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The Hard Sciences Pt. 01

All parties portrayed and to be portrayed in this story arc are above 18.

*****

-Family Matters-

My dad was never around when I was growing up. I think I'm starting to understand why, but my mom never talked about it. I was always just left to wonder why I was the only kid in class who didn't have both parents during conference nights, or showing up to talent shows. I've also been the only black student here for as long as I remember, which is fairly long, as not to brag, but I'm pretty smart. Which is something that came with it's own challenges. Most people aren't blessed with being smart AND strong, myself included, which left me vulnerable to more than my fair share of bullying. Sometimes because I was a nerd, sometimes because I was black, sometimes both at once. I swore I would never let my race define me, but as I've finally reached my senior year and legally become an adult, my feelings have been changing in strange ways. I'll do my best to explain, but let me ease up a little to give you some better context.

I'm not much to look at, at least in terms of muscles. I'm tall enough at 5'10 and 135lbs, but I'm sort of lanky. I'm black (as I said) with short jet black hair which I've been trying to grow in to dreads to look cooler, though it really just makes my head look sort of bumpy. I wear broad black plastic glasses, and had braces not all that long ago too, so I was the quintessential nerd stereotype for a while there. I don't play sports, collect sneakers, or even listen to rap music, which might have even ostracized me from the black community if there had been one around here. I love the Lord of the Rings, Warhammer, anime, Final Fantasy games, the Persona Series, you name it... I even have little figures I paint sometimes that are currently at war on the dedicated diorama table in my room. While I don't share the same loves as a lot of my more socially capable classmates, I share one thing with the other guys my age, and that's a profound desire for pussy. A DEEP desire. Which primarily kicked off when I was 16, but has only gotten more intense over the last two years.

The reason why that matters, and why my race is starting to feel more like IT matters, is because of something that happened recently that has really opened my eyes to a whole other side of me.

-Cheesy Flashbacks-

I had been at my locker, swapping out a few notebooks for my next class when I saw her... Trisha Raymond... head cheerleader and absolute vision. She was wearing her actual cheerleading outfit for the game that was taking place that afternoon, and the frilly bi-colored hem only reached the middle of her thigh... her smooth, shaven, milky white thigh that led down across to her equally toned and impressive calves, only stopping at her pure white sneakers. I'll admit, I'm a bit of a leg and foot man, so getting a free show like this was enough to make me drool. Unfortunately, her thug jock boyfriend Donnie happened to notice my appreciative gazing, and decided he wanted to punish me for it (for whatever reason).

"The fuck you staring at, Byron?" Donnie said gruffly, drawing everyone's attention to me.

I was immediately overwhelmed, and tried to bury my face back in my locker to hide my embarrassment, but he wasn't about to let up.

"My girls legs giving you a little chubby over there..?" he said, enjoying the jeers and laughter of his friends, "Huh? Why don't you come over and take a better look, eh Blurkel?"

For the record, "Blurkel" was his brilliant mashup of "black" and "Urkel". Seeing that Steve Urkel WAS black, there was really no point in making the distinction, but I wasn't working with grade A intellect over here.

"No, no... I'm, I'm fine... sorry, I'm just... I'm just gonna go to class." I had said, practically mortified at having been called out for leering.

"Yeah, you better keep your eyes to yourself." Donnie threw on, deciding he had won.

"Like your family kept your genes to themselves." I said, louder than I had realized at the time.

"The fuck you say about my jeans!?" Donnie said, his lack of comprehension either from genuinely not hearing me, or pure idiocy, but he definitely looked down at his pants as he was speaking.

"Just leave him alone, Donnie." Trish said, her look more bored than anything, her grape bubblegum snapping loudly from the corner of her mouth.

Donnie was too driven by his need to intimidate and dominate me to listen, as I suppose he always felt like he something to prove. Suffice to say, he DIDN'T leave me alone, and I ended up furiously swatting at him in vain as he pinned me up against the lockers by my backpack. I did manage to clip his nose a little bit, which resulted in me taking a rather firm punch to the forehead, the predecessor to a headache that would stay with me for the remainder of the school day. Thankfully, discretion was NOT Donnie's strong suit, and we were quickly spotted by the assistant principal, Mr. Pugg. Unfortunately, modern school policy discourages ANY attempt at self defense, and I was quickly considered just as much at fault as my attacker. Absolute nonsense, but I was not in a position to argue. To make matters even worse, while we were both given an after school detention, Donnie was given a temporary reprieve as he was set to star in today's football game, which left me riding solo with the only staff member also uninterested in the football game, the art teacher, Ms. Pinchin.

Detention, especially my having gotten it, is total bullshit. But there was a silver lining to this particular cloud, as Ms. Pinchin was one of the younger staff members, with a dark brown pixie cut, light brown eyes, glasses, with a graceful neck and fit and trim body, not to mention a penchant for wearing sandals which gave me a perfectly lovely view of her bare toes. But there I sat, miserable, head aching, knowing full well I didn't deserve any of this. Ms. Pinchin had been sitting at her desk working on something, and I had been staring down somewhat boredly at the gap underneath of it, watching her feet bounce occasionally, or itch the other one, when something started to... I don't know, unwind in me. Like a tension was loosening, but at the same time I was starting to get really fucking horny. Not my first time riding THAT dragon, as I was still a teenage boy after all, but there was something more urgent here. I shifted at my desk, my dick getting uncomfortably hard and needing more room to expand out.

"You okay over there, Byron?" Ms. Pinchin said, noticing me shifting around in my chair.

"What? Oh, uh... yeah, I'm fine, just... got an itch." I said, not wanting to explain exactly what itch that was, and how she could scratch it.

She seemed to accept this, and shrugged somewhat, returning to her work for just a moment. Then, she decided to get up, turning around to start writing something on the board, stretching to write it starting at the top, my eyes shooting right down to her feet which were now flexed up as she stood on her tip toes, and it was like a dam was breaking... I needed to jerk off RIGHT NOW. I was trying to play it as cool as I could, massaging myself under the desk as I watched her, my eyes drifting up to her ass, which was being hugged nicely by her painters jeans. Then, because someone out there loves me, she dropped the dry erase marker and had to lean down to pick it up, thrusting her ass out absent mindedly as she did. I was in overdrive now, my heart racing, breath hot... I may as well have been in heat. That was when I seemingly lost control of myself, my mind going into a sort of flat blank state though I was fully conscious, and I slipped out the side of my desk and started walking up towards her. She had gotten back to writing, whereas I had reached into my pants and pulled out my dick, which I was now stroking directly behind her, my free hand reaching out and grabbing her shoulder which made her turn around.

"What... WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?" she cried out suddenly, looking down and seeing my already hard black dick being jerked exclusively for her.

"Get... get on your fucking knees." I said, my voice suddenly feeling full of adult authority.

"I... you shouldn't... okay." Ms. Pinchin said, and nervously, but obediently, did what I said.

I was both shocked and elated, and even though I felt like a passenger in my own body, I was here, this was happening, and it was a thing of beauty. My dick was directly in front of her face now, her eyes glancing up at me nervously and then jumping right back down to my cock.

"Open... open your mouth." I said again, almost hesitant, but feeling confident enough to follow through.

She didn't even hesitate, she opened her mouth sheepishly, craning her head back slightly though I hadn't asked her to do so. I wish I could tell you this was more like a porno, but in truth, I was an extremely horny teenager who had just been given a gift from the gods, and I was NOT going to be able to contain myself very much longer. Almost as if on cue, a hot burst of semen jetted out from my cock and into her open mouth, some of it hitting her face and splattering off as it hit hard. Then another, this one arching up over her face, glazing her glasses and getting into her hair, Ms. Pinchin letting out a squeak of surprise as it did. Another blast, this one running down her nose, fat white drops and blobs landing on her shirt and thighs as she knelt before me. It was my first time cumming on a woman, (though it was far from my last), and the fact that it was one my of teachers made me feel like a fucking legend. Even though I had already bust, I was still jerking myself slowly in front of her, watching her shocked looked as she took off her glasses, glancing down at the sheer volume of spunk hanging from them, before glancing up at me.

"Holy fuck, that was fucking HUGE." she said, a coy smile breaking out of her cum drenched face.

"Oh, uh... yeah?" I said, the urge starting to subside now.

She didn't answer, instead she just brought her glasses up closer to her face as if she was going to inspect them, and started licking my cum off of them... swiping her finger across her face and sucking it off with a satisfying smack. She was smearing it, but she still got a substantial amount in her mouth before craning her head back to give me a better look, her tongue drowning in my white hot seed, and then she swallowed all of it, letting out a satisfied "ahhh" when she was done.

"This can be our little secret, okay?" she said, smiling proudly, and looking up at me.

"Oh, sure, of course." I said, not knowing what had just happened.

She giggled and extended her hand for me to help her up, which I did, and she simply went and got some tissues for her face, cleaning off and dabbing the corners of her eyes before inspecting her clothes. I was completely flabbergasted, watching her as if she was some sort of alien who had replaced my teacher, when suddenly a buzzer went off, letting us both know detention was over. She turned to me and gave a saucy sort of pout before turning back into a smile, and simply said:

"See you in class tomorrow."

-Homework-

I went straight home, practically running that day. I closed myself in my room and threw my back to the door, suddenly feeling like I was able to breath again, the whole thing feeling utterly surreal.

"Did that... did that all really happen?" I couldn't help but say out loud, as if somehow an answer could have come from somewhere to affirm it.

I paced. I contemplated. I pondered even, but while it felt like it didn't make any sense, it had definitely happened. That's when I went into a whole different head space, one I like to call "party mode", where I couldn't help but smile, jumping up and down triumphantly, pumping my fists, and actually laughing. I wasn't just a man, I WAS the FUCKING man. My mind was racing with possibilities now, wondering if we would do it again, if I should look her up on Meta, or Insta, or any of that bullshit. Did she want to date me? Was this just about sex? Why wasn't she here RIGHT NOW!? Holy shit, I was riding a serious high in that moment. I decided, perhaps against better judgment that I was going to look her up on the school's META page, see if she had a personal profile attached to it. I scrolled through all the "likes" and "followers" and finally, there she was... posing for her profile picture with some guy.

"Who... who the heck are you?" I wondered out loud.

A brother? A friend? A BOY-friend..? My heart was still racing, but this was starting to feel like a road block I hadn't been expecting. Just then I was hit by something ELSE I wasn't expecting, a chime from my messenger, showing a new message from...

"Trish?" I said, reeling back slightly in surprise.

I expanded the chat, and read her message, responding along in kind:

Trish: Hey Byron, I'm sorry about earlier today.

Me: Oh, it's alright, YOU didn't do anything.

Trish: I know, but it wasn't fair what he did, or that you got in trouble.

Me: Yeah, well, I guess I'm used to that sort of thing by now.

Trish: Look, there's something I wanted to ask you about...

Dot dot dot... man, I was suddenly nervous as hell that she was going to follow that up with "I hear you jerked off in the art teachers mouth today." or even more hopeful that she might add, "...and I want you to jerk off in mine next." but instead, she simply said:

Trish: I've been way behind on my senior project, and I was hoping maybe you could help me with it. You've got all these honor society awards and stuff, and I'll bet you already finished yours, didn't you?

She wasn't wrong, I HAD finished it. Almost immediately.

Me: Yeah, I did. What kind of help are you talking about?

Trish: Do you think we could meet up and talk?

I wasn't about to say no, even though I had a strong suspicion about where this was going. It wasn't the first time I'd been paid to do someone else's work and then brushed off like a piece of lint. Still, this was Trish, head cheerleader, and star of my daytime fantasies.

Me: Sure, do you want to just come to my house?

Trish: Okay. Where do you live?

I told her, and it wasn't too much long after, that her cute little sedan that her dad had paid for pulled up on the street outside my house. My mom wasn't home, she worked a lot to make sure we were able to stay in such a nice home in a clean and safe neighborhood free from most crime. I met her at the door where she greeted me with a smile, and ushered her into the living room, looking out the door for a moment before closing it to make sure she hadn't been followed by her juggernaut boyfriend who had come to finish me off.

"Should I... can I just sit wherever?" Trish asked, looking at the sectional couch with the extended lounge my mom had wanted SO bad for company... that we never got.

"Yeah, sure." I said somewhat sheepishly, as even here in my own home I was feeling overwhelmed and intimidated by this strawberry blonde vision of perfection as she sat back on the lounge, her palms supporting her.

"So look, I... I haven't really even started yet, and there's no way I'm going to get it done in time, especially with my activity schedule." she said, sort of blurting it out, "and I was really hoping you could maybe do it... for me?

There it was. Exactly as expected. Pretty girls know the power they have over people, and she was using it perfectly to her advantage.

"I can pay you, if you want." she said, fishing into her puffy grey sweatpants and pulling out what looked like about $60 in twenties, and a mix of $5's and $1's, "Please, for me?"

This payout was laughable. She was asking for dozens of hours of research and work for what might be the cost of a single video game, but she made sure to throw in the "for me" angle to tug at my hormone driven heart strings. I paused, I wanted to do it for her, I really did. I know that sounds pathetic, but I really wanted to make her happy, to make her like me, even if it meant playing the fool. But then I felt it again, the sensation washing over me, removing me from myself, like I was watching myself in the third person.

"No." I said flatly.

"No..?" she said, her turn to be sheepish now, as she had NOT been expecting that.

"Your money isn't good enough." I said again, my expression stern, my arms crossing.

"I could, I could maybe get you some more, I just didn't have it on me..." she said, looking over the wad in her hand before turning her eyes back up to me as I stood.

I stood silent for just a moment, looking her over, and then, bold demands came out of me again.

"Take off your shoes."

"My shoes..?" she said, looking down at her sneakers.

"Socks too. Do it." I said, gesturing with my head.

She looked confused, but leaned down and did as I asked. Laces undone, ankle socks peeled back and set aside, I looked down at her perfect, petite white feet with their baby pink nail polish and felt my dick getting hard in my pants, a certain smug satisfaction taking over me.

"Now lay back." I said, stepping closer to her front.

"Why..? What are you doing?" she said, her voice curious and meek.

"You're going to give me a foot job." I said, already reaching into my pants.

"A foot... footjob?" she said, either unaware of what that meant, or just shocked.

"You are going to JERK my COCK, WITH your FEET, UNTIL I CUM." I said, pulling my recently described as "huge" cock out, proudly pointing it at her, "THEN we discuss a better offer."

She looked stunned, shocked and a little struck as she locked her dazzling hazel eyes on my dark brown dick, but then she finally spoke again.

"Wait, this.. this isn't right." she said, shifting slightly, "Let me get my pants off."

And off they came. A crumpled grey pile on the floor next to the couch, her beautiful bare legs visible all the way up to her pretty pink panties. She raised her legs for me a little bit, and I helped guide her feet to either side of my cock, her toes wrapping slightly up either side as she watched on with wide eyed amusement, biting her lower lip. Then she started to pump, slowly at first, just getting her bearings on the whole concept. As for me, I tilted my head back and just relished the pure pleasure of it all. From the physical sensation, all the way down to the knowledge of what I was doing and to who. I stepped in closer, making the job easier for her, grabbing her feet with my own hands and working myself more firmly. Feeling the ribbed sensation of her white toes riding up and down over the head of my fat black dick. It was pure bliss, and once again, as a teenage boy, it wasn't going to last much longer than a few minutes.

"Oh fuck, here it... I'm gonna fucking cum..." I announced, gripping myself to finish the job.

Trish lowered her right foot and started massaging my balls with her toes, the left one still waiting in front of me. She must have recognized my tension as she quickly brought both her feet together and I completely exploded all over them. Hot cum being forced between her toes, landing all over her soles, and a particularly hard burst landing all over her legs. She didn't say a word, just watching with a look of aroused amusement as my balls emptied themselves out and on to her exposed flesh.

"Oh fuck... holy fuck... oh, that... holy fuck." I managed to stammer, not sounding my best, but not caring at the moment.

"Holy shit that was a lot." she giggled, seemingly impressed by the sheer volume of semen coming out of me, "I guess I'm not surprised." she added, a comment clearly about my size.

I was flattered of course, but not really able to respond with any sort of appreciative wit. Everything felt so surreal to me, so foreign, but so... wonderful. I thought about what had transpired earlier today, not with Ms. Pinchin (though that was great), but with Donnie, how he had tried to shame and humiliate me in front of everyone for daring to admire Trish, and now here she was with her pants off, and her toes smothered in my fucking cum. It felt right. It felt just. It felt like revenge, and I wanted more of it.



"Get up." I said, turning and looking at Trish, a hand reaching out to help her up.

"Where are we going?" she said, either innocently naive or just playing the part.

"Bedroom. You want me to do that project, you're paying with your fucking pussy." I said, and she didn't hesitate to come along.

-Head Cheerleader-

I may have said "pussy", but I got the whole package. Trish jerking and sucking my fat black dick, her pale pink lips wrapped around it as she knelt between my legs on my bed, a bed I had never shared with anyone before. She sucked my balls, taking each of them into her mouth, always still using her hands, never seeming to want to stop. Unlike Ms. Pinchin though, when I came this time, it was entirely in her mouth as she sucked me off, her lips wrapped tightly around the head of my dick, still sucking. There are some amazing sensations in the world, but having your dick sucked while you're cumming is one of the better ones. Down her throat it went, another deposit at the sperm bank for me, as she smiled up and stuck out her tongue to show me what a good girl she had been. She didn't even wait for me to do anything, simply climbing forward, her perfect white legs straddling me on either side as she lined her tight white pussy up over my thick dark cock. Her face contorting into a wince as she started lowering herself down.

"God... your so fucking... it's so fucking big..." she mewled, and I could feel the pressure as her otherwise taut flesh stretched to take me all in, her cervix struggling to allow my passage despite her wetness.

Something must have gave, because suddenly it went from half way there, to all the way there, and she let out a cry of pained surprise as the head of my dick slammed into her uteran wall, curving slightly as it did.

"FUCK!" she shouted out, her look still pained, but her body already starting to lift and lower itself as she began.

Her body was begging for it, pain or not, she couldn't stop fucking and once again, I felt like the fucking king. Her hands shot out, and I took them to help stabilize her, her legs doing most of the work, her hips doing the rest, her naked white body bouncing up and down with raw need. Her tits were as perfect as I always pictured too, round and plump with no sagging, tight little pink nipples now standing up firm, she really was quite the catch. Her movements had started to quicken, as she was seeming to get used to it, but her face still showed signs of painful struggle in spite of everything. I didn't care, honestly. If anything, knowing it hurt made me get off even harder. Because I wasn't just fucking Trisha Raymond, darling of the Whitehaven High cheer squad, I was fucking over Donnie Dane, her lumbering goon of a boyfriend. I was fucking every white person who ever tried to make me feel lesser for who I was as she took my fat black dick inside her. I was righting hundreds of years of wrongs by claiming her white body, I was... I was going to cum.

"OH FUCK, I'M GONNA FUCKING CUM!" she shouted loudly as she rode me, apparently eager to join me in simultaneous climax.

She rode faster, harder, her hips working overtime, her lip shuddering and her tits bouncing, our hands still clasped together. As soon as the first burst of semen came out of me, she lost it, her moans turning into screams of pleasure, her whole body shaking and wracking, her eyes pinched closed, and her every muscle tense. Another pulse, and another. It was really only then that it occurred to me that we hadn't used any sort of protection whatsoever, a thought that vanished very quickly into the "who cares" section of my mind. She collapsed forward on to me, her whole body shaking as she embraced me, her naked breasts pressed against my chest, her skin hot and scented of lovely perfume and soap. She didn't try and say a word, or get up for quite a while, simply laying there with my dick still buried deep inside her, billions of sperm cells racing around in there too, and gasped as she slowly caught her breath. I was there now, not just a passenger, and I was pleased as hell. Today had been the greatest of my entire life, and there were no words for this moment. I simply put my arms up behind my head, and smiled with smug satisfaction.

-We've Only Just Begun-

Eventually, she looked up at me with a tired but satisfied smile, her dazzling hazel eyes looking at me lovingly. I responded similarly, giving her a nod of quiet appreciation. She finally eased herself up and off, the deluge of trapped semen running down my dick as she did, though she surprised me even further by leaning down, taking my dick inside her mouth and sucking all of it off with a single slurp, swallowing before turning and heading towards my bathroom to clean up. A guy could get used to this sort of treatment. I would have been content to just remain there, placid and satisfied, but my mind is never fit to leave well enough alone. It's hungry and curious, and exactly the reason I excelled at my education. It was processing the information from today, and asking me for more data, interpolating what I had already experienced to draw reasoned conclusions about what hadn't just happened, but what COULD happen. Trish padded back into my room, still completely nude, a smile on her face as she approached.

"That was beyond fucking amazing, you are... I've never experienced anything like..." she struggled to find the words, but I had already found mine.

"We done here?" I said, sitting up.

"I mean... I guess?" she said, her smile faltering.

"Alright, then you need to go. I have work to do." I said, swinging my legs over the side of the bed and sliding my pants back on.

"You mean on my project?" she said, a little hopeful.

"No, I'll get to it when I feel like it." I said, standing now and buttoning them, going for my shirt next.

"Oh, okay... will you at least call me..?" she started, but I was done with the small talk at this point.

"Probably not. I'll see you at school tomorrow, but you gotta go." I said, grabbing her clothes off my chair and tossing them to her.

She caught them, the bundled mess in her arms, her look one of confusion, likely never having been put in such a position before. I decided this needed further punctuation, and I simply walked over and put an arm around her shoulder, guiding her to my bedroom door before ushering her out and closing the door, leaving her standing naked in my hallway, her bare feet sinking into the plush beige carpet. She didn't protest, or curse me out, she simply got dressed before gently knocking twice and saying,

"Alright, I'll see you at school."

And with that, she left. What a fucking concept. Something beautiful was unfolding inside me, like an elaborate piece of origami that had a message hidden at it's core. I watched her car pull off, a smirk breaking on my face as she did. I had just fucked (arguably) the hottest girl in school. I had dumped a fucking load directly into Ms. Pinchin's mouth. Two solid data points that needed correlation, and I was eager to get started. There were no less than 850 students at my school, 205 of them seniors, roughly 100 of them female, most of them white (with a few high achieving asians thrown in for good measure), and me... the sole black male student in the district. I was going to need A LOT of data to prove the hypothesis I had developed tonight, but as anyone with true scientific rigor would, I was going to go get it.


The Hard Sciences Pt. 02

All parties portrayed and to be portrayed in this story arc are above 18.

*****

-There Has to be a Morning After-

I have to admit, I slept surprisingly well though I didn't think I was going to be able. My mind normally races at the thought of new objects of my fascination, unable to let them go until I've had the chance to thoroughly research and go over them. Yesterday had been huge for me, two girls in one day with implications grander than I could possibly imagine, and yet, there I had slept, as gentle as a newborn baby. Maybe I had just needed to get laid all along. The post sex chemical release your brain gives you includes norepinephrine, serotonin, oxytocin, vasopressin, nitric oxide, and the hormone prolactin... all of which are great for getting a little extra rest in. But I was up now, and my brain was back in action, deciding on who I should run my hypothesis on next. I threw on my favorite, though recently somewhat cliched, dark grey t-shirt of a caffeine molecule, some jeans, and my black and white sneakers, grabbing my bag and heading downstairs where my mom was half expecting me in the kitchen.

"Morning, Byron baby." she said to me, her voice still somewhat tired, as she worked far too much.

"Morning, mom. How was work last night?" I said, grabbing a couple of waffles and throwing them in the toaster.

"Not bad, not bad... but I got an email I need to talk to you about." she said, her sigh exasperated, "You got a detention for fighting?"

Of course I should have expected this. To be portrayed as some sort of monster for simply trying to protect myself. Modern school policy was written by cowards and fools.

"Mom, it wasn't like that, I swear. It's just... I was..." I started, but slowed myself down, the story quickly coming back into my head and all the moments that followed.

"Those boys picking on you again?" she said, something she must have said to me more times than I can count at this point.

"Yeah, but, it's okay, I think I made my point this time." I said, not wanting to explain how much that particular "point" had sucked my dick, "I won't let it happen again."

"I hope you don't... I can't keep worrying about you being out there like that, By." she said, clearly tired of always having to think of me as weak and predated upon.

"I know mom, I'm sorry to have worried you... sincerely." I said, and those words were deep and true, because I was done being the victim anymore, it was time to strike back.

I smothered my waffles in butter, peanut butter, and grape jelly. Unhealthy, yeah. But I was also starving, I hadn't expelled that much energy in quite some time. Not since my more carefree days running around the playground, and before I ended up being run OFF the playground. My bus ride to school was one of quiet observation, reviewing the girls on the bus for who might be a viable candidate to test my "mojo" on. I hadn't come up with a proper project name for it yet, so for now, I was calling it the "Powers" theory, after the most absurdly proficient, yet surprisingly uncouth ladies man out there... Austin Powers. There were a few prospects who I made mental note of, typing their names into my phone's notepad, but otherwise not ogling or staring. I didn't want to come off as completely creepy either on the chance that I might have been wrong about everything. I was also not going to make any sort of move until I knew what the potential repercussions were from sleeping with Trish last night. Donnie might have found out, and all the hypothesis in the world wouldn't matter if I was dead.

"Morning, Mr. Blake." the assistant principal Mr. Pugg said as I came through the front doors, "No more trouble today, okay?"

No promises.

"I promise." I said, giving him a smile.

He knew me as an honor student, a science fair winner and a bit of a sheepish loser, and yet, while he also knew I was always being picked on, somehow he felt I was some sort of problem child. Again, I can't stress enough how much I hate school policy, and as an enforcer of it HIM, by extension. I went to my locker, though I didn't need to, fishing around and waiting for the inevitable interaction. He lumbered in, as always, a dopey look on his face, his bag hanging over one shoulder. Donnie Dane, the bane of my existence, and now... my cuckolded little bitch. I couldn't help but turn and look as he stepped up to his own locker, something which didn't take him long to notice.

"What, you didn't learn your lesson yesterday? Look somewhere else." he said, his face smug and arrogant.

Boy, I wish I could have wiped that look right off his face... if only he knew. Then came Trisha, who he turned to and gave a kiss on the lips, another morning ritual... again, if only he knew. Donnie went back to digging through the trash heap that was his locker, while Trish turned and looked directly at me, not speaking, just smiling in a sultry sort of way and waving with a wiggle of her fingers. Good, last night HAD INDEED happened, and I wasn't just crazy. I gave her a wink and a small blown kiss, and watched as she practically melted, biting her lower lip as she smiled at me. The whole transaction ended in a matter of seconds, Donnie turning and throwing an arm over her shoulder, the two heading off to their first class together. My dick was getting hard all over again just looking at her, so I caught a few deep breaths and started on my way, thankful that I had gotten away with everything... for now. It was time to move on to the next phase of my plan.

-Saved by the Bell-

You might be shocked at how hard it is to consider who you might try and seduce when presented with so many options. I'm talking dozens of tight toned teens, perfectly pale pallors, and big beautiful breasts... hell, I'd settle for small ones too. I wasn't picky. I considered Linh Lee, the honor student and track star... she was a beautiful blend of Vietnamese and American, who's legs also drove me wild... she would be a good candidate. There was Meredith Hopper, the energetic budding director of the school drama production with her silky straight brown hair and supple breasts. There was also Jeannie Houseman, mousy but sexy with her big green expressive eyes and detached demeanor. I felt like a kid in a candy store, except well... candy you can eat in front of anyone. Getting one of them alone, or even willing to give me the time of day... that was a different story. I wanted to fuck all three of them, and as many other girls as I could, but I would have to wait until the time was right.

"Hey Jeannie, I..." I started, as she walked past my desk, but she didn't even look at me.

Maybe I was wrong about all of this.

"Good morning, class." Ms. Pinchin said, closing the hall door and stepping in, her attire slightly different today.

She was still nearly the same, but her sandals were now more like flip flops, which I fucking loved. I can't help what I like, and I like women's feet. That aside, she was wearing a little makeup today, just some eye liner, but it gave her a sexy edge. She was also wearing painters overalls, which aren't very sexy, but the tight black t-shirt she had on WAS. I know I wasn't the only one to notice. She proctored class as always, leaning in and talking quietly to different students as they worked on their art projects, giving them constructive criticisms or compliments, finally approaching me as I sketched a poorly drawn bowl of fruit (art is not my strong suit).

"And what are we working on?" she said, leaning in next to me like she had to so many others, but quietly whispering in my ear, "I haven't stopped thinking about yesterday... it was SO fucking good."

I practically jumped in my seat, her hot breath sending tingles throughout my entire body.

"You're going to have to promise to let me suck that BIG... FAT... DICK of yours next time..." she continued quietly, her tongue practically in my ear now, my whole body on edge and starting to squirm, "Or... you could just put it in my wet little pussy..." she finished, this time lightly nibbling my ear lobe.

I lost all control at this point, pushing away from my desk and standing, my jeans only barely containing my erection, which I covered with my hands as best I could and stammered the first thing that came to mind.

"Can, can I go to the bathroom..!?" I said urgently, my body rigid and now incredibly pent up.

"Of course, Byron." she said nonchalantly, as if she hadn't just asked me to fuck her.

I felt the urge creeping up again, and it was coming on hard. I needed to masturbate, or at least, ejaculate. It's like my body just couldn't handle the semen inside me as it reached a boiling point. I rushed out, a few chuckles following me as I did, the usual suspects laughing at my awkwardness as always, still calling me "Baby Byron" as I had once had my pants sprayed with water to make it look like I wet myself. That was freshman year, day one. What a fucking fiasco. I knew I couldn't use the bathroom nearby, as it was frequented this time of day... the math hating students nearby often using it as a refuge away from personal development. So, instead I decided to cut down the further stairwell and use the boys room by the gym, which should be empty right now. As it turns out, the stairwell wasn't empty. Sitting together at the bottom steps and sharing a forbidden cigarette, were Nikki and Danielle, the inseparable duo of troublemakers who were reported to deal in a few pills and their ability to score liquor for parties. They turned to look up at me with a sort of annoyance as I came down.

"Hey, what's the rush?" Nikki said, blowing out a puff of smoke, clearly intending to rib me for whatever that might be.

"What'd you piss yourself?" Danielle added in with a laugh, noting my hands covering my crotch.

"No, it's not... can you just... can you move..?" I said, a small grimace on my face.

"Oh ho ho... or what?" Danielle tossed back, her look smug and defiant.

I was about to answer when it all took over again, that same detached feeling of flat, emotionless power. I could feel my face turning from nervous and overwhelmed to a more stern look of annoyance.

"Or you can handle this yourself." I said, my eyes on hers, turning slowly to take in Nikki as well.

Nikki was only about 5'3, with dark brown hair and eyes, her complexion slightly pink, her nails painted a deep blue. She was wearing a ratty looking black t-shirt and ripped jeans, her sneaker clad feet turned slightly inwards, a cigarette hanging from between her fingers. Danielle was much taller, almost 6ft tall, her thick but short hair bleached blonde, wearing a fuzzy looking tan hoodie and equally torn up jeans, a pair of chains hanging from belt loops on either side and draping back around her hips. For people who were supposed to not care about anything, they certainly put a lot of effort into looking a certain way every day.

"Handle what..? Is that some sort of threat?" Nikki chimed in now, her look one of confused annoyance.

"Handle this FAT fucking COCK." I said, stepping down a few more steps, both of them looking at me with a look of surprise.

Their eyes drifted down to the now exposed outline of my dick pressed hard through my jeans, both of them clearly taken back slightly by it, Nikki's eyes coming back up, while Danielle's stayed down.

"Oh, uh, sure... okay." Nikki said, glancing down again nervously, but looking back up, her eyes hungry and excited.

I didn't question it, I just decided to go all in, taking a couple more steps before taking a seat between them, deciding to let them do all the work this time... see how far it would go. Nikki scooted in closer, moving up a step and leaning in to kiss me, the smoke on her breath pretty obnoxious, but I wasn't going to turn her down. She reached down, starting to undo my pants, Danielle moving in between my legs and pulling down my zipper before reaching down inside and gasping as she fished my fat black dick up and out, Nikki pausing our impromptu make out session to also let out a gasp of surprise. I wasn't going to say a word. No more guidance, no more instigating, it was time to see what would happen. Nikki then reached in, her small white hand cupping and pulling my balls out, the two of them moving to settle in front of me on their knees, each of them shooting me a playfully seductive look before leaning in and going to town.

"Oh... fuckkkkkkkk..." I couldn't help but moan out, Danielle sucking and jerking my shaft in slow and sloppy slurps, Nikki leaning in and tonguing and sucking my balls, her hand helping Danielle up above.

I know I said there's nothing like the feeling of a girl sucking your dick while you're cumming, but having your dick sucked by more than one girl at the same time..? That's right up there. I sat back, looking up at the stair bottoms above me, listening to every slurp and moan coming out of their mouths, feeling as Nikki moved up, the two of them now working the head of my cock together as their tongues mingled, and I sighed in contentment. I reached down and put a firm black hand on each of their heads, feeling the soft spring of their hair, the movement as they bobbed and sucked, and I realized how quickly life had turned around for me. Don't get me wrong, I was on track for honor society, college scholarships and my pick of any number of prestigious universities... but I would have traded all of that a week ago for just this sort of thing. Except now, I got to have both.

"God, I'm so fucking wet right now..." Danielle said after a few minutes, taking a short pause, her soft pink lips slick with spit that trailed to my dark brown dick.

"Fucking same..." Nikki chimed in, both of them clearly letting me know what they wanted.

I sat up, my look one of casual disinterest, though I was definitely down. I looked back and forth to their eager faces and picked Nikki.

"Pants down, bend over." I said, standing up, watching as Danielle put on a dejected pout, Nikki standing up immediately and turning around undoing her jeans and starting to lower them.

I couldn't wait, and I wasn't going to. She had barely gotten them around her thighs when I grabbed her hips, pulling her back and shoving her torso forward, her bare ass and pussy now firmly mine to enjoy. I squared myself up, pressing the spit slick head of my cock directly into the soft folds of her very accurately described wet pussy, and pushed in hard. Much like Trish, her body wasn't ready for a man like me, and she cried out slightly in pain, Danielle circling around to help ease her struggle, kneeling down to face level with her, before the both of them started kissing. I heard her moan out in pain again as it finally sunk all the way in, her pussy firm and tight around my dick. Once again, not a condom in sight and no one seemed to care, least of all me. I started in with firm deep strokes, making sure to drive it hard, the wet sound of our flesh colliding, my balls slapping against her thighs. The pair had to part mouths, as the impact was too much, both in terms of driving her face forward and her inability to keep from letting out hushed moans of pleasure. I decided I couldn't simply let Danielle go to waste, so I snapped my fingers to get her attention, and simply said:

"Tits, now."

What more did I need to say? She peeled her hoodie off, her shirt coming with it, and undid her bra. Her pale breasts showing the outline from where it had been snugly holding her all in. I reached out, my black fingers pinching her thick pink nipple giving it a nice squeeze and a tug, watching as she embraced the pleasure and pain. I hooked her around the waste and pulled her in, wrapping my lips around it next, sucking hungrily as I fucked her best friend into oblivion.

"Please... please... I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum..." Nikki moaned, her body still bouncing hard against mine.

"So? Do it." I said, letting Danielle's nipple free for a moment, planning to work the other one next.

"Will you... are you going to cum in me?" she managed quickly.

She didn't have to "sort of" ask me twice, I simply felt a smug look wash across my face, and I gently moved Danielle away, instead, putting a hand on her shoulder and moving her down to her knees, her face right next to her friends bouncing ass, her eyes locked on mine eagerly. Nikki clapped both hands over her mouth as she climaxed, her whole body shaking and bucking as she did, jets of hot sperm unloading directly into her completely raw and unprotected pussy. I was feeling generous, so between pulses, I managed to pull out, grabbing Danielle by the head and jamming my very sloppy dick directly into her open waiting mouth, cumming as I did. I practically plunged the load down her throat, shoving hard, pumping and thrashing. If she had any objections to tasting her friends pussy all over my cock, she certainly didn't have the opportunity to express them, instead, I just got moans of satisfaction.

"Holy fucking shit... how did you... that was fucking amazing." Nikki said, catching her breath, Danielle slowing down from a frenzy to a slow and appreciative suck.

"Damn right." I said, feeling particularly cocky.

That feeling turned into one of near panic as the bell rang, letting us all know that class had let out. Not only had I just skipped the rest of art, but I was standing here with two girls, one leaking my seed, the other swallowing the rest. Now, as epic as it might sound to be caught in such a position, I wasn't about to give up the game, so I quickly pulled out of Danielle's mouth, and tucked myself away, buttoning, zipping, and turning to head back upstairs for my stuff.

"Wait, are you just... you're just leaving?" Nikki said, hiking her own pants up, the knowledge that my load was going to be trapped in there soaking into her panties making me want to fuck her all over again.

"Yup. Catch you two on the flip-side." I said, starting on my way up.

"Do you want to hang out later!?" Danielle called up after me, but I didn't respond.

I would definitely be seeing them both again, particularly as I hadn't gotten the chance to properly fuck Danielle, and I wanted to my body count to be so high I could brag about it.

-Fast Times-

I dashed as quick as my wheezy, under-muscled body would carry me, swinging back into Ms. Pinchin's art room to grab my bag, finding her sitting on her desk with my bag parked next to her, a devilish grin on her face.

"I knew you'd be back for this..." she said, lifting it and holding it out with one hand.

I moved to take it, and she pulled it away, giggling slightly.

"I hope you didn't run off because of me." she said, putting on a fake pout.

"Well, I, uh... sorta, I guess..." I said, my eyes looking down in what would have been shame had I not gotten a nice juicy eyeful of her bare feet only just barely covered by the thong of her sandals, my spine growing back, "But only because if I stayed, I would have ended up fucking you right here in front of everyone.

"Mmmm... tempting, but I guess you're right, that would have been a little hard to explain." she said, smiling, "Why don't you take this instead." she finished, taking a slip of paper out and jotting her cell phone number down on it, sticking it in the front pocket of my backpack before handing it back over to me, "Call me, we can meet up out in the real world sometime."

"Don't you have a boyfriend?" I said, taking a shot at guessing who it had been in her Meta picture.

"Fiance." she corrected, rolling her eyes, seemingly in annoyance, before turning them back to me, a coy smile breaking on her face, "But as far as you're concerned, I'm single... and willing."

"I'll keep that in mind, Ms. Pinchin." I said, throwing my bag over my shoulder and turning towards the door.

"Call me Cheri." she said, sliding off her desk as she watched me go, a small lump of disappointment welling up her in chest as I did... she had only taken one load, but was already hopelessly hooked.



-Homework-

I may have been a total dork, and in most instances a social pariah, but I wasn't a leper. One of my closest real life friends was an equally nerdy, tragically short, blonde kid with a bowl cut named Brendon. While I was loving every second of what was happening, all the fucking, sucking, tits and toes... I was also pretty overwhelmed. It was like metamorphosizing from a simple caterpillar into Mothra in the span of a a couple days. I had to share this with someone, had to brag, had to tell him about my future plans and hopefully, get his perspective on the entire thing. I searched him out at lunch, spotting Trish with Donnie, watching as she winked seductively at me, then seeing Nikki and Danielle sitting by their usual window ledge by the vending area, both of them going wide eyed and trying to wave me over eagerly, though I ignored it for now. Brendon wasn't too hard to find, I just looked for a table that didn't seem to have many people at it, and there he was, alone as usual.

"Brendon, oh thank god, I was really hoping you were here today." I said, quickly taking a seat.

"Woah, easy there, I know I'm irresistible, but I try and save that for the ladies." he said jokingly, practically guffawing at his own humor.

"Brendon, we have a condition level critical issue to discuss... I'm talking nuclear. Are you doing anything after school today?" I said, practically gushing the words out, a sense of relief washing over me.

"No, I'm free... you want to just meet up at the Brend-cave?" he said unironically, a firm reminder why the two of us had been chiefly alone following our formative years.

Despite the absurdity of it, the answer was categorically yes. There isn't much to say about the rest of the school day, except to note that I was sizing up every girl I saw, thinking about how much fun it would be fucking them, either alone, or in my grander fantasies, in groups... I can't begin to tell you how much fun it would be to have the entire girls volleyball team naked and on their knees in front of me, mouths open and eager for my recently awoken style of lovin'. Anyway, I ended up a Brendon's house later that evening, not sure how to begin, but eager to tell him. No matter how alone you feel in the world, it's always good to know you have your best friend by your side.

"Bullshit." Brendon said, giving me a look of haughty derision, "Seriously bro, it sounds like you've gone from hopeless to hopelessly delusional."

"Dude, it's true... I can't believe you aren't believing ANY of this." I said, throwing my hands up.

"You want me to believe that YOU, completely out of the blue, jizzed on Ms. Pinchin, fucked Trisha Raymond THEN ran off and fucked Nikki Pierce after getting a double blowjob from her and Danielle Klein?" he said, sighing and then laughing, "You know, it's funny, the same thing JUST happened to ME TOO."

"Brendon, why would I fucking lie about it?" I said, getting annoyed now, wanting to slap that swishy blonde hair helmet right off his tiny little dome.

"Do you have any proof?" he said, giving me a mocking wide eyed stare.

"Proof like what, sworn affidavits? It's not like I filmed this shit, I was a little busy having my FUCKING mind blown... amongst other things." I added, annoyed, but never too annoyed to enjoy the memories, but then it struck me, I DID have something, "Here, check it."

I said, and pulled Cheri's number out from my backpack to show him.

"Oh wow, a piece of paper with a number written on it... how foolish I've been this whole time... and so thoroughly refuted." he said, mockingly, (our friendship always a little depreciative as that was all we ever really understood about human interaction).

"Not just any number, it's Ms. Pinchin's... look, I'll text her RIGHT NOW." I said, putting the number in my phone and sending a text immediately that read, "Hey, it's Byron, how are you Cheri?"

He watched with amused disinterest, my heart racing as I waited for a response... that didn't arrive.

"Dude, look, I don't know what's going on with you, but you sound real crazy right now. Did Donnie finally give your brain damage, or is this... seriously dude, what's going on?" he said, his voice now turning to pity, which honestly, felt even worse somehow.

"You know what... forget it." I said, throwing my phone back into my pocket, and grabbing my bag, "Just forget I said anything, I'm clearly a lunatic, all of this is fantasy, and I've just gone off the deep end from loneliness."

He paused, looking as if he was about to respond, but I decided to storm out before he did. I wasn't in the business of making a huff and fleeing, but I had let my need for emotional release get the better of my intellectual capacities. Always bring proof, always. By the time I got downstairs, I saw the the overcast day had gone from simply grey, to unloading fat drops of rain down over the neighborhood, and I sighed, thinking how perfect it was to have to ride my bike home in all of this. But, that was when Brendon's mom Alicia spotted me standing by the front door, stepping out from the kitchen, oven mitts still on her hands.

"Oh hey there Byron, surprised to see you leaving so soon." she said, giving a weak smile.

"Yeah, I, uh... I have a lot of assignments to catch up on, I was just stopping by for a second opinion on something." I said, shrugging it off, not wanting to be seen as vulnerable or hurt.

"Oh well, I can't led you ride home in all this. Let me give you a ride." she said, turning and taking the mitts off, her floral dress swinging around her as she turned back and started towards me, grabbing her purse and slinging it up over her arm.

She had given me rides dozens of times over the years, so I didn't really think much of it, but there was a new part of me that had awakened recently, and... well, I think you have an idea where this is going. We climbed into the front seat of the family sedan, putting my bag down between my knees, my eyes turning just in time to catch Brendon's mom's seat belt get stuck on her dress, hiking it up slightly and exposing her upper thigh for just a moment. I'm a horny teenager, and apparently, that was enough to awaken the beast inside me yet again.

See, Brendon's mom was not a model or anything, but she was attractive for a mother. Shoulder length light brown curls, rich brown eyes, pretty petite (which I guess is where Brendon got it from), with modest breasts and ass, and best of all... she was forbidden fruit. Not only married, but my friend's mother... that urge, or calling, or whatever the fuck it was that had come over me lately was taking over, and it wanted to fuck her BAD.

"Gosh, it sure is a wet mess out here." Alicia said, the car pulling out of the driveway and into the recently vacated streets of the rainy neighborhood.

"Yeah... that it is." I said, my breath getting hot and ragged, my dick starting to get hard in my pants as I thought about what I hoped was coming next, "I like your nails." I commented, looking at her new burgundy polish.

I said this while reaching over and gently taking her right hand off the wheel, loving the feeling of my skin against hers, looking it over as if I was inspecting it. Feeling a certain tenseness forming in her.

"Oh, uh... thanks, I just got them done Monday." she said, but didn't make any effort to pull away, even as I lowered her hand to my crotch, making sure to place it palm down over the swell of my hard black cock, unmistakable under my jeans, "What... what are you doing, Byron?" she said, glancing sideways at her hand, but still driving, my hand guiding hers up and down.

"You've always been so good to me... I thought maybe it was time I returned the favor." I said, feeling her shudder slightly.

She pulled the car over abruptly by the park, turning the engine off and engaging the hand break. I was honestly terrified my mojo had run out, or that I'd overstepped my bounds, but no, I was still on fire.

"Unzip your pants. Take it out." she said, undoing her seat belt and turning towards me.

I did just that, unsheathing my fat black dick, her eyes locking onto it immediately as she gasped in what I'd like to think was amazement. She moved the hand I had been guiding, reaching over slowly, almost reverently for a moment, and then went all in, grabbing the base and leaning forward quickly, taking most of the upper shaft into her mouth, her tongue massaging it, the hot moist sensation of her mouth slipping up and down the sides as she started sucking. I was practically burning at this point, my hands reaching down and grabbing the back of her head, pushing her down on it harder, grasping her hair, lifting her back up and shoving her right back down as I started fucking her face. She made that familiar "gluck gluck gluck" as I hammered it in, her hands now waving around a little frantically as I cut off her air supply for my own pleasure.

"Oh fuck, that's it... take it all you fucking slut." I said, feeling nothing but mellow, though I had never once considered calling a girl that in my entire life before... I would have been aghast.

After another minute or so later, she tapped my leg like a wrestler tapping out, and I let her go, her head swinging back up as she gasped for breath, her face red, saliva hanging off her lips.

"What... what are we even doing?" she said, looking me in the eyes, "I need you inside me NOW." she continued, letting out one more big breath, "Get in the back."

That I most certainly did, Mrs. Waters sliding her panties off in the front seat before crawling into the back; continuing to give me a ride. She reached down to guide me in, making that face I'd come to love so much, of pleasure and pain, the tight grip of her white pussy struggling to take me in.

"Oh my god, you're so fucking BIG... how did I miss that?" she said, the thick mass of me finally sliding as far in as it would go.

"Doesn't matter... shut up and FUCK." I said, almost commandingly.

I didn't know this about Mrs. Waters, or Brendon's mom, or Alicia, (whatever I was going to end up calling her after today), but she was a fucking hellcat when it came to getting fucked. She rode me hard and fast, practically slamming herself down on it, moaning out in pain and pleasure with each drop. She was embracing the pain so much, she was practically hurting me, but I didn't care... I wanted it. I wanted this to feel like punishment for her, her body barely able to take me in, her floral house dress draped over my lap, hiding the shame of the betrayal to her marriage and her son. She kissed me passionately, her hands on my shoulders, her whimpers escaping into my mouth, it was a thing of beauty. In that moment, I didn't care about Brendon, or her husband Angelo, though he'd been there for so many dinners together, and was genuinely a nice guy. All I cared about was pussy. Any pussy I wanted, I owned it, and I knew it. I heard her shoes clatter off her feet into the back foot-well, and I felt the dark amusement settle over me. Another white woman claimed.

"I'm gonna cum, I'm going to fucking cum... cum with me, cum with me, okay..?" she practically begged, her breath raspy and hot.

I decided to do her one better, grabbing her and turn us hard to the side, her back landing across the rear passenger seat, her legs now up around me, with me on top, dicking down into her. I went completely savage, pounding her hard and watching her face contort into screaming orgasmic bliss, her ankles locking behind me to keep me inside of her as I started cumming too. I could picture it; billions of my powerful black sperm cells racing through her body, invading her unprotected ovum, drilling it, gang fucking it into submission, breeding her with my potent seed... just thinking about it made me cum even harder. Her eyes were practically tearing she had climaxed so hard, her face flush and dewy with sweat. I looked her right in the eyes, and she just nodded furiously, as if in approval of something. Whatever it was, I didn't care. She kissed me again, a few intense times, before her head fell back, and she finally started to let her body relax.

"So... how'd you like that?" I said, running my hands up her body and over her still covered breasts, giving them a slow and appreciative squeeze.

"That was... that... you need to start having sleep overs again." she said, laughing a little.

I decided it was time to pry a little, and so I went in for more.

"What made you decide to give in..?" I said, almost seductively.

"I... I don't even know... it was just... there you were, and there is this THICK POWERFUL dick right there in your pants, my hand practically touching it... and I could just feel this need building up in me right there and... well, you know the rest." she said, smiling and shrugging a little.

"We gonna do this again?" I said, seriously thinking I could stand to take this ride a few more times.

"Right now!?" she said, a little taken back.

I definitely could have gone again, but that wasn't quite what I meant.

"No, I mean, you want more of this?" I said, dying to hear her response.

"I think I do..." she said, leaning in and kissing me again, "Is that crazy? Are we being crazy?"

I was still inside of her, so I decided to push suddenly up making her squeak out in shock and pain, her face turning to a smile of surprise.

"Does that feel crazy to you?" I said, smirking.

"Crazy fucking good." she said, practically purring, "I love that big BLACK dick of yours..."

And there it was... black. She had been the first person to say it outright. Was THAT what this was about entirely? I knew how I had felt of course, thrilling off the revenge of fucking these white girls so effortlessly, but I didn't know how THEY felt. As soon as the thought hit me, another part of me cast it aside. After all, who CARED why they were submitting to me? All that mattered was having my dick worshiped by as many girls as possible, and I was off to the races on that one. I pulled out, a gush of cum spilling out as per usual, soaking into the fabric of her dress. We climbed back in the front, and I asked for her panties as a souvenir, which she gave me gladly, putting them in my bag. I was going to start a collection. Brendon wanted evidence, well I was going to have it in spades. She drove me home, giving me one last kiss and her cell phone number, promising to text me later, and off she went, back home to be a mom and a wife.

"See you again soon, I hope..." she said, taking off.

I headed back inside, plodding up the stairs to my room, and threw my bag down, sighing, and then bursting out into laughter again. I couldn't believe what I'd just done, though I loved every second of it. But, glory is often short lived, and I didn't realize exactly the sort of thing I was unleashing, as some genie's can't be put back in the bottle. I heard my phone chime, and sauntered over to my bag, taking it out and seeing I had gotten a response from Cheri, a couple texts that read:

"Sorry I missed your text, stopped at the gym for a quick workout. Had to grab a shower."

"Want to see?"

Which was followed up by several rather salacious and mouthwatering shots of her naked body, her fingers parked right between the small folds of her labia, her perky nipples being pinched and tugged for me...

"Call me soon, okay?"

I absolutely would, and soon. But there was more, another pending messenger notification from Trish:

"Hey, I can't stop thinking about the other night, you were SOOOO fucking good..."

"Just tell me when we can meet again."

"You can have ALL of this..."

She said, sending pictures of her own, her tight young body posed in various ways, prominently displaying her ass, pussy, tits, even her bare feet as she clearly knew I enjoyed that... she even made sure to keep her pom-poms in some of the shots, in case I forgot she was a cheerleader. But it didn't end there... as both Nikki and Danielle had also looked me up, messaging me separately, both of them chasing their own leads:

Nikki: "I kept your cum in me ALL day... but I think I need more..."

Danielle: "It's not fair that Nikki had all the fun, why don't you come over later and I'll show you how a real girl fucks?"

Nikki: "I've never had a fucking orgasm like that before... you need to skip class more often ;)"

Danielle: "Unless you want us both there again... I'm sure we can make that happen."

No, I was far too proud and wrapped up in myself to see or even care what I was doing. But I was going to end up paying for it. You always do.

