thought of something. He had no idea what he was summoning, having never seen a Water Nymph.
With the idea crystal in his mind he began to relax his muscles, one after another. When he was finished his body felt feather light and seemed to pulse in rhythm with his breathing. Shyira had ensured him that none of this was actually necessarily but that it helped focus the mind.
I'm ready, he thought.
He imagined a key unlocking a heavy steel door in his mind. As the door hinged open, power began to leak out. It started as a trickle and then continued as an ever increasing flow of power. Tom couldn't tell if he was imagining it or if he could really feel the energy flowing over his nerve endings.
Tom renewed his focus on the image of the circle in his mind. He took the concept and imagined directing that current of energy towards it. His heart rate quickened, beads of sweat formed on his face. In that moment, nothing else existed but the image of the circle.
With a sudden release of air and a flash so bright, Tom could see it through his eye lids, the spell finished.
"Good job, baby warlock, you got it in one." He could hear the smile and pride in her voice.
Tom opened his eyes. The smell of ozone was heavy in the air. He looked over at the summoning circle as a wall of mist began to clear. The humidly level of the room had just jumped, as if he had opened a door to a marsh, cloaked in an early morning mist. Which was exactly what he had just done.
Standing in the circle was a woman, dripping wet and topless. Her short skirt, made of seaweed, almost blended in with her dark green skin. Her hair stretched to mid back and was only slightly darker than her skin tone. Her eyes were a radioactive green, bright even in the dim light of the lecture hall.
"This is a Water Nym-"
"What do we have here, but a fine strapping young warlock looking for a little fun," the Water Nymph said. "I'm called Lilinara."
Tom wasn't sure interrupting Shyira was the smartest thing he'd seen someone do today.
Pretending to notice Shyira for the first time, Lilinara gave her the standard, up and down look of two women meeting for the first time.
"And it appears we have an audience for our fun tonight."
"Quiet whore, I'm speaking," Shyira barked, her eyes hard and glowing faintly with anger.
She waved her hand in the gesture of a slap. Tom could feel the touch of power put into the movement as the water nymph's head snapped to the side.
"I'll get to you in a minute."
Remind me never to piss her off, he thought.
"As I was saying, before I was so rudely interrupted." She shot the now cowering woman a murderous look before turning a smile to him. The fire in her eyes dimmed, "This is a Water Nymph, a lesser demon of lust."
"She's very green."
"They're aquatic creatures know to lure the young and stupid to a watery grave."
Don't I qualify as young and stupid? he thought.
"Wait, I've heard of them before. I thought they were supposed to be harmless nature spirits."
"The occasional Greek would probably describe them that way, but they were the lucky ones. Most of the men who came across a Water Nymph didn't live long enough to regret it."
"Sounds perfect for a first summoning," he deadpanned.
"Oh, pish posh. You'll be fine."
She dismissed his concerns with a wave of her hand.
"The best pleasure can be found from fucking them in their natural habitat, but they're also at their most dangerous in the water, so I think we'll save that for the advance lessons."
She turned to Lilinara and gave her a hard look, "This is a lesson plan, not a social call. You're allowed a taste and nothing more. You would do well not to cross me on this."
Lilinara nodded meekly, although her eyes still held a touch of defiance in them.
Tom hesitated. Was this really such a good idea? Shouldn't his summoning be something that wasn't dangerous? Shyira didn't give him any more time to voice his concerns.
"Well, get to it then," Shyira shoved him in back. He stumbled into the circle and into the waiting arms of Lilinara.
"Now we can have some real fun," she said, holding him to her chest in an iron grip.
Now that he was close to her, Tom noticed something else about her. She had large gills running down the side of her neck. They flared in tune with her breathing, like a fish out of water.
She cast a look at the circle before giving him an innocent smile. "Are you sure you can't do anything about this silly little containment circle? I can breathe through my gills and expel air out of my mouth. If you came home with me, we could fuck under water." She batted her eyelashes at him.
"Shyira said that would be dangerous."
"What's the point of life without a little danger?" She winked at him. A milky film covered her eye a moment before her human eyelid closed.
"I think I'll pass." Tom glanced in Shyira's direction looking for help. He found her siting in the first row. Her wings were draped over the desks surrounding her, an amused expression on her face.
Lilinara turned his head until he was looking at her again. "Forget about her, it's just you and me right now."
She leaned in and kissed him hard on the mouth. She tasted like fresh fish and pond water, a combination that tasted weirdly refreshing, like taking a dip in a healthy river on a hot summer day. She deepened the kiss, pushing her tongue into his mouth. His tongue was at the mercy of her slimy green appendage as she explored his mouth.
Tom started to pull away to take a breath of air. She held his head firmly in place. He tried again but Lilinara held him in a vice grip. Blood started pounding in his head as his need for oxygen increased. Panic soon followed as he grew dizzy.
Just when Tom thought he was going to pass out, she blew into his mouth, filling his lungs with much needed air. She made eye contact with him as she did it, her point clear. She pulled back a second later and smiled at him.
"See, I wouldn't let you drown. Wouldn't fucking underwater be fun?"
Yes, it would, he thought. "There's no way in Hell I'm letting you out of this circle."
"Fine," she snipped. "Then I suppose I'll just have to take my fill here."
With her attempts at escape thwarted, her demeanor turned aggressive. She pushed him to the ground and ripped his clothes off, one piece at a time. Play time was over.
She straddled his hips and wasted no time in plunging his cock into the dark depths of her pussy.
The feeling was different with Lilinara. They were standing in a deserted lecture hall but it still felt like they were fucking underwater. Her pussy had a strange wetness to it, like Tom was displacing water when thrusted into her.
She fucked him hard, with none of the gentleness Shyira showed towards him. Not that Shyira was ever gentle with him, but the tone of their sex was different. Lilinara fucked him like a piece of meat, like a lamb being led to slaughter.
He felt used.
Lilinara was using him and nothing more. The outcome was what mattered to her, not the intimacy of the act. He looked over at Shyira again. She looked pissed but made no move to help him. She gave him a "figure it out" look. No safe harbor there, he thought.
He could feel the suction of her pussy with every downward thrust, like she was trying to pump the cum out of him. The pressure on his balls was building in intensity with every passing second. He was close.
Tom tried to sit up and gain the leverage he needed to flip her over and roll out of the circle. That plan came to an end when Lilinara put a webbed hand on his chest and pushed him back down to the hard concrete floor.
Fuck, this was it. His heart was beating rapidly, like he was running for his life. Fitting he supposed, given the current situation. With one final downward motion it happened.
Tom's breath escaped him in one ragged exhale as he came. Cum shot out of him in a torrent as Lilinara pumped the cum out of his balls.
The flood gates had been opened and Tom was powerless to close them. He felt the familiar feeling of the power drain on his body. His muscles went numb, his vision narrowed, after a moment all he could see was the predatory face of Lilinara as she smiled down at him.
There was a loud crack and the smell of brimstone filled the air. Tom found himself alone, staring up from the ground. His vision slowly began to clear.
Lilinara was hovering several feet above him, her body perfectly ridged. Her limbs were pressed to her sides in a perfect posture of attention. Tom could see why her posture was so ridged. A thin sheet of ice covered her formerly wet body, entombing her in a shell of ice.



Lilinara was the wrong type of demon to be fucking with Shyira, he thought.
"Are you OK baby warlock?" Shyira said, a note of concern in her voice.
His chest was rising and falling to fast to form words, so he raised a thumbs up from his position on the floor.
You know, I've been spending too much time on my back lately.
He finally looked over at Shyira. Her eyes blazed with anger, her fists clenched at her sides.
"Stupid whore can't even follow simple instructions," Shyira said. "I said a TASTE."
Lilinara flinched as Shyira shouted the last word. The green Nymph was shaking with fear. Or at least he thought she was shaking in fear, since most of her body was an ice cube at the moment.
He could hear the clicking of Shyira's high heel shoes as she walked over to him.
She breathed in and out several times, smoldering her anger before she looked at Tom.
"Not bad for a first time. Although, now that I think about it, maybe not the best choice for a first summoning. Water Nymphs can get a bit uppity." With a wave of her hand and a flash of light the summoning circle was once again empty.
"Why didn't you stop her sooner?" He wheezed.
"Magical ability can be a fickle bitch. It can show up at the strangest of times. I wanted to see if you would manifest any new magical talents when faced with the possibility of death."
"Well, I didn't."
Silence reigned in the room as Tom gradually regained his breathe and Shyira's anger slowly seeped out of her tense muscles. The whole time Shyira was looking at Tom. Tom didn't like the look she was giving him.
"Are you sure you're all right?" Shyira asked.
"Ya, I'm good. No lasting damage."
"Good, because I've afraid we have a little problem."
With one hand she cupped one of her breasts, gently squeezing. The other hand ran down the length of her body until it was nestled between her legs.
"Your little show has left me all hot and bothered and I think it's time to see if you've learned any new tricks from that wet little whore."
Oh shit, he thought.
"But not here," she looked distastefully around the room, "I may want your hard cock, but I have no desire to lay on a hard floor in order to get it. Not when we have a perfectly good bed to fuck on."
With no further warning, she reached down, grasped his hand and the world caved in on itself. A feeling like being plunged into an icy lake overcame Tom as Shyira dragged him into the shadows.
****
Change was in the air as Tom walked across campus. Bright sunlight shinned upon the patches of snow that still littered the ground. The seasons were shifting. The cold bite of frigid winter was beginning to give way to the softer embrace of Spring. The cool morning air held the promise of warmer days ahead and Shyira wasn't happy about it.
Tom on the other hand was ecstatic. As a being of the coldest parts of Hell, Shyira was impervious to the cold. She could walk naked through a blizzard and not feel an ounce of discomfort. The same could not be said of him and his fellow students. Trying to get the point across, that a bikini top and micro skirt were not appropriate winter clothes had been a losing proposition from the start.
"She's from Sweden," he would tell passersby's when they got weird looks.
They had finally settled on the use of a glamour around others. She was already hiding her demonic features using magic and now she was using it to appear to wear more clothing. Of course now that she didn't have to adhere to basic rules of decency, she had started wearing even fewer clothes around campus.
It's hard to walk around campus with a tent in your pants, Tom thought.
He was meeting her at the student union for a bite to eat before his next class. Not that he had a lot of time, since his next class was on the other side of campus and he had a lot of walking to do. Still, he got the feeling that he should be more aware of what Shyira got up too. She was a succubus after all. A succubus surrounded by young, horny college students. He would feel responsible if anything happened to one of his fellow students.
He entered the cafeteria of the student union after flashing his ID card to the bored girl sitting behind the register. The smell of pancakes filled the air. The quiet chatter of students and the scraping of utensils provided the necessary soundtrack of breakfast. Tom took a moment to look for Shyira. He needn't have bothered. Shyira spotted him immediately or maybe it was more accurate to say she sensed his presence.
"Over here Tom," she called in a sing-song voice.
Shyira's current form didn't look like a demon, more like the hottest girl in the sorority. Wavy ash blond hair and pale skin to go with the self-confidence of a cheerleader at the height of her game. You needn't have known about her true nature to know that she was the alpha female on campus. One look at her told you all you needed to know.
It shouldn't have surprised Tom that she was surrounded by a group of men, all vying for her attention. Every eye in the room seemed to be on her. The men bore holes in her, as if trying to undress her with their eyes. The women shot her glances made of pure disgust and jealousy. But no one saw her like Tom did.
The glamour she wove around herself prevented all but the magically gifted from seeing her true form. Tom could sense the magic shimmering around her, like heat coming off pavement on a hot summer day. If he tried hard enough, Tom could barely see through the glamour. Her demonic appendages were still there. Her leathery wings were folded behind her chair. Her pale horns jutted out of hair the color of fresh snow. Magic kept the mortals from seeing her and they unconsciously moved around her wings. This was the real Shyira, the succubus he was supposedly the master of.
As if, he thought.
At her call, every eye in the room seemed to turn on him as he weaved through the tables towards Shyira.
This was an entirely new experience for Tom. The weight of their looks was oppressive. He had never been the guy people stared at with envy. The guy with a beautiful woman hanging off his arm. Not that Shyira was hanging off his arm at the moment. If fact, as he was walking towards the table, Tom couldn't shake the feeling that he was somehow intruding, entering a world that wasn't his own. Like walking up to the cool kids' table at school. It filled him with a feeling of trepidation.
With all of those eyes on him, he of course chose that moment to trip on a chair leg jutting out into the walkway. He stumbled and only narrowly avoided falling flat on his face. A quiet chuckle reverberated around the room from the people watching him. A note of judgment could be heard in the tone of the laughter, as if their suspicions had just been confirmed. Shyira didn't join in, although he could see the amusement in her eyes.
Well you don't stop being an awkward geek just because you get a hot girlfriend, Tom thought.
Although girlfriend probably wasn't the right word. In truth, he didn't know what to call their relationship. And not in the cool, 'we don't like to use labels' kind of way, he literally didn't know how to classify their relationship. Girlfriend? They weren't exactly dating. Sex slave? Shyira was hardly the submissive, obedient type. So what then? A complication, he thought. Tom's life had gotten a lot more complicate and exciting of late.
Among Shyira's many admirers, one stood out above the rest, both in his proximity to her and his body language. The guy was a wall of lean, sculpted muscle, the kind of muscle meant for aesthetics over function. He was clothed in a striped tank top and cargo shorts, typical frat guy getup. This guy was a ladies' man. A guy used to getting what he wants. The look the guy was giving him told Tom that he was being sized up and that he hadn't left a terribly imposing impression.
Shyira stood and melted to his body. She gave him a big kiss, as if his clumsy display had never happened. That seemed to shut people up for the moment.
"Is this guy with you?" Mr. douche bag asked.
"Oh, you could say were attached at the hip," she said with a mischievous smile. She stepped away from Tom, "Tom, this is Biff."
"Sup, bro." Biff said.
"H-hey man," Tom replied sheepishly.
What the hell kind of name is Biff? Tom thought.
On the surface Biff was all smiles, but it was clear he didn't want Tom there and was making every effort to control the situation.
"Biff walked up and tried to use the corniest pick up line on me," Shyira said.
"Hey babe, my one liners are pure gold."
"Sure they are," she rolled her eyes and laughed.
Tom was seriously out of his element. He didn't know how to respond in this situation. He was also out of time, he needed to get to class.
"Will I see you after class?" Tom asked.
Shyira winced, "No, sorry, something kind of important came up." She shot a quick glance at Biff, before making eye contact with Tom, like she was trying to tell him something.
"U-um," he said, suddenly unsure of himself, "Are we still on for tonight?"
"Of course," she smiled at him, "I wouldn't miss it for the world."
They were supposed to meet for his first summoning lesson tonight. Something he had been looking forward to all week. The look Biff gave Tom said he had no intention of allowing that meeting to happen.
"Oh, OK," he said looking down at the floor.
"Hey," she said softly, rubbing his hand, "don't worry." The look of genuine regret in her eyes flew right over Tom's head.
How could she say that when she was abandoning him for another guy? Tom thought.
Biff got up from the table and draped an arms around Shyira's shoulders, flashing him a cocky smile. "Ya bro, don't worry. I'll look after your girl for you."
Tom was irritated by the whole situation but swallowed his comeback. This wasn't the first time he had been upstaged by a popular guy and he really did need to leave.
"See you tonight." She winked at him.
He took one more look at the triumphant look on Biff's face before he turned and left the table.
****
Tom dropped from three feet up onto the bed in his room. Shyira landed next to him a second later, laughing.
I hate gate magic, he thought.
He hated her gate magic worst of all. A demon's magic had a direct connection to the circle of Hell they inhabited. Shyira was from the deepest, most frigid corner of Hell. Gating using her magic felt like being pulled through the water underneath a glacier. Sure you got to your destination but the experience was far from pleasant.
Shyira swung her body over his. Her clothes, little more than constructs of her magic, had vanished. Her wings, spread wide, almost touched the walls of his small room. Her lithe form, silhouetted against the moon light streaming through the window, cast a large shadow on the wall of the dim room.
Tom groaned. Partly from looking at the vision of femininity on top of him and partly because her teacher's outfit was gone.
"Oh, do we have some complaint?"
"No," he lied.
"If you have something to say, say it."
"Keep the glasses," he said after a moment.
Shyira smiled at that. With a brief flash of flame and the faint smell of brimstone the petite, black framed glasses reappeared at the end of her nose.
"Better?"
"Yes"
"Good. This relationship may be symbiotic but it's not equal. I want to please you and on that note I'm going to do just that."
She wrapped her hand around his balls and gently squeezed. A looked passed over her face and her eyes pulsed briefly with anger.
"I knew it, she took too much out of you," she said, her tail flicked with irritation. "I'm going to have to pay that bitch a visit later."
Shyira seemed to ponder something a moment before she suddenly thrust her head forward and sank sharp fangs into his neck.
"Ow!"
A sharp pain radiated trough is neck. It felt like his nerve endings were on fire. His attempts to push her off only made her sink her fangs in deeper. Shyira held onto his neck for several seconds before withdrawing, her chin covered in his blood. The pain subsided a moment later as the skin around the puncture holes went numb.
"That's better," she said. Tom felt it a moment later as blood came rushing to his lower extremities. He had an almost painful erection.
"You bit me! What the hell was that?"
"You needed a boost," she said after a moment. She seemed to be out of breath, her ample breasts rising and falling rapidly. "That little bitch took a lot out of you, it would have taken a while for you to recover and I'm not a patient girl."
"Couldn't you have just given me more of that perfumed smoke like at the cabin?"
"That's only a stimulant, effective but it still draws from your personal reserves. I needed to replace what she took from you. So I injected you with some of my power. Besides, I have a little extra to spare today."
Shyira beamed at him but Tom's eyes clouded over at the thought of why she might have extra power to give.
"Hey." She tapped the side of his head, "it's unwise to ignore the naked succubus sitting on your chest."
"Sorry, my mind was elsewhere for a moment."
"Tom," she said patently. "where are we?"
"Um, my bedroom."
"That's right and when you look at me what do you see?"
"A succubus."
"Whose succubus?"
"Mine," he said after a moment.
"That's right, I'm your succubus, in your bed. Don't think about unnecessarily things," she said, rubbing his chest, "get your head in the game."
With that she removed herself from Tom. She leaned back until her head was on the other side of the bed, propped up against the foot board. Looking back at him, she spread her legs and waited, as if inviting him to partake in feminine delights.
Tom's angle on the bed produced a very lewd image. Tom could see past his ragging erection to where Shyira's legs were spread. Her pussy and his cock seemed to be lined up, perfectly centered with each other. Like a drawn arrow and a bullseye.
Tom crawled in between her legs, intent on tasting her.
"No," she put one finger on his forehead and pushed him away from her glistening pussy. "You've teased me enough for one night. I can't tell you how much I wanted to jump into the summoning circle and help you teach that little whore some manners."
She was in no mood for games tonight but she still made no move to take the lead. Normally, Tom would be on his back already, doing his best not to wake the neighbors. Tonight Shyira was acting demurer, almost submissive.
Tom positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. Shyira made no attempt to move. She just stared at him, like a teacher watching over a favorite pupil. Her black rimmed glass certainly added to the look. Tom hesitated. This wasn't like Shyira at all—she wasn't known for letting him take the initiative.
"No foreplay tonight baby, take me," she whispered.
With that he thrust inside of her. He got about half of his length inside her glistening pussy before stopping. Shyira wasn't having any of it. She wrapped her legs around his hips and pulled him the rest of the way, until he was balls deep inside her. They both gasped and paused to bask in the moment. They stared into each other's eyes, one human and one demonic, glowing faintly with lust.
Tom began to gently rock his hips back and forth. Short thrusts that gradually turned longer and harder as he began to fuck her. They kissed passionately as they settled into a rhythm, her inhuman tongue wrapping around his own. The kiss was amazing, even with the taste of his own blood fresh on her lips.
Tom wasn't sure what kind of game she was playing and she was playing a game, this he had no doubt about. She was certainly being very submissive to him. Until she wasn't, Shyira raked her clawed fingers against his back, drawing blood and hiss of pain from Tom.
He briefly pulled out before flipping her over onto her hands and knees. He wasted no time in grabbing her hips and driving back into her.
After a few thrusts to get back into rhythm he grabbed a hold of one of her horns. Her back arched as he pulled back. It allowed him to gain the leverage he needed to change the angle of his thrust.
Shyira's mouth was open, panting as Tom fucked her. Her inhumanly long tongue hung loosely from her mouth, swaying back and forth with every thrust
Her tail, meanwhile, swayed in front of his face. It tickled his nose and distracted him. It irritated Tom to no end. Shyira always teased him but she seemed to be going out of her way tonight.
Tom reached up and grabbed her trail, earning him a squeak from Shyira.
"Gentle baby, the tail of a succubus is very sensitive."
Sex with Shyira had gotten a lot less terrifying once he figured out she wasn't trying to kill him, at least most of the time. But she was still treating him like a kid. Wasn't he supposed to be her master? Wasn't she supposed to obey him?
It kind of pissed him off.
So Tom squeezed Shyira's tail harder. Shyira yelped before she turned her head and flashed him a knowing smile.
She didn't seem angry at him at all, odd.
They changed positions again, with Shyira now flat on her back.
Tom fucked her pussy with wild abandon. The infusion of her energy into him was really having an effect on him. He felt alive and in control, like he was on top of the world. He fucked Shyira like he owned her.
Which I kind of do, he thought.
Shyira was staring into his eyes with a look of pleasure and victory on her face, as if everything was going according to plan.
She clutched the sheets with her clawed hands and threw her head back in pleasure. Her horns shredded the sheets as she thrashed her head back and forth.
She still had a lot to teach him, centuries worth of accumulated knowledge of the ways of pleasure but Tom was proving to be a fast learner.
Shyira's behavior was so atypical for the demonic seductress that Tom felt off balance. Feeling a bit drunk with power at her submissive display, he reached down and bit down on one of her breasts. A small bit of payback for earlier.
Shyira moaned, riding the edge between pleasure and pain.
Tom could feel it; he was close. That was always a dubious proposition with Shyira but tonight he felt more in charge.
Every muscle in his body tensed as he thrusted his hips forward and unleashed a torrent of cum into Shyira's waiting pussy.
She wrapped her wings around him and crushed him to her body as her own orgasm washed over her.
"Master!" She screamed.
Tom collapsed on top of Shyira. His weight pushed her into the mattress, his orgasm having robbed him of the last of his strength. She continued to hold him to her body, making no move push him off. They laid there, panting for a minute, their bodies like one.
"Is the lesson over?" Tom breathed.
"Yes. Both of them."
Tom was too exhausted to consider what that meant, instead his head fell onto the pillowy softness of her breasts. He was lost in a deep, dreamless sleep almost immediately.
****
Tom awoke first.
Light streamed through the window, showing the cluttered space around him. The room of a college student was a small, cramped space. All of ones' earthly possessions crammed into a relativity small area. It could get incredible stuffy when closed up for any length of time. The room was hot, it smelt of sex and something else, something foul. Looking around, Tom saw the source of the smell.
The room was dark the night before. It obscured the presence of the room's third occupant. Even through their marathon fucking Tom had never noticed him.
In the corner of the room lay the shriveled, dried up husk of a man, barely recognizable as human. His mouth was open in an eternal scream. Although, if Tom's suspicions were right, it wasn't a scream but the final moan of pleasure of a man seconds from death. Tom knew who it was immediately, the douche bag from the cafeteria. His cargo shorts and striped tank top, thrown unceremoniously on top of the body, were a dead giveaway.



Shyira was awake and was watching his reaction as he looked over the body, a curious and hesitant expression on her face. She gave him the smallest of smiles when he looked over at her.
"I told you not to worry. You didn't really think I would choose that oaf over you, did you?"
"I thought..." He trailed off as he thought over the scene in the cafeteria.
"Oh, my stupid, baby warlock," she snuggled into his side, "we really do need to work on your self-confidence."
"You did this for me?"
"Obviously..."
She gave him a "duh" look.
"Why?"
"If he was like the other men throwing themselves at my feet I could have just ignored him. But one look at him and I knew I couldn't ignore him. Biff was the type of man used to getting what he wants. He would never have accepted rejection; his ego wouldn't allow it. He wanted me and I couldn't be sure he wouldn't go after you to do it."
"So that was a reason to kill him?
"Yes," she said, rather matter-of-factly. "I would do a lot more than kill to protect you."
There wasn't an iota of warmth in that statement and Tom knew she meant every word.
"Besides," she said, her voice brightening, "see how hella good I am at multitasking. I removed a potential threat to you and had a midday snack all in one go."
Tom wasn't sure what he thought about that. He looked back at Shyira who seemed to have completely dismissed the corpse in the room.
"So how did you like your first summoning lesson?"
Tom snorted, "we at least made it to the bed this time."
Shyira giggled, "I told you we would rectify that problem."
"Things did get a little rough." Tom trailed off, lost in thought.
"Hey," she turned his head until she could gaze into his eyes. "You and I can play with who's the sub in bed but at the end of the day never hesitate to take what's yours. Throw me up against a wall and fuck my brains out, bend me over a table and take my ass, use me for your pleasure and give nothing in return. It's your right as my master. There can be only one servant in this relationship."
He didn't see that happening anytime soon. The look she was giving him begged to differ.
Tom stole another glance at the shell of a man in the corner.
"So I guess he won't be the last then?" He said quietly.
Shyira shrugged.
"Call it a first step in marking my territory in this city."
****
It was a week later that Tom and Shyira found themselves walking through downtown. The downtown area was just within walking distance of campus and was a big draw for university students looking for some fun. Shyira enjoyed an ice cream cone as they walked. She received more than a few stares for her attire and choice of snack on the cold morning.
They had just turned the corner when the giant glass walls of the building in front of them came into view. Shyira stopped walking. She stared at the building as a look of intense interest passed over her face. Tom walked a few more paces before turning to look at her.
"Shy," he said. "See something interesting?"
"That building is pretty close to campus," she said.
Tom didn't catch the matter of fact way she said it or the cold, emotionless inflection of her voice.
"Emerald Meadows Botanical Garden" towered over the smaller shops and bars around it. The city was known for its botanical garden; it was one of the largest in the country and brought in a great deal of tourists. From this distance Tom could just make out the lush tropical plants on the other side of the glass.
"Do you want to go in? I think I get a student discount."
Tom could have sworn he saw movement on the other side of the glass. He got the feeling that they were being watched. He could have sworn he heard the faint sound of laughter being carried by the wind. A shiver ran down his spine.
"No."
She pivoted on the balls of her feet as she turned, her hands clasped behind her back. Her blond hair blew gently in the breeze as she flashed him a brilliant smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.
"Those little sluts will need to be dealt with at some point, but that's a project for another day."
****
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There are few things in life more terrifying than a woman's wrath. Not the quick spark of anger found in the passion of the moment but the slow boiling furor of a woman invested in her anger. Tom knew this better than most and for all the wrong reasons. Mortal women didn't have shit on a succubus's wrath. Not that Shyira's anger was directed at him, per se, because it wasn't. It was that her anger had a presence all its own, a roaring bonfire of intensity. Just being in the same room as that passion meant getting singed by the heat.
The succubus standing in front of him was naked. This was not something that was unusual in the slightest. Shyira tended to view clothing as a hindrance and went without most of the time. If she had her way, Tom would go without as well. Today, Tom had no desire to get naked with Shyira, only a fool would look upon her as anything but a cornered predator looking for an avenue of attack. Her hip was cocked to the side in an irritated manner. Her tail, which could normally be seen lazily swaying in her wake, was stiff with the tension in the room. Anyone but Tom would have been terrified at the look she was shooting him. Even he considered his own confidence to be idiotic, bordering on insane.
"Why not?" Shyira said, an edge to her voice.
"You honestly think it's necessary?"
It seemed like they had been rehashing the same argument for weeks. Shyira wanted him to do something, Tom was dead set against it.
"Yes."
"I don't see why."
"There are many things lurking in the darkness, Master. You must be able to defend yourself."
"That's why I have you, I don't need combat lessons."
"I won't always be there to help you and besides, warlocks are supposed to be ruthless." She stomped her foot as she spoke, an incredibly cute gesture under different circumstances. "How will you exterminate your enemies if you can't fight?"
"E-Exterminate," he sputtered. "Who said anything about that?"
"Ruthlessness, strength, a determined will; these are the hallmarks of warlocks everywhere."
"Well not this one," he said.
He was getting ready for class as they spoke. He found himself zipping up his bag with a little more force than was strictly necessary.
"I know violence isn't in your nature. I'm not asking you to start killing people left and right. Bu-"
"Good."
"But," she continued with more force, "violence is in the nature of other warlocks. Now that you've tapped into your powers it's only a matter of time until you bump into one."
"Why would they want to mess with me? I'm a nobody."
Shyira was quiet for a moment. "Oh baby warlock, you have no idea how wrong that statement is."
"Ya, sure," he said dismissively.
Shyira smiled a sweet confident smile. "You'll see soon enough."
Tom was tying his shoes and didn't catch her last statement.
"You're overacting, there's nobody coming after me. I'm just a student at a mediocre state college."
"Oh, is that all?"
"Look, I've got to get to class." Tom grabbed his bag and started walking out of the door.
"Tom," she called after him.
"Talk later?" He said, without looking back.
"Master," she said, "at least think about it."
She could already hear him walking down the hallway towards the staircase. Shyira pondered the empty doorway her master had just departed through.
"Oh baby warlock, what am I going to do with you?"
****
"Someone fucking shoot me," Tom murmured.
Tom sat in a lecture hall, bored out of his mind. The same lecture hall used for his summoning lesson weeks before. Only now it was filled to the brim with students. He was trying unsuccessfully to daydream, his eyes having long since left the old, tweed coat wearing man in front of him.
He almost wished he was sitting in an economics class, listening to the monotone recitation of facts from someone competent at their job. At least then he would be learning something. Instead, he was treated to the nasally, overexcited voice of a man who had no business shaping young minds.
The seats of the lecture hall jutted out from the stage, like spokes on a wagon wheel. Tom's seat was positioned at the far end of the semi-circle of seats. It afforded him a perfect view of his peers in the seats in front and to the side of him. From his vantage point, it was clear that most of the students were as bored as Tom. The notable exceptions were the students hanging on the professor's every word. They had the glazed over look you only find on college campuses and cult compounds.
True believers.
Faced with another quarter of an hour of mind-numbing boredom, Tom went looking for something else to do. He fell back on an old hobby of his, people watching. It was Tom's view that college campuses represented some of the best people watching around. Nowhere else could you find such a tangled, diverse web of cultures and nationalities. Languages and social norms clashed and comingled, creating new and wonderful things in the process. It was like watching a volcano spew lava into the ocean waves—a force of chaos and destruction creating something new and exciting right in front of his eyes.
The true believers aside, Tom saw a number of people all doing things related to the same central theme, boredom. A few were obviously having better luck at daydream than him, or they simply found the wall of the classroom incredibly interesting. The artists drew in the margins of their notebooks. A gaggle of foreign exchange students was, not so subtly, studying for a much harder class than this one. He saw the spray tanned popular girls eagerly tapping away at their phones, their minds already on tonight's social function. A perfect cross section of a run of the mill state college, he thought.
It was then that something interesting finally caught his eye.
In the back row, Tom caught sight of a flurry of unkempt brown hair framing a pair of thick glasses. The girl must have been looking in his direction because she caught his eye almost immediately. The look on her face said she knew exactly what he was doing and didn't appreciate it. Busted, Tom thought. He smiled awkwardly, trying to defuse the sudden tension that radiated from the girl. She only scolded in return. She looked at him before rising and walking out of the room. She had no backpack to be seen.
Why isn't the professor telling her off for walking out early?
Looking back to the podium, Tom could see that the professor hadn't noticed her abrupt exit. Odd, he wasn't the type to allow a poor, innocent student escape today's sermon. If walking out was that easy he would have already left himself.
Looking in the direction of the departed girl Tom managed to catch the eye of another girl. She was the polar opposite of her departed peer. Where the other girl's hair was tangled mess and fell to her shoulders, this girl's hair was short, held tight to head in a tomboy sort of way. It was also bright pink and a deep, blood red. Very few girls could pull that short of look off without coming off as masculine, even with her bright colored hair. She was one of them.
She had a runner's build. All tight muscle stretched over a thin frame. With a chest that was on the larger size for her body type, although she still didn't hold a candle to Shyira's ample bust. She was slouching in her seat. Her ass was almost hanging off the edge of the plastic chair and what an ass it was. Strong thighs helped frame what could only be described as the perfect bubble butt. Large and heart shaped, it was barely contained by the short skirt surrounding it.
She caught him looking. She gave him a small smile filled with a look Tom couldn't quite place. Reaching down, she hooked a finger on the edge of her skirt and began slowly drawing it up her powerful thighs. At the same time, she started to spread her legs in an inviting manner. She stopped right before Tom could get a good look at what lay beneath her skirt. It left him with only the suggestion of red material hidden in the shadows between her legs.
"Fuck me." Tom breathed.
The girls smile grew larger. She couldn't have heard that, Tom thought.
It said something about Tom that his first instinct at seeing the girl's smile was to look at the seat behind him, fully expecting to see someone better looking staring back at her. Except there was no one in the seat behind him. There was no one to either side of him either. He was the person she was staring at with such intensity.
With her hand now resting between her legs she closed her thighs, rubbing them together. A soft moan escaped her mouth. Her tongue circled her lips, wetting them. She reached up with her other hand and ran a finger down the length of her mouth, causing her lips to part.
Tom's breath quickened. She continued running her fingers down the length of her throat until her hand disappeared into her loose blouse. The whole time she never broke eye contact with him.
Tom was snapped out of his own little world as the professor dismissed the class. All around him students began to rise and collect their things. He lost sight of the girl as students shuffled out of the room. When he finally got another look at her chair, she was gone. Tom's eyes darted around the room looking for her. He caught a flash of her short skirt and long bare legs out of the corner of his eye. He made a beeline for the door she had just passed through.
He half ran out of the class.
As he passed through the doorway his vision was suddenly obscured by a sea of brown hair. He was so focused on looking for the her that he bumped straight into the girl from the back row. From this distance he got a much better look at her. She had a tangled mat of brown hair that framed thick black glasses. She was the type of girl that a guy like Biff would never give a second glance and yet Tom looked beyond the obvious. The extreme prescription of her glasses gave him a perfect look at her soft hazel eyes. She had the type of girl next door face that screamed cute, without jumping the line into hot. Her sweater and pants did a good job of covering her figure, but he still got the feeling she had the body to go with the face. In short, she was his type.
"Excuse me. I didn't see you there," Tom said, suddenly nervous.
"I know. I'd be careful if I were you, you might run into trouble," she said in a serious tone.
"Ya I'm sorry. I'll pay more attention to where I'm walking next time."
"That's not what I was talking about." The girl walked away without giving Tom a second glance.
"I'm Tom by the way," he yelled after her.
"I know," she called back.
Now what the hell was that about?
Remembering why he ran out of class in the first place, Tom swept his eyes over the crowd. He hoped to still catch sight of her brightly colored hair in the sea of students. His search turned up nothing. She was already long gone by now. Disappointed, he turned and headed home.
****
Tom was lying in bed shirtless when Shyira walked in the room. He was playing video games, trying to unwind from an unexpectedly exciting morning. A slow smile formed on Shyira's face at the sight of Tom lying on her favorite piece of furniture.
She walked over to him while seductively swaying her hips. With every step, she put a little too much force onto her heel, causing her breasts to jiggle as she walked. She made sure to show off her long pale legs as she did. Her clothing vanished along with the glamour surrounding her demonic features. Pale horns jutted out of hair the color of soft snow. Vast leathery wings jutted out of her back. It was amazing how quickly he had grown used to the faint smell of brimstone that always accompanied Shyira's magic. She went from sorority princess to snow white demon in an instant.
Tom grew more aroused with every step she took. Shyira always had this effect on him. She could make him hard from across the room with only a look and a wink.
When she was only a few feet from the bed she abruptly stopped. Her nostrils flared as her senses caught something in the air.
Her eyes narrowed dangerously. In a moment, her entire posture changed. Tom could almost see the steel form as her muscles tensed. As fast as Tom could blink, Shyira went from Man's ultimate fantasy to the type of nightmarish predator songs of old used to be sung about. Not a word was spoken as she climbed on top of him and straddled his waist.
"Something interesting happened today." It was a statement, not a question.
"Y-Ya," Tom said nervously, "there was a girl in one of my classes." Actually a pair of girls but something told Tom it was better not to mention that little detail.
Her eyes ran down the length of his body. Yet her eyes seemed unfocused, like she was seeing more, something under the surface. He could almost hear the gears turning as she thought hard about something. Her eyes were glowing slightly, which was never a good sign. She seemed angry but her anger wasn't directed at him.
"You haven't fucked her yet."
Oh shit. She thinks I'm going to cheat on her.
"Shy, I would never-"
She put a finger to his lips, stopping whatever he was about to say.
"Hush, baby warlock." An amused smiled played on lips, "I'm your succubus, not your mortal girlfriend. I may get territorial but monogamy, as a concept, doesn't interest me. If you see a mortal girl you wish to ravish, tell me, I'll help."
"What then?"
The cold anger bubbling under the surface, resurfaced as Shyira's eyes clouded over in thought. She seemed to be on the verge of answering his question and then thought better of it. Her eyes refocused on him after a moment. She ran her hands affectionately up and down his chest. Her demeanor softened as she leaned down and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
Her expression was as unreadable as ever as she looked down on him. She was dead still a moment before her hands shifted into claws and plunged into his upper chest.
Tom was greeted, not with pain, but with icy cold, like the first frost of winter covering the last flower of fall. He could feel the cold encircling his heart as his skin went numb. His muscles spasmed. The rest of his body broke into a cold sweat. In the space of a couple of heartbeats, Tom found himself on the harsh edge of life and death. His breathing was shallow, as if his very lungs were turning to ice. If Shyira wished it, he would plunge into the dark depths of that cold and never resurface.
Tom looked at Shyira in shock. She only stared back at him, her expression as calm and collected as ever.
Tom's gaze was drawn to Shyira's arms. A dark, inky substance flowed down her arms, just underneath the skin. It stood in stark contrast to the milky white complexion of her forearms. He could feel her magic radiating off the substance. It pulsed, as if it had a mind of its own and was eager to get to him.
Tom felt it, even through his numbed skin, when the substance reached his chest. It sank into the very fiber of his musculature. It was almost boiling in comparison to his frozen chest. His skin tingled where ever it touched, as it thawed his frozen skin. Tom found that he could breathe again. He could feel the warmth as the substance rose to the surface of his skin in the form of dark tattoos. They covered the entirety of his chest, from neck to the bottom of his ribcage. From what he could see they consisted of a dizzying array of runes, symbols and equations. He wasn't familiar with the languages present and doubted anyone outside Hell was either.
Shyira pulled her claws from his flesh with a sickening pop. Tom could smell the faintly metallic smell of his own blood.
Just as quickly as she had climbed on top of him, she was gone. He felt her weight disappear as she got off of him. She was off the bed and walking back towards the door before Tom had time to register what had just happened.
Looking down he could see that his skin was whole again. Small pinpricks of blood were the only indication of where her clawed fingers had dug into his chest.
"What the fuck?" Tom said, exasperated.
"Hmm, nothing" she said innocently. "Don't you have class? You should get going before you're late, lazy bones." She flashed him a mischievous smile before walking out the room, as if nothing had happened.
Before his very eyes the black tattoos, marring his chest, began to fade. By the time they had stopped fading they were nearly indistinguishable from his normal skin tone.
Tom sat and stared at the empty doorway.
"Well," he said to the empty room, "that can't be good."
****
Tom stepped out of his apartment building a few minutes later to begin his walk to class.
It was a beautiful day. The harsh winds of winter had finally given way to calm seduction of a spring day. Everywhere Tom looked, life seemed to spring anew. The birds chirped, the flowers bloomed and the whole of campus seemed to be out and about. Couples lay sprawled on blankets in the common areas, laughing the day away. The various clubs were out in force looking for new members. Tom had to fight off a few people trying to hand him flyers. There was a youthful energy in the air, an uncertainty, like anything could happen. The weather was cool and calm. It was the very picture of a perfect spring day.
The heat would come soon, it always did. Spring and Fall were a welcome respite but they always passed in moment. It was the other two seasons that were the forces of nature that dominated the survival of humanity. It was winter that they barred their door against, huddled next to the fire to ward off winter's bite. It was summer they prayed to their deities for mercy from, desperate for enough rain and good weather to keep their crops from being scorched and burned underneath a summer's sky.
But not today. Today all seemed to be well in the mortal realm and none of this distracted Tom from what was consuming his thoughts.
Every time he thought he had Shyira figured out, she went and did something to throw him completely off balance again. Despite often referring to him as "Master," Tom was hardly the one calling the shots. She seemed to be the one shaping the direction of his destiny. He wasn't sure what he thought about that.
He had no idea what the incident in bed was about but one thing was clear—Shyira never did anything without a reason. She was up to something and Tom hadn't the slightest clue what it was.
The rest of Tom's walk was relatively uneventful, despite the familiar feeling of eyes watching him from a distance. Just like his time in the forest, he found pinpointing where the feeling was coming from almost impossible. There were to many people around him. Too many faces to search for recognition.
Tom's walk led him to the older parts of campus. Sleek buildings of steel gave way to the run-down masonry structures of decades past. Tom always got lost here. The layout of the streets made no logical sense. The whole area was a twisted mess that resembled more of a maze than a college campus. It made him wonder what the architects of the campus were thinking.
At last, Tom entered the particularly run down building where his lecture was being held. The building was a mess of peeling paint, grimy windows and the type of musty smell only found in older buildings. The state of repair of some of these buildings had always amazed him. He was spending a small fortune to be here, yet the university's facilities and educators left much to be desired.
Kind of like public school, he thought, only more expensive.
He was walking through a mostly deserted corridor when a door to his right opened. Hands shot out of the darkness and grabbed his arm in an iron grip. Tom found himself being pulled into a dimly lit bathroom. Before he had time to react the door was slammed behind him. He was shoved roughly against the opposite wall as a light switch was flipped on.



"There you are. I've been looking for you," said a feminine voice.
Looking up, he was greeted by an unlikely sight. It was the athletic girl from class. Her long tight legs and perfect bubble butt were cocked in an arrogant, confident manner. She was gorgeous but something about her was setting off alarm bell in the part of his brain not controlled by his dick. Her bubble-gum pink and red hair stood in stark contrast to the predatory look she was giving Tom. He was suddenly aware of how isolated and alone he was.
"What do you want?" He said hesitantly.
She said nothing. She only continued to stare at him.
"When I heard that Shyira had shacked up with a mortal, I couldn't believe it."
"Wait, what?" Tom said, alarm in his voice.
"Why, you must be the first moral to survive a night with her in a thousand years."
His heart rate was increasing by the second. He was now very aware that she was standing between him and the door.
"You're a succubus." It was a statement, not a question.
She smiled. Her body shifted. Dark red wings erupted out of her back. A tail, as black as night, whipped out from under her skirt. Her skin took on a deep red complexion as a pair of horns snaked out of the top of her head. Standing before him was a terrifying manifestation of lust and sin and she only had eyes for him
"Yes mortal. You may call me Aresta."
Of course she's a succubus, Tom thought. Why can't I ever attract a normal human girl?
"Look, no offense or anything. But I have more supernatural than I can handle at the moment. So why don't we jus-."
"You talk too much."
Aresta's tail lashed out and encircled his throat. She pinned him to the stall door, cutting off what he was about to say. The pressure applied to his throat was enough to be uncomfortable without cutting off his air way. He could breathe, for the moment, but if he tried to escape that could change at any time.
She looked him up and down, studying him intensely.
"So this is Shyira's new boy toy," she said thoughtfully.
Tom stared back. Even immobile against the stall door, he was pissed. He was tired of feeling like a piece of wood adrift at sea. He was always reacting, always going with the flow. At that moment, a long dormant seed began to sprout within him.
"A little on the scrawny side but cute in a geeky sort of way, I suppose. What is it she sees in you?"
"Fuck you," he wheezed.
Her fist shot out at lighting speed towards his head. Tom only saw a blur of motion as it passed his head. With an ear splitting crack, a clean hole appeared in the stall door just inches from his head.
"Mouthy aren't you?" she looked at him with more interest, "I just might need to taste you after all."
She reached down and undid his pants, releasing his cock with a practiced flick of her wrist. Her clawed hand encircled his manhood as she began to slide her hand up and down.
"You won't be mouthy when I get done with you." She moved closer, until her face was only inches from his own, "when I'm done with you you'll be purring at my feet."
Aresta's actions were having an effect on him. His mind was clouding. His breathing was getting harder as the pleasure she was giving him increased. He was in real danger of being swallowed by that bliss if he wasn't careful.
Think.
Although pinned to the door by the neck, Tom's hands were still free. It was clear Aresta didn't consider him a big enough threat to restrain him further. Tom sincerely hoped he could prove her wrong. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small crystal.
The crystal itself was relativity harmless, the result of his latest magic lesson. You stored small amounts of power within the crystal, which could then be brought out in the form of light. A useful enough example of the concept Shyira was trying to teach him. Although, she was less than amused when he taped it to the end of a yard stick and started quoting, "The Lord of the Rings."
Now he had a different idea in mind. He directed power into the small crystal. A trickle of power turned into a torrent has he filled the crystal to the point of bursting. Sweat beaded on his face. Tom's head pounded from the exertion. If he survived, he would have a hell of a headache later. At last the crystal could adsorb no more power. Tom closed his eyes, dropped the crystal to the ground and promptly stomped on it with his shoe.
A flash of light filled the space like a second sun. Aresta stumbled back from Tom in confusion, already taking up a defensive pose. She was ready for an attack that wasn't coming.
Tom's hand flew to his now bare throat as he took in a large ragged breath.
Aresta's eyes narrowed, "Neat trick, I guess we're going to do this the hard way after all."
Fire blossomed in her hand. It licked her skin without seemingly causing her any harm. For a moment, it was like she was holding a cauldron of fire in her palm. Then the fire snaked up her wrist until her whole arm was ablaze. There was no mistaking what she was now. Her eyes glowed a deep shade of blood red as an acidly sweet smile formed on her face.
"You could have died with a smile on your face," she said, "Now I'm going to have some fun."
Tom gulped.
"Time to meet your maker, little mortal."
Nope.
Tom made a break for the door, pulling up his pants as he ran. He heard, more than he saw, the blast of fire streak towards him. He could feel the shimmering heat lick his backside through his clothes. He hit the door as the building sprinklers went off. The corridor was awash in people and filled with the sounds of surprise and confusion. His shoes squished in the water collecting on the cheap floors. He joined the flow of the students heading towards the exit. He couldn't get there fast enough for his liking.
When he was finally clear of the crowd he ran. He didn't look back until his breath gave out and he was forced to stop. When he looked behind him, he could see the smoke rising from the building in the distance.
****
Tom didn't go straight home. Instead, he took a zig zagging route through campus. The layout of campus made this an easy thing to do. In his mind this would help to throw off a tail. At least he hoped that's what it was doing.
Where was Shyira when he needed her?
Tom was putting his key in the lock to his apartment when he heard a voice behind him.
"Found you," Aresta said in a sing song voice. She was so close he could feel her breath on his neck.
Tom was spun around and thrown up against the wall.
She pinned his body to the wall with hers and this time she restrained his hands. Aresta crushed her lips to his in a kiss. The kiss was forceful, too forceful. Tom was sure his lips would be bruised in the morning. If he lived long enough to see morning, that is. She bit down on his lower lip, pulling it away from his mouth with her teeth. She stared into his eyes as she released it from her teeth. She licked his blood from her lips and shuddered.
"You do have a touch of power in that scrawny body of yours, don't you?"
Aresta pulled him away from the wall and pushed him into the room. Tom stumbled before regaining his balance. He turned to look just as the succubus walked in the room, slamming the door behind her.
"Now where were we?"
His confidence level had been increasing lately. He was hardly the take charge type but at the same time he was in no mood to do nothing. Tom gathered up every ounce of courage and unleashed his best round house punch. Amazingly enough it actually connected with the side of Aresta's jaw. It felt like punching a brick wall. Tom thought it felt great, like he was finally taking charge. Then he opened his eyes and looked at Aresta. She had hardly moved from the blow.
She stared at him in surprise before her eyes narrowed, "You're going to wish you hadn't done that."
Oh shit.
Aresta reached out with a clawed hand and grabbed a hold of his shirt. Tom thought she was going to throw him again. Instead, his body was enveloped in a curtain of hot air as his clothes disintegrated around him. He felt the ash, left over from his clothes, as it fell off his body. She has scary control over her magic, Tom thought as he backed away. She managed to burn his clothes away without burning his skin—much.
"Listen, I think we got off on the wrong foot here."
Aresta steady approached him.
"Speaking of which, if you try to run away again, I might decide you don't need yours anymore."
Tom shook with fear.
She backed him against the far wall. "Fear is good; I can use fear but I also need you hard."
She leaned in and kissed him hard on the lips. At the same time, she blew into his mouth. Tom could feel the searing heat of her breath filling his lungs. A moment later he felt the aphrodisiac, lazed into her breath, flood his system.
Regardless of his terror, he was rock hard now.
Aresta broke the kiss. Her own clothes burned away a moment later—or it might have just been her glamour dispersing. The distinction wasn't important to him at the moment. His mind was focused on other things, like staying alive. They were both naked now. They faced each other, one pale and scrawny, the other crimson and tight. She threw him onto the bed and pinned his arms to his side as she climbed on top of him. She wasted no time with foreplay, choosing instead to mount him in a single stroke.
Tom gasped. Aresta purred.
"I can't tell you how much I'm going to enjoy taking Shyira's mortal away from her." She slowly rose off Tom's cock until only the head was still inside of her "I'm going to look back on this moment for a millennium."
Aresta slammed her hips down on Tom's ragging erection.
"Oh fuck," he said.
Aresta forcefully bounced on his cock, hard and fast like someone might burst into the room at any moment to stop her. Tom sincerely hoped that's what would happen.
Aresta was so involved in fucking Tom that she failed to notice when the skin of his chest began to change. Faint glowing lines appeared on his skin before they solidified into the dark lines of tattoo ink. Cryptic runes, equations and words of a language unknown to Tom covered his upper chest.
Aresta noticed none of it. The symbols began to move and swirl around his chest, combining and uncombining in infinite ways.
As she continued, the tattoos on Tom chest shifted yet again. They flowed down his skin like ink running down paper. The ink pooled near his balls, waiting. The arcane symbols reappeared and danced over the skin of his balls and cock. The density of the symbols was so great that it made his pale skin look as black as night. They were constantly shifting, constantly moving. It was almost like they were eager and impatient for something to happen. As he got closer to coming, their movement increased to furious pace.
With one final downward motion Tom came. As cum flowed out of his cock something else flowed with it. Aresta's eyes snapped open as the inky blackness of the runes shot into her pussy. She was on her feet in an instant.
"That bitch!" She screamed in inhuman fury. "That fucking bitch, she planned this all along!"
She raged around the room, throwing things. Then her eyes, filled with rage, landed on Tom.
"You knew about this didn't you? I'll fucking kill you, you bastard."
Aresta raised her clawed hand, ready to strike him down. Tom closed his eyes in terror. This is it, he thought, I'm going to die. He waited for the finishing blow that would end him, his hands thrown up in a defensive gesture.
Nothing happened.
The downward stroke of her claws that would end Tom's like never came. Tom tentatively opened his eyes and lowered his hands. He was greeted with the shocked and confused look on Aresta's face. Her clawed hand was held up in midair, shaking slightly, as if she was trying to force her way through an invisible wall.
"Expect. You. Can't." Said a feminine voice behind him.
Shyira was leaning against the door frame, a triumphant smile on her face.
"What the hell did you do?" Aresta barked.
"Bound you to your new master." Shyira said mildly.
Aresta's eyes opened wide in shock before they narrowed dangerously. Her mouth formed a hard, angry line.
"You. Did. What?" Her voice had taken on a deadly, hard edge.
"You heard me," Shyira's own voice had hardened in response. "You brought this on yourself. Encroaching on my territory, trying to fuck my master without my knowledge. Did you really think you could get this close to him without my noticing it?
The two woman stared daggers at each other.
"I don't tolerate poaching," Shyira said.
It's like I'm not even in the room, Tom thought, and why are they talking about me like I'm a gazelle being hunted in the bush.
"You don't think this is a little overboard?" Aresta asked.
"No."
"Come on, Shy," Aresta said. "This isn't the first time we've sparred over a mortal."
Shyira shrugged, "I need help with a little project and my talents are ill suited to dealing with this particular problem."
"So what, you thought of me?"
"No. I wanted Rosie but I hear she's busy with a new master." She sighed, "You'll do."
"Bitch," Aresta spat.
"Yes, but not yours."
Shyira's leathery wings opened wide as a single powerful flap sent her streaking across the room. She was so fast that Tom saw little more than flash of hair the color of snow and the rush of air moving through the room.
Aresta was ready for her. Rather than be tackled to the ground she reached up and grabbed a hold of Shyira's torso. She spun and let the momentum of Shyira's flight across the room carry them both into the wall. With a crash, a deep dent appeared in the wall.
Neither of them noticed. Before they had even come to a stop they were on top of each other. It was hard for Tom to follow the fight due to the speed of the action, but he could tell it was ferocious. He caught flashes of claws and fangs, and always the inhuman screams of two women out for blood.
Frost erupted along the floor and wall as Shyira tapped into her magic. Aresta followed suit as her very skin caught alight. Fire met ice as steam filled the room. The mist cloaked the room from Tom's gaze. He was left with only the snarls and cries of violence to go with the dark shadows of the combatants through the haze.
Tom sat there stunned.
The fight went on for several more minutes before it neared its conclusion. The level of violence he was hearing was diminishing by the second. It was clear something was going to happen and soon. The mist slowly lessened as the humidity level in the room dropped, leaving only condensation peppering the surfaces of the room. When he could finally see again, he was greeted with the two of them on the floor in a tangle. Shyira's head was buried in the crook of Aresta's neck and... Are they kissing?
That certainly raised an eyebrow from Tom. Although it really shouldn't have—they were succubi after all.
Shyira and Aresta's sex was primal, like two forces of nature clashing. This was no gentle lovemaking. In fact, it was closer to fighting than anything else. They rolled around the room. Their tongues and tails were locked in an epic struggle for dominance of one over the other. A mortal would have been physically hurt engaging in such frenzied actions.
Tom got the feeling they were doing more than fucking. There was something elemental to the spectacle in front of him. As if two great forces of nature were warring for control.
They seemed to increase in intensity, as if barreling straight towards climax. Finally, Aresta threw her head back and let out a desperate, almost pleading, cry of pleasure. All the muscles in her body went limp as she collapsed on her back. Shyira got on top of the fallen succubus. She pressed her body to Aresta's, pinning her arms down in the process. She forced her lips to Aresta's for a long moment before rising to feet. Aresta made purring, content sounds. She was lost in her own little world of post-orgasmic bliss. Shyira stared at the succubus at her feet for several long seconds before a small smile crept onto her face.
Tom looked around the destroyed room. Dents and broken tiles could be found everywhere. Ash covered the floor and condensation stuck to every surface from the damp air. Shyira must have cast a spell to dampen the sound of the fighting. There was no way his neighbors wouldn't have heard them otherwise.
Tom looked back as Shyira, without so much as a backwards glance, turned away from Aresta and walked over him. With every step she put the heel of her foot down just a little harder than necessary, making her breasts jiggle as she walked. She had done the same thing that morning, but this time when she stopped in from of Tom, he could see only pleasure present on her face.
"We made a real mess of the room, didn't we?" He said tentatively.
She gave him a look. "Forget the room. I told you, you needed combat lessons, didn't I?"
Tom winced. He had hoped she had forgotten their earlier conversation.
"Shy," he began.
"Don't you Shy me," she flicked her tail in irritation. "What if I hadn't been here? What if you had gotten hurt?"
He all of a sudden felt very foolish.
"I'm sorry."
She gave him a wary look. "Will you agree to take combat lessons?"
"Sure, Shy. Whatever you say."
That seemed to mollify her. She gave him the smallest of smiles, like she was still angry with him but was beginning to warm to the idea of forgiving him. Tom looked at the now-docile succubus lying on the floor.
"She calmed down pretty quick."
Shyira shrugged.
"We've come to an arrangement."
"You bound her to me?" He asked. He had serious reservations about that. He couldn't handle the succubus he already had, much less a second one.
"Yes, but that wasn't the arrangement I was referring to."
"What then?"
"I bound her to your will, I didn't make her submissive to me."
Tom raised an eyebrow at that.
"There is always hierarchy in Hell, Master. We needed to decide who was at the top of it."
Images of their violent, primal sex flashed into Tom's mind.
"So earlier, you wer-"
"Establishing the pecking order."
Shyira crawled over to him on the bed and gave him a small kiss on the lips.
"Do I need to be worried about her coming after me again?" He asked.
Shyira considered the question thoughtfully. "Not at the moment but I would make her submit to you sooner rather than later."
"She doesn't seem like the submissive type."
Shyira gave a soft chuckle.
"She's brash and strong willed but she's still a succubus."
Tom didn't understand what she was getting at.
Shyira leaned in to kiss Tom's hands, one at a time, as they rested in his lap. She kept her head near his waist, just inches from his cock. She made sure she looked up at him as she spoke.
"All succubi have a submissive streak for their master, it's in our nature. As long as we view you as worthy, we'll bend the knee when the time comes."
"And you think I'm capable of making her bend the 'knee'," he said, making air quotes around the word.
"Oh, yes. I think she's going to be spending a lot of time on her knees around you."
It was always sexual innuendoes with Shyira but Tom wasn't feeling up to a conversational duel with her right now. He could feel the deep pit of nerves at the thought of having to survive another succubus's tests.
"You expect me to do this how exactly?"
"That's for you to figure out." She giggled, "consider it a fun little piece of homework."
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Dinner was always an interesting time to be out and about on campus. Trails of students stretched from every dormitory to the student union in the center of campus. The spectacle was a familiar one. Every evening, students the world over went in search of food and fun. At this college that meant joining the line of people trekking to the center of campus.
They reminded Tom of the threads of a spider's web, each thread connecting a building to the central hub of the student union. As Tom looked out the window, he couldn't help but be reminded of the neat, orderly lines of lambs being led to slaughter. The grimy windows of the cafeteria partially obscured the faces of the students on the other side of the glass. It gave them a murky, almost inhuman look. Endless streams of faceless bodies, all moving with a single minded goal in mind. Eat, consume, survive. How boring.
Tom shook his head to clear away his train of thought. I've been spending too much time around supernatural predators, he thought. Maybe I need to get out more.
He'd been in a melancholy mood all day and he wasn't quite sure why. It might have something to do with being unable to find his phone. He always felt naked without it. Although he suspected that his mood went deeper than something so trivial. He felt disconnected, like he was cut off from the world around him. Tom was always quiet. Being an introvert by nature, it wasn't unheard of for him to spend a great deal of time in the company of his own thoughts. But this felt different somehow. He'd spent most of the day brooding in the storm clouds of his own thoughts and only one topic was worthy of such intense focus, Shyira.
Tom was deeply conflicted about recent events. On one hand, they were the most exciting times of his life. On the other, he had been made party to some truly dark events. Summoning demonic creatures, murder, arson. Tom felt like he was perched on the edge of a wide abyss, a dark chasm that waited to swallow him whole if he wasn't careful.
He looked away from the window and surveyed his surroundings. The cafeteria looked entirely different in the evening. The overhead lights had been turned down as part of a campus wide energy saving initiative. The incandescent lights on every table were meant for ambiance over function. The result was lighting that was soft and dim. Tom liked it, not a flame could be seen but the entire room seemed to glow with the golden hue of candle light.
He sat alone at a small table in the corner of the room. His half eaten food lay in from of him, little more than background decoration for the table at this point. The place was packed. Every table was filled to the brim with students. Groups of students stood overlooking the room, looking for the much coveted table space. Everywhere he looked he could see the signs of a healthy student life. People laughed, smiling as they recounted their day and made plans for the coming night. There was a certain amount of anonymity that comes with a large crowd of people. It was always easy to blend in when you were just another face in the crowd, another part of the background noise of a mass of people. Even the hungry eyes of the people searching for a place to sit seemed to pass over Tom. There are few places lonelier than being surrounded by a crowd of people, he thought.
"Mind if I join you?"
She couldn't have been more than a few feet away and yet she had to all but shout to be heard.
Tom looked up to find a tangled mat of brown hair occupying the center of his vision. A pair of intelligent eyes, magnified by thick glasses, stared back at him. She stood beside his table with a straight back, awkwardly holding her tray of food and waiting for his answer. The look she gave him spoke volumes, like his invitation to sit was somehow important. He had no real reason to refuse. Besides, his mother would smack him up side his head if he was ever rude to a lady.
"Sure, have a seat."
The girl sat directly across from him. Tom watched as she arranged her food in swift practiced motions. She squared her tray with edge of the table before setting her drink in front of her. She finished up by setting her silverware on top of her napkin to the side of her tray.
A place for everything and everything in its place, he mused.
"I thought for sure you would be dead by now."
Tom's eyebrows rose slightly at that. An interesting opening statement.
"Why's that?"
"Horny idiots that summon succubi always get their comeuppance."
Tom gulped. That's not what he wanted to hear right now.
Wait, what? He thought. His brain finally caught up with the conversation.
Realization dawned on him, "You're a witch?" He said, in that awkward whispered shout of someone trying to heard and not be heard at the same time.
"Warlock!" She snapped. "Don't be sexist."
She didn't seem to care about being heard, not that it mattered with all of the people around them.
"Um," he said, a little bewildered. "Sorry."
She ignored him. "So what family are you from?"
"What?"
"Family, what family are you from?" She asked again, a touch of irritation in her voice. "You obviously have some magical talent. Although it can't be that much talent if you ended up in this third rate school."
Hey! He had to try really hard to get into this school. This girl was kind of stuck up.
"You know you go to this school too." Tom said, suddenly defensive.
"I," she said, emphasizing the word, "am being punished for refusing to be married off to an asshole of good breeding."
Tom shook his head to clear the cobwebs. This conversation was going off in a strange direction.
"You know; I don't even know your name."
"Sara," she said simply. "You're playing a dangerous game you know. Getting yourself involved with creatures from the pit."
What the fuck! "It's not like I had much of a choice."
Sara rolled her eyes. "Right, because men secretly hate having mind blowing sex with demonic whores."
"It's not like that!"
Sara was about to respond when she suddenly stopped. Her demeanor changed in an instant as her muscles tensed. Her eyes shot widely around the room, looking for something she couldn't quite make out.
"Listen, this is just a standard wizard's sit down. You don't fuck with me and I won't fuck with you...yada yada yada. I just wanted to add that I think you're an idiot for fucking with creatures from the pit."
With that she got up, leaving her untouched food sitting on the table.
"Hey wait." Tom called after her.
"See you around Tom, try not to die."
Tom lost sight of her as the crowd engulfed her. Well that was ominous.
A commotion in the crowd caught his attention. The sea of unwashed masses parted in front of him as a lithe future strutted towards him. Shyira was as elegant as ever as she glided towards his table. Blond hair and cheerleader perfection caught every male eye in the room. Even in her human glamour he could see the raw predatory sexuality that lay just beneath the surface.
She was dressed to go out. Her little black dress hugged every delicious curve of her body. The neck line dipped dangerously into the deep valley her breasts. The top of the dress was tied around her neck. It left the entire back exposed, right down to the top of her heart shaped ass. The dress showed off her long pale legs and was only an inch shy of public indecency. Like all of Shyira's clothes, it managed to be both raunchy and elegant at the same time, like a noble family's slutty daughter at a state dinner.
Shyira apparently decided that shouting to be heard above the crowd was beneath her. With a wave of her hand the sounds of the room dropped off to almost nothing.
She walked to the side of the table. Leaning down, she planted a kiss on his cheek.
"It's a sound veil." He felt her hot breath tickle his skin as she softly spoke. "It's just you and me now, baby warlock.
She bit his ear gently before she sat down across his lap, right above his growing erection.
"Have an interesting dinner?"
"Not really." He tried to make it sound casual.
Shyira gave him a look.
"There's a party tonight. One of the mortals told me it's the talk of the campus."
"I'm not really sure I want to-"
"Nonsense, everyone who's anyone will be there."
Oh great, just what he needed, a social event. If it was like any party he'd been at since starting school, he would end up standing in the corner with a cup of beer, bored out his mind. He all but rolled his eyes, his gaze wondering to the room around him.
Shyira put gentle fingers on his chin and moved his head until they were once again looking at each other.
"And you're not just anyone."
Shyira gave him a serious look. Tom could see something in her eyes he couldn't quite place.
"Unless of course you're looking to partake in something else tonight? Maybe some high class magical girl pussy instead?"
A look of alarm crossed his face. "Shy-"
Shyira gave him the perfect girlish smile as she broke out in laughter.
"I thought I told you that I don't care if you fuck mortal women. Just as long as you come back to me."
There was a twinkle in her eye as her smile grew a little more serious.
"Also, it's adorable that you think you can keep secrets from me."
As quickly as her serious tone had come, it was gone.
"Now come on. We're wasting time." She said with girlish enthusiasm.
"But-"
Shyira grabbed his hand and pulled him out of his seat. When they were clear of the table she grabbed a hold of his arm, pressing her ample breasts into his side as she let him out of the building.
Oh fuck it, he thought. Tonight he was going to a college party. God help him.
A thought occurred to him as they passed into the cool evening air, "Hey Shy, did you see my phone this morning?"
"Hmm," she said, "are you sure you didn't leave it somewhere?"
****
The last rays of sunset passed below the horizon as the blue and purple tint of twilight took over the world. The street lights clicked on, bathing the street in shadow. They chipped away at the edges of the coming night, like a lone camp fire in a dark forest. To the wise, they were a sign that it was time to return to the relative safety of a warm home and a strong threshold. To the foolish, the harsh artificial light served as a false beacon of hope. The ultimate testament of man's arrogance in believing that he held dominion over the natural world. In reality, the light created a thin veneer over an undeniable truth, that darkness was coming quickly and with it the terrors of the night.
A lone figure stepped out of the darkness and into the light of the streetlight. Her bright pink and blood red hair caught the light as she walked towards the building, announcing her presence for all to see. As if she cared. Aresta clutched Tom's phone as she strode into the campus police station.
She was met at the door by a pair of police officers on their way out of the building. Their conversation died mid-sentence as they stopped to hold the door open for her. Their slack jawed expression never left Aresta's leather mini skirt covered ass as she sauntered into the lobby.
The place was a typical run down police station. The place stunk, like cheap disinfectant and dried sweat. Her high heels clicked loudly on the cheap tile flooring as she approached the front desk. When she reached it, she loudly popped her bubble gum, announcing her presence to the receptionist.
"I'm here to see Detective Palmer."
The older heavy set woman gave Aresta an appraising up and down look, a disapproving scowl on her face. The bubble gum popping beauty was dressed in a skin tight white blouse that left her midriff exposed. Where Shyira was elegant and raunchy, Aresta was just raunchy. Like the hottest girl at the trailer park.
"You know we're supposed to arrest you before you're brought in for prostitution."
Aresta removed her stylish sunglasses and dropped them right on top of the woman's clipboard. She flashed her a sunny sweet smile. The woman's scowl only deepened.
Aresta lifted her hand and blew the woman a kiss. Passersby would have seen it was a mocking gesture. Only Aresta could see the invisible tentacles of her magic moving towards the woman. As the woman opened her mouth to tell Aresta off she inhaled the sweet euphoric substance floating through the air.
The woman's eyes were suddenly heavy and lethargic. A glazed over look passed over her face as she blankly stared at Aresta.
"Tell Detective Palmer that Tom Thornton is here to see him."
"Yes of course," the woman replied absent mindedly. She picked up the phone and had a quiet word with someone on the other end.
Aresta turned around and leaned against the counter. She surveyed her surroundings as she waited. She winked at a scantily clad woman in handcuffs being led by a female officer.
This entire school is ripe for the picking, she thought. Shyira should stop fucking around with the boy, the two of them could have some fun with this place.
"He's coming down to get you."
"There's a good mortal," she said, turning around she raised her finger to her lips, "and remember, I was never here."
"Yes, of course," she said, in a monotone voice.
Aresta looked at the glazed over look in the woman's eyes. She marveled at her own power of influence over the mortals. Controlling one mortal was easy, controlling an entire building of mortals was outside of her abilities. Luckily there were easier ways to accomplish her objectives.
Not a sound was made as she wrapped herself in a veil, vanishing from the world. Once shielded from prying eyes, the faint smell of brimstone and smoke filled the air as a thin layer of fire covered her skin. Aresta weaved a glamour around herself using her fiery magic. By the time Detective Palmer walked around the corner she was the spitting image of a certain scrawny college student.
"Tom Thornton, I presume?" Detective Palmer asked. He flashed a boy scout friendly smile, his hand extended towards Aresta.
"That's right." Aresta said, her voice a perfect copy of Tom's. "Your message said you wanted to speak with me?"
"I just have a few questions about the recent incident on campus."
"You mean the fire?" She said innocently. "I'm not sure what that has to do with me."
The detective gave her a much more calculating smile in return, "Let's talk in my office."
They walked up a flight of stairs and through a series of narrow hallways. In many ways the building seemed to be shutting down for the night. Many of the offices were dark, the motion sensitive lights clicked on one after another as they walked down the hallway. In other ways, the night was only heating up, portions of the building were already bustling with activity.
Aresta followed his steady pace at a professional distance. As they walked, no one looked at her, no one watched her ass sway as she passed. It was a strange situation for a succubus to not be the center of attention. It was also a necessary one. Shyira had given her a specific mission to accomplish tonight and so far, everything was going according to plan.
They finally arrived at a small dingy office at the back of the station. A metal desk sat in the center of the room, between Aresta and the back window. Filling cabinets and book shelves lined the walls on either side. Aresta watched the middle aged detective settle into his seat across the desk from her.
The air was stale and musty. The faint smell of old paper and dust filled the air. Her chair was uncomfortable, mismatched and old like the rest of the furniture in the room.
The detective reached into his desk and pulled out a file stuffed with papers. He made a show of setting the file on the desk in front of him. It sat there, a nuclear bomb waiting to shatter the tranquility of the room. He looked up and smiled at Aresta. One look at his smile told her everything she needed to know about the situation.
Good cop...with a twist.
Aresta had to stop herself from rolling her eyes. Christ, she thought, are they still using that lame old trick?
She was meant to be nervous about the contents of the file, sweating over the possibilities that might be contained within. At the same time, the detective's warm smile and boy scout charm were supposed to make her panties damp and her lips loose. She doubted that there was anything in the file, except maybe some old pizza receipts. She was certainly too old to be falling for good cop.
She smiled back, careful to give off the right impression. Just enough nervousness to be natural in a police station, without going overboard and raising suspicion.
"As you know, we had a pretty serious incident on campus recently. One of our buildings caught fire."
"I can't imagine what that has to do with me."
"Can't you? You were caught on video fleeing the building."
Aresta chuckled, "Ya, no shit. It was on fire."
The detective smiled a cheap, plastic smile filled with humor that didn't reach his eyes. "Funny. You want to tell me where you were in such a big hurry to get too?"
She shrugged, "I was in a building that was on fire. It was the most exciting thing that had happened to me all week. I wanted to tell my roommate about it."
He pulled out a pad of paper and scribbled a few things down. "That's all? You wanted to tell your roommate?" He asked, eyebrows raised
"Well, it's not every day that something exciting happens."
He nodded, acknowledging that she had spoken without agreeing with her statement. "Of course."
"You don't think I had anything to do with it, do you?" She asked, innocently.
"No one is saying that. We're just trying to cover our bases, get a better picture of what happened."
She couldn't resist throwing this words back at him, "Of course."
"Now, what was the reason for you being in the building?"
"Well..."
For all intents and purposes, the interview was going well and yet it wasn't. Aresta could tell that the detective was nervous. A strange tension seemed to fill the air between them. To the casual observer, Aresta's performance of Tom was flawless. The look, the tone of her voice, even her mannerisms were perfect. But after 20 years of experience something raked across Detective Palmer's senses. Something intangible, something unconscious that was beating on the inside of his skull, begging to be heard.
Instinct.
The detective nervously reached up and felt a medallion through his shirt. An unconscious gesture, one he did a hundred times a day. This time however, something happened. From Aresta's position she could just make out the subtle pulse of light through his shirt. The detective's eyes widened as his gaze settled on the person in front of him. There was a new sharpness in his gaze. It was like he was seeing clearly for the first time since Aresta had walked into the building.
Aresta's own eyes widened in response. He could see her!
As the detective reached for his gun, Aresta moved. She jumped out of her seat. With one clawed hand she threw the table between them aside. In the fraction of a second it took her to accomplish this act the detective had drawn his service pistol out of its holster. It would take another fraction of a second for him to aim the pistol and fire. He would never get the chance. Aresta's clawed hand shot out, her palm striking the detective in his chest with a blunt impact. Bone snapped with a sickening crunch. The gun tumbled out of his hand as his back hit the wall behind him. He let out a wheezing breath as he slumped to the floor.



"What the fuck was that?!" She snapped at the wounded man.
Aresta stalked over to where the detective sat against the wall, desperately trying to breathe. One of his lungs must have collapsed, the result of a shattered rib rattling around his chest cavity.
Her claws raked across his chest in a lightning fast move. His shirt shredded as she roughly tore the medallion from around his neck. She left deep cuts on his chest in the process. The crimson lines of savagery stood in cold contrast to his shredded white shirt.
Ignoring the detective's cries of pain, Aresta looked down at the dully illuminated medallion in her hand. At first glance, the object didn't make a whole lot of sense. The symbols and runes spanned centuries and cultures, with no real logical pattern. Ritualistic gibberish, she thought. She did, however, recognize the symbols that mattered and they spoke volumes to her.
"Hunter." She said quietly.
Aresta grabbed the detective by the throat with one clawed hand. She slowly squeezed his throat. His wind pipe constricted, further reducing his air flow and causing his head to pound. "I think it's my turn to ask some questions."
"I won't give you anything, demon whore." The detective wheezed.
Aresta flashed the detective a wolfish smile.
"Now, now detective. Don't let that boy scout charm leave you now. You need it more than ever."
"Fuck you."
She looked around the office with a critical eye. "You seemed to have made a mess of your office." She dipped one of her high heel shoes into the blood that now covered the floor. "And would you look at all of this blood."
She extended her pointer finger in front of the detective's face. She waved it back and forth as if admonishing a child.
"Tisk, tisk. We can't have your neat, orderly little world defiled now can we?"
He only stared back, a look of deep hatred and resolve in his eyes.
Her clawed fingers caught fire just inches from his face. Aresta could see the firelight and fear reflected in the detective's eyes. Keeping him pinned to the wall by his neck, Aresta slowly traced over the earlier claw marks on the detective's ruined chest. Flesh seared. The detective gritted his teeth. He didn't intend on showing any weakness to the demon in front of him, but the pain was soon too much for him. He began to make the deep grunting sound of someone trying to swallow intense agony.
"That's it," she moaned. "No one can hear you, sing for me mortal."
The detective screamed and true to her word, no one outside of the office heard his cries. Aresta continued her work until his chest resembled a mess of cauterized flesh and dried blood. The whole time, her eyes stared unblinking at the man in front of her.
"You sing beautifully detective."
"Fuck you."
She gave him a satisfied look.
"Have you had enough? Tell me what I want to know and I can make your death painless."
He spat out blood, "Why should I, foul beast? You're just going to kill me anyway."
Aresta gave him a predatory smile, "Tell me what I want to know and I'll make your death quick. You'll get to go up and meet your maker. Don't tell me what I want to know," she said menacingly, "and I'll drag you into the pit with me."
He shivered uncontrollably with fear at her words.
"You'll die a thousand times over before I consume your soul." She brushed her finger tips over his cheek in an almost loving way, before she pressed them into one of the detectives many wounds. He gave off a quiet sob of agony. "No heavenly reward for you then."
There was a loud knocking on the door.
"Shit," she spat.
The detective raised his head, a touch of hope in his expression. He took a deep, ragged inhale of air into his damaged lungs, "HEL- "
Aresta reached out and snapped his neck with a swift, practiced motion. His cry for help died on his lips.
Aresta was as silent and still as a rock as she stared at door, waiting to see if the knocking would continue.
After an agonizing moment of silence, the booming sound of the knocking started again. This time it was louder, more impatient. The handle of the door began to jiggle as someone tried to enter the room.
With no time to lose, Aresta grabbed ahold of the still warm corpse, while throwing open the window along the back wall. With one large step, she leaped out the open window and into the cool night air. The pair were weightless a moment before Aresta's wings opened and caught them. She threw up a magic veil in the process, shielding the demon and her corpse from prying eyes.
"Shit," she chided herself, "what a fucking mess."
Shyira wasn't going to like this, she wasn't going to like this one bit. She'd managed to fuck up her one task for the night.
****
The frat house loomed in front of him as they approached the party. Tom could hear the thumping of the music all the way at the sidewalk. Small groups of people stood around on the grass talking, many of them carrying around red plastic cup filled with cheap beer.
Tom was apprehensive already. He wasn't the partying type and this place was about as far away from his comfort zone as they came. Excuses and reasons for leaving were already swirling around head.
"They say that this is the place to be seen, tonight." Shyira said, as she looped her arm around his, cutting off his avenue of escape. It was like she could read his mind.
Do I want to be seen? He thought.
"Come on, it'll be fun." She tapped her hip playfully against his. "You never know who you might run into. You might meet someone interesting."
He doubted it. This wasn't the type of party to meet interesting people and engage in fascinating conversation. More like get alcohol poisoning and get arrested.
Eyes followed the pair as they approached the front door or eyes followed Shyira at least. She was overdressed for this type of party but rather than look out of place, it was like she had set a new dress code with her presence. Tom could already see girls self-consciously fidgeting with their clothing, subconsciously placing themselves in the new pecking order.
They entered through the front door to find a house packed with people. A small kitchen stood off to his left, currently functioning as a bar. To his right, furniture had been moved to create a dance floor that covered most of the living room. Tom barely had time to look at the room before a mountain of a man bumped into him.
"Who let this nerd fucker in?" The man called out drunkenly before stumbling away, his alcohol clouded mind already focusing on something else.
"My, now rude." Shyira said, her eyes narrowing.
Oh shit, he thought. He needed to defuse this. He needed to defuse this real quick before he ended up with another corpse in his apartment. "How about a drink, Shy?"
She turned back to Tom, her girlish veneer already obscuring the demonic anger that lay just below the surface. "I'd rather dance." She grabbed his arm and started to pull him onto the dance floor.
His feet became concrete as he dug his heels in. "I can't dance," he said sheepishly, his eyes on the floor.
"Of course you can," she said confidently. "There's nothing to it."
Tom's eyes didn't leave the floor. Shyira pressed her body to his, with one hand she lifted his head until he looked into her eyes.
"Please," she said, biting her lip playfully.
"I'd just embarrass myself." He said softly.
"You're a man, you're mostly dancing to show off the woman on your arm. I've got the hard job."
Tom still wasn't convinced.
"Here, let me show you."
Shyira stepped into the crowd like she owned it. She ran her hands through her blond hair and down the front of her body as her hips began to sway to the music.
He wasn't looking at the floor anymore.
Her dancing was a fluid thing, all liquid motion and sensual rhythm, perfectly in sync with the beat of the music. Tom's view of Shyira was unobstructed. None of the men in the room were brave enough or drunk enough to try and dance with her. The crowd seemed to respond to her every moment, like a trance had fallen upon them. From his vantage point, the shift in the room was clear. Dancers got closer together, their movements more sexual, more physical. A few of them were already opening making out on the dance floor. Articles of clothing were soon dropping to the floor like drops of blood out of an open wound.
Hypnotic, that's how Tom would describe it. Shyira always seemed to control every room she walked into, even when she was making no attempt to do so. Standing there, watching her, it was clear to him that there wasn't a moral on Earth that could resist her.
As she passed around the edge of the crowd, she grabbed onto the arm of a young sorority girl. The girl was red of hair and beautiful. Her curly red locks fell to mid shoulder and matched her red lipstick. The girl was dressed far more appropriately for a college party than Shyira was. Tight daisy duke shorts and a low cut top that showed off a lot of cleavage.
The girl looked momentarily surprised as she was pulled into the crowd, but was soon dancing close to Shyira. Their bodies played a sensual back and forth game. One girl would move and the other would move in response. They seemed to come within a hair of touching each other but never did. The effect made the pair seem like one body moving to the music, in perfect sync with each other.
The crowd got thicker, body pressed against body and Tom lost sight of Shyira.
Through the gaps in between the dancers, Tom caught glimpses of Shyira and girl dancing close. Shyira's head rested in the crook in the red head's neck, who's own head was thrown back. Her eyes were closed; her red lips open in a quiet sigh of pleasure.
The music died. Shyira's eyes cut through the crowd, as if Tom and her were the only people in the room. Locking eyes with her, Tom realized something, as the beginnings of an erection began to stir. Her wanted her. He wanted her badly. Ever since meeting Shyira, he'd spent a lot of time passively going with the flow. Like a leaf in the wind, he always seemed to be at the mercy of whatever was happening around him. Tonight he wanted to be the one taking control. Looking into the endless chasm of her eyes, he wanted nothing more than to throw her up against a wall and hear her screaming his name.
Another song started up. With these thoughts fluttering around his head, he did something out of character, he stepped onto the dance floor.
Shyira smiled at him as he approached her. Not a word was spoken as Shyira laid a hand on the other girl's hip, turning her body until the three of them were dancing a close circle.
Tom didn't know what the hell he was doing. He tried to follow the lead of his dance partners. That mostly involved trying not to step on anyone's toes. He tentatively reached out and put his hand on the Shyira's hip. He intended to pull her in for a closer dance. She only smiled a mischievous smile and brushed his hand away. Before Tom knew what had happened he found himself pushed away from Shyira and towards his other dance partner. The voluptuous red head threw her arms around his neck and Tom found himself dancing face to face with her.
He needn't have worried about his dancing skills. He wasn't good by means but by that hardly mattered at that point. The red headed beauty in front of him took the lead. She used him as a stripper pole as she danced to the music. One moment she would be grinding her body against his, only to quickly drop to the floor, her knees pushed apart as she carefully balanced in her high heels. Just as quickly, she would rise back up, her ass sticking out as she did. Tom couldn't help but enjoy himself. It wasn't exactly his type of music but he could hardly complain about the scenery.
"I'm Bailey." She yelled into his ear.
"Tom," he yelled back.
"You're a good dancer."
Bullshit. "Thanks." He yelled back. She must be drunker than she realizes.
The two of them danced through the song and then through another. Tom got bold has his confidence grew. He cupped her ass and pulled her in until their lips met.
They shared a long kiss that left them both hot under the collar and gasping for breath.
"You're a good kisser," she said, a dazed over look in her eyes.
"Thanks."
Tom leaned in for another kiss, but Bailey put her hand over Tom's heart to stop him.
"Want to go upstairs?" She said, her words heavy with lust.
Tom looked around the room for Shyira, but to no avail. The succubus was nowhere to be seen.
Tom shrugged at her absence. She did say that she didn't care if he was with mortal women. "Sure," he said at last.
****
Shyira walked down the sidewalk, her steps slightly unsteady. She was biting her lip. Her eyes were half closed as the first reverberations of Tom's pleasure began to wash over her. She gave a soft moan as her chest rose and fell in an increasingly rapid fashion. Her skin was hot and flushed.
A group of men catcalled her from across the street. They might as well have been on the other side of the world for all she cared. Most demons didn't understand why succubi associated with mortals; why they allowed themselves to be bound to warlocks. This was the reason. The pleasure felt through their bond, amplified by her master's power, was one of the most euphoric experiences in Hell or Earth.
She was going to enjoy this tonight.
She always had to be careful with Tom. She took just enough of his life force to sustain herself and keep her grounded on this plain. She would never starve but she would also never be completely full either. Shyira felt the flow of energy enter her from her bond with Tom. It was only a kiss, but it was a kiss that promised so much more. She could feel her full power returning, a trickle at a time. It wasn't a moment too soon. She had things to do, problems to take care of. Problems that required energy, far more energy than she was willing to risk taking from Tom outright.
****
They weaved through the crowd in search of some privacy. They need not have bothered. The entire room was in the opening stages of an orgy. Clothing littered the ground. Everywhere Tom looked, someone was engaged in some lewd act. Kissing, groping and so much more could be seen around the dance floor.
Shyira's doing, he thought.
His full attention came back to the woman in front of him as Bailey grabbed his arm. She half dragging him up the stairs behind her. He didn't mind, it gave him the perfect angle to look at her ass. Upon reaching the second floor, they came face to face once more. Tom finally decided to take the lead.
Bailey's back slammed against the door outside of the bedroom. She gasped in surprise, an excited gleam in her eyes.
She found herself between a rock and a hard place as Tom's body pressed her into the door. She could feel his erection grinding into her. Her breath came out in an impatient moan as she once again dove back in for another kiss.
She all but clawed at his shirt. Buttons tore off as her hands moved down his chest in a slashing motion.
Tom grabbed her by the throat, gently, but firmly holding her head in place as they kissed.
Reaching back, Bailey fumbled for the handle of the door. She awkwardly turned it until it released. They stumbled into the room as the door swung inward. Clothing dropped to the floor as they continued their journey across the room, kissing and exploring each other's bodies the whole way.
They were both naked by the time they reached the bed. It was clear that they were both done with foreplay. Tom pushed her backwards onto the bed before climbing on top of her. He wasted no time in diving his cock into the velvety heat of pussy. His body pushed her into the mattress as they came face to face.
That it! He thought. I just lost my virginity...well at least to a mortal girl, anyway.
She stared into his eyes, her breath hot and heavy upon his skin. Intimacy warred with primal lust as they grew more comfortable with each other's touch. Tom's hand found one of her breasts as Bailey wrapped her legs around his hips, forcing him further inside of her.
"I'm kind of a monogamous girl," she said, "I normally don't do this sort of thing."
"Y-you don't want to stop, do you?"
"Hell no!" She laughed. "I just want you to know that. I'm not the type of girl who brings strange boys home with her."
"Is it alright if I move."
"Yes," she moaned, "Fuck me."
Tom pulled is cock almost all the way out of her pussy. A soft whine of protest escaped her lips as he did. Her protests were quickly silenced as he pushed back into her pussy.
He started slow. This was his first time with a girl who didn't have wings and a tail, and Tom intended to savior every moment. Bailey's head was thrown back, resting on the sheets. Her eyes were half closed in pleasure as she lost herself in Tom's slow thrusts.
This lasted until Tom suddenly put his full weight into one powerful thrust. Bailey's eyes snapped open as they settled on the man in front of her. Something in her eyes seemed almost apologetic. Like she somehow felt guilty for not giving her partner her full attention.
They paused momentarily as they both leaned in for a deep passionate kiss.
Tom's thrusts soon turned hard and fast. Bailey found herself grabbing onto Tom's neck, holding on for dear life as he took his pleasure from her body. Not that she had anything to complain about. She had been fucked hard before, but there was something primal about the way he used her body. Something predatory.
He must have had a wild ex, she thought.
"Fuck you're good. Are you ready for your reward?"
"Yes." She said.
Tom threw back his head and made the dive into blissful release. His cum shot into her as her own orgasm came crashing down around her. His orgasm was less intense that with Shyira but felt no less amazing because of it. He felt none of the power drain on his system that he had begun associating with sex. None of the bone chilling exhaustion that left him almost unable to move. It was just sex. Plain, old, never really boring sex.
They collapsed on the bed in a sweaty heap, both of them trying to regain their breaths.
"God I needed that." She said.
"Yeah." Tom breathed, not really listening.
"No, I really mean it. The last couple of weeks have been really shitty for me. My boyfriend up and vanished without a word. It's had me really stressed out."
Tom was paying attention now. A deep ball of nerves settled in his stomach as a sinking suspicion crept over him.
It was like something had snapped into place in his mind. "Y-your boyfriend?" He said nervously. He couldn't bring himself to look at her.
"Ya, no one's seen him in weeks. Becky Linn said that he must have left me, but that bitch has been trying to get into his pants all semester."
Tom finally looked at her. Something about the way the lights played across her throat caught his attention. A pair of faint puncture marks could be seen glistening on her throat. The pieces began to fall into place in Tom's mind.
"Listen I have to go." He said.
"What?" She said, surprised. She wasn't the type of girl who had men walk out on her. "Well, will you call me?"
"Ya Ya. Sure I will." He said, not listening again.
All of a sudden this was the last place he wanted to be. He collected his clothes, while trying to ignore the scandalized look on Bailey's face. All the while, he slowly gave wings to the small spark of anger growing within him.
He needed to find Shyira.
****
Tom threw open the door. It banged against the wall, shattering the silence of the night.
"Shyira!" He called out.
He stomped through the front room, his anger reverberating on the wood floor with every step.
"In here, stud." Shyira called out lazily from the bedroom.
Tom threw open the door to the bedroom to find Shyira sprawled naked on the bed. She had dispensed with her human glamour and lay on the bed in all of her demonic glory. A pair of leathery wings lay draped over the bed posts. A pair of pale horns curved out of luxuriant hair the color of freshly fallen snow. Her tail hung loosely over the side of the bed, lazily moving back and forth to the toon of some unheard music.



"Who is she?" He demanded.
Shyira looked at him a moment before answering, "I think you know."
"Biff's girlfriend." He said through clenched teeth.
She smiled, choosing to answer with a question. "Was she good?"
"Dammit Shyira, I'm part of the reason he's dead and I just fucked his girlfriend."
"Exactly." Shyira said with heat in her voice. "If you can't enjoy the fruits of your conquests, hear the laminations of your enemies' women, then what can you enjoy?"
Tom sputtered, exasperated by the woman in front of him. "This isn't ancient Babylon. That's not how the world works anymore, Shyira."
Shyira sat up, giving Tom a patient look, like a mother delivering a lesson to an unruly child. "The seasons change, civilizations rise and fall, but the world," she ran her fingers gently across his cheek, "the world doesn't change, baby warlock."
That's not what he wanted to hear. It was like he was sitting in the student union brooding all over again.
"That's not the type of warlock I want to be," he whispered.
Shyira looked thoughtful as she looked at him.
"You have a long way to go, there's no telling what kind of warlock you will become."
Tom thought on that long and hard before his thoughts finally drifted back down from, "what might be," back down to the present.
Shyira only stared at him, her eyes unreadable. Tom cleared his throat awkwardly.
"So what, you want Bailey to serve me like you do, like some kind of," he searched for the right word, "concubine?"
Shyira snorted. "No. If you want a mortal pet to keep around, I'll find you a better looking one."
Tom gave her a look, "She's head cheerleader."
"At a third rate state college."
That really irritated him, "You're the second person to fucking say that to me today."
"I know." She paused. "This is about something other than that little tramp isn't it?"
He got very quiet at that. He walked away from the bed, not wanting to look at her.
"Tom...what is this really about?"
"You always seem to be doing your own thing. Sometimes...sometimes I think that you're the one who acts like that master. Just once I'd like you to do what I tell you to do."
"You're so quick to say I don't follow orders. Have you ever actually given me one?"
That gave Tom pause.
"Tom, if you think I've been a bad girl, punish me. Remind me where my place is."
Tom looked at her, trying to gauge how serious she was before gathering all of his courage.
"T-then come over here and get on your knees." His voice wavered slightly, even as he tried to put steel behind his words.
Shyira rose from the bed without comment. Walking over, she sunk to her knees in from of him. She looked up at him from the floor, her lips slightly parted as she waited expectedly to see what he would do next.
He unzipped his pants, fishing out his cock in the process. With one hand he aimed it at her lips, with the other he grabbed a fit full of white hair.
"Don't suck. You aren't giving me a blow job; I'm taking your throat. Do you understand?"
Shyira opened her mouth without comment, stuck her tongue out and went "Ahhhh," like she was at the dentist.
That pissed him off more. He was supposed to be taking charge of her.
With one hand he pulled her head until the mushroom shaped head of his cock brushed past her lips and into the wet warmth of her mouth. He thrust his hips forward until Shyira's nose brushed the skin of his stomach. Once seated inside of her mouth, he grabbed a white horn in each hand and began roughly fucking her throat.
As a succubus, Shyira had perfect control over her throat muscles. She didn't make gagging sounds but the room was soon filled with the sloppy wet sounds of someone getting throat fucked.
He looked down into her eyes. The expression staring back at him was hard to place. There were touches of amusement, laced with the sensual heat of lust, but there were also other emotions swirling around the dark blue of her irises. Something darker and much harder to nail down looked back at him. It reminded him that, whatever Shyira was, she wasn't human. To break their eye contact he pushed her all the way to the base of his cock.
Fuck that felt good, he thought. With a normal girl, he could only keep her pushed down to the base for as long as her gag reflex allowed. Shyira didn't have that limitation. He wasn't even sure if she breathed air. For all he knew he could keep her pushed down to the base of his cock all night. Enjoying the wet tightness of her throat. He pulled out.
"Stick your tongue out." He commanded.
She did as she was told. Her inhumanly long tongue snaked out of her mouth. At full length, it stretched several inches longer than a human.
He took his cock and slapped it across her tongue several times. He then hit it across her cheeks. One and then the other. He expected her to be angry and was surprised to see only amusement in the deep depths of her eyes.
I guess you can't degrade someone that's the living embodiment of lust.
He slammed his cock back into her mouth as he continued to fuck her throat. Shyira's tongue didn't return to her mouth. Instead, every time he would thrust forward, she would reach out and lick his balls. He had never felt anything like it.
He was close now. He knew it and he suspected that she knew it as well. He gave her no warning as the first shot of his cum shot out and hit the back of her throat. He felt a mild drain on his energy as he came. There always was when you had sex with a succubus, but Tom could tell that Shyira wasn't trying to actively take energy from him.
He wondered why.
Shyira began to push forward, intent on taking the rest down her throat. Tom had other ideas. Even in the mist of his own pleasure he didn't forget where he was or why he was doing this. He used his hold on her pale horns to yank her off of his cock just as he shot more of his cum onto her face.
Shyira swallowed every drop he deposited in her mouth. When she was finished, she licked her lips, leaned in and kissed the head of his cock in a loving way. Her tongue lashed out and licked the last drop of his cum off the tip of his manhood. When she pulled away a single string of saliva stretched from the tip of his cock to Shyira's lips.
Contrary to a lot of myths, a succubus doesn't require her victim to come into her pussy in order to feed. Succubi can feed in any number of different ways.
Tom stared down at the mess he had just made of Shyira's face. The milky white color of his cum began to sink into her milky complexion. At this rate her skin would be flawless and clean again in no time.
"Don't absorb it." He said. "I'm not feeding bad girls who don't follow orders. Let it dry on you face."
She gave him a small girlish smile, that clearly said that she approved. "Yes Master."
Falling back on the bed, Tom's chest rose and fell quickly as he tried to catch his breath. "Twice in one night is a little much for me."
Shyira got up off the floor and joined him on the bed. She melted to his side. Her tail wrapped around his thigh as she rested her head on his chest. "I could give you something for that, we could go a few more rounds."
"Not tonight." He tried to put steel behind his words but it came off as more exhausted than anything else. Any other creature from the pit would probably see it as a sign of weakness.
Adorable, she thought. "Yes, Master."
They enjoyed several minutes of comfortable silence as they both calmed down in each other's arms.
"So," she said conversationally, "how was your day?"
Tom laughed. "More exciting than I was expecting."
"Well at least it wasn't boring." She murmured.
"I almost forgot, I might have a good opportunity to check out that botanical garden we saw."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, we're having a biology lab their next week."
Shyira was silent for several seconds.
"You still need to take combat lesson. This weekend sounds like a good opportunity." Shyira touched the bruise on the side of Tom's cheek. "It will also provide a good opportunity to come to an understanding with Aresta."
Tom didn't answer. Shyira could tell that he was apprehensive about the training.
"OK." He said at last.
Sometime later Tom had fallen into a deep, restful sleep. The kind of sleep that only comes to the exhausted or the innocent. Shyira still wasn't sure which category Tom fell into. She could see a spark of something in his actions, especially when he was angry, but he was still coming to terms with this new life. Yet when he was angry, Shyira closed her eyes as she remembered their earlier encounter. She shuddered at the memory.
Oh, how she loved a master who knew how to treat a succubus.
She quietly closed the bedroom door and walked down the hallway. Her steps were as silent as a fox on the cheap carpet as she entered the room at the end of the hallway. What she found certainly raised an eyebrow. Aresta sat crossed legged on the bed, waiting for her. The stiff corpse of a man of midlife was propped up against the wall. His head was turned 180 degrees away from her.
Walking over to the corpse, she used one elegant foot to rotate the head until she could see his face. A deep grinding sound of bone on bone filled the room as she used her inhuman strength to accomplish her task.
She looked at the face of the man in front of her. When she spoke, her voice was detached and cold, "You should be more careful with your men, someday they may be scarce."
"Not today, I think." Aresta said.
She gave Aresta a sharp look, "Did you at least learn something useful before killing him?"
"Yes."
Shyira was in no mood to play 20 questions. She stood silently staring at Aresta, waiting for an answer like a general would await a report from a solider.
Aresta gave into the weight of her stare, she cast her eyes downward in submission, "We need to keep a closer eye on the boy."
"Your master." She pointed out.
"Right," Aresta said, rolling her eyes.
Shyira held her gaze for several seconds hard seconds, "Why?"
"The hunters have an operational presence on campus. That cop was one of them."
"So you decided to kill him?" Shyira raised one delicate eyebrow
"No I-"
"Because I believe your orders were to move suspicion away from Tom, not create more of it," Shyira said in a harsh whisper.
"I tried-"
"You tried?! You tried what? We could have watched him or ensnared his mind or done a hundred other things that didn't involve making him disappear."
Aresta was perfectly still, her eyes downcast, like a single movement might evoke more of her anger. Shyira let out a deep sigh.
"Well, let's hope you haven't completely buggered this up."
****
Dean Henry Edwards walked into the campus police stations. It was late. His own offices were all but shut down for the night. The police station, on the other hand, was as busy as it ever was on a weekend.
Drunk, partially dressed coeds sat handcuffed to a row of seats along the wall. The receptionist was having a harried conversation with an older couple at the front desk, while a pair of officers were seconds away from pulling tasers on a struggling suspect.
Just another Saturday night.
He rode the elevator up to the second floor, intent on having a word with the chief of police. He sensed it the moment he stepped off the elevator. The subtle sense of recently used magic permeated the air.
He turned away from the direction of the police chief's office and down the narrow hallways that led towards the modest offices used by the detectives. His search led him to the office of one Detective Palmer. It was a name he thought he recognized.
Low level member of the order? He thought.
He reached up and knocked on the door. The moment his hand came in contact with the well-worn wood of the door he felt it. There was dark magic present in the next room.
He knocked harder on the door. Buying himself a moment to gather his magic around him. A giggle of the hand showed that the door was unlocked.
He thought he heard someone begin to cry out.
Steeling himself for what he might find on the other side, he threw open the door and barged into the room. He took in a sharp inhale of breath. The room reeked of magic and fear. Signs of violence littered the room. A desk sat overturned along the side of the room. Dried blood caked the floor. The sticky sweet smell of burned flesh assaulted his nostrils, threatening to empty his stomach onto the floor.
He heard a large movement of air coming from just outside. Running to the open window, he could just make out the simmering image of a veil being cast in the distance.
****
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It's October, my favorite month of the year. I needed a little break from writing, "Fallen Snow," in order to clear my head and get myself motivated to write again. To that end, I've written a little something different that I hope you all enjoy.
This entry jumps genres a bit. If that statement worries you, jump to the end and I'll have a small note to give you an idea of what you're getting yourself into. The note at the end is however a spoiler.
I love feedback and constructive criticism. So rate it and let me know what you think. Enjoy!
****
His lungs burned as he ran through the darkness. His feet pounded the pavement, one after another, heavy and exhausted from his flight. The sound of his footsteps echoed across the abandoned street and boarded up storefronts. It made the street seem eerie. A city block was supposed to be a lively place. A bubbling crescendo of noise. Car noise, laughter, kids playing their music too loud, all of the sounds of life. The street he was on was dead silent. It wasn't an encouraging sound.
His throat felt dry as his chest rose and fell in an increasing frantic manner. Sweat beaded on his arms, mixing with the ample blood from his various wounds. The cool autumn air would have felt pleasant on his skin if his head wasn't swimming with dizziness from the beating he'd taken. He continued to run, every step was a fresh agony on his tight, blood filled muscles.
He turned down a dark alley between two brick buildings. He narrowly avoided running head first into a dumpster while taking a tight turn into the alley. His foot hit a glass bottle. It went skittering across the asphalt in front of him.
Alex had fucked up; he'd fucked up bad. He'd barrowed money from the wrong people and they wanted payment. God he was an idiot. One cute girl shows up in his life with a sad story and a killer set of tits, and he decides to end his 19-year streak of staying out of trouble. When she told him of her run in with these people he should have ended it right there. Thanks, but no thanks. Instead he got himself involved and when she split town, he found himself saddled with her debt.
How do I get myself into these things?
He didn't need to look behind him to know they were close. He didn't even need to hear the sound of their footsteps behind him. The sound of his own heartbeat rang like an alarm bell in his head, reminding him of the danger he was in. Not much time now, he thought. He could feel the beginnings of a cramp in his left calf. This chase would end soon.
He turned the corner out of the alley. His eyes shot wildly in every direction, taking in his surroundings. He was looking for options and he wasn't seeing much. The few street lights that remained functional painted a grim picture. Small decrepit homes sat opposite crumbling brick storefronts. The pothole marred street was littered with trash. Everywhere he looked he was greeted with boarded up doorways and windows covered in security bars. This must have been a pleasant industrial area, once upon a time. Now it was an urban corner of hell.
This place had been defaced and forgotten by the world a long time ago. It never even occurred to him to knock on the door of one of the few occupied buildings he saw in his path. This was a part of town where hope went to die. Where you kept your doors locked and your ears shut after dark. He wouldn't be getting any help and he knew it.
He ducked into the first abandoned house he came across that wasn't boarded up with plywood. He understood why it wasn't boarded up the moment he crossed the threshold. Every window in the house was broken. The walls were covered in peeling, puke green wallpaper. Portions of it were peppered with the darker, fuzzy splotches of black mold. Decay seemed to ooze off the walls onto a hardwood floor that hadn't seen a drop of lacquer in a long time. His feet crunched on god knew what as he walked on the creaky wood flooring away from the door. The whole place was a cesspool of neglect and rot. The kind of place you wanted a tetanus shot just walking into.
Perfect.
He found a creaky, narrow staircase that descended into the basement. He tentatively placed his foot on the first step, carefully shifting his weight onto the wooden deathtrap. It held. He took the time to take a small sigh of relief before carefully taking his next step. The whole way down he thought he was going to fall through one of the rafters, breaking his leg or worse in the process. He breathed a much larger sigh of relief when his feet finally felt solid ground once more.
Alex surveyed the room around him. Various boxes and assorted garbage had been haphazardly piled against the walls of the room. Portions of the roof and first floor had caved in under half a century of winters. Rays of silver moonlight shown through the gaps, illumination patches of the stained concrete floor.
Not much time now. He needed to hurry. He dashed towards the largest section of shadow in the dimly lit basement. Ducking behind some old boxes, he knelt down to wait.
He tried to hold his breath, to be as quiet as possible. Every breath sounded like a jet engine. Every shift of his weight, on his tired legs, sounded like a gunshot. He could only hope that the men chasing him would pass by the dark house and continue down the street.
He'd started to believe that he had done it, that he had successfully hid from them, when he heard it. The sound of boots on the rotting wood of the first floor sounded like cannon fire to his ears. Shit, he thought. The doorway to the basement was right in the open. There was no way they wouldn't check it.
No choice now, he thought with growing dread. They were going to find him any minute and he knew there was only one person who could help him now.
Her.
He needed to act fast. He swallowed his growing fear and quietly walked over to a bare section of concrete in the center of the room. Kneeling down, he began to drag his wounded hand over the rough, cold floor. In no time he had drawn a rude circle in his own blood. He tore off a piece of his shirt and let it soak thoroughly with his own blood. He knelt down and focused on the more detailed aspects of the summoning circle.
The design was a familiar one. It had been etched into his mind for as long as he could remember. His mother had always told him to be warry of bindings. It was one of the first things he remembered her teaching him. That the demons of the Pit took bargains made of free will deadly serious. The irony of what he was about to do wasn't lost on him.
He'd just completed the summoning circle when he heard them. They must have heard him moving around downstairs. Fuck, he thought.
In his haste, he'd accidently smudged one of the symbols with his knee while crawling out of the circle. A streak of blood now connected two of the symbols, a potentially fatal flaw in the design. He forced himself to a take a breath and forget about the mistake. This wasn't a normal summoning. If he was being completely honest with himself, he knew that it was his blood that would form the real connection.
Alex uttered no spells, no incantations. There were no blood sacrifices or rituals. None of that was necessary. The work was done, now all he had to do was wait. Heavy footsteps pounded down the creaky staircase. He took a deep, calming breath and turned to face the new arrivals.
Two walls of muscle stepped out onto the dirty concrete floor. Goon #1 and Goon #2 looked like they could have been football stars. In fact, given the proximity to the university in town that's probably what they were. A couple of washed out football players, now quite good enough to make it to the pros. Alex doubted that they had developed a gentle temperament from their lot in life. They looked big, mean and dangerous. They also weren't important. Alex turned to the man who stepped in-between them.
The short, balding man was dark of hair. He was dressed in a leather jacket and jeans. The jacket was expensive and would have put off an aura of class if warn by anyone else. Between his gold tooth and greasy skin, Alex felt nothing but nausea and contempt towards the hobbit of a man in front of him.
"H-Hey Butch."
"Alex, Alex, Alex. Now why d'ya have to run? I thought we were friends." The man opened his hands wide, in an inviting manner as he spoke. A fake, overly friendly smile was plastered on his face. His gold tooth sparkled in the moonlight.
"W-We are Butch."
"Then why d'ya run?" Butch said.
"You said that you'd break both of my legs." His voice shook.
"Well sure," he said in a mock cheerful voice, "but see, that's business. I told you if you didn't get me my money, I would break both of your legs. That doesn't mean we aren't friends."
Alex stared at the man dumfounded. He couldn't quite believe that he was having this conversation. Butch put his hands on the side of Alex's arms in a friendly manner. A slick greasy smile was plastered on his face.
"You're not calling me a liar, now are you?" There was a hint of something darker beneath his overly friendly demeanor.
"No," he said looking away from the man's stare, "of course not."
Alex should have saw the punch coming, not that fair warning would have done him any good. Before he knew what hit him, he was doubled over on his knees, his hands over his gut.
"Then why d'ya run?" He'd dropped the cheerful act, now he just sounded pissed. "I don't like running Alex. Gym was never my favorite subject in school. When someone makes me run, it makes me angry."
Alex's lip split open in a gush of blood as Butch's knee connected with his mouth. He lay on the ground now, spitting up blood and worse.
It was then that he felt it. Alex knew when the summoning circle connected. Even doubled over in pain he couldn't have missed it. There was no great flash of light. No dramatics of any kind. One moment he knew; knew it in his bones that the room was empty...and the next moment it wasn't. A shiver ran down his spine as the hair on his arms stood on end. He felt the itchy, overwhelming feeling of eyes watching him out of the darkness. He looked up to find a dark shape standing in the shadows at the edge of the room.
"Hello, child." Said a feminine voice out of the darkness.
"Hello Fatalia." He whispered like a small child. It was strangely fitting considering that he was staring but at the figure, like a child would stare up at an adult.
"Hey, who the fuck are you?" Butch turned to holler at the woman standing in the shadows.
She ignored him.
"You summoned me at last. I knew you would," she said. Alex heard her smile more than he saw it.
"Ya well, you know..." Alex's words trailed off into a pained grimace.
"You're hurt." She said, her tone hardening.
Butch looked between them. He was off balance by the new arrival and the confusion was evident on his face. "What? You looking for a piece of him too? I'm afraid you'll have to get in line sweet tits. He's all mine tonight."
Fatalia shifted her attention to him at last.
"That boy is mine." She said. The room seemed to drop a few degrees. She radiated an icy demeanor that promised violence.
Butch was oblivious to it all, "Ah, but see, tonight, his legs are mine."
"Is that so?" Her words sounded more like a challenge than a question.
The world around them seemed to respond to her words. The shadows grew darker by the second. The sounds of the night dropped off into an eerie, unnatural silence. The two goons looked unnerved. They glanced into the dark corners of the room, straining their eyes to catch a glimpse of something in the abyss. Or maybe they'd started to hear the whispers calling out for them from the night.
"Unless you plan on doing something about it, bitch." Butch was oblivious to what was going on around him. His cocky smile, glittering with his gold tooth, was evidence enough of that.
Alex looked up from the ground. He cast a pleading look at the figure in the shadows. Fresh blood dripped from his split open lip. He wasn't quite sure what he was pleading for exactly. She was as much of a danger to him as Butch was.
Fatalia caught his eye, her expression impossible to read, "You know the rules. You know that I can't act freely in mortal affairs."
"Yes, I know." Alex said in a small voice.
"Oi, stop fucking ignoring me." Butch tried to cut in.
She looked interested now. "You know what it will cost you?"
"Yes."
She looked very interested now, "Then say the words."
He wanted help, but it wasn't help that was being offered, but a choice. One that he had been offered many times before. He never wanted to be in this situation, never wanted to have to make this decision. He'd been dreading it for a long time. No options now, he thought.
"I accept your terms." He said at last.
Fatalia let out a deep, heavy sigh of disbelief. A victorious, almost greedy smiled curled on her lips. A predator that had just been handed her favorite snack.
Butch had long since degraded into profanity laden gibberish. Even that died off when the woman in front of him stepped out of the shadows. Her clothing was fit for a bondage dungeon. Black leather micro skirt, black lace corset, with black fuck me boots to match. Her black lipstick matched her dark clothing and stood in stark contrast to her white, milky complexion.
Alex doubted that they were looking at her clothes. If they were smart, then they'd caught on to the fact that her well-manicured nails had shifted into claws. Or that her eyes were as black as a bottomless pit. Leathery wings were folded behind her back. A pointed tail swayed through the air behind her, catching the moonlight as she stepped forward. The sound of childish whispers had picked up in intensity and volume, to the point where even Butch had noticed them.
"W-What are you?" He asked. There was no profanity now, no confidence, only the small terrified voice of a man confronted with his childhood terrors.
Fatalia's clawed hand shot out. Butch's jaw broke with a sickening snap as her hand entered his mouth. Alex could see where her bloody claws extended out of back of Butch's throat. He watched in horrified fascination as her fingers closed into a fist around the bundle of flesh at the back of this throat. Nerves tore and bones shattered as she pulled the man's spine through his mouth. A horrifying mixture of blood, saliva and spinal fluid spilled onto the floor at her feet. She pulled his blood appendage back towards her, like a whip being pulled back to its owner. It hung loosely at her side, dripping onto the floor, as what remained of the man slumped to the ground. He gave off his last wheezing breath, little more than a fleshy sack at that point.
A shocked silence filled the room as Alex and the two remaining goons stared at the blood soaked goddess in front of them. The silence was shattered as bubbling, childlike cries of terror filled the room.
The two goons had finally realized the danger they were in and attempted to run for the stairs. The concrete turned to quicksand beneath their feet. They moved a couple of more feet as their boots sunk into the sticky bog. Grey hands, the color of the concrete, shot out of the floor. They grabbed a hold of the men, dragging them down into the Pit. Their screams were drowned out by hysterical childish laughter. As the men's fingertips passed below the surface of the floor, the concrete was once again whole and solid. The whispers stopped.
Fatalia turned back towards Alex as she waved her hand over the circle.
The blood forming the ritual circle turned to liquid fire as the portal to the Pit opened below him. A rush of hot, arid air blasted up from the floor. It ruffled his hair and filled the room with the smell of brimstone. Embers floated through the portal, causing flickers of light to dance across his skin. Alex looked down. It was like he was standing on one of those glass walkways. The ground seemed perfectly sound, yet he could look down through the circle and see the glow of flames far below him.
Fatalia stepped into the circle. "You're all mine now." She said.
He was suddenly weightless as the solid ground beneath him vanish. For one agonizing heartbeat it seemed that he might float there, defiant of gravity. Then he began to fall, towards flames and uncertainly.
Darkness took him as he passed out.
****
He awoke in warmth.
His whole body was surrounded by a blissful penetrating warmth, like being curled up in warm bed on a cold winters morning. His thoughts were cloudy. Either unwilling or unable to focus on anything. Like when you first wake up, but haven't quite made the decision to come to full consciousness yet. That murky semi-awareness, that isn't quiet sleep but isn't quiet being awake either. He could have sworn he could hear the slow rhythmic sound of a heart beating. The feeling seemed right somehow, like he was returning to some familiar place. Someplace buried deep in his memories, cut off from time and space.
Memories. The euphoric fog lifted as images of a filthy basement and a blood soaked floor came flooding back to the forefront of his mind. His pleasant thoughts vanished back to the deep confines of his mind as he began to gain awareness of his surroundings. Things that were clear to him until that moment slipped through his fingers, like wisps of smoke in the wind.
He was awake now.
He opened his eyes and immediately recognized the familiar pressure of liquid against his eye balls, only different, thicker. He felt resistance as he tried to move his limbs. He was suspended in a thick syrupy liquid. Like warm honey.
He moved in the direction he thought was up. His sluggish movement made the task difficult. He hit a barrier that prevented him from moving any further upward. Reaching up, he felt it. His fingers hit resistance in the form of a flexible elastic membrane. It would have reminded him of plastic, if didn't feel like clammy human skin. Alex dug his fingers into the fleshy wall. As his fingers began to tear through the material, he tried to ignore the faint sound of screams.
Finally, he managed to claw his way through and his head broke the surface of the fluid. He was in the center of a small pond of golden liquid in the middle of a vast cave.
It was only the rhythmic dripping of water and the earthy aroma of damp stone that told him that he was underground. The place had a lot more in common with a castle than a cave. Smooth stone walls hinted that his place had been in use for a long time. The room was tall, so tall that Alex could barely make out the pointed forms of stalactites hanging from the ceiling.
He pulled himself out of the pool. He didn't shiver as the thick liquid dripped off his body. Despite being as naked as the day he was born, Alex felt no discomfort. The air was hot. It created a pleasant warmth on his skin. He walked away from the pool and followed a well-worn path in the direction he thought would lead him out. The path led out of the cavernous room and into a well-lit tunnel. His way was illuminated by torches jutting out of the wall at regular intervals. Alex tried not to dwell on the all too familiar shape of human skulls that formed the torches.
He had just passed a point where the path branched off into a side cavern, when he heard it. The tell-tale sound of another human being screaming in fear and pain. One of butch's lackeys came scrambling out of the darkness on his hands and knees.
Alex recognized the imposing stature of goon #1. Only he didn't look very imposing at the moment, more like a scared child. He was naked and his face was a sheet of blood as he came crawling towards Alex. He grabbed onto Alex's legs like a drowning man might grab onto a life vest.
"Help me please!"
Alex only stared back dispassionately as small black creatures, with gaping maws filled with sharp teeth, came scampering out of the darkness. They grabbed the downed man, their craws digging into his flesh as they dragged him away.



He babbled incoherently as he tried to fight and claw his way back to the path. One of his fingernails broke as he tried desperately to dig his fingers into the stone floor. It left a crimson streak of blood upon the stone as the creatures dragged him back into the darkness. It was suddenly quiet again. His cries were silenced almost instantaneously, as if swallowed into another world.
It that really just happen?
If it wasn't for the drying blood on the stone floor, he could almost forgive himself for thinking that it was a trick of the mind. A projecting of his own worries onto his perception of the world around.
Alex had no desire to see what that other world looked like. He turned back to the path and continued walking. He could see a patch darkness ahead and grabbed one of the torches to help light his way. One side of the walkway dropped off. He wasn't in a tunnel anymore, but standing on a pathway cut into the wall of a large cavernous room. He couldn't see the other side of the room but he could hear the screams of the damned echoing all around him. He dropped his torch off the side of the path.
He saw them, just before his torch light was swallowed up. An endless field of naked people screaming in agony as nightmarish creatures descending upon them in a never-ending orgy of violence.
Alex visibly gulped as he pressed a little closer to the stone wall.
He was careful to hug the wall as he moved forward. He could see where the line of torches began again. Soon enough, he found himself back a well-lit tunnel. Only this time the path was steadily moving upwards. He left the room and the screams behind him as he started climbing.
Alex exited the cave to find himself in the courtyard of a large castle build against the cliff face. Towers loomed dark against the red stars of an unfamiliar sky. He could see fires on the horizon past the battlements that seemed to close in on him like a prison. The eerie glow sent rays of light streaking across the battlements. A false sunset welcoming the coming night. The light illuminated the ashen plains that surrounded the castle in every direction. A barren wasteland of ash and shadow that stretched for as far as the eye could see.
Lovely.
His legs felt like jelly as he walked out into the clearing. A ruined cathedral sat on the far side of the courtyard, opposite the entrance to the cave. The walls were blackened in places, evidence of a fire sometime in the distant past. Its stain glass windows lay broken in places and defaced in others. Painted additions to the glasswork made a mockery of the religious scenes depicted on them. Alex wondered if the cathedral was a ruin. However, as Alex approached he could see that the wood of the massive doors was impeccable. Freshly polished and beautifully carved.
They were also standing open. An invitation he wasn't sure he wanted to accept. Fighting the sinking feeling in his gut, Alex forced himself to move forward. The time to back out had long since passed.
The room he entered into looked nothing like any cathedral he'd ever been in. The pews had long since been removed, revealing a large expansive room. A large bed, furnished with blood red sheets sat in the center of the room. Along the back wall, where the pulpit should have been, was a massive throne of black obsidian stone. It was there that he walked on shaky legs.
She sat perched lazily on her throne, waiting for him to arrive. He knew she would be. She'd been waiting for him a long time.
Gone was the dominatrix gear she'd been wearing earlier. In its place she wore a pure black sundress that stretched to mid-calf. The dress was...simple. It didn't overly dip down to expose her breasts, nor was it overly short. It was the type of dress a young girl might wear to the park on a Sunday morning. It confused him, that wasn't the type of outfit you'd expect from a succubus of the Pit.
Fatalia stood on bare feet as she extracted herself from the throne. His confusion only lasted a moment before he was reminded of her true nature. She moved like a supermodel showing off a piece of high fashion. The material didn't show off her body so much as it hinted at what lay underneath. The simple dress drew attention to every curve of her body. His eyes were drawn to her pale legs, the dip of her collar bone or the way the fabric moved with every sway of her hips. She made it look like the sexiest thing he'd ever seen.
Alex grew hard as his eyes wondered over her body. He immediately chastised himself for the feeling. There was a whole laundry list of reasons why he shouldn't get aroused by the raven haired succubus now approaching him.
Fatalia's eyes shifted down to his growing erection. She made no comment, although a look of amusement passed across her face.
When she was close enough for him to hear her, she stopped. "Did you enjoy your dip in my pool?"
"I-It was very...sticky." He said. He made a conscious effort to look away from her lithe figure. He couldn't afford any childish mistakes here. Not now, when he'd already verbally agreed to her demands. He needed to get his dick and brain the on same page again.
She looked him over with a keen eye. "Well, it seems to have done its job," she said.
Alex could feel it too. He had awoken well rested and refreshed from the pool. All of his external injuries had been healed. The throbbing pain and dizziness from his beating were gone. Pale, sensitive flesh had replaced the various cuts and abrasions on his body. He felt great, with the exception of the growing ball of nerves in his stomach.
Fatalia strutted towards him, her eyes never leaving his. Although the dress didn't show off her features so much as it teased, Alex could see the movement of her breasts underneath the fabric. It was obvious that she hadn't bothered with a bra to complete the wholesome look. "So ah, here we are." He said nervously as he continued backing away from her.
"Here we are." She agreed.
"I-I like your place."
"An unwilling gift from a fool, who thought he could banish me back to the Pit. I cooked his entire congregation within these walls for his arrogance."
Fucking hell."Well the place seems just as big as the last time I was here."
She didn't stop moving towards him. "Unlikely, given your standpoint at the time." Despite his situation, he couldn't help himself as his eyes once again fell to the sway of her hips or the way the bottom of the dress lifted up slightly with every step.
No, he thought, wrong, way wrong.
The bed caught him by surprise. The back of his calves hit the edge, causing him to lose his balance. He fell backwards onto the red silk sheets.
Fatalia got to the bed a moment later. She dominated his vision as she stood in front of him. His legs were still hanging over the side of the bed. She pressed her legs against his, trapping them against the bed. It caused her hips to thrust forward, accentuating where her dress dipped between her legs. She gave him a smoldering look as she towered over him.
"You know what happens now?"
"You take my soul." He looked at her, wide eyed and scared.
"It's mine. It's always been mine. You tried to deny it for a time but deep down you always knew that this day would come."
"Yes, I knew." He whispered.
"You're scared?" She asked. She tilted her head, an alien expression on her flawless face.
"Of course."
Her lip curled up in a look is disgust, "A byproduct of your mortality. We'll put an end to that soon enough."
That didn't make him feel better in the slightest. Fatalia climbed into his lap. She pulled up the front of her dress as she straddled his waist. She may have been wearing a simple summer dress but that was all she was wearing. Alex could feel the warmth of her pussy against his cock. Her body heat sank into his skin, like a burning coal in palm of his hand. He only hoped he wouldn't get burned by the heat.
Without another word she began to grind against him. She moved her hips in slow circles, causing shivers of pleasure across his groin. His cock was soon coated in her juices. Alex wanted to get lost in the sensation, but knew he shouldn't. The feeling was as heavenly as it was dangerous. He could begin to feel the effect of her venom as it sank into his skin. His skin flushed as his heart beat increased. He was soon painfully erect.
"You can fight me if you'd like." She leaned forward, running her fingers up and down his chest.
"It won't change the outcome but some feel the need to put of a token effort of residence before they submit. I never understood why?"
"They want to feel like they went down fighting." He said.
She snorted softy. "Pointless, they never live long enough to know regret and their souls will never escape to know judgement or praise for their efforts."
She reached down until they were nose to nose. Her hair fell in a curtain around his face. He couldn't make out her expression in the dim light but knew that her attention was focused solely on him. "Why not just accept it and enjoy while it lasts." She reached between his legs and wrapped a clawed hand around his cock. Alex let out a heavy breath as she moved her hand up and down his shaft a few times.
"I can make it so pleasurable before the end." She said.
"Yeah," he croaked, barely following the conversation as she him off.
"You don't need to fight me do you, baby boy?" He could feel her hot breath on his face.
"No." He said, unsure of what else to say.
"Good boy." She said, releasing his cock. "It's important that you do as you are told." She leaned in and kissed him hard. Her lips were fever hot. There was no hesitation on her part. Their kiss more animalistic than any he'd ever experienced. She knew what she wanted and had the drive to take it. Her tongue darted into his mouth and was soon twisting with his own. There was a sense of entitlement behind her actions, like his lips belonged to her.
For Alex's part, he ran his hands over the smooth, pale skin of her hips. They felt like fire in his palms. He pulled away. Just like putting down a hot object, he could feel the heat as it stank into his skin.
She broke off the kiss, leaving him panting on the bed as literal steam rose from his mouth. She straightened her body as she lifted her summer dress above her head. She swiftly threw it over the side of the bed onto the stone floor. They were both naked now. Alex's eyes finally settled upon the sight of her large, perky breasts. A perfect handful that begged to be groped. Alex forced his eyes away from her perfect mounds only to catch the eye of Fatalia. He could see a spark of recognition pass across her face as something occurred to her. He saw, more than he heard her silent commentary as the wheels turned in her head. He realized he'd given her an idea when she flashed him mischievous look.
"I seem to remember you being quite fond of my breasts the last time you were here."
Alex gave her a look. She moved up his body until her breasts were in line with his face. Grabbing a handful of hair, she pressed his head into the mattress before pressing one of her large, pale breasts to his mouth. He felt the small nipple brush against his lips.
"Suck." She said, authority in her voice now.
Well it's not like I have a choice, he thought.
She moaned as he latched onto her breast, sucking her nipple into his mouth. This went on for several moments before Fatalia pressed her breast against his lips more forcefully. He understood why soon enough as liquid flooded his mouth. Alex tried to move away, too disengage his mouth from her breast. She only pressed down harder, denying him of any escape. He involuntarily swallowed the sweet liquid as it filled his mouth to capacity. It burned his throat as it went down. He swallowed several more gulps before she let him up. He turned his head and coughed into the sheets.
"Do you like it?" She laughed, seeming to be enjoying herself.
"What the fuck?!"
"A little something to keep you going. You'll need all of your strength tonight."
He could feel the warmth as it spread though his body. He flexed his muscles, feeling the extra strength there. He knew that the extra strength would come in handy. He also knew that she was playing with him for her own amusement and it pissed him off. "Either get on with it or stop."
"Are you so eager to lose your soul, little one? Well I'm afraid you have to wait a little longer, I've been waiting for this day for a long time and I intend to enjoy myself."
She slid down his body. Her nipples brushed against his skin, causing shivers to run down his spine. She stopped when she was face to face with his cock. She blew on it lightly. The cool air caused it to twitch in response to the sudden stimulus.
"You'll hurt my feeling if you say you want to stop. Besides, this little guy doesn't seem like he wants to stop."
She reached in and gave the head of his cock a small lick with her devilish tongue. It sent a jolt of pleasure that went straight to his head. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as his breathing got heavier. "Still want me to stop?"
Yes, he wanted to say. "Please." He pleaded.
"What do you want?" She asked. "Say it." She added in a harsher, more demanding tone.
She blew on it again. The engorged member twitching around, in desperate search of stimulation.
"Suck it." He said in a hoarse whisper. Her smile was almost enough to make him cum, right then and there.
"Good boy." She sank her mouth all the way to the base of his cock in one swift motion. His head fell back onto the sheets in a sigh of pleasure. His hips bucked upward in an attempt to get even deeper into the tight, hot confines of her throat. She backed off his cock, until only the head remained perched on the edge of her lips, before plunging his full length back into her throat once more. She did this several more times before she began to blow him in earnest. She picked up the pace as her head bobbed up and down on his shaft. Her lips were clamped down on his cock in an iron grip, providing the kind of suction no moral could ever give.
Alex felt her tail as it snaked between his legs to bush past the tight rosebud of his ass.
Oh hell no, he thought.
She stopped bobbing here head. He looked down to see the amused expression on her face as she managed to smile without releasing his cock. She swirled her tongue around his shaft, sending jolts of pleasure radiating across his nerve endings. Then her tail withdrew and she winked at him.
She's fucking with me, he thought.
He felt a new sensation as he felt something wrap around his balls. Her tail began massaging his sack, adding a whole new dimension of pleasure to her mind-blowing blowjob.
Alex clutched the sheets with his hands. He squirmed on the bed, is body involuntarily riding the wave of pleasure sweeping through him. Fatalia's mouth released his cock with an audible pop that left him gasping from the sudden lack of stimulation.
"Enough foreplay. Time for the main event."
Alex could feel the shift in her demeanor almost immediately. Play time was over and she was in no mood for further delays. She spread her thighs, lining up her wet sex with his cock. The head had only just brushed against the hot, silky folds of her sex when it latched onto him. She sank down onto his erection. Although from Alex's point of view it was more like he was pulled into the fleshy maw of her pussy.
Oh wow, he thought.
He lost his train of through as pleasure exploded all of his body, banishing away his worries to the deepest recesses of his brain. Fatalia never broke eye contact as she sank down on his cock. His thoughts clouded over as he lost himself in her eyes. The deep hollow void seemed to speak to him, as if it was reaching out to him from the darkness. As he felt her weight settle in his lap, he couldn't help but feel a sense of completion.
"Yes," she hissed. "You have no idea how long I've waited for this."
Fatalia leaned forward and gave him a quick peck on the lips. She slowly raised her hips until only the head remained inside or her. She let gravity do the work as she sank back down his shaft. She let out a long heavily sigh of pleasure.
She repeated the process a second time, only this time faster. On the third, she was no longer content to let gravity do the work anymore, she pushed her hips down, increasing the pace.
She wrapped her hands around his neck to steady herself. She used the increased leverage to fuck him hard and fast. The only sound that could be heard in the room were their heavy breathing and soft animalist grunts of pleasure. Although, even in the mist of the most mind blowing sex he'd ever experienced, Alex couldn't shake the feel that they were being watched. He stole a glance past Fatalia's glistening body to look at the room behind her. He could have sworn he saw eyes in the shadows anxiously watching the action on the bed.
His attention snapped back to the woman in front of him. She'd taken his entire shaft inside of her pussy only to stop. She took a moment to grind her hips in a circular motion, to his great delight, before she continued bouncing on his cock. That almost sent him over the edge.
No, not yet. He needed to resist the urge to come for as long as he could. Ultimately, he knew it was inevitable. He felt the first sensation of his coming orgasm, deep in his balls.
Her breasts bounced with every downward thrust. Alex wasn't sure how much longer he was going to last. Sweat beaded on his flushed skin. His breathing came out in hard gasps in time with every powerful moment of her hips. He was powerless to prevent what was coming.
Her fingernails dug into his flesh as her movements became faster, more frantic, until they both tipped over the edge. Her mouth opened in a scream of pleasure.
"Finally!" She screamed, a desperate wonder in her voice
Alex was wrapped in a tight embrace. He felt arms wrap around his chest and then leather wings wrap around his torso, smothering him against her lithe body. His head was pressed up against her breasts as his orgasm ripped through him. He felt the energy drain immediately. With every pump of his balls into Fatalia's waiting pussy, he felt his energy go with it.
This is it, he thought. His mind drifted to warm memories of his childhood as conciseness started to slip away from him. Was this his life passing before his eyes?
"Mine!" She screamed out into the night. She never let go of Alex, she held him tightly to her breast as her own orgasm ripped through her.
His vision narrowed as his orgasm continued to wash over him, until the only thing in his vision was the darkly angelic face of Fatalia staring at him with eyes devoid of light. He felt strangely at peace as darkness took him. Like this was exactly where he needed to be.
****
He awoke in warmth yet again, only this time he was dry. His eyes drifted open as his conscious thoughts flooded back to him. He looked around, taking in his surroundings. He was still in the ruined church, still in hell. His head lay in the lap of the raven haired succubus towering above him. She was staring down at him, an unreadable expression of her flawless face. His lips were dry. He licked them before attempting to speak.
"Mother." He whispered.
The cold emotionless mask of her face broke into the smallest of smiles.
"Male of my flesh." She said with genuine affection. She brushed his hair off of his face before running her claws gentle across his cheek, like she was afraid he might shatter if she used even the slightest amount of force. She ran her clawed hands over his scalp. She could just barely feel his tiny horns as they grew out of his skull. His eyes glowed faintly orange against the backdrop of her darkened throne room.
Alex closed his eyes. For better or worse, it was all over now.



Alex knew what he was agreeing to when he summoned her. What it would cost him. His soul in exchange for his life. He just didn't need is soul in order to live.
Fatalia reached down and kissed his forehead, right between the tiny nubs of his horns. Alex started to ask something before a finger was put to his lips.
"Rest now, blood of my blood, you're safe here with me...forever."
Without another word, Fatalia extracted herself from the bed and walked out of the room, leaving Alex to rest. A satisfied smirk pushed up the corners of her mouth. Her arms crossed around the front of her flat stomach. She could feel the ember of warmth from his soul, where it would lay for all eternity in the deepest pit of her body. Right next to her womb, where he'd once grown inside of her. The circumstances surrounding his choice didn't matter to her. He'd chosen of his own free will to cast away his father's humanity and embrace his true nature.
Her son was home.
****
Note: This story contains incest. Wonderfully, devilish incest. You've been warned.
I originally heard the phrase, "Male of my flesh," somewhere else. Although don't ask me where because I don't remember. That one innocent phrase spent a few months rattling around my brain until I decided to craft this story out of it. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
I have a much delayed edit coming out for Chapter 4 of "Falling Snow." Nothing major in turns of edits, little stuff. After that, I'll be working on Chapter 5, which will be out before Christmas.
Hope you all enjoyed it. I read all comments, both public and private, even if I'm not always the best at responding. So vote and let me know what you think. -NP
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Tom's head was in the clouds.
He wasn't quite sure where he was or why he was there. His muddled brain wouldn't allow him to focus on such trivial concerns. Soft, powdery earth cushioned his back, sweat cooled on his skin and Tom felt none of it. His thoughts floated listlessly, focusing on nothing and everything at once. His eyes however, were opened wide, his focus off in the distance. A voice in the back of his head told him that he needed to get up, that there was something important that he was forgetting. But for the moment, he seemed content to stare up at the sky.
He was sure that he'd never seen anything quite like it. Great fluffy masses of clouds drifted lazily across his vision. It reminded him of a painting. Like visiting the art galleries as a child and looking at the masterworks of great painters. He could have sworn that he could see every brushstroke. The pale blue color of the sky was like looking out at the ocean, expanding endlessly out to the edges of the world. Great masses of clouds drifted across the sky, like great continents across an endless sea. It all seemed so far away and yet so close. Looking up at that great landmass, he must seem like a giant. If he could only reach his hand out; he was sure he could touch it.
Soft blue gave way to the darker colors of rain soaked thunderheads. A storm was coming. Even his sluggish brain recognized that. The sky was still blue but it was clear it wouldn't be for much longer. The clouds were darkening as they swallowed up the sunshine streaming through the breaks in the cloud cover.
A shadow fell on him as a female figure stepped into his vision, blocking one of the last patches of sunshine and creating a halo of light around her body. It casted her features in shadow, hiding her identity from him. Tom's brain struggled to put the pieces together. She seemed to familiar. Wasn't he supposed to be doing something right now?
Finally, his eyes adjusted to the changing light as the face of Aresta came into focus
"Get up. The lesson isn't over yet."
Tom remembered to breathe.
He took in a ragged breath as wonderful oxygen returned to his lungs. He rolled over onto his side and coughed into the powdery dirt as everything came rushing back to him. The fight. The explosion. Tom rose to a sitting position, his ears still ringing from the explosion that sent him to his back. Stars danced in his vision as he started to get a handle over himself again.
Aresta stood over him, bouncing a fireball in the palm of one clawed hand, a smug expression on her face. That's right, he thought, combat lessons.
"Had enough little Tommy boy, want to call it a day?" Aresta said, in a mocking tone.
"Fuck that." He said. A touch of defiance and irritation creeping into his tone.
Tom stood up on shaky legs before getting his balance under him. He cursed the muggy, humid weather as he wiped sweat from his brow. His shirt was sticky against his damp skin. Even as the sunshine vanished, heat still radiated off the ground. A mocking reminder that the promised reprieve of rain had yet to arrive. The heat right before the rain was always the worst part of summer rain storms.
Muggy, hot and sticky, he thought, as he surveyed his surroundings.
They were in a rock quarry on the outskirts of town, in the midst of a combat lesson. Although, Tom wouldn't quite call it a lesson. Aresta would have to be teaching him something for it to qualify as a lesson. He wasn't sure trying to stay alive as she threw fireballs at him qualified as a lesson plan.
Aresta launched another fireball at him before he had a chance to fully regain his breath. He saw it coming and stepped to the side, allowing the ball of reddish flame to soar past him and impact the cliff face behind him.
"Enough fucking around. Defend yourself." She barked.
Tom squared his shoulders with the fiery demon. Aresta was in her demon form. Leathery wings and pale red skin, contrasted with bright pink hair and piercing eyes that glowed slightly in the dying light. He forced his muscles to unclench as he felt the flow of magic down the nerve endings of his arms. His fingertips tingled with energy, unformed spells itching to be used.
"Begi-." Tom barely had time to get a shield up before the blast hit him. He reached out with his senses. He imagined his magic flowing out into the form of a barrier in front of him. A dome of bluish light appeared just a few inches in front of his outstretched arms. A column of fire about a foot-wide hit dead center of his shield. As it came in contact with his magic it spread out across the curvature of his shield. Tom clenched his teeth as he forced more magic into the spell. The flames never touched his skin and yet he felt the impact as a physical force against his body.
Just as quickly as the attack began, it ended. Tom had to stop himself from sagging over in exhaustion as the flow of energy to his shield ceased.
"You're holding back, what are you scared of?"
"I'm not scared." He yelled before going on the offensive.
He threw a short arc of electricity at Aresta. His offensive magic was still to dispersed and inaccurate to be of any real threat to her. She avoided the attack with a single beat of her leathery wings, which carried her only a few feet out of his range.
Aresta laughed at his attempt at an attack. Tom let out a frustrated grunt. He could taste the electricity in the air for all the good that it did. They'd been at it for a few hours with much the same effect. Tom barely fighting off Aresta's attacks, while trying to launch his own ineffective counterattacks.
"You can't honestly expect to be the master of succubi if you can't even land a single blow."
Aresta looked over at where he stood some 15 feet away and gazed at him with a sharp look. Tom didn't understand why she seemed so angry. It wasn't that long ago that he was just a virgin geek. He thought that he was progressing nicely. Especially when you consider that a few months ago, he would have considered getting a girl's number to be a major coup de grace.
"Or maybe you're not interested in becoming a master at all. Maybe, all you want to be is Shyira's little pet."
Tom raised his eyebrows at that. "I'm not-"
"Isn't that all that you are," Aresta said, ignoring his reply, "Shyira's little pet?"
"I. Am. Not. Shyira's. Pet." He said, gritting his teeth.
"Oh no? Ever wonder why your shield is blue?"
That gave Tom pause, but he wasn't about to allow Aresta to see it. Whatever, he thought, I'll show her who's the pet.
"Let's go!" He yelled back.
Aresta raised her clawed hands to ready another blast of energy. Tom didn't give her the chance. He stepped forward into a dead sprint towards the demonic seductress, his shoes kicking up soft, powdery earth as he went.
Aresta's eyes widened slightly at his charge. It was clear to him that he'd done something she wasn't expecting. Aresta was hardly the type of demon to backpedal in order to buy herself some distance. Instead, she gave him a wolfish smile as she hunched her shoulders and readied her spell with a new sense of determination. Tom was more than half way too her now and Aresta had finally gathered the necessary energy and honed in on him.
"Aer'omura!" She yelled. Rather than send another column of fire at him, she decided to stop his charge dead in his tracks. She sent a blast of compressed air heading his way with an audible whoosh.
Tom threw his arms out in front of him and channeled energy, yet again, into the bluish done of his shield. Only this time he angled the shield down. When Aresta's blast of air hit, it was deflected down into the powdery silt. A cloud of dust shot up 20 feet in every direction. It went from clear, to dust storm in a matter of seconds.
Tom dug his shoes into the dirt as he stumbled forward, his forward momentum thrown off balance by the clash of energy. Still he was moving forward. He just couldn't see anything with the giant cloud of rock dust now obscuring his vision.
He went in the direction he last saw Aresta standing and just hoped that he wouldn't sail past her. She came into a focus a split second before he slammed into her. Tom latched onto her upper body, his head smashing into her petite breasts. He allowed his momentum to carry the two of them to the ground in a confused tangle of feet and wings. Aresta struggled, but Tom had come down at a much better angle and he soon found himself on top. Aresta lay on her back, with Tom kneeling right above her. His legs were to the sides of her hips, with both of his hands to the side of her head. The position allowed the pair to look into each other's eyes.
"I got you," he said breathless, a stupid grin on his face.
Aresta stared at him. Her lips subtly partied as she gazed into his eyes. Her muscles slowly relaxed after their fight. Her demeanor was a mirror image of the day they met, when she fought with Shyira and submitted to her. This is it, he thought, it's just like Shyira said. Tom's eyes fell to the pink lip gloss coating her perfectly kissable lips. The look was a little girlish for someone trying to imitate a college student, but Tom liked it. It reminded him of the endless years of his school life. Of all of those years of stealing looks at girls he couldn't have, daydreaming about high school romances he never got to experience. He momentarily forgot where he was as the weight of his memories, of his longing for something different, settled over him. He was transfixed with those lips as he leaned in for a kiss.
Aresta's punch connected with the side of Tom's jaw. Stars exploded in his vision. She took advantage of his stunned state to shift Tom's balance and extract herself from him. He recovered enough to grab her foot as she tried to scramble away. Aresta tripped and fell to the ground once again. Using his grip on her ankle, Tom used his arms to pull himself back on top of her.
"Bitch." He said suddenly angry.
"I'm not Shyira. I'm not so easily wooed. If you want me you've got to take me."
Fine have it your way, he thought.
The two of them rolled around on the ground, caught in a frantic struggle of limbs and claws. Just when it seemed that one of them had the upper hand, the other would find some new sense of balance or leverage to put the other on their back.
Tom was getting tired. He recognized the familiar burn of extended use of his muscles, without break or some sort of reprieve from heavy use. Despite the strange increase of his strength of late, he was finding that he simply didn't have the stamina to keep up the fight for much longer. His muscles were tight with the increased blood flow. He felt great, better than he'd felt in a long time, but still sensed that the end was near. The wall of exhaustion was fast approaching and he seemed powerless to come up with a way of ending the fight before he smashed into it.
Aresta used his momentary lapse in concentration to take the upper hand once again. She used her leathery wings as leverage against the ground. She turned a lunge of her upper body into a roll that ended with Tom on his back is a weak position.
In desperation, Tom grabbed onto the only thing within his reach, Aresta's pointed black tail. With a yelp, her demeanor changed in an instant. The fight drained out of her muscles. Her breathing became heavier as a flush to match her red hair crept up her pale cheeks.
Aresta's shredded clothes proved little more than a hindrance to him. He ripped her bottoms off with one hand, while careful to keep the other clasped around her tail. He gave the appendage a cautious squeeze, which produced a soft, breathy moan from the suddenly tame succubus.
"Bastard." She said.
His own clothes proved to be a much more daunting task as he fumbled for his shorts, careful to keep his weight on top of Aresta, pushing her chest into the dirt. Her black tail was still firmly in his grasp. He pulled is shorts down to his knees as he fumbled to line up his cock with her sex.
A much loader yelp greeted his ears has his cock slammed into the velvety embrace of her pussy. Inhuman muscles seemed to welcome his penetration even as their owner gave one last struggle. Finally, comfortable in his position over her, Tom let go of Aresta's tail only to grab a hand full of pink hair as he pushed her cheek into the dirt.
Tom forced his aching muscles to corporate as began to fuck Aresta hard. His hips slammed into her pillowy bubble butt, as he put as much force as possible into every thrust. He was too amped up on adrenaline to do anything else. Besides he was pissed. He was no one's pet, a point he intended to demonstrate.
Aresta had finally ceased her struggling. Tom grunted with every thrust, Aresta's breath stirred up the dirt with every moan. For Tom's part, he was in heaven. She still had nothing on Shyira, but something about the situation had Tom really hot and bothered. Being the aggressor in bed wasn't exactly in line with his character and if he stopped and thought about it, he would start to wonder what had come over him.
There was just something raw and aggressive about Aresta's personality. He could understand why she was a peer to Shyira, he considered Aresta second to only Shyira in pure sexuality. Tom had always considered himself to be breasts man, but as he fucked Aresta, his hips slamming into her perfect bubble butt, he was beginning to understand the appeal.
He began to feel the familiar feeling of an approaching orgasm. The feeling started in his legs and rapidly moved towards his balls. It only made him hold her hair tighter, thrust his hips harder. Then he was going over the cliff. With one final thrust, he emptied his balls into Aresta's waiting sex. He could feel the now familiar effects of the energy drain as the succubus under him, fed, but it seemed more subdued than normal. Something else to think on if he ever recovered enough blood from his dick for his brain to function again.
Aresta gave out a throaty grunt as all the muscles in her body went lax.
With the last of his load expended into Aresta's ass, Tom rolled over onto his back. Aresta followed his motion a moment later as the two of them found themselves staring up at the darkening sky. Their breaths came out in a perfect unison of ragged breathing.
"I'll fucking kill you for this someday." In the smallest of whispers, she added, "Master."
Tom failed to hear her final word. He sat staring up at the sky. The sweat cooled on his skin as a single rain drop hit his forehead. He wondered if his laughter could be heard all the way back at campus.
Why can't I ever meet a nice, normal girl who will treat me with love and respect? He mused.
****
Tom looked down as he walked. An old habit from his earlier years at school. Keep your head down, stay out of trouble. Until very recently these were words he lived by. It also meant that occasionally he got snuck up on by things right in front of him.
The first rain drops had just begun to fall on the sidewalk at his feet. He could see the grey concrete turning steadily darker as it absorbed the moisture. He was trying to tell if the rate of rainfall was increasing or not. He still had a few minutes left to walk to his biology lab and he was worried about arriving soaked. Tom also didn't feel like running in the humid weather. He was acutely aware of the heavy, exhausted feeling in his muscles.
"Are you a fucking idiot?"
He looked up. Sara stood in front of him, blocking his way forward. Her arms were crossed in front of her, emphasizing her chest. She wore a tight black sweater that was failing to hide her ample bust and a conservative knee length skirt. She also wore a smug, irritated expression on her face.
"What?" He said.
"You heard me. Don't you know where you're going?" She said.
"The botanical gardens?" He said, confusion in his voice. "We have a biology lab there today."
"Oh, no you don't," she said in a manner of fact way, "Emerald Meadows Botanical Garden is off limits to our kind. Hell, if should be off limits to all humans. It's too dangerous."
"Sara, what the hell are you talking about? You're in my way, I'm going to be late to class."
Tom went to take a step, only to be blocked by Sara stepping onto his path.
"Things live in there, Tom. Things that don't like their territory encroached on. Especially by someone like you."
What the hell was that supposed to mean, he thought. Tom went from mildly interested to annoyed by Sara's presence in a single sentence. Besides, he suspected that something else entirely was going on.
He gave her a pointed look. "You're scared."
Her eyes narrowed, her jaw visible stiffening.
"I'm not scared." She said through gritted teeth.
Bingo. Tom almost smiled. "There's no reason not to come to class then."
"Tom, it took ten wizards to extract the last idiot to wander in there."
Tom didn't respond, his eyes were already wandering past her, to the mist clad glass building in the near distance. Since when did it get so close? He was really lost in his own thoughts today.
"Hello!". Sara snapped her fingers in front of his face. "They found him in five pieces, Tom." She said exasperated.
He felt the familiar soreness from his earlier fight. His muscles still had the post workout feeling of being, "Pumped." He once heard a bodybuilder described it as being better than coming. Tom doubted that. But still, he felt good; strong, powerful and most importantly in control. The image of Aresta's exhausted yet satisfies form at his feet passed through his head. A small smile threatened to creep onto his face. Whatever, he thought, I can handle myself.
"Ya, you're scared." He said simply.
Tom walked past her gawking face without a second glance. The rain was picking up now and he wanted to get out of it before it started really coming down. A moment later her heard Sara's sneakers hurrying to catch up with him. He gave her a sideways glance.
"Coming with then?" He said with some amusement.
"Shut up! You'd probably get killed without me."
Tom only smiled in response.
They both grew quiet as they approached the group of students standing outside the entrance. The cloud cover was low, nearly obscuring the top of the building. Rain drops already coated the vast planes of glass that formed the walls of the green houses. The sign reading, "Emerald Meadows Botanical Garden," loomed menacingly above the entrance, a silent reminder that they were about to enter a strange new world.
****
Shyira sat on the edge of the couch in the living room of Tom's small apartment. She absentmindedly filed her nails as if waiting for something to happen. The front door slammed open, announcing the return of Aresta. Shyira crinkled her nose at the sight of her dirty, disheveled figure as she came tromping into the room. Her clothing was shredded in areas. Her entire body was covered in a layer of dust and grim that didn't quite conceal the splotch of dried cum on the inside of her thighs.
"I'd call you a dirty whore if I didn't think you'd take it as a compliment." Shyira said.
"Ya, well your boy decided he wanted to play dirty."
"Oh," she said, eyeing the inside of her thighs, "and what kind of dirty did he play?"
"Well he got the job done, if that's what you're asking."
Shyira set the nail file down on the coffee table as she leaned forward, her full attention now on the dust mop in front of her. "So how did he do?"
"Passable."
A small smirk pushed up the corners of Shyira's lips. "Just passable?" She said mildly.
"OK, the boy did great. Is that what you want to fucking hear?"
Shyira's smile only deepened. "That's good to hear, but my patience with you is wearing thin. Refer to your Master as, "boy," again and I'll rip your tongue from your insolent lips."



She made the statement so mildly and without inflection in her voice, that it took a moment for Aresta to catch up with the conversation. She froze, her tail stiffening as tension filled her muscles. Her eyes widened. Her head slowly turned to look at Shyira. She starred at the white-haired succubus a moment before answering.
"I meant no disrespect towards, "OUR," Master," she said, emphasizing the word.
"Good." Shyira said mildly, "Anything else?"
Aresta let out a sigh of relief as the tension in the room moved down a notch. Although you would have never known it by looking at Shyira. She had never as so much as raised her voice.
"You're aware of where he's going today?" Aresta asked.
"Yes," she said, looking thoughtful, "we may have to do something about that."
****
The pitter patter of rain had just begun to beat on the glass in earnest as Tom and his fellow students shuffled into the main greenhouse.
A chill had settled into the pit of his stomach. The hair on the back of his head stood on end and he couldn't quite place the reason why. The temperature in the sun starved greenhouse seemed to be dropping by the minute as heat leached out into the rainy afternoon. Or was that just Tom's imagination? There was a cold feeling creeping up on him. Like he was a character in a horror movie, who had just passed the threshold of the old creepy house. If he was the person watching the movie, this would be the part where he would yell, 'Don't go in there, you idiot.' Of course, he didn't need anyone else to yell that at him, he had Sara for that.
For her part, Sara was shooting nervous glances all around them as they walked down the path towards the pond in the center of the room. Their professor was droning on about plant biology and the objective for today's lesson. Normally Tom would be listening intently, he loved Biology. It was one of the few courses he'd taken at university that didn't seem like a massive waste of time and money.
"We really shouldn't be here." She said. Tom was starting to agree with her but wasn't about to say it out loud.
"Chickening out already?" Tom said.
"I'm serious Tom," she said, her voice sounding more nervous by the second.
They arrived at the center of the room and Tom took a moment to look around.
Their group stood at the edge of a large pond in the center of the greenhouse. The path that they had followed snaked through dense foliage that filled up the entire room. Everywhere Tom looked he could see thick lush plants. Trees could be seen scattered across the room, but it was the thick underbrush that blanketed the ground like a green carpet.
I bet you could hide in that underbrush and no one would be able to see you coming, he thought nervously.
The professor was explaining their tasks for the day's lecture and despite his nerves Tom was making an attempt to hear him over Sara's constant whining. It appeared that he wasn't the only one annoyed by her. They had caught the attention of some of the students around them. One wheezily looking busy body and turned to them just as Sara started to speak again.
"Tom, I-" She began.
"SHHH." He said, his fingers pressed to his lips in an admonishing gesture.
Sara shot him look of pure disgust. "You're not important."
"Are you even in this class?" He asked.
"I am today." She said, before completely dismissing him.
Sara turned to Tom to continue their ongoing argument when her eyes suddenly widened. Tom turned towards the direction of the pond in time to see a greenish mist rise up from the water.
"Oh shit, here we go." She said.
Tom had just begun to turn back towards her when the dizziness hit him. His vision began to blur, but not before he noted Sara pulling a wand out of her pocket and taking a defensive posture. His footing faltered and suddenly the ground was approaching rapidly towards the center of his vision.
****
Tom slowly drifted back to consciousness.
"-OM." It was like the words were coming from the end of a long tunnel. "TOM, YOU IDIOT WAKE UP!"
Tom's eyes drifted into focus. The grass was pressed against his cheek. His head swam with dizziness as he regained control of his limbs. He stood after a moment and took stock of their situation.
Sara was in a defensive posture, her back to him. Her wand was held out in front of her. He could see smoking piles of ash in a ring around her. A faintly purple dome of light surrounded them, keeping the greenish mist at bay.
Just outside of easy spell distance was a large group of woodland creatures in a semi-circle around them. Some stood on two legs, while others stood on four. Some of them almost looked like normal animals, only not quite. A reflective greenish tint in the eyes of a wolf, a fox that blinked sideways like an owl, their features were just off enough to qualify for the uncanny valley
Other creatures looked nothing like normal animals. Tom almost didn't see them at first. They blended in almost completely into the underbrush. If it wasn't for what they were doing he never would have seen them.
A group of humanoid creatures made entirely of vines wound themselves around the unconscious bodies of his fellow classmates. The creatures were undoubtedly female, as Tom could make out the shape of their greenish breasts. The tip of a vine poked out of their skin where their nipples should have been. They leaked a green sap that several of them were feeding to the unconscious forms of the fallen students. He understood the purpose of the substance as more vines crawled out of the ground and snaked into the pants of his fellow students.
"An aphrodisiac." He guessed. They planned on milking them dry.
Tom had started to take a step towards them when he heard it. Girlish giggling radiated from the pond behind him.
"I'd be more worried about yourself if I was you."
The body of water behind him was without a doubt, a pond. Lilly pads floated on the surface. Green algae seemed to cling to every surface. Tom could smell the swampy organic soup of a 'not quite' healthy body of water.
It was there among the lily pads that he saw them, amber eyes staring back out of brackish water. They were surfacing, he could see their greenish smiles as they emerged out of the murky water.
Sara took her eyes off the mass of forest creatures just long enough to shoot Tom a worried glance. He could almost hear her silent demand, 'Get us out of here.'
Tom's sight landed on the lead girl. Her body was pale and naked, but not the type of pale of Shyira's ivory skin tone. Her skin was the waxy white of a bloated corpse that had been left in the water for a day too long. As she emerged from the water her midnight black hair clung to her wet skin, completing the analogy of a drowned corpse.
Her figure was lithe and girlish. All smooth curves and young perfection. She should have been gorgeous, but while Tom found his succubi's demonic features to be hot, something about her was setting his teeth on edge. She floated there. Her upper body and pert breast in full view, in no way distracted him from the dead eyes staring back at him.
As more of the girls emerged from the water his sense of dread only increased. They were identical. No not identical, he thought, but close enough to be mistaken for sisters. They had an unnatural uniformness that was just wrong. Human beings were unique. They were individuals. The girls looked, acted and....felt like they were cut from the same mold.
"Come into the water and play with us." She urged.
"Fuck that."
Tom took a step back into Sara's defensive circle. She gave him an expectative look that just screamed, "fix this."
In truth, Tom was terrified. But he didn't want to admit it, either to himself or to her.
One of the plant creatures had edged to close to the pair for comfort. Tom flicked his wrist and yelled, "take that clorofiend," as he sent a small fire ball whizzing towards the creature. It quickly backpedaled to return to the other creatures.
"Don't I just pick the best spots for dates?" He flashed Sara a fake jovial smile.
"Dork, she said, "get me out of this and I'll let you take me on a real one."
"Enough!" The girl from the lake screamed. "You have entered our domain mortal. Answer our riddle or stay and play with us."
The collection of students, entangled by the vine creatures, were being slowly dragged into the loose earth of the green house. Many of them had already been pulled in down to their waists. They were unconscious, yet their faces were flush with excitement and their breathing was heavy. Tom wasn't sure he wanted to know what was happening under the soil.
"Speak lady and we will listen." Sara said in a very formal manner.
Tom turned back to see that Sara was speaking with her head inclined in an old-world show of respect. Sara was brash enough around him that he'd almost forgotten that she was upper class. He was sure that he would never be able to match the same level of respect she was now displaying. The lead girl from the pond inclined her head, ever so slightly in return.
"What walks on four legs in the morning, two legs in the afternoon, and three legs in the evening?"
Any pretense of formality and respect dropped out of Sara's voice. "Are you fucking kidding me? When was the last century you used that riddle?"
"If you don't know the answer then you must..." The creature seemed offended.
Sara rolled her eyes, cutting her off. "The answer is a human being, they teach that one in even the most downtrodden of schools these days," she turned to Tom, "now let us go."
Girlish lips opened in shock, eyes darted around the room in shock. Finally, she said. "Thrice we must ask, thrice you must answer."
"That wasn't the deal." Tom said.
The tension in the room went up several notches. The mob of woodland creatures inched closer. "Play with us." They chanted in eerie unison.
"Deceitful bitches." Sara said.
Tom and Sara turned back to back, ready to face the coming onslaught. Before it could begin a commotion from across the pond caught everyone's attention. Tom could have sworn he felt the change in air before he actually saw her. A lithe figure strutted across the surface of the pond.
It was Shyira and she was...walking on water. A moment before each of her steps could break the surface of the water, the water froze, creating a path for her to walk on. The girl's pond was turned into her very on runway.
"Show off." Sara murmured.
Shyira came to a stop in front of the ladies of the pond.
"Now what do we have here?" Shyira asked, one manicured finger set to her jaw in a pose of contemplation.
"Go away! Woman of the frost. This is our territory; this matter doesn't concern you." One of the girls shrieked.
Shyira's eyes narrowed slightly, "Now don't be rude. Doesn't guest right mean anything to you?"
"They must answer our questions or stay and entertain us." The girl said.
"We answered their questions fairly, they refuse to let us leave." Sara said.
"Is that right?" Shyira asked. Stepping closer to the girl, she kneeled down on a platform of ice until she could stare into the cold dead eyes in front of her.
"Go AWAY, Queen of Winter. They must stay and play with us."
Queen of Winter? Tom thought.
"Now, we can't have that, now can we?" Shyira's sugar sweet tone turned into something sharp and deadly as she finished the sentence.
Shyira reached down and gently grabbed a hold of the upper arm of the creature in front of her. Her feather light touch gave no warning before frost erupted across the creature's skin. A look of horror passed across her face, as she tried to pull away from Shyira grasp, her pale skin was pulled taunt, increasingly brittle with the dropping temperature. Shyira smiled a small smile as, with one final pull, the creature finally pulled away...without her arms. She screamed in agony as her skin continued to freeze, until she was little more than a froze chunk of ice floating on the surface of the water.
"Oh, do be quiet." Shyira said coldly.
The lead girl gave Shyira a look of pure hate and venom as she took a step back from her.
"Nice trick. Do you really think your little theatrics are going to save you?"
Shyira put her hand up to her mouth and laughed a mocking little giggle.
"Oh sunshine, I'm not the cavalry, I'm the diversion."
A curtain of fire erupted behind him as the front rank of creatures were engulfed in flame. Aresta flew through the air in all of her demonic glory. Her leathery wings kept her aloft as she swooped down to deliver columns of fire down upon her enemies.
Shyira's eyes glowed with a dispassionate, cold anger from the firestorm erupting on the other side of the room.
"Now, where were w...," Shyira began to say.
One of the ladies gave a scream of pure agony before she lunged at Shyira. The look in her eyes was one of pure fanaticism, a perfect zeal of madness. Shyira's eyes widened slightly in surprise. Shyira's clawed hands shot out and snapped the woman's neck before she could lay hands on her.
One of the forest creatures closer to Tom, gave off its own battle cry and charged him. He raised his hand in a panic and sent a ball of fire towards the creature. Tom seemed to watch in slow motion as the ball of fire connected with its target. Greenish skin turned black as the fire burned. The revolting smell washed over him as the creature stumbled. It smelt of burnt grass and death. The creature went down in a smoldering heap, but not before letting out one last cry of fury as it sent out a projectile of its own wooden flesh streaking towards him.
Tom jumped to one side in an attempt to dodge the projectile, but not before it had cut a scarlet line of blood into the side of his arm. A glancing blow, but one that hurt none the less.
"Tom!" Sara called out to him as he lay on the ground clutching his arm.
Shyira's head snapped in his direction. A cold furry passed over her eyes. The mob of creatures continued to advance towards him. Right over the water soaked ground created by the arrival of the ladies of the pond earlier.
Shyira pointed a single finger at the ground at the creatures' feet. Spears of ice shot out and impaled them four feet above the ground. Tom watched in fascinated horror as blood ran down the icy projectiles from the suspended forms, staining it red like a cherry popsicle.
She turned towards the girls in the pond just as they had begun to move towards her with violence twinkling in their eyes. Shyira flicked her wrist in their direction, a look of surprise still evident on her flawless face.
A great surge of water rolled out of the pond it a great wave. Tom thought the storm surge might hit him when the wave suddenly froze solid. He just had enough time to admire the sharp beauty of the frozen wave, before with a groaning sound of fracturing ice, the wave shattered.
A wall of icy missiles slammed into the ladies, sending them into the cold depths of the pond.
Shyira never missed a beat. She turned yet again. Bringing her hands above her head, she slammed them down towards that last group of enemies. All the lights in the room popped, the glass ceiling shattered, raining razor sharp glass down upon her foes. Like the thunderbolts of some god of old the last of the creatures fell silent.
Wisps of fog rose from the now froze ground. Her eyes burned a sharp, icy blue revealing pale skin that almost seemed to glow in the now dark room. You could feel her rage from across the room and somehow it only added to her beauty. Tom gazed upon the vision of a demon in front of him. Fuel for a thousand nightmares, he thought, or one very ill advised wet dream.
Aresta, having finished off the last of her foes, landed by them. Rain pouring in from the shattered ceiling turned to snow in the frosty air. It drifted down, lazily covering the bodies littering the ground. Dead silence filled the room as Shyira surveyed the her surroundings.
The tension in her muscles finally eased as she turned to look at Tom. "I do not consider this to be an appropriate venue for a college course." She flashed him a small smile. "It appears to be far too dangerous."
"Yeah." He said simply, too tired to come up with anything better to say.
The snow was covering his fellow students the same as the broken creatures in the room. The greenish mist still curled around their bodies, although it seemed to end at an invisible wall several feet away from him. Dimly, Tom realized that Sara's magic had kept the green mist away from the two of them through it all.
Sara looked just as exhausted as he did. Her eyes constantly flicked from place to place, looking for new enemies.
Tom turned to Shyira, "What will happen to the rest of the students?"
Shyira shrugged her shoulders, "They may die or they may live. Who can say for certain?"
"Save them." Tom said, conviction creepy into his voice. "Shyira, you have to save them."
She looked at him, an unreadable look in her eyes. "Why should I?"
Tom swallowed, squared his shoulders and looked at Shyira dead in the eye. "Because I ordered you too."
A second passed like a century before any emotion passed across her face. A shadow of amusement crossed her features, or was that just his imagination? Frost erupted along the ground and up the side of the glass wall. Hair line cracks spread out in a spider's web pattern wherever the cold touched the naked glass. With the roar of shattering glass, the wall came down.
A cold winter's air blew in from the outside. The unnatural gust of cold air was no doubt the result of Shyira's magic. The greenish mist was blown away and his fellow students began to stir almost immediately.
Tom looked at Shyira suspiciously. "That's it? Would they really have died if you did nothing?"
Shyira just shrugged her shoulders, "Who knows."
****
Two succubi and an unlikely pair of warlocks walked out into the rainy weather just as the first firetrucks began to pull up the street.
"We should leave this place for now," Aresta said while looking over at Shyira.
"Well if you'll excuse me I've had just about enough excitement for one day." Sara said. She turned to walk in the opposite direction as the others.
"Hey, don't you owe me a date?"
Sara shot him a look, her hands instantly on her hips, her jaw stiffened in irritation. "You didn't save me, your succubi did. We would have been screwed if they hadn't showed up.
Tom marveled at her raised, disbelieving tone. She was so easy to mess with, he thought.
"Still got you out of there."
Sara rolled her eyes. She flipped her hair over her shoulder as she started to walk again. "Come by tomorrow and pick me up around 8.
Tom smiled as she walked away. Aresta walked up and wrapped an arm around his neck. "Come on lover boy. I promised Shyira I'd take you home and keep you there."
Tom eyes darted to where Shyira had stood a moment before. "Where is she anyway?" He asked.
"Oh, I'm sure she'll be around later."
****
It was dark as Shyira walked through the remains of the greenhouse they had been in only hours before. The place was barren and dark, the police and staff having left for the day. The police tape used to cordon off the area blew lightly in the wind. The moon shown through the scattered cloud cover, bathing the broken glass, that littered the ground, in shadow. The plants had already begun to go into shock from the sudden atmospheric change in the room. Many of them would be following their masters into death in a few days.
Shyira's icy blue eyes scanned the room. Loose soil peppered the walkway. Overturned plants sat next to puddles of mud from the firefighters' hoses.
Background noise. Shyira was looking for something, she just wasn't sure what.
Something was off. The day's events hadn't gone entirely as planned. The girls of the pond were mischievous creatures. Quick to anger and easy to take offense. They enjoyed their riddles and pranks. Tricking the wayward traveler into a swim and a fuck.



What they weren't, were fighters. They should have bent the knee after a show of force, not fought Aresta and herself with such desperate intensity. Something else was at play here.
Her eyes passed over scorch marks and streaks of greenish blood from the battle. She could smell the ash and decay in the air. It was here, she just had to find it.
Her foot nudged something among the broken glass. Looking down she found her answer.
****
A very tired succubus greeted Shyira as she walked into the apartment. Aresta was lounging on the couch, her wings draped over the back, her feet propped up on the coffee table. Her posture gave every indication that she had no intention of moving. Her tail swayed, ever so slightly, in a welcoming gesture as Shyira walked in.
"Tom is settled in for the night?" Shyira asked.
"Master is safe and sound in bed. Tucked him in, gave him a kiss on the cock and everything." Aresta said lazily.
"Good," she said, "we have a problem."
Shyira held up the unassuming band of black leather. Aresta sat up with a jerk, her eyes widened as they settled on the object in Shyira's hand.
"A discipline collar." She hissed.
"And an advance one at that." Shyira said as she examined the runes branded into the leather.
"Well that explains the fight today." She said. "I've never known the girls of the pond to fight like that."
"Yes. The wizards in the town have been very naughty, they shall have to be punished." Shyira said.
Aresta flashed a predatory smile.
****
Hope you all enjoyed it. I read all comments, both public and private, even if I'm not the best at responding. So vote and let me know what you think. -NP
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There are moments in the night when the brain is neither wake nor asleep, when the mind wonders listlessly in a shallow sleep. It was here where Tom's brain drifted.
It had been a long day and he wanted nothing more than to slip into a deep, dreamless sleep. It was all he could think about as he and Aresta walked back to his apartment in a state of total exhaustion. He climbed the stairs to his second story apartment, his feet dragging on every step as he went. He opened the door, not bothering to close it behind him. His shoes were left in the hallway; his shirt by the kitchen. A trail of breadcrumbs towards his destination. He climbed into bed, intent on not being seen or heard from again for several hours. But as with so many things in life, when you want something the most it remains just out of reach.
He was too tired to sleep.
A uniquely human problem, he mused. He imagined if animals could speak they would laugh at the notion of being too tired to sleep. Those big mammalian human brains overriding the needs of the body. So stupid. Yet here he was. His body had all but shut down from exhaustion but his mind remained adrift at sea, unwilling to let him drift beneath the waves and into the darkness of rest. He wasn't really even sure if he was awake or asleep, his thoughts roamed with no real direction.
Sheets rustled and Tom suddenly felt the soft weight of a woman's breasts press into his side. A feeling that he had grown to love but was still getting used to.
"Wake up baby warlock." A soft voice said to his right.
"Mmmmm, don't want too." Tom muttered
"It can be dangerous to drift in the 'In-between', baby warlock, you must wake up."
Soft lips pressed onto his own. His face became flush as an inhuman pleasure spread through his body.
"We may have worked on hardening your body today, but your mind is still vulnerable." A pleasant warmth spread through his body as his mind began to awaken.
The kiss deepened. His semi-hard morning wood began to harden in earnest. Tom made a grunting sound, part pleasure and part annoyance at being woken up.
"You must wake up." Shyira whispered.
Shyira kissed his chin softly and then his neck more passionately. She sucked on his neck, no doubt leaving a hickey for his classmates to gawk at. She moved further down now, raining kisses down his chest, kisses that had begun to incorporate a lot more tongue.
Tom groaned in pleasure. He felt rather than saw when Shyira smiled. Her fangs brushed against his skin, sending shivers of pleasure down his spine
She latched onto one of his nipples with those perfect pouty lips of hers and sucked and lavished it with her devilish tongue. Her claws ran down his stomach and began to play with the elastic of his waistband. He was now fully hard. Shyira let go of his nipple with a pop of lost suction. She moved back up his body, the hard nubs of her nipples brushing against chest as she went.
"You must be more careful master." She kissed him on the lips again. "The 'In-between' between sleep and wakefulness is the time when you are most vulnerable to mental attack."
She did something with her tongue that almost made him forget that she was talking. "You mustn't stay there for long, not until we've had time to strengthen your mind."
Tom was hearing what she was saying but was finding it terribly uninteresting at the moment. There would be time for talking later. He kind of wanted her to do that thing with her tongue again. Maybe a bit lower this time. His cock would feel amazing if those puffy lips of hers were wrapped around it right about now. Her magic lesson could wait.
He went to move his arms. Intent on grabbing a fist full of snow white hair and moving her head until she was doing something more interesting with her lips. He was her master after all.
Tom's mind snapped fully awake as he finally opened his eyes.
"Shy...why are my hands tied up?"
Shyira let out a girlish giggle. She flashed him a snowy smile filled with mischief. "Why indeed?"
"Shyira..." He said, a note of warning in his voice.
Shyira's eyes only beamed brighter in response. It was at that moment that Tom finally noticed the other occupant of the bed. Aresta was down by his thighs, giving him a smirk that a cat might give a mouse. It was a look that was familiar to him, although something seemed off about her. There was some sort of strange dynamic going on between the two succubi. Aresta may have been looking at Tom but she was most definitely NOT looking at Shyira.
There was also the fact that Shyira's tail was wrapped tightly around Aresta's throat, holding her head down close to the sheets.
"Aresta here has been a very bad girl and I think she needs to be punished." Shyira kissed the purple bruise on his chin. The one left by Aresta's punch back in the rock quarry.
Aresta's eyes finally flickered to Shyira before returning to stare at Tom. He could have sworn he saw the briefest hint of nervousness in her expression.
"She's always been a stubborn little slut but I think it's past time that she's taught some manners. Don't you think?" Shyira was as bubbly and girlish as ever, she was letting nothing betray her real emotions.
Shyira's clawed hand cut Tom's boxers off like they were made of tissue paper. She threw them to the floor like they were a nuisance. His cock sprung out into the cool air of the room. Goose bumps rose on his skin as he was finally naked inside his room.
Shyira smiled at him. She traced patterns on chest with one of her claws "You look cold. We should do something about that, but first I think Aresta has something she wants to say to you."
Her tail moved in a fluid, sensual motion as she moved Aresta head into a new position. For Aresta's part, she had to shift her position on the bed to avoid being strangled by Shyira's tail. Tom soon found her bent over his lower body, her feet on either side of his calves. Shyira had her head a mere inch from the head of his cock. He could feel the heat of her breath on his skin, causing his shaft to twitch with the stimulation.
"Now, say what you need to say to your master." Shyira said. Her voice had taken on an icy edge.
"I—" Aresta started.
"KISS," Shyira said with a hard edge to her voice, "your Master's cock before speaking, SLUT."
Aresta licked her lips nervously, before pressing her lips to the head of his cock. Her eyes never left his. Tom let out a breath he didn't know he was holding. A shiver ran up his spine. After a moment, she lifted her lips from his flesh and began to speak. "I'm sorry for striking you," she said rather formally, "you are my one true master and I was out of line."
"Do you accept her apology Tom?" Shyira asked. It didn't seem to be a casual question.
"Y-yes." Tom said.
"Good," she said before looking back to Aresta, "now back your words up." Shyira said.
Aresta finally looked at Shyira in earnest, a question in her gaze. She began to move one of her hands towards Tom's engorged member, only for Shyira's tail to tighten around her throat. Aresta's hand froze in mid movement.
"Keep your hands where they are and suck," she paused a moment before adding, "and if I find that you've taken one ounce of power from him, you'll spend the next thousand years inside an ice statue in my thrown room."
Aresta once again adverted her eyes from Shyira's frosty gaze. Her hand moved back to the sheets as her eyes settled on Tom. Her mouth lowered to the head of his cock. It was a painstakingly slow movement, at least to Tom's eyes. The first inch of his cock dipped into her warm, wet mouth as he struggled not to moan out load.
"She can do this every day for a millennia until you've forgiven her for her transgression against you, master."
That sounded great, Tom thought. His head rolled back. His hands strained against his bonds. With Shyira pressed against his side and Aresta straddling his legs, Tom couldn't move much more than that. Somehow the inability to move his body in response to what was happening to him only made the pleasure that much better.
Aresta had his entire shaft in her mouth now. Her lips were pressed against the base of his cock as she was trying her best to lick his balls. The act seemed to be stressing the laws of physics a bit for his liking, but he couldn't deny how great it felt.
"Every day for a millennia." Shyira whispered.
"Fuck." Tom said breathlessly.
"Although, I'd much rather show you what a REAL wake up call entails." Shyira whispered in his ear. She ran her tongue along his ear, biting and nibbling his earlobe.
Tom never considered himself to be a quick shot, but with two succubi working him over, he wasn't sure how much longer he would last. He could already feel the beginnings of an orgasm in his balls.
"Shall I show you?" Shyira whispered.
"Y-yes."
"Enough—." Shyira said abruptly.
A choking sound followed, as Shyira's tail roughly pulled Aresta's head up. Tom's cock popped out of Aresta's mouth and was left swinging in the cool air of room.
"—of the warm up then. Time for the main attraction."
Shyira replaced Aresta over Tom's lap. Her lips brushed the head of his cock in a quick, peck of a kiss, before his head slipped into the warm embrace of her hot mouth.
She smiled at him, her teeth pushing down ever so slightly on the head of his dick, before Shyira opened up her throat and took his entire length into the back of her throat.
He left out a silent gasp of pleasure as Shyira expertly worked over his dick. The two blowjobs couldn't have been any different. Where Aresta had aggressively jammed her mouth onto his cock, intent on taking every inch as quickly as possible; Shyira was lovingly working over his cock, her very throat muscles seemed to be responding to her will, contracting and moving to some inhuman rhythm.
He was in heaven. A comparison Shyira would have probably laughed at in her girlish way.
Her eyes glittered with lust in the dark room as she looked at Tom. He wondered what she was thinking. Not an uncommon question for him. Shyira had an inhuman poker face he'd yet to figure out and Tom often felt himself wondering what exactly was going through that head of hers.
Shyira did something with her tongue that made his thoughts snap back into focus on the blowjob he was receiving. Tom wasn't sure he could last much longer if Shyira intended to continue where Aresta left off.
He needn't have worried. Her mouth soon released him back into the cool air of the room.
"That's about enough of that, I think." She said.
She moved to straddle his waist.
Oh fuck, he thought, as she lined up their sexes.
Shyira sank slowly down the length of his erection. Tom didn't think he could possibly last any longer. This orgasm was coming, he was seconds from erupting into Shyira's waiting pussy.
Just what I need, he thought, to show two succubi what a quick shot I am.
Just then, a deep chill began to spread into this skin. Starting at the tip of his cock, it moved to the base and then to his thighs. His skin wasn't numb, per se. It was more like the sensation of cold skin moving back into a warm room after being outside in the dead of winter. It spoke of prickling skin and nerve endings coming alive.
Shyira was staring at him, her eyes glowing an icy blue, reflecting off the white bone of her horns in the dim room. "Look at me, baby warlock."
How could be not.
"I've been going easy on you. Fucking you like a mortal would. Fun, but I think it's time that I taught you something new."
"W-what?" He started to speak. Goose bumps had broken out all along his cooling skin.
"Do not fear the cold." She said with more authority in her voice. "It holds no sway over you."
And Tom could feel it too. His whole body felt like he had just been plunged into a frozen lake in the dead of winter. Yet he felt no discomfort. It kind of reminded him of being in a hot tub out in the frigid winter air. He could appreciate the bite of the frigid air without it ever really touching him.
"Good." Shyira said. She reached up and cut his bonds with a single motion of her claws. "Now put your hands on me."
Tom reach out and grabbed her milky thighs. She was sitting on her knees with only the head of his cock still inside of her. Tom half thrust, half pulled her down to meet their sexes together. Shyira ran her fingers through her snow-white hair, her clawed hands briefly grabbing onto her own horns, as if she was holding on for dear life.
"Good!" She said in a throaty purr. "Embrace the chill of my body and fuck me, Master."
Her breath came out of her mouth in a mist of heated air and Tom suddenly realized that the room had grown much colder without him noticing.
Tom thrust again, Shyira moving to match his rhythm.
A startled choking sound reminded him again of Aresta's presence. She had been watching them the whole time; Shyira's tail still wrapped tightly around her throat. She was jerked roughly up Tom's chest as Shyira moved her into position.
"Make yourself useful, slut. While I fuck my Master."
Aresta replaced Shyira's earlier position as she began to lavish his chest with her tongue and lips.
Shyira made sensual, animalist grunts as they fell into a rhythm. Tom held out longer than he thought he would. Although the strange sensation of animalist pleasure and the deep chill of his body was swiftly pushing him over the edge.
His orgasm rose again and this time Shyira let it take him. Just before he slipped over the edge, Shyira rough pushed Aresta out of the way, as she leaned over and locked her lips to his
His cum shot into his succubi as their lounges danced to an unheard tune. Tom could feel the gentle pull of energy leaving his body with every pump. His cries were muffled by her cold breath as his whole body seemed to be embraced in a deep snow bank of cold.
Definitely not a mortal woman, he thought as his orgasm subsided. He lay on the bed next Shyira. Their foggy breaths moved up in unison in the cold air of the room.
Tom's thoughts began to drift back to sleep as the post sex exhaustion set in.
Sleep, he thought. Shyira leaned over and kissed his lips, momentarily waking him from his slumber.
"Not yet Baby Warlock." She said with a suddenly girlish giggle and a dark expression.
"Stand up." She said.
Tom must have given her a look.
"Please." She said with a girlish pout on her beautiful lips.
With a grown, Tom stood up in the cool air. He shivered slightly in the cold.
Shyira smiled at him again. "I know just what to do to warm you up."
She spread her legs, revealing the mess he had left between her thighs. Tom expected her to beckon him over for round two. Instead she used her tail to drag Aresta's head up against her pussy. It presented him with a perfect look at her bubble butt sticking up in the air in front of him.
"Mmmm, I do love a good pussy licking." Shyira grabbed two handfuls of bubblegum pink and red hair and mashed Aresta's face into her wet sex. "Are you ready for your punishment slut?"
Tom looked more than a little confused at this point. Had he just been kicked out of bed?
"Hold out your hand baby warlock."
He did as he was asked and was rewarded as a whip of pure white leather dropped into his palm out of nowhere, the faintest smell of brimstone in its wake.
"Lesson two," Shyira said, a malicious twinkle in her eye. "How to discipline a disobedient Succubus."
Tom looked at the whip in his hand and then to Aresta's plump ass in front of him. He briefly felt the dull throb from his jaw before he gripped the handle of the whip.
Shyira only smiled as she watched his expression.
****
Tom awoke warm in his bed many hours later. Light was streaming through the window. He had finally gotten the sleep he was looking for.
Tom could tell almost immediately that a restful body wasn't the reason he had woken up. There was a subtle shift in the apartment. Something intangible that his subconscious had decided was important enough to wake him up.
He looked to his right to find Aresta curled up on his side. Her horns nuzzled his chest. Her breath warm against his cool skin. She shifted position, causing the blanket to slide off of the side of her body. He could see her naked ass in the morning light. It was still red and bruised from the night before. A memento from the whipping he'd given.
Tom felt a little guilty as he watched her sleep. Yes, he was her master and yes, she did kind of deserve it for taking their training too far. At the same time though, he was deeply uncomfortable with his actions the night before. He wasn't into S&M or BDSM, or whatever they were calling it now.
More than anything he knew that he had enjoyed it. The feeling of power at having the whip in this hand. The feeling of satisfaction looking down on her plump ass as it turned steadily redder. The thrill he got from the sound of the whip crack and the lustful cries of pain that came out of Aresta as he put her into her place. The whole time, Shyira only stared at him, that mysterious smile on her face as she egged him on with her eyes. He was starting to think that Shyira might not always be the best influence on him.
He let out a short snort of amusement at his own line of thought. Imagine that, he thought, a succubus of the pit not being the best influence.
That strange feeling in the apartment returned to him again and he decided to investigate. He thought he heard voices in the living room. He scooped up a pair of boxers off the floor as he walked towards the door to his room.
No reason to flash anyone if he had company, he thought. He walked into the living room and looked at the sight that greeted him.
Shyira was seated on the edge of his kitchen counter, her legs crossed in front of her. She was wearing a white nightie that was as sheer as the winter's mist. Her snow white hair still had the freshly fucked look from the night before. She also wasn't smiling. She had a stern look on her face that brought out the predatory look of her blue eyes and made Tom's heart beat a little faster.
Yet, what caught his attention wasn't his mostly naked succubus or the alarmingly stern look on her face, but the creature in front of her.
A great muscular mount of white fur knelt at Shyira's feet. Its head was bowed and staring at the floor, it's ape like arms supporting most of its weight. It wasn't looking at Shyira, not even at her feet. Which was quite the feat, considering that even bowed, its height came nearly to the top of his kitchen counter.
It's a fucking Yeti, he thought. Tom took a step back into the doorway of his room, not wanting to be seen by the pair. He seemed to have walked in on the middle of their conversation.
The creature gave off a series of deep raspy grunting sounds. Like the rustling of leaves in the wind. A deep and commanding voice, despite not being terribly loud.
Tom had no idea what the creature was saying, but Shyira appeared to understand him completely. She tilted her head ever so slightly to acknowledge a point.
"Be that as it may," Shyira said in a quiet commanding tone, "I have needs and they will be met."
The creature replied in more of its raspy language. If Shyira didn't roll her eyes in response you would certainly be forgiven for thinking so.
"Yes, I am aware of the season." She said dismissively.
The creature started to speak again before being roughly cut off by Shyira.
Shyira narrowed her eyes slightly. "Your bannermen are honorable warriors and I have no doubt they will relish the chance to serve their mistress."
The wall of fur in front of her dipped its massive head in response before beginning to respond in its raspy language.
"Enough." Shyira said, finality in her tone. Her eyes glowed faintly blue as her temper flared.



If it was possible, the creature seemed to blow even more deeply in response to her tone, clearly worried that he had offended Shyira. Tom would be worried too if he was in his shoes. Shyira slid off the counter and stood in front of the creature. The size difference between the two would have been comical if he didn't know any better.
She could probably kill him with no thought at all, he thought.
"It is not the blood of your host that concerns me but their loyalty. I have needs in this town and they will be met."
The creature grunted in what Tom assumed to be a 'yes.' Shyira glanced in Tom's direction before turning her attention back to the creature.
"That's all for now."
She waved one clawed hand and with a flash the creature was gone. The smell of brimstone filled the air as he walked into the kitchen.
"Did you enjoy the show, baby warlock?"
"You knew I was there the whole time, didn't you?"
She smiled at him. "Always."
"That thing was..."
"Hughar, son of Grimm. Lord of the Frost men of The Snow Flurry Hills. Principle bannermen of," Shyira paused as she smiled at Tom, "well, me."
Shyira has an army? He thought, that's terrifying. Shyira seemed to be gauging his reaction before continuing.
She looked thoughtful as she turned in the direction of the departed creature. "Hughar is a loyal servant, but he still has much to learn of decorum." Turning back to Tom she said, "Now his father on the other hand, that man would lick the snowflakes off of my boots it I ordered him too.
Given that Shyira had already tied him up once in the last 24 hours, he decided it was for the best if they got off the subject of boot licking, before Shyira got any ideas.
"And why would you need your ah," he paused a moment, "bannerman here?"
Shyira only looked at him, like a teacher looking expectedly at a favorite pupil. Tom met her gaze as he took a moment to think.
"There were men watching us as we left the greenhouse, weren't there?" He asked. "Aresta isn't as subtle as you. I caught her looking up the street."
Shyira seemed pleased by his question. She beamed at him and nodded, a truly radiant and sexy look on a freshly fucked succubus.
"Who were they?" He asked.
She shrugged. "The holy order of something or another. They seem to have a presence in this town."
"You don't even know their names?"
"It doesn't matter. I've known a thousand such organizations in my time. They're warlocks, that's all I need to know. You can ask your little girlfriend if you really want to know."
Tom decided to ignore her last comment. He suddenly saw an opportunity to ask a question that had been on his mind for a while.
"And how much time would that be?"
Shyira's eyes looked incredibly old as a slow smile crept onto her face.
"Quite a while, Master. I've watched the mountains rise from the sea foam, only to be whittled down to dust once more. I watched a man from Bethlehem crucified and witnessed the city of his executioners' burn, while a fat man fiddled. I've danced with kings in castles made of stone and stared into the wild abyss of the new world."
Tom stared at her wide eyed.
"Plus, I got to watch Babe Ruth hit the first home run at Yankee Stadium, which was pretty awesome."
Tom laughed, whatever tension in the room instantly evaporated by Shyira's girlish charm.
"You have a date tonight, I hear." She said matter-of-factly.
Tom snapped out of his train of thought as he rubbed the back of his neck, unwilling to meet Shyira's eye. He knew this topic would come up at some point today and he wasn't eager to have it. "Yeah," he said, "we're getting something to eat before walking through the carnival they're having on campus."
Shyira was looking intently at Tom again.
"Warlocks tend to complicate things, especially female warlocks who don't know their place."
What the hell did that mean?
"Have fun," she continued, "but don't allow your guard to drop."
"Right...well I'm going straight to my date from class, so I won't be seeing you until later."
"Well if she doesn't fuck you, come back here and I'll mend your swollen dick." She said with a girlish grin.
"It's supposed to be, 'mend your broken heart." He said as he walked towards the shower.
"That too."
Shyira watched him walk away.
****
Tom's lesson plans remained a mystery to him as he moved through his classes for the day.
The sound of pencils scratching on paper filled his surroundings. His professors droned on, one interchangeable body in front of a podium after another. He probably needed to know some of this stuff, but despite his best efforts he couldn't bring himself to focus.
His thoughts were focused on his impending date with Sara. It was all he could think about. If he had been smart, he would have kept his mind occupied with something other than is impending date. His nerves were increasingly frayed as the day dragged on and he was trying not to let it show. There are few things worse for an introvert than to be allowed to have his mind wander. His thoughts moved from one possible bad outcome to another, until he had all but convinced himself that his date would end in disaster.
It's not that he'd never been on a date before, he had. Even the most socially awkward of guys manage to stumble into one every once in a while. But his dates had been few and far in between. The fact that his last one had been...a while ago, wasn't helping his nerves much.
This is ridiculous, he thought later in the day, I'm not that scared, awkward teenager anymore. I'm a warlock and a master of Succubi. A simple dinner should be a piece of cake.
Soon enough, he found the last of his classes being dismissed for the day. He walked out of the lecture hall and into the late afternoon air. This is where he would normally turn left, towards the cheap, run down apartments South of campus where he lived. Instead, he turned right, towards the trendy bars and expensive condos that lined the river North of campus. His path took him through the center of campus. Everywhere he walked he saw activity. People moving around. Booths being erected. Party games being set up. By the time Sara and him were done with dinner, the campuses' yearly carnival would be in full swing.
Tom looked down at himself. Despite his nerves, he looked damn good or at least he thought so. He'd replaced his usual t-shirt with a button-down shirt. His tattered old Levi jeans had been replaced with a pair of new ones. The good ones, with the faded areas and expertly distressed knees. It'd taken him two weeks to gather up the courage to buy them for himself after he'd seen a popular guy in class wearing them. He'd even remembered to take off the stickers this time before going out in public.
Yeah, he looked good, he thought to himself as his confidence began to rekindle itself once again.
What confidence he had dimmed upon reaching Sara's building. While Tom's apartment building was an old building, complete with broken elevator and peeling wallpaper; Sara's apartment building was a sleek modern place. All glass and steel and money. A real, honest to god doorman opened the door as he walked up.
He could have sworn he felt eyes following him as he walked across the lobby. The fact that he wasn't stopped on the way to the elevator, allowed him to regain a measure of his confidence in his appearance...and jean choice, back.
Upon reaching the top floor he knocked on her front door. It opened a moment later to reveal Sara standing in the doorway, looking at him with an appraising eye.
Too say that she cleaned up well would have been an understatement. She looked great. She wore a black sundress that stretched to mid-thigh, it glittered in the last rays of sunlight streaming through the window. A pair of modest heels showed off her firm calves. She'd managed to gain control of her unruly mop of brown hair and put it into a stylish hairdo that perfectly matched the light coat of makeup she'd applied to her face.
She was the perfect girl next door. Exactly the type of girl men fantasized about after they grew up a bit and gained control of their hormones. With that dress, Tom could almost picture her on the cover of some 1950's teen magazine. The nice, sweet, innocen-
"It took me fucking forever to get my hair to look like this."
-well, he thought, maybe not the complete girl next door look.
"Hi." He said lamely.
A thought struck him and his heart sank like a stone. He looked first at her, obviously, designer dress and then down to his own big-box-store bought clothes. I'm under dressed, he thought with sinking horror.
For Sara's part, she looked him up and down, her arms crossed in front of her in a judgmental way. She seemed to come to some sort of conclusion before smiling and making eye contact with Tom."
"So, where are we eating?"
"Uh, you like BBQ? Big Joe's has the best in town."
Sara looked down at her elegant dress and back up at Tom, before a small amused smirk pushed up the corner of her mouth. "Sure, I could go from some ribs."
I'm an idiot, he thought as they walked out of her building, she's obviously dressed to go to a nice place. Should have picked the steakhouse.
It was a short walk through downtown. Before they knew it, they were both seated at a rustic BBQ joint situated right on the edge of the river. Complete with hay bales and expertly distressed tables. The place smelt of peanuts and wood smoke. Very authentic. A waitress in a cowboy hat and a pair of daisy duke shorts came up to give them menus. It was a nice touch that was only mildly ruined by the large neck tattoo and lip piercing she wore.
Tom was looking at his menu, while occasionally stealing glances at Sara looking at her own.
Sara didn't even bother looking up from her menu before answering the unspoken question between them. "Don't you fucking dare try and order for me," she said with an amused look.
"I wasn't." Tom said defensively. Sara seemed to be even more amused by his reaction.
"Sure," she said rolling her eyes. Putting down her menu she looked at Tom. "What's your deal anyway?"
"M-my deal? What do you mean?"
"I mean, magic is passed down in humans through blood lines. Father to son, Mother to daughter."
"So?" Tom said.
Sara looked exasperated. "So, new magic users are rare and it takes generations for them to become as powerful as you. I've looked through our records and there seems to be no record of a Thornton Family."
"It's not like my family is capable of magic or anything like that."
"That just isn't possible. Powerful magic users don't just appear nor do they go unnoticed for this long. We should have records on your family somewhere. Who exactly are you?"
"Well I did just learn how to use magic recently."
Sara looked even more puzzled at his response. "Impossible. No one manifests magic this late in life, it almost always comes with the onset of puberty."
Tom was just about to respond when the waitress arrived to take their order. True to her word, Sara ordered for herself and then proceeded to order for Tom as well, a smug look on her face through it all. The waitress left after taking their orders. Sara had just turned back to Tom, to continue their earlier conversation, when he heard a voice coming their way.
"Well, well, well. If it isn't miss Van Westler herself."
A small group of well-dressed guys were approaching the table. Tom could see the polished brass buttons on their identical dark blue dress jackets. Their polished leather shoes clicked on the tile floor as they walked. Even the way they walked screamed trust fund brats. He watched a stone-faced expression pass over Sara's face.
The one speaking appeared to be the little group's leader. He stood just slightly ahead of the others. He was tall and blond and had the type of chiseled jaw found in fashion magazines...or maybe the Hitler youth, Tom thought. He instantly didn't like the guy.
"I didn't think I would find you slumming it in a place like this." He said cockily.
"Oh, fuck me," Sara said under her breath, "not these idiots."
More loudly she said, "Best ribs in town I hear."
"Sure, if you like eating with your hands like a savage and staining that pretty dress of yours."
He hungerly looked Sara up and down, like he was looking at something that belonged to him. It only served to make Tom dislike the man even more. Sara stared him down, fully aware of what he was doing.
"For the life of me I can't figure out why you're here then." Sara answered smoothly. "God forbid you stained that pretty coat your daddy bought for you."
His smile slipped, ever so slightly at Sara's rebuke, before he regained his composure.
"Good thing I did or I would be here to see your pretty face. I must say you clean up well." He gave her another hungry look.
"Easy enough when there's someone worth cleaning up for." Tom felt the eyes of some of the group on him, although Mr. Hitler Youth was still ignoring him.
"Will I be seeing you at the party later? You could finally have the chance to grip my wand," he gave Sara a knowing smile, "it's made out of a special hard wood from Europe."
Tom's eyes narrowed as the men in the group fought to suppress knowing grins.
"Knowing you it's probably too short and thin more my liking." Sara answered dismissively.
His friends were trying to hide smiles of a different type now. Tom could have sworn he heard one of them snicker.
The guy's smile turned forced as his eyes finally swept over Tom. He could practically feel the judgment in his look, right up to the point where his eyes swept back to Sara without a word being spoken.
He just fucking dismissed he, Tom thought, like I wasn't even fucking here.
"I see you're slumming it in more ways than one. Have you taken a liking to the local rift raft?"
Sara picked up a small bread stick from the basket on the table. She held it in front of her, between her two pointer fingers.
"What can I say, sometimes a girl needs a bit more than her wand can offer her." Sara looked from the bread stick, straight down to his dress pant covered crotch. "If you know what I mean?"
Tom couldn't help but smile while forcing down a laugh.
Mr. Hitler Youth finally looked pissed. "Well I expect I'll be seeing you tonight. I'm sure my father," he said, empathizing the word, "would love to see you there."
His friends were practically laughing out loud as the big guy turned and left without further comment. His friends followed behind him.
"Who the hell was that guy?"
Sara took a bite of the bread stick in her hand. "You remember that guy I was supposed to marry?
Tom nodded.
"That's him, Christopher Wentworth Edwards IV. He's the dean's son and a royal pain in my ass." Sara shook her head in disgust. "When I turned down my parents' arranged marriage, they sent me here. They thought that if I was forced to interact with him socially I would warm to him and be spreading my legs by the end of freshman year." Sara snorted. "Fat chance of that happening.
There was a slight tingling in his nerves as he watched the group walk away. Something was nagging at him and Sara's comment only reinforced his suspension. "They're warlocks?"
She shrugged. "When they want to be. They all have a wand shoved so far up their collective asses it's a miracle that they ever get any magic done."
That peaked his interest more, although come from Sara that last comment was still pretty rich, he thought. Tom stared more closely as the group as they walked towards the exit.
"I'm sorry but I'm going to have to skip the carnival." Sara shook her head in disgust. "Now that I've run into them I have to make an appearance at this party. It will look like a slight against their family if I don't."
He tried to hide is disappointment. Dates not ending well were nothing new to him, but he thought this one was going pretty well. He hadn't spilled anything on his new clothes yet and Sara had yet to fake going to the bathroom so that she could jump out a window. All in all, he thought it was going well. The image of Chris Edwards and his smug fucking smile popped into his head and his disappointment turned to irritation.
Tom shrugged. "I'll go with you," he said, a new determination in his voice.
Sara raised an eyebrow at that. "That's a bad idea. A warlock from an unknown family showing up to one of these parties is just asking for trouble."
Tom may not have gotten to take Sara to the carnival but he wasn't about to let his date end now. "Why not? It sounds like fun."
"OK," Sara said with a level look, "but don't say I didn't warn you.
They left the restaurant after they were done eating and stood at the curb waiting for their ride. They could hear the beginnings of the school carnival in the distance as they waited for their ride to pick them up.
The sun sank over the horizon, they climbed into the car as it pulled up to the curb. The cab rolled smoothly onto the street. The lights of the carnival twinkled in the night, like false stars over a blackening sky. Sara and Tom moved away from the happy sounds of the carnival and towards a different kind of party.
****
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Darkness had fallen by the time the car turned off the main road.
The difference was as stark as it was unnerving.
They left the slightly rough ride of the city street and transitioned onto the much smoother surface of a private road. As if the, "No Trespassing," signs or the lack of other cars wasn't enough of a clue that they were now several miles outside of town.
They were moving further into the woods. The forest closed in on the edges of the road, creating a darkened tunnel that blocked out the light. Only the washed-out green of the trees and the shadows of the headlights could be seen outside of the vehicle. The driver was a dark and silent presence in the front seat. He hadn't said a word to either of them since they were picked up.
Tom turned around and realized he could no longer see the highway behind them. They were a long way from the school carnival now. The encroaching trees were making him claustrophobic and despite his earlier confidence, he was starting to get a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. These were going to be the first warlocks, other than Sara, who he had any interactions with and he found himself feeling wholly unprepared.
"It's best to let me do the talking." Sara said. Tom snapped back to the conversation he was having with her.
"Right." He said.
"You're about to enter my world and there's a lot you don't know. It's best if I handle the politics." She said in disgust.
Tom could once again see the stars as the car exited the forest. They burned with a sudden intensity that forced the breath out of his lungs with their beauty. It had to be magic, he thought, in wonder. They were a fair distance away from the city but they weren't so far away from the city for the light pollution to be reduced to nothing.
The car stopped. A set of massive wrought iron gates finally stole his gaze away from the night sky. They were as ornate as they were imposing, a solid wall of iron in an intricately designed floral pattern. They must have cost a fortune, he thought. They were obviously designed to show off the wealth and class of the owners of the estate; Tom still got the feeling that they could survive a tank. Stretching out into the darkness on either side of the gates was an equally imposing stone wall topped with iron spikes of the same floral pattern..
Sara and Tom exited the car into the cool summer night.
"We're not driving all the way to the house?" Tom asked as Sara stopped to pay the driver.
"Not tonight." She whispered.
They approached a smaller door set into the larger gate. A pair of burly men with no necks to speak of and matching black suits, stood on opposite sides of the door. Each of them had a matching bulge in the side of their jackets and wire earpieces that connected to radios at their waists. Tom could have sworn he saw the barrel of a gun sticking out of the bottom of one of their jackets.
"Name?" One of the guards asked gruffly.
"You know who I am." Sara said as she entered the circle of illumination cast by the sole light above the door. She stared straight ahead like the guard wasn't even worth looking at.
The guard's previous bored eyes widened slightly as he rushed to open the door.
"Of course, have a wonderful evening, Ms. Van Westler."
That certainly got Tom's attention. His eyebrows rose slightly as he wordlessly followed Sara.
They passed through the door and onto a well-manicured lawn that stretched up the side of a gentle hill. The stars caught his attention once again as they walked. A cool evening dew caught the light of the stars, casting a thousand diamonds of light that drew his eyes to the top of the ridge. On top of the hill was a massive mansion in all of its glory, silhouette against the night sky. To the left was a dark and seemingly vast lake. It's mirror like and undisturbed waters a testament to the lack of neighbors in the area. The lawn they were walking on stretched around the entire property and with the exception of the lake, ended in woods as far as the eye could see.
They must be on a hell of a lot of private land, he thought. Not to mention the apparently private lake within driving distance of a major city.
The two of them set off up the hill. As they went they passed more men in matching black suits patrolling the grounds. They swept their flashlights across the lawn; small pockets of light among the inky blackness of the night. Somewhere in the distance a dog barked.
Tom was slightly surprised that they were walking all the way to the mansion. Images of expensive cars and valet parking came to mind. The only thing that he could think of was that security was so tight that the guests to the party couldn't be allowed to drive all the way up to the house. He mentioned his thoughts to Sara.
She had an amused if slightly tense expression on her cute face. "I also imagine that much of the guest list didn't travel by car."
Tom was saved from asking another stupid question as they arrived at the front door. The mansion was no less impressive up close. Stone walls and high windows loomed over him, hinting at the glamour and wealth contained within. Stone gargoyles were placed along the entire outside circumference of the building. They stared down at him from ledges cut into the stonework.
An ornately dressed footman with thinning hair and a pencil mustache stood at attention in front of a pair of open and lavishly carved front doors. The light billowing out onto the front steps brought with it the sounds of the party beyond.
"Who stands before the house of Edwards this night?" The man asked formally.
Sara all but rolled her eyes but when she spoke her tone was aristocratic perfection. "Warlock Sara Van Westler and guest, unattached Warlock Thomas Thornton."
If the man was surprised, he hid it well. "Very well then. Enter and be treated to the protection and hospitality of the noble house of Edwards." As the man turned away from them Sara actually did roll her eyes.
"I'm sure the Dean will be as hospitable as always." Sara muttered under her breath.
Tom marveled at the changes in Sara since their arrival. Her voice was suddenly crisp and well educated. Not at all her usual combination of annoyed and bossy. Even her posture and the way she walked seemed to have changed. She moved with an easy confidence, shoulders thrown back, back perfectly straight. She didn't walk so much as she glided forward, like she expected the world to bend to her every whim. Tom certainly did.
They walked into a large two-story entrance way. A large medallion was set into the center of the marble floor, depicting what Tom assumed was some sort of family crest. A pair of ornate staircases flanked the sides of the room and led to a balcony on the second story overlooking the entrance way.
Small groups of well-dressed people were standing around and conversing with each. Tom felt even more underdressed than when he picked up Sara earlier in the evening. They wore the type of clothing that was commissioned more than simply bought. Something he could never hope to complete with, certainly not with his big box store bought items.
They passed below the balcony overhead and through another set of carved wooden doors. The sounds of the party grew louder as their footsteps clicked on the expensive marble floors.
When Tom finally got his first look at the approaching ballroom, he had to keep his jaw from hitting the floor at the sight that greeted them.
****
"This isn't working." Aresta said seriously.
Shyira and Aresta were standing around Tom's dingy little bedroom looking intently at his cramped closet. A few boxes were stacked up in the corner. A game controller was perched precariously on top of a stack of games on one of the shelves. His overloaded laundry basket was overflowing onto the floor. Aresta looked at in with contempt.
"We should really find him a servant to clean up this mess."
"Volunteering?"
Aresta's eyes shifted a little nervously to Shyira. "No, I think I'll pass."
Shyira continued to stare forward intently. "You must have patience, it will work." She said.
"It didn't work the last two times we tried." Aresta said in a huff.
"Then try again."
Aresta reached out her clawed hands. Her eyes glowed faintly red as she poured magic into a spell. The lights dimmed and flickered. The air crackled with power. An unseen breeze rustled her bubble gum pink and red hair. It was all very impressive, until nothing happened. The lights in the room returned to normal. Aresta gave out a frustration sound, walked up and kick the frame of the closet with her foot.
"I give up." Aresta said, throwing her clawed hands in the air.
"You're such an impatient slut, you know that." Shyira said mildly. She stepped forward and looked closely at the runes carved in the chipped wooden trim surrounding Tom's closet.
She stared intently at the runes until with one clawed hand she reached out and scratched an extra line into one of the runes.
"There, try it again."
Aresta swished her tail irritably and raised her hands again. This time the runes of the door glowed in time with her red eyes. The lights of the room dimmed as a steady crackling of power increased in volume, until with a pop, and the smell of brimstone, a portal of shimmering red light appeared.
A look of girlish satisfaction passed over Shyira's demonic features as a blast of frigid air flew into the room.
"Good." She said simply.
Aresta looked on as the first of the icy creatures stepped through the portal and bowed in front of Shyira. The first creature was short and ugly. The skin that wasn't covered by animal skins was midnight blue and smooth like a baby. A second creature walked out and bowed as well. An air of overwhelming malevolent violence radiated from the pair. Their sharp teeth were only matched by the razor sharp knives of pure ice that they clutched in their stubbly little fingers.
Shyira paid them no mind as behind them, the massive furred form of Hughar stepped through the portal and bowed in front of Shyira. "Mistress." He rasped respectfully. The two smaller creatures echoed Hughar's action, bowing even deeper.
"Mistress."
Shyira smiled.
****
Tom could hear the party in full swing as they entered the antechamber of the main ballroom. The same family crest was inlaid into the marble floor of the circular room. Everywhere Tom looked he saw walls covered in paintings and mosaics. Although on closer inspection, the paintings looked more line with the Haunted Mansion in Disney Land than the manor of a wealthy dean. Along with the usual portraits showing well-bred and impeccably dressed men going back several generations, there were also several paintings a bit odder. One painting showed a beautiful woman in a traditional witch's outfit, riding a broom with a laughing toddler in her arms. Another showed a bearded man in the fashion of an American settler doing battle with a large horned beast inside of a cave. Yet another painting showed a group of naked women dancing around a bonfire in the middle of a dark forest at night.
They left antechamber and stepped through another set of doors into the ballroom proper. The room was teaming with people of all shapes and sizes and Tom wanted to see them all. Tom could see that tables were arranged on one half of the floor, where well-dressed people were sitting and socializing. An area along the wall had been designated the refreshments area and he could see a large area of the floor was serving as the dance floor.
Tom moved to take a step forward. Sara just as quickly took his hand and pulled him back. They caught each other's eyes for a moment. Sara's reproachful look vanished as her eyes widened slightly and her cheeks flushed beet red. She just as quickly released Tom's hand.
"Wait until we're announced." She said in a hushed whisper. Tom found her attempt to hide her embarrassment to be incredibly cute.
As if on cue, the footman stepped forward and raised his voice to the room, "Announcing Warlock Sara Van Westler and her companion, unattached Warlock Thomas Thornton."
With that hey stepped forward. As they entered the room they warranted a few looks from the people close enough to the door to hear the announcement but most of the crowd was too caught up in the party to notice.
Tom caught Sara looking intently at the other end of the room. There a single table stood overlooking the floor from a raised platform. The host's table sat empty as Dean Henry Edwards was nowhere to be seen, much to Sara's annoyance.
His attention quickly moved away from Sara as he surveyed the room and got a better look at the crowd. What caught his attention first were the chandeliers. Four ornate chandeliers made of polished silver and crystal floated around the room above them. The light of a hundred candles shined through the crystal, creating a rainbow of colors that danced along the ceiling.
"Come on." Sara said, grabbing is arm and pulling him further into the party.
The party seem to be an international affair. Along with the types of warlocks he expected to find in his town, he saw warlocks from all over the world. What looked like a Hindu priest was having a discussion with an Asian man in a suit. He saw an African warlock using his wand to make a bunch of glowing bubbles dance through the air, to the delight of a gaggle of laughing children.
"This is amazing." Tom breathed.
Sara broke her gaze with the host's table to give Tom an alarmed look. "What did I tell you about keeping your guard up?"
But Tom wasn't listening. The man at the door may have been human but now that they were in the party proper it was clear to Tom that most of the waiting staff were not. Dozens of waiters moved through the party carrying trays of food and drinks. Tom saw blue skin and green, wings and horns. No single race comprised them all, although all of them were female. They wore matching sexy servant outfits. Thigh high stockings, with a skirt that was little more than a black band of cloth. A small butler blouse that left their flat stomachs exposed was finished off with matching black leather collars instead of bow ties.
Tom dragged Sara to the refreshment table where a massive selection of pastries and hors d'oeuvres greeted him. Having had his dinner so rudely interrupted, Tom was quick to grab a sandwich earning him another eye roll from Sara. "Men," she murmured. Tom looked around for something to wash his food down with. Men and Women were filling goblets from a functioning fountain filled with a glowing red liquid.
"Come on." Sara said as she pulled Tom away from the refreshment table but not before he grabbed a couple of flutes of a bubbling purple drink. "The whole point is for me to be making an appearance so we can get out of here."
"What's the hurry?" Tom said.
He handed Sara one of the glasses and raised his own expectedly. Sara gave a frustrated sound before raising her own glass and downing it in one go. He expected a grape flavor but found that he couldn't quite place the slightly tart fruit that comprised the drink. It burned slightly from a high alcohol content as it went down his throat and left a pleasant aftertaste on his tongue. After one sip, he followed Sara's lead and tipped the rest back in one go. He resisted the urge to go back for another glass. He didn't want to end the night blacking out. Instead he gave Sara a big smile.
"And we will, just as soon as you give me a dance."
Despite the sudden turn in the night's events, Tom hadn't forgotten that he was still on a date with Sara and he really wanted it to go well. Come hell or high water he wanted her to have a good time. Plus, he wasn't about to lose the opportunity to get Sara in his arms. Tom grabbed Sara's arm before she could react and dragged her in the opposite direction Sara was attempting to go.
Sara immediately stared to pull back from Tom. "Oh no! We don't have time for this." She said.
"Sure, we do," he said confidently has he finished pulling her onto the dance floor just as the first song started.
Sara gave Tom an annoyed look that somehow only made her look cuter.
The song was a fast one, thank god. Tom wasn't sure he could have handled a slow dance. The speed also helped mask his own lack of dancing skills, which he was grateful for. He only stepped on Sara's feet once.
Sara really did look beautiful, Tom decided.
He'd been spending so much time in the company of supernatural bombshells that it was nice to have a real flesh and blood girl in front of him. Not that he had much more experience with human girls than with the non-human ones, still, it felt good just to be in her company.
Sara loosened up after the first song. The combination of nerves and alcohol finally allowing her to flash Tom her first real smile since they were so rudely interrupted during dinner. Tom pulled her closer to him as he sensed the change in her mood. What started as the type of awkward dance of acquaintances, all awkward movements and personal space, ended with Sara's arms thrown around Tom's neck and Tom's hands resting firmly on Sara's hips.
The second song ended and Tom moved one of his hands from Sara's hip and brushed his fingers across her cheek, feeling the soft pale skin underneath his fingers. He began to lean in, intent on stealing a kiss, when the next song started and broke the moment.
They started to dance again with renewed vigor. They moved across the dance floor with wild abandon. They bumped into several very well-dressed people as they danced. Years of upper class schooling made Sara horrified at the breaches of social etiquette, at first. By the end, the bumps into other people earned him only fits of giggles from her.
Tom hoped he was part of the reason she was finally having some fun, although the alcohol was obviously helping to loosen her up.
Sara finally pulled away from Tom as the song ended.
"Having fun yet?" Tom asked.
"We're not supposed to be having fun." She hit Tom on the chest playfully. Her serious, chastising tone of voice in stark contrast with the smile on her face.
She was having fun despite herself. Tom has happy at her reaction, despite never getting another chance to grab a kiss.
"Come on, I need to find the dean if I ever want to get out of here tonight."
She moved to approach an elvish server. She was tall and blond and built like a brick house. She had dark mocha skin. Skin that would have suggested her homeland was somewhere tropical if she had been human. Tom had no idea what it meant for an elf. If it wasn't for the pointed ears or her canted purple eyes, she could have past for human. She bowed respectfully to Sara, inadvertently exposing the deep valley of her breasts in her low-cut butler outfit.
"Miss," She said demurely.
"Where is the dean?"
"The master is in the summoning room."
"The summoning room?" Sara asked.
"He will be observing one of the trainees attempt a summoning soon." After careful observation, Tom had decided that the elf's breasts were bigger than Sara's but still slightly smaller than Shyira's. After more careful thought he started to wonder if Shyira might be able to help him live out one of his Lord of the Rings fantasizes.



"Good." Sara said. The elf bowed deeper as Sara turned to move away and caught Tom's eye.
"What were you looking at?" Sara asked suspiciously.
"Nothing." Tom said too quickly as he adverted his eyes from the elvish bombshell.
Sara rolled her eyes. "Come on. I need to find the dean and get this over with."
"Let's go then." Tom moved to follow Sara, who responded with a firm hand on his chest and a stern look on her pretty face.
"No. Bringing you to this party was already a mistake. The last thing an unattached warlock like you needs is to be on the dean's radar." She said.
"Did she say what I think she just said?" Tom asked, ignoring her last statement and referring to the Elf's mention of a summoning. He fitted her with an equally stern and determined look.
Sara sighed and rolled her eyes, emitting defeat. "Yes, if you can blend in with the crowd and try not to get caught, it looks like you can get a look at a proper summoning lesson tonight."
Tom started to look interested at the prospect as they moved through the crowd. Sara's amused expression to turn to a troubled one.
"Remember to keep your guard up. This place isn't what it seems."
Sara pulled him into a side hallway away from the loud party raging behind them. As they moved further down the hallway the décor of the mansion began to shift. Gone were the paneled walls of dark expensive wood, replaced with stone walls and vaulted gothic arches that ran the length of the hallway.
Tom couldn't shake the feeling that the hallway was declined slightly downward and that they were steadily heading further underground. The air was certainly getting colder and he thought he could catch the faintest whiff of damp stone in the air.
At the end of the hallway, a few people were milling around and talking in front of a stone archway in place of a door. Among them was the Dean's son, Chris and his little group of friends.
Chris swept his eyes up and down Sara's body as the two of them approached, a deep hunger in his gaze. His expression turned to a sneer as his eyes briefly met Tom's before addressing Sara.
"Why don't you ditch that geek and come hang out with a real man?"
"If you find one be sure to introduce me."
Chris moved to block her from moving past him.
"If you know what's good for you, you'll be nicer to me." Chris said. He moved his hand and ran it down the side of Sara's face just like Tom had done on the dance floor.
Tom opened his mouth and took a step forward. Sara promptly stomped on Tom's foot. She moved her head forward until she was almost nose to nose with Chris. "Don't forget who you're talking too Christopher."
They stared at each other intently, not just as individuals but as members of their respective families. Some high-class game of chicken that involved family honor and status and most importantly power. It all flew right over Tom's head but the rest of the people present seemed to be holding their collective breath. Chris blinked first and shifted his gaze away from Sara. "Move." She said simply as she grabbed Tom's arm and pushed past him.
"You've got a lot of balls bringing him here," Chris said, "he doesn't belong in my house."
Sara ignored him. Tom could tell Chris was pissed but he still caught him staring at Sara's ass as they entered the room beyond. Sara's demonstration of her status doing nothing to satiate his lust for her. If anything he probably wanted her even more because he couldn't have her.
"You're nothing." Chris said to Tom as they passed.
Tom's hand curled into a fist and the urge to turn around and punch him was almost overwhelming. It was only Sara's vague warning that allowed him to keep his cool.
Sara looked at him approvingly as they passed out of earshot of the doorway. "Thank You.
"For what?" Tom asked.
"For doing nothing. Status is everything with warlocks, it wouldn't have ended well if you had done anything to him."
"I was about too."
"I know." She said.
Tom's eyes adjusted to the dim light of the room and for the second time that night his words left him as he viewed the sight in front of him. This house is massive, he thought.
They entered into a small amphitheater of a sort. The room was circular and obviously sunken into the ground. Several rows of seating surrounded the entire circumference of the room. A few people were seated in small groups around the mostly empty room. They were obviously waiting on something. Their voices echoed off the doomed ceiling that immediately caught Tom's attention. The entirety of the white plastered ceiling was painted with elaborate frescoes depicting apocalyptic battles between warlocks and armies of demonic horrors. He sat enraptured at the paintings until Sara nudged him to descend the stairs.
At the bottom of the stairs they reached a metal railing that surrounded the circular pit in the center of the room. Several feet below them was a large concrete floor. A large metal pentagram was bolted to the floor. A candle sat glowing at every point of the pentagram and in the center of the summoning circle a goat was tied to a cinder block. Even in the dim light, Tom could see scorch marks and long dried stains on the floor.
Several figures in long red robes stood along the walls of the pit and one slightly shorter figure stood right outside the summoning circle. Tom couldn't tell the gender of the person or even how old they were. What he could tell was that the person had their hands in the air and was chanting a long string of gibberish.
Holy shit, he thought.
They took a seat in the first row and gazed down at the summoning.
The robed figures around the edges of the pit could also be seen chanting. Many of them swung metal thuribles of burning incense on long chains or swished wooden wands out in front of them. The perfumed smoke drifted lazily through the air, somehow giving the massive room a mysterious and claustrophobic feeling. It was all very intense, Tom decided. He was also certain that Shyira would have found it hilarious.
The speaker's chanting grew louder and louder. The summoner was a boy, Tom was sure of that now. His slightly nasally voice was audible now even if the ritualistic gibberish meant nothing to him. The chanting of the robbed figures also grew louder until at its climax the boy suddenly screamed out loudly in English.
"Arise creature of the beyond! Arise from the inferno of the pit and into the mortal realm. Arise and know your new master!"
The steel embedded into the summoning circle suddenly flashed red. A wave of heat and the smell of brimstone filled the room as a shimming portal appeared where the summoning circle had once laid. Tom could feel the arid and pungent breeze now blowing out of the new hole in the ground. It left a grayish mist in the room that soon obscured the exits and increased the claustrophobic feeling Tom felt. One powerful clawed hand grabbed onto the edge of the portal now connecting our world to the pit. A red muscular demon wearing rusted chain mail and sporting a set of bone white horns hauled itself out of the newly created portal to hell and into our realm.
The boy took a hesitant step back. The head of the goat slid past him, leaving a long red streak of blood on the concrete.
"B-bow to your new M-master beast of the pit." The boy shouted nervously. The creature smiled as a sword of pure fire appeared in its clawed hand. Uh-Oh, Tom thought. The boy took another step back. The robed warlocks along the perimeter of the summoning pit took a step forward as they prepared to contain the creature.
Now, Tom was sure that the warlocks present were all experienced and powerful practitioners. Maybe not a match for the creature individually, but as a group, the topic of whether they could take the creature down was certainly a matter open for debate. Physics and hard surfaces won that debate.
With a demonic roar of rage and bloodlust the creature sent out a shockwave of pure power out in every direction. From his vantage point some distance away from the summoning circle the shockwave felt like a hard slap to the face. Inside the pit, the warlocks moving to contain the creature were physically throw back, straight into the concrete wall of the enclosure. Some hit head first and immediately slumped to ground unconscious, a sheet of blood coating their faces. Others hit the wall at the wrong angle with the sickening snap of broken bones. They fell to the ground screaming. The room was soon filled the with sounds of pain and fear. Many of the spectators began running towards the exits.
The only one in the pit who wasn't any worse for wear was the little warlock who had summoned the monstrosity. Sure, he'd been blown to the ground by the shockwave but he'd been close enough to the summoning circle to avoid slamming into the wall. That left the unlucky kid as one of the only uninjured people in the summoning pit.
Looking back on this moment. Tom would still never figure out what he was thinking but watching the boy regain his feet only to immediately begin shuffling back in pure terror, triggered something in Tom. He jumped out of his seat, vaulted over the nearby railing and jumped down into the summoning pit.
He felt the impact of the fall as pain shot up his legs. He even stumbled a little as he regained his feet. He certainly felt like a bad ass but upon later reflection he would admit it wasn't the most heroic thing to witness.
"Tom," Sara screamed, "what the hell are you doing?"
The boy ran behind him. The creature growled and took a step forward. Tom poured power into a shield of bluish light which he put between himself and the creature. The creature paused his advanced and...sniffed Tom, before making a sound of understanding.
"I can smell her on you," the creature said in a deep and raspy voice, "move aside moral, leave me too my prey. I have no quarrel with the Lady of the Frost tonight."
"Can't do that." Tom said. He tried to sound much braver than he felt.
"Move." The creature bellowed.
The creature gave a grunt of irritation as one massive hoof took a step towards him. The floor physically shook as the creature put his full weight into the step. Tom poured more power into the shield.
"Stop!" Tom yelled, trying not to let the tremor be heard in his voice. The creature stared at Tom, deep in concentration.
"So be it." The creature rasped.
The creature raised the massive arm holding the sword of pure fire. Tom was shaking as he readied his puny shield, sure that he was about to die for his stupid bravery.
The runes of the summoning circle glowed once more as a new portal appeared behind the creature. The mist began to clear as a great wind sucked the air of the room into the portal. An unseen force began pulling the creature backwards. Its hoofed feet screeched against the concrete as it struggled against the force dragging it backward. Deep scratches appeared in the concrete as it gave ground. When it reached the edge of the portal it had just enough time to give Tom a look of pure hate before it tipped over the side and fell back to hell.
Just like that, the wind ceased as the portal closed. Tom stared in shock at where the creature had stood a moment before.
"Very good young man, VERY good!" The direction of the voice wasn't immediately apparent.
A well-dressed man stepped though the dissipating mist and onto the now solid floor where the demon had stood. His hands were thrown up in a welcoming gesture and a large smile plastered on his face.
"Very good!"
The man's eyes swept over Tom with a calculating and intelligent look. Sara had joined Tom by then, having taken the more sensible route of the stairs. The man's eyes moved to Sara for a long moment before realization seemed to dawn on him
"Ah. If you're accompanying the young Miss Westler this evening than you must be Tom." He extended a hand as his eyes bore into him. "My name is Dean Henry Edwards and I'm very happy to make your acquaintance."
They followed in the dean's wake like a couple of school kids on their way to detention. Sara's near constant look of alarm did nothing to help settle his stomach and was increasingly churning with nerves.
They passed through a door on the opposite side of the room and found themselves walking through an eerie stone hallway. Along both sides of the hallway were mounted antlers and horns of many different animals. Mixed with the usual deer and moose were other racks that Tom couldn't identify but were obviously supernatural in origin. They made him keenly uneasy if he looked at them too long.
Tom gave Sara a look and she answered the unspoken question. "Hunting trophies." She quietly mouthed to him with disgusted curl of her lip. Tom noticed that she was careful to look at the deans back to make sure they wouldn't be overheard. At the end of the hallway they came to a grand spiral staircase of wrought iron that was tall enough that it must have led back into the mansion proper.
His guess was proven correct when, legs burning slightly, they reached the top of the stairs and were led into a posh office overlooking the lawn from the second floor. The walls were lined with shelves filled with books and other trinkets. Along with the chairs in front of a massive wooden desk over by an equally massive window, there were also seats in a semicircle surrounding a fireplace set in the wall. It was here that the dean directed them.
"So much excitement tonight." He said clapping his hands together. "I'm sure what happened down in the summoning pit will make for an interesting story and you handled yourself so well down there. Makes me think that you must have other stories to tell an old man by the fire tonight." He said to the room.
The dean sat in the largest chair around the crackling fire. A crystal glass and decanter filled with a golden-brown liquid was set on a table to his right. To his left, sat a beautiful creature on a pillow on the ground. She was naked expect for a black collar around her neck. Tom could just make out the runes embedded in the leather. She had platinum blond hair and skin the color of a dark tan. If it wasn't for the horns and the cant to her eyes Tom could have mistaken her for human. She sat with her back straight, her eyes cast down to the floor. The dean didn't acknowledge her except to absentmindedly stroke her golden hair as he sat.
"Sit young man, let us speak as one warlock to another. I must admit that I know so very little about you."
"Well Dean—." Tom began.
A fatherly smile spread across Dean Edward's face. "Henry, my boy. Henry will do just fine. There's no reason to be so formal here."
Tom doubted that. "Well I don't exactly know much about you either...Henry."
Dean Edwards expression turned more calculating without completely losing the fatherly look. "Now see that is curious. More curious than I knowing so little about you." He laughed at that. "You must think that is an incredibly arrogant statement to make. You may be right but I am also very aware of my own position in society. You on the other had are a bit of an unknown quantity. A mysterious and unvouched for warlock showing up to a party with the daughter of a respectable and powerful family. Quite the scandal, some would even say." He winked at Tom at that last statement. Sara shifted in her seat uncomfortably.
"Well I only recently became a warlock." Tom said.
Sara attempted to kick Tom, but the damage had already been done.
"Ah, now that is interesting. Do you know what I see when I look upon you son?"
"What?"
"Just what you are, a young man. Impulsive, headstrong, with the one-track mind that all men share at that that age. Letting their little head doing the thinking for them, even when it isn't the wisest course of action." The dean glanced at Sara as he finished his sentence. Sara understood his meaning but resisted the urge to comment.
Tom didn't like where this conversation was going.
"A young man from an unknown family, seemingly ignorant of things he should have been aware of from adolescence. Dabbling in things he doesn't understand and couldn't possibly control."
Tom said nothing but he was sure the Dean could read his every though on his face.
"Plus, I'm hearing so many stories of strange occurrences on campus lately. A fire at one of our faculty buildings, a greenhouse full of priceless plants, destroyed by temperature shock of all things. Even a few disappearances thrown into the mix. One can't be helped but try and connect the dots, maybe go looking for someone who doesn't belong."
The dean's eyes were boring into Tom now. He still had the smile of a fatherly dean but his eyes screamed predator.
The Dean's tone turned more serious. "You've summoned a demon from the pit, haven't you son? Perhaps even a succubus?"
A sinking feeling crept up Tom's legs and into the pit of his stomach. He couldn't possibly know that...could he? Tom suddenly got the feeling that the man he's been having such a casual conversation with might just be one of the most dangerous men that he'd ever met. He also got the feeling that he had fucked up big time by pressuring Sara to take him to this party.
Dean Edwards didn't seem to be waiting for an answer, he seemed to read his expression like a book. He shook his head in a disappoint manner. "Regrettable," he said.
"S-so what if I have?"
"I think that you do not yet understand the true nature of the Pit." He clasped his hands together and brought them to his chin, the patent professor granting his pupil a nugget of wisdom.
"Perhaps you are completely ignorant of the other worldly dimension we call the Pit," he paused, almost long enough for Tom to think he expected a response, "but I don't think so. I think you've been lured in by the carnal pleasures the hellish beasts can offer the young and foolish. Understandably so."
He ran a finger across the cheek of the gorgeous creature kneeling at his feet. A shiver of apparent pleasure, but what Tom was quickly recognizing as revulsion, ran down her spine. "You've yet to witness the horrors of the pit. The eldritch terrors that make men weep and cry out to their gods. The undying machinations of creatures who witnessed the birth of man and expect to see his death. Such terrors require a degree of protection and caution."
"And that's where you come in?" Tom asked, his throat dry.
"Precisely." He said with a flourish of his hands. "It is only through the constant vigilance of the Ordo Custos Terrae that humanity's enemies are kept at arm's length, that the Eternity gate is kept closed and the realms of man kept secure. That is the true purpose of Warlock society."
"According to some." Sara spoke at last.
The dean smiled but let her comment pass before turning back to Tom and letting out a deep sigh, "which brings me to you."
Tom gulped.
"You understand that we take the training of new warlocks very seriously. An untrained warlock can be very dangerous, both to himself and others. And an unknown warlock raises many questions, questions I intend to have answers too."
The dean stared at Tom now. Such an intense stare that Tom wondered what he could possible be thinking while making such a face.
"I have so many things to discuss with you Tom, starting with what happened at the police station."
Tom had no idea what the dean was talking about and was sure he didn't want to know. Sara was tugging on his arm now, urging him to follow her out of the room. She had such a look of alarm on her face that he allowed her to pull him away from the intense stare of Dean Henry Edwards. The Dean made no attempt to stop them as they moved towards the door. Tom just barely heard his last words as the two of them stepped out of the room.
"Questions I have for you, young man and questions I will have answered."



They reached the spiral staircase that led back down the way that they had come in record time. They took the steps two at a time as they descended. They stepped off the last stair into the hallway that would lead them back to the summoning room, only to find their way blocked by Chris Edwards and a collection of security guards.
"I told you, you should have been nicer to me." Chris said with a smug look.
"Move aside." Sara said.
She took a step forward as the security guards did the same. Sara paused looking uncertain. More men appeared behind them blocking the way back.
"You're going to wish you had spread your pretty little legs for me now bitch." Chris said as his eyes roamed over Sara.
"Hey Fuck yo—." Tom had just enough time to register the sharp pain at the base of his skull. Sara watched in horror as a guard stepped up behind him and clubbed him in the back of the head with a submachine gun. Tom crumbled to the floor unconscious
Sara stared at Tom in shock as more guards surrounded Tom's limp form.
"Her too." Chris pointed to Sara.
She recovered from the shock of the moment. The guards hesitated as Sara locked eyes with Chris with a look of pure venom.
"You wouldn't dare." She said with a hard edge to her voice. She locked eyes with him like he was a vermin she wanted to stomp on. "You're not the only one with a powerful father Christopher."
Chris looked like he wanted to push the issue, instead he broke eye contact with Sara. He pointed to Tom as he looked at one of the security guards, "take him to one of the holding cells."
Movement behind Sara caught her attention as Dean Edwards approached from the direction of the stairs. The dean shook his head impassionedly.
"Regrettable."
A pair of goons in matching suits grabbed Tom under the arms and dragged his unconscious body further into the bowels of the mansion. They passed through a doorway and down a set of stairs. Sara continued to look at the empty doorway even after he was out of sight. With a troubled expression she turned on her heel and stomped away without another word.
No one tried to stop her.
*****
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**It was a dark and stormy night**
Lightening flashed outside the window, briefly illuminating the plush office. The rain beat on the window, thick streams of water cascading down its smooth surface. The branches of the oak tree outside smacked against the side of the building like the claws of some enormous creature trying to claw its way into the building.
Inside the buxom redhead knelt at the feet of her African god. The muscular black man leaned against the polished wooden desk behind him, silhouette against the window and the raging storm. Her head rhythmically bobbed up and down in service to the black cock down her throat. Behind them on the desk ungraded papers and a closed laptop were mixed with other more esoteric items. A fertility statue carved out of ebony wood, complete with a large wooden phallus that caught the eye even in the dim light. A human skull with strange symbols carved into the bone was lit by several candles on the desk and looked on in silent approval at what lay before it. The woman's fiery red hair glowed in the candlelight of a hundred candles lining every surface of the room.
The man grabbed a handful of fire red hair and began pumping his big black cock even faster into her mouth. The gurgling sounds the girl was making only seemed to redouble his efforts. His muscled bulged, showing off the tribal designs inked onto his arms. 12 inches of flawless black cock, even darker than his own skin tone, went in and out of the girls pretty pink lips. With a roar of release from the man, the woman's cheeks bulged with the sudden stream of cum erupting into her mouth. She didn't gag. This was no amateur cock sucker but a seasoned expert.
"Show me what you have." The man growled, his chest heaving.
The redhead opened her mouth and showed off the impressive amount black cream in her mouth. She grabbed a glass dish and spat the mixture of cum and saliva into the dish. It mixed in with the other loads of the evening. She savored the taste but knew that it was not meant for her tonight.
"Delicious. Even after all of these years, yours still tastes the best." She said.
"That is high praise coming from someone so experienced, Professor."
She smirked at his compliment but then bowed her head in reverence. "I thank you Papa Despre for coming all the way to Dred Scott University to aid me."
"I would be lying if I said your 'project' did not interest me, Sara."
"Power is shifting in the city. I have received much support from the Coalition and believe that now is the time to enact my plans."
"You believe these youth show promise?" He gestured to a group of photos on a table in the center of the room.
"These are the most promising of the students this year. Two of them even have the blood lines that I seek. An opportunity like this won't come along again for a long time."
"You are sure?" The gruff voice asked. "You believe they are destined to succumb to temptation and serve the men of color in this university."
"This university and beyond, by Damballah's will. The spirits of the ancestors have spoken to me and guided my hand."
The Voodoo priest chuckled. "You are a sinner, Sara Bedswerver. A daughter of eve and now you wish to tempt those entrusted in your care. Why?"
"Because it is justified." She said with steel in her voice.
"And they all meet the criteria for this class you are planning?"
"Yes." She said.
"Convince me."
"None of them are locals or if they are, their families live out of town. Most of them are single, in long distant relationships or appear unhappy with their significant others. They are all somewhat isolated from their peers. Not a member of any club or sports team and most importantly lacking their diversity credit for graduation."
Papa Despre nodded his head. "Vulnerable."
"Suggestible." She offered.
Papa Despre nodded his head to acknowledge the point. He left her kneeling on the ground and walked over to the photographs. "You've done your homework."
"There is a reason I waited until second semester to offer this course. I've had had my eye on a few students."
"They're all beautiful." He said thoughtfully, ruffling thought the pictures.
Sara smiled. "Of course."
Despre chuckled and presented the photos to Sara. She rose from the ground and accepted them. "Then bring them forth and let Damballah's will flow through you."
"I thank you, Papa." She bowed her head.
"Who is first?" He asked.
Sara Bedswerver stood naked in her own office and was suddenly a professor again, business like and professional. "Kim. Foreign exchange student from South Korea. Seems to have angered someone from the 'in' crowd of the exchange students upon arrival in the U.S. She can mostly be found studying alone at the library."
The African Priest looked down at the picture of the porcelain doll of an exchange student and nodded. "Then let us begin." He said.
He began chanting in an aggressive tongue as the naked red head knelt in front of the table in the center of the room. Carved and burnt into the dark wood of the table was the ritual symbol of Damballah. She ran her pale fingers over the symbol, feeling the rough texture against her fingertips.
Around the edges of the table were a number of other ritual items. Four white candles sat at each corner of the table. A bowl of clean water, a bowl of salt and a bowl of white flour with an egg cracked over the top encircled the ritual symbol. Finally, the bowl of cum was set down in the semicircle around the symbol.
Sara laid a number of items out in front of her. First, she placed a red velvet doll, still wet with sacred oil in the center of the symbol. Next the picture of the petite Asian girl, along with a long metal in pin were set next to the doll. Finally, she grabbed three cords of yarn tied at one end, one yellow, one red and one black.
"DAMBALLAH!" She screamed. "Grant me your power."
The tribal priest picked of the tempo of his chanting. Sara picked up the pieces of yarn and tied nine knots into them. With each knot she repeated Kim's name in a ritualistic fashion. She then tied the finished cord around the dolls neck. Papa Despre started to beat a drum as Sara began to recite the ritual.
"Damballah, kite mwen ', soti viktorye nan fe fas ak Kim"
(Damballah, let me, emerge victorious in dealing with Kim.)
She picked up the bowl of cum and dribbled it onto the doll.
"Gaye janm ou pou pijon nwa. Sevi ak sepan nwa a."
(Spread your legs for black cock. Serve the black snake.)
She placed the picture of the girl on top of the doll and raised the pin into the air.
"Sevi Damballah!"
(Serve Damballah!)
At the last word she stabbed the pin through the picture pinning it to the doll. Lightening flashed outside and the sound of whistling suddenly emanated from all around them. Sara smiled and Papa Despre looked pleased at the response.
"Praised be to Damballah." She said.
The ritual was repeated ten more times as each girl was given a baptism in cum to the service of Damballah until only one photo was left. The twelfth and final girl was a stacked blond built like a brick house. Blue eyes as deep as the ocean and a carefree expression stared back from the photo. Of all the girls she may have been the most beautiful.
"Yes. Very nice indeed." The African witch doctor commented. "The spirits of the ancestors want this one badly. It would please Damballah greatly to have her under his sway."
The photo was handed to Sara by Papa Despre.
"Ashely Schlampe. Blonde, 18 years old. Descended from a long line of southern slave owners in the state although she appears to be unaware of this fact." She responded.
"A certain slave holding family we're familiar with?" Papa Despre said, eyeing the similarly stacked red head.
Sara gave him a mysterious smile. "Yes."
"Then it is time she became aware of her debt and atoned for her ancestors' sins." Papa Despre began chanting for the final time as Sara started speaking.
"Damballah, kite mwen ', soti viktorye nan fe fas ak Ashely."
The last of the cum from the bowl was dribbled onto the doll. There was so much left that it practically covered the fabric. Sara looked pleased.
"Gaye janm ou pou pijon nwa. Sevi ak sepan nwa a."
Again, she placed the picture of the busty blond on top of the velvet doll and raised the pin high into the air. Her hand almost faltered as a loud whistling sound filled the room, drowning out Papa Despre's chanting.
Her chest rose in sudden pride. "Sevi Damballah!" She screamed.
Thunder cracked as she stabbed the pin into the doll.
**A Strange Application**
Ashely Schlampe awoke suddenly in the night. The young blond girl half expected to find a darkened room lit by candle light but was instead treated to her dull old dorm room. The storm raged outside and she was still a little concerned that the power might go out. Her heart was hammering in her chest. Her dream just a moment ago had seemed so vivid but now she could hardly remember it. The more she tried to focus on it the faster it slipped through her fingers. After a while, her heart rate slowed and she drifted back to sleep with the sound of the wind and the rain against her window.
Ashely sighed as she lay in bed the next morning and finally opened her laptop. The air was so muggy from last night's storm that the well-built 18-year-old lay in only her underwear, her laptop rested on her flat stomach.
Might as well get this over with, she thought.
She logged into her student account at Dred Scott University using her student ID number. She was determined to finally make a decision that would most likely bore or possibly even aggravate her for the whole semester. Her diversity and inclusion credit. According to her boyfriend Josh there were two main approaches to dealing with this annoying requirement for graduation. Get it out of the way freshman year or ignore it until the last semester of senior year.
Ashely didn't want it to hang over her for the next four years. She had loved college so far. Now that she was away from her conservative and very religious parents she had rebelled, if only just a little. She had even stop going to Sunday mass. The idea of how shocked her mother would be if she knew Ashely now slept in Sunday mornings always brought a smile to her face.
The type of innocent teenage fun enjoyed by most girls her age had been a foreign concept to her growing up. Her parents had barely let her do anything, instilling a sense of guilt and shame in her for her womanly body and for the sin that they saw everywhere. The only reason they had let her date her boyfriend Josh is because in their eyes he was a "good boy from a good family" and Josh was smart enough to look her father in the eye when they had first met.
After making every attempt to disguise herself from male attention in high school, she had finally opened up. Her perfectly average height was the only thing average about her. She stopped dying her hair black and let her naturally blond hair grow out to mid shoulder. She stopped wearing oversized sweatshirts and jeans designed to hide her figure and started wearing.... well not sexy clothes but perfectly normal girl clothes for the first time in her life. She now looked like the Blonde Southern Bell that she always was.
Truth be told she didn't really need to wear overly sexy clothes. With a natural hourglass figure and DD breasts that sat high on her chest, she really didn't need the help. Once she broke out of her shell, her flawless porcelain skin and deep blue eyes had men tripping over themselves to talk to her. Not that she wanted them to. Her sweet boyfriend Josh was going to school two states away and she couldn't wait to spend the summer with him.
But first she needed to get this fucking diversity credit out of the way. Clicking on her class schedule for the upcoming semester, her eyes skimmed over the page. Nothing caught her fancy. She wasn't expecting anything too. Ashely sighed again. She was just about to pick something at random when a class caught her eye. She wasn't sure why but she was instantly drawn towards it.
African Studies 101: Accelerated coursework with an emphasis on interracial reparations and race relations. Taught by Sara Bedswerver. 6 Week course.
Ashely's eyes lit up. Less than half a semester, she thought to herself, how odd. She could deal with overly long lectures if it meant being done half way though the semester. She looked a little deeper at the course. Weekly, 5-hour lectures on Mondays 5-10 p.m. with hands on assignments needing to be completed before the following week's lecture. She wasn't too thrilled about the second part. Hands on assignments outside of class didn't sound like a lot of fun. She'd much rather sit in the back of the class keeping her head down then get involved in extra circular activities. Half a semester though, she though, I can handle that. Before taking the time to think any more about it, she moved her mouse and clicked "Join", completely ignoring the warning pop up that told her that once started, the registration couldn't be canceled for this trial class.
Dred Scott University, in partnership with the Black Power Coalition and the BETA. BETA. CAPPA. Fraternity is proud to announce the latest offering for the diversity and inclusion credit.
African Studies 101: Accelerated coursework with an emphasis on interracial reparations and race relations. Taught by Sara Bedswerver.
This is a transformative class meant to break you of the chains of white privilege and create an ally of Black Racial Justice. Students will participate in multimedia lectures and hands on learning outside of class to challenge institutional and interpersonal racism and internalized oppression. Over the course of the semester your appearance, habits, and attitudes will change to meet the new racial paradigm shift. Be a part of the trial semester of this revolutionary course.
Note: If the questionnaire seems a bit personal, it is only in order to create a more individual and personalized educational experience. 
Odd, Ashely thought. How personal can it be and isn't CAPPA spelt with a K? She scrolled down and saw that some of her information had already been auto filled in from her student account.
Ashely Schlampe
*18 Years old
*Female
*White/Caucasian 
Ashely sighed for the third time, reminded herself that it would all be worth it in the end and started to fill in the already annoying questionnaire.
Hair Color
*Blond
Eye Color
*Blue
Are you currently in a long-term relationship? 
*Yes
If yes, what is the race of your partner? 
*White/Caucasian
Are you a virgin? 
Jesus, Ashely thought, they weren't kidding when they said this thing was going to get personal.
*No
Average number of sexual encounters in the typical month? 
<5
Do you consider yourself a racist person? 
*No
Do you have any tattoos? If yes describe them. 
*None
Do you have any piercings? Pick all the apply. 
(a) Ears
(c) Belly Button
Ashely smiled at that question. Her ears had been pierced since she was a girl but her belly button piercing had been her first "fuck you" to her parents.
How would you describe your pubic hair?
(a) Shaved
(b) Trimmed
(c) Unkempt 
At this point, Ashely was moving towards the "Back" button to find another class when she remembered the pop-up window that she had absentmindedly closed. "This Trial class cannot be cancelled", it had said. Shit, she thought, what have I gotten myself into. She stared at the question again before sighing for the fourth time and picking an option.
How would you describe your pubic hair? 
(b) Trimmed
What is your breast size? 
*DD
If you weren't in a long term committed relationship would you consider a relationship with a member of a different race? 
No, Ashely started to type and then she thought long and hard about the question. It's a diversity class she thought, even if they say there's no right answer, there's going to be a right answer. Best to blend in and keep my head down. Sure, she had never been into black guys and had no real interest but there was no reason to tell the instructor that.
*Maybe
Do you consider yourself to have been raised in a racist household? 
That one she certainly couldn't tell the truth on. It was the South after all. Her father complained about "the blacks" on a regular basis. Her uncle Joe participated in civil war reenactments and drove around town with a confederate flag on his tailgate, for fucks sake. The only guy she knew who wasn't at least a little racist was her sweet boyfriend Josh and that's only because he was a Yankee. Something Josh would never admit too. Poor boy would never understand that it took longer than two generations to become a REAL Southerner.
*No
Have you ever engaged in sexual activities with a member of a different race? 
*No
Are you open to the idea of engaging in interracial reparations for the sake of this course and racial justice? 
Ashely wasn't really sure what that last question meant but was pretty sure what answer they were expecting from her.
*Yes
Do you agree or disagree with the following statement: The United States is a racist country?
(a) Strongly agree
(b) Somewhat agree
(c) Neutral
(d) Somewhat disagree
(e) Strongly disagree
Again, she thought there probably WAS a correct answer, even if no one would ever admit it out loud. She thought, "somewhat agree" was a safe answer. It was midway between what she thought they expected and what she actually wanted to put. Everyone games the system in college, she thought, where's the harm in a few white lies?



(b) Somewhat agree
Please upload two pictures of yourself. One showing your face in profile and the other a full body picture wearing a bathing suit or an equivalate amount of clothing.
Ashley's mouth actually did hang open at that. WTF, she thought. She stared at the computer for several minutes as if she could hate the sign-up page into nonexistence. The only sounds came from down the hall of her freshman dorm and the whirl of her computer fan. With a final exasperated sigh, she opened up her social media and downloaded two pictures. A headshot taken last year during her graduation showing her black hair and frumpy clothing and a full body shot of her smiling in a red bikini over the summer, her blond hair on full display in the sun. This will be worth it in the end she thought and hit upload.
**Week 1**
Ashely threw on her Monday morning apparel after having a lazy afternoon sitting around her dorm room. She had gotten really lucky not getting a roommate for freshman year and it showed in her ability to lay out in her underwear all day without being bothered. African Studies 101 was her only Monday class and she wasn't in a hurry to get there. She put on jeans, t-shirt, sneakers and an only slightly oversized hoody. Truly she was the pinnacle of female sexuality. Despite her desire to dress more girly over the past year, she just couldn't shake the strange feeling overtaking her about this class. She had reacted by wearing comfort clothes and absolutely refusing to read the syllabus ahead of time.
She walked across campus and arrived a few minutes before the start of class. When she found the right room number, she took note of the frosted glass and the large, "Do not disturb," sign on the door. When she walked in, she saw a few girls at the front of the class with a sizable number of black men taking up the rest of the space. Several of them undressed her in their eyes and made whistling sounds as she walked to the front row and one even grabbed his crotch when he looked at her. Ashely fell back on the tried and true approach to situations like this. She rolled her eyes and ignored them.
Great, she thought, it's going to be one of THOSE types of diversity classes. She walked a little faster to the front of the room. She sat down in an empty seat in the front row as all the rest of the girls seemed to be doing. A curvy brunette on her right turned to her and held out her hand. "Hi, I'm Rebecca."
"Ashely." She said smiling. Rebecca had bigger breasts than Ashely and was just a little taller. Although it was obvious that she had hit the freshman 15 a little early and could stand to lose a few pounds. She still looked great and wore a top that drew her eyes to her bust instead of her stomach.
"Are you looking forward to the class?" Rebecca asked.
"I know, I'm not." Ashely turned to her left to a petite Asian girl with glasses who had turned to follow their conversation. "I just want to get this over with so I can get back to more serious classes."
"Same." Ashely said holding out her hand. The small Asian girl couldn't have been bigger than 5 feet tall and had little in the breast department. Still, she possessed that petite Asian thinness and doll like facial features that white guys seemed to drool over.
"So Young Bae." She said while reaching out her hand.
"So Young what?"
The petite Asian girl sighed, "Just call me Kim, everyone does. It's good to meet you."
"You too." Ashely said.
"Well, if we're lucky maybe we can get some group projects and help each other out." Rebecca said.
"I hope so." Ashely said.
It was almost the top of the hour and she took one last look around the classroom. The number of girls in the room had gone up to 12. Most of them white but with a couple of Asian girls like Kim and one light skinned Hispanic girl thrown into the mix as well. Most appeared to be around Ashely's age although one appeared to be pushing 40. There's always that odd older person in college, Ashely thought. The number of men in the rest of the room had swelled to over 30. All of them, Ashely noticed, were black; which she found rather odd even for a diversity class. The front of the room was quickly becoming a little island of white girls surrounded by lots of staring black men.
Weird, she thought.
Ashely couldn't get an exact count beyond 3 to 1 because just then the Professor walked in an all eyes were instantly drawn to her. She was stunning in every way. Her Irish heritage was on full display with her sparkling green eyes. Large full breasts were barely contained by her green tube top. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra as her tits bounced with every step of her black high heel shoes. Long curly red hair reached down to her mid back. She had ivory skin with just a slight dusting of freckles across her nose. Her matching green skirt was several inches from school appropriate and showed off lots of her creamy thighs. She moved with such self confidence that all eyes were glued to her.
Several of the black in the room whistled or called out inappropriate things from the back of the class. Ashely expected her to admonish them but the Professor only seemed to smile at the attention as she set her purse down on the desk. Her outfit left her whole stomach bare and she appeared to have a piercing on her belly button. Ashely was too far way to see it clearly but she thought it was some sort of playing card symbol.
"Good afternoon and welcome to African Studies." The instructor said cheerfully. "My name is Professor Sara Bedswerver, which is just a mouth full and not the good kind." There were a few more catcalls from the back which brought out another big smile from the Professor.
"We are all going to be getting very close to each other in this class, which is why I want you all to call me by my first name. Can everyone say, Hi Sara?"
"Hi, Sara." The class responded.
"Excellent." After briefly going around the room for introductions she grabbed two stacks of Syllabuses from her bag. The larger stack was handed to the men. Ashely could have sworn that when the professor handed the stack of papers to one of the men to pass out that he reached out and grabbed her ass. But that couldn't be right. She would have said something. Professor Sara then handed a stack of syllabuses to their group. The exact number needed for the girls, she noted.
Sara moved back to the front of the class as they each accepted their pack of papers. What followed was the strangest explanation of a course Ashely had ever heard. There didn't appear to be any papers or tests or really any written assignments of any kind. Only lectures and hands on, "learned experience assignments," which she refused to elaborate on. There was a final exam but Sara was very nonspecific about what it would entail. Only that they would have to take everything they had learned and apply them to demonstrate that they were true allies of transformative racial justice. As far as Ashely could see, their entire grade seemed to hinge on the professor's subjective opinion of how they were doing.
Half way though Kim raised her hand and asked clearly irritated, "Are there no textbooks for this class?"
"No and that's something we will discuss when we break for the personalized assignment portion of the class."
With that, Sara turned out the lights and started her lesson. Today's lecture was a history lesson. But it was like no history lesson she had ever heard before. It started with a history of slavery in North America. Which as a topic she at least had some knowledge on, but what she saw on screen was like nothing she had ever seen in a history class before.
Artist depictions of black men being ripped from their homes and packed onto ships, many never to reach their destinations because of their treatment at the hands of white men. They watched a video next that described the brutal treatment the slaves suffered upon arrival in excruciating detail. Paintings of black men working the fields and it even including a few black and white photos of scars received during whippings. The next video jumped to the 20th century. Images of lynching's and murders filled the screen. White police officers beating black men and sicking attack dog on them during the civil rights march. The last video followed modern incarceration rates. Images of black men wasting away behind bars and lots of graphs showing how systematically racist the system is. How often white men got off scot-free and how often black men got disproportionally long sentences.
Tears welled up in Ashely's eyes by the end. It was also so blunt and shocking. It was unlike any history lesson she had ever sat though. She wasn't sure if she could handle a second more.
Sara stepped in front of the class after the lights came back on. "In order to learn from the past, we must never forget that it happened. If we are to break the chains of white oppression, then we must understand where they were forged."
Not a word was spoken by anyone. Sara moved her eyes along the front row and looked at each of us in turn.
"For all of my Black students, this concludes your portion of the class. If you need anything from me my office hours are listed, as well as my personal cell phone number. The white girl specific portion of the class with begin in a moment."
Ashely felt such deep shame after their first lesson that she couldn't look any of the black men in the eyes as they left. She was wrong, she couldn't do this for 6 weeks. The images the professor had shown them had made her sick to her stomach. At that moment she hated the skin she was wearing.
Where most of the girls present just ignored the men as they exited, Sara gave all the men a sunny smile as they left. Just like when she entered the class, she appeared to be opening flirting with her male students. She played with her beautiful red hair and even winked at one student.
When the last man had left and the door had finally shut, Sara looked at their downcast expressions. Her smile faded. "It's brutal, isn't it? The things we've done to our black brothers and sisters."
They all nodded without looking at her. "Look at me girls."
"You all walked into this class today with a vague understanding of our history in this country. But I bet you've never seen the truth presented to you so raw, so unfiltered. You got the sugar coated public school history, not the real history. This class, what we're doing here, is important. We're going to achieve racial justice and you girls are going to help me do it. By the end of this course, you will all be willing to put your mind....and body on the line for racial justice."
"Professor Bedswerver." Ashely said, raising her hand.
"Honey, please." Her smile returned. "I think we're all going to know each other on an intimate basis by the end of the course. In fact, we're practically family already. Call me Sara."
"Ok...Sara. I think I made a mistake. I'd like to drop this class."
"Nonsense, you've only seen one lecture. Besides as it was clearly laid out in the syllabus, trial courses cannot be dropped. And if you were to happen to stop showing up, I would be forced to put a note in your permanent record showing that you willingly dropped a Diversity and Inclusion class because of racist attitudes. It would end up affecting your future employment opportunities."
You could have heard a pin drop. Threat delivered.
"Besides, I personally chose all of you out of our pool of applicants based on your answers to our questionnaire."
"Shit." Ashely muttered under her breath. The questionnaire. She was really regretting "gaming" it now.
She must have seen the worried look on everyone's faces. "Not to worry girls. I'm sure there's a compassionate white ally in every one of you. Come to class every week with an open mind, free of racist preconceptions and I will teach you everything you need to know to be a part of something great. And as I've always said, the key to a happy life is doing what your superiors tell you to do."
When everyone didn't immediately nod at her words, Sara gave everyone a look. "Does everyone understand?"
"Yes, Professor." Everyone answered.
"There's that word again. Try it again."
"Yes, Sara."
"Now onto the real reason you're all still here. Every week the men will break away from us early so that we might discuss your weekly personal assignments. We will start off with class assignments that everyone must complete. After that, assignments will be tailor made for you on a week to week basis. Every week I will take a look at your progress and then pick an activity designed to push you down the path of racial harmony. This is why parts of the syllabus are so vague. I simply cannot tell you what you'll be doing a few weeks from now because I don't know myself."
"What kind of assignments are we talking about?" Rebecca asked.
"I'm glad you asked that. I'm not sure how many of you read the section of the syllabus on dress code before coming to class today but I expect you all to step up your game before next class. The bond between Black men and white women is a special one and how you present yourself to them can tell them everything they need to know about you. This will be your only free day. Anyone not in compliance with the dress code next class with be docked points from their grade. As we discussed earlier, attendance and dress code will be strictly enforced."
"I've never heard of a college class that has a dress code before, Sara." Rebecca pointed out.
"This isn't like any class you've ever taken. Black men deserve a safe and welcoming place to vent their frustrations of society and discuss their rights and needs. I expect all of you to make an effort every day to become a white ally for black racial justice. Open yourself up to them."
A few girls were nodding at this. The small Asian girl Kim raised her, "I'm not white, Sara."
Sara gave the girl a patient smile. "It's Kim, right?" Kim nodded. "As we will get into during the course the difference between White and Asian in the context of historical oppression is a minor one. If it makes you feel better think of it as being, 'not black' for the purposes of this class."
The girls all nodded now.
"Good, then your first week's assignment is to read though section 2A of the dress code and section 2B on the grooming standard. First, any none compliant clothing is to be thrown out. You will be making life changing decisions to throw off the chains of white privilege this semester, not just complying for the sake of a grade. You will have no need of your old clothes after completing my course. New clothing is to be purchased at a wonderful, locally owned back business just off of campus. Kim, you asked earlier why there are no textbooks for this course?"
"Yes, ma'am." Kim said demurely.
"There are a few reasons for this: Firstly, this class is black focused, we do away with white academia's focus on text books and studying, and instead focus on visual and hands on learning. I want you to walk away with lived experiences that challenge societal norms, not a head full of useless numbers. We'll fill that head up with better things instead."
Sara smiled at something the girls didn't catch onto.
"Secondly, you'll be spending your textbook budget on clothes instead; because I know you can afford it and because the dress code is a corner stone of this course for a variety of reasons."
Ashely didn't really get it but she wasn't about to speak out again.
"So, throw out your old clothes, go buy new ones and support a local black business in the process." Sara gave everyone a coy smile, "although do leave yourself something to wear to the boutique, unless you want to walk there naked of course. I expect you all to act as white ambassadors from here on out," Sara gave them all a look, "and I will hear about it if you show up out of dress code."
Sara was kind of scary, Ashely decided.
A few women visibly gulped as the professor handed out small white envelopes with their names on them and dismissed them until next week. Ashely accepted her envelope but didn't bother to read the card inside before stuffing it into her pocket.
Back at her dorm room, Ashely pulled the envelope out of her pocket and threw it on her desk. She grabbed her syllabus and reviewed sections 2A and 2B.
Section 2A
You are no longer dressing for yourself. You are no longer dressing for your boyfriend/husband. You are no longer dressing for other women, as most women are prone to do. You are dressing for other men, black men. You are dressing to attract the black male gaze and show your willingness to offer up yourself for interracial reparations. You will become an ambassador for black racial justice. To do this you will need to dress in the absolute sexiest clothing with which you can get away with, depending on the circumstances.
You will wear revealing short mini skirts or dresses, and low cut tops, see through when possible. You will rarely wear pants or jeans unless they are skin tight, low raise hip huggers or spandex. When you do wear pants, they MUST be tight. You will be graded based on your appearance each class, so put in the effort to look good. When in doubt, less is more.
Female students are required to spend their normal textbook budget on clothing purchased at a locally owned black business. Any confusion about what is expected from them will be cleared up by the helpful associates of the:
Black Spade Boutique
6969 Jefferson Street
Conveniently located just three blocks west of campus.
Ashely's mouth dropped open in shock. I'm expected to wear what!?! She deeply regretted ever signing up for this stupid course. She read over the card again and when it didn't magically change, she read over it again to see if it might change that time. Visibly exasperated with this crazy course, she briefly considered her options before remembering Sara's threat in class. Ashely gave out a huff of agitation as she realized she was cornered. Finally, she walked over and opened her closet. If she had to do it, she was determined to get it done and over with.
She put on her favorite blouse and looked at herself in the mirror. As much as she hated this class, she knew her grade would suffer if she was seen in class or around campus outside of dress code. She loved this blouse, but it obviously didn't fit into her new responsibilities for this course. She threw it on the garbage pile. Sure, she could keep it, but she had a sick feeling that the instructor Sara might show up at her dorm room for an inspection. She got a weird feeling from her.
Ashely grabbed another outfit at random and put it on. She ran her hands down her tight body, smoothing out any wrinkles in the fabric and tried to look at herself like a man would. Is this shirt tight enough? She grabbed another outfit. Does this tank top show off enough of her chest? She grabbed another outfit. Is this skirt short enough? When she was done, her closet was considerably emptier than it had started. Most of her clothes and the vast majority of her underwear were sitting in a trash bag by the door.
Despite her misgivings, spending so much time thinking about her body and how men might look at it had made her excited. She walked over to the trashcan by the door and threw the last outfit into it, sealing the bag. She then walked over to the syllabus and read over the next section.
[i]Section 2B
Like your clothing, body hair should not be used to block the black male gaze (even if you don't know what that is yet). You are expected to help provide a welcoming and upbeat atmosphere to the black men in class by dressing, acting and grooming yourself in a way that indicates your availability for racial justice. All female students, are therefore required to show up to class fresh and ready to learn. There will be no rolling out of bed and stumbling to class or there will be strict penalties to your grade. Make up is mandatory, even if you feel that you do not require it. You will show up to class showered, clean shaven from the neck down and ready to learn. [/i]



It took longer than it should have for the implications of the last sentence to sink in. When it did, Ashely simply stared at the card, feeling like she wanted to cry. CLEAN SHAVEN?!? How is that any of her fucking business? After fuming and feeling sorry for herself for a few minutes, Ashely stood up, determined to get this part of her strange assignment over with.
Ashely walked into the bathroom to grab a razor and a can of shaving cream. She turned on the shower and striped out of her skimpy clothing while waiting for the water to heat up. She ran her hand through the light coating of blond hair on her crotch. She always kind of liked her bush. The fact that the curtains matched the drapes was a source of pride for her. It proved that she wasn't a "bottle blond" as her friend in high school used to say.
She stepped into the hot water and just let the heat soak into her body for a minute. She then squirted a generous amount of shaving cream into her palm and worked it into her pubic hair until it was a rich lather. Grabbing the razor, she worked inch by carful inch until she had shaved off her blond locks.
Ashely kind of liked how it felt to have a bald pussy. She ran her fingers along the smooth skin and marveled at how truly naked she felt to have nothing blocking the view of her womanhood. She also kind of hated it too. I look like a little girl now, she thought. She would never admit it to herself but deep down she kind of enjoyed the submissive and humiliating feeling of being forced to shave her pussy by another person.
She dried off her wet body and applied some lotion to her skin. Now clean shaven and feeling humiliated, Ashely walked naked back into her room. She dug around in closet before putting on the last outfit she had tried on and one of the few she considered appropriate for class.
White booty shorts that barely covered her ass and dipped low enough that she was sure pubic hair would be visible if she hadn't just shaved it all off. A pair of shorts that had previously been her laying around the house shorts and had only been seen by Josh. A blue thong, its straps clearly visible sticking out of the sides of the shorts. A matching blue blouse that was tight and low cut enough that her tits were practically popping out of the hem. She didn't grab a bra, probably because she though the shirt might rip if she tried to put it on with a bra on. Ashely typed the address for the Boutique into her phone and instantly felt a little nervous.
"East Wood." Ashely muttered to herself.
The safe, gentrified parts of downtown were mostly East of campus. That's where you could find all of the trendy bars, college book stores and eccentric gift shops. North of campus was of course where you would find City Hall and the Mayor's office and if you went even further north, the very upscale neighborhood of "Plantation Hill." Directly South of Campus was the "Clit Family City Park," and the historic "Black Staff Cemetery." Go any further south and you would enter what passed for the suburbs of the city.
West of campus though, on the college side of the river, was called the "East Wood" neighborhood and it was the far older and more run-down part of down town. More diverse too, which Ashely thought of as a negative, although she guessed that's kind of the point. "Lovely black owned business," and all the rest of Sara's bullshit.
The store was at least on the East side of the river. No self-respecting white girl would dare cross the river into the "West Wood" neighborhood, what the locals called "Coon Town." A name that, even with her Southern upbringing, was too distasteful to repeat in polite company. Still the point remained, there were bad neighborhood and then there were BAD neighborhoods. Areas of town that should be safe enough during the day, like East Wood and areas you simply didn't go to, like West Wood.
Ashely rubbed her arms and looked at the distance between the store and campus. She didn't want to be in East Wood any longer than she had too. Then she looked down at her clothing and sighed. Not exactly the clothing she wanted to be wearing to East Wood but it wasn't like she had a choice. Grabbing the plastic bag of clothes, she locked her door and left. The trash bag got dumped in the communal dumpster outside and then she started to walk. She reached the edge of campus and crossed the street, she walked past the conveniently located coffee shops on the other side of the 2nd Street and followed a side street west.
The area got visible seedier as she walked. She started to see bars on windows and trash on the street. A black man leaned against a wall on a street corner across the street smoking a cigarette. Ashely suddenly felt self-conscious about what she was wearing and tried to shrink in on herself and make herself small. Then she chastised herself. This was an incredibly racist response to a perfectly harmless situation, she thought. She thought back to the video they had watched in class about the disparity in convictions of black men compared to white men in the court system and the pictures of black men locked behind bars.
She decided she was being silly. He's not even doing anything. She was in no more danger here than back on campus. Then she over compensated for the situation by arching her back and thrusting her massive tits out in front of her. This earned her a whistle from across the street as the man called after her, "Where you going baby girl, you looken for a good time?" This made Ashely smile. See, she thought, he's perfectly friendly. She passed a dirty looking bar and a porn shop before spying her destination.
Black Spade Boutique
"Lifestyle products for those who like their meat dark."
The branding for the Boutique was an emblem with an outline of the continent of Africa and a solid black heart in the center. In bold black capital lettering around the top of the emblem it read, "BLACK OWNED," in much smaller lettering at the bottom it read, "and operated since 1969."
This is it, she thought.
She opened the door and was greeted with a soft ringing of a bell on the door. The artistic depictions of Black men and white women that lined the walls were the first thing that caught her attention. Oh, how progressive, Ashely thought. The front counter was immediately to her right, followed by a glass display of black dildos and then a shelf marked "Interracial porn". The whole floor space was littered with circular racks of clothing and a few mannequin displays showing off lingerie sprinkled throughout. Along the back wall directly in front of the door were a series of changing booths and a door that read, "Employees Only."
"Can I help you?" A tall black woman was walking towards her from the employees only door. She wore a simple black shirt with the company name on it and a pair of jeans. She was overdressed in comparison to Ashely or maybe it was more accurate to say that Ashely was severely underdressed. The name on her name tag read Tikka.
"A-ah yes," she stammered, "I'm taking the African Studies class and I'm sup--"
Tikka rolled her eyes and interrupted Ashely. "Oh god not another one, I swear it's raining white sluts today."
"I beg your pardon." Ashely was taken aback. "I'm not a s--" Tikka promptly turned around and started to walk away from Ashely. "Let's go, white girl."
Slightly put off, Ashely followed Tikka to the changing rooms and entered the booth on the far right, directly in front of the front door. Tikka filled the doorframe of the small changing room and looked Ashely up and down for several seconds.
"You've at least got the assets to pull off some of these clothes. Strip," Tikka demanded. Ashely hesitated which seemed to annoy Tikka. "I don't have all day white girl, strip."
Ashely peeled out of her blouse. Exposing her breasts to the cold air. Her nipples instantly hardened. She pushed her shorts down to her feet and stepped out of them. Ashely covered her breasts with one hand and the cashier shot her an annoyed look. Leaving her chest exposed she removed her panties and added them to the pile of clothes. Tikka grabbed the pile of clothes and left, leaving the door wide open. Ashely panicked and tried to force the door closed. Only to find that its rusty hinges jammed half way close.
She moved to the far side of the changing booth and tried her best to hide her modesty with her hands. She was still visible from the front door and when she looked up there was a large and very scary black man eyeing her hard through the window. Ashely's entire face turned crimson. She could have died of embarrassment. The man began to make fucking gestures with his hands as his eyes roamed all over her body.
Tikka returned with an arm full of clothes. She looked at the door, then back at Ashely's failed attempts to hide her privates and rolled her eyes. "You've got a lot to learn white girl. Here." Tikka threw a dress at Ashely and she scrambled to put it on. A backless blue dress that barely covered her ass and that her tits were practically falling out of.
"Good." Tikka snapped her fingers at Ashely impatiently as she peeled her dress off her body. When she was naked again Tikka threw her another outfit to try on. A burgundy slip-dress with a deep V in the front the left the sides of her ribcage completely open. They moved on from dresses after she tried on a lace spandex dress that basically covered nothing but her nipples, she would have to depend on her panties to cover up anything more.
Ashely was thrown a micro skirt next that met Tikka's standards. She seemed to take joy in only giving Ashely one article of clothing to try on at a time. Ashely bent over to peel the skirt off and when she peaked up the number of men at the door. Tikka looked behind her at the front door and smiled.
"Next." Tikka said, throwing her something else.
A dizzying amount of clothes followed. Short skirts, see though sun dresses. Dresses best used for a night in Vegas than a college campus. Shirts so tight that you could see the shadow of her nipples from across the room or so loose that she would flash people at the right angle. The panties came next, although she was barely given any to try on. A couple see though panties made with a lot of lace, a few thongs and T-backs and one pair of red crotchless panties that left her complexly bare pussy exposed. The bras were almost universally half shelf bras with a few sheer bras thrown into the mix. Providing the support her big tits needed while completely failing to cover her nipples.
"Do you have any bras that actually cover my nipples?" Ashely complained as she pulled off another bra. Tikka reached out and twisted the blond girl's right nipple.
"Ow!" Ashely cried out.
"Does it look like I give a fuck what you want? All of these clothes comply with your slut dress code. Do I need to call your instructor and tell her you're being ungrateful for my help? Or maybe I should just throw you out into the street and make you walk home naked, white whore."
"N-no no, I'm sorry." By then they had an audience, as several men were now watching the half-naked white girl panic. Ashley reached up with her hand to sooth her tender nipple. Tikka slapped her hand away and then slapped her tits several times. Ashely submissively put her hands down and just looked at the angry ebony woman. Letting her finish.
"Just be happy your tits are so big that you need bras. That little Asian girl wasn't given any."
Kim? She thought. God what had they all gotten themselves into. Ashely just kept nodding her head as she tried to sooth the enraged Black girl.
"We're done." Tikka said finally. She threw her shirt and booty shorts back at her but didn't bother to give back her panties. Ashely dressed as quickly as she could, still red faced with shame at the number of men watching from the front of the store. Without her panties you could clearly see camel toe through her thin shorts.
The men clapped as she walked out of the changing booth. Ashely tried to hide her body as she walked to the front of the store. Her ears were burning from embarrassment.
"Show's over," Tikka called out from behind the register, "move along unless you're going to buy something."
"Is she for sale?" One of the men called out. The others laughed.
Tikka looked at the pile of slut clothing on the counter and smirked. "Not yet."
Tikka rang up all of the items and gave her the total. $750. Ashely's eyes widened but one look at Tikka's expression told her to just pull out her daddy's credit card and pay. She walked back to campus with a rather sizeable bag filled with some rather skimpy clothes. Thankfully her audience had mostly dispersed when she left the store. She only got a few catcalls as she walked back. Strangely, she kind of enjoyed the extra male attention now that it was over. She had never been a part of the "in" crowd in high school. It gave her a certain amount of excitement to know that those men wanted her body, even if they were black. She entered her dorm building with an extra bounce in her step from the excitement.
Ashely had one last surprise waiting for her when she got back to the dorm room. She dug around her desk looking for the assignment card. She had only been going by her professor's words and the syllabus up until now. This would be the first time she had actually read the assignment card. She wanted to make sure she had gotten everything done. Her stomach dropped as she read the details of the assignment for the first time.
[i]Assignment: Throw out any clothes that are not dress code compliant, ensure that you are in compliance with the grooming standard set by the professor. Both can be found in the syllabus. Visit the Black Spade Boutique and purchase additional outfits picked out by the knowledgeable staff. Take two pictures: One showing you wearing a class compliant outfit. The other with no clothing on, showing compliance with class grooming standards. Upload both to the class site to show completion of the assignment prior to the next in person meeting. [/i]
It was all so scandalous. Ashely should have been outraged. She was on some level. But then her new found rebellious side had its say and she found herself saying "fuck it" no one is going to see these anyway. Ashely stepped in front of the mirror, ruffled her hair a bit and gave the mirror a coy smile before snapping a picture with her phone. She then far more reluctantly stripped out of her clothes and stepped in front of the mirror again.
Her heart raced as she looked at her nimble body in the mirror complete with freshly shaven cunt. She had to admit that she was a little excited by what she was about to do. It was just so...naughty, like being watched by those men in the changing room. She didn't even sext with her boyfriend, much less with God knows who would see these pictures. She resisted the urge to cover her freshly shaved mound and snapped another picture showing that she was in compliance with the class.
She flopped onto her bed, still naked as her breasts swayed to a stop. Logging into the course website, she forced herself to hit upload and then threw her phone on the carpet. Laying back she closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.
At least some of the boys in class are cute, she thought.
**Week 2**
The rest of the first week of the semester was relatively uneventful. The clothing took a lot of getting used to. Ashely was getting a lot of unwanted sexual attention from the opposite. It seemed like half the white guys on campus had hit on her over the following week. She was getting pretty good at turning them down and was starting to find their downcast expressions of rejection kind of funny. She did have a boyfriend after all.
She was standing in line to get coffee one morning when she saw a tall nerdy white boy motioning for her to come closer. She didn't recognize him but thought he might be from one of her classes. She picked up her coffee from the front counter and then walked in his direction.
He was fighting a smile and shooting glances at his buddies as she walked over. "I made you come with one finger, imagine what I could do with my whole fist." The acne marked guy said to the laughter of his friends.
"Pig!" Ashely slapped the man in the face and stomped away. The nerve, she thought fuming.
"Where you going baby? You know you're a 9/10, and I'm the 1 you need."
Ashely flipped him off as she left the shop. So aggravating, she thought and typical. She had been getting a lot of unwanted attention from guys like him lately. Overinflated egos with nothing to back it up. The kind of white guy that got told they were special by their mother since they were 5 and couldn't accept their place in the pecking order now that they were in college.
The white guys weren't the only men staring at her though. Plenty of black students were looking at her too. Ashely eyes had been opened a bit in that regard. She found herself acting more sensitive around them, more aware of the power dynamic she had as a white woman. She would flirt a little and show interest but was always careful to let them down gently when she mentioned she had a boyfriend.
She was walking to class one day when a very handsome and dark-skinned black man held the door open for her. He actually looked her in the eye and now down her blouse as he did.
Asley smiled sweetly. "Thank you kindly, sir." Her Southern drawl becoming more pronounced than normal.
"You're welcome, miss." The man said with a heavy Caribbean accent."
"Oh, I love you accent. Where are you from?"
"Haiti. Port-au-Prince to be exact." He said.
"Oh, that sound so exotic. I'd love to see it one day. You know, meet new people." She said.
"You would love it down there and they would certainly love you."
She was wearing a Black Spade Boutique branded shirt that day. The shirt was white with the Boutique's logo on the front in black ink. It pictured an outline of Africa with a solid black heart in the middle. Along with the store name, it also read, "BLACK OWNED and operated since 1969." With the words Black Owned being very prominent at the top of the logo.
"Black owned, huh?" The man said with amusement.
"Wha... Oh the shirt. Yes, the Black Spade Boutique is a lovely black owned business off campus."
"Ah, then I take it you are in Sara's class, yes?" His eyes going from the logo to her tits and finally up to her face.
"Yes, I'm Ashely." Ashely answered innocently holding out her hand.
"Jean Claude." He took Ashely's hand in his and kissed her knuckles. "Maybe I will see you again soon then, yes?"
"Oh ok. I'd like that." Ashely said, blushing faintly. The man had disappeared into the crowd before she could come up with something better to say. She realized a moment after he left that she had been flirting with him and hadn't gotten the change to mention her boyfriend, Josh.
"Shoot. I hope he didn't get the wrong idea."
As Ashely walked to class the following Monday, she found that she had mostly gotten used to showing off a lot more skin. Plus, it just seemed so much more natural in the heat of the Georgia summer. She had dressed in a black V-neck halter top that dipped dangerously into her breasts. She would have been showing off half her tits except for the matching black bra she was wearing underneath. Except the bra was mostly made of mesh and dreams. The shirt didn't completely cover the bra and only seemed emphasized how naughty her underwear was to anyone walking by. The matching black mini skirt barely covered her thong panties and nicely showed off her heart shaped ass.
She was feeling more comfortable in class too. Last week she had practically hidden from the black men as she walked in; now she smiled and waved at a few of them before depositing herself in her seat next to Kim and Rebecca. Kim was wearing a tight dress that showed off her thin body. Ashely could clearly see her nipples poking through the material, confirming what Tikka had said about her. Rebecca on the other hand was wearing skintight leggings and a loose black blouse that hid her midsection but showed off some serious cleavage. Looking around, all the girls were wearing noticeably skimpier clothing.



"Good afternoon." Ashely said.
"Hey, Ashely." Rebecca smiled back at her.
"What's so good about it?" Kim mumbled. She tried pulling the material of her dress away from her body to conceal her nipples before giving up with a huff of annoyance. "All of my classmates have been looking at me like I'm a slut all week. Another Korean girl I did a group project with last semester muttered, 'maechunbu' when I walked past her yesterday."
"Maechunbu?" Rebecca asked.
"It means whore." Kim said.
"The clothes do take some getting used to." Ashely said lightheartedly. Kim gave her a disgusted look.
"Have you seen how 'those' men look at us?" Kim waved vaguely behind her.
"I mean, men always look at us. I've kind of gotten used to it. The flirting is kind of fun." Ashley said.
"Honestly, I'm just trying to get into better shape, I can't continue to wear these clothes unless I lose a few pounds. I feel like such a cow." Rebecca said.
Kim was cut short of responding as Sara walked in. The whole room went quiet as their instructor walked to her desk. Cold calculating eyes roamed over their bodies as she worked her way down the line of girls. Seemingly satisfied by what she saw, she made a few notes in her notebook and then flashed the wider room a sunny smile.
"Good afternoon everyone and welcome to week 2." Sara said.
Sara was wearing a yellow sundress that would have looked cute if she hadn't paired it with a black bra and panty set. Clearly, she wanted everyone to see her underwear.
"We have a lot to get too, so let's not waste any time."
The lecture started off innocently enough. A video showing modern tribes in Africa started playing on screen. Naked African women walked around a village along a river in the bush. They seemed happy and carefree. No one seemed to care that they weren't wearing any clothing to cover their breasts. None of the women seemed to care that the African men looked at their exposed chests openly and without shame. None one of the other men seemed to care either. There was so jealousy or possessiveness. Sara even took a moment to emphasize that this is the nature order in tribal Africa.
The second part of the lecture took them back to the U.S. and built on the injustices covered in last class. This lecture involved black resistance. Slave revolts were covered in detail. A line drawing of a slave shooting a clansman off his horse was show, along with the freed slaves fighting in the civil war. Race riots, which the video referred to as "Just Rebellion" were covered next. Images of burning buildings with black men throwing their fists in the air.
The third part of the lecture instantly became personal. The third section was all about white women and their role in the racist system. Images of slaves being whipped in the field were super imposed against oil painting of rich white women in Europe sipping tea and eating chocolate.
"Cause and effect." Sara said. "The fruits of unjust labor being enjoyed by the privileged."
It went on to describe how, in their insecurity, white men used white women's bodies as justification for violence. A perceived slight against a white woman's honor could get a black man brutally beaten by police. How white women's honor was weaponized by racist lynch mobs or how white women outright lied to police in order to get black men thrown in prison. More images of violence were constantly popping up on screen, superimposed against images of splendor and abundance. Ashely wanted to cry watching it all.
The video at least ended on a positive note or at least Ashely thought so at first. Sexual liberation in the 1960's was briefly shown. How white women began to see that they were part of an oppressive patriarchal system and started to fight back. Images of women burning bras in the street were shown, although the video was quick to point out that white women's rebellion against the system only seemed to consist of their own selfish freedoms. They never expanded their rebellion against the white patriarchy to include tearing the whole system down for the good of everyone.
After the video had finished, Ashely felt even worse than she did last week. Like last week, they had spent the last few hours looking at brutal pictures and videos showing the oppression of black people. Unlike last week, she now felt a sense of guilt and shame that was far more personal than before. When talking about history, everyone always focused on white men; where they had gone, what they had done and especially what they had written down. She had no idea the role white women had played. They were all equally complicit and guilty in their own ways.
"That concludes the first portion of class, the white girl portion will begin in a moment. The rest of you are dismissed." Sara said.
As the black students filed out, Ashely forced herself to look at them. After what she had just watched, she knew she had no right to bury her head in the sand anymore. She now understood her role in their racist oppression. She made eye contact with several. They responded by returning her smile and making eyes at her as they left. This made Ashely happy for some reason.
"They were deeply misguided all those decades ago." Sara said "They began to see the oppressive system around them but refused to see the extent of system or their own role in it."
Sara sat down on her desk and faced us all.
"Burning their bras and then going home and kissing their white husbands does nothing to fight systematic oppression. And any oppression white women experienced was of course minor in comparison to the suffering of our black brothers and sisters."
Almost everyone was nodding their head, except for the lone older women in the group. There was one in every class. Older person, usually a woman, looking for a second career. Kids were finally out of the house and it was time to take her dreams off hold.
"I can see you shaking your head Emily and I'm not surprised; you are our oldest student. I'm sure you've gotten your fair share of feminist talking points in your time."
"I've personally experienced misogyny at work." Emily said.
Sara rolled her eyes. "I'm sure that you have, honey and I'm sure you left that job to go tend to your kids in the suburbs too. An option only afforded to the privileged. I bet you've never had to work 3 jobs because a racist system doesn't allow you to make enough to support your family. Let me guess, while you were there you got paid a little less, maybe got called 'sugar' in an elevator once and you think that can be compared to the real oppression of black people."
Emily's eyes widened. "That's not what I mea--."
"Who do you think wore the lace, Emily? Who ate the chocolate?"
"Excuse me?" Emily asked, suddenly confused.
"Who do you think ate the chocolate? Drank the tea. Wore the lace and the cotton harvested with slave labor. Bought the jewelry mined with blood in Africa. You may not have held the whip, but you are descended from those who did, and you certainly have benefited from its use. I will not tolerate white women playing the victim in my class. I could care less that you're the wife of the mayor."
"I would never use my husband's position to--." Emily started.
"Good." Sara said.
Sara stared Emily down hard. Emily fell silent and finally lowered her head, unsure how to respond. Sara then promptly ignored her as she addressed the group.
"Our sisters in arms did get one thing right though. Bras represent an unnatural binding of our chest. What those beautiful African women in the video showed us today is that there is no shame in showing off your breasts to black men, it is a perfectly natural expression of your sexuality. Bras are a construct of the white male patriarchy. Meant to hide and protect our modesty. What they really were really meant to do was protect the white male ego and deny the black gaze. Perceived slights to your modesty and honor have been used as justification of horrific violence for years. The black man has a right to look at you and you should feel guilty wearing a bra. Today we're going to get that guilt off our chests. Follow me."
It was quite dark when they left the building and a few of the girls stumbled in their heels. The whole building was shaped like a "C" with a courtyard in the center. The courtyard was mostly grass with a few tables for people to take their lunch at. There was a low wall and a line of trees separating the opening in the "C" with the campus street beyond. Sara approached a steel barrel in the center of the courtyard.
"Gather around girls." Sara said.
Her face was suddenly illuminated as she struck a match and threw it into the barrel. The courtyard was filled with smell of smoke and after a minute the soft glow of a visible fame illuminated the group.
"This is as much a symbolic gesture as anything. I understand that some of you needs bras," Sara looked at her as she spoke, "while others do not." She glanced at Kim who looked uncomfortable. "While there will be certain occasions where you may feel they are necessary it is more about who you're now dressing for."
Sara fiddled with her shirt for a few seconds before pulling a sexy black bra out of her shirt. Now braless she held the tiny garment over the flames for a moment while sweeping her eyes over the girls. She then dropped her bra into the fire. "You will respect the black man's right to gaze at your white bodies. You will only wear a bra when absolutely necessary and the garment will show off as much skin as possible when you do."
The girls all shot nervous glances at each other and at the street just barely visible behind the foliage.
"Emily, why don't you go first."
Sara waved the older woman forward and she reluctantly approached the burning barrel. After staring at Sara for a moment, Emily reached into her shirt, unclasped her bra and after a bit of gymnastics pulled the red garment out of her shirt. She held it loosely in her hands in front of her.
"Now face the group, throw it into the fire and repeat after me, 'I will not obstruct the black man's gaze'."
Emily looked at all of us with a pleating gaze and when she saw that none of them were going to help her, she reached out and tossed her bra into the flames. "I will not obstruct the black man's gaze." Emily said weakly.
"Louder!" Sara shouted. Ashely shot a look towards the street to see if they had attracted any attention. Emily repeated the line loud enough for everyone to hear but thankfully quieter than Sara.
"Good. Now the rest of you, take off your bras and form a line." Sara said.
Ashely reached behind her back and quickly undid the clasp before removing her own bra. Rebecca tried to remove her bra but found that her shirt was too tight to make it practical. With a sigh of frustration, her grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head before removing her own undergarment.
She was about to put her shirt back on when Sara stopped her. "You're fine just like that girl. In fact, those of you who don't have a bra can remove your shirt like Rebecca just did."
Ashely thought Rebecca might try and argue but after the admonishing that Emily had just received, she just nodded her head at the professor. She stood there holding her shirt against her fat tits and waited for her turn. It looked like Kim might actually try and argue with Sara. She wasn't wearing a bra and had a dress on to boot. After a dangerously long pause she reached down and pulled her whole dress off, exposing her A cup tits and leaving her in just a tiny pair of sheer panties.
"Wonderful!" Sara clapped her hands in girlish cheer and directed everyone to form up.
The girls all formed a line and one by one they approached Sara and the burning barrel. Kim of course, didn't have a bra to burn but was still required to stand in front of the class and say the words like everyone else. When it was Ashley's turn, she stepped up and more casually than she thought possible, threw her bra into the barrel.
"Say it." Sara said.
"I will not obstruct the black man's gaze." Ashely felt a weird sense of release in the words. There was a tightness in her chest that she didn't realize was there after watching that horrible section of today's video. Her actions the first week were just a preamble. This felt like she was actually taking the first step in a journey.
"Good girl. Next."
When they were all done, they formed back into a group facing the professor. Kim and Rebecca were relieved to put their clothes back on and even more relieved when Sara let them do it without comment. The courtyard was secluded but it wasn't impossible to see into and neither of them wanted their nudes posted on the internet by a peeping tom.
"Easiest way to prevent your modesty from being weaponized by white men is too not have any modesty in the first place." Sara said with a carefree look on her face.
The girls all gave noncommittal responses and waited for Sara to continue.
"You all did very well today. Personalized assignments begin this week. Come grab your envelope from me before you leave. Class dismissed." Sara said.
After grabbing her envelope, Ashely absentmindedly realized that without a bra on her shirt barely covered her tits at all. As she walked to dinner her nipples kept poking out of the fabric. She had to keep readjusting the fabric as she walked. She was putting on quite a show, which was kind of the point, she thought even if she looked like a stripper.
****
After dinner, Ashely returned to her dorm room and called Josh. She really wanted to hear her boyfriend's voice. He picked up almost instantly.
"Hi Ashely." Josh said. "What's up?"
"Hey baby. I just got done with dinner and I wanted to hear your voice."
"Aww that's sweet. Just got done with dinner myself. About to go over to Matt's place for some D&D in a few minutes. How's your new class going? What's it called black studies?"
"African Studies." Ashely huffed. "Don't even get me started. This class is such bullshit."
"I told you. Diversity credit is a waste of time. You send the whole semester walking on egg shells and trying to get a good grade." Josh said.
"I know but I didn't expect it to be like this. It's like, hate white people hour and the requirements for class are just ridiculous."
"You want to talk about it?" Josh said in his soothing voice.
"God no, let's talk about anything else." Ashely said.
Ashely listened to Josh rattle on about nothing important for the next half an hour. His classes, his D&D group, the weather, anything but fucking African Studies. Josh's voice always soothed her anxiety. She was feeling great by the time they hung up. She almost procrastinated on her assignment because she didn't want to ruin her good mood. Ultimately, Ashely decided it was best to get it out of the way and tackle her African Studies homework tonight. It was just a video after all, she didn't actually have to do anything.
In weeks past she would have changed into her pajamas if she wanted to watch a movie, but her pajamas had ended up on the trash heap like most of her other clothes. She made do with just her panties and laid down in bed. The assignment card directed her to a link on the course website. Using a code on the card and her own university log in, she was directed to a 2-hour movie. She clicked a few consent forms about privacy and recording for quality and improvement of the course as fast as she could. Bla bla bla, she thought. She wanted to get this over with as quick as possible.
Ashely leaned back in bed and hit play. The image of a Q with a black snake wrapped around it appeared on screen, with the text Black Power Coalition under it. The next screen showed a picture of a black spade, like the playing cards with "Betta Betta Cappa productions" under it. The audio then kicked in and the screen faded out to the image of a beautiful bubbly blond girl who stepped into frame wearing nothing but a mesh bikini.
"Hey girl and welcome to your personalized instructional video: 'An introduction to Interracial Sex', my name's Jill and I'll be your guild for the next 2 hours. This video was tailor fit to you based on your answers to the beginning questionnaire during course registration. Please use headphones for the best results for this video and let's begin."
Ashely paused the video and grabbed a pair of headphones from her bedside table.
"Throughout this course you will come to appreciate the special bond between white women and black men. You will learn how two very diverse peoples can come together through the power of sex and how you can best use your body to achieve black racial justice. So, sit back, relax and enjoy watching these white women submit to the needs of black men, as you will soon submit yourself. And remember, there is no sacrifice too great for racial justice."
Ashely rolled her eyes. "Sure. Whatever."
A still image appeared on screen. A beautiful blonde girl had her arms wrapped around the neck of a black man and was kissing him on the lips. Both were dressed normally and appeared to be out in public. Ashely recoiled instinctively. This was simply not done, certainly not by good Southern Christian girls. The word "whore" instinctively popped into her head.
"For most of you I'm sure this image makes you uncomfortable or you feel that it is improper behavior for a good white girl. A few of you may even express outright disgust and racist reactions to his image." Jill said.
Bingo. A guilty expression showed on Ashely's face. She was right. Jill seemed to know exactly what she was thinking.
"We need to reprogram your mind to show acceptance towards others and reevaluate your inherent prejudges. In order to do that you must be willing to open yourself up, consider new ideas and most importantly follow instructions."
I can do that at least, Ashely thought.
The first video showed the same couple now passionately kissing. Jill commented on the passion they both showed towards each other. Ashely was directed to look at the contrast of their skin tones and how well they complimented each other. Jill commented extensively on how beautiful the woman was and how masculine and handsome the man was. The woman on screen seemed to be enjoying the encounter and Ashely heard a soft moan coming through her headphones.
"When was the last time your boyfriend kissed you like the girl in the video?" Jill asked.
Josh has never kissed me like that, Ashely thought. He was always more chaste in his affection towards her. Pecks on the lips in public and holding hands.
The topic then switched to dress and how others view you. "Consider the following video clip," Jill said.
A well-dressed white couple were walking hand in hand. Th guy had his arms around the girl as a couple of black men walked by. The white male gave the black men side eyes as the girl tucked herself further under his arms.
"First impressions are often the only impression people get to experience from you. How you dress and act informs how people view you and how others come to view society. Do you understand the place of privilege that couple was acting from? Try looking critically at the situation from the perspective of the black men walking down the street."
Ashely tried to look at the situation from the point of view of the men walking past the couple but didn't really get it.
"The white couple assumed that the men were dangerous because of their skin color. The girl acted like she needed protection even though she didn't, further feeding into the white male ego. I'm sure the white man would have felt justified in lashing out at the two men for the crime of walking down the street while black. Do you understand how racist their response was?"
Ashely nodded her head. "Oh, I do now."
"Now consider the following clip."



The same woman was on screen again. Her clothing was tighter and showed off more of her curves. She didn't really show off a lot more skin than the first video clip but the difference was dramatic. She walked down the street with her shoulders back and head held high. She smiled and waved at the black men as they passed, they waved back. Ashely didn't notice that the white man had disappeared from the picture altogether, she was too busy looking at the girl and the response she received.
"Look how upbeat, friendly and approachable she looks. Dressing for black men isn't just about sex appeal, the woman in the picture could have worn that outfit to church." Jill said.
Not any church she'd ever gone too. Maybe one of those progressive Yankee churches up North. Ashely thought. Wearing that outfit to Sunday mass would have gotten her 10 swats from her father's belt.
Jill continued, "That interaction probably seemed trivial, but consider that how she dresses does have deep implications for race relations and social standing. The first interaction reenforced racist attitudes between the races and promoted bigotry. The second interaction, on the other hand, promoted positive interactions between the races and helped to ease racial tensions. You must strive to fight interpersonal racism in your own life. Be approachable, be friendly and be aware of your privilege when interacting with black men."
"I never knew," Ashely said.
The narrator herself reappeared to model clothing. She went over the ground rules and the "Dos and Don'ts of dressing for black men. Much of it lined up with what was expected from the class, this was just the first time the "why" of the class dress code had been explained to her. Jill stripped in and out of clothing as she spoke about her positive interactions with black men. After the last outfit was modeled Jill appeared in frame completely naked and would continue to be naked for the rest of the video.
Next came an introduction to the superiority of the black male and the obligations of white women. Ashely paid particular attention here. She leaned in closer to her screen as was surprised when a close-up image of a black cock appeared.
"Oh my, Ashely said, "it's so big." This was her first time seeing a black cock. So little porn on the internet was marketed toward women that she never really watched it. It all seemed too vulgar to her. Ashely had always preferred romance novels to videos, plus they were much easier to get in her conservative family growing up. She didn't get her own computer until she left for college and when she did watch porn, it certainly wasn't interracial.
"This is a black cock." Jill said. "Not to be confused with the smaller white dick or penis. Notice the increased length and girth. Look at the sizable balls for delivering potent black sperm."
The shot panned out and Jill herself appeared. Ashely realized that it wasn't an image but a video. Jill's slender white hand reached out and grabbed the shaft, slowly stroking it. Or tried too anyway. She couldn't close her hand around the shaft because of the massive size.
"Notice that this isn't a photoshoped image, this is real cock. Take a moment to compare it to the last white boy you had sex with. How does be match up?"
He's at least twice as big as Josh's dick and his cock isn't even completely hard yet, Ashely thought in wonder. That thing would tear me in half but Josh and I have a connection, besides, size isn't everything. She tried to reassure herself even as her eyes were locked onto the screen. Ashely had naturally integrated the terminology from the video into her thinking, describing her own boyfriend's member as a dick, where the black men had a cock.
Then there was an overview of sexual positions and their benefits. A series of still images of interracial couples appeared on screen, showing a white woman in the throes of ecstasy in various sexual positions. A woman in the missionary position, her hands pinned above her head and her slender legs wrapped around the muscular form of a large black man. Or the woman being fucked doggy style on a bathroom floor, her mouth open in a scream. Another woman rode a sizable black cock in reverse cowgirl, her head thrown back in passion and her blond hair flew in every direction.
"She kind of looks like me." She said. Most of the women in this video, Ashely noted, appeared to be blond and busty and young.
"In a moment we will transition to the real meat of this video. As you watch these clips you may hear words like 'slut' and 'whore'. Please take note of how these women respond to these labels. As you will learn moving forward, these words are not derogatory but titles to be strived for if the white woman is willing to earn them." Jill said.
The first major topic was oral sex. A clip showed a black man leaning back on the couch and relaxing, as a white woman on her knees in front of him bobbed her head in this lap. Jill went into great length about the importance of sucking black cock. How truly selfless it was to give pleasure without receiving pleasure in return. Of not treating black men as sex toys and putting their pleasure before your own.
Ashely heard the man in the video refer to the woman as a "White whore." She was astonished as the woman appeared to suck harder and faster after being called it to her face. I guess it's actually a term of endearment, Ashely thought.
"As unbelievably pleasurable as interracial sex is, it is extremely important to remember that white women exist to give pleasure to black men, not the other way around. Service to the black man's needs is the cornerstone of interracial sex. The fact that it also happens to be mind-blowingly pleasurable for you is just a side benefit of your adherence to the cause."
The scene then shifted to an image of a white woman kneeling in front of a wall as she serviced a large black cock sticking though a hole in the wall. The video spent a peculiar amount of time on the topic of gloryholes. If sucking black cock is the humblest and most selfless act a white woman can give a black man, then the gloryhole is the most selfless way of giving it. Anonymous, safe and making it possible to give the most pleasure to as many of your black superiors as possible without societal condemnation. Servicing as many men as possible at a gloryhole ensure the greatest and widest reaching effects of your contribution to racial justice. It's as normal as going to the gym.
Ashely nodded her head. Seems practical, she thought.
Gangbangs and anal were next and they were described as being essential for their pure efficiency of the cause. "As an impassionate ally of the cause, you of course want to devote as much time as possible to each individual black man." Jill said. "Unfortunately, the number of white allies is low, and the needs of black men are great, so white girls must make the best use of their time to help as many people as possible, because there are only so many hours in the day." Jill said coyly.
The final section was entitled, "How monogamy is not an excuse," and it was directed at women who already had a white boyfriend or husband. Ashely sat up a little and really paid attention. Jill returned in front of the camera and seemed to stare straight into Ashely's eyes as she spoke. She also seemed to have misplaced her child like carefree attitude from earlier. She was suddenly very serious as she spoke.
"Monogamy is ultimately about priorities. Who do you prioritize before the other? Western tradition tells us how love, faithfulness and the unbreakable bonds of a relationship should triumph over all else, but then again we've all seen the horrors that Western tradition has brought onto the world." Jill said.
Ashely nodded her head at this last statement. Remembering the horrific images from class and her own knowledge from history.
"You must decide if you truly want to be a white ally or if you're just in it for the grade. If you truly want to make a difference, then you must reevaluate your priorities. After you do that, you will come to understand that interracial sex isn't really cheating because it advances a cause greater than yourself. Spreading your legs for social justice is the noblest act one should strive to achieve. As a true white ally, you and your boyfriend must be willing to sacrifice for the cause of racial justice. For this reason, monogamy cannot and must not be used as an excuse for inaction."
Jill threw up her fist to the camera and Ashely found herself mirroring the gesture. The shot then panned out to show a black cock just out of frame. The video ended just as Jill dropped to her knees and enthusiastically began sucking the black cock.
How informative, Ashely thought. She put her laptop down on the bed and noticed the large wet spot in her panties.
****
I don't have an editor at the moment for this story.
-Night
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Ashley dreamt the night away.
In the dream she lay naked in her dorm room without a care in the world. At first, she thought she was awake in her bed. The room was dark and cold. Pale moonlight streamed through window and provided the only light in the room. Her ivory skin shone like a diamond in the dark. Her blond hair was spread out in a wave across the pillow under her head. It almost glowed in the silver moonlight.
Her eyes were drowsy and half open, somewhere in the twilight between being awake and asleep. She was blissfully unaware of the world around her. She laid there in all of her nude teenage glory and listened to the whistling sound coming from the tree outside. She seemed almost frozen in place.
It was only when she looked over at the clock and couldn't read the numbers that she realized she was asleep. Strangely, this realization didn't trigger a vivid dream like in the past. Normally when she realized she was dreaming she would gain control over the dream, allowing her to direct her actions. This time she felt something compelling her not to move. To lay back, relax and submit. Her arms and legs felt like they weighted a ton and she couldn't bring herself to move a muscle.
She felt something brush her ankle at the same time she heard the hissing coming from the floor. Something large and heavy was sliding across her leg. The hissing sound was much louder now. Her head barely moved as she tried to angle herself to see what it was. She saw the sheet covering her lower body move. Ashley should have been frightened but instead felt only excitement.
Something cylindrical and thick was moving between her legs. It brushed across her wetness, tweaking her clit and sending a shiver of pleasure across her spine. The black snake emerged from underneath the sheet. Ashley stared at the black head as it stared back with intelligent, piercing eyes. The snake slithered between the valley of her breasts, before turning and wrapped itself around her right tits. The snake's body squeezed her tit in its powerful embrace.
Ashley moaned as she tried to thrust her hips up against the weight of the snake between her legs.
All around her the room was suddenly filled with hissing sounds. More black snakes were making their way onto the bed from all sides. They encircled her arms and legs. A withering mass of black bodies possessively pressed down on her white skin further pinning her down to the bed. The heat from the serpent between her legs went straight to her mound and she felt incredibly horny. She tried to close her thighs in order to rub her sex against the body of the massive black snake. Instead, she felt another snake making its way between her legs. Something large pressed against the opening to her pussy. She tried to close her legs. The whistling sound picked up in volume, slowly drowning out the hissing sound of the snakes. Something was coming for her and it frightened her.
Submit to Damballah, something whispered in her head.
Her legs weakened. Her body began to betray her as the lips of her pussy slowly opened to welcome the invading black monster.

****
Ashley's alarm snapped her awake. She bolted up in bed, a cold sweat covering her body.
"What the fuck." She said rubbing her eyes.
Ashley couldn't remember the last time she'd had such a vivid dream. The fading images of a dream flickered through her mind as she stretched her back. She thrusted her massive chest and hard nipples into the early morning air. She tried to remember her dream but felt it slipping through her fingers. It involved something big and black that had excited her dream self greatly. She felt incredibly horny. Damp panties met her fingers as she reached under her sheet and felt her own excitement.
Ashley was frustrated that she could no longer remember the dream but knew that she had to get herself off before going to class. She grabbed her laptop and her favorite white dildo and preceded to open a new tab. Navigating to a porn site that she had used before, Ashley stared at the search bar for several seconds as she tried to decide what to watch. On a whim, she typed "Blond Interracial" before she had time to think about what she was doing.
She found a clip on the first page that showed a blond girl in the thumbnail that Ashley thought kind of looked like her. The clip started in the middle of a longer scene. A stacked blond girl crawled naked into the room with a leash around her pretty little throat. Inside several well-endowed black men were already naked and standing in a line. They quickly surrounded the girl as they took turns feeling up her body. This was apparently called a blowbang from the logo on screen.
God they're so big, she thought as she rubbed her pussy through the material of her panties. They're just as big as the ones in the class video. She never made it far enough into the video to see the girl on screen get fucked. They slapped her ass and fondled her tits as she crawled around only to finally be directed to one of the black poles in front of her. She gave it a kiss before going down on it.
Ashley watched the girl crawl around the room sucking and slobbering over several black cocks as the men called her names and even spit on her. It was way more hardcore than the type of "female friendly" softcore porn that she normally watched. She found that she kind of envied the girl on screen, despite her treatment. She pulled her wet panties aside and pushed the white dildo into her pussy as she lay enraptured in what was happening on screen.
"Suck that nigga dick. Gag on it you white whore. Yea, integrate that mouth," the men chanted as she was passed around. Her speakers were too loud but she wasn't about to stop to grab her headphones. She moved the thin white cock in and out of her pussy at a break neck pace. One man slapped his black cock against the white girls face as she smiled in glee at her treatment. It was all so dirty and degrading. Ashley didn't know why she found it so hot.
The girl was pushed all the way down on the black cock. Ashley could hear the gagging sounds coming from her speakers. She sat amazed as his big black balls slapped against the girl's chin. It must be 13 inches, she thought, how the hell did she take all of it in her mouth. She was held down for several seconds before she could be seen pushing up on the man's thighs. She was finally let up for air as she gasped for breath.
All black men can't possibly be that big, Ashley thought.
The girl was slapped hard on the cheek for her efforts and after a few moments of coughing and gasping for breath was forced down on the black cock once again. "Take it bitch." Ashley thrust the white dildo faster into her pussy as she watched the white girl struggle to take the cock in her mouth. Her little white dildo wasn't doing it for her. She threw it across the room and replaced it with three fingers. Her hand snaked into her panties, feeling the wet folds of her pussy. Her nipples were hard. Her body hot was hot to the touch. A sheen of sweat coating her flush skin. She closed her eyes and simply listened to the gaging and taunting sounds coming from her computer. She fingered herself to orgasm as she imagined a great black python circling her body in a greedy embrace.
"All the way, bitch. Take that cum in your stomach."
Ashley screamed as a she came. A toe-curling orgasm taking over her world as she rode out the waves of pleasure to the sounds gagging and cheering. She came back to herself just as the girl on screen was being penetrated by a massive black cock. Ashley watched the look of pure rapture on the girls face for several seconds as she was pounded on screen before looking at the clock and realizing she needed to get going.
What's happening to me, she thought and closed the laptop. She looked at the small white dildo in the corner of the room with disappointment. It just wasn't doing it for her anymore. She decided right then and there that she would visit the Black Spade Boutique and see about buying something bigger.
Ashley left to go to class a few minutes later. On her way out she found a black cloth bag with a drawstring tied to the door handle of her dorm room. Opening up the bag she saw a number of strange items. A white stone, some kind of ashy white powder, a white feather, a few unidentified herbs and bones were at the bottom.
Are those fucking chicken bones? Gross. Are the clubs recruiting or something, she thought?
Ashley pulled a small piece of crumbled white paper out of the bag. A black letter Q with a black snake coiled around it was drawn on the paper in black marker. There was also a charm, which she recognized as a belly button piercing in the bag. It was in the shape of a black spade, like from a set of playing cards. The paper didn't appear to be a pamphlet for a club or any sports team that she recognized. The surface of the door caught her attention next. Some sort of ashy substance had been drawn on her door. Taking a step back, she realized the ashy was drawn into the letter Q. She stared at the letter dumbfounded before looking at the clock on her phone.
Whatever, she thought.
The bag was deposited in a trash can on the way out and she didn't think about it again. The charm was deposited without consideration into her purse. She liked playing cards after all and she bet it would look cute. Maybe she would wear it for Josh sometime.
** Week 3**
What was going on, she thought as she walked around campus.
Everywhere she looked she saw black men. They were everywhere or maybe she was just noticing them for the first time.
Have there always been so many black boys on campus? She thought. It was the South after all. But Ashley had grown up in a small Southern town. Self-segregation was the norm and good Christian white girls simply didn't associate with those people. Still, the videos she had watched in the last 24 hours were making her hyper aware of all the black men around her.
On the way to class, she unconsciously stopped at the ladies' room, touched up her makeup and casually undid another button on her bouse without even realizing what she was doing. She walked into the classroom with a bounce in her step. Unconsciously, Ashley swayed her hips as she walked. She threw nervous glances at the men in class to see if they were looking at her. One man in particular caught her eye, the Haitian exchange student whose name Ashley couldn't quite place. He undressed her with his eyes and winked at her as she passed. Ashley remembered the men from her videos and blushed deeply as she hurried to sit down. Kim waved to her. Ashley barely had time to say hello to the black haired Asian girl before class started.
Sara walked in and set twelve boxes down on her desk. She wore a cut off white shirt that showed off her navel and a matching white skirt. The phrase "Beta Beta Cappa Girl" was written in bold black lettering on the front of the shirt. Twelves eyes were immediately glued to the boxes as Sara gave the girls a mischievous smile. Ashley could see the name of one of the girls on the front of the top most box. Even if she couldn't, it didn't take a genius to see that this had something to do with their weekly assignment.
Infuriatingly, Sara then completely ignored the boxes as she addressed the class.
"Welcome back class, please settle in and let's get started."
Everyone straightened up and paid attention.
"I know that this class has been hard to watch for some of you, as it should be. We must never forget our past and must strive to learn from it. I have been pleased to see the effect that it's been having on you all."
Several heads nodded; Ashley's included.
"Now that we've gotten through the introductory segments, it's time to really grab onto the meat of the class. So, we'll be switching gears from history of oppression to black superiority and white responsibility."
The lights dimmed. Their video for the day started. They started off back in Africa with clips of the same documentary from last week. Unlike last week, the video didn't focus on the naked women walking around the village. Instead, it focused on the attractiveness of the black warriors. The video went into great detail, showing their rock-hard abs, their bulging muscles and the large cocks swinging between their legs.
"Now, see if you can spot the difference." The narrator said.
Images of flabby white men appeared on screen. Small nerdy white boys, skinny hipster guys without much muscle or overweight with their bellies hanging down. A picture of an overweight white "bro" popped up on screen, complete with sunglasses and cargo shorts. He tried to flex his flabby muscles for the camera. He was clearly impressed with himself. The difference was striking. Ashley covered her mouth and tried not to laugh. He looked ridiculous. The image was quickly replaced with an image of a black athlete in the same pose showing off his rock-hard muscles.
"In order to challenge your own internalized prejudices, we must shake up what is considered normal. Consider the following images and try to imagine yourself in the pictures."
The video switched to a series of still images showing white women in various stages of undress next to fit black men. A woman wearing the sexier side of office casual stood next to a well-dressed black business man sitting at an office desk. The large window behind him showing an expansive skyline. The next picture, a swimsuit model on the beach talking to two black men sporting obvious bulges in their tight speedos. A white cheerleader was being held in the arms of a black football player after a winning game.
"It's a simple fact is that the black male physique is superior in every way. These women expose themselves to black men because they've earned it. With the white male gaze, white boys expect to stare at beautiful women while being physically repulsive themselves. With the Black male gaze, Black men give as much as they take. They are as much a feast for the eyes as the women they are looking at. It's only fair that white women strive to look their best for them."
The images of white women continued. The clothing got smaller, thinner, and fewer in number. Fully dressed in business casual. Playing volleyball on a beach in a bikini. Then topless at a pool party. Finally, there were lots of images of naked white women interacting with hansom black men.
"Remember, nudism is perfectly natural in the rest of the world. It's perfectly natural for a white woman to be naked in front of a black man. It speaks to the special bond that exists between white women and black men. Ask yourself, who are these women are dressing for and trying to attract? What does their attire say about them?"
Images of black men and white women together followed. Touching, then kissing. The poses never turned X-rated but Ashley could feel the heat rising on her chest. She rubbed her legs together under the desk. The next images showed white women posing nude with black then with an emphasis on holding their black cocks. All of it was very artistic but also very hot. Ashley found herself getting horny and thinking back to what she was feeling when she woke up that morning.
"Superior in EVERY way, ladies." Sara said. Ashley could hear cheering from the black men behind her.
One image showed a white woman sitting in a chair her legs spread facing the camera. A black cock lay across her thigh as she seductively smiled for the camera. Another showed a white woman with her leg draped over the shoulder of a muscular black man. Like she was doing the splits while standing up. His hard black cock pointed straight at her pussy. A clear indication of his sexual prowess and her willing submission.
"None of these women would resist black superiority," Sara said from the front of the room, "they welcome it."
Ashley nodded her head with the rest of the class. I wouldn't resist that thing either, she thought before shaking the thought from her head.
Class ended shortly afterward. The men shuffled out of class while the girls waited for their weekly assignments.
"This week you all will practice presenting yourselves for the black male gaze and also helping with me with a little...project in the process." Sara said.
Sara, mischievous to the end, didn't offer any further explanation of their weekly assignments. She called each girl forward with a smile that said she knew something they didn't and gave them each a box.
"Follow the instructions contained within and have fun," was all she would say to them.
Ashley returned to her dorm room as fast as she could, she tore the box open and ripped through the tissue paper to reveal what was inside. Sitting on top of a layer of tissue paper was a note:
The Beta. Beta. Cappa fraternity in association with the Black Power Coalition will be conducting a photo shot for a charity calendar. The proceeds will be used to help fund the fraternity and to advance the Black Power Initiative's Diversity and Racial Integration drive on campus. It just so happens that we have the exact number of women in this class needed to participate. As such, the women of this African Studies class will be participating as a group project. Wear the clothing provided and present yourself prepared to be photographed for your specific month. Keep in mind everything you have learned in class and remember, failure to follow instructions will be punished. -Sara :)
Ashley Schlampe.
Ms. June, Summer photoshoot
Wednesday 1 p.m.
Beta. Beta. Cappa. Fraternity
Ask for Martel.
Under the note was a very skimpy bikini set. It was bright red and made of a very thin material. It was so small that it fit in the palm of her hand. Ashley clutched the tiny bikini in her hands and thought about how little it would cover. Under the bikini was a cut off white shirt. When she unfolded it, it looked too short to be real and the size made it look like it would be really tight across her chest. She held it up to the light and saw what was written on the shirt. "Beta. Beta. Cappa. Girl," was written in bold black lettering across the front of the shirt. It was the same shirt that Sara had been wearing in class, Ashley realized.
Ashley held the white shirt to her chest and jumped onto the bed and stared at the ceiling.
"Oh god, what have I gotten myself into now?"
Ashley returned from lunch on Wednesday and changed into her special attire. The tiny straps of her bikini bottoms hung off her hips and threatened to pull the small triangle of material away from her pussy lips with every step she took. The back was little more than a junction of strings, in the shape of a T, that left all of her ass exposed. Ashley was actually grateful that she was clean shaven. She would have never been able to pull off such a skimpy bikini bottom with her usual scattering of blond pubic hair.
The bikini top wasn't much better. It strained to hold her massive DD breasts, barely managing to cover the important bits. Her nipples poked through the thin material visibly and Ashley had to move the top around quite a bit to fully cover her areolas. She then strained to fit her massive melons into the minuscule white shirt. The tight garment barely extended low enough to fully cover her breasts and left her entire stomach exposed. It only helped slightly at covering her modesty.



After looking at herself in the mirror, she decided to add a wrap around her hips for the walk over. God knows she'd be getting enough looks as it was without her nearly naked ass on full display for the whole campus. As a final touch, she took the black spade charm out of her purse. She cleaned it with alcohol and replaced her usual belly button piercing with it. She wasn't sure why but she really liked the way the black spade contrasted with her pale skin tone. It seemed to help her nerves the moment she put it on.
"If momma could only see me now." She said while looking at herself in the mirror.
It was a hot day and she got a lot of male attention as she walked across campus. She certainly wasn't the only girl on campus wearing a bikini top, but it seemed like every black man who got close enough to get a good look at her was showing her a lot of attention. Ashley wasn't sure why she was getting so much attention from the black men in particular.
Weird, she thought.
"Yeah, BBC girl. Where you going baby? I got something for you right here." One guy said. Ashley just smiled and kept walking.
She knocked on the door of Beta. Beta. Cappa a few minutes before her scheduled time. A young black man opened the door. He had to be a freshman, Ashley decided immediately, he still had the baby face of someone fresh out of high school. Still, he was undoubtedly good looking and very muscular. His hair was styled in dreadlocks with the sides of his head buzz cut into a pattern. He wore an athletic shirt and was holding a football. The man took in Ashley's appearance, stopping for a moment to admire Ashley's large tits that were barely contained in the B.B.C. shirt.
"You looking to meet someone, baby girl or just lookin' for a good time?" He asked.
"Well, I'm not here for you if that's what you're asking." She said already put off by his attitude.
"Nah baby, don't be like that. White whores like you are always looking for what Big Jack has to offer." He obscenely grabbed his crotch as he looked directly at Ashley's tits.
Ashley really didn't like the cocky brute and if she was being honest with herself, she was more than a little intimidated by him. She moved to cover her breasts with her arm and slouched a little to try and hide her figure.
Ashley held up her assignment card. "African Studies, I'm ah.... supposed to be doing a photo shoot."
The man looked her up and down again, hardly glancing at the assignment card and then motioned for her to follow him. "Too bad, looks like I'm not allowed to have fun with you yet."
She wasn't sure what that meant but followed the man down a hallway. Ashley fanned herself as they walked. It was so hot outside. She really should have brought a water bottle.
"God, my throat is so dry." Ashley said, absentmindedly.
"Damn bitch, at least let me take you out to the club first." Big Jack laughed.
Ashley shot him a look.
They reached a wooden door. After knocking and announcing to someone inside that their 1 p.m. was here Big Jack slapped Ashley on the ass. "Until next time, little snow bunny." He left after giving Ashley another hungry look.
"Jerk." She said.
Ashley looked at his back with a cross expression. She felt uncomfortable for all of five seconds before the door opened and one of the most hansom men she had ever seen stepped through the door. He was tall and quite bald. He had the type of muscle that spoke to more running than weight lifting and he wore it well. He smiled at her and his beautiful white teeth contrasted wonderfully with his flawless black skin. She also recognized him, if only from his pictures in the news. He was the new black quarterback for the university football team, "The Bucks." His appointment to the position over the other white tryouts had caused quite a stir in the Southern university town. Ashley though his picture didn't do him justice. He looked more like a fashion model than a star athlete.
"You must be Ashley." The man said smoothly. Ashley's breath was taken away. All thoughts of Big Jack or anything else for that matter left Ashley's head.
"Hi! I'm Ash—, I mean yes, I'm here for black s—," Ashley got awkwardly caught on her words and took a second to take a breath. "I'm Ashley, I'm here for the African Studies photo shoot."
The man only smiled in return, amusement in his eyes. Unlike the man at the door, he didn't immediately roam his eyes over her body. There would be plenty of time for that later. Instead, he captured Ashley's hand in his and bought her lily-white fingers up to his mouth. He gave them a tender kiss and looked her in the eyes.
"Hello, Ashley. My name's Martel. I'll be your cameraman today."
"Ah, hi." A deep blush forming on her cheeks.
Martel led her into the room. The first thing she noticed was how the room was set up. A large screen with a matte painting of the ocean covered one wall of the room. Sand was spread out on the ground underneath the painting. Giving the room a somewhat convincing look of the beach. The scene was completed with lounge chair, a beach ball and one fake palm tree. Opposite the screen, Ashley saw some camera and lighting equipment facing the beach scene but failed to see the video camera because of the bright lights in her eyes. The red light was already blinking.
The second thing Ashley noticed was the second man in the room. If Ashley had Martel pegged as a fashion model, then this man must be a body builder. Every bulging muscle on his body was ripped to shreds and Ashley could see a lot of his body. He was wearing a stringer tank top that showed off the top of a very muscular chest. Which was good, Ashley thought as she wasn't sure his biceps would have fit in a normal shirt. Christ I can see his veins bulging, she thought. She eyes lowered and took in the short pair of swim trunks that showed off his impressive thighs. Ashley couldn't help but stare at the other impressive thing bulging in the material down one of his legs.
The videos were true, black men really are built different, Ashley thought.
"This is Darius." Martel said. "He's a tight end for the university football team. He's going to be doing some modeling with you today. I wasn't sure if you had recognized me or not. Most of the fraternity brothers are part of the athletic programs in one way or another."
"I did recognize you. GO BUCKS!" Ashley put up her hand in a mock cheer. Her shirt lifted completely off her bikini top as her tits popped out of the tight shirt. "OOPS." She said and hurried to fix her top.
Martel chuckled. Darius didn't smile but instead stared at Ashley's chest like a predator seeing a defenseless white rabbit. Martel had to elbow him in the side while Ashley was distracted with her top. When she was done, he stepped forward and wrapped his massive grip around Ashley's entire hand and shook it.
"Hi." She said, a little lost for words at the massive man.
"Hey girl." Darius said in a deep baritone.
"Why don't you strip out of that wrap and we can get started." Martel ordered.
Ashley was reluctant. She had added the wrap around her waist in an effort to start off the photo shoot fully clothed. Still, she did as she was told and dropped the material from her waist, exposing her bikini bottoms to the men.
"We'll start off simple." Martel said. "Why don't you go stand in front of the screen and we can get started."
Ashley felt the sand between her toes as she walked in front of the screen and turned to face the camera. She stood there awkwardly, unsure what to do.
"Just relax and smile Ashley." Martel said.
Ashley did what she was told and smiled for the camera. She heard the first click of a picture being taken. "Attagirl. Try this. Pretend you're at the beach and you're walking towards your boyfriend. Look at the lens and pretend the camera is your boyfriend."
Her smile became a little more genuine as she remembered going to the beach with Josh over the summer. How Martel knew that she had a boyfriend flew right over her head. Click.
"Better. You're a very beautiful girl, Ashley. Isn't she Darius?"
"That she is, very photogenic." Came Darius's deep voice.
"Thank You." Ashley said bashfully.
"Now, role play with me a bit, Ashley. When you and your boyfriend are done at the beach, you two are going to go for a romantic dinner with maybe a little more afterwards. You want to tell him all this but he's too far way. Tell him Ashley, tell him with your eyes. Look at him like you're going to rock his world tonight." Martel said.
Ashley was warming up to Martel's directions and starting to get into it. She wrapped a finger around her blond locks and made eyes at the camera, pretending that it was Josh again. Click.
"Good. Not so bad now is it?" Martel asked.
"No, it's pretty easy so far." Ashley said.
"Let's start with some props." Martel said.
Darius brought over a bucket of wet sand and Ashley started to make a sandcastle on the floor. Martel grabbed a few overhead shots showing the tops of her beasts in her bikini top. She ended up sitting in the sand with her legs spread wide as Martel knelt in front of her. A poorly made sandcastle blocked the view of her bikini bottoms and made her look bottomless to the camera's lens.
"Having fun yet?" Martel asked.
"A little." She couldn't help but laugh. The man had a disarming quality to his hansom features that just put her at ease. Besides, the shots were all pretty PG so far. The camera couldn't see anything because of the sand castle and she was fully clothed. But Ashley could also tell that the shots were only going to get more sexual from here on out.
Next Ashley was directed to stand by the fake palm tree and Martel approached her. She tensed up when she felt him touch her. Without saying a word, he took her hips in his hands and moved her where he wanted her. He then stepped back and raised his camera. Ashley relaxed her muscles. I'm being silly, she thought, he's the camera man. He has the right to position me where he needs me for the shot.
Her hands rested on the palm tree with her ass facing towards the camera. She looked over her shoulder at Martel as he looked her up and down. He moved a strand of her hair out of her eyes, his fingers brushing against her cheek. A shiver shot up Ashley's spine as he stepped back and to take another picture.
Perfectly normal, she thought, her heart racing slightly. He is the photographer after all. Besides, it's a charity photo shoot, this is all for a good cause.
"Arch your back, show me that fine white bubble butt of yours." Ashley was taken aback by his language but still felt good being complimented on her figure. She responded to his order immediately.
"I'm a little self-conscious of my butt. I know it's too big." Ashley said.
"That's just because you date white boys. Brothers love a little junk in the truck, don't we Darius?"
"We sure do."
Ashley was pleased and responded by arching her back even more to show off to the black man. Behind the camera Martel was encouraged by her responses so far. He spied the belly button ring she had on and commented how beautiful it was.
"Oh," she said surprised, "thank you. I just found it. I really like the playing card symbol."
"Playing card....right. Tell you what, why don't you stay just like that for a moment." Click. He took another photo, this time emphasizing the black spade charm dangling from the small silver ring. "Darius why don't you get Ashley that drink now."
Ashley was handed a glass of red tropical punch, complete with straw and one of those little umbrellas. Her throat was parched from the walk over and the hot camera lights. She immediate took a sip. It tasted very fruity with a slight aftertaste that she couldn't quite place. She thought it tasted wonderful. She took an even longer pull of the drink, downing almost half of it. Ashley had never been a big drinker and there were so many fruit juices mixed with the generous amount of rum that she couldn't really taste it.
Darius raised an eyebrow. "That's one way to get the white girl started."
Martel was all smiles, "That was going to be used as a prop."
"Oh sorry, it's just so hot out today and I had to walk all the way across campus."
"If you need something wet to quench your thirst, why don't you drink the whole glass and Darius here will fix you another."
Ashley did just that, downing the whole drink with one long slurp of the straw. It really did taste good, she decided.
Darius brought her a refill and she was directed to lay down on the lounge chair. All of her previous nervousness was gone now. She had a warm feeling in her tummy and she found that she was feeling great about having her photos taken. Darius handed her a pair of sunglasses to go with the drink. A few normal shots of her laying out in the artificial sun followed.
Martel planted his foot on the edge of the chair and leaned over her body to make sure the B.B.C. Girl shirt was clearly in frame. Ashley bit her lip. Behind her sunglasses, her eyes wandered over his tight slacks, looking for the telltale bulge she was sure was there.
I wonder if he's as big as the men in my videos, she thought.
"Darius, why don't you get in there and let's get some couple shots."
"Couple shots?" Ashley asked.
"Of course. This photo shoot is part of the Diversity and Racial Integration Drive on campus. Interracial relationships are on the rise and we're helping to highlight them so people can see the special bond between black men and white women. You're helping to fight systemic racism." Martel said.
"Oh, ok then. That makes sense." Ashley said.
Darius stripped off his shirt and entered the shot. Ashley's eyes widened. She was directed to sip her drink and lower her glasses like she was admiring his body. No reason to pretend, Ashley thought. She had never seen a man as obviously masculine as Darius. Josh was on the flabby side of skinny. This man in front of her was, well, a MAN. He didn't look like he had an ounce of fat on him. Her eyes roamed over his washboard abs and bulging mocha colored muscles of his chest.
Ashley took a deep sip of her drink to quell her returning nerves. The straw hung loosely from her parted lips. Click. Martel took another picture.
Darius reached down and pulled her sunglasses off her face. "Hate to cover up those beautiful blue eyes any longer, baby girl."
"Yeah." Ashley said dreamily.
Darius surprised her by lifting her up from the chair effortlessly and held her to his chest in a hug. He held her like a blushing bride as Martel snapped several more photos. Ashley laughed at being carried around the room. She was feeling really good about this photo shoot.
"Now we're going to get some wet shots, like you just got out of the water." Martel said.
Darius put Ashley down on the sand and soon returned with a spray bottle and began to liberally spray her down with water. Her skin glistened with moisture. The top turned transparent and clung to her chest revealing the red bikini beneath.
"Now put your hands behind your back and thrust your chest out, I want to make sure I can read your shirt." Martel said.
"Ok." Ashley said.
Martel took another picture showing off Ashley's impressive chest. Her breasts were thrust out to the camera, nipples clearly poking through the wet material. Behind her, the massive form of Darius towered over her. His hands were on her hips possessively.
Martel sighed for dramatic effect. "Not quite right."
Ashley watched as Martel approached her. Casually he rearranged her shirt so that the letters were easier to see. His fingers brushed the edges of her breasts. Then he much more boldly brushed his hand down the front of her shirt as if too smooth it out.
"Much better." He said.
Ashley shivered at his touch but did nothing to stop him. The black men were getting much more handsy with her but she said nothing about it.
"Beta Beta Cappa Girl" was now clearly visible and he took another picture. At a nod from Martel, Darius suddenly reached up, grabbed onto the material of her shirt and pulled. Ashley's eyes opened wide as her shirt was ripped in half by the muscular black man behind her. Martel caught her expression as the camera took several photos in rapid fire secession.
Darius stood holding the remnants of her shirt. Ashley looked up at the man in shock, her pussy getting moist from the show of dominance.
"Oh my, you're so strong." Ashley said. Josh would never be able to do that, she thought.
Suddenly unconstrained from her shirt, her massive DD tits practically popped out of her bikini. Ashley could feel the strings of her bikini becoming loosened.
"Sorry if that surprised you. I find that genuine reactions make for the best pictures."
"It's ok, I understand." Ashley said. She checked her bikini to make sure it was still in place.
Martel laughed and immediately put Ashley at ease. He handed her another drink which she immediately took a long pull from.
"I hope you don't mind but Darius and I spoke before you arrived and came up with plan to try and get the best reactions for the photo shoot." Martel said.
"No, no I get it. Whatever gets you the best shots, Martel."
"Perfect," Martel said, "look forward, baby." Ashley looked at the camera, a look of perfect surprise still etched on her face. Darius, from over her shoulder gave the camera a predatory look. Ashley felt Darius grab a hold of her waist and pull her back against his rock hard body.
"Good hold it there."
Darius's meaty fingers touched the center of her back and fumbled with the knot of her bikini. Ashley felt the string of her bikini being undone on her and quickly grabbed the tiny cups of her top to prevent her tits from popping out. Click.
"This is a little more than I bargained for." Ashley said.
"It's a little more risqué for sure but you're still covered up and these are the types of shots I need." Martel said.
"You need these types of shot for a charity shoot?"
"Most definitely." Darius's deep voice came from behind her.
"Well ok." She said.
"Now Ashley, reach behind your head and hold onto Darius's neck from behind."
Ashley did and the movement caused one of the strings of her top to fall off the crest of her breast. The camera got its first glance at her pink areola. Click. Ashley noticed and moved to fix her top. Martel admonished her for the act.
"You're still trying to protect your white modesty, Ashley. Your sexuality is natural. Rid yourself of the ruminates of white patriarchy. Show the camera who you want to be."
For whatever reason, Ashley did exactly as she was told. Even as the triangle of fabric fell away, she remained motionless as Martel had commanded her too. With one of her breasts exposed, Martel should see how rock hard her nipple was from across the room. She was excited and that act of submission was like a switch being flipped in the room. Darius and Martel suddenly grew bolder.
"Darius, reach up and cup both of Ashley's beautiful white breasts with your hands. I want to see the contrast of your skin tones."
Shouldn't she say no? Ashley thought. She has a boyfriend after all. No, she thought to herself. I want to be a white ally and this is for a good cause. The alcohol was also staring to have an affect on her inhibitions.
At a nod from Martel, Darius reached up and cupped both of her tits in his hands. Ashley's face flushed red. Mortified; she actually thought about moving her hands from Darius's neck to try and push his hands away at that moment. A stern look from Martel she kept her hands resting on the back of Darius's neck.
"Now Ashley, give the camera a shocked expression. Like you can't believe that just happened." Martel said.
I really can't believe that just happened though, Ashley thought. She opened her mouth in an expression of phony shock.



An actress the little blond bimbo was not, Martel thought. "No, no. Not quite the expression I was looking for," he said, "lets see..."
Darius and Martel made eye contact. He seemed to get the message. Darius roughly squeezed Ashley's breasts in his meaty hands. An actual look of surprise crossed Ashley's pale face. Click.
"Perfect."
Her look of surprise only lasted a moment as the half-drunk white girl giggled away her nerves. She left her breasts exposed to Darius as be began to kneed them in his palms and then roll her nipples with his fingers.
He's really good at that, she thought. Her giggle turned into a throaty moan. She was getting really turned on now.
"Do you like that?" Darius whispered in her ear.
"Yeah," Ashley breathed, "my nipples are one of my weak spots."
"I'll remember that." Darius said.
"Let's get some more shots of Ashley on her own." Darius pulled away from her and she felt the sudden absence of the big black hands on her skin. Ashley snapped out of it and tried to reclaim what was left of her modestly. She rearranged the triangles of fabric to mostly cover her nipples again but kept the back untied. Martel wasn't having any of it.
"Time for some real topless shots." He said.
Ashley looked at Martel, wondering what he was up too. She picked up her drink and took another deep sip. She could taste the alcohol now and was gathering up her courage. The movement of drinking once again exposed her tits and this time she didn't bother to try and fix it. Ashley wasn't really wearing her top anymore anyway. The string was still tied around her neck but the tiny rectangles of fabric were now hanging off her tits in the general area of her nipples. The black men could clearly see her pink areolas peaking around the fabric.
Still, she knew that outright removing her red bikini top was going to cross another line in the sand and this photo shoot was going to get a lot more sexual. She set her drink down. Darius moved to refill it for her without being asked. Ashley gave the black giant a grateful look as she turned to Martel and waited for instructions.
Martel looked at Ashley as well. He tried to get a feeling for where the white girl's head was at. He was pretty sure at this point that Sara's little white slut trainee would do whatever she was told, up to a point. He had his instructions from Sara the same as Ashley did. He knew what she wanted to accomplish today. Fuck it, he thought. He raised the camera back up to eye level.
"Slowly pull the string around your neck until your top falls to the ground. Show me those big fat white tits of yours." His language became intentionally cruder. This part was important. They needed Ashley to be an active participant in what was going to happen next. Alcohol and pressure from her professor could only go so far. She needed to take the next step herself. She could always say no after all and they couldn't have that.
Ashley giggled and moved to comply with his order. She slowly pulled the string until her top came off and fell to the ground. "You mean these white tits." Ashley said, now quite drunk.
"You've got some beautiful white tittes girl, don't you feel proud of them?" Darius said.
She really did. Ashley put her hands on her hips and straightened her back. She smiled, presenting her naked tits to the camera man.
Click
Ashley grabbed onto her DD breasts and held them up to the camera. Allowing the black men to feast on her naked breasts. They were the first men beside Josh to see her topless. Somehow that idea didn't bother her. She was really turned on now. She rolled her nipples between her fingers and gave "fuck me" eyes to the camera.
The directions came fast and more commanding now. The beach ball came back as Ashley was positioned in a series of poses. She held the beach ball in front of her breasts, blocking her nipples from view but showing enough side boob to make it clear she wasn't wearing anything.
She propped the ball on her hip and pointed at the camera like she was challenging someone to a game. She held the ball over her head like she was about to throw it at the camera. She jumped into the air to hit the ball. Her tits caught in free-fall by the camera's shutter. She drunkenly stumbled a little when she landed. Laughing the whole time.
"Now she's having fun." Darius said. He helped her walk back over to the chair.
She sat back down on the lounge stair and was put through a series of topless poses. Laying back like she was lounging in the sun, her still wet blond locks clinging to her chest. Pressing her tits together with her arms. Draping an arm under her tits like a hammock, presenting them to the camera. She was told to turn over and she presented her bikini clad ass and bare back. Click.
"Let's rub some oil on her back, Darius." Martel said.
Darius walked over and used a non-descript bottle to spray a sizable amount of oil onto her back. Ashley crinkled her nose at the smell.
"That oil kind of smells funny?" Ashley said.
"My Mother's from New Orleans." Darius said. "She makes this stuff herself, says it's better for the skin than that store bought crap."
Ashley looked at the bottle and saw what looked like a homemade label with a black snake on it. She smelt saffron and cinnamon and a few other spices she didn't recognize. Darius continued to rub the oil onto her back, his black hands leaving a tingling sensation behind in their wake. Ashley could feel the flush rising on her chest. She was suddenly so warm and her panties were so damp.
Martel could already see the effect the oil was having on her. Alcohol could lower inhibitions but couldn't make Ashley as horny as they needed her. That's where Damballah's sacred oil came in.
Ashley was growing bolder too. She flipped onto her back and propped herself up on her elbows. She bit her lip and asked in a small voice.
"Aren't you going to get my front too?"
Darius smiled and sprayed a generous amount of oil onto her chest. He rubbed the oil onto her white tits with his black hands as a very drunk Ashley stared fuck me eyes at him. All the while Martel filled his camera's memory card with pictures. Darius took a step back and Ashley arched her back, boldly showing her bare oily breasts to the camera. A sudden thought entered her mind and Ashley went with it on instinct. She spread her legs slightly because she thought it might please Martel.
Martel noticed how willing she had become. Even presenting her body in sexier poses of her own accord. He decided it was time to up the ante again. They were on the 5-yard line and it was time to go big or go home.
"Sit up and hug your legs to your chest and rest you chin on your knees." Martel ordered.
She was directed to smile for the camera. Ashley saw the camera tilt down to capture the tiny strip of red material between her legs and knew he wasn't taking pictures of her smile.
God she was so wet. She hoped that the camera couldn't see how damp the material must have been.
"Put your feet on the ground and spread your legs." Ashley obeyed but tried to keep her legs closed as much as the chair would allow. Martel wasn't having any of it.
"More. Show the camera your availability to black men." Martel urged.
Ashley hesitated only a moment before spreading her legs completely and obscenely showing how wet her bikini material was.
God look how soaked she is, Martel thought. Looking at the state of her bikini bottoms convinced him to take the next step. "Hook your fingers into the material and move it to the side. Let me see that pretty pink pussy."
Again, Ashley felt like she should have taken issue with what she as being asked to do or at the vulgar way she was being ordered around. She found that she was just too turned on to care. She felt compelled to obey. Ashley was so excited that she didn't even respond. She hooked her fingers into the wet material of her bikini and pulled the clinging fabric away from soaking wet pussy. Martel and Darius were only the second and third men to ever see her pussy. Her alcohol clouded brain didn't even think about Josh in that moment.
"You mean this pretty pink pussy, Martel." She giggled.
Click
"Touch yourself, Ashley. Show everyone how wet you are in the presence of black men." Martel said.
I am, aren't I. She thought.
Ashley lay back now and ran her hands down her body, squeezing her breasts before running her hands down her flat tummy until they reached between her legs. She rubbed her clit with one hand, while the other hand squeezed one of her tits.
"Push a couple of fingers into your cunt, Ashley. Show me where the black cock is going to go." Martel said.
Ashley pushed two fingers into her sopping wet pussy, Martel's words not quite connecting with her brain. She moved them in and out of her wet folds. Ashley moaned as her eyes closed in pleasure.
The two black men stared hungerly. Enraptured at what was happening in front of them.
She's a white goddess, Martel thought. A slutty little white goddess. He stared at her ivory skin as he snapped photo after photo. He watched as her fingers sunk into her wet pussy. Saw the heave of her breasts with her labored breathing and how rock hard her nipples were. He was suddenly irked by the restrictions put on him by this "assignment." He was pretty sure this little submissive white slut would let them do whatever they wanted too at this point. He and Darius should be spit roasting this white bitch by now. Ride her hard and send her back to her dorm room wet.
He had to remind himself to have patience. Going through this class was a process. He promised to have a follow up photo shoot with Ashley later on in the semester. He also promised to go pay Sara a little visit and have that Queen of Spades whore drain his blue balls after the effect this photo shoot was having on him. She needed to take responsibility for what she had done to him.
Martel turned and nodded to Darius as Ashley's eyes were closed in pleasure. She continued to rub her clit, and sink her fingers into her pussy. Instead of further instructions, Darius confidently strolled over and effortlessly picked Ashley up off the chair. Ashley was startled out of her euphoric fog. Darius threw the white girl over one shoulder and turned to face the camera.
God, he was so strong, she thought. She could feel the hard muscles of his shoulders and arms wrapped around her body. Martel said something that Ashley didn't quite hear.
In one motion, her bottoms were ripped away from her body, exposing her ass to Martel. Darius then posed for the camera like a Greek god. White girl draped over his right shoulder; panties held up victoriously in his left hand. Like he was some conquering warrior about to hear the lamentations of his enemies' women. Martel snapped several photos
Ashley was put down on her feet again naked as the day she was born. She stumbled slightly as she laughed. All of the attention and alcohol had really gone to her head. She was having fun and was more turned on then she'd been a in a long time. A part of her was scared what she'd agree to if Martel told her to do it.
Martel snapped a couple of pictures of the naked white girl laughing with a genuine smile on her face.
"Throw your arms around Darius's neck and look at him." Martel ordered.
Ashley obeyed immediately. She turned to Darius and threw her arms around his neck like she was told. Darius wasn't having it. He reached around her and grabbed two handfuls of her white ass, pulling her to his body. Ashley's tits pushed into his chest.
Ashley looked up at the man just as Darius leaned down and captured Ashley's lips in a deep kiss. Ashley couldn't think, instinct took over and she kissed him back. She was too caught up in the moment to care. Darius squeezed her ass and ground himself against her.
"Beautiful Ashley, this is exactly the message we're trying to convey. You look like a real white ally." Martel said.
Ashley, very naked and currently held in the arms of a perfect stranger; blushed with pride at Martel's words. She felt like she was making some real progress in this class.
"Thank you, Martel." Ashley said.
Ashley barely had time to register what had just happened when she felt something poking her in the belly. Her eyes widened. She felt the rock-hard cock in his swim trunks as her body was pulled against his. Darius made sure she could feel what he had packing for her.
Holy shit! He's huge, she thought. Ashley was so hot. She was sure he could feel the heat of her arousal radiating off her body. She couldn't help but grind her hips onto the monster held against her body. I'm going to leave a wet spot on his swim suit, she thought, how embarrassing.
"Stay right where you are. Kneel down on the floor Ashley, knees spread apart. Ashley did as she was told and soon found herself inches from the front of Darius's shorts."
"Look at him, Ashley. Look how big he is above you. Aren't you curious?" Martel asked.
"Curious?" Ashley asked innocently.
"Curious if the stories are true." Darius said.
"Stories?" Ashley asked dumbly.
Darius just stared at her. Oh, she thought, those stories. Ashley gulped and stared at the bulge in front of her face. Click.
"Hook your fingers into the waist band of her shorts and lick your lips for the camera."
With trembling hands, Ashley did as she was told. Her heart pounded in her chest as she gripped the material with her fingers. She ran her tongue across her lips as she heard the camera going off again.
"Now slowly pull them down his legs." Martel said.
This is too much. I should say no, she thought.
Ashley pulled his waist band down, revealing the black shaft in front of her. She was struck immediately by the impressive girth. It was just so thick and black and hard. She pulled his waist band down some more. She expected this dick to pop out of his shorts at this point but it didn't. She kept pulling his shorts down. More and more of his shaft was revealed as her eyes widened. Finally, Ashley saw the bulbus head of his cock a split second before it forcefully sprang out of his shorts and hit her in the chin.
"Oh wow!" Ashley said.
Ashley sprang back from the black cock and stared at it in shock. It was so long that it was almost touching her lips a foot away and so big around that it looked like a baseball bat. There was an angry vein running the whole length of his beautiful shaft.
"What do you think of my black cock, girl?" Darius asked.
"It's beautiful." Ashley said in awe.
"Bigger than your boyfriends?" Darius asked.
Ashley could only nod her head in response.
Ashley had never seen a black dick before. Cock, she corrected herself. Josh has a dick. A white dick and she would never dream of comparing it to the massive black cock in front of her. She had never seen one in person before. If it was possible, she though it was even bigger than the ones in her videos. She bit her lip and just stared at how massive and dark it was looming in front of her. Click.
"We're just about done Ashley." Martel said.
"Done!?!" She said, surprised. She was having so much fun, she didn't want it to end yet.
"Unless," he hesitated, "are you willing to help me with some artistic erotic shots?" Martel asked.
Ashley was openly rubbed her pussy now. How much more erotic could this get, she thought. Still, she really wanted to help Martel. "W-what would I have to do?" Ashley said her eyes locked onto the cock in front of her.
"Helping Beta. Beta. Cappa with this little fundraiser is only part of the reason for this calendar shoot. The Black Power Collision we are partnered with is also looking to promote white people, white women in particular into becoming allies for racial justice. The new Dean Tyrel Stiff wants to implement a Diversity and Racial Integration drive to transform campus into a more inclusive space. We're trying to increase trust and build community bonds between the races." Martel explained.
"Oh, well that's something that I'm interested in too." Ashley said.
"We had hoped you'd say that. You seem like one of the good ones, Ashley. Like you might understand white women's responsibility to black men." Darius said.
"I certainly do. Tell me what I can do to help." Ashley said rather proud of the compliment.
"Why don't you reach out and grab a hold of that big black cock in front of you." Martel said.
A brief flicker of doubt entered her alcohol dulled brain. "Oh, but I can't cheat on my boyfriend."
Darius looked down at the white girl at his feet. "And we would never ask you too. Besides taking a few pictures isn't cheating."
"It isn't?" Ashley asked.
"Of course not. Nudity is perfectly natural and besides its all for the good of racial justice." Martel said.
Ashley nodded her head, remembering the lessons from her video. "Well as long as it isn't cheating..."
"I just want to see the contrast between those little white fingers and that big black cock. Show the world what racial harmony looks like." Martel said.
"Well, I guess that would be ok."
"Just follow instructions, you've done great so far. We just need to get some additional material of you being a white ally. You can do that can't you Ashley?" Martel asked.
"Whatever you need Martel."
"Good. Reach out and touch it, Ashley." He said more forcibly.
Ashley felt like she was in a trance as she reached out her hand and grabbed the coal black cock in front of her. There was a simplicity in just doing what you're told that she found very comforting. She looked from the black cock into her hand to Martel for confirmation.
Click. Martel lowered the camera and smiled, nodding his head that she was doing well. Ashley smiled, a strange moment of pride welling up in her chest. Martel almost chuckled. Ashley's need for approval and emerging submissive streak would take her far at this university.
"Why don't you give it a little jerk." Martel said.
"Jerk?" Ashley asked, confused.
"A little shake hello, be friendly with it. We're all friends here, right baby?" Darius said.
It's not like he's fucking me, Ashley thought. It isn't really cheating. As long as it doesn't go inside of me it should be fine. Ashley began to move her hand back and forth. She was surprised when the coal black meat in her hand began to harden and became even BIGGER. Ashley reached out and grabbed a hold of the shaft with her other hand. Wow, she thought, I only need three fingers to jerk Josh off. I can't even get my fingers completely around this thing.
"There's a good white slut." Darius moaned.
"Hey!" Ashley shouted, seemingly offended, although Darius noticed that she didn't take her hand off his cock.
Martel winced a little behind the camera. Subtle, Darius was not.
"Don't mind him, Ashley. He's a little stressed out, one of his teachers was racist to him this morning and he's a little bent out of shape about it." Martel said.
"Tried to give her a compliment and she tried to accuse me of being inappropriate in class." Darius said.
"Not all white girls respond to the black gaze like you do Ashley. You're very progressive." Martel said.
The compliment made Ashley happy. She liked to think of herself as a good progressive girl. She was trying so hard to break away from how she was raised. She started to jerk the black cock in her hands a little faster.
"Oh, well that's horrible. You poor baby." She said.
"Yes, it's horrible. It's times like these when we need our white allies the most." Martel said.
"Well, that's what I am." She said.
"Talk is cheap Ashley, show me that you understand your responsibilities as a white slut." Darius said.
Despite what the class had taught her, she still associated slut negatively. That was the second time she had been called a slut in the last few minutes. Ashley was aggravated with the Darius despite Martel's soothing words. She decided to vent some of her anger. She began furiously jerking his cock. Darius tilted his head back in pleasure but Martel could see the look on Ashley's face.



"STOP, stop." Martel yelled.
Ashley stopped jerking off Darius and look at Martel with confusion. Had she done something wrong? Darius looked at Martel like he wanted to kill him but Martel shot him a "shut the fuck up" look.
"I can see how angrily you're jerking him off. Like you're trying to punish him. You're not racist, are you?"
"WHAT!?! NO!" She felt a wash of shame at how accurate his words were. She had been angry at what she'd been called. "I'm not racist but I'm also not a slut. I'm in a monogamous relationship!"
Standing there, Martel thought he should get an award for his acting skills. He somehow managed to keep his poker face. A naked white girl was sitting on the floor of an all-black fraternity. She had the black cock of a man she'd just met in her hands and telling him how she wasn't a slut. It was the funniest shit he'd heard all day.
"I know when we say the word 'slut' you think we're accusing you of being a loose woman. I assure you we're not saying that at all." Martel said.
"You're not?" She asked.
"No. What we're talking about is the special bond between black men and white women. White sluts like you have the unique gift of being able to ease racial tensions with your body. That doesn't make you some loose woman, it just makes you a proud white ally."
"With my body?" Ashley asked, conflicted.
"You can put your body on the line for the sake of the cause. For the sake of racial tensions. Today all that is required of you is the use of your hands. You can do that right? They're just hands." Martel said.
"Or are you just here for a grade?" Darius asked.
"No, I'm sorry. I can do better." Ashley pleaded.
"Then say it, Ashley. Say 'I'm a white slut,' look at Darius when you do." Martel said.
She looked at Darius and mumbled, "I'm a white slut."
"What are you?" Martel asked louder.
"I'm a white slut." Ashley said louder.
"Good girl. Let go of your white privilege, Ashley. Embrace your responsibilities to racial justice." Martel said.
Ashley nodded her head and began stroking Darius's cock again.
"Look at that superior black cock in front of you. He needs you to understand what he went through today. He needs you to help him soothe his pain."
"I understand." Ashley said.
"Now, slow it down, grip that black cock like your grade depends on it."
Martel smiled at Ashley and she laughed at his joke. She started again, nice and slow this time. She moved her hands with deliberate motions.
Darius moaned and thrust his hips out. Martel seemed pleased with her, which pleased Ashley. She picked up the pace a little.
"Hold your hands steady in front of you and let me fuck them for a while." Darius said.
Ashley held her hands in front of her in the shape of an "O". Managing with two hands to wrap herself around his girth, something she never could have down with one hand. Darius grabbed her shoulders and began to thrust his hips.
Ashley sat mesmerized as the massive black man thrusted towards her. His black cock pushing and pulling through her hands, coming mere inches away from her mouth.
"Fast now, white girl. Fast as you can." Darius said, breathing hard.
Ashley could sense the excitement in the air and moved her hands as fast as she could. Martel could see that Darius was close.
"What are you, Ashley?" Martel asked.
"I'm a white slut!"
"God damn fuck, girl!" Darius yelled.
The first spray of cum caught her in the upper chest and throat. Surprised, Ashley tried to pull away only to find that Darius was holding her head in place with one meaty hand. She succeeded only in angling the black cock downward as his second load sprayed her tits with thick cum. Darius now took over for Ashley. Pumping his massive meat, he angling it upwards at her pretty white face. The last shot caught her in the cheek and coated her chin in cum.
God, there's so much, she thought.
"There's a good white slut." Darius moaned as he slapped his cock on her tits several times, smearing the last drop of cum onto her nipples. Ashley smiled at his compliment.
"Look here Ashley." Martel said.
Ashley turned to the camera still smiling, a glob of cum hanging off her chin as Martel snapped another picture.
Ashley fell back on her ass, obscenely spreading her legs without a care in the world. With one hand she rubbed her pussy and with the other she rubbed the cum into her breasts. With one finger she merely touched her clit and the extra simulation was enough to send the hyper sexualized Ashley into a leg quivering organism. She trembled on the floor as Martel took the last picture.
"And that's a wrap." Martel said.
"Yeah?" Ashley looked up dreamily.
"You did great Ashley. I'm going to give Sara a gushing report about how well you did. We got some great pictures." Martel said.
"Thank You, Martel." Ashley beamed.
Ashley was coming down from the alcohol and her own sexual high. All of a sudden, she looked at herself naked in front of these two black men and was bashful again. She closed her legs and draped a hand across her chest.
"Ah, is there a place to wash up?" She asked awkwardly.
Darius, all smiles, half hard cock still swing between his legs handed Ashley her bikini and pointed towards a door.
"Shower's, right there girl." He winked at her. Ashley blushed beat red and looked down to escape the look he was giving her. Only to look straight down at his slick black cock. She blushed even harder and quickly scampered off to the bathroom. Both men laughed.
"You sure we can't fuck her?" Darius asked after she was out of earshot.
"Soon, you know Sara is an expert at breaking these white girls down. We'll have to do another photo shoot soon."
Ashley emerged a few minutes later cum free, her blond locks still wet from the shower. She was only mildly better dressed in her skimpy red bikini.
Martel walked her to the door. "Did you have fun?"
"Yeah." She answered truthfully.
He surprised her by leaning in and kissing her on the lips. Ashley surprised herself by returning the kiss.
"We'll have to do this again soon, Ashley." Martel asked as he led her to the door.
Before she could answer, Darius still naked, lifted her off the ground in a bear hug and gave her a kiss as well. Ashley could feel his half hard cock against her body as she melted into the kiss.
Darius put her down. Ashley's eyes went from the men's faces, to the door and then down at the black cock in front of her. She bit her lip before realizing what she was doing.
"Ah, bye guys." She said and left.
****
A big thank you to Tiny Tim for helping me edit this chapter.
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**Week 4**
When Ashley got back from the photo shoot, she immediately took another shower. The alcohol was firmly out of her system now and the enormity of what she had just done was beginning to sink in. She had just given a hand job to someone she'd just met. Someone who wasn't her boyfriend. She could still feel the heavy black cock in her hands. Still feel the slick oil and sticky cum on her skin. Conflicting thoughts were warring with her emotions.
She didn't feel dirty, exactly but she wanted to feel that feeling of renewal that came with taking a shower at the end of a long day. So, she took another shower and washed the remaining evidence of her indiscretion away. The hot water cascaded down her firm body and with it, some of her guilt. Although not all of it. She was equal parts excited and mortified about what she had just done.
"Just because it isn't cheating doesn't make it right." She told herself.
Her subconscious was already internalizing the rationale that Martel and Darius had fed her. Hand jobs aren't cheating, she reassured herself. There was no penetration so there should be no problem. She got out of the shower when her fingers had thoroughly pruned. Dried off and dressed only in a towel, she was walking out of the bathroom when the phone rang. Josh!
"Hi baby!" She said excitingly.
Her worries were wiped away in an instant. For the next half an hour she was a little school girl again, talking excitedly about anything and everything with her boyfriend. The campus, her classes, their trip to the beach over the summer, but mostly she talked about her new African Studies class. She didn't even realize she was doing it. No matter the topic, Ashley always found a way to bring the conversation around to African Studies.
"Wow, sounds like you're really digging this new class. I thought you were going to hate it." Josh said.
"I really am. The professor is really opening my eyes. I never knew how amazing black men were. Like, did you know that interracial porn is one of the fastest growing categories on the internet?"
"A-ah, no, I didn't know that." Josh said awkwardly.
"I know right. I'm learning so much this semester. Black men are so rugged and handsome. They're really setting the standard for sexual performance, you know." Ashley said.
"That's.... great, Ashley." She completely missed the awkward tone in his voice. "Anyway, I'll let you go. I need to do some homework. Love you."
"Bye Josh, I love you baby." She said.
The call ended and Ashley stared at her phone as he disconnected. There was that nagging feeling of guilt again. Despite going on and on about African Studies, she hadn't told Josh about the photo shoot. It shouldn't have been a big deal. She was just being a good white ally, right? She was just easing racial tensions, right? And it was for charity too boot, surly Josh would have understood. Yet, she hadn't told him and that weighed further on her conscious.
"This is ridiculous." She said to the empty room. "Martel and Darius already told me it wasn't cheating. I'll just make sure I tell him the next time I speak to him."
Josh's name faded away on the screen, to be replaced with a notification from Rebecca. Ashley tapped the icon and looked at the photo she'd just sent. The first thing she noticed was that Rebecca's figure was starting to really trim down. A lot of the baby fat she'd had a few weeks ago was gone. Ashley was impressed and took a moment to run her eyes down the brunettes rapidly slimming mid-section. Although Rebecca's figure probably shouldn't have been the first thing she noticed in the picture.
I'm really starting to understand the point of this class ;) Rebecca texted.
In the photo, the curvy brunette knelt on the ground in a darkened room. Her auburn hair was ruffled and she had a carefree smile plastered on her face. She was also naked and holding a black cock mere inches from her mouth. The worry free look on her face irritated Ashley.
"Little slut took a selfie with it." Ashley said.
If the cum coating her lips and chin were any indication, Rebecca had gone a lot farther than Ashley had in her photo shoot. Ashley found herself wondering what sucking a black cock must be like. The image of Darius popped into her head and Ashley was suddenly jealous that one of the other girls might have gotten to suck Darius's beautiful cock before she did. Then Josh popped into her head and she had to reminded herself that giving a blowjob to another man was most definitely cheating.
"Fuck. I need to get my head on straight." She said.
Try not to bite off more than you can swallow, girl. She texted back.
Too late! Came the response from Rebecca.
Ashley snorted in response and put her phone back on the charger. It had been a long night and Ashley was exhausted. She turned out the lights and climbed into bed. Despite her worries she was tired and soon drifted off into a dreamless sleep.
She wasn't so lucky the next night. No matter how hard she tried Ashley couldn't sleep.
After tossing and turning for hours she decided she had to do something to tire herself out. Going to the gym sounded like it would be the best way to work out some of her stress. She slipped on a pair of bright pink workout booty shorts and a matching sports bra. Her blond hair went up in a no nonsense pony tail. She finished by grabbing her pink water bottle and left her dorm. She kept her spade piercing in. Ashley was growing rather fond of it. It felt wrong every time she took it out to clean it. It was almost like she was meant to wear it.
It was late. Well past midnight. She didn't see anyone out as she walked to the campus gym. She nervously eyed the dark alleys for anyone lurking in the dark shadows. She unconsciously looked for the telltale blue glow of the emergency call boxes scattered throughout campus. Ashley scanned her ID card at the door when she arrived and heard the click of the door unlocking. The gym on campus was open 24 hours as long as you had your student ID card to get in but it was only manned until 8. Automatic lights clicked on overhead as she walked through the main room and past the deserted front desk. The lights only kicked on in her immediate vicinity, creating a pool of light that cast the rest of the room in shadow.
Ashley walked over to the large selection of cardio equipment. She put her airpods in and started the treadmill. She set the machine to a higher speed than normal and began to run. The burn of her muscles settled her into the perfect state of mind to think.
She thought about the class and everything she had learned. She thought about the guilt she felt as those horrible images came across the screen. She thought about all of Sara's talks about her responsibilities and her increasing desire to do something meaningful.
She liked the idea of becoming a white ally but she was also deeply conflicted. More had happened at that photo shoot than she was prepared for. There would be pictures of her naked floating around campus soon. Hundreds of Black men would soon be using her as little more than jerk off material. She should be horrified at the thought but more and more, it was making her excited. She wanted to make a deference for the cause and now thanks to Martel's camera she had been reduced to little more than an object of desire.
She wasn't sure how she should feel about that. She thought about what Josh would say if he found out. When he found out, Ashley corrected herself. His girlfriend's tits can only adorn the walls of so many dorm rooms before it inevitably filtered back to him. She didn't want to think about what would happen then. She decided she didn't want to think anymore and let the steady rhythm of her running and the burning of her muscles drive away her worries.
Ashley was completely preoccupied with listening to a song when something caught her attention. She jumped as a large black figure emerged out of a darkened hallway. A momentary spike of fear coursed through her. Then the light overhead clicked on and Ashley recognized the man.
"Darius!" She yelled.
Darius was standing there, a basketball under one arm as he glazed at the blond vision of girl in front of him. He stood there shirtless, wearing a pair of workout shorts. He took in Ashley's tight white body in her very revealing workout clothes. It was shaping up to be a good night after all, he thought to himself. Ashley ripped the airpods out of her ears. She nearly tripped in her surprise as she stepped off the treadmill. Darius chuckled. Sweat glistened on her flawless skin. Her large breasts heaved with exertion as she attempted to slow her breathing. Her own eyes went up and down his buff physique the same as he'd just done to her.
"Hey white girl." Came his deep baritone. "You know cardio isn't enough by itself, right? It will burn the calories but it won't shape that bod of yours."
Ashley put her hands on her hips. "Oh, you're worried about my body, are you? You practically gave me a heart attack, you jerk."
He shrugged. "Adrenaline helps you feel alive and endorphins remind you why you should say alive."
"What?" The air headed white girl looked at him with a confused look that caused Darius to laugh.
"Why don't you come over and workout with me for a bit? We'll give that bod a real workout." Darius said.
Instead of answering, Ashley pulled out her water bottle and took a sip of water. Darius didn't wait for her response. He turned around and walked away like he expected her to follow.
"Jerk." She mumbled under her breath.
"Come on girl, bring that piercing over here and let a black man work on you a while." He said it like more of a command than a request and she felt herself wanting to comply without thinking. A cocky jerk, she thought. Ashley finished drinking out of her pink water bottle, making Darius wait before she walked over. He had on a patient smile as he watched her tits jiggle in her sweaty sports bra.
"So, what did you have in mind?" Ashley asked expectantly.
"Let's get you warmed up first." He said.
Despite Ashley's repeated assurances that she was already warmed up. Darius insisted that he needed to make sure she was properly stretched out.
"Can't have you pulling something."
"Right. You want to help me stretch that bad, huh?" Ashley asked.
"Baby girl, I'd love to stretch you out anytime you want." He said confidently.
Ashley froze at his comment but Darius just smiled.
"Come on. Let's get started." He said.
Ashley bent down to touch her toes, presenting her bubble butt in her tight pink shorts for him to see. Darius stepped back behind her to admire the view. God Damn, look at that ass. He thought to himself. Girl was built to fuck.
Darius stepped in and directed her through the motions of stretching out her muscles. She bent over in various position to stretch various muscle groups. She soon found him putting his hands all over her body. A nonverbal and very physical form of flirting followed, until Darius was satisfied she was limber enough. A brush up an arm. A tap against a thigh for her to spread her legs wider. Ashley was feeling good about the situation. She had been worried that things between them would be awkward after the photo shoot but there was just something comfortable about Darius's touch. That familiar sense of excitement began replacing her nerves with every brush of Darius's fingers on her skin.
Ashley was sitting down on the mat, already panting from just stretching her muscles. Darius was probably right, she thought, I need to more strength training. Speaking of Darius, Ashley looked up at the imposing black man looming over her small form. He was looking at her with a twinkle in his eye that didn't reach the friendly smile on his face. Something is going to happen here if I let it, she thought.
"Am I stretched out enough now?" She said.
"Yeah, just needed to keep you flexible. Never know when you might need to put your ankles behind your head."
Ashley exhaled. "Oh, I bet you'd love to do that."
Darius had her do some leg lifts next. He directed her to get on her hands and knees on the mat. Then to extend one foot behind her. She could feel the burn in her hamstrings and glutes. The movement also caused her back to arch, thrusting her ass into the air. Darius accentuated the pose by putting his hand on her lower back causing it to arch even more.
"Squeeze that ass more, need to keep your core strong."
"I'm trying." She said through gritted teeth.
"Go ahead and arch that back more. There we go, now hold it there. That's the fuck me look that black men like." He said.
Ashley rolled her eyes but didn't move his hand.
Darius's hand roamed further down Ashley's back, not quite touching her ass but getting really close. Ashley went foot to foot performing the exercise as he told her too. She felt him begin to play with the waist band of her shorts. Moving his finger back and forth along the elastic material.
"That's it, feel the burn." He said.
"I'm feeling something alright." She said.
Darius then looped a finger into the waist band of her shorts and pulled it down an inch, exposing the strap of her underwear, one of those work out thongs that had more elastic than the normal ones. He pulled the elastic waist band away from her body. He peaked down into her shorts, his eyes gazing at her spectacular ass and taking note that her pink thong matched the rest of her outfit. He then let her shorts go with a snap against her flesh.
"Hey!" She protested
"Let's do some squats next." He said, jovially ignoring her protest.
He picked up an inflatable ball and had Ashley lean up against the wall with the ball sandwiched in between. He showed her how to squat down by rolling the ball across her back until her thighs were parallel with the ground. He then handed her a pair of weights to hold as she did. Up and down she went. Ashley could feel her tits shaking in her top with the movement. She was really feeling the burn in her legs.
Darius stood uncomfortably close to Ashley as she went through the motions of her workout. Every time she went down, she found herself eye level with his crotch. Every time she went up, she got a front row seat to admire his six-pack abs. Darius was an impressive looking man. She found herself thinking back to the photo shoot and the impressive black snake he was hiding in those small shorts. When a blush was running up her face, she tried to look away.
"Eyes forward." He said in a commanding voice.
"Do you have to stand so close?" She asked nervously.
Darius smiled. "Need to watch your form. Make sure you're not learning bad habits."
"I guess." She mumbled.
"There we go. Up and down. Focus on your form."
I'm defiantly focusing on something, she thought.
"Can't have your muscles getting fatigued. We'll have you bouncing like a pro in no time." He said.
"Bouncing?" Ashley asked, confused. Darius ignored her question.
"We'll work that ass and those thighs until they're built for black cock." Ashley gave him a look which only made him chuckle.
"We'll do bench next." He said.
Ashley laid down on the bench and grabbed onto the bar. Darius spotted her. He got close to the bench as she prepared to do her set. Closer than he needed too. He was practically hovering over her prone head. Not that he needed to be that close. The weight Ashley had put on the bar was minuscule compared to what he normally subjugated his muscle-bound frame too. He could have lifted that amount of weight off of her with one hand fully extended. She started a set of ten. She inhaled as she moved the bar down to her chest and then exhaled as she went black up again. She was suddenly aware of how noticeable her nipples were as they stuck out of her very thin workout top. Alarm bells went off in her head at how tight the shirt was across her chest.
Darius liked the view. He watched has Ashley's DD tits strained her tiny top, threatening to bust out of the thin material at any moment. Each time she dropped the bar drop down to her chest, he would stare in anticipation of the clothing ripping clean open. He wanted to see those big white titties again and he found the idea of her walking home topless, hilarious. He was a little disappointed when her clothing remained intact.
Ashley was enjoying the show too. Darius was so close she could see up the leg of his loose work out shorts. Right there in front of her was Darius's big black cock. She watched it grow into life and had an inkling what he was looking at to make him so excited. She looked at it resting against his thigh and thought back to Rebecca's photo. I wonder what it tastes like, she thought.
A large drop of precum suddenly fell off the head of his cock and caught Ashley right on the lips. She jumped and nearly dropped the bar. Darius reached out with one hand and effortlessly grabbed the weight from her. His forearm bulged as he put the weight back on the stand.
"Careful. See, that's why you need a spotter for bench." He said.
Darius smiled at her as she stood up, an obvious bulge now tenting his workout shorts. Ashley instinctively licked her lips. The salty sweet taste of precum hit her tongue and she found that she liked the taste a lot. She also knew she had crossed a line. It was time to leave.
"You want to try more weight?" He asked.
Ashley got up and reached for her water bottle. She was pretty sure he knew exactly what had just happened and was too embarrassed to look him in the eye. She looked down when she spoke but that only meant that she was practically talking directly to his bulge.
"I don't think so, that was big enough for me." She said.
"Oh, I think you could handle something much bigger." Darius said.
Ashley finally looked up as she took another sip of water and gave Darius another look. This was not the night time activity she had in mind to calm her conscious. She turned to walk away. "I think I've had enough working out for one night. Goodnight, Darius."
"Aren't you going to do anything about this?" Darius asked causally.
"What?" Ashley spun back around to look at him.
Darius pointed to the uncomfortable looking bulge in his pants. "You are responsible for it, after all. Dressing like a white slut and prancing around this gym like a snow bunny in heat."
Ashley gave him an incredulous look as she cocked her hip. "I'm not supposed to obscure the black gaze, remember."
Darius laughed. "And you did a great job, look at the effect you've had on me."
Ashley laughed too, breaking the tension in the room. Darius had that type of personality. Not as smooth as Martel but just as playful. She looked at the outline of his cock and remembered what it felt like in her hands.
"I couldn't," she said, "not again. The photo shoot was for charity."
"I need some charity too. It's really uncomfortable."
Darius tried to readjust his shorts but only managed to pull the material tighter against his cock, accentuating the length and size. Ashley was really staring now. Her resistance crumbled as something in her head told her to go for it.
Ashley bit her lip. "Well...."
It did look uncomfortable, she thought. And she did know how she was dressed and the effect it had on black men. She guessed it would be fine as long as it didn't go too far. Hand jobs weren't cheating after all.
"You're not going to do this to me and then send me home with blue balls are you? That would be quite privileged of you Ashley." Darius said. That did it. He said it casually but Ashley could hear the accusation under his seemingly innocent statement. She could hear the unspoken question he was posing to her. Are you a good white ally or are you racist?
"W-well...I guess I could give you another hand job. I do kind of feel responsible." She said hesitantly.



"Great! Let's go back to the locker room, I've got some baby oil we can use."
Before Ashley had time to respond Darius had grabbed her wrist and hauled her towards a door in the back.
"Hey wait, this is the men's locker room." She said alarmed.
"It's late, there's no one here." Ashley tried to drag her heals but the muscular black man effortlessly pulled her along.
The room they found themselves in was identical to the women's locker room. It smelt different though, Ashley thought. The room had the same underlining smell of bleach as the girl's locker room but it definitely smelled worse. There was this pungent musky smell that just screamed, man. She didn't hate it though.
Darius wasted no time. He pulled his shorts and underwear down in one smooth motion. His black pole popped out at full attention, all 12 thick inches of it. Ashley's eyes widened despite knowing what was coming. Darius just smiled at her. Cocky prick, she thought. Although her eyes were now glued to his big black cock.
"You did this to me baby girl. Now take care of it for me."
Ashley picked up a bottle of baby oil that was conveniently sitting on a nearby bench and went to pour some oil into her palm.
"Wait." Darius said suddenly.
"What? I thought you wanted a hand job."
Darius pointed to her shirt. "You're going to get yourself all dirty like that."
He was right of course; oil is messy stuff. Ashley considered her top for a moment and then reached down and peeled her sports bra off her sweaty skin, exposing her DD breasts to anyone who might come in. The cool air felt good on her fair skin after a hard workout. Ashley stood topless in front of Darius. She looked at his black cock sticking straight at her and wondered how this had escalated so quickly.
"Where do you want me?" She asked.
Darius plopped a towel down at his feet and waited. Ashley coated her hands in oil. Darius accepted the bottle from her with a nod. She then slowly, submissively sank to her knees in front of the imposing black man. Face to face with the object of her desire, she could feel her own body responding to the situation. Goose bumps covered her skin and a flush was rapidly rising across her chest. Ashley reached up and was suddenly stroking her second black cock in 24 hours.
It felt so firm in her hands. Like a big slab of meat. The oily cock looked so good glistening in the light above them. I wonder what it would taste like, Ashley thought. She shook her head of the thought and chastised herself for thinking it. She redoubled her efforts, moving both hands up and down the sizable length. This was not the head clearing activity that she had been planning when she set out for the gym but she wasn't complaining.
"Let's get some more oil on my cock." Darius said.
Darius picked up the bottle of baby oil and squeezed it towards his cock, adding further lube to her hands. He then angled the stream of oil towards Ashley's chest. A spray of oil splattered all over her big double DD breasts.
"Shit!" Ashley yelled.
She recoiled from the oil, leaning back and taking her hands off Darius in the process. Ashley looked down to see if she'd gotten any on her shorts. Thankfully she hadn't.
"What the fuck, Darius."
"Oops." Darius said. "Let me help you with that."
Darius reached forward and made a halfhearted attempt to scoop the oil off her skin. He dropped the pretext quickly and grabbed a hold of Ashley's big tits with his hands. His black hands squeezed them and began rubbing the oil into her white skin. Ashley gasped at the attention.
"Sorry about that. Don't want you getting your shorts all wet." Darius said.
"Too late." Ashley mumbled under her breath. Darius pretended not to hear her. She stifled a moan and unconsciously thrusted her tits forward to give him better access. Darius's large black hands had made sure there were no drops of oil that could drip down to her shorts. Once Darius was sure she wouldn't object, he even rolled her nipples with his fingers. After a few minutes of his he finally stepped back and admired his handy work.
"There we go, much better."
So much better, she though, God that felt good.
Ashley's breasts were now slick with a coating of baby oil that shined in the locker room light. Her eyes were glazed over and Darius could see a faint blush on her cheeks. She absentmindedly reached back up and began stoking his black cock again. Darius had hit all of her buttons and Ashley was now really turned on. Her breasts were a major erotic zone for her. Ashley looked up at him with fuck me eyes and Darius knew that he had her.
"Ashley? Have you ever given a tit job before?" Darius asked mildly.
"No," she said, dreamily still stroking his cock.
"Well, it's just, you're already topless and covered with oil, I thought you might want to try it."
She was feeling very agreeable right about then. Ashley released his cock and leaned back from him slightly. "What would I have to do?"
"Don't worry," he said, heading off her objection, "it's basically like giving a hand job. No penetration. You won't be cheating on your boyfriend. All you have to do is wrap those big white tits around my black cock and move them up and down a bit."
"You want to fuck my chest?" Ashley asked incredulously. Darius gave her a little laugh.
"Yeah, something like that." He said.
"Well, if it isn't cheating, I guess it would be OK." Ashley agreed.
Darius wisely didn't comment of Ashley's constantly shifting goal line when it came to infidelity. Instead, he grabbed the bottle of oil and absolutely coated his cock. Ashley sat mesmerized as he stroked it in front of her. It really was a beautiful cock. Thick and long and manly looking. He held it out for her and Ashley found herself obeying again. She moved her upper body until his cock was between her breasts. She then squeezed them together with her hands.
"That's it, just move those tits now." Ashley began to move her upper body along the length of his shaft. Pumping his cock through her cleavage.
Ashley had done this once with Josh but this was completely different. Josh's cute little penis had been completely engulfed by her large breasts. She'd could even see it once she'd started. Darius's cock was so big that it was poking out of her breasts and sliding up along her neck. She felt the slick head bump into the bottom of her chin. She looked down to get a better look and saw it sliding through her breasts like it was a pussy.
Wow that's so weird looking, she thought.
"That feels so good. It's been such a long day. This is what I've been needing to relax." Ashley felt a welling of pride at his compliment. She was happy she could be a good white ally and help him unwind after a rough day. She looked back down and simply stared at the sight of the black monster pushing through her slick cleavage.
"I think you like wrapping your big ass milky white tits around my cock." Darius said.
"Well, I do like trying new things and I, ah.... really like your cock." She admitted as she stared at the head coming within inches of her face.
Darius saw where she was looking and had an idea. He put his hands on her shoulders to better steady himself and waited for the timing to be right. He gave one long thrust between her tits and succeeded in kissing Ashley's lips with the head of his cock.
Darius winked at her and smiled. "I think he likes you too." Ashley eyes widened and she didn't know how to respond.
After a few more minutes Ashley was getting tired and stopped moving her chest.
"I'm sorry, this isn't working. I'm getting tired and my muscles were already burning from the workout earlier." Ashley said.
"Nah, it felt great. Tell you what, why don't you let me take it from here."
Ashley squeaked in surprise as Darius grabbed her under the arms and effortlessly lifted her to her feet.
"Ditch those booty shorts so we don't get them dirty, then we can get you back to pleasuring this Black cock." He commanded her.
Cocky prick, she thought again and yet again she obeyed. She finished stripping naked, adding her shorts, athletic thong and sneakers to the pile of her belongings. Darius, meanwhile, had grabbed the towel off the floor and laid it across one of the long benches in front of a row of lockers.
"Get on that bench and lay on your back." Darius commanded.
Ashley did as she was told. She laid on the bench with her legs slightly spread and her feet on the floor on either side of the bench. Then seemed to realize how she was positioning herself. She put one hand in front of her pussy.
"No sex." She said seriously. "I won't cheat on Josh."
Darius's poker face didn't waver at the ridiculous comment from the naked white girl. "Nah, baby girl. I promise there won't be any of that. I'm just going to finish fucking your tits."
Ashley nodded. Darius further coated his cock in oil before grabbing a towel. He straddled her naked body. He looked like a giant standing over her petite form. His black cock swayed back and forth above her at complete attention. Ashley was memorized at the sight. He bent down and thrust a folded-up towel behind Ashley's head so she was sitting up and looking at him.
He applied at bit more oil to his cock and even dribbled a bit more between her tits. When he was finally satisfied at the amount of lubrication, he positioned himself above Ashley. He leaned down until his balls rested on her upper stomach and his cock lay between her tits. He grabbed one of her tits with each meaty hand and squeezed them
"You ready?" He asked.
Ashley moaned from the stimulation. She was so turned on. It felt like a bolt of lightning went straight to her clit as he man handled her tits.
"Yes." She whispered.
He preceded to play with them a bit more. Slapping them against his cock. Rolling the nipples between his fingers and finally pressing them firmly around this black cock. The contrast in skin tones was striking. Ashley pale globes circled his coal black cock, like a large black sausage between her two white buns. The difference in size was also apparent now that Ashley was positioned to have a front row seat to the action. Josh had been enthusiastic to try titty fucking her. But where Josh's small dick had been completely encased by her tits, Darius's massive manhood extended far past her cleavage. She could see the angry looking head pointed towards her pretty pink lips. Darius started thrusting her hips forward.
He was much higher up on her chest than before. With each trust the head of his engorged cock smacked her in the face. The way her head was positioned on the towel didn't leave much room to move. She turned her head slightly until his cock was sliding across her check. Darius didn't like that. He grabbed a handful of blond hair and repositioned her head so she was facing him. The next thrust hit her in the lips. She was now giving him a wet kiss with each thrust. Despite his assurances that there was going to be no penetration, Ashley was on the very edge of giving Darius head. She once again had the taste of precum on her lips.
She licked her lips at the wrong moment and her tongue came in contact with his cock. The taste was making her even hornier than before. Her hands moved from gripping the bench to sliding between her legs. There she found herself incredibly wet and hot. She rubbed her pussy and tweaked her clit with her fingers. She imagined what it would feel like to have him fill her up completely with his cock and kiss her womb with his cum. Her tongue extended out of her mouth without realizing it and slid along the underside of his shaft. Darius grunted in pleasure.
"That's it, white slut. You were made you were made to take Black cock."
She could feel the pressure building between her legs and knew what was coming. His words put her over the edge. "Fuck I'm coming." Ashley opened her mouth in a breathy moan as her legs shook. Darius took advantage. He leaned forward on the next thrust and thrust the head of his cock between her wet lips. Ashley couldn't help herself. She closed her lips around the head and sucked a single inch of his cock into her mouth. This proved too much for Darius.
Darius moaned. "Fuck here it comes."
He grabbed a hold of Ashley's hair again, holding her in place as he came hard. A thick load of cum erupted out of his cock head and into Ashley's mouth. It sprayed the back of her mouth and coated her tongue. The next spurt hit her on the lips as he pulled back and jerked his cock. Ashley was still in the mist of her own orgasm and too lost in the moment to care. She greedily swallowed what was in her mouth without thinking. She then licked her lips clean. Darius aggressively jerked his cock over the prone white girl. Three more loads of cum splattered against her tits, her neck and upper chest, coating her in his seed. Ashley hands left her slit and submissively held her breasts out to him.
Darius laughed. "Just a little after workout protein."
Ashley panted and savored the taste in her mouth. God there was so much and it tasted so good, she thought. Thick and primal. Not watery like Josh's tasted. She was in heaven. She squeezed her tits and rubbed the cum into her skin as she came down from pure euphoria.
"Fuck girl. Look at you." He said.
Ashley moaned in response; eyes half closed in pleasure. While Ashley was oblivious to the world, Darius picked up her phone and unlocked it by pointing it at her cum stained face. He added himself to her contacts. He then picked up his own phone and texted her a picture of his black cock with her in the background. He switched over to video without Ashley noticing.
"What are you, Ashley?" He asked her.
"mmmm...a white slut." She smiled.
"That's right girl. This is what you were made for." Darius said.
"God, I know." She moaned.
Darius turned on the shower in the locker room and Ashley let the hot water work into her muscles as she stepped under the spray. The high-pressure nozzle made quick work of the cum on her skin but did nothing for the taste in her mouth. Darius produced some soap from somewhere and joined her under the water. They laughed and played in the water, helping each other wash their bodies clean. Ashley paid close attention to cleaning Darius's cock and Darius rubbed Ashley's tits far more than he needed to. Ashley was to cum drunk to think about anything else. Darius finally left the shower first.
"Don't sit there all night. It's late and you still need to walk back to your dorm." Darius slapped her ass as he walked out of the shower causing Ashley to jump.
"I won't." She giggled.
"See you around, baby girl." He waved to her as he disappeared behind a row of lockers.
Ashley enjoyed the water for a little while longer before she walked out of the shower. She found that Darius already gone. She picked up her phone from next to her ID card and watched the screen light up. She saw a new text message. Darius had sent her a text, along with a picture of Ashley squeezing her tits with Darius's black cock in the background. When had he taken that? Her chin was covered in cum.
See you around baby girl. It read.
Remembering Rebecca's text an idea struck Ashley. She pulling up Rebecca's text thread. She sent her a text along with the picture from Darius's phone.
Had an eventful night at the gym. :) Ashley texted.
The response came back quickly.
Tell me everything! Rebecca texted back.
Ashley sent her a long text message telling her the whole story. Don't try and one up me you little whore, she thought. She hit send and went to grab the rest of her things. Her sneakers were on the floor where she'd left them. On the bench, next to her ID card were her booty shorts..... and only her booty shorts. Her top and thong were nowhere to be seen. Ashley looked around the room frantically before giving up. There was only one person who could have taken them.
"Asshole." She yelled.
Ashley walked across campus in sneakers and a pair of booty short. Darius had taken the only towel with him. Her skin was wet, her shorts were so damp they clung to her hips. Her phone and ID card were clutched in one hand; her other hand was draped across her chest as she walked back to her dorm topless.
What a dirty trick, she fumed. The taste of cum was still on her tongue.
**Week 4**
Ashely caught sight of the foreign exchange student from Haiti again as she walked in. Just like last week he stared at her as she crossed into the room. Their eyes met and Ashley's heart suddenly thumped in her chest. He smiled at her. She shyly smiled back and quickly adverted her eyes. Kim was watching the whole thing as Ashley hurried to sit down in her usual spot.
"Secret admirer?" Kim teased as she saw Ashley stealing looks behind her.
"No!" Ashley said. Red faced and embarrassed.
"Sure, looks like it," Rebecca said craning her neck to look, "oh he's cute. You started sexting him yet?"
"I don't even know him." Ashley protested.
Rebecca laughed at his. "If your guys' photo shoot was anything like mine, we all showed a lot of skin to black men we just met."
They all exchanged knowing smiles.
Kim turned to look too. "One of the foreign exchange students? Sounds like me. Sara has me tutoring a foreign exchange student in Algebra. He's from East Africa."
"That doesn't sound so bad." Ashley said.
"I've....ah, been providing him with incentives for getting good grades." Kim laughed embarrassed. "His grades have been really improving."
"So you fucked him yet?" Rebecca asked.
Kim responded with mock shock. "I'll have you know that I'm dutiful Korean daughter, I would never dream of doing such a thing."
Even Ashley rolled her eyes at that. "Sure, you are. I'm sure you were stripped down to your glasses for your photo shoot the same as the rest of us. The only question is how far did you go after that?"
Sara had arrived a minute earlier and had caught most of the girl's conversation. She smiled inwardly. None of the girls had noticed the subtle changes in their behavior since starting the course. In a short period of time, they had gone from mortified at the prospect of participating in class to acting like slutty little school girls. Truly Damballah's will is great, she thought to herself. Kim was saved from having to respond to Ashley by Sara addressing the class.
"Welcome back class. We're finally getting into the crux of this course so let's get started."
The professor set a humanoid wooden statue down on the desk, along with her purse and iced coffee. The statue was carved from a dark Ebony wood and pictured a tall black man with an egregiously large wood cock pointing straight out. Ashely leaned in and saw that the statue was shaped like an African warrior.
"This fertility statue was gifted to me by a village chief after the culmination of my grad research in the Congo."
Sara shared with the class a story of her missionary work in the Congo during grad school. She had apparently done her dissertation on the customs of one of the local tribes out in the jungles of central Africa. The jungle was her home for an entire year as she lived among the tribe and did her research on their practices.
"They had never seen a white girl before and were so curious about my pale skin and "fire hair" that the men of the village would watch me bathe in the river." Sara said.
That comment earned her more than a few looks from the girls who could see where this was going.
"I was soon walking around topless like the rest of the village women. Presenting myself to them like one of their own women. I was deeply honored that they trusted me enough to share their passionate customs with me."
I knew it, Ashley thought.
"The Village chief and all of the warriors were so welcoming to me. They were all so eager to get to know me and everything I had to offer them. I spent many nights in the village chief's hut exchanging cultural norms and customs. He was so enthusiastic the whole village could hear us."



Rebecca was trying not to laugh. Ashley tried not to roll her eyes. I'm sure you did, she thought.
"With the proper motivation they were all such diligent and hardworking students. They learned so much during my time with them. I took such great pleasure in all of my sweat and hark work with them. I even learned some of their local tongue."
As she spoke, Sara absentmindedly stroked the wooden cock of the fertility statue in her hand. She seemed completely unaware of what she was doing. Kim made eye contact with Ashley. She held of her fist to the side of her mouth and used her tongue to indent the opposite cheek in a blowjob gesture. That nearly put Ashley over the edge and she had to stifle her laughter.
"When I'd finished my time with them, the men of the village presented me with this fertility statue as a farewell gift. Isn't it beautiful?"
Beautiful wasn't the word Ashley would have used, obscene was far more appropriate. Sara's story was met with suspicion by the women in class. There seemed to be a lot more going on there than she was letting on. The proportions of the statue would have seemed completely out of whack a few weeks ago but Ashley now knew they were much closer to reality than the obscene statue would suggest at first glance.
After Sara's story their lesson began with a PowerPoint. The first slide of the presentation showed a white woman sandwiched between two black men. She eagerly kissing one of them while the other one fondled her from behind.
"When we talk about being a white ally what are we talking about?"
"Trying to promote the change we want to see in the world." Rebecca said.
It was such a stereotypical "college" answer that everyone, even Sara laughed. Rebecca sank a little lower into her chair, embarrassed.
"What we're really talking about is reparations. It is your responsibility as a white ally to bridge the topic of reparations with others. Your friends, your family and specially your significant other. Don't get into details, merely ask them if they think black men deserve something for their pain and suffering. Get into their face, make them uncomfortable. When they say 'yes' we can talk about what and how much."
Sara played a short news clip from a major national news company describing various federal reparations bills, the push for more education reform and even the effects social programs can have on the youth of underprivileged areas. However, the clip ended on a dower note, pointing the swift hurtles any of those bills would have to go through in order to get passed.
Sara paused the clip and continued her lecture. "Educational and social programs can help but they are marred down by politics. Ideally, we want to see a reparations tax implemented to give our black brothers and sisters what is owed to them." Ashley heard a murmur of agreement behind her. "In order to do that we need to change the culture in this country."
"What does white culture have to do with it?" One of the black men asked.
"In order to overcome the barriers facing reparations bills we need to break down the power structures that maintain white supremacy. To overcome white political interests against interracial reparations we must build bonds of trust between white women and black men. Get them invested in changing the status quo."
Sara showed a political map on screen. It showed that white men were almost universally opposed to the idea of reparations. Where with white women the map was more mixed.
"As you can see, we have a lot of work to do. If we want to change opinions, we must change the culture that forms them. In order to change the culture, we must build bridges and create bonds of friendship between the races. The easiest way to do that is by showing your availability for Black racial justice by providing beautiful, passionate and uninhibited sex with black men."
Several of the girls gasped, including Ashley. She didn't think it would go that far. She could hear the men hooting and voicing their approval in the back ground.
"If that seems a bit extreme, understand that sex is necessary for the future of race relations. It is the simplest, easiest and most primal way to heal past wounds and build bonds of trust between the races. Open your legs and hearts to black men without preconditions. Show them your willingness to listen and understand. Help us change the culture one grateful man at a time."
"What does that mean for this class?" Lily, the classes only Hispanic girl asked.
Sara gave them all a sunny smile. "Let's break here and we can discuss it after we're alone."
After the last of the black students had left, she turned to the 12 white women in front of her.
"I'm assuming none of you are billionaires." The girls laughed and shook their heads. Breaking some of the tension in the room.
"Although, I'm sure that you could give more if you tried." She said more seriously.
"None the less, I'm not expecting you to make reparations happen on a federal level all on your own. What I will be asking of our female members is to implement reparations into your daily lives starting now. To rearrange your priorities and be prepared to make sacrifices to meet the rights and needs of black men."
"How professor?" One of the girls asked.
"Well, instead of taxing your income for redistribution, I'm going to tax your time. You will all be subject to a bit of a white girl tax from now on.
"White girl tax? What does that mean?" Ashley asked.
"More on that topic next week girls. For today, I just so happen to have your weekly assignments right here. You all will all be participating in an introductory training section for interracial reparations. There, you will begin to learn how to best spend your time and energy every week as to best serve the cause of racial justice."
The girls collected their things and formed a line, like usual. Ashley accepted her card and immediately read it.
You will complete an Interracial Reparations Training session prior to the beginning of next class. There you will learn more about the rights of Black men and the responsibilities of white women. This will mark the first step in incorporating reparations into your daily life. Arrive at the Reparations Training booth at the allotted time and be prepared to follow all instructions given. Follow the directions on the included map. Use your student ID to check in. No specific dress code, other than what is stipulated in your course handbook.
Ashley Schlampe
Friday 9 p.m.

Simple enough, Ashley thought.
"Oh and ladies. Make sure you all wear skirts next class. It's very important." With that final cryptic word from their professor, the female students shuffled out of class. New questions about their upcoming assignment swimming in their heads.
****
It was dark as Ashley locked her dorm room. It was a Friday night and the campus was already hopping. The walls shook with the steady thump of someone's music. She could hear people laughing down the hall. A half-drunk white guy offered her a drink and tried to get her to join him and his friends in their dorm room. His eyes roamed lustfully over her body. She ignored him and walked past his buddies. They called her a whore as she did. She flipped them off and continued to the elevator. When she got outside, small groups of people could be seen walking all over campus, on their way to whatever Friday night activities were on the agenda that night.
Ashley walked around campus and soon found herself turning off the main pedestrian walkways and into the side allies between buildings. The lighting was more sporadic here and Ashley found the hair on the back of her neck standing up. Too her right, were the dark and very quiet computer science buildings. Too her left were the back sides of what appeared to be residential buildings. Ashley thought that she was in the general area of Betta Betta Cappa fraternity, but wasn't sure. She was a bit turned around.
"Where the fuck is it?" She asked.
Luckily, she spotted a small metal sign that read "African Studies Workshop" with an arrow pointing down an even smaller ally between two of the residential buildings. Once down the alley she found a metal door with a key card reader and a small brass sign that read, "Reparations Training Booth." It was a good thing she saw that sign. You couldn't see the door until you were practically on top of it.
"Perfect." Ashley said.
She pressed her student ID against the reader, the LED turned green with an audible click from the steel door. Ashley pulled open the door. Motion activated lights clicked on as she entered an odd little room. The faint smell of bleach immediately hit her nose. It was a disinfectant smell, like at the campus pool or maybe a hospital. The room was small, about the size of a walk-in closet and strangely narrow. It looked like it had been made from a part of a larger room. The whole place was made of white tile like a locker room.
Sanitary, she thought, like it got cleaned a lot. The only furniture was a single stool and a foam yoga mat on the ground.
"Weird." Ashley said.
Directly above the door frame was a glowing green light. At the opposite end of the room was a flat screen TV that filled almost the entirety of the narrow wall. Under the TV was another card reader and 4 buttons labeled: 1, 2, 3, 4. The only thing decorating the wall above the TV was a spray-painted symbol of a black letter Q with a black snake coiled around it. The symbol looked familiar but Ashley couldn't place it at the moment.
Next to the TV, along the interior wall was a small metal sliding door about 8 inches wide and 12 inches tall. A small brass plaque next to the sliding door read:
Interracial Reparations Training Booth
1. Close Door.
2. Scan ID Card against reader under TV.
3. Follow all on screen instructions.
Ashley looked at her phone. 8:59 p.m. "Better get started."
She pressed her student ID against the reader below the TV and jumped as the door behind her made another audible click. The light above the door was now red. Alarmed, Ashley grabbed the door handle and found that she was now locked in.
"Fuck." She cursed. "Now what?"
As if on cue, the TV turned on. "Hey girl! Welcome to your Reparations Training Video."
Ashley jumped again and spun back to the TV. The lights dimmed until the TV and the red light over the door were the only illumination in the room. She immediately recognized the person on screen. It was Jill again from her first training video. She was just as bubbly and blond as before and currently dressed in a matching lace bra and panty set.
"Tonight, you'll be learning more about the rights of black men and the responsibilities of white women through Interracial Reparations." Jill giggled with glee. "You probably heard the door lock behind you just now. Not to worry, you are perfectly safe in this room, so follow along and let's have some fun. Before we begin, we need to get you ready for your lesson."
Jill reached behind her black and unhooked her bra, exposing her sizable breasts. She stepped out of her panties, showing off her bare pussy to the camera. She then threw both garments off screen.
"Much better. Open the drawer by the door. Remove all of your clothing and place your clothing and personal effects in the box for safe keeping. Then slide the drawer closed. Your shoes may be left on. Don't worry, your belongings will be ready for you when you finish your lesson. The video paused and instructions popped up on screen:

1. Remove clothes
2. Place in drawer and slide drawer closed.
3. Press 1 to return to video.
Ashley looked over and saw a metal drawer, like out of a filing cabinet, sticking out of the wall. She wondered how she had missed it when she came in. She walked over and pulled open the drawer and finally recognized what it was. She had seen something like it at a bank once. It was one long drawer that stuck through both sides of the wall between this room and the next. There would be an identical handle in the next room. Anything put inside of it would be pushed to the other side of the wall when it closed. Allowing the person on the other side access to her things. Just like she had handed the teller her money at a bank in a rough area of town once.
Hesitantly, Ashley pulled her top, which was more like a bra, off of her body and tossed it into the drawer. Her skirt, panties, ID card and phone followed until she was standing in the cold room in just her sneakers. Her nipples instantly hardened in the chill air, increasing her nerves. She rubbed her arms to ward off goose bumps. Ashley stared at the handle in her hand for several seconds before closing the drawer with a soft click. A tug of the handle confirmed what the clink meant. The drawer with her clothes was locked closed. On a hunch, she checked the door again, sure enough it was still locked.
"In for a penny, in for pound." She said.
Naked and locked in, she was suddenly feeling very insecure. She walked back and sat on the stool. She hit the number 1 button.
"You are now naked and vulnerable. Perfect." Jill bounced the balls of her heals causing her tits to jiggle. "You've shown your trustworthiness and dedication to the cause by allowing yourself to be laid bare for racial justice. You are now ready for your lesson. You will be asked to perform acts of Interracial Reparations that may be of a sexual nature. Press 1 if you agree."
Ashley wasn't really sure what that meant but it was all a part of the course and she was all alone after all. Plus, she felt good at Jill's words. She liked being called a good person. She hit 1.
"Great. Now for many of you this will be your first experience sucking black cock. Not to worry, you're going to love it."
"Wait! What?" Ashley started to mash buttons on the TV. "No. No. Wait I have a boyfriend. I didn't know I was agreeing to that."
"You may be hearing someone on the other side of the panel." Ashley did. There was a shuffling sound like someone was moving around.
"Not to worry, he doesn't know who you are. All he know is that you're interested in racial justice and willing to perform interracial reparations to achieve it. In a moment the panel in front of you will open. Remember, he has a right to use your white mouth and throat," Jill giggled. "to vent his frustrations and you have a responsibility as a white ally to service him."
"But I have a boyfriend!" Ashley said to the TV.
"If you don't want him to see your face, I suggest moving into position in front of the panel now." Jill continued.
Ashley felt a brief moment of panic as she hurried off the stood and dropped to her knees on the white tile floor.
"He'll know you're ready when he can see your pretty white mouth or your naked breasts."
The small brass door slid open. Ashley couldn't see a thing on the other side. The room was pitch black.
"The glory hole is a traditional way of providing anonymous oral sex to strangers. It provides a fantastic way of allowing white girls to serve black men and participate in safe and welcoming interracial reparations."
Ashley hurried to made sure only her breasts could be seen by the man on the other side and then looked back towards the TV for further directions. On the screen, Jill knelt down as a large black cock entered frame.
"Remember to lean in and give the head a friendly kiss hello and remember that you are here to help ease racial tensions and build bonds of friendship."
Jill leaned in and gave the head an enthusiastic kiss. She then said, "I love black cock" before she began noisily sucking the black monster in front of her. A video began playing. Clips of Jill sucking where intermixed with images of other white women doing the same. Some kissing or licking the shaft, or forcing it down their throats, gagging loudly. Music played on screen; a heavy pounding drum beat of some sort. Other images flashed on screen too. They appeared faster than Ashley could process them, showing ritual voodoo symbols designed to wear down a subject's will and self-control. Ashley was spellbound.
Ashley saw a flicker of movement out of the corner of her eye and looked back to see a sizable black cock of her own poking through the hole and staring her in the face. My second black cock, she thought. Ashley poked the cock with her finger, causing it jump in anticipation of what was to come. She puffed out her cheeks in annoyance.
"I don't even know who this belongs too. I was at least introduced to Darius before I kissed his cock."
Ashley huffed.
I can just jerk him off, Ashley thought. I've already done that once. Twice if she was being honest with herself, using her tits on Darius counted. It isn't cheating to use my hands to help relieve racial tension. Still, the instructions did say to give it a kiss. Ashley bit her lip as she considered her options.
"Do it. Do it." Someone on screen yelled.
The words seemed to speak to her. She licked her lips, leaned in and gave the cock a peck on the head with her luscious lips. It jumped against her lips again. Ashley giggled and decided one more kiss wouldn't hurt. A proper kiss this time. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against the tip of the head in greeting. The man on the other side surprised her by pushing his black cock forward against her partially open lips. The head popped into her mouth before she realized what had happened. She pulled back her mouth immediately but not before her tongue touched head and licked up a drop of precum.
Ashley heard a moan from the other side of the wall. She felt a measure of pride that she was already helping to ease racial tensions. This was going well, she told herself. The drop of precum tasted so good she considered just putting it in her mouth like the video said.
No, Ashley thought, I can't go any further. I need to think of Josh. She grabbed the monster with both hands and began to jerk it off with long strokes of the shaft. At first it seemed to be working but Ashley could feel the friction from her hands after only a dozen strokes. A sound of displeasure came through the hole. She tried to smear the precum over the shaft to help lubricate her hands but that wasn't working either.
Ashley stopped, frustrated. "What I wouldn't give for some baby oil right about now."
The cock was too dry and it didn't sound like the man on the other side was enjoying it as much as Darius had. It just wasn't lubed enough for a good hand job. The obvious solution was to put it into her mouth and get it nice and wet. A part of her really wanted to, it just looked so tasty. But no, she couldn't do that to Josh.
Thinking fast, Ashley leaned forward and spat on the cock, using her own spit as lube. She began to enthusiastically jerk the black cock with her hands. That worked for a minute but the spit soon evaporated from the friction.
"Dammit." She said out loud.
This isn't working, Ashley thought. She couldn't seem to spit enough saliva onto the black cock in front of her to keep it lubricated. Unlike before with Darius, she didn't have any oil to do the job. She was sure she would fail her lesson if the poor man on the other side got a friction burn from her hands. She knew what the next step was.
"This is for the lesson. It's educational." Ashley said to herself. "This will help relive racial tensions. I can't believe I'm about to do this. I'm going to do this. I'm doing this."
She wanted to run away screaming. Hadn't she just refused to do this very thing for Darius last week? And now she was about to take a perfect stranger into her mouth. But she knew she was going to do it. She couldn't help herself. She was captivated.
"Suck it." A deep voice on the other side said.
How could she say no? Ashley really wanted to. She couldn't help herself in the moment.



She felt the warm flesh in her hand. Felt the blood and life coursing through his veins. Ashley slowly leaned forward and pressed her pink lips to the bulbous head of the black member in front of her. It jumped slightly at the sudden touch. A large drop of precum came off onto her lips and Ashley used the head of the cock to smear it around like lip gloss. Ashley sat there a moment, her hot breath on the black skin in front of her. She marshaled her courage to take the next step as the manly, musky scent of block cock filled her nose.
She pressed the head to her lips and opening her mouth. Her wet tongue extended and gave the slit a lick, depositing another large drop of precum onto her tongue. Ashley shuddered. It tasted so good.
"Good bitch." A deep voice on the other side said. "Suck that cock."
That was the last encouragement she needed. Ashley inserted the cock into her mouth. She could barely get a few inches past her lips at first. She had to strain her jaw to force the thick shaft in until it hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag and back off. Taking a breath, she licked up and down the shaft as she waited for her gag reflex to settle down. She then put it back into her mouth. The cock filled her mouth thoroughly as she closed her lips around the shaft and sucked. She began to bob her head like what she was seeing in the video on screen. As she did, she spared a hand to reach down and rub her clit.
The man on the other side grunted in pleasure. His breathing increased in volume.
She was already enjoying herself. His black cock was just so big and manly. She was having trouble taking just half of it into her mouth but the pleasure she was giving her partner was already apparent. He moaned and offered her vulgar words of encouragement. Ashley began to understand these men. The sexual prowess of black men was just too much. They desperately needed relief. Truly needed it and they deserved relief from a white girl after all that they had suffered.
A thought struck her air headed brain. Ashley stopped rubbing her clit. Her head continued bobbing on the massive black cock. Her right hand was jerking the shaft her inexperience throat couldn't reach. She moved her left hand from her clit and began fondling the black man's balls in front of her. This was the lesson, she thought, this isn't about my pleasure but his pleasure. I should be giving him my all.
The black man's balls fascinated her. She had never taken much notice of a man's balls before. They were just sort of there, an accessory to the main focus of her attention. These balls though, she couldn't keep her hands off of them. Ashley felt their heft in her hand. She rolled them in her palm and appreciated just how large they really were. She imagined just how much black sperm balls this big must have for her.
She suddenly wanted to know what they felt like in her mouth. She pulled the cock out of her mouth with a pop suction. The well lubricated cock felt slick in her hand as she furiously moved her fist up and down. Leaning down, she sucked one of his balls into her mouth to the obvious pleasure of the man on the other side of the wall. She couldn't fit the other one in her mouth, so she just sucked the one as she continued to jerk him off.
"That's it baby, lick those black nuts." A deep voice came through the hole in the wall.
Ashley went back to sucking his cock after a minute and it wasn't long until the head swelled in her mouth. His slit opened up as the first shot of cum blasted into her mouth with a hard pulse. Ashley sucked hard, feeling the warm liquid fill her mouth as she struggled to swallow it all. Her cheeks bulged as the inexperienced white girl struggled to swallow fast enough to keep up. She coughed and pulled the cock out of her mouth. The excess cum ran down her chin as she continued to jerk the shaft. More pumps of cum followed, spraying her mouth and face and even her hair with black cream.
Ashley smiled a gooey messy smile.
Ashley hadn't cum yet but she sure felt so good about what she had just done. The sounds of pleasure coming through the door were like music to her ears. Whatever insecurities she'd had about this assignment ended the moment she had a black cock between her lips. She licked the head clean and lightly ran her tongue up the shaft as she continued to massage the man's balls with her fingers. She knew men were incredibly sensitive after coming and just wanted to give him as much pleasure as possible.
The taste of cum was so rich. She found herself comparing the taste to Darius. It wasn't better or worse, just slightly different. She found that she liked the taste of black men's cum. It was so thick and had such a bold flavor. Josh's cum never tasted nearly as good and it was considerably waterier.
The black cock retreated back through the hole. She could still taste the cock in her mouth, smell it in her nose. It was intoxicating. Ashley fed herself the strings of cum clinging to the chin. Fed them to herself like whipped cream from a bowl. When her face was relatively clean, she sucked her fingers clean.
Ashley's knees were starting to hurt when she remembered the yoga mat a few feet away. They think of everything, she thought happily and got up to stretch her muscles. She had just finished repositioning herself when another black cock was thrust through the hole. This one was shorter but more aggressive looking and thicker. Thicker than her tapered wrist. It would be easy to call it grotesque but Ashley thought it was beautiful. It had an upward bend and a thick vain running along the shaft. It was also clearly from an older man. The clean young skin of the previous black cock had been replaced by a cock that showed its age and extensive use. It emerged from a tangle of grey hair at the base.
A kindly older gentleman, what variety! She thought.
Ashley immediately put it into her mouth and started to suck it. She did exactly what she did before. She licked it and sucked it and bobbed her head just like before. The man didn't seem to be enjoying it as much as the last. He kept trying to thrust his cock all the way to the back of her throat but Ashley wasn't being very cooperative. He would gag her and Ashley would always pull away.
She heard a groan of frustration. The cock left her mouth as it receded back into the hole. Ashley was confused. Is he done? He hasn't even comed yet.
"Bring that mouth back to this hole and fucking keep it there white girl. I'm going to fuck that mouth and you're going to like it." A voice that was used to being obeyed barked at her.
Ashley jumped in surprise.
She heard the commanding tone he was using with her and didn't dare resist. She pressed her face to the hole and opened her mouth. The room on the other side was so dark that she had no warning when his black cock emerged from the darkness and began slapping Ashley in the face, smearing precum onto parts of her skin that were still clean. The cock was heavy and it almost hurt as it impacted her face. Ashley sat there and submissively accepted his show of dominance, leaving no argument who was in charge.
"Stick out your tongue." He commanded.
When Ashley obeyed, he proceeded to slap his cock against her wet tongue several times. Ashley got her first taste of the man and thought he tasted much manlier than the last one. When he was certain that she would follow directions he said, "Now open wide and don't move."
He pushed into her month and started fucking her mouth and he wasn't doing it slowly. Chin pressed firmly to the wall, Ashley closed her eyes and tried to control her gag reflex. It was uncomfortable but she loved it. Sitting there and passively giving pleasure made her incredibly wet. With nothing to do with her hands, she reached down and started to finger herself again. She loved knowing that she was giving some poor old black man pleasure. She submissively rubbed her pussy. He thrusted especially hard and actually did enter her throat, slipping past her tonsils and causing her to gag immediately. She pulled back instinctively.
"Yeah, integrate that throat. Get that mouth back up here whore!" He barked.
My, how crude, she thought. Spit cascaded down her chin and onto the floor. But still Ashley did as she was told, bringing her chin to rest on the opening of the door again. She didn't even think about how brazen she was being. How her entire face could now be seen through the hole.
The man roughly fucked her mouth for several minutes before giving a short deep grunt of pleasure. Without really being able to feel the cock in her mouth with her tongue, Ashley had basically no warning when he came.
The first spray came as he was thrusting into the back of Ashley's mouth and went immediately down her throat. The second spray coated her tongue almost imminently afterwards. Ashley gagged and pulled away, allowing shot glasses full of cum to be sprayed onto her chest and face.
Ashley swallowed the cum in her mouth and tried to catch her breath. She had to fight not to throw up from her gag reflex. "I have a lot to learn about deep throating." She said.
The black cock withdrew back into the other room and Ashley thought he was done. She was alarmed when a black hand reached through the hole and grabbed at her. She leaned away from the hand.
"Tits!" The commanding voice barked.
"What?" Ashley said, confused.
"Let me feel your fucking tits, girl."
She did what she was told and pressed her tits up against the opening. His rough black hand grabbed a hold of one of her breasts and painfully squeezed it with his meaty palm. Ashley yelped which only made him do it again. He preceded to maul her tits, twisting her nipples and even slapping them around for several minutes. She could clearly hear him jerking off with his other hand as he muttered to himself.
"Take that, white bitch."
Ashley found herself in some sort of submissive space. She feverously rubbed her pussy while the old black man abused her chest. He's just venting his frustrations, she thought as she came hard from her fingers. Ashley gasped in pleasure.
"White slut likes it." The gruff voice said as Ashley heard him come again. The black hand retreated back into the hole.
Ashley moaned. "Yeah, I'm a slut."
A black hand came back through the hole a moment later. His wrinkly black fingers were curled up to hold a pool of cum in his palm. Ashley moved her head in closer and stared, confused as to what he expected her to do. Surely, he doesn't expect me to drink it out of his hand, she thought. It tasted good but not that good. These thoughts rolled through her mind as the black hand suddenly reared back slapped Ashley hard across the face with a palm full of cum.
Ashley sat there stunned. A layer of slime covering up the red hand print on the side of her face. The hand retreated back through the hole without another word.
"I guess he wasn't a kindly old man after all." She said nervously. "But I bet old men have more frustration to vent than others." She reassured herself.
She heard a zipper being pulled up and someone slowly shuffling away. She could have sworn she heard the tell tale click of a cane upon a wooden floor. The third cock wasn't fully hard yet when it was pushed through the hole. Ashley didn't immediately notice it. She was busy sucking cum off her fingers and rubbing her abused cheek. It dangled in front of her, half hard and waiting.
"Oh no." She said.
She felt bad for making him wait. She grabbed the cock with her hand and felt it come to life in her palm. It was supple but firm. It was visibly smoother than the old man who had just finished with her. A college student, she thought, I wonder if I know him.
She gave it a friendly kiss hello and got to work. She took her time this time. She bobbed her head slowly while sucking as hard as she could. Her tongue danced along the shaft in her mouth, almost lovingly teasing the orgasm out of her partner. Her cheeks were sucked inward by the intense suction of her wet mouth. When she sensed he was close to coming she would pull his cock out of her mouth and lick the shaft lightly. The man would try to point it back towards her mouth but Ashley would always resist, keeping him right on the edge of coming.
"Patience." She said, almost lovingly.
So, it went for what felt like forever. She could suck the black cock into her mouth until it felt like her partner was on the very edge of coming and then she would switch to licking his shaft or sucking on his balls. She even slapped the black pole against her face several times, since the old man seemed to enjoy it so much. She teased the young man's orgasm until it felt like he couldn't take it anymore and then she took a page out of the old man's book. She fucked his cock with her mouth, slamming her head forward until he came buckets into the back of her mouth.
She was learning. Ashley sealed her lips around the shaft and swallowed as fast as she could until she felt the stream of cum subsiding. She then pulled back slightly and allowed him to fill her mouth with the rest of his cum. She played with it in her mouth before swallowing the sweet nectar.
This time, she was pleased to find that she hadn't spilled a single drop and had swallowed his entire load. Not that it mattered, she was covered in cum from the other two men. Still, she was happy that she'd taken it all. This was her third load of black cum that she'd tasted and Ashley thought that she could definitely tell the difference now. They all tasted slightly different. Some better, some worse but they all tasted great.
When she was sure there was no more cum, Ashley released the cock from her mouth with an audible pop of suction. She slapped it against her tongue several times before finally releasing it.
"Thank you, sir." Thanking him seemed right. It was the natural thing to do after being allowed to pleasure such a beautiful black cock. She suddenly felt guilty for not thanking the other men for using her mouth.
"No thank you, slut." He said.
Ashley beamed at his response. She fell back on her ass on the white tile floor and tried to catch her breath. The brass door slid closed with a snap. On the screen, Jill beamed with her air headed smile, an impressive amount of cum covering her own body.
"You did great." Jill grabbed her tits on the video and then ran her hands down her body, further smearing the cum into her skin. "Congratulations on taking your first step on your journey of Interracial Sexual Reparations. I know you're going to love it."
"There's cum in my hair Jill. It's going to be a nightmare to wash out." Ashley said out loud.
"Remember, building bonds of trust with black men requires courage, commitment and a willingness to provide selfless acts of sexual fulfillment. Put your body on the line and build on your achievements today."
Ashley could feel it. The building sense of accomplishment bubbling up in her chest. She didn't feel guilty using her mouth to give three blow jobs to perfect strangers. Why would she? She was providing a service for a better cause. She felt great. How could something so selfless be cheating?
"Don't forget that it's OK to feel a sense of satisfaction and pleasure from performing reparations as long as you remember your duty to the cause." Jill added
That was exactly what Ashley needed to hear at that moment. "Thanks Jill!" She said.
The screen went black. With a click, the red light on top of the door turned green and the lights returned to their normal brightness. The drawer containing her belongings flew open causing her to jump in surprise. Ashley's jaw ached but she couldn't be happier. The warm and fuzzy feeling in her chest wasn't going away. She could get used to more reparations training if it was going to be like this.
She gazed up at the symbol of the black snake on the wall and gave it a lopsided smile. A little on the nose, isn't it?
Ashley got up and went to collect her clothes from the drawer. Inside she found her cell phone and ID card. Her skirt and shirt were also there along with a much smaller cutoff white shirt that hadn't been there before. It looked similar to her, "B.B.C. Girl" shirt, confirming in her mind that the Reparations Training Room was a part of the fraternity house. It was extremely small and thin with bold black lettering on the front.
"FUCK THE WHITE RACE." It read.
****
A big thank you to Tiny Tim for helping me edit this chapter.
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Laundry night was always a chore.
A large chunk of time always had to be set aside every week where Ashley just hovered around the dorm doing nothing. Waiting on her clothes, checking to make sure there weren't any pervs stealing her panties, folding and organizing everything. Ashley hated it but it was a necessary part of living on her own. That part at least she could appreciate even if it was annoying. Ashley preferred to get her laundry out of the way late at night when no one was around. She never had to wait on a machine. She didn't have to worry about being hit on by pasty little man children who thought this was their big change to talk to her. It was always much easier that way.
Ashley had been spending a good deal of her pocket money trying to repopulate her slim wardrobe. Class had left her with far fewer outfits than at the start of the semester and she was overdue for doing laundry. The hamper was overflowing onto the floor and she was running dangerously low on everything. She had been reduced to wearing a tight blouse and an old pair of shorts that no longer fit her. They rode too low at the waist line and her ass was practically hanging out of the bottom. Although that had been the only reason why they had survived Sara's "Purge," as she'd started to call it. So like every week, she hefted her basket out to the elevator and descended into the dank basement of her dorm room.
The old elevator dinged as the dented door shuttered open, its neglected bearings giving off a faint screeching sound in the process. The musty smell of the basement wrinkled her nose as she got her first look at it. She hated it down here. It was the one area of the dorm where the common areas weren't kept neat and tidy. The basement was a mess of unused rooms, storage, trash and God knows what else. The floor was dirty, with chipped tiles that spoke of a general sense of neglect. Although it reminded her a lot of the rest of campus. Once you got past the shiny veneer that was shown off to the public, you got a look at the real campus. Dirty, old and kind of run down.
"Typical." She said.
It always made Ashley nervous to be down here. There were hallways with burnt out light-bulbs that created patches of complete darkness. Stacks of old boxes and random crap created too many areas for strange men to be lying in wait. Plus, the laundry room was the only reason to be down here. So the basement was often empty after the busy hours. It always creeped her out to be down here alone but that was also kind of the point.
Basket propped up on her hip, she awkwardly hefted her clothes down the hallway. Ashley thought she heard something in the gloom and gave a sidelong glance down a particularly dark patch of shadow. A faint whistling sound came for one of the small windows high up on the wall. Sudden goose bumps covered her pale arms. She hurried down the dim hallway and into the well-lit laundry room.
Ka-chunk, Ka-chunk, Ka-chunk.
Ashley could hear one of the old machines already running as she entered the room. The laundry room was ringed with washers and dryers. The type of top loading machines that had fallen out of favor years ago but could still be purchased cheaply. In the center of the room was one massive sorting table that everyone was expected to use. Ashley looked around but didn't see the owner of the running machine.
"Weird." There was almost never anyone here this late at night.
Ashley dumped her clothes on the table and began sorting through her garments. She sorted the heavier clothing out first. Most of her skirts and shorts were tossed into the washer. Ashley turned back to the pile of clothing and sorted through the rest. She threw all of her whites into a second machine, mostly socks and tight cotton shirts. The laundry room is deserted, might as well speed this up, she thought. Her colored clothes and delicates were left sorted into their own piles on the table, ready for the second load. She dumped some laundry detergent into the little plastic holder on both of the machines and closed the doors.
She pulled her student ID out and put it up against the reader. She waited for the telltale beep that would automatically pull funds out of her student account, because everything cost money in college. The reader flashed red and refused to start when she hit the button. Ashley frowned and leaned over the machine to see what the dim LED display was saying. She bent at the waist, exposing her luxurious bottom to the open door. Her tight shorts strained against her bubble butt. The machine read "error," she tried her ID card again.
"Fuck." She said.
The mechanical whine of the first machine clouded her hearing, making her oblivious to her surroundings. She didn't even hear the men come in.
"Hey little mama, where did you come from?" Said a masculine voice behind her.
Ashley awkwardly jumped at the voice. Her hand flew to her chest and she spun around to face the new arrivals. There in front of her were two black men standing in the doorway. One tall and thin, wearing a sports jersey and sagging pants. The other was short and stocky, his muscular chest barely contained in his compression shirt.
The tall one stepped into the room and looked her up and down again. "See, I don't know what it was but I knew it was a good idea to come down here.
"Good night for doing laundry." The short one agreed, drinking in the sight of the blonde white girl before him.
"That's what I'm saying." The tall one said while still advancing on Ashley.
"Yeah it is." Was all Ashley could muster, still off balance at the men's sudden arrival. She took a hesitant step back. Her ass bumped against the sorting table.
The tall black man had closed the distance between them and stood a couple of feet away. He continued to look at Ashley, directing the conversation straight to her tits. He made no attempt to hide what parts of her figure he was admiring as his eyes bore holes in her top. The shorter more muscular man had stayed by the door. Not blocking the entrance, per se but certainly making his presence in the doorway clear as day.
"Hey, I seen you somewhere before?" The tall one asked.
"Can't say that we've met." Suddenly nervous, she crossed her arms over her breasts.
"Oh, you'd remember me if we had." He said confidently, now looking her in the eye.
"Oh yeah." Cocky prick, she thought.
"I'd definitely have remembered a fine piece of ass like you." The short one said from the doorway.
"I'm sure we haven't met." Ashley said again.
"Nah, I didn't say we'd met, I said I've seen you somewhere before." The man got into her personal space, way into her personal space. He got as close as he could to Ashley without actually touching her, less than a foot. Ashley could vaguely smell weed on his clothing. He leaned over her small frame and reached past her, ruffling through her pile of underwear. "What, you don't wear bras?"
Ashley flushed and turned away from the man. Her large bubble butt bumped into his crotch with the motion, further embarrassing Ashley. She went back to her washing machine, hiding her face in the process. She didn't feel like explaining class dress code to him and she certainly wouldn't mention that her butt had just bumped into a large mass in his jeans. It might encourage him and she felt weird about being alone and isolated down here with these two men.
She shrugged, not looking behind her. "I don't like bras. They make me feel so hot and sweaty."
"You hear that Shorty; white girl doesn't wear bras?" The tall one called back to his friend by the door.
He looked down at one of the finest pieces of ass he had ever seen. A perfect, heart shaped bubble butt, barely contained within a tight pair of shorts. He couldn't tell if she was playing hard to get or was generally uninterested but he had a hunch. Her actions spoke louder than her words and bumping into his dick as she moved away was all the encouragement he needed.
"Probably doesn't wear panties either." He said and delivered a firm slap to her ass.
"Hey!" Ashley yelled.
Ashley yelped and spun back around with a look of open-mouthed protest. Her hands went to her stinging bottom and inadvertently thrust her breasts out for the men to leer at. Once again, actions spoke louder than words or in this case reactions. A look of pure shock was plastered on the white girls face but the nipples of her DD breasts were poking out of her thin shirt and betrayed her excitement.
He turned back to Ashley and gave her a slow lecherous look up and down her body. "Nah, I bet you like being all hot and sweaty."
Excitement or not, Ashley was well aware of how isolated and alone she was down her. She gave the confident black man a silent reproachful stare before her eyes darted towards the door.
"I bet she does, Junior." Shorty said. He caught her looking towards the exit and moved slightly to block more of the doorway.
The tall one, Junior ruffled through her basket some more and came out with a white shirt that confirmed his suspicions. "It's like that then." He said.
Ashley looked at what he was holding and her face immediately went crimson again. It was the shirt she had been given at the Photo shoot. The one the black fraternity on campus gave out to white girls like her. "Beta. Beta. Cappa. Girl," it read in bold black letters.
"I know lots of brothers from Betta. Betta. Cappa. Ain't never seen you at any of the parties." Junior said.
"You guys are from Betta. Betta. Cappa.?" Ashley asked.
"Not yet." Shorty said. "Freshman pledges." He said throwing up some sort of hand signal in the process.
Junior threw Shorty Ashley's shirt, the short man looked it over with interest.
"Looks like this one likes her meat dark, Shorty." Junior said.
"I see it Junior, I see it. Makes a brother wonder if she's had dinner yet." Shorty said.
Ashley's heart had really started to pound now. Now that it was all out in the open, she was starting to get turned on by the situation. She hadn't met a single bad guy from Beta. Beta. Cappa. and they seemed nice enough. Still, she tried to play it coy and hide her interest.
"That old thing, haven't worn it in weeks." Ashley said back.
"Ya I bet. Where'd you get it from then? They don't just hand these shirts out to any ole' white bitch. You got to earn it if you want to be called a B.B.C. girl." Shorty said.
"I did some photo work with Martel." Ashley said casually.
Junior snapped his fingers. "That's where I've seen you from. Miss June!"
That surprised Ashley. She hadn't even known that the class calendar was out yet. She hadn't even seen any of the pictures. In fact, it was kind of rude, now that she thought about it, she hadn't gotten a copy of the finished calendar.
"You've seen the pictures?" Ashley asked. Her voice was small, her voice suddenly dry with nerves but her pussy was getting wetter by the minute with excitement. There was just something about knowing a perfect stranger had seen you naked.
Shorty chuckled from the doorway. "Which ones? The R rated calendar they're selling? Or the X rated one they're giving out to recruits for the fraternity?"
Images of her drunk and cum splattered face came to her mind and her ears turned beet red.
"You've seen those?" Ashley asked.
Junior nodded. "So, I already know you aren't nervous being in a room with two black men."
Ashley shrugged her shoulders. "Not really."
A wolfish smile appeared on Junior face, as if that was the only answer he needed to hear. "Shorty, why don't you provide us with a little more privacy."
There was only one door in or out of the basement laundry room. Shorty closed the door but found no lock. So he simply heaved his muscles and pushed one of the heavy machines in front of the inward opening door. A feat Ashley's slight frame could never have managed. Ashley stepped back, her ass hitting the edge of the jumping washing machine. The rhythmic pounding of the vibrating machine sending a shiver of sensation into her body.
"Hang on a second guys. You don't think you'll get in trouble for locking a little white girl in the basement?" Her shoulder's tightened with a sudden spike of fear. Maybe she had spoken too soon about not being nervous in the presence of two black men, but her eyes also sparkled with a sudden gleam of expectation.
"Nah. See my dad's the Dean of this school. He'd probably just want another chance to fuck your throat too."
"Oh yeah. Is that what we're going to do?" It took Ashley a moment to catch up with his other statement. "Wait, what do you mean another chance?"
Junior had a really confident smile on his face as he nodded. One that spoke of knowing something that Ashley didn't.
"See, my dad's the Dean but he's also with the Black Power Coalition. Means he gets first crack at Professor Sara's little whores in training. Lucky me, he invited me to come along with him last week."
Ashley's voice dropped. "What does that mean?"
"That's why," he continued as if she hadn't spoken, "I got invited to a little glory hole fun at Betta. Betta. Cappa. Bunch of white girls were coming and going all day. Getting their reparations training in. Lots of satisfied brothers were getting their cocks sucked. Supposed to be anonymous, but see our girl wasn't too bright. Put her face right up against the hole so that my pops, that's Dean Tyrel Stiff to you, could fuck her mouth."
Ashley stomach dropped as she remembered the old man who had been so rough with her. Abusing her chest and slapping her around a little. It was no wonder he was so commanding, that was the man responsible for discipline for the entire school. "Your dad is Dean Tyrel Stiff. So that would make you?"
"Tyrel Stiff Junior. Good to see you again slut." Junior said.
"That was this white girl? Shit, wish my pops had connections like that." Shorty said.
"I wasn't 100% sure until I saw the shirt. All the girls got one."
Oh shit, Ashley thought. Forget about seeing her naked, he'd already had his cock in her mouth. If the Dean was the older man that was so rough with her, that meant that he had to have been either the first or last guy that she'd sucked.
"Which were you?" She asked shocked.
Junior held up 3 fingers. What do you say to a man when you've sucked his cock before learning his real name? Ashley sat speechless.
"I saw you getting some practice in with your throat but I also saw that you weren't that experienced."
Ashley tilted her head a little and shrugged. "That was my first time sucking black cock."
"Did you like it?" Junior asked.
Ashley's throat was dry. "Yes."
Shorty held up his pinky. "Sucking the little ones didn't prepare you for what the brothers were packing, did it?"
"No it didn't." She said simply, thinking of Josh.
She wasn't sure where they were going with this but she had a hunch. A quick glance at their crotches betrayed her interest. She remembered Junior. His cock was beautiful, young and smooth and stiff. Shorty must have a big one too, she decided. He had the same big cock energy that she was beginning to associate with black men in general. Junior gave her a knowing look.
"That's why," Junior paused, "you know what I think?" He asked cockily.
"What's that?" Ashley said breathless.
"I think you're going to get down on your knees and take this big black cock down your throat again." Shorty grabbed sizable bulge in his pants.
"Oh yeah, and why would I do that?" She licked her dry lips in anticipation.
Junior nodded his head at his friend's remark. "You need the practice and we need our cocks sucked."
Junior got even closer to Ashley. Without even giving her time to react he reached up and wrapped one black hand around her white throat and squeezed just a little in a show of dominance. With his other hand he grabbed onto one of Ashley's wrists and pressed her hand to the front of his jeans. Shorty meanwhile had joined the party and stood next to Junior. He grabbed onto Ashley's other hand and pressed it to his growing erection. She could feel the hardening black cocks through the material of their jeans but she didn't grip them with her hands just yet.
"I heard all of those gagging sounds coming from the booth. You're inexperienced but you never pulled away. That says something about you." Junior said.
"And what's that?" Ashley asked.
"That you understand a black man's needs. Let me ask you something. When my father was having his way with you, did you rub your tight little white pussy? Did you enjoy it?"
Junior's fingers held her in place. Ashley gazed into his hungry eyes. She knew what they wanted and was pretty sure she was going to give it to them. Her fingers moved slightly, brushing up against their bulges.
"Yes." She said quietly. "I did."
"That also says something about you. That's how I know you like it a little rough. Don't you? I bet if I reached down into those panties, they'd be soaked. Wouldn't they?" Junior said.
Ashley relaxed her tense muscles as her submissive side came out. Whatever fear she had been feeling was quickly being replaced with anticipation and excitement. She gripped the two jean covered cocks in her hands and licked her lips. Her eyes were wide as she came to a conclusion. He stared into her eyes as she silently nodded. Both men smiled.
"I think you need to show Shorty and me what you've learned about a white girl's responsibilities. Show us what a good white ally you are." Shorty said.
"I don't know. I don't want to go too far. What did you have in mind?"
Instead of answering, Junior leaned in and kissed Ashley on the lips. Ashley immediately kissed him back. A kiss on the lips is nothing compared to a blowjob, right? Ashley thought. Shorty leaned in and kissed Ashley too. Womanly desire and an emerging instinct to please black men was taking over for her common sense. Ashley kissed him back too. Even with all the interracial debauchery of the last few weeks, kissing was something different. Willingly kissing a man who wasn't her boyfriend was more than just a meeting of lips. It was an invitation that everyone in the room understood. They kissed her, she kissed back and not another word needed to be spoken between them.
She felt hands on her shorts as the snap was undone and the zipper was pulled down. She did nothing to stop them and even kicked them away when they pooled at her feet. Her panties were in fact soaked as both men could clearly see. Any remaining hesitation from the men evaporated in the moment. Junior released Ashley's throat and pushed her to her knees. Her knees buckled immediately and she felt them hit the cold tile floor beneath her.
"Hell yeah." Shorty said.
Shorty grabbed a hold of Ashley's blond hair and held her head in place. Junior pushed her hand out of the way and impatiently fished his cock out of his pants. It was already half hard and he pointed it towards her plump lips. She swallowed hard as she once again was face to face with a black cock. A moment of hesitation followed as Ashley's cum drunk brain registered that she was locked in a laundry room with two black men and was completely at their mercy. Junior grabbed Ashley's chin and pushed his black cock towards her face.
"Now open up whore." Shorty said.
Junior's cock head bumped into the side of Ashley's mouth as she turned slightly away. They didn't even ask, she thought, how rude. Junior forcibly turned her head back and kissed her lips with the head of his cock. Ashley looked up and glared at him but kept her lips closed. Junior seemed to catch on to what was going through her head.
"Just be a good girl and do what you did back at the training booth. You could do with some practice and we could use some reparations after a long day. We promise we'll be perfect gentlemen. Won't we Shorty?" Junior said.



Gentlemen, huh? Ashley thought as she snorted in disbelief.
"Absolutely. Fucking Boy Scout, that's what I am. I'm just looking to get my, 'blown by a white bitch' merit badge." Shorty said.
The men both laughed and one corner of Ashley's mouth pushed up in a smirk. They didn't need to push too hard with her. Ashley wanted to suck their cocks. She wanted to feel their cum slide down her throat. To see the look of satisfaction her lips and tongue could bring for the cause. The situation was making her incredibly horny. Pleasing black men was quickly becoming her passion. She just wanted to play hard to get and hear a few words of reassurance. More and more, she found that she liked being pursued by black men and she was getting more comfortable with them by the second.
"No need to be shy, just give it a little taste." Junior said.
Ok, Ashley thought. Her own desire took over as she licked her lips. Let's tease them a little.
His cock was only an inch in from of her face. She opened her mouth just far enough to extend her pink tongue and give the head a little lick. She then immediately closed it again. They would have to try harder than that.
"There we go, now we just need you to open a little wider."
Ashley was thinking about how to go just a little bit further with her teasing, when Junior reached down and twisted one of her nipples. She gasped and involuntarily opened her mouth, more from surprise than actual pain. Junior's cock head roughly pushed past her open lips. Her teeth lightly grazed his shaft as he invaded her wet mouth. After Ashley gagged hard, Junior withdrew from her mouth and left his shaft pointing at lips, already glazed with spit and precum.
"Stop acting like you don't want it bitch and take it." Shorty said.
"Now Shorty be polite, we promised to be gentlemen to the young lady. She just needed a little encouragement. Plus I think she liked it." Junior
She did, she really did. The spike of pain in her nipple seemed to shoot straight down to her clit. Her panties were already soaked and now her whole body was covered in goosebumps. She could believe that Junior was the Dean's son now. He had the same sexually dominate energy as his father. He knew what he wanted and he took it.
Ashley could only nod now in response. She was done being coy. Besides these men obviously needed release and they didn't seem like they were going to let her play with them anymore. In the end this was reparations. She was doing her duty as a white ally. Plus, she felt a little guilty over being fearful of them earlier. That was a little racist of her. Ashley leaned in or her own free will and closed her lips around his shaft.
"There's a good girl."
She looked at the black cock sticking out of her mouth like it was Christmas morning. She didn't consider blowjobs to be cheating anymore anyway and she went at her new role with a kind of child like enthusiasm that surprised even her. She leaned her head towards her prize and a few more inches slipped into her mouth. She started to suck and move her tongue across his shaft when he stopped her.
"Stop." Junior reached up and pushed Ashley's head off of him.
"Wha-" Ashley said in confusion.
"I didn't tell you that you could suck my cock, you little slut. She's so privileged Shorty." Junior said.
"What the fuck? You jammed your cock into my mouth." Ashley whined.
"See, this is that white supremacy our professor was talking about." Shorty replied.
"She thinks she's entitled to black cock. She obviously doesn't think she has to earn it." Junior said
"But..." Ashley whined. They had pushed her to her knees and pulled there cocks out. It was obvious what they wanted from her. "Well, what do I have to do?"
"Beg. I want to hear you say it. Say you want it." Junior said.
Oh, she thought, that's the game they're playing. Submit to the black men, well I'm good at that game, Ashley thought. "I want it..." She said quietly.
"What was that? Speak louder." Shorty said.
"I want to suck your cock." She said meekly.
Junior slapped her face with his meat. "Not good enough. Try again."
"I want to suck your Big Black Cock." She said louder.
"Better but try and show some respect." Junior slapped his cock against her face again, smearing precum on her cheek. "Unless you want us telling your professor that you were being rude." Junior said.
"Sir." She mumbled.
"What was that? I didn't hear you." Shorty asked.
She looked up and made eye contact with Junior. "Please sir, I want to suck your Big Black Cock. I want to feel your cream slid down my throat." Quieter she added. "Please."
"Better." Junior said.
In one swift motion, Junior thrust his cock into Ashley's mouth. It caught her off guard as it went all the way to the back of her wet mouth and into her throat in one smooth motion. Ashley gagged hard and pushed at Juniors thighs in order to pull his cock out of her throat.
"Real inexperienced slut I see. We need to work on that gag reflex," Junior reached down and pushed Ashley's hands off his thighs, "and your manners."
"Sorry." Ashley managed to say even while she felt like she wanted to throw up.
Shorty reached down and groped her tits through her shirt as Ashley retched and tried to keep her lunch down.
"Not inexperience down here. It must be something they put in the water in the suburbs. Makes white tits big and white dicks small." Shorty said.
Junior laughed. "I think we need training wheels for this one."
Junior swept her underwear off the table as Shorty effortlessly picked her up and put her on her back on the metal sorting table. Junior then grabbed her under her arms and pulled her body across the metal surface until her head was hanging off the edge.
"That's it. Don't hold your head up, let it fall back."
Ashley did as she was told and let her head fall back off that table. With Ashley's mouth now in line with her throat, Junior wasted no time and pushed half his length down her throat. Ashley was caught off guard and was surprised at how deep the position of her body allowed him to penetrate her. Her lips were within inches of kissing his pubic hair before her mind registered what had just happened.
"There we go, take it deep." Junior grunted.
Her eyes watered as she fought not to gag on the monster down her throat. Her tiny fists ineffectively beat on his muscular legs until he pulled out. Ashley coughed as he withdrew from her throat.
"Relax your throat. Don't fight it just accept that you're not in control." Junior said
She took big gulping breaths of air until she finally regained her composure. Junior waited patiently until Ashley gave him a small nod to say she was ready to go again. He pushed his cock back down her throat a second time. She did better this time. She focused on relaxing her throat muscles and tried to fight back her innate urge to panic. He sank a few more inches into her wet embrace. This time the burning of her lungs overwhelmed her before her gag reflex did. When her head started to pound, she fruitlessly squirmed on the table against the black men holding her. Once again, Junior pulled out but not before letting her squirm for a few seconds. White girl needed to learn who was in charge.
Ashley practically gasped for breath. "Fuck, you're big. You fill my entire throat. I can't breathe."
"Breath through your nose. This is all about timing. Breath in through you nose as much as you can. When you feel the cock leave your throat and your air passage opens up, you need to suck in as much air as you can. Catch your breath and we'll go again." Junior said.
Ashley nodded her head as best she could as the pounding in her temples subsided. When she was ready she told him, "Go ahead." In and out. On and on. Ashley accepted her training with a submissive contentment. Because that's what this was. Junior was training Ashley's throat to take black cock and she was getting better. She took more of his cock and kept it down longer the more they practiced. She gagged less and seemed to be getting the hang of breathing too.
After a few minutes Junior pulled out completely. "Good. You're there, you just need to let go of the last of your fears and let it happen."
Junior made eye contact with Shorty and tilted his head towards the table. He seemed to understand what he wanted. Ashley felt the table move slightly as Shorty climbed onto the table and straddled her body.
"What are you..." Ashley said.
"Hold her arms." Junior said.
"Wait!" Ashley said in panic.
Shorty suddenly grabbed her arms in his muscular palms. Ashley looked up to see him and vaguely noted that he had stripped naked at some point. He positioned himself above her prone body and pinned her wrists to the table. Her skin broke out into a cold sweat as the discomfort of holding up her head made her let it fall back again. She could see Junior approaching her mouth again, his monster swung back and forth as he moved. Ashley shut her mouth tight. His black cock bumped into her closed lips and she refused to open them.
"Maybe this has gone too far, she thought.
"Now don't be like that. You were doing so well." Junior said. "You just need a little encouragement."
When Ashley still refused to open her mouth, he sighed and looked at Shorty. Shorty tightened his grip on Ashley's hands and rested his weight against her body. His now very hard cock lay against her panty covered mound as her legs were spread wide around his muscular build. Junior simply reached down and covered her mouth with his hand, pinching her nose shut as he did.
Panic set in as her air supply was cut off. She tried to turn her head, only to find Junior's vise like grip preventing her from moving her head. Ashley thrashed on the table as she tried to move her body. Her lungs burned as she fought uselessly against the overpowering weight on top of her. Ashley honestly thought she was going to pass out when Junior finally released his grip on her nose and mouth. Her lips shot open and she instantly inhaled. Junior wasted no time and pushed his cock back into her mouth while it was wide open.
"There we go. That's a good white slut." Junior said.
"Bastards," she said. Her words muffled by black cock.
He held the shaft loosely in her mouth for several seconds as Ashley frantically drew air past the cock in her mouth and into her oxygen deprived lungs. She also inhaled manly musk and tasted wonderful black cock, which helped to sooth her anger.
"There you go. If you were a better white ally I wouldn't have to be so rough with you. Try and work on that, OK?" Junior said.
"Fuck you," she mumbled.
The men laughed and then Junior pushed. Not a violent thrust like back at the reparation's booth, but a forceful and constant pressure that would accept no resistance. He pushed his black cock straight into Ashley's throat until his heavy black balls slapped Ashley in the nose. She felt pubic hair brush up against her lips. She did her best to breath and was rewarded with the intoxicatingly manly musk of black man. It wasn't helping that Shorty was practically dry humping her and sending spikes of pleasure up her spine. Her fear died away as lust took over. Her mouth watered as she couldn't help but close her lips and suck just a little bit. Her mind clouded over as her body responded to her treatment.
"Good girl." He moaned.
He quickly pulled out and then just as quickly thrust back into her throat. The pace of his thrusts were perfect, he always seemed to pull out just as her gag reflex started to overwhelm her. This time he truly bottomed out. Ashley could feel skin against her lips before he pulled out again.
"You want to stop or are you going to be a good white ally?" Junior asked.
Ashley moaned from the stimulation of Shorty grinding his cock into her panties. "Do it."
The room was filled with the sounds of Ashley's submission. Junior started in on her mouth again. Shorty, freed from having to restrain Ashley, moved down her body. She jumped slightly when she felt hands holding her legs open. Followed by soft kisses on the inside of her thighs. Wet kisses that maid a trail across her ivory skin and towards her womanly prize. Ashley vaguely realized that her hands were now free but rather than fight to free herself, she found her fingers running through Shorty's hair, urging him on.
Her head bent over the table; all Ashley could see was her wet lips straining to welcome the black cock thrusting into her mouth. Shorty ran a finger up and down the material of her panties. Tracing a path along the entrance to her pussy. Ashley was sure the material was soaked by now and sure enough Shorty soon brought his finger to his mouth and tasted her sweet nectar. Ashley felt a sudden pang of disappointment as she felt the fingers leave the material of her panties, right up until she felt the material being pulled aside to reveal her pussy, moist with her arousal.
Small's tongue licked her slick mound and parted her lips. Ashley tried to gasp but managed to only inhale more of the intoxicating smell of the cock in her throat.
His lips left her and were replaced with pressure from an object. Ashley had a brief moment of panic as something slipped between her folds. Ashley's hazy brain realized that the object was too small to be a black cock. She briefly thought of Josh but somehow, she knew that Junior had slipped a finger inside of her.
Ashley was too busy with the black cock down her throat to tell Shorty that he had crossed a line. Or had he? His mouth had gotten her so hot and horny. It's not like it's a cock, she thought. It's just a finger.
The tip of Shorty's tongue flicked across the small nub of her clit as he moved his thick digit in and out of her. Ashley let out a muffled scream around the cock filling her mouth at the sudden stimulation to her sensitive clit. Junior certainly appreciated the added sensations as he buried his entire length in her throat and took a moment to enjoy the vibrations. A second finger soon slipped into her pussy as Shorty started to fuck her with his fingers.
Ashley breathed through her nose and tried to relax her throat muscles. So far, she had been reasonably successful in controlling her gag reflex. She tried to focus on the pleasure being done to her pussy and lose herself in the rhythmic thrusting into her throat.
"Grip your hands and focus on them. It will help with your gag reflex." Junior said.
"Next time we'll bring a couple more brothers to help keep her hands occupied." Shorty said.
A third finger was slipped in as Shorty expertly went down on her. Her hands left his head and squeezed her breasts as her back arched off the table. His finger pistoned in and out of her soaked pussy as he latched onto her clit with his lips and sucked. This finally put Ashley over the edge. Her toes curled against the cold steel of the table. Her hands grabbed onto Shorty's head again as she ground her pussy against his face. Her whole body shook and she lost to the world in a powerful orgasm.
"Oh fuck. Gonna, nut your throat, white slut." Junior said.
The extra stimulation around his shaft from Ashley's orgasm put Junior over the edge. He thrusted as far as he could go as his balls painfully slapped Ashley in the nose. He threw his head back and yelled as his black cock exploded in Ashley's white throat. She could feel his cock pulsing with release as her own orgasm exploded from Shorty' s lips and fingers. Her legs shook as Junior deposited a massive load of black cum straight into her stomach.
"Fuck! Drink it slut." He yelled.
She took every drop without even tasting it. Junior pulled out and Ashley got the briefest taste of his cum as his shaft slid across her tongue. Drool pooled in her open mouth and dripped onto the floor in her post orgasm haze.
"What, not going to thank me this time?" Junior joked.
"Thank you, sir." She said lazily.
Ashley was still coming down from her orgasm when she felt a pressure against her pussy. She looked up to see Shorty with his cock pressing against her opening. Her body was already betraying her will, her slick lips had begun to stretch around the massive head and welcome him into her warmth.
"You ready for some black dick, baby?" Shorty asked as looked down at her welcomingly wet pussy.
Yes, Ashley wanted to scream. "No," she said quietly, "I have a boyfriend."
"You sure?" He asked, slapping his rock hard cock against his hand. "My fingers have got nothing on this bad boy."
Ashley stared at the black cock poised to defile her white pussy and summoned every ounce of restraint she had left. "No," she said quietly. "I can't."
He shrugged, lifted himself off of her and dropped back to the floor. "Shame." He grunted.
Ashley was still gasping for air when she was unceremoniously pulled from the table and slumped to the floor. She knelt on her knees, with her head against the edge of the table as Small's replaced Junior in her mouth. The resistance was gone now. This wasn't deep throat but just a normal mouth fuck. She did her best to lick and suck him. Ashley smiled with her eyes as Shorty roughly fucked her mouth. The man had just given her a powerful orgasm and she was rather pleased with him. She affectionately ran her hands up and down his powerful thighs as he took his fill of her mouth.
After a few minutes, he too grunted and sprayed the inside of her mouth with his cum. Ashley greedily swallowed his first few loads before he pulled out and finished on her face and chest. He stepped back and admired his handy work, gripping his still hard black cock in his hands. Ashley licked her lips and tasted the cum on her tongue like the dutiful little slut that she was.
"Guess we'll catch you later then. Enjoy that black cream, you was asking for it." Shorty laughed.
" Oh, I was, was I?" Ashley laughed.
"Baby girl, your whole-body screams 'fuck me silly,' you were made for black men." Junior said.
Junior pulled out his phone and looked at her expectedly. "No one would believe me otherwise."
Ashley flashed a shy, confident smile, face gooey with cum and threw up her fist as he snapped his picture. She heard Shorty pulling the washing machine away from the door behind Junior.
"See you soon girl." Shorty said.
"Bye boys, thanks for the snack." She called after them.
The men laughed and walked out of the room.
**Week 5**
Ashley woke up the next day and looked at her empty closet. She hadn't managed to actually get laundry done the night before. Both on account of the interruption in the laundry room and the fact that she didn't want to stick around with cum plastered to her face afterwards. She could have thrown something dirty on but it would have probably violated the class dress code and looked awful to boot. Instead, she opened up a drawer and contemplated, "The Shirt."
"Can I really wear this?" She asked herself aloud.
The only clean shirt she had left was the one she had just been given in the reparations training booth the week before. She stared at the bold black lettering on the front of the shirt, "FUCK THE WHITE RACE" it read. Ashley wasn't much for clothing with political messaging but she was beginning to understand the animosity felt towards her people.
I mean, I don't completely disagree with the message, she thought, and it's better than wearing something dirty to class. One thought of pissing of Sara decided the issue.
She shrugged and began forcing her DD breasts into the tiny shirt. The neckline dipped down into her cleavage and the shirt was so short you see the bottom of her tits at the right angle. Her spade piercing was an ever-present addition to her body these days. She only took it off to clean it. Wearing it just felt right, she couldn't explain it and most days she hardly noticed it was there. Plus, all of the men in her life seemed to like it.



I better not lift my arms, Ashley thought, my tits will pop right out of this ridiculous top if I do. She dug through what was left of her drawer and found the only pair of clean panties she had left. There was nothing to them, literally. They were lace crotchless panties designed for the bedroom. They hid nothing of her modesty and acted as more of a picture frame to show off her shaved pussy. She remembered having to try them on in Black Spade Boutique and color rose on her cheeks as she remembered all the black men staring at her from the front of the store.
She looked at her figure in the mirror. Her eyes roamed over her young tight body from the, "Fuck the White Race," stamped on her tiny shirt, to the spade piercing in her bellybutton and finally to the crotchless panties that looked so inviting. She dug through her drawer and finally found the last piece of her outfit; the smallest pair of daisy duke shorts she had ever seen. They looked more like a thong than a pair of shorts. Half of her ass was hanging out of the shorts and the material that went between her legs was little more than a strip of jean material that hid the bare minimum. Ashley was sure that if her panties had been any bigger that the jean shorts would have failed to cover them.
"Beggers can't be choosers." She said.
Try as she might she could get the damn shorts all the way on. The button wouldn't close and enough of the zipper was undone to show off the a little of the black lace of her panties. She finally gave up and decided that it would have to do. As a final touch, she slipped on a short pair of black heals. Sara hadn't said anything about her sneakers yet but Ashley would have had to be blind to miss the irritated looks her dirty converse sneakers were getting from her professor.
She left her dorm room and again walked by the group of white boys that always seemed to be hanging out at a particular dorm room on the way to the elevator. Talking ceased as she walked by. The boys stared at her, some in lust and others with something bordering on revulsion at her appearance.
"Woke bitch." One of them muttered as she walked by.
Ashley practically rolled her eyes. It was so typical of white men to not even bother insulting her to her face. She casually flipped them off as she walked to the elevator. This seemed to have become her to go response to the white idiots down the hall lately. After spurring their early advances, they seemed to have taken a particular dislike of her for some reason.
Ashley's t-shirt ended up getting so much attention as she walked to class that she had completely forgotten the exchange by the time she pulled open the door to the Social Sciences building. She had gotten everything from cat calls, to proposition, to shocked expressions from her peers.
See this is why I don't like political shirts, Ashley thought. They draw far too much attention.
Ashley entered the classroom and immediately looked to the back row of seats. Just as she was expecting, there was the foreign exchange student following her with his eyes. He looked at her just as hard as last week, eyes boring into her chest. Ashley was getting a lot of looks today but she could feel a different mood from the exchange student that she couldn't quite place. He looked at her and then he looked towards where Sara was seated at the front, catching her attention. Sara's eyes fell on Ashley, as she looked her up and down with a very calculating expression. When Ashley was close enough, she waved her over.
"That's a very provocative message you're sending there Ashley. I approve." She motioned towards Ashley's shirt.
Ashley looked down at her outfit. "Ah, yeah, I guess." She really had just forgotten to finish laundry.
"Do you understand the dual meaning of your shirt Ashley?" Sara asked.
Ashley gave her a confused expression that made Sara smile. "The phrase 'Fuck the white race' invokes images of black men fucking over the white race." When Ashley didn't immediately seem to get it, Sara continued, "As in getting one over on their oppressors. One of the best ways to do that is with sexual intercourse with the white man's women. You fuck the white race by fucking the white race." Sara laughed.
"Oh." Ashley said.
She looked down at the shirt again, understanding suddenly coming to her. She thought it was just a political statement. She looked behind her and saw several eyes boring holes into her cleavage. It was no wonder she was getting so many looks today. She had practically dressed as a billboard for black men. She could totally see it now.
"It's good that you seem to be taking to the message of this course to heart because we have a very serious racial issue to discuss later and it involves your behavior." Sara said more seriously.
"What?" Ashley said. Alarmed.
"Yes, a black student in class is sexually attracted to you. He admits that he 'needs' to fuck you but doesn't feel comfortable talking to you about it. Do you understand how wrong that is? A strong, powerful black man in an African Studies course doesn't feel comfortable talking to his white classmate about his needs."
Ashley nodded her head, that did sound wrong.
"He doesn't feel that you have become a proper ally of the black power movement. He says you've been avoiding him in class. Is that true?"
Ashley adverted her eyes. She knew instantly who she was talking about. The Haitian student. I one who had been looking at her all semester as she walked into class. She had been avoiding his stares. The intensity of his interest had made her uncomfortable.
"I've been avoiding his eyes because all he does is stare when I walk in." Ashley said in a small voice.
"I see." Sara said with a stern expression. "You've created an atmosphere where black men don't think they can approach you as equals. You are even fearful of the black man's gaze. That sounds to me like you still might still be a touch racist Ashley."
"I'm not racist!" Ashley said immediately.
Sara was already nodding her head. "That's what I told him." She reassured her. "I know that there's a compassionate white ally inside of you but it's also clear that it's time for you to prove it. We need to clear this matter up and correct your behavior before this situation gets any worse."
"What can I do?" Ashley said at once.
"You do want to help right?" Sara asked.
"Of course." Ashley said.
"Good. We must forge new bonds of trust between you two and clear up this misunderstanding. Clear the air, as it were. After class I will introduce you to him. He can tell you how he feels about you and how you've made him feel lesser of a man because of your body. You can then explain your behavior to him."
"OK." Ashley nodded her head. All of that seemed reasonable.
"You two can discuss his urges and needs. As well as your responsibilities as a white woman. You will then have the opportunity to convince him that you're not racist and offer him recompense."
"Recompense?" Ashley asked, confused.
"You two can talk about...sex."
"SEX!?! But I have a boyfriend."
Sara rolled her eyes. "What did I tell you about monogamy?"
Ashley gave out a huff of annoyance. "That monogamy is a euro-centric white supremacist practice. It is the product of white male patriarchy and is used to protect the fragile ego of white men. It's not embraced by other cultures."
"Exactly. We must respect other cultures and strive to improve race relations. It isn't cheating Ashley, it's justice. You're opening your heart to the needs of black men and building a more just world."
Ashley stared at the floor, incredibly conflicted.
Sara looked Ashley up and down. "Yes, I see that this is potentially a serious issue for you. None the less, you must speak with him and clear up this misunderstanding."
Ashley finally nodded. She could agree to that at least. "I will talk with him."
"Good, I will supervise. This will be your homework assignment for the week. You will be graded based on how you handle the situation and its outcome."
That decided, Sara looked down at her watch. "Hmm it's getting close to the start of class. Be a dear, Ashley and go fetch Rebecca. She's off completing an assignment and I don't want her to be late to class. Little slut needs to learn to budget her time better. My office down the hall, Room B12."
Ashley walked off, possible accusations of racism now mixed with her own worries about Josh and a bubbling excitement that she refused to acknowledge. Exiting the room, she walked down the hallway, her heels clicking on the tile floor, until she found room B12. She heard a pounding sound before she reached the door. She knocked but no one answered.
She grabbed the handle and found it unlocked. Uncertainly she slowly opened the door. The hinges squeaked and she was briefly concerned that the occupants of the room would hear her. She needn't have concerned herself. The man and woman were too busy to hear much of anything.
Bent over a coffee table in the middle of the room was a large breasted white woman with brown hair. Ashley recognized her immediately and her eyes opened wide in shock. Rebecca! Ashley thought. Behind her and currently fucking her savagely was a muscular black man with a gold chain around his neck. The room was filled with the sound of moaning and the slapping sound of skin on skin.
"Fuck me! Fuck me with your nigga dick." Rebecca screamed.
The rough looking black man slapped Rebecca's ass savagely, leaving angry red marks on her ivory skin as he continued to fuck her. "Hard R bitch. Your momma was calling my kind nigger when she was your age. Now tell the word what type of cock you're taking."
"NIGGER DICK! NIGGER DICK! God! I'm sorry for being racist!" Rebecca screamed.
"What are you?" The man growled.
"A white whore for Black cock." Rebecca moaned.
Ashley stared, mesmerized by what she was seeing. Rebecca was the first girl she had seen taking black cock in the flesh. Her videos didn't do it justice. Ashley took it all in. The gleam of sweat on Rebecca's body. The hard black muscles flexing under physical exertion. She took in the raw red marks on her ass. The rough hands gripping Rebecca's waist. The intoxicating smell of sex and of course the moans and rhythmic slapping of two bodies coming together.
"Who owns this white pussy?"
"You," she screamed, "Black men. Fuck, I'll never say no again."
With one final cry the man grabbed onto Rebecca's curly brown hair and pulled her body to his chest as he buried his full length into the white girl and came inside of her. Rebecca screamed out, her mouth open in pleasure as she came on his black cock. Rebecca collapsed onto the table. The last spray of cum was deposited on her ass. He then preceded to slap Rebecca's already abused ass as he continued to call her names.
"White bitch. Black man's whore." He said. Ashley's eyes were now glued to the impressive black cock between the man's legs. The cock that had just been fucking her friend.
"Yes. I am." Was all Rebecca could manage.
Ashley watched from the shadows, a hand over her mouth as the rough man dominated poor Rebecca. When he was done, he left Rebecca on the table and collected his clothes. He was zipping up his fly as he passed Ashley and seemed unsurprised that she was watching. He winked at her and grabbed his crotch as he passed into the hallway. "Whenever you're ready baby girl."
Ashley bit her lip and looked down at the visible bulge in his pants.
She recognized him now that he was up close. She had briefly met him when she'd knocked on the door of the B.B.C. fraternity for her photo shoot. Ashley quickly stepped inside and closed the door behind him. Rebecca looked up from her dream like state and saw Ashley. Ashley awkwardly raised her hand in greeting.
"H-hi." Ashley said. "I was looking for you."
"Oh hi, Ashley." She said cheerily.
"Big Jack, huh? That looked a little rough." Ashley said.
"Yeah. He hit on me on the first day of class and I turned him down. Sara said I needed to atone for my arrogance as part of my assignment. Payback is a bitch, I guess." She laughed.
"It didn't look like you disliked it?"
"Oh, I loved it. If he was rough, it was only because he was venting his frustrations into my white pussy. He needed it and I needed to help him. Have you gone black yet, Ashley?"
"No. Well....I've done some other things."
"Ashley, you have too. There's nothing like black cock. It's amazing. Like they saying goes, 'Once you go black, you never go back'. Getting fucked by a black man is life changing." Rebecca gushed.
Ashley struggled to find the right words to encompass what she was thinking. "Is it really that good?" She finally asked.
"It's addicting. Once you've had your first, you'll want ten more."
Yeah, that's what I'm afraid of, Ashley thought. Rebecca bounced around the room looking for her clothes. Ashley noticed that she had really toned up. All of the baby fat she'd had on the first day of class was gone, replaced with toned muscle. Ashley told her as much.
"Thanks." Rebecca ran her hands down her tight body. "Sara set me up with a personal trainer as part of my assignments. This class has really benefited me in so many ways."
"I can see that." Ashley said.
Rebecca went over to a mirror on the wall and reapplied her make up. "Why did you say you were looking for me?"
"Oh right, Sara said she's about to start class."
"Let's go then, we can't have all of those scrumptious black boys waiting on our regard. They might have to punish us." Rebecca giggled and Ashley joined in with a nervous laugh.
They walked back into class. Ashley made an effort to look at the black men in class. She certainly didn't want to seem racist and make her situation worse. Rebecca meanwhile, swayed her hips seductively and blew the boys a kiss as they walked to their seats. When they reached their seats, Sara gave them a nod and addressed the class.
"You have all successfully completed your first training course which means this class will be transitioning to a more hands on teaching experience."
Several of the girls blushed and the men in the room looked quite smug.
"Now stand up!" She said to the girls. "Line up in front of the class."
The girls seemed startled and off balance at Sara's tone as they hurried to comply. When they were facing the rest of the class, each girl was handed a note card.
"I had this planned for next week but since one of you is having some issues with accepting the black gaze, I thought we should bump it up a week." Sara made eye contact with Ashley and she knew she was the student she was talking about. "Read it girls. All together now."
"I will NOT wear panties, except when it is necessary, such as around the time of my period, or when it is ABSOLUTELY essential for another LEGITMATE reason. Such reasons will be very rare. When I do wear panties, they will be very sexy and tiny, such as lacy or very sheer thongs or G-strings. I will always remember that I am dressing for black men and the black male gaze." They said.
The girls finished their speech and stood there awkwardly. Sara stared at them expectedly and snapped her fingers. "Well, hurry up. Take them off." A few of the girls looked mortified, a few looked excited, most just did what they were told as always. Sara had browbeaten a submissive attitude towards authority into all of them. No one dared to say no, even if they were uncomfortable about something.
Ashley suddenly regretted not doing laundry. She was wearing shorts for fucks sake. There wasn't any real way of getting to her panties without pealing her shorts off her body and exposing her bare pussy to the crowd. With her heart suddenly pounding in her chest, Ashley did just that. She yanked her shorts down to the ground, exposing her shaved pussy in her crotchless black panties. She could feel the cool air hit her wet hot pussy and she knew everyone could see how excited she was.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she whispered.
The crowd of black men whistled and cheered, many of them snapping photos with their phones. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment but her small nervous giggle betrayed how excited the whole thing was making her. With her shorts at her feet, Ashley could now hook her thumbs into the tiny straps of her panties and pull them down her legs. She worked on getting her panties untangled from the heels of her shoes. She needed to get her shorts back on as soon as possible or she might die of embarrassment.
Rebecca had other plans. She slipped one foot out of her sandal and reached over with her toes and gripped onto the jean material of Ashley's shorts. With a casual flick of her foot, she threw her shorts behind the group. Then she put her foot back in her sandal like nothing had happened.
Ashley reached down to grab her shorts but found nothing but air. Suddenly frantic, Ashley looked around for the other half of her outfit. When she found it, she took a step behind the group and bent at the waist to pick up her shorts. Ashley was completely unaware that she was giving the whole crowd of black men the full moon experience and showing off her perfect bubble butt for all to see. She quickly forced her shorts back up her legs to give her a degree of modesty once again. By then the damage had been done. Everyone had seen her most intimate place and it made her more turned on than she cared to admit. Rebecca was laughing behind her hand and Sara just looked amused.
Twelve hands clasped their panties, some more embarrassed than others. Ashley held her panties in front of her shorts. As if that might undue the damage. Rebecca twirled her panties on one of her fingers, while the older Emily looked down at the floor mortified. Kim was somewhere in between, blushing furiously but unwilling to look away from the men. The men of the class were all giving them looks that promised indecent things if she would only say yes. All twelve girls threw their underwear on the floor.
Sara clapped and bounced on the balls of her feet like a kid on Christmas morning. "Excellent ladies, I'm so proud to see how far you've all have come in your studies."
Sara then did something that no one expected. She took envelopes that bore each of their names and deposited their panties into each one.
What the fuck is she up to? Ashley thought. She wasn't the only one wearily eyeing their professor collecting their used panties. They knew better at this point. Sara always had a plan.
"Return to your seats and let's continue class with our video for the day." Sara said.
Now that the topic of reparations had been broached and ice had been broken, so to speak, at their training class, Ashley noticed that the class was becoming increasingly sexual. The historical videos were gone. Everything they watched now had to do with sex.
The lights dimmed and the video started playing. The title that popped up on screen was entitled, "The GOOD white girl. A day in the life of a white ally." A familiar bubbly blond girl appeared on screen.
"Hey guys!" Jill said. "By now that you've learned about the historical injustices perpetrated against the black race As well as the rights of black men and the responsibilities of white women through interracial sexual reparations. It's time to see what that can look like on a day-to-day basis."
Even in the gloom of the darkened room, Ashley could see that Sara was looking at her, gauging her reactions or maybe just making sure she was paying attention.
"It's important to note, that this is just an example of what reparations CAN look like. It's also possible to have the full knowledge, support and participation of your partner on your reparations journey. Those of you with long term partners should do more research on cuckolding and women led relationships." Jill gave the camera a mischievous smile before the video transitioned.



The video presented a number of scenarios of a "good" white girl implementing interracial reparations into her daily life. The video also stared Jill and an unnamed white guy.
The alarm rings. Jill, the character, wakes up next to a generic and slightly overweight white man. The video started out mundane. Jill taking a shower, texting someone while making coffee. Kissing her husband goodbye. Then the videos true nature revealed itself. Jill at the window making sure her husband had left. Jill changing into a neon pink sports bra and tight workout shorts.
It was when Jill arrived at the Gym that the camera finally showed the large black spade that was prominent on her shirt. She waved to several people, flirted with the older black janitor before heading to the bench-press. A large black man steps up to help spot her, they're joined a minute later by another man. After a long workout, Jill announces that's she's going to take a shower. As the men are staring at her ass as she walks off, she turns around and winks at them. Her two black workout partners share a glance and follow her into the shower. Jill ends up sandwiched between them, a cock in each hole, an Oreo under the steaming hot water. The scene then cut to Jill leaving the Gym as she waves goodbye to her companions.
"Don't buy home workout equipment. Stay in shape and present yourself for the black gaze at the same time."
The doorbell rings as she's changing out of her workout clothes back at home. Jill quickly wraps a towel around her naked body and goes to see who it is. Her elderly black mailman is at the door again. He's always so nice to her, delivering her mail to her in person instead of dropping it in the mailbox. She invites him in and then drops her towel to the floor. The elderly gentleman says that he doesn't have much time today, he's a little behind on his route. The man settles into Jill's husband's armchair as he begins to work on his belt. The naked Jill sinks to her knees in-between the man's legs before she begins diligently sucking his cock.
"Just a quick thank you for diligently delivering the mail." Jill winks at the camera.
Later, Jill peaks out of the blinds and into her backyard. A group of black men are working on the pool. She changes into a tiny bikini and takes out a tray of lemonade to them. The scene cuts from an image of her flirting with the men, to Jill naked on one of the pool lounges chairs. A black cock in her pussy, one in her mouth and one in each hand. Jill is then seen kissing her husband sometime later as he returned from work. She brags about talking the pool boys down on their price. The husband makes a non-committal reply and shuffles into the family room to watch the game.
"It's not prostitution if you're not getting directly paid for the sex, just benefiting from it." Jill reminded them.
Jill was in the kitchen next, preparing dinner and texting with someone on her phone. She walks into the next room. Her husband is watching a football game. Jill kisses him on the cheek and announced that she had forgotten to pick up hot dog buns. The scene then cuts to Jill's head bobbing in the lap of a black man in the parking lot of the grocery store. She wipes her mouth after finishing her blowjob and checks her watch. The scene cuts back to a close-up image of Jill putting a hot dog into her mouth. Her husband asks her if she wanted seconds. Jill turns to the camera and says, "No thank you, I'm full enough as it is." She winks at the camera.
"Reparations doesn't have to be a time killer. Make it a part of your daily life. Make it part of who you are as a person." Jill said.
The last scene was obviously late. Jill lay in bed next to her sleeping husband. She stares at an image of an enormous black cock in her messages. See you tomorrow, hunk. She types and pulls her nightgown down to snap a picture before sending the Text. Jill looks directly at the camera and winks at them again.
"Tomorrow's a new day." Jill giggled and the video ended.
There were cheers and catcalls from the men in the room. All of the girls seemed to be paying close attention, Ashley was no exception. The video ended and left Ashley very hot and heavy. She counted on her fingers. Eight, Jill had serviced eight black cocks in one day. That sounded exhausting and exhilarating at the same time. It was only the audience around her that kept her hand from reaching into her shorts to touch herself.
The lights returned and Sara once again addressed the class.
"Today the women of the class will be leaving first. The boys and I need to have a bit of a raffle before they leave." She laughed.
Twelve girls exchanged looks and really wondered what Sara was up to now.
"As I spoke to our female students about after class last week. We will be implementing reparations through a white girl focused tax on your time. Nothing will really change. You will each continue to be given a task to complete each week. The difference is now these tasks are less focused on your own personal development and now more focused on interracial reparations and building bonds of trust with your fellow students."
Ashley could hear the sounds of excitement coming from behind them. She glanced at the stack of envelopes containing their panties on Sara's desk. It suddenly dawned on her that the garments had something to do with their assignments for the week.
"Please step forward and receive your assignment cards. Ashley dear, you can go wait in my office. We'll start your assignment in a few minutes."
Ashley got up and walked down the hall to Sara's office, room B12. The door was still unlocked and Ashley could still smell the faint sent of sex in the air. Sara's office was very tasteful at first glance. Off to her left, a desk with a pair of chairs in front of it, sat in front of a window overlooking campus. To her right was a large coffee table and a pair of couches. The coffee table was made of wood and had come strange symbol carved into it.
Along the wall Ashley could see the usual assortment of degrees and certifications. There were pictures of Sara doing missionary work in Africa and several framed pictures of famous black activists. Ashley also spied several pieces of African art, tribal head masks among them. But what really caught her eye was a large painting dominating the back wall. It was very artistic and abstract but Ashley could still make out the unmistakable image of a white woman opening her mouth for a massive black cock.
"Oh my."
Ashley sat on one of the couches facing the door. The door slammed shut as she was sitting down. The wait was unbearable. Every second she waited increased her nerves and twisted her stomach into knots. I'm not racist but I'm also not a cheater, she thought. There has to be a way to have it both ways. Ashley's heart raced as she sat staring at the door. She heard people walking down the corridor when class was dismissed. Several minutes then passed. She could hear laughing, followed by heavy footsteps approaching.
I won't do anything with him, she thought, I'm going to stay faithful to Josh.
The heavy wooden door opened. Sara walked in with a very dark skinned black man. Ashley didn't know his name but recognized his face. He was one of the foreign exchange students, she had seen him looking at her all semester.
Ashley was immediately struck by his commanding presence and her heart fluttered with his impressive good looks. He was at least 6 feet tall and very muscular. From her spot on the couch, she stared up at the large dark man looming over her. She stood up and awkwardly presented her hand to him.
"Ashley, this is Jean Claude Victor. One of our foreign exchange students from Haiti. You two have so much to talk about." Sara beamed.
Jean Claude smoothly took Ashley's hand and brought it too his lips. "Ashley," he said in a heavy accent. "it's so good to meet you again."
"H-hi." Ashley said demurely. "Again?"
"You do not remember. I held the door open for you and commented on your lovely shirt."
"Oh." Ashley did remember him now. He had complimented her on the "Black Spade Boutique" shirt she had been wearing.
Before she could say more, Ashley noticed what was in Jean Claude's other hand and blushed hard. Whatever response she had been planning to say went right out the window. Clutched in Jean Claude's palm was Ashley's black panties. Sara's smile widened when she noticed where she was looking.
"Why don't we begin. Take off your shirt, Ashley." Sara's commanded
"What!?!" Ashley said.
Sara didn't wait for Ashley. She pulled her own shirt off, exposing her sizable breasts and pale skin. Her eraser shaped nipples were already hard. She brushed her fire red hair behind her shoulder, exposing the sprinkling of freckles across her chest. She then sat down and producing a clipboard. "You must not obscure the Black Man's Gaze, remember?"
"I'm not?" Ashley said confused, looking down at her minimal clothing.
Sara rolled her eyes. "Oh, that dress code is a compromise with the school. Meant to keep you all minimally dressed to avoid 'indecent exposure' if there is such a thing." Sara made quotations with her hands. "We are not in public; we are in private and I need you to expose your breasts to the black man in front of you."
"Oh." Ashley said.
Ashley reached down and peeled her shirt above her head exposing her braless DD's to the chill air. Jean Claude watched as Ashley threw her shirt to the side. She fidgeted with the waist band of her shorts and tried to ignore the butterflies in her stomach.
"Better. Why don't you begin Jean Claude." Sara said.
"Ashley, you are a very sexual and sensual woman. I was immediately struck by your beauty when I first saw you." Jean Claude said.
"Oh. Thank you, Jean Claude. That's very sweet." Ashley said.
"I very much enjoy seeing you walking into class. You are a very, gifted women." He looked very pointedly at exposed breasts. Ashley's own nipples were swiftly hardening in the chilly air. Jean Claude seemed to take that as encouragement and continued to stare at her.
Ashley squirmed under his gaze. His eyes always seemed to gaze right into her. She wasn't sure if she should be excited or nervous at his attention.
"Thank you, Jean Claude." She said simply, unsure how to respond.
"I was, how do you say, saddened to hear that you have a boyfriend, a white boyfriend that you are exclusive with." He said.
"Yes, we have been an item for a while now." Ashley said.
"Then you see the problem then?" Jean Claude asked.
"Yes?" Ashley said, slightly confused.
"I deeply desire your body, Ashley. Yet the bonds to your boyfriend prevent me from having you. I see you avoid my eyes when I look at you. It was humiliating to see you look down on me. I did not feel that I could approach you about my troubles. I was sure that you would reject me." Jean Claude said.
"Do you see how wrong that is, Ashley?" Sara asked.
She could, although she wasn't sure what she could do about it. "I do. I just didn't know how to respond to having men look at me like that and I already have a boyfriend...." Ashley trailed off.
"Your body should be there to release him from his burdens, from the frustrations of this racist country. Candy for the eyes and fruit for the soul." Sara said.
"I get so painfully hard watching you in class but I could not bring myself to ask you for sex. Not when I knew you would deny me. You have been taunting me for weeks with your body. I was not expecting this level of racism when I joined this course." He said.
"Ashley is very addiment that she isn't racist." Sara said.
"I'm not!" Ashley said quickly.
"Yet, you deny your responsibilities to black men." Sara said.
"No! I...I have a boyfriend; I don't want to cheat on him." She said meekly.
"Providing sexual reparations isn't cheating, Ashley. It's justice. You're building bonds of friendship between the races. Your boyfriend would understand. You're just doing your duty as a white ally." Sara said.
"I want to help! I really want to sooth your pain Jean Claude. I could use my mouth. I'm getting quite good at giving head. I'll even swallow." Ashley gave Jean Claude a hopeful smile, like she had just found a happy middle ground that pleased everyone.
Jean Claude shook his head sadly. "I thought that you might understand but it appears that I was wrong. I expected more from someone who claims to be a white ally."
She was about to respond when Sara cut her off. "This is your fault, Ashley. It should be your responsibly to take care of."
Ashley could feel the tension in the air. The weight of Sara's gaze was a heavy weight on her shoulders, almost as heavy as the hopeful look in Jean Claude's eyes. "Well..." She said, faltering.
"I have urges Ashley, intense urges that I've felt since the moment I laid eyes on you and yet I have been denied what is mine by right." Jean Claude turned to Sara. "I told you she was racist."
"I'm not! You have to believe me!" Ashley said panicked.
Sara gave Ashley a hard look. "Part of this course is learning how to sacrifice for the cause of Black Racial Justice. Instead, your body has been teasing him for weeks. That seems pretty racist to me."
Ashley adverted her eyes from Sara's gaze and seemed to deflate. "What can I do?" She said quietly.
Jean Claude could see the light at the end of the tunnel now and so could Sara. She said nothing, just continued to stare at Ashley. She could feel the weight of her professor's gaze. Jean Claude moved in to close the deal. "I would love to push my manhood into your womb and bless you with my seed. To release my frustrations into you as you preform your duty to me. I need to fuck you and you need to be fucked. I want to see the look of rapture on your lily-white face as I take your virginity."
"I'm not a virgin." She said with a crooked smile.
"Have you ever had a black man fill you completely, to stretch the walls of your pussy and kiss your womb with head of his cock?"
"No." Ashley said breathlessly. Josh's dick what definitely never gotten deep enough to "kiss" anything. Jean Claude leaned in and kissed her on the lips. Ashley gave no resistance and allowed him to kiss her.
"Then you are a virgin," he said matter of factly, "before you make your decision let me show you my cock. Then you can decide if you will deny me what is mine. Put your white boyfriend above your responsibilities to racial justice." Jean Claude said.
Ashley could only nod in response.
Jean Claude reached down and pushed his shorts and underwear to his knees in one swift motion. His black pole sprung out of his pants nearly touching her stomach. The coal black cock stood proudly pointing at the young white girl. Ashley gasped and instinctively grabbed onto it with her hand and began lightly stroking it. The bulbous head made his cock look like a large black mushroom. The shaft wasn't particularly thick but the head was far wider than the shaft it was connected to.
Jean Claude stared hard at Ashley, like a predator looking at a wounded gazelle. "You need a strong black man in your white body Ashley, to show you how a real man fucks a woman. I must have you."
Ashley felt a presence behind her as Sara's massive breasts pushed into her back. She tilted her head back to catch the instructor's gaze. "What should I do?"
"What has this class taught you?" She whispered in her ear. She felt her hands sliding up her back and then pushing down on her shoulders. Ashley's weak knees crumbled as she slowly sank to her knees. Jean Claude's beautiful black cock no longer pointed as her stomach but was now pointing straight at her mouth, just a few inches from her warm wet tongue.
Ashley looked past his massive member even as she continued to stroke it slowly and looked deep into his beautiful brown eyes and finally understood. She could see the longing, the need, the pent-up sexual energy. Saying no to him would be a betrayal. It would break her heart, destroy everything that she had learned so far. He needed her to open her heart and legs for him. To understand his sexual needs and her responsibilities to him. He had the right to fuck her white pussy and she had no right to deny him.
"What has this class taught you Ashley?" Sara urged. "Say it."
"That," Ashley took a deep breath, "I think I'm obligated to fuck you. It would be wrong not too. This beautiful African cock needs my white pussy." Ashley leaned in and planted a kiss on the engorged black head. "It's more important than my boyfriend." Ashley ran her tongue along the shaft of his cock. A moan escaped Jean Claude's mouth.
Sara sounded pleased, "what does your shirt say Ashley?"
She had almost forgotten what she had put on this morning. Ashley looked down at the shirt on the ground and smiled. She remembered their earlier discussion. "Fuck the white race," she giggled, "fuck monogamy and fuck me."
A meaty black hand reached out and grabbed a handful of blond hair. "Suck my cock you white whore."
"Yes, sir." Ashley said.
Ashley wrapped her lips around the meaty black pole and sucked, bobbing her head to some internal rhythm. She massaged his shaft with her tongue.
Jean Claude sighed in pleasure. "I deserve this." He whispered.
"How are you feeling Jean Claude? Sara asked.
"Very relaxed and thankful for Ashley's devotion to the cause. She sucks black cock well." He said.
"You hear that, Ashley? You're helping ease racial tensions already. Doesn't it feel great?"
It did, it really did. Ashley puffed out her chest with pride as she sucked a little harder and was rewarded with a moan from Jean Claude.
Sara whispered into Ashley ear.
"These are the first white lips to have ever wrapped around his black cock. Integrate him with your tongue. Make it a blowjob he will remember for the rest of his life." Sara whispered.
Sara took Ashley's head from Jean Claude's hands and gradually increased the pace. The two of them got into a rhythm with Ashley's poor mouth. Jean Claude thrusting his big cock and begin met with Sara forcing her head forward. Ashley was quite proud that she was able to control her gag reflex, her session with Junior having paid off in spades. He was slipping into her throat with barely an resistance at all.
"Show him that you're a loyal white ally." Ashley hummed her approval, the new sensation pushed Jean Claude over the edge. He gave one final push into Ashley's throat. Sara, sensing what was happening, forced Ashley's head forward until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. Cum poured down Ashley's throat.
Jean Claude made the white girl drink his seed. This was her first time being truly blacked and he was determined to mark the occasion. To christen the young white girl as a black man's property for ever more. The meant cum in her stomach, cum in her womb and cum on her face.
Ashley came off his cock and immediately coughed and retched from the rough treatment but managed to keep everything down. She was thankful for the light dinner. Her entire stomach was filled with black cum. She felt quite full.
"Are you ready to do your duty to the black race?" Jean Claude asked.
Ashley, make up smeared and still gasping for breath, stared longingly at Jean Claude's beautiful black cock. She'd felt the itch to go black for weeks but that resisted her urges. Now she was going to finally have her pussy stretched. She nodded her head submissively.
"Just remember, this isn't cheating. You're doing what you were meant to do." Sara said.
Jean Claude smiled. "I knew you would understand. You're not racist, Ashley. I am glad."
Ashley beamed as a feeling of absolute relief and happiness washed over her. See! She knew she wasn't racist.
"Are you ready?" He asked. Miraculously his cock was still hard even after just coming. He stared at the kneeling white girl with a predatory gleam.



"Yes, sir."
Jean Claude picked her up off the floor effortlessly. Ashley squealed with delight. She wrapped her legs around his hips as support as he walked her over to the couth. She squealed with delight as he dropped her body onto the couch. He's so strong, she thought, I've never be man handled by a white guy like that before. She excitedly pulled her own shorts off and threw them away, exposing her shaved pussy to Jean Claude. She obscenely spread her legs, welcoming him.
Jean Claude knelt in front of her and leaned over her body. Their lips met again and Ashley surprised herself by slipping her tongue into his mouth. They made out for a minute before he sat up and lined his coal black cock up with her pussy lips. He looked Ashley in the eyes.
"Are you ready to be blacked, Ashley?"
Ashley nodded her head as she felt the pressure at the entrance to her tunnel. Jean Claude moved the head of his cock up and down her slit, attempting to slowly working the head inside. She found herself holding her breath in anticipation.
"Breathe girl. Just breathe. This is happening." Sara said soothingly.
"There's no way that's going to fit in me." Ashley said.
Now that the head was engorged with blood it was positively massive. Jean Claude pushed. Ashley inhaled sharply at the sensation.
"Just breath and let it happen. Everything is going to be wonderful." Sara said.
Ashley felt the pressure as he pushed his massive cock against her lips. He moved the head up and down her slit, trying to coax her into opening up for him. He seemed to get his wish as the narrowed tip of his cock head pushed in. Ashley inhaled sharply as her fleshy walls gripped the black invader. It's so thick, she thought. Way bigger than Josh.
"So tight, you feel like a virgin." Jean Claude said.
"She is, in all the ways that matter." Ashley had to agree, it certainly hurt like she was a virgin again. He pushed harder. Ashley was caught off guard at how good it already felt. He's not even inside of me yet, she thought.
Ashley's head fell back in shock, a wave of pleasure breaking against her nerves. "It won't fit!" She screamed.
"Yes, it will." Sara rubbed Ashley's clit. "You'd be surprised what you can take if you're aroused enough."
Jean Claude said something in another language. "Tight whore."
She could have sworn she heard it when the head finally pushed inside of her. All of a sudden, it was as if all of her resistance to the invading black member evaporated. His mushroom shaped head pushed past the entrance and entered into her tunnel.
"AH!" Her first orgasm hit her all at once. Ashley gave a breathy moan as she gave herself over to the pleasure she was feeling. Her muscles contracted and squeezed his cock with all her might. Jean Claude stopped and just enjoyed the stimulation around his cock.
Sara laughed. "That's just the head Ashley."
Ashley finally came down from the first orgasm and it was time to start again. With the head firmly between her lips, Jean Claude grabbed her hips and thrust forward. Another 2 inches sank in.
"Oh fuck!" Ashley screamed. She couldn't believe how big he was.
"That's it, white American slut. Take my Haitian cock."
He pulled out slightly and then gave a harder thrust. Another few inches sank into her pussy. Ashley couldn't take it. Her hands reflectively reached up and pressed against Jean Claude's hard abs.
"Oh no you don't." Sara grabbed onto Ashley's wrists and held them above her head. "Relax Ashley. Think about that how great it's going to feel having a real cock fuck you. Tell your body to open itself to him."
Her soaking wet pussy was finally doing its job as Sara had said it would. Ashley the student, Ashley the diligent daughter had resisted what was coming but Ashley the sexual being knew what she wanted. She wanted black cock, needed it. Craved it, like a starving animal craved meat.
"Look at me, white girl." Jean Claude said.
Ashley looked through eyes deeply lidded with rapture and stared into Jean Claude's dark commanding gaze. She could see the dominance, the hunger in those eyes.
"Tell me that you want it." He said in a growl. "Beg for it."
She did want it, she really did. This was justice. This was real reparations. Everything up to this point was just a warm up. Training wheels for her real responsibility. She couldn't be a real white ally without giving up her pussy to black men. They had a right to take it because of everything her people had done to them. She understood that now.
"I want it. Please." Ashley breathed.
Her body responded, lubricating his black shaft and welcoming the invading black prick into her tight white pussy. With one final push, he was in. Jean Claude groaned as he sank the rest of the way into her welcoming pussy.
"Look Ashley. It's in." Sara said.
Sweat covered Ashley body. She broke eye contact with Jean Claude and looked down at his pubic hair pressed into her shaved mound. She could feel his heavy balls resting against her ass. She couldn't believe it. There was no way it was possible. Her hand couldn't even reach all the way around his shaft. There was still an inch or space between her thumb and forefinger when she was holding him. He was longer than her arm.
"Fuck." Ashley said. "I feel so full."
"Just relax baby girl. He's resizing your pussy; you're built for black cock now." Sara said.
She thought this whole thing was going to end as a painful mistake. But something about seeing his muscular form above her awakened some primal need in her mind. She wanted him. She wanted him deep inside of her, all the way to her womb and her body had responded. Just when it had seemed like he couldn't get any further inside of her, her body had relaxed and welcomed his black cock home.
"Fuck, I thought it was ripping me in half."
Sara laughed. "Not yet."
Jean Claude leaned down and kissed Ashley. She responded immediately kissing him back and allowing his tongue to enter her mouth again. They made out for several minutes as Ashley tried to get used to the feeling of being so full of black cock. He played with her tits as he lavished her body with kisses. Legs spread submissively, Jean Claude's impressive size pressing her into the couch, Ashley had never felt more like a woman.
When she'd recovered, Jean Claude began to pull his cock out of her. Her pretty pink peddles gripped the coal black shaft for dear life. Ashley could feel the void it left behind. Sara leaned down and captured one of Ashley's nipples in her greedy mouth, sucking hard. Jean Claude pulled out until only the head was still inside her. Ashley wasn't sure he could pull the head out if he tried. Her pussy lips seemed to have closed around it in a vise grip.
Ashley yelled out as Jean Claude pushed back inside of her. Faster this time. More aggressive. Now that he knew that she could take it, it was time to take the training wheels off.
"Oh fuck, slower. I can't take it." Ashley moaned.
Sara twisted Ashley's nipple harshly. "Don't tell your better what to do slut."
Jean Claude ignored her and thrust harder. This time his balls slapped against her ass. Ashley's legs shook as her mouth stayed open in a breathless moan. He gripped an ankle in each hand and thrust. Ashley's black heels were the only piece of clothing she had left and they were held high in the air for all to see.
"Fuck. I'm sorry." Ashley screamed.
Jean Claude heard her and thought about all of the looks he had received since coming to school or the lack of them from the white women on campus. He thought of all those pretty blue eyes that looked past him like he wasn't even there. He wasn't even a nigger to them; he was an African. Someone so beneath their contempt that they didn't even bother to look at him. And now he had someone to vent his frustrations on. He ruthlessly slammed his black cock into Ashley. She screamed in pleasure mixed with pain.
"That's it, slut. Take that black cock. This is all that you're good for. You were made to pleasure black men." Sara said.
Jean Claude was lost in his own head. He was really pounding Ashley now. Every muscle in his impressive body was used to thrust his hips forward. He didn't even really see Ashley anymore. He was playing back the last year of his school life in his head. A long list of girls appeared on Ashley's face. The white girl who had rejected him. Her friends who mocked his advances by laughing behind their hands. His racist teacher who never called on him because she assumed he would answer wrongly.
Suddenly, in that moment, he was fucking the shit out of all of them. His balls slapped against Ashley's ass. The sound reverberated around the room. Ashley gripped the cushions of the couch for dear life. Sara whispered words of encouragement into Ashley's ear, stroking her blonde hair and steadying her on the couch. Jean Claude pooled all of his frustration, all of his pain and threw them into each merciless thrust into this blonde-haired bimbo.
"Fuck!" Ashley screamed. Jean Claude was getting close, Ashley could feel it and somewhere deep inside of her, something snapped in her head.
"Cum in me! Fuck. I love black cock. Please cum in me." Something had changed in Ashley or maybe it had changed a while ago and she was just now admitting it to herself. She loved black men. She loved sucking their cocks and swallowing their cum but more than anything she loved getting fucked by their big black cocks.
"Apologize, Ashley. Apologize for holding out on him? Don't you see how racist it was to make him wait." Sara said.
"YES! I'm sorry! I was racist. Please forgive me." Ashley screamed.
Finally, Jean Claude was at his limit. He screamed out, "Take it!"
Jean Claude bottomed out in Ashley's pussy, his balls smacked her ass one last time. He came deep into her womb. The feeling of warm cum erupting into her body sent Ashley over the edge. Her body went ridged. The walls of pussy clamped down on the black shaft inside of her. She all but passed out as her body was rocked with the most powerful orgasm of her life. Her legs trembled and she saw stars as the waves of pleasure washed over her.
Her legs shook as she screamed out, "Holy fuck, I'm coming."
Ashley was lost in a world of pleasure for several minutes. As she finally came down from her orgasmic high, she looked deep into Jean Claude's eyes. She could see the look of satisfaction and release etched on his face. I did that, she thought, that look of peace is because of me. Ashley felt a new sense of completion and pleasure of a different kind come over her as she drifted off to sleep.
He looks so happy, she thought.
****
Ashley dosed in and out of consciousness. She was so exhausted from the pounding she had just taken that she wasn't sure where she was. She looked down at her naked body and saw a growing puddle of cum dribbling out of her pussy onto the couch. She could hear a slapping sound coming from somewhere. She looked to her side and saw that Jean Claude had Sara bent over the coffee table and was fucking her mercilessly. Her fire red hair was so damp with sweat, it stuck to the pale skin of her forehead.
"Yes!" Sara screamed. "Fuck me daddy. This body is yours. You own it."
"You like this big black cock, white slut?"
"YES! Fuck the white race. Do what you want with me. I'll do anything. ANYTHING!"
Ashley drifted off to sleep once again.
Sometime later, Sara passionately kissed Jean Claude out in the hallway still naked as the day she was born. After promising to come visit her during office hours for some extra credit, Jean Claude gave her one last slap to her Irish ass and walked away. Sara stood there in the hallway and admired his muscular form as he walked away, not a bit concerned if someone saw her naked. Not that it mattered. It was late and even if someone had come across them, she was unashamed of her nakedness.
She walked back inside and over to the couch. She looked down and considered her naked and cum covered student. She looked so peaceful in her sleep. Sara would have said innocent but there was nothing about Ashley's appearance that was innocent. A body covered in drying cum, a pool of it dribbling out of her well used pussy. Only a pair of black heels and a spade piercing on her whole body. Sara had requested the Jean Claude shoot all his loads onto Ashley. She needed to get used to having black cum on her skin. She had passed out after Jean Claude had cum in her. Which was fine, it was her first time after all and Sara was more than happy to step in for her. She pulled her phone out and took several pictures of her sleeping student's conquered body.
Ashley had done well indeed, but her blackening only represented a first step in her journey and she would need help in the coming days.
"You're almost there, my young pupil. Now we just need your new God to give you a little push." Sara said.
The young professor walked over to her personal alter and lit a single white candle. She used the fame of the candle to light a cigar sticking between the missing teeth of a human skull. Considering her options on the shelf above the alter, she selected a jar of white powder. She weighed out an amount of ashy powder into her hand before walking back over to Ashley.
"Ki nan koulev nwa a. Gaye janm ou ak sevi Damballah."
(Whore of the black snake. Spread your legs and serve Damballah)~~.
She raised her hand and blew the powder onto the sleeping form of Ashley where it mixed with the still wet cum on her skin. Sara walked back over and grabbed a glass vile out of a drawer. After scooping several globs of ash covered cum into the vital and set in the mini fridge behind her desk. Satisfied, Sara walked over and shook the young girl awake.
"Wha--?"
"Time to get up sleeping beauty." Sara said.
Ashley groggily looked up with a head full of "freshly fucked" hair. Her mascara ran down her cheeks. Her lipstick was smeared all over her mouth. Her body was sticky and wet from her fucking. Ashley got up off the couch and stretched like a cat, arching her back and thrusting her chest out.
"Are we done? Did I do good." She said sleepily.
"You did great... for now." Sara snickered at her airheaded student. "You've been conquered by black cock and baptized with cum...and yes you passed the assignment with flying colors."
Sara reached out and scooped a glob of cum off her breast and pushed it into Ashley's mouth. Ashley didn't bat an eye and closed her lips around Sara's finger sucked the cum into her mouth. The wonderfully salty taste obscured the powdery mystery substance on her finger.
"Hmmm that tastes good." Ashley said.
Sara smirked with a knowing smile. "I don't think we're going to have any more racial issues with you. How are you feeling?"
"Amazing! That was so much fun, Jean Claude really knows how to fuck a girl."
"Most black men do."
"I've never been muti-orgasmic before. I thought it was a myth."
Sara nodded her head. "It takes a real man to make you feel like a real woman."
That comment reminded her of Josh and she suddenly felt a pang of guilt but not regret or shame. She would need to think about those conflicting emotions later. Ashley brushed off the issue for the moment. She stood naked in front of her professor and looked down at herself. "Is there somewhere where I can get cleaned up?"
"Oh no, walk home like that. Walk into your dorm room with smeared makeup and black cum running down your leg, it will be good for you. In fact, texting me a selfie when you get back will be the last part of your assignment tonight."
"OK."
Sara pick up her "Fuck the White Race" shirt and handed it to Ashley. "Good, let all the white boys on your floor see you for what you are. A slut for black cock."
Ashley giggled. "Fuck the white race, right?"
"It sure was tonight." Sara responded with a smirk. "We're quite the pair of slutty race traitors. Doesn't it feel great?"
"It so does." Ashley said.
Ashley took the shirt from her professor and went hunting for her shorts as she tried to force her DDs into the tiny garment.
"You took a big step tonight, Ashley. I'm proud of your progress."
Ashley finished putting on her clothing over her ravished body and gave the professor a glowing smile.
"Thanks Sara, for everything. Goodnight!"
After shutting the door, Sara walked across the room still naked. She searched the couch high and low until she had found what she was looking for. Smiling, she placed a handful of blond hairs into a plastic bag and set them on her altar. She'd waited until Ashley was coming before pulling them out of her blonde head. She then said a quick prayer to Damballah and blew out the candle. The dim glow of the cigar illuminated the African deity's face as it stared back at her.
"Goodnight Ashley, sweet dreams." She whispered.
****
A big thank you to Tiny Tim for helping me edit this chapter.
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**Week 6**
Ashley was in a melancholy mood as she walked into class the next week.
Overwhelming guilt weighed down on her shoulders for cheating on Josh and it had been cheating. Despite all of Sara's teachings, Ashley was a good Christian girl and for good Christian girls there are rules. Putting another man's cock in your pussy and having him cum in your womb counted as cheating. That's just the way it was.
Thank God she was on the pill. THAT would have made for a fun phone call home. She was so distressed; she was fairly certain she hadn't done well on her calculus test earlier in the week. The possibility of failing one of her classes just added to the worries on her shoulders. While she wasn't poor, she wasn't one of those rich kids either. Ashley was a rural Southern girl, through and through. She needed to keep her financial aid if she wanted to graduate.
As she walked in, Jean Claude caught her eye and smiled at her. Ashley couldn't help herself. Her lips pushed up in a giddy little smile that only a horny school girl could make. She waved back and turned towards her seat. Her smile almost immediately slipped as the moment pasted and her guilt washed over her again.
The problem was, she couldn't bring herself to say that she regretted the sex because she didn't. Jean Claude had been so happy with her and seemed so at ease from his troubles afterwards. Plus black cock had been mind-blowingly pleasurable. Like, the best. She was just having difficulty coming to terms with cheating on Josh and having the best fucking of her life while doing it.
Her cheeks colored at the memory. She glanced up the rows of seats to see if Jean Claude was still looking at her and then immediately chastised herself for doing it. Jean Claude was now deep in conversation with the man next to him. Ashley looked at the ground. With turmoil in her heart and slumped shoulders, she walked to her seat.
Unbeknownst to her, Sara was looking intently at her as she did.
Kim was looking at her cell phone and laughing when Ashley sat down. The small Asian girl was practically glowing as she typed a message back.
"Well, I know one girl who got some black cock last night. Study session go well?" Rebecca commented.
"Well, the African exchange student I'm teaching is doing very well in his classes, I'll have you know. I was just sending him a few pictures." Kim said with pride in her voice.
"Snapchat?" Ashley asked distractedly.
"God no. Those pictures auto delete. I want him to be looking at me days from now." Kim said.
"You sext him? Do you send him lots of pictures?" Ashley asked.
"Well, it's important for class that I provide the proper motivation for his studies. I'm a very goal-oriented tutor." Kim said with a smile.
"Uh-huh, I'm sure you're providing plenty of motivation for his school work. What doe he get if he gets an A?" Rebecca asked.
Kim blushed hard and covered her face with her hands before answering. "My ass."
Rebecca's eyes widened and then she burst out laughing. Ashley joined in a second later as Kim just sat there and blushed.
"Fuck, part of me is excited at the prospect and other part of me wants him to get a B. He's huge. That thing is going to rip me apart." Kim said.
"Sounds like good motivation to me girl. Go talk to Tikka at the Black Spade Boutique. I know they have a nice set of trainer butt plugs for sale." Rebecca said.
"Oh, you do, do you?" Kim asked.
Rebecca just smiled. "What can I say. The black boys love a little back door fun and I've got the assets for it." She slapped her own ass with meaty smack and the girls all laughed like the horny little school girls they were.
"And what about you?" Rebecca winked at Ashley. "I saw you going into Sara's office after class and then that hot Haitian guy going in after. I know you got quite a few inches of black cock yourself."
"I'm sure the whole campus could hear you screaming. You have to tell us everything." Kim said.
Ashley had stayed mostly quiet during their exchange but now answered her question with a conflicted response. "Yeah." Ashley said.
"You didn't like it?" Kim asked incredulously, her eyebrows raised.
"NO! It's not that! It was....it was amazing. Mind blowing even. It's just...." She trailed off.
A look of understanding passed over Kim and Rebecca's faces after a moment. Their eyes shifted to look at each other as unspoken words passed between them.
"Josh?" Rebecca asked quietly.
Ashley nodded.
"You have a boyfriend and you're worried how he's going to react if he finds out." Kim finished her sentence for her, a suddenly serious expression on her face.
"When he finds out." Rebecca said. "Our faces are plastered on the walls of half the black men on campus. He's going to find out."
"Rebecca!!" Kim said.
"What? It's true. Lying to her isn't going to help the situation." Rebecca says
"She's right. He's going to find out and when he does, I don't want to lose him. Josh and I are soulmates." Ashley said.
"If he finds out, we'll help you through it." Rebecca said.
"When he finds out. My luck isn't going to last forever and when I slip up, I don't want it to end our relationship." Ashley said.
"Then we'll just have to figure out a way to make him understand." Rebecca said.
"Yes." Kim nodded in agreement. "You know we're here for you."
"Thanks guys. You're the best." Ashley said.
It said something about Sara's course that none of the girls mentioned refraining from having sex with black men. That was a given. Their socialization in Sara's new racial paradigm shift had gone too far to turn back now. They were all good racial justice warriors now. Proper white allies every single one of them. The sex was going to happen. Ashley just needed to make Josh understand his role their new relationship. Ashley just needed to find a way to make it work, somehow. Sara had been discreetly listening to their conversation and when it seemed to have gotten to a stopping point, she stood up and addressed the class.
"Welcome back everyone. There will be no lecture today. Just a short class discussion before we break to discuss the optional final with the ladies." Sara said.
With caused murmurs throughout the class. Ashley heard the word, "optional," sprinkled throughout the voices in the room.
"You've all come a long way in your personal journeys and it's been my great pleasure to watch you all grow. Seeing as this is our last day of class, I wanted to circle back on the core themes of the course before we go over the final exam. Ashley dear, how would you summarize the intent of this course?"
Ashley stood. "Um...The intent of the course is to acknowledge the sins of the past and our culpability in historical injustices. That by understanding our own roles in what has happened we can begin opening our hearts and prove that we're selfless and trustworthy enough to make amends. That through interracial reparations we can help ease the pain of injustice and build bonds of friendship between the races."
"Well put. Kim, why are you all dressed the way you are? Isn't it weird?" Sara asked.
"Wishing to display your body for handsome black men is perfectly natural. The fact that we want to speaks to the special bond between black men and white women. Covering up would be weird. Our clothing should attract the black male gaze and show are willingness to engage in interracial sexual reparations." Kim said.
Sara's nodded her head and again scanned the row of women in front of her. "And Rebecca what's the best way to accomplish interracial reparations?"
Rebecca stood up and gave a much blunter and to the point answer. She stood up, faced the class and threw up her fist. "With spread legs and an open mouth for the good of the cause." She made eye contact with several of the men as she spoke and squeezed her massive breasts with her hands to emphasize the point.
There were cheers from the back of the class as Sara smiled at the response. "Excellent. Close your mouths and listen when it is appropriate and open your pretty little mouths when it is fitting. Emily, who should take priority when it comes to our responsibilities to black men?"
Emily seemed more timid than the bombastic older woman from the beginning of the course. "The cause should always come first, even over our own spouses. We have responsibilities and black men have needs, our significant others need to understand that."
That answer hit Ashley right in her heart.
"You would certainly know a lot about that, wouldn't you dear?" Sara asked not without kindness in her voice.
"Yes." The older woman said blushing.
"Would anyone like to add anything else?"
The Latina girl, Lily raised her hand until Sara called on her. "Just that we can all use our personal talents to serve black men in our own way and have the best fucking sex of our lives in the process."
Sara practically glowed as the girls giggled in response and the boys cheered.
"Good, I'm glad to see you've all taken this course to heart. See I told you it would be quick. Let's break here so the girls and I can discuss the final exam." After the boys had all shuffled out, Sara sat on her desk and looked at them.
"The good news is the final is optional but it is recommended. Most of you are passing and if you choose not to take the final then your current grade will stand as is.
"What exactly are our current grades, Sara?" Kim asked. The young Korean girl was always the diligent student.
"Now where would the fun be in telling you that. Besides, this is a personal journey, if you feel that you need more work than you need more work. And if you don't feel you need more work....well I guess you'll find out if I agree with you or not."
"So, we need to take the final if we think we need to take the final?" One of the girls asked.
"The one weaknesses of this course is how focused it is on what I want you to do. I have been directing you in your journey all semester. Telling you what to do and when. The final exam is going to be about what you want to do. It's a free activity."
Rebecca put up her hand. "So, we can do whatever then?"
"As long as it relates to the core themes of the course, yes. The theme of the final is student initiative and free will. I expect passionate bold action that showcases your willingness to provide interracial sexual reparations to the needy black men on campus. Take everything that you've learned and go out and do something to show that you are a good little white ally. Take pictures and videos and text them to me. Be prepared to answer questions."
The girls stayed silent pondering this. "Questions?" Sara asked. "Good. I want you all to remember one thing. It's not enough not to be racist, you must be actively non-racist. Doing nothing maintains that status quo. A good white ally must go out into the world and challenge social norms and systems of oppression."
"By fucking black men." One of them giggled.
"Lots of them." Another said.
Sara's eyes practically sparkled at the notion. "Now get up you little sluts. You all have work to do. Run along now."
Everyone got up and moved to leave. Ashley grabbed her bag and moved to join them.
"Ashley why don't you stay after class. I have some things to talk to you about."
Ashley hung back until everyone else had left and then she followed Sara back to her office. Her eyes lingered on the spot where she had been black fucked the week prior. The memory stirred up a mixture of lust and shame. She sat down in front of Sara's desk and was met with the intense penetrating glare of her professor looking her over.
"You look pale, dear. Here why don't I whip you up a protein shake to make you feel better." Sara said.
"I don't thi--."
"Nonsense, I know exactly what you need to pep you up. Just have a seat on the couch."
The view from the couch didn't allow Ashley to see what Sara was doing. She sat diligently on the couch as Sara pulled out an electric hand mixer and a large glass out of a cabinet. She walked over to the mini fridge behind her desk and pulled out a carton of almond milk and a few small containers of fruit. She also grabbed the vial of Jean Claude's magic infused cum from the previous. In went the milk, the fruit and a scoop of strawberry protein powder. The thick strands of cum when in next. A vial of green liquid was pulled down from the shelf above her alter. Four careful drops were added to the mix before she looked satisfied. Sara then mixed the shake much longer than she needed to, using the sound of the mixer to cover the words of power she was reciting as she mixed. She walked back over to Ashley with a smile.
"Here you are Ashley, drink up."
Ashley wrapped her lips around the girth of the straw and sucked. Her taste buds came to life as her eyes widened. She lengthened her sip and tried to nail down the flavor. She could taste the fruit but also something else that tasted strangely familiar yet she couldn't quite nail it down further, other to say that it tasted vaguely chocolatey. Whatever it was, it was delicious.
"This is really good. It's so creamy." Ashley exclaimed.
"Family recipe of a sort. Make sure you finish it. I know it will make you feel better." Sara smiled to herself as her pupil sucked on the straw and filled her belly with cream.
Ashley felt her melancholy mood swept away on a tide of good feelings. She felt alright for the first time in days. Looking past Sara, she eyed the fertility statue on her desk. Her eyes fixated on the wooden cock which only served to remind her of the real thing. Suddenly that good feeling seemed to shoot down her spine and straight to her clit. Ashley gasped in arousal.
"Feeling better?" Sara asked.
"Ohh, yeah. So much better." She said, her eyes closed in pleasure.
"Praise Damballah and his dark gifts." Sara spoke under her breath.
"What?" Ashley asked as she opened her eyes.
Sara ignored her and continued as if Ashley hadn't spoken. "Ashley dear, off the record, take the final exam. It's what you need."
"I'm not passing?" Ashley asked alarmed.
"I can't tell you that but that's also not what I'm talking about. Take the final exam, it will help you feel better. Trust me."
"Ok." Ashley said agreeably. She was starting to feel good. She was feeling a pleasant warmly growing in her belly. In that moment she would likely agree to anything. "What do you mean, it's what I need?"
Sara laughed. "You've found yourself at a black only pool. You've dipped your toe into the water but you're unsure if you should dive in. You're hesitating."
"Well it's just that..."
"Your boyfriend. Josh, is it?" Sara asked.
Ashley nodded.
"Now don't you go worrying about him. I'd like to think that I'm not just your professor but I'm becoming your friend." Sara gave her a mischievous smile. "After all professor and student don't usually share a black cock."
Ashley gave Sara her first real smile of the day, an identical mischievous smile plastered on her face at the memory of what they had done.
"I need you to trust me, Ashley. You're not going to lose your boyfriend. When the time comes, I'll help you navigate those waters. Make him understand the new you. OK?"
"OK." Ashley said nodding her head.
"Because I think you're ready for the next step. Don't you agree?"
"Yes, I mean... I think I am." Ashley said.
"You're overthinking it. God knows there's nothing worse than a white girl thinking too hard. You just need to go with it. Take the final. Let me worry about what comes after. I promise it will be OK."
Ashley thought for a moment before coming up with her answer. Fuck it, she thought, I've already cheated on Josh once. What was one more time really, if it was the price for getting an A.
"I'll take the final." She said.
"Good. Just remember to be proactive about it and remember this has to come from within you. I'll be very disappointed if you just repeat one of the class assignments for the final. Be creative and don't forget the most important thing from this course."
Ashley thought for a moment. "Black men come first. This is about their benefit not mine."
Sara smiled. "Ashley, I'm proud of you. It's been my delight to see the compassionate young woman you're becoming. I know you won't let me down."
Ashley bit her lip, feeling conflicted and awkward. "Thank you, Sara."
"You proved last week that you weren't racist. Now prove that you can be actively anti-racist in your daily life. Show me the proud white ally that you've become." Sara said.
"I will. I'm going to make this final my bitch."
Sara laughed. "I'm sure someone will be," she said under her breath, more loudly she said, "good, now go and show me what you can do."
Ashley was floating on air as she left Sara's office. Her whole body was buzzing with energy and she was suddenly incredibly horny. Sara smiled at buxom blonde as she swayed her hips out of her office. Free will was important in this late stage of her transformation. The little protein shake she had just fed Ashley was just a little something-something to help her over her last hurtle and truly submit to the cause. She could fight it if she wanted to but Sara didn't think she would. That girl is destined to be truly blacked, Sara thought.
"Have fun, Ashley. Make me proud. I'll make you one of Damballah's whores before you know what hit you." She whispered.
I feel awesome, Ashley thought as she stepped into the sunshine. She could still taste the slightly salty taste of Sara's protein shake on her lips. She was getting a real energy boost from it. She returned to her dorm room a few minutes later a different person than the one who had left that morning. The act of rubbing her legs together as she walked back had made her even hornier than class usually made her. She really needed to get fucked. She needed it now. Like right now.
****
Ashley put her finger in her mouth and daydreamed all through her calculus class the next morning. Her good mood had continued, even the next day. She felt like she was floating on air. Her night was restless. She felt so incredibly horny that she had difficulty sleeping. Even after making herself cum several times with her black dildo while watching IR gangbangs online, she still couldn't satiate her desires.
She slowly moved her finger in and out of her plump lips, completely ignorant of the effect the image of her was having on her male classmates. She just couldn't help herself. Despite her lack of sleep, she was a jumbled mess of horny thoughts and restless energy. All she could think about was black cock and how good Jean Claude had felt when he was fucking her.
She came back down to Earth as a stapled packet of paper was placed on her desk. A large F clearly written on her last exam. The female TA looked at her with a look of pity etched on her face. Ashley ignored the uppity bitch and focused on her exam.
Fuck, she thought, this is going to sink my whole semester average.
"Remember everyone, my office hours start in 30 minutes if you have any questions." Professor Johnson said. The older black man shuffled out of class followed by the rest of his students. Ashley stayed seated and stared at her exam.
A knock came on the door of a cramped corner office a few minutes later. Professor Johnson looked up from his computer at the sound. He's office hours had just started but this would be his first student. The elderly black man looked over the top of his reading glasses and ran a finger over his graying mustache with one finger.
"Enter." He called out. The battered office door squeezed open.



"Professor Johnson? Do you have a moment?" Ashley announced herself, peaking around the door. Professor caught sight of the blond bombshell and shuffled in his seat. Readjusting his glasses at the sight of the beauty.
"Of course, my dear. Come in." He said suddenly excited.
"Hello, sir." She said respectfully.
Professor Johnson stroked his mustache and tried to play it cool. "You're in my mourning calculus class, right?" Of course, she was, Professor Johnson knew exactly who she was. One of Sara's trainees. His eyes lustfully roamed over her tight young body, as he'd been doing all semester. He'd been waiting for her to show up to his office hours for weeks but she never did. He's finally grown impatient and changed a few of her answers on her last exam to take her from a low C down to an F.
"Yes sir." Ashley said innocently.
As Professor Johnson's eyes finally finished devouring Ashley's body and came to rest on her pretty little face, he allowed a spark of recognition to pass across his black face, as if he'd just recognized her.
"If I'm not mistaken, you're in Sara Bedswerver's trial class this semester. African Studies, is it?"
"Yes sir." Ashley beamed.
"Excellent." Professor Johnson said, "I'm happy to see such passionate young people taking an interest in black issues. Why don't you close the door and come in young lady."
Ashley did just that, closing the door behind her.
"Er, make sure you lock it, I wouldn't want anyone to bother us. What did you say your name was again?"
Ashley did what she was told, although it was a slightly strange request. Most professors were quick to make sure they weren't in a room alone with their female students these days, much less behind a locked door. Ashley sat in front of his desk.
"Ashley, sir."
"Pretty name for a pretty girl. Tell me Ashley, are you enjoying Sara's class so far?" He asked, genuinely curious.
"I'm loving it!" Ashley exclaimed. She bounced in her seat a little in her excitement, causing her breasts to jiggle in her top.
Her enthusiasm caught him off guard a little but he held back the first thing that came to his mind. The old man considered just being direct with her for a moment before decided to work his way back to that statement. "What can I do for you today, Ashley?" He said, mostly to her tits.
"My grade in calculus is slipping a bit and I was wondering what I can do to improve it." She said.
"Yes. Yes. I see." He tapped a few keys on his keyboard. "Not doing very well this semester, are we? That last test was a doozy." He said sympathetically.
"No, sir. I'm afraid that calculus isn't my best subject. I'm worried that it might affect my scholarship if I don't get this grade up. I can't afford to lose my tuition assistance."
"Well now, there's still time left in the semester to get your grade up if you put in the work. Although with your last test being so low, your next test would need to be an A in order to balance it out." He said gravely.
"I was afraid you would say that. There's no way I'm going to be able to pull off an A on any test requiring Math. I'm a bit of a bimbo when it comes to numbers." She said.
Professor Johnson chuckled at this. I'm sure you are he thought to himself. "Well, there's always next semester," he said, "unless..."
"Yes." Ashley said, a sparkle of hope in her eyes.
"There might be some extra credit opportunities for someone with your particular assets." He glanced at her tits again, the same tits he's been staring at the whole semester. "You know I'm on the board of the Black Power Collation. I helped Sara get her trial class off the ground this semester. Did you know that?"
"No Professor I didn't know that. Sara is such a great teacher. I'm learning so much." Ashley gushed.
"Are you now?" He said under his breath, looking her over again. "Well, Sara was very," he coughed into his hand and seemed to adjust his pants under the table, "uh convincing in her arguments when she was trying to get funding for her course. That woman has a way with her mout-- I mean words. She has a way with words. I gave her quite a few tits -- I mean tips, tips on how to run her class successfully."
Ashley thought her professor was behaving strangely. She saw him shift uncomfortably in his seat and seemed to come to the wrong conclusion. She leaned over in concern, giving the professor an excellent angle to look down her shirt.
"Are you OK professor?" Ashley asked.
"I'm fine. Just fine young lady." The professor paused a moment and then seemed to come to some sort of conclusion. "It's just that....well I couldn't bother you with that."
"What is it sir?" Ashley said eagerly.
"Well, it's just that.... you're a white ally aren't you, Ashley?" He asked.
"Yes sir, I am." She said proudly.
"Well, it's just that, I'm getting old girl. I'm having some problems with the circulation in my legs."
"Circulation?" Ashley had no idea what that meant but caught on that it was troubling to the older black gentleman. "Oh no, you poor baby."
"It does hurt terribly. I'm afraid I'm no spring chicken anymore. The weight of these years is quite heavy, I'm afraid." Professor Johnson said dramatically.
"Well... Is there anything I can do to help?" Ashley asked.
He nodded his head as if he was considering it. "It's funny you should ask that. You look like the type of girl that understands her responsibilities to black men."
"Oh, I do. Sara's been teaching me more about black men's needs all semester."
"I can see that in you. Just this morning I was looking at you and thinking to myself, here's a girl who might understand what an old black man needs from her." He said carefully.
Ashley swelled up with pride at his words. Her general feeling of contentment since her meeting with Sara seemed to come together into an intense desire to help this old man in any way required of her.
"Anything professor. I would love to help you." She said.
"I knew I had a good feeling about you. Then, I could ask you, as a white ally to help me and you would keep it confidential between us?" Professor asked.
"Of course. You can count on me. My lips are sealed." Ashley gestured like she was zipping up her lips and putting the key between her tits.
That comment made Professor Johnson chuckle. I hope not, he thought eyeing her plump pink lips.
"I knew I could trust you. Why don't you come over here dear and you can maybe help me with the circulation in my legs then?" He said.
"OK, what kind of circulation are we talking about?" Ashley asked puzzled.
"I'm afraid these old legs of mine just don't have the blood circulation that they used to. They get cold and start to ache even in the summer time."
"Oh, that's awful."
"It hurts terribly, dear. That's why I'm glad that I have such a responsible and caring white ally to help me out. One that understands her responsibilities."
"I do professor." Ashley said.
Ashley beamed at the compliment. Just look at her, she hadn't even passed her final yet and she was already building bonds of trust in the community, she thought. Professor Johnson moved his chair back and spread his legs as Ashley stood in front of him. God damn, he thought, white bitch is built like a brick house. What are they putting in the water in the suburbs?
"Just kneel down. Right there Ashley." A more commanding tone was bleeding into his speech. He pointed down at the floor between his spread legs. He was excited, more excited than he'd been in a long time.
Ashley instantly responded to the tone he was using with her. There was something primal in the request. She submissively knelt down between the Professor's legs. Her knees pressed into the cheap office carpet and it irritated her delicate white skin but she didn't dare complain. Professor Johnson just stared at Ashley for a moment. The image of the blond headed college girl between his thighs was one of the most erotic things that had happened to the old man in a long time. She looked up at him with a kind of airheaded expression, as if she was waiting to be ordered around.
"What do you need me to do, Professor?" Ashley asked.
It might be faster to list the things he didn't want to do to his student, he thought. Let's start out slow just in case I'm wrong here, he thought.
"Just help me massage my aching legs a bit dear. Get the blood flowing."
"OK." She said unsurely.
"Here let me show you." He said.
He took Ashley's hands and placed them on his thighs. He rubbed them up and down his legs before releasing her hands and leaning back in his chair.
"Like that." He said.
The confused coed starting rubbing her tiny hands up and down his legs. She still didn't quite get what circulation he was talking about but it was clear that he wanted her to work on his muscles.
"That's it just like that, Ashley. Try to put some pressure on the muscles underneath." He said.
Ashley pushed down with her fingers and tried to massage the muscles. She went a bit higher and bumped into something soft resting against his thigh. Ashley's eyes lit up when she realized it must be his cock. She stared at the indentation in the material of his slacks and bit her lip imagining what it must look like. She felt the still hard muscles of his aging legs and began to look at Professor Johnson in a new light. He was still a powerful black man even in his old age. Her pussy began to moisten in excitement. She moved her hand back up his thigh and this time intentionally squeezed the black meat with her fingers. It jumped slightly at her touch as hot blood flowed into Professor Johnson's cock.
Big she thought, big and black. Just what I need.
His student's hand brushing up against his manhood didn't escape his notice. Nor did Ashley's reaction to doing it. The little white girl was staring at the bulge now. He chuckled again. Sara was sure doing good work this semester. Ashley then very intentionally squeezed his cock with her hand. The girl was practically drooling. Right then and there, Professor Johnson decided to take things a step further.
"No. No. That isn't working." He said suddenly.
"What did I do something wrong?" Ashley asked alarmed.
"No it's not you. Massaging my muscles through my pants just isn't going to cut it. Let me think."
"Well, what can we do then?" Ashley asked. Even she knew what he was getting at and she was more than happy playing along.
"Here help me remove these blasted things. That might help." Professor Johnson said.
He reached for his belt buckle and began loosening his pants. Ashley leaned in to help. Professor Johnson watched, at his direction, as she pulled his shoes off and undid his zipper with her delicate white fingers. He didn't think it was possible to get any harder than that moment. He lifted his ass off the seat and she was soon pulling the slacks down his legs. She untangled his pants, neatly folding them and left them on his desk. It was such a domestic action that Professor Johnson was already worried he wouldn't last very long when he finally got what he wanted. When Ashley turned back around, she was met with a hard black cock contained within his tightly whities.
"Oh my." She said.
"I think this should work out much better. Come on back down here and let's give it another go." The Professor motioned for Ashley to kneel back down with a "come here" motion.
"You don't appear to have a circulation problem, Professor."
"Oh, but I do. It hurts terribly, my dear." He said.
"I can see that now that your cockers-- I mean dockers are removed. What should I do?" Ashley said.
"Just massage the muscle there, they cramp up something terrible."
Ashley wasn't quite sure what she was doing. She ran her hands up and down his legs. Starting with the calves, she worked the muscles with her fingers. She alternated between fingers up and down the muscles and making circular motions with her thumbs. Whatever she was doing, the Professor seemed to be enjoying it. He was making small groans of satisfaction and the bulge in his underwear was getting more pronounced by the second.
"You're such a sweet thing for doing this. Go up a bit higher, Ashley."
She continued to move up his legs. Ashley was massaging so high up on his thighs now that she was hitting the waist band of his underwear.
"Those damn things are in the way. Why don't you help me take them off? It will make things easier."
Ashley gave no argument and reached up to grab the waist band and pull his underwear down.
His semi-hard cock drooped between them. Not yet at full mast, it pointed vaguely at her chest and was now mere inches from her top. Her hands went all the way up his thighs, rubbing the skin on each side of his cock. She reached up and ran her hands across his still hard abs, bringing his now rock-hard black cock right in front of her nose. Her breath caused his cock to jump and smack her right on the lips.
"Why don't you take care of that for me to, while you're down there. Watching your tight little ass moving around my office has got me all hot and bothered."
"Take care of it? For you circulation?" Ashley asked.
Oh shit, he thought. He thought he'd gotten too caught up in the moment and took things too far. Professor Johnson coughed to buy himself a moment to think.
"Yes. You see my doctor is worried about blood clots in my legs. He says I need to get the blood moving to stay healthy. The best way to really get the blood flowing is to get an erection. I know this is a lot to ask but I was hoping you could help me with that?"
"Oh, OK. Like with my mouth? I could give you a blowjob if that will help with your medical problems, Professor." Ashley said eagerly.
Professor Johnson blinked. He had an inkling that Sara had set her students down the path of being black cock sluts but he still wasn't expecting Ashley to be so blunt with him. He truly understood at that moment just what a good job Sara had done with her students.
"That's exactly what I need from you Ashley." He said bemused.
He angled his wrinkly cock towards Ashley's young mouth. Ashley eagerly leaned forward and opened her plump lips for another black cock. Professor Johnson felt the wetness envelope the head and her tongue slide across his black skin. He sighed in relief as a shiver of pleasure went through his legs.
"Open up wider, sugar. Let's see how much you've learned in your studies this semester."
Ashley relaxed her jaw and put as much cock into her mouth as she could manage. Her lips then closed around the shaft and her cheeks drew in as she sucked on the meat in her mouth.
"That's it, show your black elder the respect he deserves. Show me you're not racist."
He didn't get to do this as much as he would have liked. Damn sexual harassment rules. They used to look the other way when the professors decided to have a taste of the female student body. It wasn't fair that the black professors couldn't take a keener interest in their white student's education.
Ashley mumbled something incoherent but the professor still managed to understand the point. "I'm not racist." She mumbled.
"Don't talk with your mouth full girl. Show me you're not racist. I swear your mommas never taught you white girls any table manners."
Spurred on by the professor's words, she tried her best to suck the black off his cock. He fumbled with the front of Ashley shirt for a moment before she paused her sucking for a moment. She pulled completely off his cock and then splat on it. She then pulled her shirt over her head for the old man and went back to sucking his cock. He played with her milky white melons, squeezing and playing with them. They were definitely real and the kind of perky that only an 18 year old could manage.
"If your mother and father could only see the type of education their money was buying them."
Professor Johnson grabbed that back of Ashley's head and pulled her towards his pelvis. He watched as several inches disappeared into her throat. He was surprised how much of his black cock she could take. On the few occasions that he had been with a white woman they had always struggled to take his girth and size. He was happy to see the affect that Sara's class seemed to be having on the white student body.
"That's it," he breathed, "educate that throat. I'll give you a real black education."
Ashley gagged and Professor Johnson took pity on the little slut and let her pull her head off his massive tool. She only moved back a few inches. Never fully taking his cock out of her mouth. She surprised him by grabbing the sides of his ass and working herself down on his cock almost immediately. He felt her nose press up against his body, her face buried in his graying pubic hair.
The extra stimulation was too much for the old man as he shot three massive loads of cum down Ashley's throat.
"FUCKING GOD DAMN! There's a good white slut. Take it all."
Sweat coated the Professor's shirt, staining his white dress shirt as Ashley sucked the last of the cum out of his balls. Ashley continued to lightly suck on the shaft until it had softened enough to slip out of her mouth. She licked her lips and savored that last trace of flavor on her tongue.
"Are you feeling better Professor?" She asked.
"Much better girl. Maybe too good. I haven't had release like that in years, might give me a fucking heart attack." He grabbed a handkerchief out of his pocket and dabbed the sweat from his brow.
"Did you maybe want to fuck me too?" She asked hopefully.
Professor Johnson chuckled. Sara had done well with her course indeed. "Another time. I'm afraid it's going to be a while before this ugly old bastard can get hard again."
"Ugly? No, I think it's beautiful." She leaned in and kissed the head of his softening cock. "Thank You sir, I'm glad I could be of help."
Damn this girl was something else, he thought. Ashley was disappointed, she could feel a longing between her thighs, an itch she really needed to have scratched. Plus, Sara had heavily implied that she needed to find her own black cock to fuck if she wanted an A.
"You have been. I'll be sure to tell Sara what a great help you were to an old man."
Ashley beamed like he had just offered to do her a big favor. "Thanks a lot professor. That will really help my grade a lot."
"No thank you, baby girl. I haven't gotten my dick sucked like that in a long time." Sara had done very well indeed. If the other girls were anything like Ashley, then it seemed like Sara had practically set up a slut factory on the other side of campus.
Ashley fixed her shirt and touched up her makeup before turning to leave.
"Oh." Ashley said, suddenly remembering. "What about my extra credit?"
He chuckled. "I think for being such a good white ally, I could add, say, 15 points to your last test. Just be sure to do your assignments and study for your next test. I can't do everything for you." He zipped up his pants and reached for a glass of water.
Ashley positively gushed she was so happy. 15 extra points would make her last test into a C.
"Oh, thank you professor. That's a big help and for sure, I'll remember to study extra hard for the next test."
"It's the least I can do for helping an old man out with his circulation. Be sure to stop by again and help an old man out sometime."
After Sara's milk shake and helping out Professor Johnson with his circulation, Ashley was feeling a lot better about her situation. Her anxiety about Josh had faded to the background for the moment. Helping out such a kindly old man had made her feel better about herself. Plus, she didn't have to worry about her calculus grade either.
"Sure! I'd love to help you out another time."
****
Winston P Johnson was sitting outside the office door waiting to go to lunch with his father. He had seen the door closed when he'd arrived and had almost immediately put his headphones in to wait. He knew his father had office hours but found it a little unusual that his office door was closed. Such things simply weren't done nowadays.



Even over the sound of his music, he heard the click of his father's door unlocking. He looked up and gazed upon a beautiful blond vision of a girl. Winston swore that she could have come straight from the cover of a "Playboy" magazine or maybe a "Blacked" video. She had perfect blond hair, blue eyes and big tits. Exactly the type of unattainable cheerleader-esk white girl that geeky guys like him drooled over. She's a fucking angel, he thought.
"Oh hello." Ashley said in a friendly way.
"Ah hi." Winston said rubbing the back of his neck.
"Are you waiting for the professor? I think you can go in now. I'm done meeting his Johnson, I mean," she stumbled over her words, "I'm done with my meeting with Professor Johnson."
"Are you one of his students?"
"Yep. Professor Johnson is such a great professor. He provides just LOADS of information to his students. I'm very satisfied with his instruction. Are you in his Calculus, too?"
"No, I'm in a higher math class. I'm pretty good, you know, I get all A's. I'm actually a TA for another calculus professor." He said rubbing his neck and trying not to stare at her tits in her tight blouse. He was bragging and he didn't know why. It wasn't like a girl like her was going to be interested in a guy like him.
"Really!?!" Ashley was so excited she grabbed his hands and held them in front of her chest, while she looked at him with excitement. Winston's fingers brushed up against the girl's shirt. "I've been having just the hardest time with Calculus since coming to college. Back in high school my boyfriend would always tutor me."
"S-so you have a boyfriend then?" He asked masking his disappointment.
"Yeah. Well, it's like, a long-distance thing. He goes to school two states over." She said
"I see." Winston said dejected.
Ashley didn't seem to hear the disappointment in his voice, she was far too excited at the prospect of getting tutored in calculus. "Could we maybe exchange digits and discuss tutoring me sometime?"
"I don't know..." Winston said, thinking of his massive school workload.
"Pleeesse, I could really use the help."
"But." Winston started but was interrupted.
"I would be really grateful. Like, really grateful." Ashley said with a hint of suggestion in her voice.
Ashley's looks and personality could barrel through any resistance when she wanted to. Guys like Winston were really powerless to resist being pulled into her orbit when she wanted something.
"OK. Sure. I guess, I'd be up for that." Winston agreed.
Ashley practically jumped for joy, causing her breasts to joggle in her shirt again. Winston really wasn't sure what he'd just gotten himself into but the thought of seeing the busty blond again excited him to no end. They exchanged numbers. Winston's number went straight into her phone. She immediately texted him to give him her number.
"Well, it's good to meet you, Winston." Ashley gave him a dazzling smile that made Winston's stomach drop in excitement.
"Yeah, you too." He said in a whisper.
After they exchanged numbers, Ashley left. Winston was left staring at the phone in his hand. He had gotten a text from a real-life girl. He stared at Ashley name. He thought she looked like an Ashley. He then stared at the text underneath, complete with little heart next to her message and wondered how he of all people had managed to get such a hot girl's number. Even if she did have a boyfriend.
Ashley was even hornier than ever when she left Professor Johnson's office. She'd had that beautiful black cock in her hands and still hadn't managed to get off. It didn't seem fair at all. She huffed in annoyance. She suffered through lunch and the rest of her classes for the day. It only got worse as the day progressed. Every black man she passed brought back images of her white pussy getting ploughed by black meat. By the time she was on her way back to her dorm she could hardly stand it. She was like a rabbit in heat.
She went back to her dorm room to work on her calculus homework but couldn't manage to concentrate. The aching in her loins just couldn't be ignored. She thought about grabbing her black dildo to get off but then thought about what Sara had said. She needed to take the initiative and be proactive in her education if she wanted to get an A in Sara's course. Ashley could really use an A to help balance out her GPA, plus she really needed to get fucked. Like, really needed to get fucked. Her toy just wasn't going to do it for her. It certainly hadn't last night. What she really needed was a hard throbbing black cock.
Ashley pulled out her phone, her finger hovered over Jean Claude's contact icon before a different face popped into her mind. That Winston guy was awfully cute in a geeky kind of way. In fact, he reminded her a lot of Josh. Sweet and shy and awkward around girls. She scrolled through her contacts until she found his name and tapped on the icon.
"Wanna fuck." Ashley typed before blushing hard at her boldness. She shook her head and deleted the text. "Wanna study." Hitting send before her brain could finish processing what she had just done.
The reply came back fast, too fast. "What tonight, aren't you tired from all your classes?"
That's super sweet of him, she thought. She started to text a reply and then stopped. She thought back on her conversation with Sara and thought she knew what she was talking about. Everything that had happened over the past six weeks had been forced on her in one way or another. She knew if she wanted to get more than a middling grade in African Studies, she would have to show conviction and take the initiative herself. Ashley came up with an idea. She took a selfie and sent it to Winston.
"I'm all alone tonight and could use some help studying."
Back in his own dorm room Winston stared at the image of the blond bomb shell and didn't know what to do. He wiped his sweating hands on his jeans. He didn't recognize the number at first. The odds of such a pretty girl texting him were so low that he hadn't bothered adding the number into his contacts. Yet here he was staring at a selfie she had just sent as a way of saying hello. He started to a type a response with shaking fingers, stopped and deleted what he had just written.
His roommate, Tyrel Stiff Junior had put down his game controller and was staring at his geeky roommate's strange behavior. Getting up he snatched the phone out of Winston's hand and looked at the messages.
"Damn. What's a fine piece of ass like that doing texting you?" He immediately recognized Ashley from the laundry room and got an idea.
"Hey give it back." Winston got up and tried to swipe the phone out of his roommate's hand. The much taller Tyrel just held the phone out of his reach.
"Look at the big dick on Winston, scoring some of the nicest white pussy, on campus. How the hell'd you manage that?"
"It's not like that, she has a boyfriend, she's just looking for a calculus tutor." Winston said.
"Nah her boyfriend is probably white. That doesn't really count. I bet she's looking for some of that big fat black cock." Tyrel said.
"Look just give me my phone back." Winston pleaded.
Tyrel turned his back on Winston a quickly typed out a response for his socially inept roommate. It was the least he could do for his childhood friend. He also sent himself Ashley's number for future reference.
"Well, I don't know about calculus but you're going to be tutoring her in something in an hour and a half. She's expecting you." He winked at his roommate and laughed.
"Asshole, what'd you do that for!?!" Winston said with a hint of panic in his voice.
Tyrell tossed the phone back to Winston who barely managed to catch in before it hit the ground. Sure enough, there was Tyrel's text offering Winston's services in tutoring Ashley and her response with a smiley face, her room number and a time.
"Just looking out for ya roomie. Just be careful with that one. She looks like she's into some kinky shit."
"You think?" Winston asked.
Winston had never been more scared and nervous in his life. He was going over to a girl's dorm room. His hands shook as he read over the message a second time.
Tyrell laughed harder. "Trust me, I know her type when I see it."
****
Winston raised his hand to knock at Ashley's door, lost is nerve and was half way to the elevator when he turned back around.
This is ridiculous, he thought, I'm just tutoring her. She was a boyfriend and I'm...well me. Nothing is going to happen. He finally went over to the door and knocked. Ashley opened the door wearing a thin silk camisole top and a small pair of boy short. Ashley's version of casual around the dorm clothing.
Winston was at a loss for words as he drank in the sight of Ashley's body. The thin silk top clearly showed off her nipples sticking through the fabric. The neck line scooped down dangerously and combined with the spaghetti straps, gave the appearance that her whole upper chest was naked. Her boy shorts, although casual, showed off a lot of camel toe and emphasized the fact that Ashley wasn't wearing any underwear.
"Hey Winston!" She pulled him into a hug before he had time to process what was happening.
"H-hi." Was all he could manage.
"Thanks for coming." She said.
She turned around and walked towards the desk on the other side of the room. Winston just stood there and admired how her boy shorts clung to her ass like a second skin. He came back to himself before he managed to embarrass himself and his thin arms swung the door closed behind them. Neither of them noticed the lack of a click from the door as they sat down at Ashley desk. He kicked his shoes off and joined Ashley at her desk as she pulled out her text book.
"Where did you want to start?" Winston asked.
"Can we go over my last test first?"
The sexual tension was there immediately. Ashley was proud of herself for how much actual work they got done when all she wanted was to jump his bones. They went over her last test, problem by problem before moving on to her current homework. African Studies might be ending but it was still the middle of the semester for the rest of her classes. Winston turned out to be just as knowledgeable as she suspected he would be.
"I don't get it," Winston said, "a few of these answers should be right. All the work is correct, the final answer is just off by a number. See here. This 9 should be a 1. In fact, it kind of looks like the 9 was written over a 1."
Ashley sighed. "I know. I'm such an airhead. Thank God Professor Johnson let me do some extra credit to get my grades up."
"Well let's go through them so you get them right on the next exam." Winston said perplexed.
He would correct one of her math problems and explain what she had done wrong. Ashley looked at him intently, taking in the knowledge he was trying to impart on her. For Winston it was the first time he had held a woman's attention so thoroughly. His heart beat widely in his chest as he attempted to keep his focus.
"I get it now!" Ashley said excitedly. "You're such a great teacher."
In her excitement she threw her arms around Winston's neck and gave him a big hug and pressed her double DD's into his chest. Winston acted embarrassed and tried to shy away. Ashley smiled like a cat looking at an adorable mouse.
"You're not very good with girls, are you?" She asked sweetly.
"Well, I mean, I guess I haven't met the right one yet."
"Mumm. So, lets change that." She purred.
"B-but...." Winston stuttered. "Well, I know you have a boyfriend."
"I do, sorry. Dating me is out of the question. That doesn't mean I can't help you out in other ways though."
The insinuation of that statement completely flew over Winston's head. Ashley thought of her final for class and got an idea. "Here give me your phone, let's take a picture."
"Wait a second." He said hesitantly.
"Oh hush. Let me tell you something about women, Winston. If women see that you're getting female attention, they'll want to know what they're missing. The key to getting a woman is to already have one."
"How does that make any sense?" Winston said.
"Oh, you do have a lot to learn." She giggled. "Come here."
"I really don't think..."
"Oh, don't be a stick in the mud, here."
Ashley grabbed his phone and quickly pointed it at his face to unlock it before opening up his camera app. She put an arm around Winston's chest and pulled herself in for a side hug. She snapped a picture that was suggestive but still considered appropriate. She then pulled down her already low neckline to the point where it barely covered her nipples, exposing her generous décolletage. She pulled Winston head down until he was practically buried in her cleavage and snapped another picture.
She logged into Winston's Instagram app and found a pitiful number of posts. A few selfies, landscape shots of the sunset and a few pictures of what appeared to be meetings of the chess club. Boring, she thought. She uploaded the more modest picture to his social media and texted herself the more risqué photo. She was in a public relationship after all and posts on social media could get out of hand quickly. What Ashley failed to notice was that, while her breasts weren't visible in the shot, neither was her blouse. Her low-cut top was just out of shot and combined with the spaghetti straps and the dim light of the room, made her look topless in the photo.
Ashley could see the excitement, verging on panic on Winston's face. He had no idea what to do with her. He simply lacked the experience to draw upon when dealing with a girl like her in his room. She found it incredibly adorable. He really did remind her of Josh. It took him a month to draw up the courage to hold her hand when they were walking to class back in high school.
Ashley stretched her lithe body like a cat. Her blouse rose up reveling her spade piercing to her nerdy companion. Ashley caught him staring, a coy smile forming on her face.
Winston saw the piercing and his eyes practically bugged out of his head. His brain momentarily overrode his little head long enough to form a conclusion. Does that mean what I think it means? He thought. He was about to ask but then lost his nerve.
"We should get back to studying or we won't finish." He said.
Ashley ignored his comment entirely. She was hoping he would comment on her piercing, he clearly knew what it meant but was too shy to take the initiative. That was OK, she had experience dealing with socially awkward men. They were too polite to be rude, so all you really had to do was push a little.
"Winston, do you think I'm pretty?" She asked playfully.
"We ah, really should get back to work." He diverted his eyes and tried to change the subject.
"You don't think I'm pretty?" She asked teasingly.
"N-no of course I do. You're gorgeous. It's just that...." He trailed off. The homework was done. They didn't actually have anything to do, he was just scared.
"What part of me do you think is pretty?" She probed.
"I ah. I r-really like your hair. Is it real?"
"Are you asking if the curtains match the drapes?" She raised an eyebrow.
"What!?! No, I was just asking..."
Ashley giggled, clearly teasing him. She leaned over and ran her hand across the material of his jeans and felt the hardening and rather impressive black girth contained within its depths. She gave it a little squeeze and said in a sultry voice, "They would, if I had any drapes to match them to. Is that really the only thing you find pretty about me?"
Holy shit this girl was something, Winston thought. "I also like your b-breasts."
"Thank you, they're real and wonderful." Ashley felt the size of his hardening black cock and came to a conclusion. He was a black boy after all, she thought. "I don't think this guy here wants to study anymore."
Ashley knew she would have to take the first step with someone like Winston and possibly the second and third steps as well. She leaned in and gave him a chaste kiss on the lips. Winston was in shock. He stood frozen on the spot, his posture stiffening.
"You've been such a big help; I feel like you deserve a reward."
"A ah r-reward?" He stammered.
She leaned in and gave him a second kiss and this time he awkwardly kissed back. "I saw you admiring my breasts earlier. Why don't I take this silly little top off and give you a closer look?"
Winston could only nod in return, his eyes boring a hole in Ashley's silk top.
Ashley reached down and grabbed the helm of her top, pulling the material up and over her breasts. Her gravity defying tits popped into view. Two milky globes of college white girl perfection.
Winston inhaled sharply; his eyes transfixed on what he was seeing. Like most boys his age, he had grown up in an era of internet porn. He had seen thousands of tit pics online. They had nothing on the real thing. He couldn't look away.
"Wow." He breathed.
He was so shy, Ashley thought, she'd have to take the next step for him as well. "Why don't you touch them, Winston. Take your reward for being such a big help."
He cupped them in his hands, runny his black hands over the milky complexion. He squeezed them slightly as he felt the weight in his hands. His thumb ran over one of her pink nipples and Ashley gave off a breathy moan.
"Oh. You've done this before."
He rapidly shook his head. He certainly had never done this before and certainly not with a girl like her. His father's position as a professor meant that he had gone to school at the private school on Plantation Hill, North of campus. The girls of his high school didn't want anything to do with a nerdy black youth like Winston. He wasn't exactly a football player and this was still the South after all.
"It must be instinctive then. Black men always seem to know how to handle a woman."
"So ah, that belly button ring then...."
"Do you like it? It's my favorite pendent in the whole wide world."
"Does it mean what I think it means?" Winston asked hesitantly.
Ashley smiled mischievously. "And what does it mean Winston?"
"That you ah.... That you like...." He couldn't bring himself to finish the sentence."
"Black cock?" She asked innocently.
Winston nodded, his mouth dry and unwilling to corporate.
"Oh, I do Winston, I really do. Black cock is the best!" Ashley reached out and cupped his hardening erection in her hands. "And it feels like you have an impressive one to show me."
"Oh yeah?" His pitch had risen, his throat as dry as his nerves. Despite his excitement he had to fight the urge to flee in terror. These sorts of things simply didn't happen to him and he was way over his head.
"It doesn't seem fair that I'm the only one with my shirt off."
Winston couldn't quite follow the logic of that statement but his little head though it made perfect sense. Ashley leaned in and kissed him again, this time longer. Her fingers played with the top button of his shirt as their kiss dragged on. When it ended, Ashley looked Winston in the eyes, amusement in her eyes and a question on her face.
"Well, I guess that's fair."
His excitement was overruling any nerves he was feeling in the moment. Ashley kissed him again as she undid the first button. She lowered her mouth and rained kisses down his neck as she undid another button. Her mouth reached his chest as she undid another. Her tongue and lips then traced a trail down his chest and abs, following her fingers as she undid one button after another.
When she reached his belt line, she looked up at him and smiled. Ashley ran her hands over his abdomen, looking at the contrast in their skin tones. Winston wasn't overly muscular. You could tell that he didn't really workout. Still his body was thin and firm with the type of default muscle that all black men seemed to be born with.



She lowered herself to her knees as Winston's legs naturally parted for her. Her hands ran over the material of his jeans once again, briefly stroking the shaft under the material before coyly playing with his belt buckle.
"Do you have something for me?" She said hungerly.
Winston nodded eagerly. She leaned down and kissed the front of her pants without breaking eye contact. Her fingers undid the clasp on his belt.
Ashley playfully bit the bulge in his pants between her teeth as she pulled the zipper down. Winston helped her lower his pants to the floor.
The outline of his cock was much more pronounced now that his pants were out of the way. She sucked on it through the thin cotton material. She left a wet spot on his boxers. Winston's cock strained against the material, dying to get out.
"This little guy looks like he wants to come out and play. Can I play with him, Winston?"
Holy fuck, Winston thought. All he could manage was a nod.
Ashley ran her hand up his leg and into his shorts. She grasped the shaft with her bare hand for the first time.
"Oh, maybe not so little after all. Let's ditch those boxers so we can get better acquainted."
"Um."
She slowly jerked the shaft as she bit down on his waistband with her teeth and played with it. She pulled it away from his body before allowing it to snap back.
"Ok." Winston said simply. Too in shock to come up with anything else.
Winston's boxer shorts soon joined his pants in a pile by the door. Ashley was now face to face with the object of her desire, a beautiful black cock. In fact, it looked a lot similar to Professor Johnson's cock now that she through about it. Not quite as long as others she had and not quite as thick as others but very respectable for a black man. Certainly much bigger than Josh's dick.
She gripped the base of the black shaft with one hand, while the other hand fondled two of the biggest balls she had ever seen. Ashley began by running her soft lips lightly up the whole length of his shaft from base to tip. Winston's skin tingled from her hot breath
The first pearls of precum came out of the tip. It dribbled down his vertical shaft and began to wet Ashley's hand. She had never seen so much precum. She swore that Winston was going to let out more precum then Josh let out when he came for real. She couldn't look away. Those balls are really going to fill me up, she thought.
Ashley smiled, "what a beautiful cock."
She kissed the tip and tasted his precum. Winston felt Ashley's wet lips for the first time. Just a chaste kiss on the head and a swipe of her tongue to lick up the flood of precum. Both of them were unaware that this made the second generation of black cock that she had sucked in one day.
"Tell me what you want Winston." Ashley demanded.
"I want you...to suck." He practically gasped the words out.
"You want this white slut to suck your Big Black Cock?"
"I would never call you that." He breathed heavily.
"Oh, but that's what I am Winston. I'm a huge white slut for Big Black Cock."
"Still...."
"Say it Winston or we can stop right here. Tell me what you want me to do."
"Suck my..." Winston started.
"Suck my what, Winston?" Ashley asked coyly.
"My Black Cock...." She leaned in and gave the shaft another kiss of encouragement, teasing out the words from the overwhelmed nerd.
"You...." Ashley continued his sentence.
"Suck my Black Cock you white slut." He blabbed out all at once.
"Yes sir." She smiled.
Winston's head fell back in pleasure as Ashley expertly worked his black meat into her mouth. He could feel the undulations of her tongue on his shaft, the heavy suction as she didn't so much as take his cock into her mouth as she sucked it in with pure suction.
"Holy fuck."
She bobbed her head in his lap for several minutes. Pausing only to run her velvety tongue up the shaft or slap his meat against her cheek. She was putting on a show, a feast for the eyes as much as it was a simple blowjob. Her hands were never idle, running up and down his thighs or kneading his balls with her palms.
She started to practice her deep throat, pushing more and of his shaft into her mouth. When his cock head reached the back of her throat, she swallowed and forced it down her throat. She took more and more with every attempt. When her nose was finally buried in his public hair, she made eye contact with him and winked. She stayed down as long as she could, forcing her head forward before finally coming off his cock completely with a gasp. A string of saliva still connected the tip of his cock to her lips.
"Fuck me." Winston breathed.
She sucked in great breaths of air causing her chest to rise and fall. She squeezed the engorged shaft with her fingers. "So soon?"
"Well, it's not fair that you've still got your shorts on." His confidence was rising or maybe he just didn't give a shit anymore.
Ashley laughed and stood up. Turning around, she tousled her blond hair and made a show of turning around and presenting her backside to him. "That's true."
Man, she has a nice ass, Winston thought. It was heart shaped and bigger than your average white girl had any right to have.
She took a step away and slowly bent at the waist while pulling the shorts over her perfect bubble butt and then down her shapely legs. When the tiny shorts were pooled at her feet, Ashley spun around and kicked the shorts at Winston.
The boy shorts landed on his face and Winston briefly smelled Ashley's arousal for him. He frantically grasped at the shorts that were covering his eyes and managed to pull them away from his eyes just in time to see Ashley crawl onto the bed. He saw her pussy lids for the first time as she crawled away from him and confirmed that she was shaved just like she'd said she was.
Ashley felt a small pang of doubt as she laid down on her dorm bed. It wasn't a marital bed by any means, but still, the only man she had ever shared it with was Josh on a weekend visit. Her melancholy only lasted a moment as Sara's shake worked its magic on her. She wanted it. The effects of the shake were just smoothing out her worries. She lowered herself to her stomach before rolling over onto her back. She made eye contact with Winston as she lewdly spread her legs in invitation. Feet down on the bed, knees up.
"Won't you come join me on the bed Winston. I'm feeling lonely."
He was out of his chair in an instant, eagerly climbing on the bed. His massive black cock swung between his legs as he climbed between her legs. Ashley laughed at his excitement. He was like an over excited puppy. This cock ended up resting on Ashley tummy as she pulled him down for another kiss, their tongues exploring each other's mouths now. All pretext of hesitation were swept away on a wave of lust and desire. His weight settled on her and pushed his cock into her skin. Ashley could feel the outline and got a feel for how far it extended up her body and was reminded just how deep he would reach inside of her.
"I'm feeling horny Winston. Would you like to have sex with me?"
"I'd love to."
Winston was obviously inexperience. This black cock missed her entrance not once but three times, rubbing up against his clit and teasing her mercilessly. They kissed again as Ashley felt for the erection to give him a hand. She rubbed the head along her wet slit before lining him up with her tunnel. God she was so wet for him. She really was a slut for black cock now.
Ashley left his shaft in Winston's capable hands, poised at the entrance to her womanhood. He hesitated for only a moment. She could see it in eyes as his lust for her finally overcame his trepidation. She moaned as she felt the wight of his body begin to push his dark manhood into her welcoming embrace.
It was a little easier this time. She wasn't quite as tight as with Jean Claude or maybe her body was just more inviting. She was certainly wet enough to welcome another black man into her tight white pussy. Winston's sizable black cock slowly slid into the warm velvet grasp of her pink peddles and Ashley threw her head back in a gasp.
"Fuck. You have no idea how much I want you." She breathed. Or any black cock for that manner.
Ashley linked her ankles behind Winston's back and drew him even deeper inside of her. A feeling of completion settled over her. Her longing of the last two days was released with a purr of pleasure. She felt his wight finally settle on top of her, their privates locked in a union of racial matrimony and just reparations. She reached up grabbed the sides of Winston's face. Their lips were suddenly locked in passionate kiss, tongues exploring each other as their privates linked them as one.
"Are you OK?" Winston asked.
There was a gentleness in Winston that Ashley found endearing. A kindness that felt familiar yet totally different. This feels right, she thought.
"Yes. I'm fine. How is it?"
"You feel incredible." He beamed at her. Good, she thought, he seems to be happy with me.
"Well, I'm glad you're enjoying my body. You seem like such an anxious person. Let me sooth your worries away with my body." Ashley said.
"You want me to take it slow?" Winston asked.
So sweet, she thought. "No. Fuck me, Winston. Take me how you want me. You deserve this."
Ashley kept her wrists linked around his neck and her ankles crossed around his hips as Winston began to fuck her. He was tender with her anyway, taking his time working his black cock up to speed.
"You're fucking me so good!" She said between slapping sound of their bodies coming together. She complimented the nerdy teen. Winston felt his confidence swell at Ashley words of encouragement. She thought he had on such a cute look of pleasure on his face. Mouth slightly open, glasses bouncing ever so slightly with every thrust.
He continued to fuck her until they both tipped over the edge and came together. Ashley had a toe-curling orgasm that was far more intimate than she was expecting, where Winston still couldn't come to terms with the fact that he was in bed with such a beautiful woman. He can a frightening amount of sperm into her womb. Ashley could feel it running onto the bed under them. When they both came down from their high, they laughed and kiss long and deep again. He reached down and captured one of her breasts in his mouth, sucking the hard nub of her nipple.
"Wow." He said.
"Wow is right. That's a lot of cum." Ashley commented.
"Sorry, do you have another set of sheets?"
Ashley laughed at his awkward concern. "That's alright, your seed is right where it belongs. In me. Did you enjoy yourself."
"You're amazing." He said in awe.
"You're not so bad yourself, mister. I would ask if you're done but I can already feel this guy hardening again."
It was true. Winston's black cock, still tucked inside of Ashley's pussy was already hardening again although it had never really gone soft in the first place. Even half hard it filled her more than any white boy could. Not that she expected him to be done after one go. He was too young and black to be done already.
"With a beautiful woman like you I'll be ready to go again in no time."
Ashley laughed. "Switch with me then. Let me ride you."
Ashley straddled him once Winston had taken her place on the bed. She quickly lined him up with her sex again and braced herself for what was coming. Once the head was in, gravity did all the world. The unforgiving natural force conspiring to once again to fill her white pussy with black cock. His cock, well lubricated from their previous fucking slid back into her without much fuss. Her mouth opened as she felt herself fall until she sat in his lap, his entire cock buried inside her.
"Oh, I don't think I'll ever loosen up enough for that not to feel mind blowing."
She raised herself up several inches and let gravity and her own body weight slowly thrust Winston's cock into her womb again. She did it again only faster, until she got into a rhythm. She bounced on the big black cock like a good little snow bunny, her blond hair flying behind her. Winston laid back with his hands behind his back and just watched.
"You're. Making. Me. Do. All. The. Work." She grunted with each bounce of her lily-white ass. She laughed and leaned forward, capturing his lips in a kiss. She stayed parallel to his body and started to work his cock from a different angle. Ashley's nipples rubbed up against his chest as she moved herself along his body, sending shivers of pleasure through her nipples and down her spine.
When she started to tire, Winston grabbed a handful of her white ass with each hand and started to piston his cock into her from below. All she could was put her hands on his chest and take it. Neither of them noticed movement behind them. Ashley jumped with panic when she felt a second set of hands on her hips.
"Easy girl. Just thought I'd join the party. Ashley looked behind her just as Winston moved to look past her. The extra stimulation caused Ashley's eyes to roll into the back of her head as she gasped. Tyrel Jr. was already feeling up Ashley rear while he wiggled out of his jeans.
"Junior?" Ashley said at the same time that Winston said. "Tyrel?"
"The one the only." Not only had they not heard him come in but he was already almost naked and climbing onto the bed. Ashley looked hesitantly at the erect black cock swinging between his legs.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" Ashley was nervous. This was only her second black cock and here Tyrel was expecting to be her third.
"Just came to get what you owe me. You sent me home with blue balls little girl, remember?."
"Wait," she said defensively, "fuck you, I sucked your sock and swallowed your cum."
"Yeah," he said cheerily, "and now I'm going to check off another one of your holes. Da white ass. It's the black cock bingo."
"Hey man, wait your turn. You can have her after I'm done." Winston said.
"Winston, not helping." She hissed.
Tyrel completely ignored Ashley and addressed Winston. "Nah, this one's a freak. She wants the two for one special even if she says she don't."
"Oh no I don't. I'm not that experienced yet. That thing would rip me apart." Ashley tried to sound reasonable. "Winston's right, you can fuck me when he's done." That seemed fair, Ashley thought.
"Nah, you'll be fine and there's no time like the present." Tyrel said.
Tyrel pushed her head forward into Winston's chest, causing her ass to spread out further. He steadied her hips with his hands. Ashley felt his cock head brush up against her rose bud and she had an immediate reaction.
"No fucking way! Backdoor is off limits."
Like before, Tyrel Jr ignored her and spat on her cock head for lubrication. He pushed his head against the opening and Ashley inhaled deeply.
"OW! That hurts you dick." She yelled.
She put her hands on Winston's chest and tried to push herself off, away from the pain. Winston's cock pulled a few inches out of her as she tried to pull herself off of him. Tyrel grabbed one of her arms in his vice like grips and held it suspended away from her. Winston surprised Ashley by doing the same with her other hand. He held one of her wrists with one hand and put his other hand on Ashley's hip to steady her. She slipped back down in shaft until he was all the way inside of her again. His roommate put his other hand on Ashley's shoulder to give himself leverage.
"FUCKERS!" He pushed again and Ashley screamed in pain. "Nightstand, nightstand!"
The two men made eye contact over her shoulder and Tyrel shrugged. Winston reached over and pulled open the battered drawer of her goodwill bought, college nightstand. Inside was Ashley's vibrator, a huge black dildo, a magazine with an interracial theme and finally a bottle of lube. He laughed at the contents of the drawer and passed Tyrel the bottle of lube. Tyrel laughed too; he wasn't sure if he had ever seen such a huge BBC slut in his life. He used it to lube up his swollen cock. He used his cock head to apply lubricant to Ashley's asshole. He pushed again and this time the resistance gave way and the head moved passed the ring of her sphincter. Ashley gasped from the pain.
"Are you OK, Ashley?" Winston asked.
So sweet, she thought hazily. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just go slow."
"There you go. See she likes it, you're about to have a religious experience slut. Now put your hands on the headboard and fucking keep them there." Tyrell commanded.
"OK." Ashley said.
Ashley submissively followed the instructions of her black lovers. She gripped her wooden headboard for all it was worth and steeled herself for what was coming. Despite her sudden fear at being fucked in the ass by Tyrel's monster, surrendering her twin holes to the men seemed right. Just like with Jean Claude, she did kind of feel bad about not fucking Tyrel when he and his friend and wanted her in the laundry room. She understood now that they had a right to use her white pussy. Tyrel put his hands on her hips and thrust forward. Several inches disappeared into her orifice. There was pain, so much of pain, but it was dissipating now. Replaced with a pleasure that she had never experience before. She was an anal virgin. Not even Josh had fucked her back there.
"God! I'm so full." Ashley said.
"You know you want it. You're going to be a good whore and take this dick, right?" Tyrel asked.
Winston could see the sheen of sweat on her face. The pinched, pained expression on her face. But he could also see other things displayed on her pretty white face. Lust. She was practically panting with excitement and depth of her eyes her could see a kind of submissive acceptance.
"Yes." She breathed.
"Then take it." Tyrel barked.
Her body was getting used to the invader in her ass and starting to respond. He pulled back and thrusted a few more inches inside of her. That fragile balancing act of pleasure and pain tilted towards pleasure and Ashley moaned. Seeing that Ashley was OK, Winston joined in and started to fuck her pussy again with slow thrusts. The two men had their way with her holes. With Winston already fucking her and Tyrel fighting to bury his cock in her stomach. All Ashley could do was grip the headboard and hold on for dear life.
"Fuck! You're both so big." She screamed.
Was this agony or ecstasy? Ashley couldn't tell but she stopped fighting and lost herself in what she was feeling, balanced on the knife edge of conflicting sensations and emotions.
"That's it, white bitch. Don't fight it. This ass now belongs to black men too." Tyrel said.
"It does." She said.
With one last push Tyrel bottomed out in her ass. She now had two black cocks inside of her and was filled to the brim with black cock. Ashley had never felt so full. She didn't think it was possible to take so much cock at once.
"Fuck, you could have asked." She said breathing hard.
Tyrel slapped Ashley's ass hard, causing her muscles to spasm around their shafts.
"That's what happens when you tease a black man. Next time remember that when you tell me no." Tyrel said.
"I get it. I'm sorry." She pleaded.
He slapped her ass again. "Good now hold on tight. We going to use your holes for the only thing they're worth. Pleasuring black cock. Isn't that right Winston?
"That's right." He said calmly. "You know you want it."
"Yes. I do. Fuck me." Ashley said.
Winston was actually already fucking her; all be it slowly. Feeling the insides of Ashley's pussy as she struggled to take Tyrel's cock had been a treat. Her muscles had flexed and pulsated around his cock as if her tunnel was trying to milk his cock of cum. He now needed to fuck her again.
He scooted down the bed slightly to win himself some room on the crowded bed and then used his hips to start thrusting faster. Tyrel held her hips in a vise like grip and started to thrust forward. He wasn't gentle about it and the delicate balancing act of pleasure and pain momentarily tipped back over to pain until another wave of pleasure hit her. He started to really fuck her ass now. It was a good thing she didn't have to do anything. It was all Ashley could do just to grip the headboard and hold on as the two black men used her holes for all they were worth.



"Fuck, hear it comes." Winston said.
This was not Winston's first time coming. He didn't last as long as Tyrel. He buried his length inside of her and came hard for the second time. Ashley lost her strength as another orgasm hit her and Winston let her fall onto his chest. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head and brain went blank with the enormity of what her body was going through. He wrapped his arms her and hugged her, his softening tool still buried inside of her pussy.
"So good..." She breathed.
Tyrel meanwhile used the new angle to pound Ashley's ass with wild abandon. He thrusted his black cock in and out of her, taking the time to randomly slap her ass as he went. Winston felt the drool on her shoulder as the white girl's mouth was perpetually open in pleasure. He felt her pussy tighten around him several times as she came over and over.
What a slut she is to be getting so much pleasure from getting fucked in her ass. She might look like an angel but this girl is a dirty whore to her very core. He thought.
Tyrel finally came inside Ashley's ass several minutes later and Winston could feel Ashley tighten up as she came again from the invader. Her body tensed and quivered as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. One orgasm bleeding into another until she was left with a constant O face of pure rapture.
"Next time I bet you won't say no to me bitch." Tyrel said with some heat in his voice.
Tyrel pulled out of her first and used Ashley's own shirt to wipe his cock on. Winston pushed Ashley off of him and she rolled over onto her back, finally releasing Winston's cock in the process. Ashley laid on her back and just gasped for air, her breasts heaving for all to see. She was completely out of it, eyes glazed over and mouth hanging open. The sheets were damp with sweat and a growing puddle of cum was leaking out onto the bed.
"She's a goddess." Winston breathed.
"Nah, she's just a white slut." Tyrel said.
Tyrell reached forward and slapped Ashley's tits several times. Leaving deep red marks on her pale skin and causing small noises of pleasure or possibly discomfort from the comatose girl.
"Fuck I think we broke her." Tyrel laughed.
"Is she really, OK?" Winston asked.
"She's fine. Aren't you girl?" Tyrel asked.
"Lov--." Ashley mumbled.
"What was that?" Winston asked.
"Love black cock." She mumbled.
Tyrel laughed. "Yeah, it loves you too, white slut."
"I am." Was all Ashley could mumble.
"See, she's fine. She just got everything she wanted. White sluts need black inches to be happy. Why wouldn't she be fine?" Tyrel said.
"I see." Winston said lamely.
"What do you say after getting fucked by a black man, slut?" Tyrel slapped her tits a couple of times to emphasize the question.
"Thank you for giving me so much black cock, sirs." Ashley grabbed her breasts and squeezed them as she answered.
Both men laughed. This girl was something else. A slutly little gift from God to Black men. Ashley just lay there as they collected their clothes, too out of it to say anything. Her blond hair was matted to her forehead with sweat. Her legs were spread wide, showing off her abused pussy and ass. A dribble of seed continued to pour out of her. She finally came to as they were putting on their clothes.
"What do you think roomie, should we leave the door open and let another brother know that there's some slightly used white pussy here for the taking." Tyrel asked.
"Nah, let her sleep. Tomorrow's a new day and all that. I'm sure we'll be back." They moved towards the door.
"Wait." She groaned.
The men stopped and looked at the mess of a girl on the bed. "Damn girl, you need more?" Tyrel asked.
"I need a picture for the final exam for class." Winston looked confused but Tyrel just looked amused. This girl is so deep she can't see the fucking sky anymore, he thought.
"Please," she pleaded, "I need an A."
"Sure, baby girl. Since we're such nice guys we'd be happy to help you out."
"Thank You. I really appreciate it." Both men chuckled at this.
Ashley laid back down. After some direction from Tyrel, Ashley raised her phone in the air. A cock laid across her collar bone, another poked her in the cheek. A black hand cupped each of her breasts. Ashley snapped a selfie. Then she turned her head and kissed the cock poking her in the cheek and took another photo.
When the boys had left, she took a full body shot of herself. She sent the photos to Sara's cell phone and told her she had completed the optional final exam. She didn't have long to wait for a reply.
Sara: >A student? I was expecting pictures with Professor Johnson. This is your final, tell me everything.
So, he did tell her about their little office hours visit, then. Ashley's finger flew over the keyboard as she told her professor the story. Meeting Winston after sucking off Professor Johnson and taking the initiative in initiating sex in her dorm room. How Tyrel joined them for a 3 way and how she had lost her anal virginity.
Sara: >Excellent Ashley. Servicing three black cocks in one day is the type of commitment I was looking for. Plus, a different black cock in each hole makes you a real 3-hole black slut. One more thing and I'd say you passed my course with flying colors.
Oh god, Ashley thought, what now? She was so damn tired.
Ashley: >What is it? She texted back
Sara: >Post those pictures to the class forum and I'd say you get a big old fat A+
Ashley: >Class forum?
Sara: >Consider it a resource for finding black cock :)
A link popped up along with a username and password.
Username: AshleyBBCPrincess
Password: ************
Ashley clicked the link and found a generic internet homepage. All she could see was the Dred Scott University logo, the course name and a place to log in. She used the log in information and found herself on a standard looking internet forum page. The first section of the site was all generic internet stuff. There were links such as: General Discussion, Campus Life, Off topic, movies, music.
The next section all had to do with black culture and history. There were links for Class Discussion, Black History, Black Culture, Black Lives Matter and Interracial Dating.
That last link peaked Ashley interest but she still didn't really understand what Sara wanted. That was until she got to the part of the forum that delt directly with class. Under a sub-section labeled "Class Snow Bunnies," there was a series of links with the names of each girl in class.
Ashley clicked on Kim's link as it was the first one that she recognized and scrolled down to a random part of the page. One of Kim's photos showed her naked except for her glasses which were coated in cum. She posed as if she was trying to clean them as a nude black man in the background giving her a smug smile. She was clearly in the library as shelves full of books could be seen in the background. There were posts under the picture with comments.

>Little chink slut knows how to take a black cock.
>God damn, how does it fit in such a tight little body.
>I don't care how small her chest is. Imagine how tight she must be.
>There's no way the library is closed. She dying to be caught by some black security guard.
The older woman, Emily's page seemed to take place mostly inside a house. An upper-class house if she was any judge. A house that Ashley suspected was her own. If anything, it was more popular than Kim's. There were images of her wearing nothing but an apron serving two black men at a kitchen table or answering the door wearing nothing at all. There was a video of her bouncing on the cock of a man sitting on a leather couch. There was a picture of her on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor while a black man admired her sizable ass. But the video everyone seemed to be commenting on didn't seem to be anything special to Ashley at first. It simply showed Emily having missionary sex with a black man in a bed. That was until Ashley looked past the action on the bed.

>Nothing hotter than a white woman getting fucked in her own marital bed.
>Damn listen to her moan.
>That's it cuck, jerk your little pecker. That's the only pussy you deserve.
Cuck? Ashley thought. She gasped when she saw the white man sitting in the back ground watching Emily. She didn't know what "cuck" meant but she found herself watching the entire video. It must have been her husband. She couldn't help but think of Josh watching her taking a black cock. The thought made her heart hammer in her chest. Josh, watching her and approving of her actions. Maybe even taking part himself. It was everything she wanted. She was suddenly turned on again and wished that the boys hadn't left. She rubbed herself to orgasm while watching Emily getting fucked in her own bed.
She went back to some of the other pictures and couldn't believe what she saw. Her husband was present a lot. There were several pictures similar to the video. Sexual situations where her husband could be seen in the background. One picture showed Emily getting fucked by three black men by the side of the pool. Her husband could be seen in the background, cleaning the pool with a skimmer. Ashley thought he was naked at first. After zooming in on the image, she saw that there appeared to be some sort of pink plastic encircling his cock.
"Oh my." She said.
She scrolled further down, knowing what she would find but still not believing it and then there she was. Ashley clicked on her own name as fast as she could. The first post showed her class photos. Her year book photo with her in black hair, followed by her summer bikini pictures showing off her blond hair. What followed those pictures was a long discussion, several weeks old, involving who thought her proto-goth look was hotter than her blond cheerleader look and an even longer discussion about what the men wanted to do with her if given the chance.
"Horny bastards." She said.
Ashley scrolled down. It was all there. Pictures of her showing her compliance with the grooming standard. A clip of her watching her "Introduction to Interracial Sex video" in her underwear. Disturbingly she noted that the video had been filmed using her own webcam on her laptop. Then there were all the pictures taken during her photo shoot, including the NSFW pictures and even some video from a camera she hadn't noticed at the time.
She scrolled down even further. There were a couple of pictures that were obviously from Darius in the Gym and then a long video clip of her on her knees in the Training booth. There was even some grainy video from a security camera in the laundry room. By far the most popular post was her in Sara's office getting fucked by Jean Claude. There were no pictures but there were several different camera angles that had caught everything.
Ashley's mouth dropped open in shock. Sara had her entire office wired for video and sound. She'd had an audience and didn't even know it. She read some of the posts under the video clip:

>Fuck look at her take it all.
>I got to get me some of that.
>Look at her tits shake with each thrust.
>White whore was made for black cock.

Ashley clicked on the video and listened to herself screaming in pleasure as Jean Claude fucked her brains out. She heard Jean Claude calling her a "white whore" and heard herself begging to be fucked. It was all overwhelming. No wonder all the men in class stared when they entered the class room. They had seen her naked less than a week into class and had watched her taking black cock all semester.
Suddenly feeling very naughty, she remembered what Sara had told her to do. Ashley bit her lip and clicked reply button on the thread. She typed: >Hi boys! ;) and uploaded the pictures. She threw her phone on the bed next to her. Now completely exhausted, she lay naked on her bed and gazed at the ceiling, cum drying on her skin. The rapid buzzing sound of notifications from people replying to her message was the only sound in the room.
"A resource for finding black cock." Ashley repeated the words. Isn't that what Sara had said?
God, what am I becoming? She thought. She drifted off to sleep with the image of Josh jerking his dick in the corner while she took the biggest blackest cocks she could imagine.
She loved it and he loved it. There were no problems between them and everything was right with the world.
A girl had to have fantasies.
** Fin Book 1**
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Michael Donovan sat with a drink in his hand. All but anonymous in the packed room of rowdy men.
This wasn't his normal scene. The pounded bass was giving him a headache and he was more than a little uncomfortable. The room was dim and loud. Claustrophobic even as the crowd pressed in towards the stage. Crude conversations and comments from rough looking men were everywhere. Yet there was also an excitement in the air that he found electric and Michael was intent on performing his assigned task.
A spotlight fired up, illuminating the polished steel pole and the red curtain behind it. A new song started playing and cut in on the babble of voices around him.
"Now the moment you've all been waiting for," the announcer blared, "our own favorite college coed, Lola Heartbreaker!"
The curtain parted and a vision of a young woman strutted out onto stage to the cacophonous roar of the crowd. Michael stood up, his drink abandoned and found himself caught up in the mob of men as they moved towards the stage.
He recognizing the young woman immediately.
Lola was young and lithe. Possessing the body of a dancer and the naturally pretty face of a model. She acted the part too, strutting to the edge of the stage like a runway model showing off the latest fashion. The click of the red high heels audible over the sound of the music. Only instead of a five-thousand-dollar dress, she was dressed in a red bra and panty set, complete with the typical stripper garter belt for collecting her dues.
Lola surveyed the room. She ran her fingers through her blonde hair, flashing a dazzling smile towards her patrons as her body slowly moved to the music. Excitement filled the air. Her body moved with a fluid grace as she danced up and down the edge of the stage, tantalizing her customers with her sexy body. Finally, she turned and faced the pole.
Michael was expecting her to jump straight into her routine. Instead, she lifted her hand and ran it down the length of the metal rod. Bending down she showed her heart shaped ass to the captivated spectators, giving them the full effect of her full moon. Her thong panties leaving little to the imagination. Lola played with the stripper pole with delicate fingers like she was teasing a favored lover. She did a full circuit around the pole, biting her lip as her fingers grazing the metal.
Gracefully, she wrapped one leg around the pole and started a slow spin around the stage. Her body arched, every muscle taut and expressive in the raw lighting of the spotlight. Her blonde hair brushed across the wooden stage. Every eye on in the room stared at the young woman. Boring holes in her being. Every man's fantasy made manifest before them. Shouts were heard and more than a few crude comments were directed at her expense. If she heard them, she had the grace to ignore them.
When she'd completed her spin, her abs flexed and she was suddenly vertical, climbing the pole with an effortless elegance. With a powerful twist of her hips, she launched herself into another flawless spin at the top of the pole. An intricate display of athleticism and seduction that had Michael leaning forward to get a closer look.
With a fluid motion, she spun downwards, her hair cascading around her like a silken curtain. Lola flipped upside down suddenly. She gripped the bar with her hands now, behind her back and released her legs from around the hard metal. Her legs pointed at the ceiling and slowly opened into a T pose that exposed her panty covered mound to the crowd.
Men around him cheered. Michael resisted the urge and just watched the show.
Just as quickly as she had moved into the impressive athletic feat, she had moved again and recovered from it. Flipping around and climbing again. Now parallel with the bar, she reached behind her supple body and unhooked her bra. Lola slid up and down the pole, her body undulated with rhythm of the music. The movement of the fabric giving hints of the naked flesh underneath.
She leaned forward and licked the metal of the pole like a cock, smiling like she enjoyed every minute of her performance. For all Michael knew, she did. The song sped up. Lola spun around the pole again, faster this time as if challenging everyone to keep an eye on her tits as she moved.
The woman went through her set with a practiced motion. She almost looked like she was in a trance. A seductive smile on her pretty face as the energy in the room grew.
When her spin stopped, she perched on the top of the pole, catching her breath. Then her legs gracefully wrapped around the bar and she flipped upside down again, the pole tight between her legs. Lola let the bra fall to the floor, revealing her naked breasts for the first time.
The crowd roared in approval.
No sooner had she exposed her breast than she slid off the pole entirely and melted onto her knees on the stage. She whipped her head forward, her blonde locks cascading down her chest and once again hiding her breasts from her ramp audience.
Lola giveth and Lola taketh away.
She arched her body causing her nipples to peak out from under the blonde hair. She rolled her hips expertly, showing off her tight stomach and smooth flesh to the crowd. The glitter covering her body caught the light and sparkled like starlight in the darkened room. Her hands ran down her body until they were nestled between her thighs. Her thumbs hooked into the straps of her thong. Playing with the material and teasing the crowd with glimpses of blonde bush and her notably wet sex.
A natural blonde or a very dedicated stripper, Michael thought and she seemed to be enjoying this. Promising.
The crowd strained to get a better look at her hard nipples as they peaked out from under the screen of blonde hair flowing over her shoulders. The men and a few women began to throw bills onto the stage, trying to entice her to come closer to the edge, within reach. Lola eagerly complied. She crawled across the stage towards the crowd before stopping and rising to her knees again.
Lola grabbed a handful of bills and made them rain down over her, cascading over her naked body. Thrusting her hips out, she let fumbling fingers reach out and paw at her figure. Pushing bills into her thong and garter belt. Trying to cop a feel of her tight body.
She fell to her hands and knees again and made eye contact with Michael. His heart skipped a beat as they shared a moment of intimacy. He reached out with a fifty-dollar bill in his hand. Lola smiled at him and opened her sensual lips gripping the bill with her teeth. Michael smiled back, enraptured with the young woman.
Lola turned away from him then, directing carefully seductive looks at the other men around the stage. Carefully emptying wallets and college funds with her beauty.
Michael could have sworn the show had just started but just like that it was over. Glancing at his phone, he realized that several minutes had passed. The last few bills were collected from the stage as the song ended. Lola finally stood up and turned to leave the stage. Groans of disappointment filled the air. Shouts of "encore" were directed at her. Lola ignored them and walked back towards the red curtain, rolling her hips the whole way. With one last look over her shoulder, Lola threw the audience a kiss before she sauntered her way through the curtain and out of sight. Michael regained his seat, slightly stunned.
"You need another drink, sugar?" The Ebony cocktail waitress asked.
"What?" Michael asked, short of breath.
The black woman smiled at him knowingly. "She's good, I know. I asked if you wanted another drink?"
"No thank you, I've got everything I need." He told her.
Michael picked up his briefcase and pulled a file out. Paperclipped to the front of the packet of papers was a picture of a familiar blonde girl, taken from her social media accounts. Michael pulled out an expensive Mont Blanc pen and made a note in the margins of the paper.
****
MIT grad student Celeste Hart hurried across the yellowing grass of Hockfield Court, blurry eyed and visibly tired. She was wearing jeans and an MIT sweatshirt. Her blonde hair was up in a messy ponytail. Leaves crunched under foot as she walked. Celeste checked the time on her phone and cursed for what must have been the hundredth time in the last hour.
Fuck, she thought and hastened her steps.
Her destination in sight, she entered the Koch Biology Building and stepped into the marble lobby.
"Late again, Celeste." Margeret said, looking down from the receptionist desk directly in front of the glass doors.
Celeste winced at being spotted. The severe older woman didn't like Celeste and had made that point perfectly clear on innumerable occasions.
"Good morning, Margeret." Celeste forced a smile without breaking stride towards the stairway. "Yeah, grading papers went late last night."
"Sure." Margeret said, not believing a word of it. "And it's technically afternoon honey."
Bitch, Celeste thought as she entered the stairwell. She took the stairs two at a time. More in a rush now with her destination so close.
Celeste hit the bar on the steel door coming out on the fourth floor and immediately turned right towards a hallway filled with offices. Just in time to see Professor Thorne coming out of his office laughing. Her spirits brightened to see that he was in a good mood. Maybe he wouldn't be too pissed that she had overslept and missed the entire lecture that she was supposed to be a TA for. The professor spotted her at once.
"Ah Celeste, good good. Just the woman I was looking for." The Professor said.
White haired, with a tweed coat and a stack of papers perpetually in his chalk-stained fingers. Professor Thorne was a pillar of the institution and also her boss.
"Professor Thorne, I'm so sorry for being late." She said out of breath.
"Nonsense, your timing is impeccable. There's someone I want you to meet."
A nondescript business man exited the Professor's office. His black suit and bland tie would blend in anywhere in Boston. Celeste extended her hand automatically, made eye contact with the man and went pale as a ghost. The man took her hand, a spark of recognition passed between them and her ice blue eyes widened.
Shit! Celeste thought.
"This is Michael Donovan, an old friend." Her professor said by way of introduction.
Michael smirked as the blonde woman was suddenly tongue tied, still holding his hand. The professor had apparently noticed the awkward exchange. Celeste saw it in the quizzical tilt of his head. He was wondering what the story was. Too late to play it off now. She couldn't just pretend that this was their first time meeting. It was obvious they had. Luckily for her, Michael saved her from saying something stupid.
"Hello again." Michael said.
"Ah, you two have met, wonderful." The Professor said.
"Just in passing around campus." Michael said mildly. "Good to see you again."
"You too." She said casually, as if his fifty-dollar bill wasn't currently residing in her purse. She released his hand and looked down, suddenly embarrassed.
"Celeste here is one of my best teachers' assistants and a brilliant young mind." Professor Thorne said beaming.
"Excellent, you must have an aptitude for your work." Michael said smiling.
Celeste looked up at him and gave him a look, guessing at his hidden meaning.
"We were just about to head out for a bit of brunch. Why don't you join us." Professor Thorne said.
"Actually professor, I really need to get started grading-" Celeste started.
"Oh nonsense, it can wait. Us old men need a little feminine company around." The Professor said smiling.
"Speak for yourself, Albert. I'm certainly not an old man." Michael said back.
"Oh, that hair dye doesn't fool me one-bit, Michael. I seem to remember some gray around the temples the last time we met." The professor gesturing at his own thinning white hair.
"You've got me there." Michael said.
"Come along Celeste, you'll bring the average age down considerably with your presence." Thorne said.
"Okay." She said, failing to think of a better excuse.
They took the elevator down instead of the stairs. Margeret gave the group a huff of annoyance at the sight of Celeste smiling at something Professor Thorne had said, not five minutes after she had rushed in. Celeste stuck her tongue out at the older woman as they left.
****
Michael and the Professor chatted like old friends catching up after a long absence as they walked through campus. Students hurried to their destinations without giving them a second glance. The October air was chilly and she was glad that she had chosen to grab a sweatshirt in her mad dash to leave the apartment. Celeste walked a step behind them. Clearly the odd woman out but also quite happy that she'd skirted getting in trouble for being so late to school.
"You're going to love this place Michael, it's my favorite little hole in the wall." Professor Thorne said.
"I'm looking forward to it." Michael said. He glanced at Celeste. "Have you eaten, Celeste?"
"Haven't had the chance yet." Celeste said honestly. Her stomach had been growling since she'd left her apartment but she hadn't really been in a position to grab anything on the way.
"Perfect." Professor Thorne said.
The group passed the last campus building and crossed the busy street beyond. It was only a few blocks over that they found "The Breakfast Nook." A local joint nestled in a tasteful little shopping district. They sat down at a table next to the window and Celeste finally decided to interject herself into the conversation.
"What do you do for a living Mr. Donovan?" She asked.
"Oh, didn't I tell you? How rude of me." The Professor said.
"I'm a physicist by education and a manager by occupation." Michael answered.
"He's being modest." Professor Thorne said. "Michael works in the space industry."
"Really?" She asked.
"Have you ever heard of Astro Corp?" Michael asked.
Who hadn't heard of Astro Corp? They were only the biggest thing in space flight. Celeste owned a hoodie with their logo on it. She had classmates that were in school for the sole chance to maybe earn a seat to Ares Haven, the Martian base.
"They're a private space flight company." She said.
Michael smiled at Celeste, suspecting that she knew a whole lot more about his company than she was letting on. He decided to match her casual demeanor.
"I do a bit of work with them." Michael said casually.
"Michael is the head of Mars Operations for Astro Corp." Professor Thorne said.
Celeste's eyebrows rose practically to her hairline. She mentally upgraded the man from Professor Thorne's old friend to an extremely important figure in the space industry. There were students on campus who would have killed to be sitting in her seat in that moment. Maybe she could bum an acquaintance out of her professor and slip him her research paper on Mars colonization. She shook the idea away, not wanting to spoil the mood.
"So, how do you two know each other then?" Celeste asked.
"I helped design the initial biology lab for Ares Haven. Back when NASA and the other international space agencies were first setting up shop." Thorne said.
That would have been over a decade earlier when the first humans had set foot on Mars and hoisted a flag on the red planet for the first time.
"I didn't know that about you." Celeste said. "So, what brings you to Boston? You're a long way from Texas just to have brunch with an old friend."
"Business. There's an astronaut candidate that I wanted to interview. Hopefully today." He said smiling at her.
Lucky man, she thought. Celeste wondered which of her colleges at the university was about to have the most important interview of their life. The waitress arrived with menus, neatly interrupting the conversation. Celeste ordered half the menu or so it seemed like. Before long their food arrived.
The pair of men chatted casually for a long time while they ate. Celeste, famished, eagerly dug into her Belgian waffles, intent on listening while the men got caught up with each other's lives. Celeste practically coated her breakfast in syrup and butter. Just the way she liked it.
"My dear, you're going to get diabetes with that much sugar." The Professor said.
Celeste chewing said, "I need the carbs. Winter is coming."
Of the pair, only Michael seemed to get the joke.
"Oh, to be young again, I'd put on ten pounds eating that." Thorne said.
"Looks like you already have." Michael said, ribbing the old professor.
Professor Thorne laughed. "Speak for yourself, old boy."
Celeste couldn't see it. Michael Donovan seemed like he was in perfectly good shape for a middle-aged business man. Handsome with light brown hair and obviously expensive clothing. If he wasn't married already, Celeste was sure he had no problems in that particular department.
"I'll stop eating good food when my metabolism slows like you two." She said, earning a laugh from both of them.
Only the sound of utensils on plates filled the space while everyone settled into eating. When they had finished, plates were pushed away and the older men started to discuss something that didn't interest her. Celeste enjoyed a cup of coffee, greedily absorbing the needed caffeine. The pair spoke like old friends and Celeste added to the conversation where she could. Slowly the conversation wound down over the course of the next half an hour. Finally, Professor Thorne looked at his watch.
"Well, I think that will do it for me, I need to get to my next class." He said.
"I'll get the check if you have to run." Michael said.
"Only if you let me get dinner before you leave for Texas." The Professor said.
"You got it. It's been good to see you." Michael said.
"You as well." Thorne said.
Celeste moved to get up too. Intent on following the professor back to campus.
"Stick around Celeste, I'd like to talk to you about something before you go back to class." Michael said.
"Okay." She said, a little bewildered.
She settled back down in her seat. Professor Thorne leaned down and whispered to Celeste before leaving, his hand paternally on her shoulder.
"Try not to be late to the afternoon class." Throne said to her with a wink.
Celeste flashed him a guilty smile. "Of course not, Professor."
The atmosphere changed as soon as Professor Thorne left. Michael was looking at her curiously. Celeste stared back; her chin propped up on her palm. She looked at him, not as an old friend of her employer but as the man who had put a fifty-dollar bill between her teeth the night before.
"You been enjoying the city's nightlife while you're here, Mr. Donovan?"
Michael laughed. "Straight to the point, I like that. I apologize if I gave you a start earlier, I wasn't expecting you to recognize me from the club."
"More surprised than startled. I normally try and keep those areas of my life separate as much as possible."
"Now that I believe. To be honest, strip clubs aren't normally my thing but I had a purpose being there last night."
"Oh, I'm sure" she said rolling her eyes "and what would that reason be, may I ask?"
"You." He said, taking a sip of his juice.
"Me? Do you normally find yourself stalking young college girls around town?"
"I prefer the term, researching."



"Researching?" She asked, puzzled.
Michael Donovan pulled out a file from his briefcase and set it on the table. He flipped the folder open and Celeste looked visibly surprised to see here own picture staring back at her.
"What is this?" She asked.
"A job interview of a sort."
What the actual fuck, she thought.
"I would have dressed for the occasion if I had known that." She said, suddenly nervous.
"Informal is good. It's a very unique position."
"Ookaay." She said, drawing the word out.
"Relax." He said all smiles. "I'd like to have a chat with you about your future."
Michael looked down at the file for effect but he didn't actually need to read it. He knew everything there was to know about Celeste Hart.
"Your area of study at Boston College before transferring to MIT was is in Sociology with an emphasis on issues affecting urban populations. Is that right?"
"You know a lot about me." Celeste said, visibly straitening her posture in response to the formal question.
"My employer has paid a lot of money to know a lot about you." He corrected.
That gave her pause, a more serious tone entering her voice.
"Yes, that's correct."
"You find that work interesting?"
"I've always enjoyed studying complex systems. Group dynamics in sociology is a fascinating topic."
"And when you transferred to MIT you started studying Astrobiology?"
"Correct."
"Big change from Sociology to Astrobiology."
"Space is exciting. The great endeavor of time and all that."
"That's good to hear, space flight is a bit of a specialty of mine." He said smiling.
Celeste smiled back. "I've heard. So, that astronaut candidate you wanted to interview? Someone I know?"
That was the question she had really been expecting from him. The one she was still kind of expecting. Inside dirt on one of her peers before their big interview. What he said next shocked her.
"I don't want to waste your time. I know you have places to be. So, I'll be perfectly honest with you, Celeste. I'm looking for a uniquely qualified individual for my company's Mars mission and I think you fit the bill."
"Me?" Celeste asked in disbelief. "Go to Mars?"
"Sure. Why not?" He said casually.
"You're crazy."
"Crazy is good. It's a bit of a crazy position."
"Surely you have better candidates than little old me." She said.
"Not really, no. Would you like me to explain the position?" He offered, piquing her interest.
"I'm listening."
Michael pulled a job posting from the folder and put it in front of her. Celeste looked down and started reading.

Department of Interpersonal Relations
Job Title: Interpersonal Wellness Specialist
Location: Ares Haven Mars Colony
Job Summary: As an Interpersonal Wellness Specialist, you will play a vital role in enhancing the emotional and social well-being of colony members in support of science operations on the Ares Haven Mars Mission. A successful candidate will provide services with a focus on interpersonal relationships, emotional support, and enhancing human experiences in a challenging extraterrestrial environment. This position requires a unique blend of empathy, communication skills, and sensitivity.
Key Responsibilities:
Provide companionship and emotional support to colonists, promoting mental well-being in a high-stress environment.
Engage in open and respectful dialogue about personal needs, boundaries, and desires.
Collaborate with the Department of Interpersonal Relations to develop programs that enhance social cohesion and emotional health within the colony.
Maintain strict confidentiality and professionalism while fostering trust and rapport with colonists.
Participate in social events, dinners, and business outings to create a supportive atmosphere among colony residents.
Stay informed about the psychological effects of isolation and adjust services to address emerging needs.
Qualifications:
Applicants must be in peak physical condition.
Excellent interpersonal and communication skills.
Background in psychology, sociology, or a related field preferred.
Ability to navigate diverse cultural perspectives and individual needs.
Commitment to maintaining ethical standards and professionalism.
Working Conditions:
Flexible hours to accommodate colonist's needs.
A safe, confidential, and respectful environment.
Opportunities to choose assignments based on personal availability and comfort level.
Application Process: Interested candidates should submit a resume and a brief statement of intent outlining their approach to interpersonal wellness in a Martian context.

"Companionship?" She said slowly. Easily reading through the lines of corporate jargon.
"With our employees on Mars, yes." Michael said, gauging her reaction.
A sinking suspicion settled in the bottom of her stomach.
"You're offering me a job to be an escort on Mars." She said, visibly bristling at the implication.
"You're interviewing for a job as an Interpersonal Wellness Specialist." He said carefully.
"Escort," she said again, "you can't be fucking serious?"
Michael winced at her reaction. He'd been expecting it.
"Straight to the point again, I see."
There was suddenly a dangerous edge to her voice. "Is this come kind of prank? Are my colleagues waiting around the corner to jump out and laugh at my expense?"
"I'm not a recruiter, Celeste. Nor is this a joke. I'm a senior project manager at a multibillion-dollar aerospace company. It's a rather delicate situation we're trying to head off on Mars. A situation I think you can help with. I flew out here just to talk to you. That should tell you just how serious I am."
Celeste's mumbled a non-response. Her work at the club at been exposed to the school as a whole the previous semester when pictures of her had found their way onto social media. Big scandal. Hearings with school officials. Questions about her character. She'd had to private all of her social media and almost had to leave school because of it. It was only the intervention of Professor Thorne that had kept her from being run out of the biology department. She'd been approached by more than a few men in the time since who wanted to fuck the MIT stripper. For someone like Celeste, who took pride in her intelligence and being taken seriously, it had been a complete nightmare.
"You think because I'm an MIT student and a stripper that I would be the perfect candidate for this position?"
"It had occurred to me, yes."
"And this position would entail...sex?" Celeste asked, reading through the lines again.
"You've done that sort of thing before haven't you? I've been led to believe that it's quite common in your profession."
"I'm a grad student." She said bluntly. "That's my profession."
Michael held up his hands in surrender. "A grad student that moonlights at a gentleman's club, it must be said."
"As a second job. For extra money. For my studies."
"A job that grants you unique qualities as a candidate." He said trying to lighten the mood.
Celeste grumbled at his description of her. Her worst insecurities laid bare before a complete stranger.
"Yes, I've done it." She said, quietly.
"Wonderful." He said, a little too loudly.
A few eyes from the other tables looked over at them.
"Will you keep your fucking voice down!" Celeste hissed.
"Sorry, sorry. My apologies." Michael said quickly.
"I'm not a whore." She said, quietly. Celeste turned inward on herself. Suddenly looking much younger.
"Didn't say you were but you do enjoy your work, don't you? You seemed to be enjoying your time on stage last night?
Michael thought that he may have overplayed his hand. Celeste said nothing in response to the question. She seemed suddenly deep in thought. A silence settled in between them that was broken only by the waitress bringing the check over. When she left, Michael finally spoke.
"Winter break starts next week, doesn't it?"
"Yes." She said, wondering where he was going with this.
"Like I said, it's an interview, not a job offer and I'd like to take you to the second stage of the interview process."
This had all gone on long enough, Celeste thought.
"Look, Mr. Donovan." She started.
"Michael." He said.
"Okay, Michael. I don't know what you've heard about me, but..."
Michael pulled a thick envelope out of his pocket, neatly cutting off what she had been about to say. He handed it to her. Celeste looked puzzled as she took the envelope. Then her eyes bulged out of her head upon getting a look at the contents.
"Ten thousand dollars and a plane ticket. Come down to Astro Base and get a behind the scenes tour. We'll perform some medical tests to ensure you qualify for candidacy. Then if you're interested, we can talk about your future."
"And if I'm not interested?" She asked, staring at the money.
Michael shrugged. "That money is yours as long as you get on the plane.
It was a lot of money. Celeste could cut back on her time at the club and focus on her studies for the rest of the semester. She could stop being late to school and wearing on Professor Thorne's patience.
She bit her lip. "I'll think about it."
Michael seemed happy as he drew a business card out of his pocket and handed it to her.
"Please do. We would love to have you. "
"I'll think about it." She said again, making sure he wasn't reading too much into her words.
"I'll get the bill. I look forward to hearing from you." He said.
Michael reached for the black check holder containing the bill between them on the table. Celeste grabbed it out of his hand before he could.
"No please, allow me. You've paid me a lot of money in the last 24 hours."
Celeste pulled the fifty-dollar bill from her wallet and tucked it next to the bill for their meal. Michael watched, amused as she took the envelope with her. Celeste said nothing else as she left him behind.
****
Celeste was in a daze for the rest of the day. Her mind filled with thoughts of her conversation with Michael fucking Donovan. The man who had turned her entire life upside down with an easy smile. She hardly heard a word of Professor Thorne's afternoon lecture. Hardly heard any of the questions directed her way by his undergraduate students about the upcoming research paper due before winter break. She'd walked around in shock for the rest of the day. Trying to process what had just happened.
Her apartment had been cold when she arrived home later that evening. Celeste set her backpack down against the wall and plopped her keys down on the counter. In contrast to her luxurious breakfast, dinner was a Hungry man TV dinner eaten in front of her computer.
Familiar feelings of loneliness settled in during the quiet of the evening. Celeste hadn't had a boyfriend in over two years. Men not generally taken with dating a woman that stripped off her clothes for money. Especially not the kind of men she would be interested in. It was her work at the club that had ended her last real relationship. Then, thanks to the scandal she'd had to question the motivations of every man that had spoken to her since.
Celeste sat down in front of her battered coffee table and set out a stack of tests that needed to be graded. She got through two before her attention wandered yet again to the conversation from that morning.
Yes, she had done sex work before. Enjoyed it even. It was the yin and yang of her personality. The highly intelligent grad student that needed to be respected by her peers and the sensual young woman that enjoyed sex more than anything.
Fuck, she thought. Unable to look at another test.
She grabbed the envelope from her purse and spread the money across the table. God it was a lot of money. Like everything in America, money meant options and she could do a lot with ten thousand dollars. A part of her wanted to get on the plane for that reason alone. But there was more to it than that. A trip down to Astro Base wouldn't be a vacation, it would be a job interview. A prospective job offer she was still trying to wrap her head around.
Mars, she thought, her mind racing.
The planet that had held her fascination for so long was now seemingly within reach. Celeste looked up at the poster on her wall showing the red planet. There was a 3D printed model of Astro Ship below it on the shelf. Now she had the potential opportunity to ride one for real. Out into space. Would it really be so bad? It was a once in a lifetime chance to walk on another planet. A chance she would likely never get again. What would it really cost her?
Her dignity, she thought. No that was bullshit and she knew it. She wasn't ashamed of her dancing. She enjoyed it. Enjoyed it a lot, even.
Her reputation? No, not that either. The man that had leaked her pictures had taken that from her. She wasn't naïve, she knew the internet was forever. She'd searched for her own name in the months that followed the scandal. Lola Heartbreaker would be with her forever now. It would come up in every search a prospective employer would ever do on her.
Then what was stopping her?
Childhood dreams returned in a rush of memories. Celeste had been that girl that wanted to be an astronaut as a child. She remembered watching the deorbit of the International Space Station live when she was 11. She'd held a party with the science club in high school when the first man had walked on Mars five years later. Now she had the opportunity to join history.
She held the plane ticket in one hand and Michael fucking Donovan's business card in the other. Astronaut Celeste Hart, she thought. She could make the scandal dogging her search history a foot note in her life. Move past it.
Or create a whole new one if she wasn't careful, she thought.
"Mars." She said out loud to the empty apartment. Considering her options.
****
It was with more than a little trepidation that Celeste walked out of security at McAllen International Airport the following week. Michael had seemed giddy as a school boy when she had called him and told him she would come down for a tour.
A bored looking intern waited for her in the airport. He was easy to spot. Mid-twenties, he was dressed in tan slacks and a black polo shirt that had the Astro Corp logo on the front. He also held a tablet in his hand with her name displayed on the screen, which helped.
The man was looking down as she approached. He held the tablet in one hand rested against his chest. The other hand held his phone which he was absentmindedly scrolling though. He hadn't spotted her yet.
Celeste paused on the marble floor of the terminal suddenly unsure. Her blue roller bag was held in one hand behind her. Technically Celeste had honored the letter of the agreement, if not the spirit. She had gotten on the plane and come to Texas. She could turn away and board another plane home. Putting this whole crazy idea behind her. Instead, she walked towards an uncertain future.
Mars, she thought.
The man looked up at the sound of her footsteps and did a double take upon seeing her. Celeste had dressed casually for the flight in a pair of capri shorts and a t-shirt. Her blonde hair was up in a messy bun but still, the sight of her immediately filled the man's attention. He looked at her up and down for a moment, as if this wondering why this beautiful woman was looking at him. The reason seemed to occur to him.
"Celeste Hart?" He asked.
"Yep." Celeste said.
"The, ah, astronaut candidate?" He asked, unsurely.
"That's me." Celeste said sunnily.
What came out of his mouth next was the kind of awkward gibberish like only a young man tongue tied around a beautiful woman could manage. His brain and tongue struggling for an instant to get on the same page. He swallowed and composed himself before speaking again.
"I'm Frank Thompson. I'll be your ride to Astro Base. Welcome to Texas." He said at last.
"Thank You." She said.
"Um, this way." He said, awkwardly.
The pair exited the building and approached a polished black car. Back in customer service mode, Frank loaded her luggage into the trunk and even opened the door for Celeste. He climbed into the single long compartment of the car's interior behind her. He hit a few buttons on a touch screen display and sat with his back towards the roadway as the computer powered up the vehicle. The electric motors sped them away almost silently, the navigation system already calculating their route to Astro Base.
"I'm sorry, I wasn't trying to be rude. You just weren't what I was expecting." He said honestly.
"It's fine."
Most astronauts were older, Celeste knew. An occupational hazard of increased radiation exposure in deep space. Even with modern radiation shielding it was prudent to send older people into space. They simply had less time to develop health conditions associated with the trip off world.
"Where are you from?" Frank asked.
"Boston. I work at MIT."
"Oh, what do you specialize in?"
Student, occasional stripper, she thought. Celeste smiled at her dirty little secret. The real reason she was here. A part of her wanted to tell him all about her job offer. If only to see his shocked expression at that particular piece of information.
"Astrobiology." She said simply.
That made more sense, Frank thought. When he'd been told he was going to be picking up someone important from the airport that morning, Frank hadn't been sure what to expect. His experiences with picking up important people at the airport had run the gambit. Astronaut candidates, senators, wealthy investors and visiting technical experts. He was glad he hadn't voiced his other theory as to why one the executives had him picking up a pretty young woman at the airport.
"You in town long?" Frank asked.
"A day, maybe more. Who can say." She answered.
An odd answer but an honest one, even if it further bewildered Frank.
"Well, the trip will take about an hour. Our launch facilities are on the coast and they kind of need to be out in the boonies for obvious reasons."
Celeste nodded; her own internet research having told her as much.
"Feel free to sync your phone to the entertainment system and play music or surf the net. The car has an excellent connection to the Astro Link satellite internet. The password is "Astro11."
"It's fine. I'd rather raw dog the trip."
A slow, heated blush spread across the man's face at the innuendo. Celeste laughed.
"Enjoy the view." She clarified.
"Right, well we'll be there in about an hour." He said quickly.
Celeste stared out the window as the view slowly changed from a city of multistory buildings to the suburban sprawl of the suburbs and finally to the rural country side. She slid the window down and let the cool sea breeze wash over her face as the ocean came into view. Her travel companion had been quiet since the automated car had left the airport. Although she could sense the occasional glances he directed her way.
"There it is." He said at last, pointing out of the front window.
She saw the launch complex long before they reached the security checkpoint at the entrance. The mammoth launch towers stood like colossal beasts over the coastal landscape and the nature preserve that surrounded Astro Base.
They turned onto a private street and Celeste saw the massive sign adorning the entrance to the facility. The sign she had been seeing in news reports for years.
WELCOME TO ASTRO BASE. GATEWAY TO MARS.
Frank scanned his company ID badge up against a reader next to the gate and Celeste had to flash her driver's license to the gate guard before they were finally allowed access to the facility.
"We'll drop off your luggage in your room and then." He trailed off, looking down at what looked like an email on the tablet in his hands. "That can't be right."



"What can't be right?" She asked.
"It says you're to be met by Michael Donovan himself."
Michael fucking Donovan, she thought.
"It says he has your itinerary for the day." He said.
"Oh Michael," Celeste said at the man's expense, "yes, he's an old friend. We had brunch just last week."
Frank looked at her oddly, wondering who this woman was to be on personal terms with the head of Mars operations. He was suddenly curious if his first instinct about the young woman had been correct after all and the whole astrobiology answer had just been a cover.
They dropped off her things in a company dormitory of sorts. The sign outside read, "Astronaut Training Residence." Then they set off towards the opposite side of the complex. The car twisted through a complex series of turns, past numerous buildings, collections of pipework and tanks with ominous warning stickers on their sides.
"Jesus, don't you get lost around here?" Celeste asked.
"You get used to it." Frank said.
Celeste expected that to be the end of their exchange but Frank apparently felt chatty. He looked at her suspiciously.
"You, ah, know Michael Donovan well?"
Celeste looked at him, already guessing what he thought he knew about her.
"As well as you would expect." She said. "We went to a club the last time he was in Boston and he seemed to have a great time. He's really is a wonderful conversationalist."
All half-truths but it seemed to confirm what Frank had been searching for.
Serves him right for turning her world on end, Celeste thought.
"I see." He said, shutting up again. Celeste smiled, in a playful mood after her long plane ride.
Michael met them in the parking lot of a nondescript white building. It was off of a side street in the expansive maze of the complex. Hardly unique, Celeste thought it looked indistinguishable from thousands of other such building in business parks throughout the country.
"Celeste," he waved as they exited the car, "good, you made it."
Celeste walked over, reached up and kissed Michael on the cheek. Earning her a baffled look from the man and a poignant look from Frank. Celeste pressed her lips together, suppressing a smile. As Frank left, she burst out laughing.
"You want to tell me what that was about?" Michael asked.
Celeste wiped a tear from her eye. "Oh nothing. He thinks you had him pick up an escort from the airport."
"Gee, thanks." He deadpanned. "I'm sure that rumor won't be around the whole facility by the end of the day."
"If you have your way it will be mostly true, won't it?"
He was quiet at that.
"Well Michael." She said, bouncing on the balls of her feet. "I'm here. How about that tour?"
"Later. First, we need to get through some tests."
"Some tests? How many tests?" She asked wearily.
"A few." He said cryptically.
Celeste was led through the front door of the building and into a waiting room where she stopped dead in her tracks. Before her was a solid line of doctors and nurses. All of whom seemed to be waiting for her. The rest of the rather expansive office was deserted. She was apparently the only patient for the day.
What the hell have I gotten myself into, she thought.
"Celeste, this is our team of doctors who are responsible for astronaut candidacy." Michael said by way of introduction.
"Ah, hi." She said
"Let's get her changed into a gown so we can get started." One of the female nurses said without preamble. "There will be time for introductions later."
"Sure." Celeste said uncertainly.
****
The less said about the next twelve hours the better. Celeste had never been probed and prodded so much in her life. A solid months' worth of medical exams were thoroughly crammed into a single taxing day.
She was led down a hallway away from Michael as he waved and told her to have fun. She'd flipped him off without looking back. A spartan looking woman had then stripped her naked and put her into a backless hospital gown. A plastic wrist band was attached to her wrist with her name on it. Celeste bid goodbye to her phone and clothing for the rest of the day as they were sealed into a plastic bag and taken away. The getup was finished off with a pair of grippy psych ward socks that Celeste rather liked. The kind that men tended to associate with mentally unstable crazy girls.
"Can I keep these?" She asked.
The nurse gave her an unamused look and walked out of the room.
"Touché." She said to the door.
The day started out simple enough. Celeste was asked questions about your medical history, lifestyle and other general medical questions while a nurse took her blood pressure, heart rate and other normal vital signs. Then she was given a full aeromedical physical examination, as the doctors called it. Which involved looking over every inch of her body, checking her reflexes, among other less pleasant things.
Then she was paraded from room to room where a series of interchangeable doctors waited for her. All increasing exasperated with the young woman as the day dragged on.
Again, they started off simple. Vision tests to test her visual acuity, depth perception, and color vision to ensure she could see clearly distinguish colors. An auditory assessment of her hearing. A respiratory test to test her pulmonary function and lung capacity. Then the weird shit started.
They did a full body MRI, followed by a full body x-ray and finally a full body CT scan. Celeste had gotten her first ever mammogram after that. Nothing quite like having your breasts squeezed by a medical contraption to wake you up in the morning.
Celeste had gotten the unwelcome surprise of being handed a small plastic container the first time she asked to pee.
"At least 45 milliliters for the urinalysis." The nurse had said without skipping a beat.
"Absolutely." She said, deadpan.
They were checking her kidney function; she knew but still felt a little off put by the clinical tone from the nurse after she asked where the restroom was.
After lunch which consisted of bland hospital food, she was fitted with electrodes all over her chest for the electrocardiogram to check her heart. Then Celeste found herself jogging on a treadmill with a mask over her face and a blood pressure cuff on her arm to see how her heart reacted to stress. After the physical exertion was done, it was time for the blood work, so much blood work. Vials and vials of the stuff.
"You know, if this whole space exploration thing doesn't work out you guys could make good money opening up a vampire club in New York." She said at one point.
Still, all the time she's spent being poked and prodded that day paled in comparison to the discomfort of the three hours she spent with the flight psychologist for her psychological evaluation. There was nothing quite like talking about your relationship with your mother for hours on end to perk a girl up.
The highlight of the day was still the gynecologist who seemed to want a blow by blow of everyone Celeste had ever fucked in her life.
"When was the last time you had sex?" He asked, looking down at his clipboard.
"Last week."
"Average number of sexual partners in a month?"
"Um, a lot." She said nonchalantly.
"Any sexual encounters you would consider risky?"
"I got fucked behind a Wendy's once. The night manager almost caught us in the act."
"Anal sex?"
"Like right now? Doctor, I didn't know you liked me like that. We'll need to find some lube." She said sweetly.
As if in revenge for her flippant attitude, Celeste soon found herself in stirrups for a full pelvic exam and pap smear. His fingers were cold.
All in all, Celeste was subjected to test after test after test until she felt like screaming or maybe strangling Michael fucking Donovan with his tour and his boyish smile.
Probably both.
****
Celeste sat alone on a hospital exam table. It had been a long day. She was freshly showered and wearing nothing but a robe and a pair of hospital flip flops. She'd been finally given her clothes back, although she'd been told not to put them on yet. They were neatly folded in a plastic bag at her side. Her team of doctors had slowly filtered out of the building as their respective responsibilities for the day were completed until she was left alone with her thoughts.
Michael Donovan walked in and smiled at Celeste.
"Long day." He said.
"Grueling. All I want to do is sleep."
They'd only taken two real breaks. One for lunch and one for dinner. The rest of the day had been packed with tests and questionnaires. She had arrived at the airport in the early morning and it was now dark outside.
"One last thing, I'm afraid."
Celeste groaned. "Can't it wait, it's already past 8 o'clock."
"Daxton Voss wants to meet you."
That stopped Celeste cold, her exhaustion suddenly forgotten. Daxton Voss, billionaire CEO of Astro Corp wanted to meet her.
"Really?"
"I'll need to escort you up. The top floor is restricted."
"Okay, let's go." She said, suddenly excited.
Celeste jumped off the counter and reached for her clothes.
"You won't be needing those yet."
Celeste tugged on the front of her robes, an inquisitive look on her face. Michael simply nodded.
"Robe and flip flops, you go it." She said.
They climbed into an electric golf cart of all things and sped through the abandoned streets and alleyways of Astro Base. Celeste ripped her plastic wrist band off and threw it into the darkness.
"That's littering." He said conversationally.
Celeste turned to look at him, sarcasm dripping from every word.
"Nice tour, Michael."
He winced. "Sorry I wasn't expecting everything to take so long."
"Uh huh." She didn't believe a word of it.
"If it makes you feel any better, the doctor's said you did great.
She rolled her eyes. Not believing a word of that either.
"That's me, Astro Corp's number one lab rat, Celeste Hart."
They stopped at a much nicer glass building at the front of the facility. She had passed it on the way in, she realized. Although she hadn't given it a second thought at the time. The sign outside read:
Astro Corp Headquarters
Celeste was led through a deserted office building filled with dark workstations and sleeping computers. They stopped in front of a polished steel elevator and Michael entered an access code.
"This elevator only goes one place." Michael said.
"How efficient."
The elevator opened onto an office bathed in warm light and filled with expensive furniture. Celeste entered a billionaire's office wearing nothing but a robe and a pair of plastic flip flops. Daxton Voss was on the phone as they entered. He waved to them and then turned his back and ignored them.
"Just stand right here and wait. I'll see you later." Michael whispered and showed himself out.
Maybe, Celeste thought, slightly irked that she hadn't even been offered a chair.
Voss finished his phone call and sat behind his expansive desk. He wore a suit jacket over a dark gray T-shirt. I guess you could wear what you wanted when you were one of the richest men in the world, she thought. Mid-fifties, not overly handsome. His hairline spoke of good genes or expensive plugs, Celeste couldn't tell which. Behind him was a breathtaking view of the complex through a solid glass wall. He looked her up and down for a moment before speaking.
"You follow directions well, that's good."
Celeste gave him an incredulous look.
Voss laughed. "Relax, I'm just fucking with you. Have a seat."
Celeste plopped down in the seat in front of him and kicked off her flip flops. She ran tired fingers though her blonde hair.
"Can I call you Celeste?"
"You're paying for me to be here, knock yourself out."
Voss smiled at her response and pulled out a file from his desk.
"Celeste Hart, age 25. Graduate student at MIT with degrees in Astrobiology and Sociology." Voss said.
"I'm five foot four and my measurements are 37-25-36 if you're asking."
"Impressive."
Celeste wasn't sure if he was complimenting her education or her figure.
"Thank You."
"Only child," he continued, "grew up in a small town, that's a plus. We're still waiting on some of your bloodwork to come back but my doctors don't expect any surprises. Are you enjoying Texas?"
"You're dancing around the elephant in the room?"
"Am I? Here I thought I was just making polite conversation." He said with an easy smile.
"Quite." She said.
Voss winked at her.
"Texas has been very," Celeste said thinking of the right word, "clinical so far."
Voss chuckled at that.
"I read your paper, 'Interpersonal Dynamics in Isolation: Addressing Sociological Challenges in Martian Colonization,' very intriguing."
Celeste hadn't thought anyone had read that paper.
"Thank You."
"Most of your conclusions were things we've already been researching for years, of course. It was your case study on McMurdo station that really caught my eye."
McMurdo station in Antarctica was the closest thing we had to a Mars base on Earth. Desolate, isolated with a large international team of researchers. Despite being the largest base on the continent, you couldn't even reach it for most of the year because of the weather.
"It's the best similarity on Earth that we have on the role group dynamics will play on a future Martian colony."
"Future? Ares Haven isn't already a Martian colony?" He said, obviously fishing for a response.
Celeste sighed and took the bait.
"In the strictest sense, no. It's a research base with dreams of becoming a colony."
"Very astute of you. Explain."
"Space agencies have the most stringent possible requirements when it comes to Mars candidacy. Millions of dollars in training, extensive physiological testing and assessment. Astronauts are expected to perform as a perfect team in space. Merely butting heads with another candidate is enough to get you thrown off the mission. That level of repour among candidates and due diligence on the part of space organizations won't continue into colonization, it can't."
"Why?"
"Cost to orbit is decreasing. That's the whole point, right? The window for proper Mars colonization is opening. But with the cost of putting humans into space decreasing the value of those astronauts is decreasing as well. Money spent on training and screening will decrease as the number of humans on Mars increases. It's basic economics. Ares Haven the research base might be a well-oiled machine. Ares Haven the colony won't be."
Voss nodded his head. He seemed to be considering her words carefully.
"You just succinctly summed up the catch-22 that's been on my mind for a while now. It's not just the training that will decrease. Ethical standards are bound to drop as well as outside contractors replace astronauts."
Celeste nodded.
"It will inevitably cause issues. You'll need to accept that these issues will come about and take measures to migrate them as needed." She said.
"Exactly." Voss said. "A very specific type of issue that I know you're aware of."
He leafed through her paper absentmindedly.
"The Needs of Men in Social Group Dynamics."
He read the title of the most controversial part of her paper like he was just making conversation.
"Yes." She said, w
Celeste waited to see where he was going with this. Voss looked at her levelly over his desk.
"You purposed introducing brothels into Antarctica."
Not exactly but arguing the point would be splitting hairs. What she had actually proposed was drastically increasing the number of single women on base and increasing social interaction between the sexes. But she had cited the presence of brothels in old west towns as a key feature in maintaining social order during the wild west era. So, Voss could be forgiven for thinking she was just being evasive in her paper.
"That could be one solution, yes."
"Was it your work in your other occupation that helped you come to that conclusion?" Voss asked.
That was a very polite way of asking if her work as a stripper had influenced her paper. It had but it wasn't the kind of thing you included in an academic paper.
"In a way." She said.
Voss pulled a picture out of the file. It was a picture of her in lingerie. An advertisement from the club. One of the images that had gotten her in so much trouble the semester before. Celeste's face heated immediately.
"Do you enjoy sex, Celeste?"
Here it was, the proverbial elephant in the room.
"Yes." She said honestly.
"And not just with boyfriends or lovers. Sex with strangers. Forgive me for putting it this way but you seem to have certainly proclivities towards sex work."
Celeste wondered just how much research Daxton Voss had done on her. Her work at the club was well known, her escorting wasn't. Although he was substantially correct. She did enjoy sex with strangers. There was a kind of new relationship energy whenever she went out with a new man that she enjoyed.
"Variety can be exciting. I enjoy trying new things." Celeste said.
"How would you feel about doing a little escorting on another planet? Is that something you'd be interested in?"
Celeste actually like the way he phrased the question. Daxton Voss was the first person from Astro Corp who wasn't dancing around the idea. She appreciated that about him.
"Possibly." She said slowly "I wouldn't be here if I wasn't at least a little interested but sex work on Mars? Is that really the image you want associated with your company?"
"Well, I would trust you to be discreet in your dealings with my employees. We take confidentiality very seriously."
"But still. Is that what you want? It could be a big scandal."
Voss sighed.
"I'll tell you what I want, Celeste. I want a nice stable city on the surface of Mars one day. With families, law and order, the whole shebang but we're not there yet. As you correctly point out in your paper, Ares Haven is going to a boom town for the next decade or two and that has me worried."
"Worried how?"
"We've already had issues. Nothing serious, yet, but I've got a lot of overstressed, overworked and isolated employees a long way from home. They need a way to let loose and relax every once in a while. I can't exactly send them on vacation. So, I'll need to bring the vacation to them."
Voss gave her a pointed look and Celeste squirmed in seat. Bringing a vacation to Mars? He almost managed to make the crazy idea almost sound reasonable.
"What kind of issues?" She asked to break the tension.
Voss shrugged. "A couple fights, a few incidents that got sent up to HR. It's not really what's happened that concerns me but what might happen in the future."
He gestured towards her research paper that sat on the desk between them.
"McMurdo station." Celeste said, catching his meaning.
"Exactly. That's the real scandal coming our way. Harassment, sexual assault. One woman even started to walk around McMurdo with a fucking hammer in her pocket for protection."
A predominantly male population a long way from home. Separated from family and social conventions with no real law enforcement to speak of. Made worse by governments and corporations that handled any issues be sweeping them under the rug. McMurdo had gained a reputation as being unsafe for women. The parallels with Ares Haven were clear. Voss was right to be worried.
"That kind of situation happening on Ares Haven is what keeps me up at night. It can't be allowed to happen. I won't allow it."
He said the words like a true CEO. A man that was used to bending the world to his every whim. Where every problem could be solved with money and the right influence. Who was Celeste to say he couldn't do just that?
"So prostitution?" Celeste asked, coming back to the point.
"Not as such. You'd be a salaried employee with Astro Corp. The only money that would change hands would be with the payroll department."



"So... indentured sex slave then? I would be trapped on Mars after all." She pointed out.
"Must you come up with the worst possible terminology to describe the job?"
"Just feeling you out."
"No. Complete autonomy. My employees would apply for time with you electronically. You would approve every appointment and would have complete veto power for any reason. No questions asked. I may request that you approve a particular employee but you can always say no. No quotas. No retaliation for noncompliance but I would expect you to do your job to the best of your ability. I would be trusting you in this."
"That sounds too good to be true."
"It's all in the contract and if things really go tits up, I could always find you a job on the station. You do have a degree in Astrobiology, after all."
Celeste was slightly disturbed with how quickly they had moved from discussing research papers to the specifics of the contract. Voss seemed certain that she would accept. That he would bend her to his will like everything else in his life. She decided to ask the question before he had the chance to.
"Are you offering me a job, Mr. Voss?"
"I am. Are you interested?"
There it was. The question that had been haunting her dreams for over a week. Celeste thought about it long and hard. A silence filled the room for almost a minute or was it five? Voss just sat there and looked at her. An expression of patient amusement on his face. His well-manicured fingers steepled in front of him.
"Okay." She said at last.
I must be fucking crazy, Celeste thought.
Voss raised an eyebrow. "Okay?"
Mars, she thought, suddenly giddy.
"Yes, I'll do it." She said, sealing her fate.
A radiant smile crossed Voss's face. He pulled out a thick contract from his desk and set it in front of Celeste.
"Read through it." He said.
Celeste wasn't an idiot. That's exactly what she did. Everything he said was in there along with a lot more. A salary with a lot of zeros. A six-year contract that coincided with the home and transfer window between Earth and Mars. An option for an extension and renegotiation of contract. Moving and storage expenses for her things covered by the company. Bonuses. 401k. Healthcare for life to cover any health issues from her stay on the red planet. It was like a dream for a struggling college student. Celeste licked her lips reading it.
"You have student loans?" Voss asked suddenly.
"Absolutely." She said honestly, her eyes not leaving the paper.
"I'll cover those too. Paid in full. I want you completely focused on the mission. I'll even offer you a job here when you get back from Mars. Of the non-sexual variety, of course." He said, slyly.
Celeste looked up at him. A curious expression on her face.
Voss gestured behind him, to the expansive rocket complex on display in the night sky outside the window. "Hundred-million-dollar rockets, billions in infrastructure and do you know that the most valuable asset I have is?"
"What?"
"My people. Do a good job and I'll take care of you. You have my word."
Jesus, was she really going to do this? Yes. Yes, she was.
Celeste leaned over the desk looking for a pen. Voss produced one out of his pocket and offered it to her. It probably cost more than her rent. Celeste took a deep breath and signed on the dotted line. Her robe opened up with the motion, giving Voss a look at her naked chest. He took the signed contract from her and put it in her file.
"That's that then." He said. "Are you excited?"
"Yes."
****
"Good, now stand up and drop the robe." He commanded.
Celeste froze, completely put off balance.
"I could always tear up the contract." He said, tapping the folder with his finger. "Consider this a test."
This is my job now, Celeste thought, and he's the CEO.
"Yes, sir." She said.
Celeste stood up and untied the robe, allowing it to fall from her shoulders. She had butterflies in her stomach and had never felt more vulnerable in her life. Excitement and the cool air of the air conditioning caused her nipples to harden visibly. Celeste straightened her back and stood naked in front of Daxton Voss, one of the richest men in the world while he studied her naked body.
"You are a very beautiful woman, Celeste. I think we chose well." He said at last.
"Thank you."
"You do follow instructions well, by the way."
Celeste smiled demurely. Of course, his phone call when she had entered his office was a test.
"I guess I'll have to get used to following men's instructions. It will be my job after all."
Voss pushed his chair back from his desk, making room in front of him.
"Then you can start by coming over here and sucking my cock."
Her heart beat in her chest, her earlier hesitation seemed to evaporate. Celeste Hart, Martian Courtesan, she thought. The title sounded more elegant than the alternatives. She moved quickly now and knelt in front of Daxton Voss. The man himself slouched in his chair, giving her better access to his crotch. Celeste bit her lip as she fumbled with his belt and removed his pants. The underwear went next and she was soon face to face with her boss's hard cock.
He was a good size, not large but respectable. Celeste certainly wasn't complaining.
"What are you waiting for?" He asked
What was she waiting for? This really felt like she was taking the first step of an adventure and Celeste was ready. Daxton Voss was her first, what? Client? Patron? John?
Celeste leaned forward and licked Voss's cock from base to tip with an enthusiasm that surprised her.
"That's it." He breathed.
She looked up at him, making eye contact with him and kissed the head of his cock. Her hands came up. One hand stroked his cock as her tongue darted out and licked his slit. The other fondled his balls with delicate fingers.
"Suck it baby." He commanded.
Celeste did as he instructed taking half of him into her wet mouth. She sucked him hard and then slapped his dick against her tongue of effect before burying her head in his lap.
"Fuck." He groaned.
Celeste was surprised to find that she was as turned on as Voss. Her hand left his balls as her head started bobbed on his shaft and found its way between her legs. She rubbed her soaking pussy, chasing the release she knew she needed.
The spongy head of his cock hit the back of her throat and Celeste gagged. She came up off his cock and immediately spat saliva on it, using the extra lubrication to stroke him with her hand as she regained her composure.
"We'll work on your gag reflex during your astronaut training."
Gag reflex? Astronaut training? What world was she living in now?
She went back down on his cock. Taking him to the back of her throat without gagging this time. She could feel the warmth invading her mouth, the pulse of his erection thrumming on her tongue. Celeste hummed her approval and Voss felt the vibrations on his cock.
"That's it baby, take it." Voss breathed
Celeste made a gurgling sound of consent.
"Don't talk with your mouth full, it's rude."
Celeste came off his cock again, her eyes narrowing. Yet she didn't stop jerking him with her hand or stopped kissing the side of his dick as she spoke.
"I've never sucked the cock of a billionaire before."
"Believe it or not, I've never gotten head from one of my employees before." He said.
He put a hand on the back of her blonde head and direct her down again. Bucking his hips slightly at the increase sensation.
"Although I could get used to it." He said, as her wet mouth enveloped him again.
Celeste went back to sucking his dick in earnest, picking up the pace now. Voss ran his fingers through her hair as he started to thrust into her mouth. She paused for a moment to allow him the satisfaction of fucking her mouth before she made a renewed seal around his cock and started sucking hard.
She felt his cock jump in her mouth from the stimulation. He must be getting close, she thought, redoubling her efforts to make her employer come. Her head bobbed in his lap. She felt him about to come and released him from her mouth. Her hand furiously stroked his cock in front of her face. Her mouth open and tongue out waiting.
"That's it baby, come for me. Come in my mouth." She said a moment before he complied.
"Oh fuck." Voss said.
Voss's cock throbbed as he released a torrent of cum into her waiting mouth. She let the first string of white cum hit her tongue before she took him back into her mouth and sucked every drop out of him.
Celeste finally came off his cock with a pop of suction. She closed her mouth and held his cock against her lips as she fingered herself to her own orgasm. The smell of cock filled her nose from Voss's softening member as her own sweet release washed over her. Her head fell forward.
"Good girl." Voss breathed as she trembled beneath him. He tenderly stroked her hair as she rested her head on his thigh.
What did this make her she wondered. A whore? A prostitute? A slut? She posed the question but didn't have an answer just yet.
Celeste raised her head and made a show of showing Voss his cum in her mouth before swallowing it. She licked her lips like a submissive pet, savoring every drop.
"Did you enjoy that?" She purred.
"Employee of the month." He said.
Celeste giggled. "Yay!" She leaned forward and ran her tongue over his softening cock.
"Mmmm, you taste good." Celeste said, cleaning his cock with her tongue.
"Jesus, if only I could've gotten my ex-wife to do that." Voss said exasperated at the young woman.
"The contract mentioned bonuses. I intend to collect." She said.
"I think you're going to put me out of business then."
Celeste leaned back looking quite pleased with herself.
Voss laughed and glanced at the clock on the wall. "Shit is that the time? Let's get you back to your room, it's late."
Celeste considered that a moment. She was dead tired but she was also sure she wouldn't be able to sleep regardless of what her body wanted. Besides.
"I was promised a tour. All I've gotten all day is tests and a mouth full of cum."
"How impolite of me," he said smiling down at the naked blonde, "let's give you that tour."
****
The pair exited the building and found a limousine waiting at the entrance. Voss's driver looked up at the doors opening, his eye brows raise at the sight before him. Not what he had been expecting to see after his boss's long day at the office. He moved towards the back of the vehicle to open the door for the pair.
"Home, Mr. Voss?" He asked.
Voss considered the robe covered Celeste for a moment. She looked at him with a weary grin, guessing at what he was thinking.
"Hmmm, as much fun as that sounds, I promised the young lady a tour. Take us to the launch site."
"Yes, sir." The driver said.
The pair climbed into the back and Voss opened a wet bar next to them.
"Have a drink with me. This calls for a celebration."
"Sure!"
He poured a couple of fingers of whisky into a pair of crystal glasses and offered one to Celeste.
"To Mars." Voss said.
"To Mars." Celeste echoed and clinked glasses with Voss.
Celeste drank deeply. She thought that she had earned it. The taste of expensive whisky filled her mouth washing the taste of Voss's cum from her throat. The aftertaste of saltiness and tangy bitterness that had lingered on her tongue finally fading away.
"Wow that's smooth." She commented.
"I should hope so, it's a fifteen-thousand-dollar bottle."
Celeste sputtered, almost choking on her second sip. A small amount of liquor dribbled onto the cushion.
Daxton Voss laughed.
"Good thing you're worth more to me than the upholstery."
"Sorry." She said, a little embarrassed.
"Come on we're here." He said.
The door opened from the outside. They got out of the limo to find a deserted launch facility. The super heavy arms of the launch tower towering over them.
"Drive around a bit Dave, we're going to be a little while."
"Yes, Sir."
The headlights moved away leaving them in semidarkness.
"It's massive." She said in awe gazing upward at the tower.
"Largest in the world." He said proudly. "We can put more payload into orbit than any other company on Earth."
Celeste stared up at the launch tower. The matte black paint a black void against a brilliant field of stars over the Texas coast. There must have been a launch coming up, she thought. The massive booster was already stacked on launch platform, ready for ship integration and then lift off. The polished stainless steel of the booster reflected the light, giving her a mirror image of the night sky all around them. It was breath taking.
Voss was suddenly behind her. She felt his body up against hers and she shivered with nerves.
"Are you cold?" He asked.
"A little." She lied.
His hands came up to her arms and rubbed her skin through the robe.
"Look up" He whispered.
Celeste could feel his breath on her ear.
"What do you see?" He asked.
Celeste looked up past the launch tower at the brilliant points of light in the darkness. The sky was cloudless and she couldn't remember ever looking up at the night sky in the same way.
"The stars." She breathed.
"Exactly. Do you know what Ares Haven represents?"
"What?" She asked in wonder.
"An insurance plan. Steven Hawking famously said that every century there is a one percent chance of some civilization ending event to happen. I think that's overly optimistic."
"You think it's higher?" She asked.
"Much higher. The Earth had been around for four and a half billion years and this is the first time that it has been possible for a species from our planet to escape our gravity prison and that window of opportunity is closing. We're one good war away from our path into interstellar space closing forever."
"I've never thought of it that way before."
He kissed her neck. His mouth nuzzling the erogenous zones of her throat.
"Our species wasn't meant to die on this world and that's exactly what's going to happen if our people fail to escape orbit."
His hands moved to the front of her robe and he pulled tie holding the thin fabric closed. Celeste felt the air on her naked skin as it fell open, a moment before Voss's warm hands found their way to her body. His hand rested on her stomach and pulled her back to him. Celeste could feel the pressure of his erection pushing against her ass.
"Our future is out there, in the cosmos."
Celeste felt the man's words. Then Voss's other hand came up and she felt the man himself, cupping her breast, squeezing gently. Celeste moaned.
"There are only really two paths forward from here. History is going to bifurcate along two directions. The first path involves us staying on Earth indefinity, until some extinction event ends civilization as we know it."
"And the other?" She asked, hanging on his every word.
"We embrace our destiny and become the species we were always meant to be."
"I think I understand."
"Do you?" He asked.
Celeste was captivated by his words. They resonated within her on a deep level. Voss spun her around and kissed her then. A tender passionate kiss between two people that shared an understanding. Voss wrapped his arms around her, feeling her soft womanly body against his. Celeste could feel her naked sex pressing into the bulge in his pants. Celeste felt like she would do anything for him. She looked at the man adoringly, only slightly worried that she was going to leave a wet spot on his expensive clothes.
"I do."
"Mars is only the first step," he said, his mouth inches from hers, "it's all possibilities up there. For me and for you. An expansion in human consciousness, not just safeguarding our future but expanding what our species is capable of."
"Yes." She hissed.
"And you're going to help me get there, Celeste."
"I want to help you." Celeste said.
Voss's fingers found their way between her open legs and pushed a finger into dripping sex. Her head came forward and rested on his chest in a burst of ecstasy.
"I want you." She breathed, gripping his shirt. "God, I want you."
Celeste pulled away from him and seized the front of his shirt.
"Follow me. Quickly." She said desperation in her voice.
"Who's giving the tour here?" He asked laughing.
"You are," she said laughing, "and now you're going to give me a closer look at your rocket."
Celeste grabbed his hand and led him towards the launch pad. Her robe hanging open as she led him forward. They walked past the massive support arms of the launch tower and out onto the metal floor of the water deluge system right below the booster and came together again. Her hands on his chest. She looked up at the dim clustered outline of the vortex engines above. The most advanced rocket engines in the world.
"We're going to breathe life into that desolate rock, Celeste. Make it ours." Voss said.
"An interplanetary species."
"Yes!" He shouted with boyish delight. He pressed her body to his and spun them around. Celeste laughed with joy.
Celeste grabbed the back of his neck and dragged him down for another kiss. Their lips parted and tentatively explored each other's mouths. Pressing her naked body into his, Celeste pulled Voss to the floor with her.
"Fuck me Daxton, I need it. Right here."
Voss came down on top of her and Celeste immediately opened her legs for him as he lay on top of her.
Her hands fumbled at Voss's belt for the second time that evening. Their eyes stared into one another's. Celeste's own ice blue meeting his soft brown gaze. Celeste had never wanted a man inside her more than that moment. Voss seemed to agree, his hands explored the flawless curves of his newest employee as she fished his cock out.
She knew Voss or thought she did. He had a reputation that everyone was are of. The billionaire space industrialist. The cynical business man. But here and now, she felt the passion in his words. Felt the same childhood enthusiasm that she once felt for space exploration reigniting once again inside her.
Celeste thought back on the question she had posed to herself earlier. What did this make her? A whore? A prostitute? A slut? After talking to Voss, she thought that she finally had her answer.
Slut.
This wasn't just for her own gain anymore, for the money. Celeste believed in Voss's future for humanity. Believed in the success of the Mars Colony. More importantly she believed that she could help. There were strange men that she had never met, currently millions of miles away from home and she was going to help them by bringing a piece of home to them.
Celeste would travel to Mars for Daxton Voss, for his vision. Celeste Hart would become the Astro Corporation's company slut for the good of humanity and she would be the best slut she could be.
Voss took charge then and she was more than happy to lay there and let him. He rubbed the tip against her wet lips, coating the head in her juices, looking for the right angle to penetrate her. Celeste hummed in impatience at his unintended teasing. Shivers of anticipation running up and down her spine. Her hand came up and she squeezed one of her breasts.
Voss pushed the head of his cock into her velvet tunnel and rained kisses down her naked chest. Celeste stared up at the thirty-three Vortex engines of the booster, imagining the THRUST. Voss entered her and Celeste gasped from the sudden penetration.
"Yes." She said taking a slow breath with the thrust.
Holy shit, she's tight. Voss thought.
"Do it. Fuck your Martian slut."
Voss entered her slowly and started to fuck her with smooth, leisurely strokes. Her pussy clenching down on him with every thrust. Celeste wrapped her arms around the man, kissing him deeply.
"Harder." She whispered into his ear.
He thrust his whole cock into her, his mouth muffling the moan that escaped her lips. Then he started to fuck her in earnest, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. Celeste dug her heels into her Voss's ass, trying to urge him deeper. Her breasts swayed back and forth as he pounded into her, bouncing up and down her chest. They kissed deeply, lost in the passion of the moment. Celeste was so turned on she knew she would last long.



"That's it. I'm close. Don't stop." She begged.
Her head thrust back and she cried out in pleasure. Her walls gripped him for dear life as she quivered and cried out below him. Voss didn't let up. He continued to fuck the sexy young blonde through her own orgasm, chasing relief of his own. Celeste grabbed her breasts squeezing them as Voss picked up the pace.
Celeste had never been muti-orgasmic but thought with this new passion in her life unleashed, that she was going to learn. Her emotions at the changes in life were extreme and she wanted nothing more than to come again as Voss filled her with his sweet cream.
With her robe as a bed, Voss made love to her while Celeste stared up at the rocket that would bring her to Ares Haven on Mars. When he finally came inside of her, Celeste felt more complete than in any time in her entire life. Voss lay on top of her, his weight pleasantly suffocating. He whispered sweet nothing into her ear. Her second orgasm had indeed been better than the first. Above them, the night sky beckoned.
Mars, she thought.
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Celeste jogged down the packed sand of the beach.
Her breasts swayed slightly within the confines of her black sports bra. Her blonde ponytail bounced behind her in the cool breeze. An early morning mist covered the ground in front of her. The sand was cast in the eerie blue light of early dawn. Celeste always enjoyed these early morning runs. Just the cool morning air against the warmth of her skin and the sound of her heart beating in her chest to keep her company.
She had left Astro Base the morning after her tryst with Daxton Voss and had returned to Boston to get her affairs in order for her upcoming trip off world. The flight home had been surreal. So much had changed in her life in such a short period of time that Celeste found herself off balance. She was no longer just a student at MIT but an employee with Astro Corp and an astronaut trainee. That was made abundantly clear to her when her first pay check had hit her bank account.
"Shit." She said to her phone, her banking app open in front of her.
It was the most money she had ever made in her life, and it would only get better. Those checks would continue to be deposited into her account every two weeks for her entire time on Mars. No expenses. No rent. No utilities. She would come home to a small fortune in six years' time. That sudden change to her life was at least nice.
The other changes were less pleasant. Her conversation with Professor Thorne had been hard, very hard, but also civil. Celeste was very fond of the old man. He had done a lot for her and he seemed quite shocked when she had told him about her leave of absence from MIT. He was even more shocked when she told him where she was going. Celeste could see the regret in his eyes for asking her to brunch with his old friend. She didn't have the heart to tell him that Michael Donovan would have found her regardless of his actions.
Celeste just happened to fit a very strange set of criteria that made her the perfect candidate for the mission. She certainly didn't tell him the real reason for her job offer on Mars. That probably would have given the old man a heart attack. In the end, he wished her the best and even offered to talk to the university administration about possibly continuing her studies remotely. Celeste wasn't holding her breath.
The next unpleasant change to her life had been the surgery. Celeste's first in her whole twenty-five years of life. One optional and one mandatory. The optional surgery was oocyte cryopreservation. Michael had suggested it over the phone less than a week after she got back.
"Occyte cryo, what?" She had asked over the phone.
"Egg freezing. So, you can have children when you get back."
"I've never really wanted children."
Michael sighed.
"Celeste, don't screw over your thirty-one-year-old self. Your opinion on the matter might change by the time you get back. Besides, you already have to go under the knife, so why not? It will add nothing to the procedure or recovery." Michael said.
The reason she had to go under the knife was the second surgery, the mandatory one. Astro Corp wanted her fallopian tubes cut. Not tied, cut. Permanent sterilization. There were two rationales for this.
The first one was simple enough; she would be having a lot of sex on Mars and there needed to be a zero percent chance of her getting pregnant. Having a child on Mars would be inhumane. Debate on the effects of low gravity and increased radiation exposure on fetal development was still raging in the academic community but it simply wasn't worth the risk. Other birth control was out too. It simply wasn't effective enough.
The second reason was less pleasant but related to the first: her health. The radiation exposure would make having children problematic when she got back. Despite still being in her prime years of fertility six years from now, natural pregnancy was out too. There were simply too many risks of birth defects and other problems arising during pregnancy. That at least had been enough research to be certain of.
So, a few weeks after getting back, Celeste found herself going under the knife at Massachusetts General Hospital for an outpatient procedure. She had sipped hot chocolate and watched horror movies while she recovered from the operation. Or tried to anyway; the movers coming in and out of her place, packing up her things, had been pretty distracting.
Celeste shook her head, dismissing the memories. Footsteps came up behind her and she turned to look at who was coming up behind her. A muscular black man ran past her, leaving her in the dust behind him. Buck Williams, one of Astro Corp's chief physical trainers.
"Let's go, cadet; if you want a spot on the Athena, you better pick up the pace." He barked.
Celeste smiled and ran harder. She'd been thrown into the Crew-10 selection group for basic physical training. As far as anyone was concerned, she was just one of almost a hundred other would be astronauts vying for a spot on Athena, the ship that would carry her to Mars. Only Celeste wasn't going to Mars on Crew-10; she already had a spot on crew-9 but no one needed to know that yet. Voss had made that perfectly clear when she arrived back at Astro Base. Although with more colorful language.
"Keep your fucking mouth shut until I tell you otherwise." He'd said from behind his desk. "We need to come up with a good cover story as to why we're sending a twenty-five-year-old college student to Mars.
"Yes, sir." She'd said.
"And try and excel at the training, if you could. It will help sell the story later." He added.
The skeleton of the launch mount rose out of the mist as she circled back towards base. Celeste sprinted up the stairs, away from the beach, and joined a collection of around fifteen other cadets on the sand. Selection group 2-b wasn't the prime group for candidacy and that was kind of the point. Do the training, keep a low profile until Voss was ready to go public.
Celeste stood next to a skinny man in his early thirties, with black hair and soft brown eyes. He smiled at her and she smiled back. His own Astro Corp running clothes clung to his sweaty body just like hers did. The clothes were identical to hers. Black shorts and a white shirt with the company logo. Another would be astronaut in the selection process.
"Hey." He said, breathing a little hard.
"Hi." Celeste said.
"I'm Steven." He said, rubbing the back of his head.
"Celeste." She said.
She extended her hand and they shook hands. The friendly but formal greeting of coworkers meeting for the first time.
"You're breathing pretty hard there, bud." She said, teasing him.
Steven gave her an open-mouthed smile, his breath coming out in long gulps of air. "Still not used to the running. Can't say I expected to be here when I submitted my application."
"Yeah, I'm still not over it either. Although, I love it here." She said, looking up at the towering launch tower in the distance.
"Pretty wild, right? I still can't believe I'm here either." Steven said.
"Yeah, wild." She said.
"Can I ask what you specialize in? Don't take this the wrong way but you stand out a bit from this crowd." He said.
Steven gestured at the small crowd around them.
Celeste raised an eyebrow. "Oh, yeah?"
Steven cleared his throat awkwardly and looked at his shoes.
"I mean, you are considerably younger than everyone else here."
Celeste was sure his comment went beyond her age but decided to let it go.
"I'm an astrobiologist." She said and then decided to really sell the idea. "My mentor at MIT designed the biology lab at Ares Haven."
"Oh, cool."
"So, what do you do for work then?" She asked.
"I take pictures. I'm a professional photographer. You might have seen some online. I post a lot on social media."
The awkward flirting was obvious, even cute.
"No, I don't do social media. I had a bad experience once."
"Oh." He said, a little deflated. "Well, maybe I'll show you sometime."
"Yeah, I'd like that." She said, smiling.
Their attention was immediately brought back to the present as Buck's loud voice carried over the crowd.
"Listen up, people!" Buck yelled, catching everyone's attention neatly. Good work out there. Hit the showers and get some food. Ya'll have class at 07:30 on..."
He trailed off and looked towards a man standing next to him. The man whispered something to Buck.
"Right. Orbital dynamics. Don't be late."
A man of science, Buck was not but he pushed everyone to be their best and Celeste liked him. She could see that he really liked his job and cared about all of them in his own way. The first rays of dawn broke over the horizon, bathing the beach in golden rays of sunshine as they all shuffled back to base. Celeste looked towards the gradually illuminating base and looked forward to getting out of her sweaty clothes.
"Fuck, it's early." She mumbled.
****
Celeste was really starting to hate airplanes.
It was a few weeks later and Celeste found herself clutching her stomach and trying to fight down the bile rising in her throat. She lay on the floor of the aircraft, staring up at the padded ceiling, trying hard not to lose her breakfast. The modified 747 plummeted towards the ground on a calculated angle of attack. Crashing, in other words, which would be alarming if it wasn't all part of the plan.
For almost a month, Celeste had been just another faceless astronaut candidate in the program and she was enjoying her short period of anonymity. She was still hyping herself up for the adventure before her and reveling in the secret she could tell no one about. The publicity would come soon. As soon as Voss went public, things would get a lot more exciting for her. Until then she was enjoying the training or at least trying to.
"You're on Mars; stand up." Buck yelled over the roar of the airplane.
Celeste was really starting to hate Buck. Well, not really. He was just relentless in his drive to get them ready for space travel and Celeste was exhausted. Outer space was changing. The days of needing a pilot's license were long in the past. So was floating around in a swimming pool for space-based EVAs that she would never be expected to actually perform. Celeste would be a passenger on Athena and expected to perform like one. Instead of training designed to account for every possibility in space, she would receive specialized training for her time on Mars and general tasks she would be expected to perform en route. The rest was just making sure she would survive the trip. Hence, almost puking her guts out on a 747.
She moved from her position on the floor along with everyone else. Quick to take advantage of the few seconds of reduced gravity afforded to them. Moving on unsteady, shaky legs, she stood up. The queasiness of her stomach fought her the whole way as her insides moved around in the reduced gravity as well as her body. Her blood wasn't getting pulled downward like normal, so she felt the increased pressure in her cranium from the motion. Celeste then got her first taste of Martian gravity as her shoes hit the padded floor. She bounced slightly, almost losing her balance as she put too much force down on her heels.
Well, so much for heels, Celeste thought.
She flexed her toes in her sneakers and practically came off the ground in the process. Looks like it's flats for me on Mars, she thought, confirming her suspicions.
Next to her, Steven flipped his camera in the low gravity before catching it. Celeste smiled at him, just in time for him to catch the camera and raise it to his eye and take a picture of her. Celeste smiled wider.
"I feel like I'm going to throw up." She yelled over the sound of the engines.
"They say we'll get used to it." She said.
"I should have taken the motion sickness meds." She admitted.
Steven smiled, a slightly queasy look on his face.
"They got you too, huh?" He said wearily.
"Got me?"
"It's tradition to try and get the rookies to turn down the meds. The guys all got the "man up" speech from the old timers a few days ago."
Celeste had gotten a similar speech. Although it had been phrased in a different way. You need to learn to hold your stomach so you don't throw up in space, she had been told.
"It's all bullshit. Everyone takes the meds after the first test flight. It's kind of a practical joke they play on new cadets." He said.
"Bastards!" She yelled over the roar of the engine. Although she had a dogged smile on her face when she said it.
Steven smiled too. "I guess this makes us real astronaut cadets."
"I guess so." She yelled back.
The reduced gravity of freefall could only last for a short amount of time if they wanted to avoid slamming into the ground, roughly 25 seconds at a time. After only a handful of seconds, it was time for their next climb so they could do it all over again in a few minutes. Over and over again, as many as 40 times per flight. It was a careful ballet of parabolic maneuvers that left her stomach behind somewhere around 28,000 feet.
"Everyone back on their backs, our dive is ending." Buck yelled.
All around her, everyone scrambled to lay back down on the cushioned floor. That warning had at least been true. You didn't want to be standing up when the plane leveled out again. You really would lose your lunch then.
"I feel like I'm going to throw up." Steven said.
"Try not to move your head." Celeste said, violating her own advice by looking at Steven and immediately regretting it.
"Ready to do it again?" He asked.
"Hell yeah." She said.
Celeste walked on unsteady legs across the tarmac of the airport.
"Hungry?" Buck asked, waling past.
"Fuck off," Celeste said.
Buck Williams laughed.
"Get used to it. Everyone eats after getting into orbit. You will too."
Celeste wasn't sure about that, especially after she threw up into a bush next to the waiting bus to take them back to Astro Base. She was sure in that moment that she would never eat again.
Buck laughed. "Can't let a little 'tactical chunder' get in the way of a good meal."
"I hate you." She said. Buck laughed harder.
The training and conditioning never stopped and they weren't even done for the day. By dinner time, she was lifting weights along with everyone else at the gym connected to their dormitory.
****
True to Buck's word, she was famished that evening after the plane ride. The queasy feeling in her gut had subsided and she found herself looking forward to dinner. She grabbed a tray of food from the company cafeteria and surveyed the room. Small groups of very serious people already digging into their food. Celeste felt like she was back in high school. Back to being that nerdy kid looking for a place to sit at lunch.
Just then, she caught sight of Steven sitting by himself and made a beeline for him. Even in their selection group, they were the odd ones out. It was the collective opinion of almost everyone around them that they were too young and had no chance in hell of getting selected.
"Mind if I join you?" She asked.
She didn't wait for a response before sitting down across from him. That seemed to amuse Steven, who smirked at her boldness.
"Please do." He said.
Celeste dove into her chicken parmesan like a woman possessed.
"Buck was right, I'm starving." She said.
"It's been a long day. You need the carbs."
"I know, right? I've already lost ten pounds since starting training." She said.
"The flight surgeon actually says I need to gain some weight." Steven said.
"You are pretty skinny. I guess you better go back for seconds." Celeste said.
"Gee, thanks." Steven said deadpan.
"It's true." She said through a mouthful of chicken.
They set into eating after that. Utensils scraping across plates. Enjoying the silence between them. Strangely comfortable in each other's presence despite just meeting. Which boded well for their future relationship.
"So, what do you think our odds are?" Steven asked.
Celeste shrugged, giving away nothing.
"I don't think mine are very good." Steven said.
"Why would you say that?" She asked.
"I'm too young and I don't have the science background of the others." Steven asked.
"If you're too young, what does that say about me?" Celeste asked.
Steven was several years older. Her friends back in college would have given her shit for dating an older man if they had met under different circumstances. Here though, he was the only one even remotely in her age bracket, give or take five years or so.
"You at least have a degree from MIT and you're, you know." He said awkwardly.
"You know?" She asked, raising an eyebrow.
"You're, ah, you know." She said, gesturing at her body with his hand.
Celeste batted her eyelashes at him. "Steven, are you calling me pretty?"
"I was going to say photogenic for politeness but that's undoubtably true. You are very pretty."
"Aww, thank you." He was sweet in an awkward, nerdy type of way, she thought.
"I imagine your candidacy would make for good PR if nothing else. I think you have a better chance than me at getting selected." Steven said.
Celeste severely doubted that that was going to stay true for very long. Despite Voss's assurances to her, she had a sinking suspicion that her activities on Mars would leak out eventually.
"Don't sell yourself short. Daxton is nothing if not unconventional. Who knows what his plans are for Mars?" She said cryptically.
Steven chuckled at that. "You two on a first-name basis?"
"We've met." She didn't elaborate.
"Well, maybe you can introduce me sometime. His office has been giving me the runaround for weeks about doing an interview and a photo op."
"Well, he is a busy man." She said.
"True enough. Although, speaking of photogenic. I'm sorry if I was a bit forward with taking your picture on the plane. I didn't exactly ask."
Celeste brushed off his concern. "It's fine."
"I was actually hoping that you would sign a release form for the pictures. After I wash out of the program, I'm only going to have the training process to report on and pictures of you would get a lot of clicks online."
"Sure. Take some more if you want. It doesn't seem like any of the older cadets want anything to do with us youngers, so we might as well be training buddies." She said.
Celeste was embracing her newfound role in Voss's little plan. The publicity would come for her regardless of what she did. A few pictures wouldn't make a difference to her although she knew that Steven didn't know what he was getting into when he posted them, considering her past employment.
"In that case." He said.
Steven pulled out a camera from his bag and leveled it at Celeste. She looked at the camera with an amused expression on her pretty face, a forkful of chicken in her hand as he took the picture. Steven seemed pleased. It looked like his reports on astronaut training was going to be featuring a lot of the photogenic blonde girl.
****
In a board room deep in the Astro Corp complex, Michael Donovan and Daxton Voss stood at the expansive window overlooking the facility, sipping expensive whisky.
"Occupy Mars?" Michael asked doubtfully.
"That's right, Occupy Mars." Voss said with confidence that his partner in business crime didn't share.
"Can we really get away with this?"
"I'm an eccentric space billionaire; I can do whatever I want."
"True enough but that's a shitload of money to spend on what appears to be a publicity stunt."
"Eccentric space billionaire." Voss said, pointing to himself. "Expensive publicity stunts are what I do."
"Still..." Michael trailed off.
Voss set his glass down on his expensive wooden desk.
"Relax, Michael; if you're going to lose hair over this, I would be more concerned with what happens when people find out why she's really up there."



"You think that will happen?" Michael asked, suddenly very concerned.
Voss laughed at his expression. "It's inevitable but you let me worry about that. In the meantime, just go with the script."
"Ok." Michael said uncertainly. "If nothing else, an old friend of mine has just given me the perfect excuse for her to be on Mars in the first place."
Michael told him about his recent phone call from Boston. Voss nodded along. Already liking the idea.
"She's hardly qualified to be leading a whole new department on Ares. That explanation was always a bit too thin to be believable. This will work out much better." Michael finished his pitch to Voss and waited for a response.
"I like it. Focus your time on finding a good way to sell it to the media and let me worry about the rest."
"I've actually got another idea about that too. A little dissembling on our part to really sell the idea."
Voss looked intrigued. "Do tell."
"Well, one person doesn't qualify as an initiative no matter how attractive and likable she is. It will put too much emphasis on Celeste if she's the only person we announce to be going to Mars. We need a second to really sell the idea."
"You have someone else in mind to join her on Mars?" Voss asked, his eyebrows rising in a questioning manner.
"We have another cadet in the same selection group as Celeste. Someone young with a big social media following. Exactly the type of PR we need for this crazy scheme to work." Michael said.
"Who?" He asked.
"That social media guy we brought on to boost engagement with the public," Michael said.
Voss's brow furrowed. "You're talking about the reporter, Steven Parker."
"I am," Michael said.
Voss looked skeptical. "We never intended to actually pick him for the mission. He's just here to take photos. A fact that he seems to understand. He's been hounding my office for an interview for weeks."
"But two people do represent an initiative. He's perfect for what we're planning. Reporting live from Mars for all of his followers. The public will love it."
"Is he fit enough for the trip? I can't say our selection staff has been looking at him as a serious candidate while he's been here." Voss asked.
"Average scores across the board but he's healthy and he'll take some of the heat off of Celeste."
"He'll need something to do up there. I can't say he has the educational background to really be useful beyond reporting."
"Trust me. There's a surprising number of menial tasks that need to be done on a daily basis. The station administrator will love having a gofer who doesn't complain that the cleaning and cooking are taking away time from their science schedule."
Voss shrugged. "Do it. I trust you to handle the details."
****
Celeste lay on the bed in her private room. Relaxing after another long day. After their obligatory morning run, they had been treated to a talk with a former astronaut about living and working in space. Celeste had found the talk enthralling and had peppered the poor man with questions. Some of which had left her fellow cadets blushing from their detail and bluntness. He'd flatly refused to comment on the long-standing rumors of relationships and sex aboard the International Space Station, which was disappointing. After that had been an afternoon filled with technical workshops, mostly revolving around equipment use.
Her phone buzzed on the bed beside her suddenly illuminating the room. She picked it up and tapped on the notification.
Michael: < Hey. You up? >
She rolled over, her breasts pressing into the mattress as the screen lit up her pretty face.
Celeste: < Yeah. What's up? >
Michael: < You should really look at this. >
Celeste clicked the link under Michael's message. Astro Corp's website loaded to a press release, and she started to read.
FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE
Astro Corp Selects Two Young Innovators for their #OccupyMars Initiative.
[Astro Base, Texas] Astro Corp, a leader in space exploration and innovation, is thrilled to announce the inclusion of two talented young individuals for our upcoming Crew-9 mission to Mars. Dubbed the #OccupyMars initiative, this groundbreaking program aims to inspire the next generation of explorers in the field of space travel.
The selected candidates, Steven Parker and Celeste Hart, were chosen for the unique perspectives they will bring to the Ares Haven Mars mission. Steven, age 31, is an award-winning photojournalist and social media influencer. He will endeavor to bring the captivating stories and lived experiences of the astronauts on Mars back to Earth through his reporting. Celeste, age 25, is a graduate student at MIT with dual degrees in astrobiology and sociology. We are proud to announce our partnership with MIT in continuing her graduate studies on the red planet. In addition to being the first college student on the red planet, Celeste will also be conducting research into wellness and group dynamics in isolation while on station as a part of her studies.
"It will be the furthest study abroad program in history and we're excited to have her aboard," said Daxton Voss, CEO of Astro Corp.
Astro Corp is dedicated to pushing the boundaries of space exploration. The #OccupyMars initiative represents a commitment to the empowerment of the young leaders of today in shaping the future of humanity beyond Earth. Their involvement in this mission underscores Astro Corp's commitment to fostering interest in STEM among the world's young people.
"We believe that the future of space exploration lies in the next generation," said Michael Donovan, Head of Mars Operations at Astro Corp, "and we are excited to help democratize access to space by passing on the mantle of space exploration into a new era."
Crew-9 is set to launch early next year as part of a standard crew rotation to Ares Haven. Celeste and Steven will undergo comprehensive training alongside experienced astronauts, preparing them for their stay on Mars.
"I'm excited to bridge the gap between science and society," Celeste shared. "This mission is not just about exploration; it's about understanding how we can thrive as a community on another planet." Steven added, "I can't wait to document this journey and inspire others to dream big, whether in space or in their own lives."
#astrocorp #occupymars #mars
"What a load of bullshit." Celeste said.
Michael:< You read it? >
Celeste: < I said all that, did I? >
Michael: < Yeah, sorry. I should have given you a heads-up. PR people wanted a quote and you were kind of up in a plane at the time. >
Celeste: < I guess it's done now. >
Frantic knocking exploded on Celeste's door. Celeste just had time to stand up and throw her phone onto the bed before it swung open to reveal Steven looking slightly off-balance.
"Did you read it?!?" He exclaimed.
"Easy, cowboy, you're going to have a stroke."
"But did you read it!?!" He said again.
"Yeah, I read it." She said with a bright smile.
"We're going to Mars!"
"We're going to Mars!" Celeste echoed, his enthusiasm contagious.
Steven grabbed her in a tight hug as they celebrated the moment. It was only when he held Celeste at arm's length, his hands on her arms, that he noticed her attire. Celeste was dressed only in a pair of panties and a t-shirt. Her form of relaxing attire after a long day. His face went scarlet as he looked down and he immediately took a step back. She put her hand on her hip and looked at him amused.
"Enjoying the view?" She asked, teasingly.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't see."
"For what? You're going to see a lot more of me in the future." She said teasingly.
There was a double meaning to her words but of course he had no reason to know that.
"During training." He said quickly.
"Right, during training." She echoed.
The silence stretched on between them until Steven finally broke it.
"Well, congratulations." He said.
"You too. Congrats."
"I'll, ah, see you later." He said awkwardly.
"Mars." She said to him, beaming.
"Mars." He echoed back, his giddy smile returning even as he made sure to keep his eyes on her face.
Steven made a hasty retreat out of Celeste's room, closing the door behind him.
He's cute, she thought.
****
Steven and Celeste walked shoulder to shoulder down the hall of an office building the next day. The building smelled like every corporate office she had ever been in. The cheap carpet under their feet felt like concrete. Nondescript music of no apparent genre played over unseen speakers. The pair were out of place with the corporate workers milling around and going about their day but there was no mistaking the fact that they were in the right place. They were officially out of the Crew-10 selection and woke up to find a new itinerary in their emails that morning.
"You ready?" Celeste asked when conference room 2-C came into view.
"As ready as I'll ever be." Steven said.
They entered a room filled with a small crowd of people waiting for them. The pair immediately brought the average age of the room down with their presence.
Michael Donovan was there, of course. He was in charge of all of all Marian Operations; this mission included. He was especially in charge of Celeste; it seemed as every aspect of her stay on base seemed to be overseen by the man himself. Michael was all smiles as he stood from the nondescript conference room table. Everyone else stood as well. Celeste recognized all of them. The officers of Crew-9, the best and the brightest Astro Base had to offer.
There was Commander Jack Lewis, the barrel-chested ex-marine, still sporting his military-issue crew cut that styled his salt-and-pepper hair into a handsome visage. The gold pin on his jumpsuit showed off, however modestly, that he was the most experienced man in the room when it came to space travel.
Then there was Pilot Theo Martinez, Air Force veteran and overall hotshot. His dark complexion showing off his Mexican heritage.
There was also Doctor Rebecca Hayes, mission specialist and crew medical officer. Years of service as a trauma doctor honing the skills she would need for the trip. Red-haired and skinny, she was a petite middle-aged woman but with an expression that would stop most men cold.
Finally, there was the newest additions to the crew. Steven Walker, camera boy extraordinaire with half a million followers on his social media. And of course, Celeste Hart, college student and stripper, who had once donated plasma in order to make rent.
This wasn't the full complement of the Astro Corp crew, she knew. Just a meet and greet between the two lowest-ranked members and the company crew who were in charge of getting them to their destination. The number of Astro Corp employees moving to Mars for the crew change over numbered in the double digits, and all of them would be further along in their training than Steven and Celeste.
"Celeste, Steven, come on in." Michael said happily.
The officers of Crew 9 fanned out behind him, looking pretty uncertain about their new crewmates. Their response was right on the professional side of cold. All except for the commander, who was looking straight at Celeste with distrustful eyes.
Oh, he doesn't like me, she thought.
He was probably putting the pieces together as to why there were two empty spots on the mission until today and not liking the subdiffuse on Voss's part.
Is it the fact that I'm so inexperienced or that I'm such a young woman that he doesn't like? Or maybe he knows more about her purpose on Ares Haven than she knew.
"Welcome to the mission." Commander Lewis said stiffly.
"Glad to be a part of the team." Steven said. His enthusiasm neatly overriding the tension in the room.
"Happy to be here." Celeste said.
Theo at least winked at her. Doctor Hayes only smiled weakly in greeting.
Tough room, Celeste thought. She glanced at Steven, who was his enthusiastic, boyish self as always.
"They will be overseeing your training personally." Michael said, ignoring the looks he suddenly got from the other members of the room.
Celeste's eyebrows rose. That was...different. Unheard of, actually.
"We'll also be pulling Buck Williams off of Crew 10 selection to help get you into shape. You two have a lot to make up for in a relatively short period of time and I can think of no better group to help you catch up." Michael said.
Commander Lewis's jaw tightened before he visibly relaxed and stepped forward. No one in the room seemed to be happy about the breach in protocol or the apparent special treatment they were expected to dish out to two individuals' decades their junior.
"It goes without saying that you're not in selection anymore. The real training starts now. You two have a lot of work to make up."
"Looking forward to it." Steven said. Celeste only nodded along.
****
Despite being a long way away from Boston and MIT, Celeste still found herself sitting through a lot of lectures. Astronaut training was a lot of physical conditioning but also a lot of learning. Which meant sitting through lectures, videos and doing a lot of reading.
Life support systems, orbital mechanics, payload deployment, space physiology, and medicine. The workload was never ending and this was the abbreviated courseload. It would have been so much worse a decade ago. Despite Astro Corp wanting her to know a bit of everything, Celeste knew that she would be little more than passengers on the trip to Mars. A small part of the international team currently being trained all over the world for their residence on Mars.
The Commander and Theo, who would be returning to Earth onboard Athena, would be doing most of the important work. Doctor Hayes would be coming down to the surface with them but Celeste suspected that their paths wouldn't cross that much. Gone were the days of small teams working in perfect harmony. Ares Haven's population was in the triple digits and only growing. With all the tension and problems that entailed. Which was the whole point of her going in the first place, of course.
Their lecturer for the day was an unpleasant little man giving an overview of the system's electrical system. He seemed to know his stuff but at the expense of any and all social skills. He had been droning on in a monotone voice for almost two hours at that point and had nearly put her to sleep on several occasions.
Celeste played with her blonde hair absentmindedly, barely listening. Already looking forward to lunch which was still an hour away. I mean, for fuck's sake, the ship had its own electrical engineer. Did she really need to know the ins and outs of changing the fuses on the waste pump for the ship's toilets, Celeste thought.
Steven passed her a note across the table, like they were kids back in middle school and Celeste read it under the table.
"Pee-wee Herman is going to put me to sleep." It read.
Celeste giggled and shot Steven an amused glance.
"Something you'd like to add, Hart?" The instructor asked.
"No, sir." She said mockingly serious.
Commander Lewis turned around from his seat two rows down and glared at her.
Oops, she thought.
****
Some of the training was at least interesting, even if she hated it.
The glove box was a hellish contraption or at least Celeste thought so.
A Plexiglas tube about the size of a bathtub, it contained a set of pressure hatches on either side that could be opened to allow various objects to be placed within. The air inside was then pumped out until the internal pressure was negligible. It was the largest vacuum chamber that Celeste had ever seen in person and its purpose was made immediately clear the moment you saw the other feature of the chamber.
A pair of EVA arms were imbedded into the Plexiglas walls. Enabling astronaut cadets to reach into the chamber and practice performing various tasks they would be expected to perform on EVAs, or spacewalks. Celeste wouldn't be performing any spacewalks but her duties on Ares Haven didn't just revolve around sex and she would be expected to perform whatever science or maintenance tasks were assigned to her. That meant training with the glove box.
She flexed her fingers, feeling the resistance of the gloves for the first time. The disparity in pressure between the inside of the chamber and the one atmosphere of the air-conditioned room around her meant that she had to strain against that pressure difference with every movement. She moved her arms within the chamber, feeling clunky and awkward in the restrictive suit arms.
"Jesus." She said.
"Takes a little getting used to, doesn't it?" The instructor said.
"No shit," she said.
Celeste was reminded of the one time she'd used a pair of grip strengtheners at the gym before deciding that her grip was strong enough already. A decision that she was now regretting.
She practiced clipping and unclipping a tether that would be used to daisy chain astronauts together during EVAs. She awkwardly moved a shovel around in an approximation of a digging motion. The metal bearing of the suit providing her with little dexterity. The chamber was unpressurized and repressurized several times throughout one long, grueling afternoon of training.
She practiced using several tools, both of the powered and unpowered variety, hammers, electric drills and other hand tools mostly. The worst was the mockup of a standard pressure hatch on Ares Station. Celeste practiced over and over again the motions of spinning the large wheel to let herself in and out of the station. Dogging and undogging the hatch over and over again until her muscles ached.
The final test for the day was by far the hardest: a simple nut and bolt. The simple task of screwing a nut onto a standard bolt proved to be extremely difficult without any fine motor skills. It took Celeste far longer than she was willing to admit over dinner that night to perform the simple task.
Her hands were throbbing by the time they were finished.
****
The glove box was only the precursor to even more advanced training only a few weeks later.
The MARV Facility, which stood for Martian Advanced Rover and EVA Training Facility, was massive; truly gargantuan. With the exception of maybe a concert area, it was the largest room Celeste had ever set foot in, and even then, it was a close thing.
The former bomber hangar had been made into one big red sandbox. 40 cm of mass-produced Martian regolith covered the entire surface area of the floor. Only broken up with boulders and other obstacles for them to navigate. The walls were painted with murals of the Martian horizon to really sell the idea that they were on the red planet.
"Remember Hart, 6 cm." Commander Lewis said over the radio in her helmet.
"I know." Celeste said, trying to hide the irritation in her voice.
She'd read the fucking briefing, the same as him. What did he think? She was only good at stripping off her clothes and couldn't do basic field science. The bastard wouldn't even be coming down to the surface with them but his experience on previous missions made him an invaluable training coordinator for the company. Even if she was growing to dislike the man.
"Say again, Hart?" He said with an edge to his voice.
"Roger that, Commander. Collecting samples now." She said with forced cheer.
Celeste awkwardly knelt in her bulky space suit. Despite nearly 80 years since Alexei Leonov first climbed out of a Soviet space capsule and floated in a vacuum, spacesuits were still unwieldy. Celeste tried not to fall over. She wasn't in vacuum but the suit was pressurized and very heavy in Earth's gravity.
She had just managed to perform her assigned task when fans hanging from the steel girders of the vaulted ceiling suddenly turned on. Kicking up the Martian dust into an approximation of a dust storm. In seconds, the visibility had dropped to near zero.



"Dust Storm!" Came multiply calls over the radio.
"Hone in on my suit's telemetry." Came Lewis's voice over the radio.
Celeste dropped her shovel and stumbled blindly in the red dust storm, barely able to see her outstretched arms in front of her. She followed her suit's HUD towards the location of her teammates. They were little more than red blobs in the white out. Red out? Celeste felt like she would need to be like Shakespeare and come up with new terminology to describe things. They came together and fumbled to attach tethers to each other in the storm.
"Headcount, sound off." Lewis barked.
They went in order of seniority, with Celeste right at the bottom.
"Lewis. Martinez. Hayes. Parker. Hart." One by one they sounded off.
"Confirm headcount?" Lewis asked.
"All personnel present and accounted for, Commander." Theo said.
"Good, then move." Lewis said.
They made their way as a group towards the exit of the facility. As the first one in line, Lewis took charge, opening the mock airlock and the group entered the metal tube beyond. As the last in line, it was Celeste's job to close it, which took longer than she would have liked. Lewis then went through the process of pressurizing the airlock which already had air in it as it was only a mockup. Still, it was good practice for the real thing. The instructors running the test then opened the outer airlock down and they exited into the testing antechamber.
"Good work, people. Hart! Report for additional training with the glove box at 07:00 tomorrow."
"Yes, sir." She grumbled.
****
The one part of the training that Celeste actually did enjoy was the Rover outings. The group had been flown by private jet early one morning to Tucson International Airport in Arizona. There they had boarded matching black SUV's and were driven to the border of Mexico to the Yuma Sand Dunes.
Sleep deprived and her lips already chapping from the sudden reduction of humidity in the desert, she had gotten her first look at an actual Martian rover. The titanium body gleamed in the harsh early morning light and Celeste couldn't help but smile at the sight.
"Now that's a beautiful fucking car." She said.
"I'm not sure that qualifies as a car." Steven said mildly, looking up at the beast of a vehicle.
"Sweet fucking ride then. Sure, beats the hell out of my Toyota."
"I'm not sure the engineers would appreciate you referring to their baby like you're an extra in a bad racing movie."
"Lighten up, Steven. This is going to be fun." She said.
After weeks spent inside a technical mockup back at Astro Base, running malfunction drills and technical training, it was a sight to behold to finally see one in the flesh. She volunteered at once when the commander had asked who wanted to go first.
"Slow down!" Steven yelled next to her.
The pair were seated next to each other in the Rover and Celeste was currently moving a multimillion-dollar machine like she was driving an arcade racing sim.
"Hold on, I'm just putting her through her paces."
They crested the top of the sand dune they were driving up and Steven could have sworn they got air for just a moment. Steven was thrown forward in his restraints as the pair were suddenly facing downward down the steep decline of the dune. He clutched at his armrests, seriously concerned that they were going to flip over. At the bottom of the dune, Celeste turned sharply to the left, causing a wall of sand to fly out from under the rover.
"That's enough, Hart. Return to the starting line." Lewis came over the radio.
"Yes, sir." She said begrudgingly.
Celeste and Steven exited the rover and stood before the rest of their group.
"Nice driving, Hart; you might have the making of a pilot with that recklessness." Theo said. The commander glared at him, which Theo ignored.
"Switch places," Lewis ordered, "and try not to scratch the paint this time, Parker."
"On it, Commander." Steven said.
After nearly scaring the poor boy to death, Steven had taken his turn at driving more gingerly than she had. Carefully maneuvering the Rover around the test track. Which was probably more along the lines of what their trainers had in mind. Celeste glanced at him teasingly from the passenger seat, biting one finger with an amused look.
"I hope you don't fuck like you drive." She said.
Steven blushed at her comment and Celeste laughed.
****
The tests never stopped either. Celeste became far too familiar with the white medical building that she had spent so much time at on the first day at Astro Corp. One day, she found herself sitting on a hospital exam table while several people hooked her up with sensors and a million wires. A blood pressure gauge went around her arm and Celeste looked at the hospital staff expectantly.
"So, what are we doing today?" Celeste asked.
They ignored her which Celeste thought was rude. The group left the room and closed the door behind them. Leaving only a single nurse with her. Celeste looked at the meticulously groomed older woman. Nurse Evelyn Harper, her nametag read.
"We're going to be testing your physical reactions to external stimuli. We need a baseline reading for a new medication Mr. Donovan wants you to start."
"Oookkaaay." Celeste said, waiting for the woman to elaborate further. "What medication?"
The nurse looked at her over her wire-rimmed glasses. "Later. First the test."
"So, what do you need me to do, then?" Celeste asked.
Nurse Harper seemed oddly hesitant. Not answering her question immediately. Celeste had seen her on several occasions and the disapproving older woman always had something to say to her. Finally, she sighed.
"Strip." Nurse Harper said.
"Excuse me." Celeste said.
"You heard me, strip."
"Um, sure." Celeste said, dropping her hospital gown to the floor and looking expectantly at Nurse Harper. "You know, I usually charge a lot of money to see me like this."
"I don't doubt it. Stay here."
Nurse Harper exited the room and returned a minute later. She wheeled in a leather bench into the room and set the stoppers on the wheels so it sat in front of Celeste. Then she plugged it in and coughed uncomfortably.
"What the fuck is that?" Celeste asked, although she already had an idea.
"You'll need to mount it." The nurse said with considerable embarrassment.
"Mount it? What do you mean, mount it?"
Celeste could see it now. In the center of the leather bench was a silicone nub of flesh-covered material.
"We're going to start you on a new medication and we need a baseline reading to gauge its effectiveness." Nurse Harper said primly.
"You said that already." Celeste said. "Is that what I think it is?"
Nurse Harper sighed and gestured at the bench in lieu of a response. A vibrator bench, straight out of a porno movie.
"You're," she paused, "going to take my vital signs while I come?" Celeste asked.
"That's the idea. It's called a Sybian machine and it's perhaps the strangest item I've ever had to purchase for this organization and I've been here for twenty years. Since the very beginning."
"I'm sorry?"
The nurse sighed again.
"You should be. Now up on the bench, girl; let's get this over with."
Nurse Harper slapped her on the ass and caused her perky tits to jump in surprise. Celeste did what she was told and climbed up on the bench, feeling like a cowgirl mounting a horse in the process.
"You got any chaps to wear?" She asked.
Nurse Harper looked at her sharply and pushed a button on a remote control in her hand. The machine roared to life with a loud buzzing sound.
"Oh." Celeste said, caught off guard by the powerful vibration.
The sound filled the room. Celeste could feel the unrelenting rumbling in her lower body. Feel the vibration in her thighs. It put her usual toys to shame and she wondered where this wonder device had been all her life.
"Oh, that's good. You should give it a shot after me; I think you'd like it."
Nurse Harper clicked a button on her remote and the vibration suddenly increased, cutting Celeste off mid-sentence. The rest of her sarcastic quip going unspoken.
Her hands rested on the bench in front of her for support from the increased vibration, bringing her clit in contact with the rumbling nub. Her breathing became heavier, moans coming out with every breath. Her ivory skin was soon beaded with sweat and Celeste found herself rocking her hips back and forth like she was fucking the toy.
"Close?" Nurse Harper asked dispassionately.
"Don't stop." Celeste groaned. "Almost." She breathed.
"Well, let's hurry this up then." She said.
Nurse Harper clicked another button on her remote and the vibrations from the bench began pulsing. Sending bursts of ecstasy straight through her clit and setting her nerves on fire with pleasure. It was all Celeste could do to not fall off the damned thing.
"Oh fuck." She cried out and came hard.
Her body shook with an overpowering orgasm and she swore that she saw stars in her vision for a moment. Her back arched from the pleasure, her breasts thrust outwards into the open air. Celeste found herself steadying herself with her hands on the back of the bench behind her. Her muscles were tight and forced her body into a perfect C shape from her orgasm. She made for a pretty picture in that moment, if only there was somebody in the room to appreciate the visage.
The vibrations suddenly stopped and left Celeste gasping for breath, still trembling in place. The test was apparently over although Celeste wished that Nurse Harper had kept the machine going a little longer. She fell forward, hugging the bench like an old friend. Or maybe that was just the exhaustion.
"Readings are good. Let's get you up."
"Yeah, it was." Celeste said.
Celeste needed help getting off the bench. She stood on shaking legs. The wires from the sensors on her head hung down her naked body. She collapsed on an examination table, lewdly spreading her legs, enjoying the cool air hitting her overstimulated pussy.
"You're an evil bitch, you know that."
"Something tells me your, ah, gentlemen will give you an altogether harder workout than this."
"At least buy me a drink first." She murmured.
The older woman began clinically removing every wire and sensor from her body. She didn't seem like she was taking very much care with the process either. Not that Celeste particularly minded. All throughout the process she merely closed her eyes and savored the post-orgasm bliss. She bit her lip and was lost in another world until Nurse Harper's words finally snapped her out of her pleasureful lassitude.
"Here, take these," the nurse said, handing Celeste a pill bottle with her name on it, "daily before bed."
"What are they?" She asked, still out of breath.
Still slightly dazed from her orgasm, Celeste looked at the bottle. Addyi (filbanserin) 100 mg, it read.
"Medication used to treat low libido." Nurse Harper said.
Celeste laughed. "That's not really a problem for me."
The nurse seemed to be a little embarrassed by the conversation.
"Close your legs, girl; there will be no dick for you here." She said.
Celeste smirked. "You sure you're not hiding one under that skirt? It's alright; you can tell me. My lips are sealed."
Nurse Harper sighed, exasperated with the young woman and decided not to rise to the bait. Celeste, sensing that she was at the end of her rope with the older woman, moved to the end of the exam table. She sat primly and looked at Nurse Harper, her legs closed now.
"So, libido," Celeste said, "can't say that's really a problem for me."
"That's kind of the point. Voss wants it to be raised even more."
Well, that was terrifying, Celeste thought. The nurse took a dildo out of a bag and handed it to her.
"This is for you. It's made of a material that won't off-gas in space. Voss wants you to have it. The effects of the drugs, if your body adapts to them, are going to be powerful."
"Space dildo, cool."
The nurse pinched the bridge of her nose. "Please don't call it that."
It really seemed like Astro Corp wanted her to be a sex-starved slut by the time she got to Mars. Celeste nodded and downed the pills.
"Astro dick, got it."
****
Celeste groaned and rolled over in bed. The room was dark and void of sound, save for the clock ticking on the wall. It felt like the middle of the night, although it wasn't actually that late. Sometime around lights out, if she had to guess. She couldn't be bothered to actually look at the clock on the wall.
Celeste had been asleep most of the day and hadn't noticed the time. The ticking of the clock made every minute agonizingly slow. Her head swam with dizziness and made her question every decision that led her to this moment. She had almost drifted back to sleep when she heard a knock on the door and practically fell out of bed.
"Fuck, my head." She said.
She stumbled towards the door and turned the handle to find Steven looking at her with concern.
"Hey." She said tiredly.
"Hey, I heard you've been sick." Steven said.
"In a matter of speaking, getting used to some new drugs."
"You look like hell."
"Hey, thanks." She said.
"So, um."
Celeste smiled wearily. "Found out, did you?"
"They had to tell us eventually."
"It's a hell of a thing." She said.
"Yeah," Steven said.
The pair fell into an awkward silence, a sudden gulf between their burgeoning friendship. Steven fidgeted nervously but Celeste just looked at him, considering something. She broke the awkward silence between them just as it was getting unbearable.
"Steven, will you be my friend?" She asked sincerely.
"What?" Steven asked, bewildered.
"You heard me, will you be my friend?"
"Sure."
"No, I mean it. Can you get your head wrapped around what I'm going to be doing?"
"It's a lot."
"It is, but can you accept it and be my friend on Mars? I could really use a friend when I get up there."
"Um, does that mean we can't, you know?"
Celeste smiled. "We can fuck. You're an Astro Corp employee after all, but I want you to be more to me."
"You mean?"
"No, not like that. That's part of the big ask. Can we have sex and be just friends as well?"
"I can try."
Celeste smiled earnestly. "Thank you, Steven."
"You're welcome, Celeste." He said back.
They stared at each other, eyes locked on one another. Celeste smiled sweetly at Steven and leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. Steven smiled back. Then she grabbed her stomach as a sudden wave of nausea hit her.
"Now if you don't mind, the room is spinning."
"You should lie down." Steven said.
"You going to carry me to bed, Steven?" She asked, teasingly.
"Not in this gravity." He said, not rising to the bait.
Celeste laughed and walked on shaky legs towards the bed. It was the first time that Celeste hadn't gotten a rise out of him. She'd have to work on that.
"Rain check then." She said.



        