
The White Rabbit by TheRealOnyxMasters



Category: Interracial Love


Published: 2024-03-30


Updated: 2024-03-30


Packaged: 2024-04-05 15:32:50


Chapters: 1


Words: 5,783


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: Nerdy gamergirl Molly goes down the IR rabbit hole.


Erotica Tags: Age Difference, Bbc, Black Breeding, Black Male, Gamer, Mutual Masturbation, Race Play, White Female, White Teen


Average Rating: 4.41






The White Rabbit

This title is dedicated to Gianna

-New World-

"You're the only one who can complete me, Shadowpaw..." Keily the Sun Wolf said, her tail rising suggestively.

Molly rolled her eyes, immediately pausing the video, thinking for moment and then just closing the window. She cued her mic back up to tell xXxFuZZyPuZZysLAYERxXx exactly what she thought of his latest suggestion.

"Bro, this shit is fucking retarded. You need to stop sending me this crap." she said, leaning back in her chair.

"I know the story is a little thin, but wait until they start really going at it..." he started back, but Molly was quick to shut him down.

"No, not just the story, the whole fucking thing is retarded, it's a bunch of adult humans in stupid fucking animal suits pretending to be royalty, or magic, or whatever, it fucking sucks." Molly said, taking another hit off her now nearly room temperature Code Red.

"There's nothing wrong with furry porn, if anything, it's MORE interesting than regular porn because-" he started again, trying justify his disturbing fetish.

"It's retarded and it's gay." Molly immediately interjected.

"YOU'RE RETARDED AND GAY." he shot back, quickly blocking her and signing off.

Molly laughed, as this wasn't the first time he'd blocked her, and it probably wouldn't be the last. He was a darn good healer for their party in Final Fantasy XIV, but he had a disturbing sexual obsession with furry porn, which he tried to palm off on anyone who would listen to him, particularly Molly, as she assumed he was hoping to find his unicorn who could share both his life and his fucked up fetish. She wasn't interested in Chris, which was his real name. She'd made that abundantly clear, but when you're a girl and a gamer, guys tend to forget everything you say, including your worst behaviors if it meant potentially landing a girlfriend. Not that she would have been a bad catch either, as she was a bit of a tomboy who could use a spit-shine, but was essentially a diamond in the rough.

An adorable 4'11 with curly coffee brown hair, she had slightly pronounced light brown eyes, a pale (and slightly corpse-like, she liked to joke) complexion, and big plastic frame glasses that were slightly too large for her face. She was also pretty thin, with only hints of fat on her, but only enough for a small pinch. She didn't have tons in the way of breasts (simple B's) or a butt (kind of flat), but she was highly relatable, unlike most other girls, and wasn't shy to talk about sex (though she was too much of a recluse to really have any experience on the matter). She had also turned 18 just over a month ago, meaning she was now legal flirtation fodder for all the creepy guys out there hiding behind their monitors. If anything could be said against her, she was shy when dealing with people in person, and could stand to change and wash her clothes a little more often. Her jeans were literally coming apart at the knees, but it wasn't due to a stylistic choice.

"Any of you clowns still out there?" she said sitting back in her computer chair, looking up at the ceiling, "If you are, I'll let you come over to my house and fuck me... first come first serve..." she said, sensing the group chat had emptied out with Chris, leaving her all alone again.

She chuckled, sitting back forward and tucking her legs up under her so she could sit cross legged, and spun herself back towards her monitor with a sigh as she closed Discord. Despite the garbage Chris had been peddling, it had still be a reminder that she was alone and horny, and she was more than ready to find something fun to get off too. Her usual choice was hentai, as while she normally enjoyed the more obsessive romance stories of regular anime, she absolutely vibed off the aggressive, almost cruel, sex scenes you normally wouldn't find in classic live action porn. But, she was feeling a little more grounded in reality tonight, so she jumped on the hub to search out some of her favorite topics.

"Rough... face... fuck." Molly both typed and whispered out loud to herself, the search results coming back showing a variety of popular videos, almost all of them seeming to feature black men, "Hmmm..." she hummed, dismissing them at first, as she had never really considered interracial stuff, going back to the search bar again: "Hate... fucking." she tried, but was a little shocked to see the same sort of results popping up, pained white female faces and white pussies being dominated by black men.

She shrugged, and decided to check another popular site, trying searches such as "Painal" and "Slave Whore" and the results were shockingly the same. She was used to pale animated protagonists, or large eyed women with colorful hair who squealed in high pitched pain and pleasure, so coming back to regular porn was a bit of a shock to her.

"Oh well, first time for everything." she said, deciding to give it a try as she unbuttoned her jeans, letting her legs down until her pants fell down to her ankles.

She kicked them off, her lower half now just a pair of hole filled black ankle socks and a frayed pair of grey panties, reaching over to get her small bullet vibrator as she scooted into position in her chair, her free hand reaching down to recline slightly. The video she chose was some sort of PMV called "Destroying White Daughters", which started with a booming bass line and slow flashing images of innocent looking teen girls either smiling, or seeming to talk to whoever was behind the camera. Off to a good start, she thought, gently starting to touch herself. Then, came the tag line, the words pulsing out of the screen in two segments... "Say Goodbye... to the White Race.". With that, each beat was now accompanied by those same previously innocent teens screaming in pain and orgasmic ecstasy, black dicks bigger than anything Molly could ever picture on a real person slamming into their tight white bodies with fast and hateful aggression.

"Holy fuck..." Molly said, her face lighting up with each strobe coming from her monitor, her eyes fixed on the pure racial fury taking place on her screen.

A pig-tailed blonde screaming as an enormous black cock slammed up her ass, her arms cuffed behind her back. Redhead being face fucked HARD, tears in her eyes, the guy pulling out only to slap her across the face, another black man quickly grabbing her and stuffing HIS dick in her mouth next. Brunette getting TRIPLE penetrated, her face a mask of brainless pleasure as they savaged her once tight holes. Another girl, who Molly couldn't even see, as she was nothing more than a pair of white legs sticking up from a writhing mass of black bodies, two guys even slapping their dark cocks down on the soles of her feet. Molly's breath had gotten hot and shaky, her eyes glued to the action, her fingers working faster and more eagerly than they had before, the pleasure making her feel like she was melting into her seat... which she sort of was.

"Oh fuck... fuck yes... do it... do... mmmmmm..." Molly stammered out, not wanting to look away for a second.

Every second of it was dripping with hate, with primal fury, and complete sexual dominance. The next segment cutting in to however many girls this video seemed to feature, their faces flush and sweaty, their bodies used and abused, as the men started to cum. An otherwise sweet looking teen holding her mouth open with her fingers as five different black guys jerked themselves into her mouth, filling it to overflowing. Legs trembling as black cocks pulled out, leaving gaping wet holes gushing with semen. A girl with braces having multiple loads shot onto her face while she was still getting plowed HARD from behind. Molly never wanted it to end... but her body had other plans, and she suddenly found herself on the verge of exploding. She pulled her legs up, heels on either side of the chair seat, using both hands now to rub and finger herself, her vibrator falling forgotten to the floor. She could feel her muscles tensing, her neck starting to crane back, and then it came.

"FUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK!!!" Molly shouted, suddenly squirting as she lost all bodily control, leaning back so far in her chair that she almost fell.

Her legs shot out, shaking and trembling, her panties completely soaked in her own juices, her eyes rolling back as she let the aftershocks run through her, her whole body feeling raw and electric, but supremely good. She couldn't speak, she could barely think, but she knew she was more satisfied than she had felt in quite a long time... maybe ever.

"Molly, I know you're still gaming with your friends in there, but it's late, so try and go easy on the shouting, okay?" Molly's dad said, knocking on the door gently, no stranger to her late night rage sessions at certain games.

"Oh, what..?" Molly said, quickly sitting forward, trying to cover herself slightly as if he might walk in, "Oh, uh, sure... sorry... raid boss." she lied, knowing he'd heard that term before though he probably didn't get it.

He moved on, none the wiser to the sloppy wet mess Molly had just made of her body to the sight of pure black dominance, something that he never would admit to fearing, though he shook his head pretty often when he considered how society seemed to be going. Molly sat stock still until she was sure he was gone, turning back to the video which was just coming to an end, pushing her glasses up slightly to read the words better.

"BREED... THEM... OUT." it ended, the video fading out before a series of suggestions took it's place.

"Breed them out..." Molly whispered out loud as she read it.

Such hateful rhetoric, but there was something profoundly arousing about it. She smiled slightly at the thought before looking down at the mess all over her chair and what had become of her panties, slightly taken aback by the sight of it.

"Well shit, you can breed me any day." she said only meaning it as a play on words in appreciation of what she had just experienced, but feeling a deeper weight to them as she heard herself.

She decided to put things on hold for a second to clean up, getting a dirty shirt from her pile of shirts and wiping up the chair, running it once over her pelvis, her clitoris still incredibly sensitive, making her jump.

"Yowza." she said quietly, deciding a change of panties would also be a good choice, grabbing a fresh pair from another pile.

When everything was back to some semblance of order (except for pants, which felt too cloying at present), she decided to bookmark this particular video for later, but paused as she saw the video post had originated from an actual porn site, and not been just some fan compilation. She decided to follow this particular rabbit hole, clicking the link to their main site: Conversion Kings. It was everything she might have expected, a veritable hub of its own, thousands of interracial videos sporting the preview pages, with plenty of models and tons of amateur submissions. But there was more, including a merch shop, public forums, and a link you could click that said "I'm ready to submit.". She wasn't really sure that she was, but it was too tempting NOT to press, so she clicked it, a submission form springing up for her to fill out.

"This is so fucking surreal." Molly said as she reviewed it, the form asking for her name, date of birth, phone number, address, the whole deal... all in order to connect her with a local black guy (or guys) who would come and fuck her.

She didn't fill it out, the idea of giving that sort of information to anyone online felt like a bit much, so she moved her cursor to the "X" but paused for a moment, and bookmarked the site for later first.

-Second Life-

"I mean, did you see the new content they planned for the update? I can't wait. We've been doing the same raids, the same bosses, the same builds for years and I think that..." Molly's online friend SwiftLeeReturn was saying, the words sort of droning out.

It wasn't that she loved gaming any less, it was still her jam, but she felt removed somehow; disconnected. Her mind kept drifting back to those words, those images from the night before, and she found herself getting incredibly horny all over again. She was like a kid with a new toy, and she wanted to play with it A LOT.

"Hey, not to bust in, but can I ask a weird question?" Molly chimed in, her gamertag LittleMollyLittle popping up, the audio icon becoming bold.

"Sure." "Yeah." "What's up?" "Weeb alert." and other various voices responded, but the chat basically gave her reign to speak as she was the owner of the much coveted vagina.

"Are any of you guys black?" she said, deciding to be blunt rather than tactful.

"No." "Racist joke alert." No, why?" "Uh-oh, here we go..." all coming in like a cacophonous mess through her headphones, voices drowning each other out.

"No, it's not like that, I just..." she started, but saw a private message pop up on her Discord from a user named BlackWhiteKnight, "Nevermind. Be back, AFK." she said, checking the message.

"I am. Why?" the guy said.

"Can I ask you a personal question?" she messaged back.

"I guess. What is it?" the message returned.

"I was messing around last night, and you know, people are always joking about BBC and stuff, and I was wondering... do like, do black guys have bigger dicks in general or something?" Molly said, lying a little bit as she didn't need to tell him everything.

"Well, I don't know, I don't really go around looking at other black guys dicks... but I'm pretty happy with mine." the guy responded, the answer as reasonable as any.

"Do you think... could I see it?" Molly said, deciding to just go for it on a whim.

She got a video call, which she hadn't quite been expecting, suddenly turning her webcam on to take a quick look at herself first to make sure she wasn't a total mess before answering, sitting back in the pale blue light of her monitor, the rest of her room dark.

"Hey, so... I mean, are you serious about this?" the black teen said, sitting in his own chair, the light of his monitor glowing and reflecting in his eyes.

"Sure, I mean... why not, right?" Molly said, nervous, but feeling eager to find out.

The guy glanced over his shoulder to check his bedroom door, an honest compulsion from people who are fearful of losing their privacy at any moment, before turning back and pulling his now partially erect dick out of his pants, the fleshy monster already nearly 7 inches long and still growing.

"Damn dude, you got a porn dick." Molly said, leaning forward in her chair to look at it better.

"Thanks..." the guy said, clearly pleased with the praise, perhaps the first he'd received.

Molly noticed he was working it slightly to get it to it's full size, the proud black flesh towering up from his lap, his girth unmistakable as well. She could feel the tightness forming in her chest as she eyed it up, and she couldn't help but ask.

"Would you... do you want to jerk off for me?" she said, slightly biting her pink lower lip.

"Yeah..?" he said, clearly liking the idea.

"Please." she said, also nervously glancing over her shoulder at her bedroom door before turning back to him, "You know, maybe we could... do it... mutually."

Our boy was absolutely not going to refuse this, and started slowly working his cock with a nod, watching and waiting for her to join in. Molly gave her door one last glance, turning back and starting to lift her shirt, considering just trying to work with it up, but ultimately deciding to just peel it off, unclasping her bra, and letting her pale and perky white tits spring loose.

"Oh yeah..." BlackWhiteKnight moaned, enjoying his first taste of non porn related sexuality.

"Oh, you like these?" Molly teased, brushing her fingers over her nipples.

He nodded again, and Molly giggled, scooting back to put herself more in frame of her webcam, sliding her hand down into her panties, feeling her already moist and eager pussy waiting to be touched.

"God, I'm so fucking wet." Molly said sort of matter of factly, once again biting her lip as her body twisted slightly in her chair.

"Yeah, you like this black dick?" he said, to which Molly simply nodded, watching him jerk his thick black cock with rapt attention, almost wishing she could reach out and do it for him.

Molly could feel herself riding quickly to the same heights of pure perverse bliss she had felt last night, but there was something else she wanted, something she still craved from last nights exploration.

"You wanna fuck me with that big black dick of yours..? Huh? Bust a fat fucking nut right in my wet little pussy... BREED ME right here..?" Molly said, her own words pushing her even closer to the edge.

"Oh fuck yeah..." he moaned back, her words definitely doing it for him too.

"Say it... tell me you own my little white pussy... that you want to fucking END my white bloodline with your powerful black sperm..." Molly moaned, already starting to tense up.

"That... that white pussy belongs to ME... and I... I'm going to fucking breed you like a fucking animal, and... and.. leave you begging me for more, more... more..." he said, but he was losing control now.

Molly sobbed out in orgasm, biting her knuckle as she came repeatedly, watching the jets of hot semen burst forth from his big black dick in multiple hot gushes, wishing it would land on her face so she could feel the heat, smell it, taste it, lick it up like some sort of depraved slut, rub it into her pussy... he sat recovering, gasping with satisfaction at the show Molly had put on for him, while she sat rolling her head back and to the side slightly, the itch scratched, but only on the surface.

"God that was so fucking good..." Molly said, lifting and peeking into her panties at the new mess she'd made.

"I'll say." he said back contentedly, "So, was this like... I mean, are we..?"

"I dunno... but I'll message you again soon, I promise." Molly said, suddenly considering something, "Hey, where do you live?"

"Massachusetts." he shot back, and then hopefully, "You?"

"Wisconsin." she sad sadly, that hope rapidly dashed.

-Black Desert Online-

Over the span of the next several weeks, Molly had shared mutual masturbation sessions with BlackWhiteKnight at least 4 times per week, and turned back to pleasuring herself to online content when he wasn't available. There was something profoundly dirty about all of it, and she was hornier than she could ever remember being, even going so far as to go out and buy special lingerie to wear on her "date" nights with her online masturbation buddy. She'd taken to sending him shots of herself, and he would send her nice juicy shots of him holding or jerking his fat black dick, cum tributes on her pictures, her face splattered with his spunk. It was good, but it wasn't good enough. She needed to be touched, needed to be fucked, and the urge was getting out of control. She was not a social person, so she did like most modern people with anxiety do, and decided to order it online. She sat biting her lip, the form already filled out on Conversion Kings, debating if she was ready to take the plunge and hit the foreboding "SUBMIT" button.

"I hope I don't fucking regret this." she said, finally clicking, the form vanishing and a happy looking message popping up in it's place telling her that her information would be reviewed, and she would be hearing from them about matches in her area soon.

The review process didn't take very long, and by the next night, her account was flooded with offers from dozens of black men who were more than eager to fuck her brains out. Molly was definitely overwhelmed, not just by the many attached shots of prominent black cocks that were waiting for her, but the idea of having to meet someone in person, especially, some anonymous person. Thankfully, the site also had reviews for it's clientele, marking out posers and liars who were then shamed, and showing the glowing reviews others had received. She had narrowed down her choice, but was still taken aback by something she happened to notice when looking at his star reviews.



"Out of 67 reviews!? Fuck-balls dude, how many women have you slept with!?" she couldn't help but exclaim out loud, suddenly becoming very aware that she still lived with her parents, and would have to agree to meet somewhere else.

Ultimately, she had to figure, she'd ordered things off Amazon that had fewer good reviews than this guy did, so she contacted him, and made arrangements. He seemed pleasant enough, both of them deciding on a reasonably priced hotel called the Maple Shade not too far from where she lived, which he paid for in advance, and which she ended up taking an Uber to get there. She wanted to make sure that if something crazy ended up going down, there would be at least one witness to this, and a record that she was there. She timidly picked up a room key from the desk, thanking the woman before walking out to find the place that would be the stage for her defilement. Room #109 was located on the far end, giving them the most privacy as it only shared one wall and had a nice covering of trees that made it nice and shady. Molly let herself in, the first hotel she'd ever been in during her entire life, and listened intently to the sound of the humming AC; the room slightly dim with a dark colored carpet and a simple looking bed set. There was nothing left to do but wait.

-Maple Story-

Her mystery man arrived with a soft knock before letting himself in. He didn't have an aura of ill intention like some guys do, and in fact, he seemed like just your average sort of middle class black dad, as he was likely 20 years older than her.

"Hi, you must be Molly." he said, giving her a warm smile, his hand extended.

"And, I guess that makes you, uh... Samuel." she said, nervously meeting his hand to shake.

"Haha, that it does... So, I'm guessing this is your first time?" he said, giving her an endearing smile.

"Yeah... I uh, I don't... I don't normally do this sort of thing." she said, feeling a little awkward.

"That's okay, it wouldn't matter if it was your thousandth time, I just want you to be sure that you're okay with going through with all of this." Samuel said, giving her a caring look, "If you change your mind at any point, you just say it, and we'll stop, okay?"

"Sure, I... thanks." Molly said, feeling a little better about it, "So, ummm... how do we..?"

"Well, let me just ask you first, do you want the softer sort of start, or do you want to go right into the hardcore fantasies..? I mean, I have to assume if you were on Conversion Kings, you have specific sort of tastes." he said, gesturing with his hand, as he sat in an office chair opposite the bed space.

Molly thought it over for a moment, considering sex wasn't necessarily the only turn on, she liked the aggression, the abuse, the hate... and while it might be a little scary, it's what she knew she wanted deep down.

"I guess we can do the, uh... the hardcore stuff. But, I can change my mind, right?" she said, swallowing slightly.

"Of course, you just say the word." Samuel said, standing up and stretching slightly, his face turning from that soft dad look to something more stern, "Now fucking strip, you stupid white slut, it's time you learned your place."

The words came out harsh, like a demand, and hearing something like that in person for the first time was hard, but it also felt really good. Molly kicked her sneakers off, and started to unbutton her jeans, lowering them to the floor and stepping out of them, looking at him as if to ask if what she was doing was okay, but he took charge once more.

"Quit wasting my fucking time." he barked, storming over and yanking her shirt off over her head in a rough, aggressive manner, "Get on your fucking knees, I'm tired of waiting ALREADY."

Molly did as commanded, dropping down and looking up at him, her eyes glassy with fear, but her body thrilling off of every moment. He started to undo his pants, giving her another command.

"At least take your fucking bra off, that way I have something to look at other than your stupid white face the entire time." he said loudly, making Molly jump as she quickly obey his command.

No sooner than it was off, than his massive black cock was thrust directly towards her face. Long, thick, ribbed with veins, the head already dewy with pre-cum. She wouldn't have much time to admire it though, as he grabbed a handful of her curly brown hair and started shoving his cock directly into her mouth, her lips stretching around it, her teeth barely able to let it past.

"That's better." he said flatly, "About time you put that pretty little mouth to use where it belongs."

Molly nodded as much as she was able, and let him take control, which he did gladly, forcing her head back and forth on his dick, her tongue working him the best she knew how as he pushed harder and harder to get it down her throat. By the time he reached it, Molly's otherwise pale face had gone red, and she gagged, pulling back and coughing as she did. She was by far, no expert on sucking dick, especially not one of his size... hentai always made it look so easy, but physics made all the difference.

"Can't even suck a dick right? You ARE fucking useless." Samuel said, shaking his head, "I've broken dozens of white girls FAR better than you, what makes you think you're even worth my time?"

"I... I..." Molly stuttered, trying to find the words to answer him, her pussy already hot and wet, her body aching for his intrusion, the words making it even better, "I'm a virgin."

"Oh yeah?" Samuel said, his mouth turning up in a cruel smile.

"I want... I want you to take it... so that a white boy never can... I want you to break me, make me nothing more than a slut for superior black men." Molly said, her clit practically throbbing.

"Then get your pale ass up on the bed and spread your fucking legs, it's time to earn your place in the world." Samuel said, grabbing her by her extended arm and yanking her up to her feet before shoving her back on the bed.

Molly obeyed immediately, scooting back and spreading her legs, her small feet up in the air on either side. She suddenly realized she was still wearing her panties, and started moving to take them off, her legs coming back together.

"The FUCK do you think you're doing!?" Samuel said, stepping in and thrusting her legs apart again, reaching in with a firm black hand and ripping her panties clean off her body, making Molly jump with shock and arousal.

"Damn..." she said, genuinely impressed.

Samuel grabbed her legs and pulled her closer to the edge of the bed, slapping his fat black cock down over her pussy several times, Molly jumping each time it struck her clitoral area. His dick was long enough to reach well up to her belly button, and thick enough that she could barely fit her mouth around it, losing her virginity to him was going to be one hell of an impact. He hooked her legs up over his arms and started pushing the head of his cock between her tight pussy lips, Molly wincing in pain as she felt it working it's way in. It hurt bad, not just the breaking of her hymen, but the way it was parting her cervix, it was savage and cruel, but also the most wonderfully pleasurable thing she'd ever felt, she couldn't help but cry out.

"OH MY GOD, OH MY FUCKING GOD, IT HURTS... IT HURTS SO GOOD..." she practically screamed, throwing her hands up behind her, clutching at the soon to be completely ruined bedspread.

Some people simply lose their virginity, Molly had hers utterly obliterated, 10 inches of hard black cock slamming up into her uterus, ramming her insides over and over again as her toes curled, and she felt the first stirrings of orgasm in less than 20 seconds. Samuel was clearly enjoying her pain, pumping hard and deep, every impact sending a tremor through her body, her perky tits bouncing with each thrust. Molly's glasses had fogged up, having forgotten to take them off, so for her, the moment was a literal and figurative blur, but Samuel made sure to punctuate her first black cock orgasm with another command.

"THANK ME." he said, still pumping, but reading her body and keeping her from going over the edge, "THANK ME FOR GIFTING YOU WITH THIS BIG NIGGER COCK."

"THANK... THANK YOU... FOR... FOR..." Molly started to cry out, trying to speak, her brain on overload.

Samuel seemed to feel that was enough, and immediately picked up the pace, hammering Molly's small frame with his tremendous black dick, watching her face as she screamed in repeated climax, sweat now lightly cascading down her flush face. Her whole body spasmed out of control, her back arching, her legs trembling, her eyes closed and her mouth wide open, all she knew in those moments were pure unadulterated pleasure. He kept going, Molly only able to whisper out at this point, her breath hot, her voice hoarse.

"pleasepleaseplease" she muttered out, needing a reprieve, but unable to articulate it.

"Please what? Please cum inside me?" Samuel said, in mockery of her situation, "Please breed me like the worthless white slut that I am? Please fill my pussy with your superior black sperm?"

Molly didn't answer, she couldn't, she just nodded vigorously, even though that hadn't been what was trying to ask. It didn't matter, she wanted it. She could feel it go off like a cannon, hot jets of semen exploding inside her, hitting depths most men never could. She wasn't stupid, she knew she was risking pregnancy, she didn't normally take birth control; only starting to use it recently in anticipation of this moment, but familiar words were echoing through her head.

"Breed them out."

And she wanted to live that fantasy right here, right now. She could picture it, billions of his sperm cells racing directly for her ovum, easily conquering it, multiple sperm cells drilling into her egg and fertilizing it. She pictured not just one black baby, but triplets, her belly swollen out to ludicrous proportions, her white genetic line ending right there, claimed forever by black men. She squirmed with absolute pleasure at her own twisted thoughts. But, she didn't think about them long, as she faded to black, and passed out from the pure overload, going into a long desired and contented sleep.

"Hey, how you doing?" she heard Samuel gently whisper, fluttering her eyes open to find him sitting on the edge of the bed with a bottle of water for her.

"I'm... I'm good. Great." she said, blinking and smiling, "How long was I out..?"

"About half an hour." he said, making her eyes widen slightly, "Today was a lot, don't feel bad."

"Are you sure... I mean, I wanted you to feel good too..." she said, unable to feel guilty for not being able to give him more.

"I feel great, don't worry one bit." he said, giving her a smile, knowing he had just cemented another white girl into a lifetime of black cock obsession and mixed breeding.

Molly liked both sides of Samuel, his fatherly kindness and his cruel sexual dominance. She felt like a character in one of her hentai harems, finally understanding what it meant to be obsessed with a man's seed and pleasure, giving yourself to him fully. But instead of choosing one man, she had a whole army of them to worship. The two parted ways with Samuel giving her a ride home, Molly no longer considering him any sort of threat, the older man planting a kiss on her cheek to make her blush before she climbed out of the car and watched him drive away wistfully. She sighed happily, and sauntered up the walk to her house, the sort of punch drunk walk you expect from a girl who's just been thoroughly laid. She managed to avoid her folks, who were watching TV upstairs, and slipped quietly into her bedroom, locking the door behind her. She logged into Discord, the usual rabble of online voices droning on until someone noticed her name pop up.

"Well, look who's late. Finally decide to get a life?" xXxFuZZyPuZZysLAYERxXx said, having already unblocked her again.

Molly just smiled as she reached down and touched her stomach.

"I certainly hope so."

