
    
      uh-oh

      
        	
          Pan's Gift
        

        	
          Loving Embrace
        

        	
          Sandy's Showing Lie
        

        	
          Primal Eloquence
        

        	
          Tara's Breeding
        

        	
          Observation of a Breeding
        

        	
          Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 01
        

        	
          Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 02
        

        	
          Baby Crazy
        

        	
          Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 03
        

        	
          A Sibling Secret
        

        	
          Labyrinth Breed
        

        	
          Draconian Breed
        

        	
          Daddy Teaches the Twins
        

        	
          Captured Cunt
        

        	
          Day of Conception
        

      

    
  Pan's Gift

        Lilith meets a strange man who will change her life forever.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pans-gift

Title: Pan's Gift

Author: uh-oh

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Lilith meets a strange man who will change her life forever.

Tags: love story, passionate, demon, pan, transform, symbolism, pan's gift, impregnation, fire, expansion




Meetings
Lilith didn't know him very well. In fact, she met him just moments ago, in the library that she loved to visit. And yet, even though she barely knew him, she invited him over to her house. Tonight. This may not seem so strange for some women, who enjoy bringing men into their homes by the truckload. But for Lilith, this was a monumental change of pace.
Lilith, also known as Lily by her friends, was what one could call a conservative girl. Never did she go to the raves to get drunk. Not once did she do any type of drug. Wearing anything less than jeans and a t-shirt in public was insane to her. Lilith's last date was in seventh grade to a stupid football player. He turned out just wanting to feel her up instead of talking. That guy had a few weeks in the hospital for that particular attempted groping. Obviously, Lilith wasn't the type of girl to just let any guy have their way with her.
She enjoyed sports quite a bit. Basketball, badminton, volleyball, you name it, she played it. As result of her constant exercise, she was fit and shapely, and tended to draw the attentions of any male in her general area, sometimes even a few girls. At 5'10 and 108 pounds, she could put an alley cat to shame for her litheness and agility. Long golden-blond hair would zigzag after her like a comet's tail as she darted to and fro on the court. Rarely was her hair stationary at any time in the day, in fact. And not a single person, especially the guys, would miss being mesmerized by her perfectly shaped breasts pressing out against her thin gym shirt. This helped Lilith, of course. Guys too busy ogling bouncing boobs tend to be easy to beat in any game.
On top of that, Lilith was also very intelligent. Top of her classes, model student, and never missed a day of school. Straight A's that made the geeks jealous and the preps dumbfounded were always in her grasp. She liked to read, and read she did. Lilith was the kind of girl who would read Biology textbooks over the weekend just for fun. One who studied history not because it was the test next Friday, but because it intrigued her. Who read poetry every night before sinking into a peaceful sleep. She was, by all standards, a very special girl, and in many more ways than one.
But one subject she particularly enjoyed was old mythologies. She would pour over book after book, from Greek, to Egyptian, to Norse, even getting into demonologies. The tales tickled her mind in a way that nothing else could. Lilith had always admired the characters within the stories, of how brave they were, how bold, and how beautiful they were. And secretly, she liked the succubus the best. She even dreamed many a night that she was one, with moonlight skin, midnight hair, and pitch black stretching wings. Lilith would always wake from that dream covered in misty sweat, and a pleasant tingling below her navel. She always instantly regretted the moment she woke up from it.
And that's when she met him. Lilith was browsing aimlessly in the library, looking for something to supplement her collections. She held a book entitledMyths and Fables: Spirits and Demons.It was from the long line of theMyths and Fablesbooks, and it would fit in perfectly with her secret growing collection of fiend-oriented books.
She leafed through the pages, skimming through in search for the pictures. Lilith, as said before, liked reading, but loved art. And theMyths and Fablesline was full of artwork. This book was no different; engravings of angels and demons battling; photos of stone-hewn likenesses of creatures great and small; intricate pencil drawings of reptile-like monsters flaunting their strength, all contained in the rather thick tome she held in her hands.
She stopped on one page briefly. It was entitled,'Sexual Demons'in bold, intricate print, and she glanced at the page-large portrait. It showed a woman and a man in some sort of dark room. They were on a blood-red velvet bed, with the man over the girl. And they were naked.
Being the studious and professional girl, Lilith could handle sexual things without loosing her composure. Usually. However, the scene contained even more. The woman was beautiful, lying face-up under the man. Her face was that of pure ecstasy; her hands clawing at the back of the man in some desperate attempt to force him deeper into her. Lilith could relate, as she was no stranger to the carnal pleasures that a hand and a bit of imagination could provide. But the girl was having real sex, which Lilith never had before. And her face looked like she was writhing in pain, but loving every moment of it... and Lilith couldn't help but examine it more closely.
She looked to the man, and her breath caught. The artist's work was exquisite by far on the entire painting, but that man was something out of a dream. Tall and muscled in all the right places, his arms supported his body above the girl's. Red, almost flaming hair donned him, and even his skin having a crimson tinge to it. His face was contorted in his efforts, but through that he was smiling mischievously as he was about to plunge into the orgasmic woman again. Lilith leaned closer to the page, completely enthralled in the couple, and wishing to fall right into the page...
"Nice picture. What's it called?" Came a cool voice behind the mesmerized Lilith.
She gasped, snapping out of her carnal trance and dropping the book from her stunned fingers. The title was the only part of the picture she didn't stare at. Lilith turned around to face the voice, ready to stare down the culprit who interrupted her study. But this time her eyes traveled up to meet the man's gaze.
"Uh, well, I wasn't really looking at the picture that much..." She stuttered out, instead of roaring at the person. It was Lilith's plan to chew this guy out, but that was before she saw him.
"Hmmm," Hummed the tall man, "It looks like you were studying it pretty hard though," The guy had a nice voice. Almost musical. He also had a small grin that grew wider as he stared at the quickly reddening Lilith.
"No!" Lilith said rather loudly, making a few studious people turn around to glare at the cause. Quieting down to a hushed whisper, Lilith's hissed, "Well, what if I was 'studying' it? It is art, and it is a beautiful piece of work."
"Oh really?" He raised an eyebrow, "I thought it was some sort of porn the way you were nearly drooling over it," His amused grin widened, and Lilith blushed even deeper.
"Well, it's none of your business anyway," She dismissed, bending down to pick up her book, "So I'm just going to check out thisartbook, and I can stare at the pictures all I want." Lilith turned around and planned on walking away then, but before she could take a step, he stopped her with his voice.
"You like older stuff don't you?" He inquired, stopping Lilith in her tracks.
"I'm NOT into older guys, thank you very much," Lilith snapped over her shoulder.
"No no no," The twenty-some guy said, "I mean you like ancient stuff, like monsters and mythology, am I right?"
Lilith spun around in an instant, "What are you, a stalker!?" She felt her muscles tense up and she held the book to her chest like a shield. More people looked this time, quieting both Lilith and the man's voices with looks of annoyance.
The man backed up a step and waves his hands disarmingly, trying to simultaneously apologize to the audience and regain Lilith's fleeting attention, "No, not at all! I just come here often and I always see you lurking around these shelves," He motioned around him to the many books, "And all that's here are mythology and Karma Sutra books. So, using my logic, you are either a very cute bookworm or a porn fanatic," He crossed his arms, and his grin returned, "Or, you are a secret porn fanatic cute bookworm."
Lilith scoffed at his remarks, "Well, I'm not a secret porno fanatic at all,"
She kinda lied. She had read Karma Sutra a few times, and it was one of her more favorite 'study tools' late at night when all the rest of the world was asleep. But this guy didn't have to know that, nor did he have to know that the book in her hands would become a 'study tool' as well.
"I like books," Lilith continued, "You, on the other hand, apparently think you can hook up with 'cute bookworms' with some sly comments. Well, it's not gonna work on me! So goodbye," She turned on her heel and indignantly, making her glowing hair swish behind her. She resumed her trek to the counter to leave the creep behind.
Even though, she thought to herself, he was kinda cute.
"Wait!" He cried urgently after her. Why Lilith stopped she didn't know, but she turned again to face him, "Look, I'm sorry I offended you,"
"You better be," Lilith knew she was giving him the evil eye right then.
"You see, pretty women make men do stupid things," Lilith gave him a look that could make stone crumble, "Uh, like trying to butter up an obviously angry woman with cheap words-"
"You got that right," Lilith cut in.
"But you will remember the stories about the Satyrs, right?" Pan asked.
Lilith's memory on them was somewhat shrouded in her brain, but she reluctantly agreed, "Yes... and what's your point?"
"Well," He started, "Those guys were half man, half goat. Maybe it was the goat half, or the male guy half, but either way the little bastards were horny!" Lilith tried to suppress a small smile, but the corners of her lips succumbed.
"And since they were horny, and guys at that, they would chase after young women all the time. Especially virgins, in particular," The guy's grin returned, and his extremely-dark blue eyes sparkled, "So they would do anything in their power to seduce those girls. But, being guys overcome with the presence of a beautiful woman, they usually just chased like hell after them, and screwed up miserably."
Lilith couldn't believe that this guy actually knew at least a little bit about mythology, but she tested him, "So, what is the point of that then?"
"The point is: Guys tend to be civilized, but turn into animals when pretty girls are around," He smiled, and added, "And that guys are constantly horny, but that's beside the point. The main thing is that a guy can't woo a girl that he likes into liking him by throwing himself at her. That's why the Satyrs never got any most of the time."
"Well?" He stared at Lilith's blank look. Lilith found out she was staring, slightly mesmerized by his insight and his voice.
She shook it off, "Ah... So you read into them, huh?"
"Oh, I love those kinda tales, cause they show us what people are really like: Horny and hairy," He smiled with his oh-so lovable grin. Lilith couldn't help but giggle behind her book.
"Hey, I gotta ask you something," Their eyes connected, "Since chasing after you like a Satyr isn't going to work, would you like to willingly go out with me sometime?" His grin broadened on his face and his eyes sparkled.
Lilith was caught entirely off guard, "Uhh, well... umm..." She looked at her feet, which had just become extremely fascinating to her. The beating of her heart surely could be heard by the guy too, Lilith thought. But the guy just stood there, watching her patiently and with his smile. Lilith didn't know much about him, or who he was even, but she knew one thing.
She liked him.
Well, sure he was cute, and even a bit sexy to her on some levels. He knew about mythology, which you don't find many guys that do, especially in her town. But, she hadn't been on a date since middle school, and years later she still didn't feel at all comfortable with the idea... She had to make up a plausible excuse without necessarily blowing the guy off entirely.
"Well?" His voice drifted to her again. She looked up, and tried to look sincere.
"Well, you see, I have a lot of homework to do...Writing up an essay and all that kind of stuff. So I won't be able to get out of my house at all," It was a solid case, which could not possibly fail. But the guy's smile never even faltered.
He simply replied, "Oh, that's ok. I can help ya with your homework, if you want. I'm very good at helping out people, ya know," He cocked his head to the side, a silent question to Lilith. What she did next shocked herself, even at the time.
"Well..." She examined her feet for the answers, but found none. Finally, she answered:
"Ok then."
The impulsive words just spilled out of her mouth before she could stuff them back down her throat. Though on the surface Lilith didn't want this stranger in her house, something in the back of her mind wanted it... Badly.
He clapped his hands and his grin morphed into a full smile, "Great! I won't let ya down..." He paused and stared, cocking his head to the side in another silent question.
"Lilith," She blurted out, "My friends call me Lily," Her conservative side screamed,'What in the hell are you doing!? You don't even know this guy!'But she was too far gone to back out now.
"Well, Lily, you have a very beautiful name," Lilith felt her blush coming back again.
He straightened up a bit and declared, "My name is Pan," The name seemed so familiar to her, but just out of reach in her mind. "Like the mythological Pan, only as you can see, I'm not a goat-man," Lilith remembered the name now as one of the Satyrs, and she giggled, a smile much bigger than she thought crossing her face.
Pan smiled back, "What's your address, Lily?"
"Its 1204, 5th Street North," Lilith did it again. Telling a complete stranger where she lived, after telling them her name and even her nickname. She reasoned that it would be too rude to smash Pan's dreams now, so might as well go all the way. At least, that's how she rationalized her uncontrolled blurting and the fluttering of her heart.
"Ok! Is Saturday at five o'clock good for you?"
"It's perfect!"
"Great! Then I'll see ya then?"
"Yeah, see you then, Pan."
Pan gave Lilith a little wink and walked away, disappearing around the corner of the aisle. Once he was gone, she let out a deep breath she had been holding for what seemed like hours and slummed against the bookshelf.
'Why did I just do that?'She thought, 'Well, it could be worse... I could have done all that with some drunkard...'She thought grimly.'At least he's cute, and smart, and funny...And sexy,'She added. Lilith walked down to the counter, shaking her head in an attempt to stop grinning ear to ear.
Lilith walked back to her house in a giddy haze, having been unable to shake off her smile since meeting with that guy. While walking up her porch steps withSpirits and Demonsheld tightly to her chest, she realized that she had just set up her first date in years with a guy she just met for about five minutes. And to her horror, she realized it was Friday, and that her with him date was tomorrow!
Lilith burst into her house and nearly screamed at the sight. Lilith, even though being a very organized and clean girl in most aspects, didn't exercise the same philosophy in her house. Loose books covered the floor like sleeping doves. Cascades of old homework papers flowed off from the tired old couch. Soda cans and energy bar wrappers nested on her work station like lazy seagulls.
Dashing to her room, Lilith found it in much the same state, however much more embarrassing. Besides the layers of clothing all across her floor, her walls were covered with girlie posters. The tight jeans that she loved to wear were strewn about the room in random heaps. Colorful shirts, which accented her breasts nicely, were flung far and wide across the carpeted plain. The underwear seemed to have had minds of their own, as they were on her floor, her bed, even on her smaller, slightly tidier version of her outside work desk. Lacy, bright, and soft, her panties and bras defined the room as Lilith's. She looked at her demon book in her hand, which Pan had called 'porn', and a cat-like grin crept across her face.
"I'll use this later," Lilith mused as she bent down and placed her new book into a small black shoebox. It joined an old Playgirl for company, which summed up what kinds of things Lilith kept in that black box. But she was thinking again about that painting. It had scorched into her mind, and it wouldn't go away. She sighed as she pushed the container back under her bed for later. She was in the mood now to put it to good use, but first...
"But first I gotta clean up this mess!" Lilith flailed her arms around, motioning to all of the 'mess'. After a slight tantrum, she sighed, defeated, but determined to finish this mammoth task before she fell asleep.
Piles of paper towels, three large garbage bags, and a whole case of sodas later, Lilith's ungodly task was complete. She wiped the sweat from her brow. Her once clean clothes were now crusted with dirt and dust from her hellish job. Shambling back to her room like a wounded soldier, Lilith stumbled back into her now completely panty-less domain. With an exhausted, "Mff", she collapsed onto her bed. But she wasn't tired enough to forget about the erotic portrait.
Lilith's arm flopped over the end of her bed, lamely attempting to get at her little black box. "Damn it..." she mumbled, "Can't... get it..." flailing weakly, her limp finally gave up. She was just too tired from all the cleaning to reach into her stash of visual intrigues. Luckily, she wasn't tired enough to be unable to engage in what they would aid.
With the perfect picture in her mind, Lilith's hands drifted over her body. She closed her eyes, letting her hands do all the work. It amazed her how her hands seemed like a different entity, spreading across her body like probing tendrils. As she pulled at her shirt, she couldn't believe how tight it was on over herself.
"Jeez...Pan saw me in this?"Lilith sighed as she shucked off her thin shirt. Her fingers felt chilly against her bare midsection as they traced around her navel in lazy swirls. They meandered down to her equally tight pants in the same thoughtless fashion.
"Mmmm, no wonder Pan was so into me..."She slid off her tight jeans and kicked them away. Exposed to the cool air, Lilith's only defense against the chilly room was her deep purple bra and panties. Though she was a modest girl on the outside, Lilith's underwear told a different story. Intricate patterns traced across the silky material, making her want to touch it, rub it, caress it.
"Ooooo..." Lilith cooed as her cold hands played down her stomach.'God, I'm getting so worked up thinking about him...'She pondered as she felt her body heat up. Her hands drifted lower. Lower from soft shoulders. Lower from heaving breasts. Lower from taut stomach. Closer to her moist sex, its fragrance filling the air around her, alluring her to give it what it so desired.
"Oh god," She moaned, "this feels sooo-" Lilith never finished her lusty outcry. Suddenly, without cause or warning, it happened. Her hands stopped dead, inches away from their destination. Before she could even realize what was happening she...
"Zzzzz..."
Seductions
Lilith was out cold after the laborious toiling of cleaning. She hadn't realized that she had worked non-stop till dawn. Obviously, she didn't anticipate how massive a job it really was.
She stirred in her deep slumber, moaning as she shifted position yet again. In her dreams, she was running. Running from something. A monster! More and more books piled up in her arms every step she took. But the creature was gaining on her. Lilith's legs felt heavy as more books filled her arms, towering above her. Its hot breath was on her back. A rock, unseen by her, broke her stride, and she fell.
And fell.
And fell.
And suddenly, Lilith was in a room that seemed oddly familiar. On stone walls hung small touches, whose light barely sliced through the gloom. The tapestries opposite the torches became odd lanterns, making pools of ruby light in the stone grey room. Soft carpeting covered the floor, tempting Lilith to wiggle her toes. And there, in the middle of the room, was a large ornate bed covered in blood-red velvet.



Lilith walked over and touched the covers gently. Her hand sunk into the material, and she shivered at the near-liquid feel of it. She cautiously crawled onto this strange bed, unable to resist the feeling, and sunk into its soft plush surface.
Lilith sighed as she sunk lower into it, letting the silky covers touch every inch of her body. Stretching out, she realized that she wasn't even close to spanning the width of the bed. It was purely massive, and beautiful. So lovely she wanted to feel it all. So gorgeous she yearned to crawl under the covers. So alluring she never wanted to leave it.
Then someone entered the room. Lilith gasped as she saw the figure, hidden by the shadows, standing at the foot of the bed. It came closer, but she didn't jump up, or even try to run. The bed was just so amazing she couldn't bring herself to move from it. Or was the shadow holding her? She couldn't tell, but the apparition crawled onto the bed nonetheless. It became visible as it emerged from the shadows, and Lilith gasped when she saw who it was.
"Pan?" Lilith croaked weakly as his face finally became discernable from the darkness. He was grinning, and the firelight played on his features like a painting. Lilith's eyes automatically wondered from his eyes, and happened to discover that his shoulders were bare. No, his muscled chest was bare too...
'He's naked!'
Lilith's surprise shocked her out of the haze she was in. Her eyes continued down his abs, but she averted her eyes at the last second. Looking down at herself, she discovered something else.
'Holy shit! I'm naked too!!'Her inner voice squeaked frantically. A hand touched her leg, an abnormally warm hand, gently gripping her ankle.
Lilith wanted to cover herself up, but he seemed to paralyze her body. Pan slinked up her body, taking his time to view all of it with great interest. When he looked up again, his eyes were glowing like red hot coals. His mischievous grin appeared when his face drew close to hers. Soft sapphire eyes faced hard ruby eyes. Golden blond hair encountered flaming red hair. Silky white skin touched rough crimson skin. Lilith felt his bare skin on hers, and her longing for him grew faster than her fear. Warmth spread throughout her body, and she felt her flesh tingling uncontrollably. Pan pressed into her with his warm flesh, and Lilith loved it. Pan's voice whispered close to her ear.
"See you soon, Lily..."
Lilith opened her eyes. She was on her bed, sprawled out as far as he arms and legs could reach. Light streamed into the room. Groggily, she sat up, feeling that she was still clothed in her plum attire, although it was drenched in her sweat. Rubbing her eyes, she turned over to her buzzing radio clock.
"Gah," She croaked, "I really need to get a better alarm..." But Lilith didn't care much about her clock right then. The vivid images of Pan over her were still fresh in her mind.
'What does it mean? And why did I want it so much?'Lilith thought as she finally turned off the annoying alarm. Images of Pan over her flashed behind her eyes. The feelings of his body against hers felt so real... It barely registered in her mind that the time was 4:50 in the afternoon.
After looking at the glowing green numerals for a minute, she remembered that she had only ten minutes until Pan showed up!
"Son of a-!!!" Lilith flew off her bed, sped into the hall, and dove to the bathroom. The pit crews of Nascar wouldn't have been able to keep up with her repair job. A quick shower, a hasty hair brushing, and a dangerously speedy leg shaving left her clean, neat, and smooth. Rushing to find the clothes that make her look the cutest immediately follow, leaving her just enough time to put on socks before she heard the doorbell ring.
Lilith had just finished skidding down the hall.'That's insane timing...'she thought as she reached for the doorknob. Taking a deep breath, she calmed herself.
Lilith tried to calm herself, "Its ok, Lily. He's just gonna help you with your homework. Nothing to panic about..."
'Then why did you put a pink bow in your hair?'Her bemused inner voice retorted.
"Eek!" Lilith ripped the pink apparatus from her hair, sending it flying into some obscure corner of the room. Without waiting for herself to psyche herself out, she tore open the door.
"Hello!?" Burst Lilith's unintentionally harsh voice. "Sorry, I uh, just had a rough waking up..."'Good catch'she thought sarcastically, but Pan just stood there, and smiled.
"Hello, Lily," His cool voice drifted to her ears, "Am I on time?"
"Perfectly, actually..." She breathed.'Why does it feel like I've run a mile?'
"That's good," Pan checked his watch, "I usually make it right on time. Unless I sleep in, of course," His amused grin widened.
Lilith blushed, "Well, w-won't you come in?"'Stop stuttering you idiot!'She motioned with her hands, which were shaking for no reason. Pan didn't seem to notice.
"Yes, thank you Lily," And he stepped in. Lilith followed, he eyes downcast.
'Stop staring at his butt!!'She quickly averted her eyes again, and her red hue deepened.
Pan glanced around, "Looks like you keep things very tidy around here," Lilith nearly blurted out she was actually a total slob, but she was glad her voice caught when he turned back towards her.
"Well, should we get started then?" Pan took a step closer to her. Lilith's eyes widened.
"G-get what s-started?" Lilith stuttered, starting to shake at his question. The dream was still vivid in her mind. Pan's grin was, however, the same as it always was. He cocked his head to the side.
"Your homework? Ya know, the reason you invited me over?"
'Homework! I'm so stupid sometimes...',Lilith blushed even deeper and barely stopped herself from knuckling her forehead.
Pan chuckled at her reaction, "Unless you were planning on something else while I was here," Lilith giggled nervously, rather embarrassed for jumping to conclusions. Pan walked in, lifting up a small briefcase as he entered. Lilith quietly sighed to herself and closed the door.
"Yea, the homework," She stepped in front of him again, "Well, lets go do it then," Lilith led Pan to the diner table, which was her impromptu workstation. They sat down. Pan waited. And waited a bit more.
Looking around, he observed, "I think we need some papers and books to do homework, right?"
"What?" Lilith said dreamily, "Oh! Yea, the homework," She stopped staring at Pan, and reached over to her backpack on the ground nearby. Her blush returned with a vengeance as she was snapped out of her momentary daydream. Of which, of course, involved Pan as the main star. Pan only smirked to himself.
Math. English. Biology. Lilith frankly couldn't believe how much work she actually had to do. She guessed it was fortunate she had a partner to share it with, considering how much time she had wasted already.
Time slowly slipped by, and so did her homework. Pan was amazingly smart, more so than she had thought before. His vocabulary was stupendously acute, even more than Lilith's own at times. He solved math problems without effort, even without using a calculator once. And he knew every bit of the human anatomy, without once looking at the diagrams. All the while, Pan chatted pleasantly with Lilith.
After what seemed like a few minutes of slowly chipping away at all the academics, Pan leaned back in his chair and stretched his hands.
"Ahhhhh," He sighed, "I think we have put a sizable dent in that stuff."
"Sizable?" Lilith exclaimed, "I think it's all done!" Lilith sat, staring incredulously at the graveyard of finished papers littering her kitchen table. And Lilith's excuse essay was the best she had ever written, thanks to Pan's input.
Pan looked down at the desk, "Oh. Seems like you're right. I was never quite good at calling it quits at anything," He laughed, and so did Lilith. A good natured laugh. Lilith's nervousness was gone, and she really was beginning to like Pan.
Suddenly, she heard her stomach rumble. Loudly.
Pan perked up, "Judging from your stomach's roaring, it's time to eat."
"Yea, it must be..." Lilith looked at her watch, and it read 9:12.
"Holy crap! How did it get to 9 so fast?" She wondered out loud.
"Homework tends to do that," Pan replied, "Ya know, speed up time?"
Lilith still stared at her watch incredulously, "Yea, it seems it does. I'm starving... I'll find us something to eat," Lilith stood up and walked into her kitchen, looking through the cabinets to find something actually palpable. She didn't want to come off as some poor scholarly student, even though shewasthe poor scholarly student. Unfortunately, all she had in her stores were salty crackers and dry pasta to work with.
Before she could make some mockery of a dinner from these two items, Pan said, "Oh, you don't need to cook. I ordered pizza over while you were busy writing your essay," then the doorbell rang, "That must be it now. I'll be right back," He went to answer the door with an easy stride.
'He seems to go everything right on time...'Lilith thought as she walked back to the table, glad that she wouldn't have to eat the sawdust-like crackers for dinner. Again. Once she shoveled all the homework papers and books into her uncooperative backpack, Pan came back with a small pizza in each hand.
"Oh, I should have paid for those..." Lilith felt like an ass for not paying, but Pan only shook his head.
"I was the one who interrupted your book reading, who tromped into your house with barely any notice, and who has eaten up all your alone time," He precariously threw out his arms for effect, nearly launching the pizzas, "I think I should be the one to repay you a little bit for your perseverance with me," He made a slight bow, and offered one of the pizza's to Lilith. She couldn't help but smile, and he did the same. They both sat down and looked at their tasty prizes.
"Why did you order two?" Lilith asked.
"Oh, I didn't think you would like my taste in pizza very much," Pan replied.
Lilith opened her box, to find a pepperoni pizza. She smiled, because this was her favorite type of pizza by far. She looked at his meal. It was more of a buffet than a pizza, and it had what looked like every single topping available on it, which true to Pan's word, Lilith loathed.
Pan picked up a slice, "You like yours?"
"Yea! How did you know I liked pepperoni the best?"
"It's not too hard. Everyone likes pepperoni on their pizza."
"And apparently you like everything on yours."
"Yea, well, I didn't think you were the kinda girl to prefer fungus and dead fish on her pizza," He motioned to his meal, which had anchovies and mushrooms all over it.
"Good call," Lilith stuck her tongue out at him playfully, which he reciprocated.
"And what goes good with pizza, Lily?"
"More pizza?"
"Naw, this stuff," Pan pulled out what looked like a wine bottle, full of translucent red drink. Lilith eyed it warily. Pan saw her and assured her, "No, its not beer or wine, Lily. Its just some stuff that makes any food taste amazing," He poured two glasses, and handed on to her.
Lilith swirled it around a few times, then took a tiny sip. Pan watched her as her eyes lit up with surprise.
"Wow! Thisisgood stuff! What is it? I've never tasted something like that before!" To Lilith, it tasted almost like ripe strawberries, but with something else that made her taste buds dance.
"Oh, it's a little tough to make, but it's worth it in the end," Pan smiled, and Lilith drank her glass within seconds.
Except for the pouring of more drink and the sounds of happy munching, it was silent as they ate. Lilith discovered that she could not, in fact, eat an entire horse, no matter how hungry she was. But the little pizza was just enough for her. She didn't have to force herself to eat another bite, nor wanted a bit more. And the drink was simply amazing. She wondered where he got it from, because it was the best thing she had ever tasted. And every sip she took made her feel warmer and happier all over. After downing the entire pizza and half the bottle, she felt blissfully full and content.
Pan glanced to Lilith, who was leaning back in her chair satisfied, "Ya still hungry?" He asked when his meal was likewise consumed.
"No, I'm completely full," Lilith sighed, then added, "That was the best meal I have had in a long time," Ordinarily, her diet would be those bits of pasta and bread, so pizza was an amazing change. Her entire body felt warm and fuzzy, and she liked that floating-on-clouds feeling.
"Well that's good. I guess I estimated right then on how much you could eat. Though, I was skeptical that you could eat that all by yourself..."
"Hey, just because I'm a girl doesn't mean I can pig out sometimes." Lilith grinned.
Pan grinned back, then looked into Lilith's eyes, "I think that that was nearly enough to repay you for your tolerance of my antics."
Lilith stared back, liking how his eyes shone the way they did in the light, "I can't think of anything else you could do for me," A dirty thought crossed her mind, but she lazily wished it away, "Besides, it should be me repaying you."
Pan stood up and walked behind Lilith, "Well, you look like you have had it rough today, what all with strange guys asking to help you with your homework and such..." Lilith felt his hands gently fall onto her shoulders, "How about a massage to ease your suffering?" He asked chivalrously.
Lilith thought for a moment. She had never had anyone give her a massage before, much less a guy she barely knew. But she liked Pan. Since she met him, he had been courteous and respectful, unlike most guys who tried to hound her for a feel of her breasts. She sighed, liking Pan's warm hands resting on her.
"Well..." Lilith murmured, "Just the shoulders. Don't try to get all frisky or anything," She giggled and wagged her finger at him.
Pan laughed, "Oh, so you think I'm the kinda guy who just wants to cop a feel eh?" His hands playfully tickled down her sides then back up to her shoulders, causing her to laugh, and made a pleasantly cold rush go through her spine, "Don't worry Lily, I won't do anything."
"That is, if you want." He added strangely.
Before Lilith could even reconsider his offer, Pan started. Slowly, steadily, and firmly, Pan's hands clasped onto her tired muscles.'Relax! He won't do anything to you, he said so!'Lilith forced herself to relax, leaning back in the chair towards his hands.
"Just try to relax Lily," Pan said calmly. The warmth from his hands sank into her shoulders, and Lilith discovered that she actually felt a little sore. But within moments, she felt that feeling floating away. Pan was amazing with his hands. Lightly gripping, softly pressing, and subtly releasing her tired shoulders, making her forget all about the worries of the world. Combined with her sated state, Lilith felt herself unwind more, closing her eyes.
Then Pan stopped, and Lilith's eyes grudgingly opened, "Why did you stop?" She asked, and looked around at him. Her shoulders felt completely relaxed, but the rest of her felt horribly tense.
"I just wanted to know if you wanted to get a real massage."
"A real one? Weren't you just giving me one already?"
"That's just a little massage for sore shoulders. And seeing how you reacted when I stopped, it seems like you want to get a whole back massage. How about it?"
Yet again, Lilith's mental cogs turned, considering. She thought about where this could lead...'Unlikely. He's too nice a guy to do that...'She thought about what could happen...'Pfft. Pan wouldn't do THAT!'Lilith thought about how his hands felt on her...'That was so nice...'
"Ok, that sounds good," Lilith stood up and asked him, "Where should we do it? Er, I mean, where's a good place for you to touch me? Ah! I mean-"
Pan chuckled and took ahold of her hand gently, "Well, if you were asking where would be a good location to give you your massage," He smiled broadly, obviously amused, "Then it would be probably on your bed,"
Lilith's eyed widened.'Now he wants me on my bed?!'Her panicky conscious squeaked.
'No no, he just wants you to be comfy so you will enjoy yourself'Her body countered.
'But, beds... Beds lead to other things...'Her fearful mind mumbled out.
'He won't do 'other things' Lily. Just go with it'Her body retorted.
'Well, I guess so...'Lilith decided.
"Ok, I'll show you where it is," Lilith felt his warm hand around hers, and a deep sense of calm settled over her. Lilith stood up, and started to lead Pan to her room. And Pan followed with a grin.
Sensations
Lilith was in a blur.'Am I dreaming?'She had this kind of dream before, but it wasn't supposed to come true.
'You're over reacting'said the calming voice in her head,'He's not going to do anything weird'.Lilith still shivered, however. Before she knew it, she and Pan stepped into her room.
Pan cranked his neck around to look at her posters and picture on the walls, "Hmmm, nice room. I see why you were in the mythology section now..." Lilith nearly fell down, because her walls were filled up with mythological monsters and epic battles and other such scenes, along with the obligatory unicorn pictures, complete with prancing pink ones, to complete her domain. Lilith imagined them burning to ash right then. Pan's smile just grew as he viewed the rest of the room.
"Well Lily, looks like your bed is nice," Thankfully, she did keep that free of multicolored ponies, and instead kept it covered with baby blue sheets. Pan stepped over to her bed and tested it with his hand, "Yep. You know how to buy a good bed Lily."
"So, are you a bed expert now too, Pan?" Lilith grinned, and Pan reciprocated.
"Of course I am!" He cheerily answered, "I like to test beds out quite a bit, as a matter of fact." He sat down and patted the bed, "Ok, jump on, Lily!"
Lilith's fears flared up again, but his smile doused her them quickly. She climbed on cautiously, ending up on the foot of the bed beside Pan. The room suddenly felt cold. Her skin prickled. She shivered, waiting for what would happen next.
"You gotta lay down on your stomach Lily, so I can do it right and you can relax," Pan's words washed over her, and made her feel calmer, "It looks like you need it bad too..." He placed his hand on her shaking shoulder, and she stopped, "I promise Lily, I won't do anything you don't want."
Taking a deep breath, Lilith forced herself to stop shaking. She crawled to the middle of the bed, looked around as if something was going to ambush her, then slowly lowered herself to the bed. Her arms were stiffly at her sides, and her mind exploded with nervous cautions and heedless comforts. Pan was moving around her, but Lilith just collected two pillows to take comfort in their softness. Nice soft pillows, her favorites. They helped, a bit.
"Ok Lily, just close your eyes and try and imagine something pleasant," She closed her eyes, and Pan spoke in a low disarming monotone, "Maybe like flowers blooming in a meadow... or the ocean waves gently breaking on a shore... or the porno book you were looking at so closely..."
Lilith couldn't help but giggle into her pillows, "Hey! It wasn't a porno!"
"Yea, right," He chuckled, "I bet you were going to 'read' all night long, or are going to."
"Pfft, just get on with the massage already," Lilith just smiled into her pillows, feeling much better. Then, Lilith felt Pan's hands upon her. Just like before, his hands went to her shoulders, which were starting to ache again without his touch. And just like before, the soreness went away as soon as Pan hands fell upon them.



Lilith soon discovered she wasn't shivering anymore. No, the more Pan's fingers caressed her back, the warmer and better she felt all over. She let her eyes close as his hands drifted up to her neck, lightly kneading and pushing. Lilith let out a small sigh as her muscles became loose.
'See? Wasn't this a good idea?'Pan's hands slid down her arms. She couldn't believe how warm his hands were on her skin. It was like he had held them over an open fire right before touching her bare flesh. It was nice. His fingers slid down to her elbows, then her forearms, warming everywhere his fingers touched. By the time his fingers touched her wrist, Lilith could barely wait until his fingers got to the rest of her body.
"Lily," Pan's whispering floated down to Lilith's ears, "Are you enjoying this?"
"Mmmmph," Lilith's voice burrowed into her pillows. She barely lifted her head, "Yes, I am. You're really good with your hands," Lilith thought it was a little awkward to say, and instantly ducked back down into be pillows again.
He laughed his musical laugh, "Thanks Lily. But it would feel even better if I can get at your back too,"
"Oh, that would be great!" Lilith responded in her muffled voice, and thus came out more as a, "Mo, at ould ee grate!" Pan laughed, but his response caught her off guard.
"Glad to hear you're so eager. Now, just take off your shirt," He said simply.
Lilith blinked and lifted her head. "Why do I need to take off my shirt?" Her muscles began to tighten again.
Pan worked at Lilith's tired arms as he spoke matter-of-factly, "If you want it to feel like you are rubbing against a rough wool blanket for the next ten minutes, then keep it on. But if you want it to actually feel good, then the shirt has got to go."
Lilith didn't like the idea of taking off her top with a guy watching, let alone while he was on top of her giving her a massage.'If he would have tried something, he would have done it already'.Pan's hands felt so good on her. So warm and smooth. Flawless and so relaxingly hot.'It has felt good so far, so why stop now?'The logic was solid. Pan wouldn't do anything she didn't want him to, or else he would have tried already. And his hands felt sooo good...'Just do what he says and let him finish'.
"Ok, Pan. Just promise you won't stop halfway ok?" Lilith never wanted this massage to end, in fact.
"Don't worry Lily," Pan coolly replied, "I always finish what I start."
Lilith reached down and grabbed the bottom hem of her shirt. Before she could reconsider, she pulled of her shirt and tossed it aside. Lilith hoped he wouldn't make fun of her choice of silky purple underwear. Thankfully, Pan didn't make a sound, and just continued with the massage.
Pan ran his hands up her arms, but this time traveled to her bare back. He led his smoldering hands between Lilith's sore shoulder blades, down over to her aching sides, and across her knotted lower back. Lilith briefly wondered how Pan seemed to know where she needed his touch the most. However, she soon resigned and accepted it as just a practiced skill.
Lilith was stroked from the top of her hips to the base of her breasts. Explorative fingers crested and descended every rib. And just before brushing the sides of her breasts, and trespassing her invisible boundaries, his hands would reverse direction, and slide back down her sides.
Eyes shutting slowly, Lilith thoroughly enjoyed this moment. Amidst her physical satisfaction came a small speck of carnal desire yet to be fulfilled. She tried to make it go away.
'Pan and I shouldn't do that...'Lilith thought hazily as Pan's fingers made small patterns across her skin. But the thought wouldn't go away. It just lingered on her mind, growing stronger every moment.
"Lily," Pan's words flowed like warm honey over her, "I could massage your legs, if you want..." The voice that had pestered Lilith all night with warnings and fears was now a faint memory. Quieted by her body's wants, she had only one thought in her mind.
"Yes... That would be great..." Lilith's hands took to removing her pants automatically. In her state of fuzzy lightheadedness, she didn't even realize that Pan didn't ask her to take them off. But she unbuttoned her tight jeans and kicked them away, and settled back into her position. Lilith was only focusing on the hands that would soon be upon her.
"You have very pretty legs, Lily," Pan observed.
"Thanks," Lilith's face felt like it would be stuck forever in a grin. Pan's hands gently glided down to her dainty feet, and rubbed them just as softly.
Lilith couldn't believe how smoothly his hands moved from her toes to her feet, from her feet to her ankles, from her ankles to her calves. The delicious feeling caused her skin to tingle. Her calves sated fully, Pan's touch moved up to her thighs. Lilith felt so cold whenever his hand moved away. But his hands replaced the icy pain with fiery comfort when they caressed past, and Lilith sank further into her pillows.
Lilith didn't mind as his hands slid even higher. She didn't mind as his hands slipped between her legs. She didn't mind as his hands came so close to her sex that she could feel his heat radiating from his palms. In fact, she relished it. Her feet were comforted. Her calves were relaxed. Her thighs were hot. But the core of her being was not content. His hands came closer and closer, and she yearned for his touch.
But for the first time, Lilith was left unsatisfied. That one place, where she needed the most to be caressed and rubbed at this very moment, was passed by. Lilith nearly cried out, but she held back. Her want was quickly turning into her need, and his fingers dragging across her panties only enflamed her newfound feelings. Lilith needed more, even though his massage on her entire body was complete.
"Looks like you're enjoying this, Lily..." Pan whispered.
"You have no idea, Pan..." She breathed back.
Pan's hands rested on the middle of her back, his fingers subtly stroking up and down her spine as he spoke, "If you are enjoying this so much, maybe you would want a frontal massage as well," He offered.
"That is, if you want..." Pan added in his low musical voice.
Lilith was only too eager to take up his proposal.
"Yes," She breathed and rolled over without inhibition, exposing herself to him, "I can't believe how good you are at this," Lilith didn't mind if Pan looked at her breasts anymore. However, she found his eyes were right on hers.
"Hopefully I can make you feel even better, Lily," Pan looked deep into her eyes, and Lilith felt like he was gazing into her very soul. She couldn't imagine how she could feel any better than what she was feeling now, but as soon as his hands touched her again, she leaned back and took it all in with renewed awe.
Pan started at her feet again, working his way up her calves and thighs. Lilith breathed in deeply, relaxing fully. She honestly couldn't remember a time when she was so at peace. Deep breaths made her breasts to rise and fall gently. Lilith's eyes closed as Pan's hands rose higher on her thighs, with her hoping that he would run just a single finger over her untouched flower. But his finger evaded her again, and left her in her intensifying battle between comfort and desire.
Pan's touch caressed Lilith's panty-covered hips, always so painfully close, but never touching her wanting sex. His hands moved up to her belly, rubbing in slow circles. Lilith became lost in the feeling. Pan touched her sides, sending sparks of excitement up her spine. Skating across her flesh, Pan's fingers stopped just below Lilith's inviting breasts.
She silently cursed that her bra was still on, and she wished it gone that very instant. Lilith didn't want to move an inch, lest she somehow lose that hot tingling feeling that pulsed deep inside her. She started to watch his hands as they worked, mesmerized by their motions. The sight only made Lilith's needed grow stronger.
"You look so beautiful when you are relaxed, Lily," Pan said as his hands works down her arms again.
Lilith slowly looked up to find Pan gazing deep into the wells of her icy blue eyes and softly whispered, "Thank you..." Pan's words were so musical and loving, coming from his lips which were so soft and inviting, "No one has ever made me feel so peaceful and happy before, Pan..."
Pan leaned down, his words becoming even fainter, "As with I," And with that, his lips sweetly joined hers.
It was Lilith's first kiss, and it was so intriguing to her senses. Pan's lips were firm one second, then soft the next. So warm they were against her, that the rest of her body felt icy cold. She tried to copy his motions, but being inexperienced she just let him lead. The gentle caress of his fingers across her arms ended at her hands, and Lilith grasped him, never wanting to let go. Lilith thought she would never feel any better, but somewhere in her mind she knew that it was only starting. And she smiled at the thought.
Passions
Pan's tongue begged entrance to Lilith's mouth, and it was granted passage. It felt so perfect to Lilith, as if it was made just for her. So smooth and warm, its heat rivaled that of his soft touch; so slick and fluid, its form was the softest velvet. Their tongues wrapped around each other, embracing passionately behind Lilith's lips.
Their tongues danced and their lips caressed one another, advanced from a sweet peck to a sweltering embrace. The pressure of Pan's body bearing down on hers was exquisite. Lilith hugged him, wanting more of that delicious sensation. But her bare midriff was met by his coarse shirt, which felt like daggers against her sensitized flesh, and her bra felt like an iron trap against her breasts. She wished both to be gone so she could feel his hot skin against hers.
Pan deftly pulled his shirt away just after her thought, and his bare flesh caressed Lilith's. Delighted, Lilith wrapped her arms around his muscled trunk, feeling every inch of him. Lilith tingled where his strong, blazing midsection pressed into hers. Her sex burned with desire, and her virgin flower continually tried to douse the growing flames. Lilith's encased breasts ached to be free from their silky cage.
Without difficulty, Pan's fingers unlocked that prison. Without hesitation, he pulled that violet cage away. Without effort, Lilith's breasts were granted freedom from their oppression. Lilith's swayed left and right, rubbing her back against the bed while she felt up her released tits. Apple-sized, perfectly round, and with the smooth yielding flesh of a ripe plum, her breasts heaved within her cupped hands. The cool air of the room surged around her, making her nipples stiffen instantly. Pan's heat blazed across her breasts as well, and electric tingles ran up Lilith's spine at the mix of burning and freezing.
Then, Pan's lips left hers. Lilith opened her eyes to see Pan viewing her body. His radiating eyes traveled down her body, slowly taking in ever inch of her bare form. Lilith could feel her skin shimmering. He started to sink down. Pan's heat licked against her, and she lightly moaned at the sensation. Lilith's eyes closed automatically, attempting to soak in every feeling of his hot body rubbing down hers. Pan kissed down the nape of Lilith's neck, across the length of her collar bone, down the distance of her sternum. When his kisses reached her breast, Lilith involuntarily thrust herself out to meet him.
Wordless, Pan's kisses ascended her right breast, while his hand climbed up her left.'So warm...'Lilith thought as both his sizzling tongue and flaming hand touched her overly-sensitive flesh.'I want this feeling all over...'Her panties were wet from her burning pussy; its attempts to put out the fire within herself only added fuel to it. The small candle had expanded into a bonfire. Pan's tongue flicked her nipple just so that the pleasurable shock seemed to coarse through her entire body.
"Ahh God!" She cried out, and instantly Lilith wrapped her arms around his head, holding him tight against her chest. Lilith felt him chuckle, sending pleasurable shudders into her already quivering body. Sparks flew as Pan lightly raked his teeth around her delicate areola. A flicker of lust spread as he gently squeezed her other yearning breast, traveling down between her thighs. Meeting it head on was Pan's hard member, pressing against her soaking panty-clad sex.
Lilith unconsciously ground her pussy against him. When she realized what her body was doing, she pressed even harder against him. Lilith needed him. She needed his lips on hers. She needed his hands fondling her firm breasts. She needed his cock fucking her tight pussy. These thoughts, so dirty and so taboo to her intellectual self, only fed the desires of her carnal being. Pan sucked Lilith's ridged nipple deep into his mouth. The combination of steaming hot mouth and dripping cool saliva drove her even higher.
Pan's tongue swirled down Lilith's toned front exquisitely. Her wanting sobs soon sank into soft mewls. His hands ran down her sides, deliberately pulling her closer to his hot body in the process. Lilith's soft mewls morphed into gentle groans. Pan circled her tummy with his lava-like tongue, tasting her smooth flesh. Lilith's gentle groans soon evolved into needy moans. When she felt her soaking panties being gradually liberated from her hips by Pan's sinking caress, Lilith's needy moans transformed into lusty outcries.
With her sexual flower finally released, exposed to sensual Pan, Lilith sighed with awe at the new feeling. The thin material was gone from her wet petals, and they glistened with her nectar. Pan looked at her pussy from just inches above, and Lilith's panting became heavier and faster every agonizing moment. Her beautiful virgin orchid needed sex. Its soft inner petals unfurled and opened. Its sweetly sexual smell permeated the air. Its surface dripped with succulent droplets. All this to convince Pan to gaze, to entice Pan to breath, to lure Pan to taste of her beautiful virgin flower.
Pan lingered close, his dragon's breath licking against Lilith's needing blossom. His slick tongue ventured around her sacred grove, and continued to resist the alluring sight of her enchanting sex. Nectar ran down to meet his slithering tongue, and the fiery serpent devoured it all. Lilith cooed and coaxed him in whispers, wishing him to plunge his tongue deep within her, and burn away her flaming desires. Despite her silent pleas, Pan's snaking tongue retreated back into his mouth, leaving her flower untouched by his fire.
'God damn it!!'Lilith thought while Pan snuck away from her pussy, leaving it yet again unsatisfied. Her body was on fire from his teasing. Shimmering sweat drenched her entire body, doing nothing to stave her heat away. Hard nipples stood erect on her heaving breasts, demanding to be touched. Carnal scents drifted heavily around her, making even herself dizzy with lust. Pan looked own upon her, with her cunt's juices glimmering on his lips. Lilith had enough.
'I need his touch,'Lilith thought as she wrapped her arms around him, pressing his hard chest against her soft tits.
'I need his taste,'Lilith thought as her lips pressed into his, licking her own bitter-sweet cum from his lips.
'I need him,'Lilith thought as she ground her pussy against him, finding only his bare flesh to meet hers.
She heaved. She moaned. She yearned. Lilith's mind flooded with primal desires, and she needed them fulfilled. Now. Her entire body quivered with horrible needs, needs that only Pan could satisfy. She didn't wait any longer. Her body screamed for attention, her entire world filled with only one single thought. Lilith tore her lips away from Pan's and roared like a lioness in heat.
"FUCK ME, PAN!"
Pan's pristine body was completely bare, and Lilith took in the sight hungrily. Pan towered above her, his muscled chest the likeness of a marble statue. His red hair seemed to mimic flames, dancing and flowing even while he was still. Lilith could have sworn, in the dimness of the room, that his eyes glowed like rubies. She thought she saw his body was crimson like fire. The heat from him increased twofold, but the temperature from his steely member was ten times that. Pan, heeding Lilith's lusty words, drew back. Then, in a single stroke, he thrust his powerful burning cock into Lilith's wet needing pussy.
Lilith screamed out as she felt her last barrier of innocence pierced by Pan's unstoppable force. But instead of sharp pain, she only felt searing pleasure streak through, sinking deeper and deeper into her body. Lilith felt his thrusting hips meet hers, and stop. His thick cock was fully buried in her, filling her completely and utterly.
The feeling of fullness gripped Lilith's mind and body completely. Her velvety inner muscles contracted around Pan's thick shaft, squeezing and feeling even inch of the fleshy invader. It fascinated her. Every inch of his shaft was smooth and yielding, yet its length was as hard as granite. It pulsed gently within her, with the lingering intensity of a glowing coal, with the potential to ignite within her. Lilith felt she had reached her peak; the slightest movement from Pan would take her over the edge, and drop her into a sea of pleasure.
"Oh god, take me, Pan! Fuck me NOW!" Lilith begged and writhed under Pan, trying to thrust herself upon him. But it was to no avail, as she was pinned to the bed by Pan's immobile smoldering form, and her efforts to satisfy her raging desires only served to intensify them. Every gasping breath caused her firm breasts to shiver. Every little movement stroked against his smooth burning flesh. Every agonizing second passing made her body quiver, just as a violin string shudders before it violently snaps.
Pan looked down upon Lilith's face, contorted with her imminent release. Lilith couldn't stand it much longer. The pressure within her belly grew stronger, and the torment of teetering on her orgasmic cliff was driving her insane. Pan watched her wide eyes beg for him, and felt her sweet pussy enticing him. An unearthly gleam entered his eyes, and he ever so slowly and torturously withdrew himself from Lilith. Just as his cock's head met her outer ring, he sank back into her, as if there was no rush at all.
Lilith groaned the low, throaty groan of release, and wrapped her arms around Pan. Lilith's body prepared herself for the tempest, stirred up in the depths of her body. Her toes curled. Her pussy quivered. Her belly fluttered. Her spine tingled. Her arms clenched. Her breath ceased. Her eyes closed. She held on, ready for her world to quake.
But no release came. Only mounting pleasure. Only continuing thrusting. Only increasing sparks. Only intensifying senses. Only building pressure. Only greater need.
"F-faster... H-harder... I'm... Almost there..." Lilith felt her body tighten up even more, but still the pressure built up, and still she was on the edge. Pan's movements were consuming her entire thoughts, and he moved only enough to bring her pleasure to smoking, but just enough to keep her from going aflame. It was torture, but it felt so amazing. Lilith wanted more, much more.
'God, I'm so close it hurts...'Lilith's agony was that of her towering desires being built upon endlessly, of her needing senses being increasingly aroused, of her hungry pussy being slowly fed more and more. Screams and shudders should have been racking her body at that very moment, but that only built up impossibly within her, ready to burst at the next moment but only growing greater and greater, on and on.
Pan's fingers, like sharp talons, sank into Lilith's firm ass, and impaled her upon his raging cock. Lilith ground herself on him, screeching with ecstasy. Pan held her fast and thrust even faster, his chest heaving like a massive billows and his sweat dripping onto her pale flesh. Lilith's eyes were open wide, but she saw nothing but the red haze engulfing her entire body.



They fell on each other like the feral elements. His mouth engulfed around hers. Her tongue constricted around his. Strong fingers grasped Lilith's ass. Sharp nails raked Pan's back. Engorged flesh pierced into Lilith's cunt with the crushing force of a meteor. Ribbed walls grasped at Pan's prick with the pulling force of an ocean. They moaned, the gasped, they writhed, they scratched, they bit, they cried out mutual pleasures beyond the imagination. Lilith's climax was beyond the edge, beyond what is imaginable, but still without an end in sight.
Rippling muscles and sweat caressed Lilith as Pan's cock sank in and out of her. There was no mercy. No matter how much Lilith thought she was at her highest point of ecstasy, Pan pushed her even farther, ever further to the brink of sanity. His fiery body dripped his sweat like tingling lava over Lilith's gasping chest and tightening midsection. Pan pressed her down harder, and Lilith was overwhelmed with the feeling of him touching every inch of her body. The chorus of his animalistic growling, her frantic outcries, his pounding rhythm, her grating scratching, the bed's creaking, the crackle of fire in the air, filled the night with the symphony of pure rapture.
A change suddenly swept through Pan. Lilith felt his temperature rise incredibly as he pressed himself against her, making his already burning flesh transform into a raging inferno. Lilith could only relish the feeling. Pan's member drove into Lilith with unmatched intensity, causing her to shiver and spasm without end. Her belly fluttered, and electric charges racked her entire euphoric body. Lilith felt Pan's muscles tighten, and heard his breath quicken, and sensed his ultimate release was near.
But, for the first time since Pan's lips had touched hers, Lilith felt the flicker of rational thought. Such a small, trifle revelation she thought. Her exhilarated form tried to rub out such a disturbance, but her inner mind would not be silenced. It swam to the explosive surface of her mind; a twisting, consumed mind in a red burning haze, just like her eyes, her body, and her entire existence. But the thought grew stronger, while Pan's motions and breathing quickened and intensified just the same.
'Lily!!!'Her rational mind shouted out,'Stop him! He's going to cum!!'
"Mmmm, yes..." Lilith whispered.
'Inside of you! You're a virgin! And he doesn't have a condom on!
"So hot... So big... So good!" Lilith moaned louder than before.
'He will get you pregnant! Snap out of it! He is going to fucking knock you up!!! DON'T LET HIM CUM IN YOU!!!!'
"GOD DAMN IT!" Lilith screamed, "FUCKING GIVE IT TO ME!!!" Lilith raved in her mindless ecstasy, "FUCK ME! CUM IN ME! KNOCK ME UP!!!" It was then that her unending climb towards her unthinkable climax ended, and she felt herself let go, completely.
At the same moment, Pan slammed into Lilith for the final time. Time ceased to exist at that moment and Lilith's mind froze. The moment separating between Lilith's unfulfilled pleasures. The instant before Lilith received release. The seconds before Lilith's body would be filled with liquid fire.
Then, the release rushed upon them both. Pan's inhuman roar erupted, filling the room with its din and muffling out Lilith's own mortal scream. Pan's seed erupted into her body like a volcano, sending his pale magma deep into Lilith's torrential body, and covered her sucking inner walls in thick, boiling cum.
Lilith's entire body shook and quaked with her orgasm. Eyes wide open, the red haze exploded with a nova of every color imaginable. Ears still hearing, the sound of Pan's powerful howl echoed within her mind. Body still feeling, the sensational effect gripped every ounce of her form. She was flying higher and higher, while falling faster and faster. She was screaming, but no sound came out. She was ice cold, yet on fire. If this was insanity, she never wanted to be sane again.
Lilith's pussy gorged itself upon Pan's cum, and sucked in his white-hot seed deep into her virgin body. Pan just kept coming and coming for what seemed like an eternity, soon completely filling Lilith with his thick vicarious cum. Lilith writhed in perpetual blinding bliss as the very cum seemed to move within her, the tendrils oozing deep into her womb.
Lilith was still racked with her innumerable pleasures, writhing and twisting upon her soaking bed. She moaned and cried continually as if consumed by heaven's fire, and her lusty howls were just a single unending flare. The last moments of her consciousness were filled with the feelings of Pan's amazing cum seeping deeper and deeper into her, the smell of their sexual musk permeating the air, the sounds of Pan's deep calm breaths, the lingering taste of Pan on her lips, and the sight of Pan's face above hers, eyes blazing and mouth curled in a devilish grin. Then everything was dark.
Discoveries
Silence. Dark. Chilly.
Then, a flicker of thought.
Her eyes were closed, and her breathing was slow. Gradually, her senses ebbed back to her body. In small waves, Lilith could feel every inch of her skin tingling pleasantly, as though she had just climaxed moments ago.
Stretching out her muscles, a feeling of wellness blanketed over her. She yawned, and felt her lungs expand comfortably, then let out a sigh of contentment. Sweat was still covering her from head to toe, and it felt like she had just run through a cool, heavy morning fog without a strip of clothing on.
'No clothes...'
Lilith's memories came back slower than did her senses. As she breathed, she smelled the pleasant musky scent in the air, and breathed more heavily. When she licked her lips, a strange taste met her, and only made her smile. Slowly, she ran her hand down herself, feeling the slickness of her bare flesh. Indulging in the bombardment of feelings, tastes, and smells, her thoughts were sluggish at best.
'I've never been this wet before...'Thought Lilith as she felt how soaked her entire body was. Even her long hair was drenched, as if she was in a thunderstorm. Before her hand could even get to her chest, Lilith felt a gust of hot air. Extremely hot air.
'How is it so hot in here...?'She couldn't think of any reason to explain it, but at the moment her focus was on her intrepid hand running across her smooth breasts. The chill of the air had her nipples perky and hard, and her skin felt like slick ice. Yet, the odd, warm breeze played across her body, making her tingle where it touched.
Her hand sunk lower. Climbing over her breasts, crossing across her sternum, and traveling down her midsection, Lilith's hand moved almost as slowly as her mind. She swayed side to side on the bed, enjoying the feel of the wet silky sheets around her. When her hand reached the top of her tummy, however, her mind caught up with her as she felt something strange. Her stomach was tight, tighter than usual, and was much warmer than the rest of her.
Almost as if it was burning under her cool skin.
In a flood, the memories of the past night rushed back. The library. Meeting that strange man. Inviting him over. Laughing over homework. Having a pleasant dinner. His offer to massage. Her acceptance. Their mutual physical escapade on her very bed. All at once, the memories, the emotions, the feelings, all came back in a flash. Lilith's eyes shot open and she sat up, and looked at what had become of her room.
The ceiling was dark with a thick layer of smoke. Her baby blue walls were plastered with soot.
"What the hell?!?" She exclaimed.
The lamp by Lilith's bed was half burned away, exposing the shattered lightbulb within. Her mirror was shattered and blacked at the edges. Her silky bed sheets were also burned and charred, as if a firestorm had raged through her room while Pan and her...
Lilith shook her head in confusion and tried to sit up, "How could this hap-" But her sentence was cut short. Her breath caught. It was but a faint feeling, but it consumed her entire attention. Daring beyond courage, Lilith led her eyes down her body. Her eyes joined her hand, and they both rested upon a slight bulge on her midsection.
"W-wha? H-h-how..." Struggling for words, she felt the entire obtrusion. It was the size of a tennis ball, and jutting out about an inch from her taut tummy. It was beyond noticeable, because Lilith always kept her midsection flat and firm.'Not so anymore...'
Unable to find an answer, all Lilith could do was stare blankly at herself. She could feel the tremendous heat in her tummy growing, and spreading out in energetic spirals. She swore the bulge was growing too!
'This can't be happening!!'Desperate, confused thoughts rang out, as the lump expanded even more, expanding past the region of her fingers.'This doesn't happen in real life!'Her midsection grew with the quick-slow speed of a rampant weed. It grew slowly, but over a small time, the size of her bump become noticeably larger.'This only happens in fairy tales!!!'
Lilith laid back down, and rubbed her belly with confused and scared fingers. The growth was firm, warm, and gently pulsing against her fingers. It would have been on the verge of erotic for her if it was not her own abdomen that she was feeling. Quickly, she searched for something, anything at all, that could explain this in her mental library.
'The Human Anatomy... Rare Diseases... Pregnancy and You...'The various titles did nothing but remind her of how unearthly fast her body was changing. Nothing could explain it!'What the hell did you do to me Pan!?'She screamed mentally.
'Human Reproduction... Alien Abductions... Karma Sutra...'Her thoughts raged through a million pictures within seconds, and every moment she could feel her belly getting tighter and tighter. The bulge was now the size of a grapefruit just below her navel, and still expanding. Then a single thought pierced the rest.
'Myths and Fables: Spirits and Demons'
It took her a second to realize that that book was the closest thing she was going to get to an answer. With the agile grace of her athletic form, Lilith flipped over and looked across her devastated floor. Her carpet was still smoldering in large patches. Reaching under her bed, she pulled out the ember-encrusted remains of her black shoebox of 'visual intrigues'. She hoped beyond hope that the book was safe inside, and she popped off the top without hesitation. Her Playgirl was toasted, but luckily not a single burn had touched the demonology book.
Anxiously, Lilith leafed through the pages, trying her best to ignore the hot, throbbing sensation pulsing in her womb, which now expanded her tight midsection into what looked like an obvious pregnancy.
Finally, she came back to that fateful picture. The red velvet sheets were there, with the dim torch-lit stone room, with that women being brought to sheer pleasure by the demon on top of her. She could see the small details of the picture now more clearly than before. Flames sprouted up in the foreground of the picture in licking tendrils. The woman's body was completely covered in sweat, writhing around on the drenched sheets, with her tummy bulged just as Lilith's. And the demon, surrounded by a red haze with flaming red hair, was grinning...
'P-Pan??'
In pure shock, Lilith read the flowing words next to the erotic portrait:
These particular spirits have been known as succubae, incubi, and commonly as sex demons. In many mythologies, they take on a human form in order to stalk their victims and subsequently engage them in sexual intercourse.
Although she just felt the cold rush of terrible exhilaration, Lilith continued to read:
Victims of these demons usually describe a terrible scene, filled with violence and rape by an unknown person. However, this has not always been the case. A few individuals describe being seduced by the demon, instead of being forcibly raped by them. These individuals describe the person as someone who is charming, witty, and 'perfect in every way'. The victims also mention that the demon seems to know exactly what they want at all times, fact they do not realize until after the demons have left their mark.
Lilith remembered now...
'The right on time for our date... The best food for our dinner... The perfect touch...All for me...'
Lilith could still here Pan's soft, warm voice by her ear...
'That is, if you want...'
"Ahh!" Lilith clutched herself as a single finger of flame shot through her bulging midsection and up her spine. Recovering and panting from the odd sensation, she continued to read on:
After dining their guests, victims report having been seduced by various means. Some even admit to being the instigator of the whole ordeal. Lulling them into a sense of security, the demon then engages the victim. Unfortunate victims report the rape is horrible, and leaves them scarred for life, unable to have any normal sexual life afterward. However, a very rare portion of victims have reported differently. In these reports, the victim encounters such a demon in which the sex is mutually satisfactory. Victims report that it was the best sex of their lives in fact.
Lilith's body was heating up, and not just because of the ball of fire within her. Her nipples tingled, and she subconsciously gripped her breasts as she read on:
The results of such a union have varied consequences. Many of these individuals report that they find their demon lovers missing in the morning, their rooms destroyed by the elements, and even strange effects on themselves. The effects vary from a feelings of elation to depression, from heightened senses to lost emotions, to a body improvement to even pregnancy.
Lilith found herself panting hard now.'Why the hell am I getting turned on by this??'But it was true. Lilith's entire body felt like it was in passionate flames, emanating from her stretching womb. It looks as if she was six months pregnant now, and her skin was so deliciously tight that she mewled at the feeling. Yet she read more:
The encounter of a demon is a bad omen indeed. Most victims require counseling to rid themselves of post-rape mindsets and, in the cases of seductive demons, to cure a sexual addiction which cannot be sated. But, with the cases of positive unions with the spirit, victims sometimes report being revisited by their lovers, and a complete turn in their lives.
Lilith didn't get to read the rest. What she did read, however, was the portrait's title.
Pan's Gift
"Gaahh!" Lilith slumped over as another wave of fire jetted through her. But her yelp of pain quickly turned into something much different.
"Ooooo," She cooed, rolling onto her back as this new feeling embraced her body. The flares of heat deep within her simmered to the surface, coating her flesh in an intensely sexy bubbling sensation. It felt like Pan was with her again, only his tongue was all around her now, licking and stroking every inch of her flesh all at once. Her skin flushed, and her moans grew even louder.
"Mmmmmm..." Rubbing her now round belly, she noticed that the shots of fire within her flared closer and closer together, until they were a constant stream of heat radiating inside her. The feeling spread from her engorged navel, down to her toes, up to her eyes, and across to her fingertips. Tingles ran up her spine, the cold sensation lifted on both her sides in the heat. The flames gripped her shoulders, making them numb with the delightful feeling. Her nipples hardened instantly as the hot electric jolts ran through them. Her pussy burned with it, making her hips press into the air in a desperate attempt to seek release. All the while, she had expanded to the size of a volleyball. Then, it began to get smaller.
Every moment that her belly shrank, the fires within grew hotter, and stronger, and fiercer. Writhed in the flames of a demon, Lilith felt her skin become softer and smoother. Wanting even more, her fingers delved into her begging pussy, in an attempt to satisfy her sudden, blazing need.
Her body changed even more. Lilith felt her pussy becoming stronger than ever before, her inner muscles held her fingers in a death grip. The walls pulsed along her lithe digits, and she could not stifle of cry of pure delight at the feeling. Her tummy melted back into her body, and the changes grew more apparent.
Lilith's slim form become even more lithe and trim, the feeling of her muscles growing in mere seconds made her hips buck. An overwhelming feeling in her shoulders made her want to roll them, to stretch them out. Vision clear, hearing sharp, touch overwhelming, Lilith could feel her senses expand beyond what a normal human should be capable of. And her threshold of pleasure broke, and with a sex-maddened scream, she was wreathed in the familiar feelings of earth-shattering climax.
Panting hard, Lilith continued to shudder in the aftershocks of her insane orgasm. Her eyes had rolled back in her head, and her non-human screams had shattered the glass portraits on her walls. Torn cloth flittered down from the air around her, caused by her violent convulsions and tearing of her sheets with her nails. The fires within her ebbed away, sinking down into a faint smoldering deep within her soul. Lilith stood up shakily from her bed, and drifted towards her now crack-ridden mirror.
Her stomach was back to normal, as if nothing had ever happened to her. Lilith sighed in relief, and rubbed her belly just to make sure it was true. What she felt astonished her. Her fingers felt the skin there, so soft and smooth, it could put the finest silk to shame. Under that velvety cover she could feel her muscles, so strong and firm, that no amount of exercise could have attained it. Running her hands down herself, the flawlessness of her body astounded her.
She made another discovery. Her once long blond hair was now black as midnight, and ran down from her head like a liquid shadow. Her eyes, once light blue, were a brilliant red now, reflecting the passionate fires that burned within her. She rolled her shoulders, and felt something new. Stretching with awe, she witnessed the unfolding of wings. Her wings. Longer than her outstretched arms, the pitch-black wings reflected pools of light as if they were oiled. Unable to speak, she felt a tear run down her cheek.
'This...'She touched her reflection gently,'This is...'
"Your dream?" Came the reply, but it was not from herself.
Lilith turned around and saw Pan sitting on her bed, watching her with great interest.
"What do you think?" Pan asked sincerely. His crimson hair, like a mane of flames, adorned his head. He stroked his chin with his long, claw-tipped fingers as if he was appraising his work. "It took my best imagination to come up with that. And a bit of yours as well," Pan commented, looking up and down Lilith's stunned body with near pitch dark eyes.
"Pan... It's... I..." Lilith wiped back her tears of joy and exclaimed, "Pan! It's so beautiful!"
Pan stood up, smiling, "I thought you would like it, Lily. It is, after all, what you wanted most, right?"
"Oh Pan..." She fell into him, wrapping her arms and wings about him and sobbed, "Thank you... So much..." She felt his strong arms gently hug her to his body. She looked up into his eyes, and saw not a demon's unholy lust staring back at her, but a genuinely warm smile, and kind dark-blue eyes. She knew, right then, that this was her soul mate, forever.
"We found each other, at last..." Pan whispered and kissed her lovingly. Time did not matter now for Lilith. If they would kiss forever, than that would be just enough time to be in heaven then...
But much sooner than she thought, which was about three seconds into the kiss, Lilith drew back, wrapping her arms around her waist and her wings around her front, and eyed Pan.



She said in a low voice, "Pan, I noticed something else about me that you changed."
Pan looked genuinely surprised, "Really? What?"
Lilith unfurled her wings and spread her arms, exposing her beautiful succubae body to him. "I'm super horny now!!" She giggled, and lunged at Pan in a whirlwind of glee. And he only grinned his devilish grin.
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So long far apart, fate then had brought them together.
She sat innocently just a few feet away upon the soft bed. Her bare legs dangled over the edge, barely touching the floor. She laid backwards on her elbows, her attention intent upon the man who stood before her. Her eyes flickered across his features and a small grin touched her lips. Tall and sleek, his body toned as if sculpted from the smoothest of stones, and blasphemously covered with shirt and jeans in her mind. She ascended to her delicate feet; so graceful and intent that she barely touched the unworthy ground as she glided towards him.
He stood in her doorway, awed at the mere sight of her. Long brunette hair framed her lovely face, and flowed down her form like fine silk. Her eyes glittered with a mischievous light, a flame of desire lit within her. Clad with a thin shirt accentuating her lovely breasts and tiny green shorts whose length was only to her uppermost thigh, his mind thought it sacrilege for her form to be covered at all. With her elfish form, her mere steps fell like a sacred dance to his eyes. And her swaying movements brought her to him.
Her shining eyes connected with his. She raised her hand and touched his cheek, her delicate fingers breezing lightly across his skin. His own hand returned the caress with a delicate touch, as if touching the most fragile and beautiful flower. Leaning into his hand with closed eyes, she pressed her soft form against his. The yielding pressure of her breasts upon his chest each time she took a breath was enhanced as she wrapped her arms lightly around his neck. Their warmth, mixing from their two touching bodies, condensed into one form between their embracing souls.
As their chests rose and fell with their warm breaths, their minds ignited into passionate flame. His hands drifted down her form, letting his fingers play with the hem of her soft shirt. Her hands glided up and down, feeling every feature of her lover with an increasingly adventurous path. He looked deeply into her eyes, and she returned the gaze just the same. The other feelings, the chill air surrounding their hugging bodies, the meaningless noise of the world beyond, the constant worries and thoughts about life to be trudged through, all were consumed by the flame of their mutual desires.
Slowly, he pulled at her shirt, sliding the soft material across her softer skin. It slid up her toned belly, across her sensual ribs, to press briefly against the base of her firm breasts. With a wolfish look on his face, her shirt fluttered to the ground beside her, leaving only her dark lacy bra for him to gaze upon, a deep red rose between the two intricately detailed cloths covering her. Meant to keep her breasts protected, her bra only served to intensify her lover's hunger, just as she wanted. She naturally arched, jutting out her chest and presenting her prize for him to take. Within moments, her bra slid off her young form onto the ground next to her bare feet, letting her lover take in the sight of her supple, inviting flesh.
Smiling back at him, she wished to rid him of his binding attire just as he had done for her. But unlike his slow and sensual approach, she succumbed to more ravenous, more direct tactics. Leaving his shirt to himself, she dropped to her knees, letting her eager hands pry open his belt. Her hungry stare met his lusting gaze as his jeans fell away. Clad only in boxers, his manhood clearly reached towards her sensual lips behind the thin material. With the furious motions of a lust-driven woman, she tore away the barrier and brought her warm lips to his yearning cock.
He quickly tore off his sweaty shirt, and groaned as her lips kissed his manhood. Her first taste tantalized her tongue. The second enslaved her. A little kiss on the tip of his engorged member soon turned to a gentle sucking. She could only guess by the moans that escaped his lips whenever her tongue grazed his engorged head how it must have felt. With a devious grin, she suddenly took his entire length into her hungry mouth while she watched with upturned eyes his reaction.
He let her take in his pulsing manhood with a deep groan. Hot and humid, his cock was trapped behind her sultry lips, subjected to her whims. The head of his manhood rested at the entrance of her ever-swallowing throat, which continually threatened to pull him further in. Strands of her saliva oozed over his long shaft, collecting all across his hardening length. Her gentle lips held onto him, kissing against his taut flesh, bidding him to stay within her while her teeth raked sensually along his length. His breath came in ragged pants as she sucked and licked her captured prize within her deliciously hot mouth.
An impish thought came to her mind while her prey remained dazed from her thorough technique. Like a snake, her tongue traced the soft underside of his manhood, feeling along every inch of his scorching member. Slithering to the top of his manhood, she methodically stroked every engorged vein and artery, tasting every inch. His breath caught as her long tongue entwined around him, wrapping his stiff manhood with a new level of pleasure.
He could barely stand up to her expert treatment anymore. Barely able to do anything but groan and gasp, he looked down upon her, watching her head bob slightly as her tongue continued writhing about his member. Her hand slid up and down his inner thigh, coaxing his pleasures to greater heights. As her lusty eyes examined his now fiery eyes, she realized that he will surely have no mercy on her. The very thought soaked her panties with her erotic juices.
Teasingly, she slowly slid her head back, releasing his cock from her mouth only after raking its entire length with her teeth. With a little pop his manhood escaped, bobbing up and down rigidly, dripping with juices both hers and his own. Without any hesitation, she stood up and pressed her hot body against him again, her chest on his and her hips teasingly jutting away from his pleasured, saliva-covered cock. She looked deeply into his wanting eyes, seeing her own reflection in their passionate depths. Her bare breasts pressed firmly against him as they held each other, skin on skin; a primal urge to mate then gripped them, which neither he nor she could resist.
Down onto the fur carpet they went, slowly, as if sinking down through water rather than air. He supported himself over her vulnerable body, while she arched her back, presenting her breasts to him again, imploring him to feel her, touch her. But his eyes traveled down her shimmering skin towards her small green shorts, the only stitch of clothing left on her naturally beautiful form. Her hands rubbed unconsciously up and down his arms, coaxing him, urging him to free her from her restraints.
Like lightning, his hands tore away her colorful protection with ease. Now exposed, her panties copied her bygone bra: thin, delicately woven cloth, decorated in lace designs, with a black rose at the top. Her grin widened, and before her partner could fully appreciate her little panties, her fingers slipped under the thin hem and slid down towards and past her thighs, presenting herself to his wondering eyes.
He felt his mouth water at the sight of her sex. Smooth shaven skin, as if a hair had never grown upon her. Its deeply pink petals folded outward, advertising for potential pollinators, which drew all his attentions, and lusts. Her musky scent met him; the deep, powerful scent of yearning and need. Her delicate folds shone with her feminine moisture, like dew upon her petals. From within, more trickled down her sexual flower like the sweetest nectar. Breathing her in deeply, he could not resist his thirst any longer.
She gasped and looked heavenward as her lover's tongue caressed her wanting sex. The tip just barely traced over her pink lips, tantalizing her senses. Spiraling slowly, his warm tongue swirled deeper between her petals, savoring her sweet addictive taste. Eyes fluttering closed, she unconsciously nudged herself against him, forcing his tongue to slip further into her pleased sex. Her hands tore at the carpet as her lover's tongue slithered further between her moist nether lips, and her hips bucked as his steamy breath breezed over her excited clit.
His hands caressed her sides, feeling the arching of her back as she strained to keep herself on the earth. A light brush of his hand by her breasts released a lusty gasp, followed by her guiding his explorative touch to them and begging him to feel them with a little whimper. He complied with her lusts, taking hold of her soft globes in each eager hand. His fingers pressed lightly into her flesh, and his palms calmly rest upon her hardened nipples. Another whimper of need escaped her lips, and he rewarded her begging by rubbing his hands across her firm breasts in small, intense circles. It drew out her lusty moans, and her back arched even further, pressing her breasts into her lover's caring hands.
Her body vibrated with sexual energy, waiting to be released. She felt her lover's tongue slowly run along the line of her slit, tasting and feeling how soft and ready she was. She nearly suffocated him with her pressing hips and gripping thighs, but she could only feel how his breath came quicker and hotter every moment of her ecstasy, assaulting her sensitive clit with even more delicious sensation. A slight yelp escaped her as his fingers pinched her hardened nipples, but it quickly turns into a loud, drawn-out groan. It crescendos as her pleasure began to overtake her, her impending orgasm tightening within her like a string ready to snap, and her pitch rose nearly to scream with her want of release.
Just before she could release herself from her torment and fall to glorious climax, he withdrew his tongue from her soaked pussy and released her flushed breasts from his sensual grip. Her ascent halted, leaving her stranded between worlds. With a lusty and desperate look, she pled him to not stop, begging him to shove his skilled tongue back into her slippery cunt, and let her bathe it with her feminine cum. Paralyzed from his lack of action, she could only watch his smirking face over hers. She breathlessly tried to get up, in order to show him that he would give her what she wanted no matter what, but he held her down by her arms. Consciously, she was confused as to why he had stopped her. Instinctually, she complied, for her body knew what was coming. Her mind raced with a thousand thoughts as he positions himself between her legs, a thousand concerns as he stared down her sweaty form, a thousand reasons to stop him before he went too far. But all those thoughts evaporated as she felt the tip of his manhood pressing against her thin maidenhood.
Her hymen bowed as the head of his cock pressed against it. She looked down at the danger threatening her virginity, his menacing veined shaft, then back up to her lover's caring eyes. Within them burned a passion and desire she had never seen before. Gentle, yet intense. Caring, but powerful. Calculating, but feral.
He held himself against her last barrier, the final door between their complete union of body and soul. He held himself as his muscles quiver and strengthen for his entry into her innocent body. He held himself, even though had to fight off the desire to thrust deeply into her, to steal away her sacred title, and to ravage her unwilling body, with every fiber of his being. He held himself, and looked into her eyes, into her soul, searching for her answer.
She looked into herself, past the temporary desires and lusts, and into what she truly wanted.
She leaned up to his ear, and softly whispered a single word.
"Yes..."
As the word left her sweet lips, his passions became unleashed. He pulled his hips back, and in the split second between the initial pull and the first thrust, time stopped for the two lovers. The only earthly thing binding them together was their eyes, as their souls having already become one. With a single motion, he pierced her guarded maidenhood without effort, as if it was her hymen instead that allowed his passage. There was no pain within her as he sunk deep down, but all the while they took not a single breath. An eternity passed within a moment as his flesh entered hers, and her body grasped his. When, at long last, he felt the end of her passage, the entrance to her now awoken womb, the full feeling of the moment caught up with them, making their eyes wide with awe.
The boy's whole body shivered, though his entire body felt as though on fire. Within the folds of his lover, his dick was instantly gripped by her yearning walls. As he slid into her, his engorged member penetrated through the most perfectly soft and warm flesh. Silk was coarse in comparison to the delicate channel he thrust into. Fire could only weakly smolder beside the inferno that caressed his member in soft waves. Water would envy the most succulent moisture that coated the entire length of his shaft. The heartbeat of his lover surrounded him, beating all about him, around his entire being and existence.
The girl's eyes were searching, yet they saw nothing. As her inner walls quivered in anticipation, her pussy was suddenly filled fully with his driving cock. While he sank further and further into her burning pussy, she felt his most perfect flesh. Steel was brittle when matched against his unbreakable manhood. Earth held no force as powerful as the unstoppable thrust of his hips. Air's softest caresses could not compare to the unending smoothness of his shaft sinking deeply into her being. The heart of her lover filled her, pulsing entirely within her, within her entire essence and soul.
He wrapped his arms around her. She wrapped her legs around him. Together they heaved, they moaned, they rutted wildly into each other. Her sexual juices flooded around his pounding manhood in the torrent of their pace, spilling between their grinding, pumping forms. Their burning breaths assaulted each other, gusting across the others hot moist flesh. Moans played in the air, the pitches of ecstasy, the measures of love, the base of instinct. Together they joined, and together they climbed closer towards ultimate release.
Her body now welcomed her lover's intrusion, even inviting him further into herself. The walls of her sex gripped harder around his shaft, waving along its pulsing length and bidding him to sink deeper into her writhing body. Deep inside herself, she felt the familiar pressure building, obscuring her entire body and mind with its suppressing weight. She raked her nails down his tense back, her own hips pumping upward to meet his feverous thrusts as her wild body commanded her.
His heart beat loudly with the effort he brought upon his lover. Gripping her tightly in his arms, his entire existence rested upon being within her. Deeper, deeper, his feral mind implored him, deeper into her virgin form. With each downward stroke, he felt the head of his member kiss the back of her spasming channel. A perfect fit, as they were made for one another, for this moment, for all time. The tempo of his thrusts began to accelerate; the strength of each stroke starts to crescendo. His lover wiggled and moaned under him, and as his handed gripped her firm breasts her sexual struggle doubled, and her pleasurable scream pierced her long moan as his fingers played across her hard nipples.
The music of their love echoed through the room. The melody of their voices rang out, rising and falling with the waves of their uninterrupted motion. The base of his groan accentuated the notes of her dynamic moan. The beat of time was set by the pumping, the grinding, the gripping and teasing, the slapping and sliding of flesh upon flesh. Every element served to hasten their pace, to beckon their impending fortissimo, to reach their ultimate finish.
Together.
Suddenly, they started their finial ascent. Her moan, a long waving note punctuated by thrust-induced breaths, rose higher. His hips, having established a steady rhythm of long thrusts, thrust faster. Muscles tightened. Minds clouded. Souls united. They, united in all but flesh, felt that their final separation would soon be at an end. With that realization, they became frenzied in their motions. She writhed and gripped at him blindly, without any care other than trying to hold onto anything of this world. He stabbed into her, once mostly shallow stroke, then only one powerful lunge after another. They hugged tightly, having nothing else to hold onto but each other.
She screamed, pressing her body against his entirely. He roared, throwing his head up towards the heavens. With every fiber of his being, he made one last thrust into her body, rooting himself fully within her orgasmic channel. In a last effort, she wrapped her legs around him, holding him fast with all her might. Their cries of ecstasy shook the very walls, their bodies vibrated with unbounded energy, their souls became bound to each other. They reached their peak at the same moment, when time itself ceased to exist.
His body erupted, sending a boiling jet of semen directly into her virgin depths. At the same time her pussy quivered and spasmed, bathing in his essence with glee. The first shot splattered powerfully yet uselessly against the pulsing shield of her cervix, oozing off its front. The second blast sprayed her ribbed pink walls with his pale wriggling sperm, ready to seek out her womb but unable. Yet with the third volley, his hips jerk further with the mounting ecstasy, pressing himself completely within her. As his sperm jets out of his shaft, her cervix opens up to accept the huge load into her most fertile womb directly, drinking in his virile essence. Each of the next batteries of orgasmic pulses continues to coat and cover her vaginal passage completely, even dripping out with her own cum, all the while his swimming seed seeks out her precious egg.
After their seeming eternity was at an end, he collapsed onto his panting lover. The aftershocks drove through both of them; the lingering twitches of her pussy still drew forth little spurts of his cum into her body. He didn't move to withdraw from her warm embrace, nor did she try to remove his filling flesh. They sighed, fully content and satisfied in their lives. Tenderly, she cupped his face, and looked into his tired but happy eyes. He smiled, and so did she. She slowly brought her lips to his and held each other with the soft embrace of lovers after feral passion. They ebbed away into deep sleep, still fully within each others embrace, and dreamed as one of what was to come.
And in those dreams, they found one another, and became one.
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Sandy had been lying for three months now.
To her parents, of all people. Sandy didn't lie about most things when it came to talking with her mother and father. She told her parents when she missed curfew because of a late night party where the kids were evacuating the scene smelling of booze and pot. Sandy's parents forgave her. Sandy told her parents when she ran the family car into a tree by the pure accidental happening of receiving a text message while driving, replying to said text message, and doing her make-up when she was supposed to be turning. Sandy's parents forgave her again. Sandy told her parents the reason she got a D in Chemistry was because she knocked her Bunsen burner over when her teacher interrupted her nap, and it just so happened to set half the classroom ablaze. Sandy's parents forgave her even that time, at least after she stopped smelling like sulfur.
Her parents forgave their youthful brunette daughter because she was so honest with them all those times. They thought that Sandy, being head of the girl's basketball team, member of the honors society, and prom queen candidate, could never do wrong. But if she did, accidentally of course, they knew she would tell them about it immediately and honestly. To think that their little girl, though filled with teenage hormones and submerged inside the world of high school politics, would lie to them was simply impossible. It never occurred to them in the slightest.
But, Sandy HAD been lying about one little tiny thing. Well, not little... or tiny... or even one thing even. But Sandy was lying to her parents about the certain subject of her boyfriend, Clay. Her parents thought that the limit of their relationship was perpetually stuck at hand-holding in the halls and note-passing in class. How naïve they were, for Sandy and Clay engaged in more than just middle-school romance , which was fitting, you see, because they were well past that stage in more ways than one. Both were seniors in their high school, and their activities together reflected it.
No, they didn't know that their daughter regularly wore her lowest-cut tight shirts and smallest skirts just for him. No, they didn't realize that she snuck out sometimes late at night to lock lips with him at the park. No, they didn't believe that she had been giving him head after school in his car eagerly, or that he reciprocated on her with an expert tongue.
No, Sandy's parents didn't know that their daughter was so involved with her boyfriend, because she didn't tell them any of that. She reasoned that she told them about every other little thing that she did enough that she deserved a little secrecy in one aspect of her life.
Secrecy... The idea brought Sandy's hand down her panties every time. They always were so wet from thinking how bad she was being when she wrapped her lips around Clay's impressive member, or how naughty it was when his slithering tongue tasted up along her wanting slit made her whole body quiver. Sandy knew she was really lying to her parents every time she bid them goodbye in the morning with a big innocent smile on her face while those lewd, secret images flickered in front of her eyes. But that turned her on so much! And now she committed an even greater lie as she waved to her parents as they drove off on a weekend trip.
You see, Sandy had just told them her biggest lie yet. Her parents were under the impression that their perfectly innocent daughter was going to be studying all weekend, for a big Biology test was coming up, and she wanted to be completely prepared to take it, all of it. As she told them that the current chapter was describing sexual reproduction and how hard it was for her to remember the parts of male anatomy (no doubt due to her purity on such a subject), she unconsciously rubbed her thighs together.
Her mother nodded and smiled, not saying anything. On the other hand, her dad said in his jovial manner, "Heh, just make sure you don't study too much of that stuff, Sandy. It's not like it's going to be used anywhere soon."
Sandy grinned, simply saying, "Don't worry Dad, it's not like it is a hands-on lab assignment." They all laughed, even while Sandy's hand stroked up and down her leg in a great effort of resistance. She hugged her mother and father goodbye, bidding them to have a good time, because she surely would be.
Sandy watched their car pull out of the driveway. "Too slow..." she thought as her hand finally found permission to slide between her legs. As they drove off into the distance, they couldn't have seen their daughter slip down onto the couch, unbutton her tight jeans, and slip her eager hand down her smooth pink panties. Needless to say, they were soaked from her seemingly innocent dialog with her parents. True, she did have some Biology homework involving male anatomy, but school had nothing to do with it this time...
She played her fingers down either side of her wet slit meditatively as she thought of her real plans for the weekend. She and Clay had been getting increasingly bold as of late with their hormone-driven excursions. One time they were almost late to school because Sandy couldn't hear the five-minute bell over the sounds of Clay's grunts as he filled her mouth with his hot spunk. She licked her lips as she remembered the taste, rubbing her palm down the length of her slit.
Though they both loved kissing and licking and grinding, they both wanted more. No, needed more. Sandy groaned as her pussy twitched, recalling telling him that her parents wouldn't be home for the weekend. He responded with a sensual kiss and whispering all the things he was going to do to her when the weekend came while his fingers rubbed through her thin panties.
So Sandy made the plans, and they went perfectly. Her parents were gone, Clay would be there any minute, and she was already getting ready for him as her finger slid into her waiting hole. It was tight, even with her only her slender fingers inside. Though a part of her thought how impossible it would be to fit Clay's manhood into her tight virgin pussy, her lusty thoughts of his cock sliding into her hot waiting pussy turned her on even more.
Lost in her sexy thoughts, she was surprised when the doorbell rang quite suddenly. Her eyes flew open and she jerked her hand away from her slick pink pussy. Quickly she buttoned her tight jeans and got up, wondering why her parents would come back. What if they found Clay? What if they caught him and he confessed everything to them?? Her lie would be discovered, and she would be in so much trouble!!! She hurried to the door, hiding one hand behind her since it was still slick with her juices, and opened it as innocently as she could.
Just as she was ready to make up another set of half-truths, she saw who it was. Clay stood there, smiling at her. Before she could react, he already had his hands around her waist, kissing her deeply in the doorway. The sudden fear of her parents returning instantly gave way to relief, then to carnal excitement. She wrapped her arms around him, pressing her pert breasts against his chest as she kissed him back even more passionately than he began.
By the time they parted lips, Sandy dimly realized that she accidently got her feminine cum all over the back of his t-shirt. She giggled and apologized sheepishly, but Clay just chuckled and told her not to worry since he was going to cover her with his cum too. Sandy could almost feel it, and it made her weak in the knees and hot between her legs. Taking his hand, she gave him a sly, sexy look as she led him upstairs. She ended up pulling him in her excited haste. Perhaps Clay wanted to tease her by walking slowly, or wanted to raise the anticipation in both of them, or wanted to torture her with dragging out her lusty needs... Or maybe he was trying to take off his shoes, which was difficult when Sandy was tugging on his arm so urgently. In any case, it felt like an eternity had passed before they stopped. Sandy gave Clay a sexy grin which made her pussy tingle as she opened the door to her parent's room.
Within moments, they were in each other's arms, fervently kissing and tugging at each other's clothes. First Sandy tore off Clay's shirt, then Clay peeled up hers. Both garments were cast aside as Sandy pushed Clay onto her parent's king-sized bed. She went straight for his jeans, tearing them off Clay just as he unclasped her lacy bra. Sandy's whole body tingled as she saw her boyfriend's manhood pressing against the thin fabric of his boxers, knowing that it would soon take her virginity. Sandy slid her tight pants down her slender legs bit by bit. She wanted to tease, but couldn't help herself to slow down. Clad only in her small pink panties, Sandy sunk down until her eyes were level with Clay's already firm member. Her hands expertly freed it from his restricting boxers, and slowly brought her lips to its head.
Sandy loved the taste of Clay's cock. As her lips touched the head, it jerked at the sudden soft warmth, and she felt its precum glaze her tongue. Oh, how Sandy loved that feeling, a feeling that her parents thought their innocent daughter couldn't even imagine yet. Down her lips slid, surrounding Clay's manhood with a sultry wet embrace, her lust growing with her anticipation. Clay groaned loudly, Sandy's expert treatment far more intense than all those times in the car as she devoured his cock.
All the while, Sandy's hand had been busily working on her own sex, rubbing her slit through her now very wet panties. Of course she was aroused by Clay's groans and his cock twitching inside her mouth with ever breath and lick she took. But that wasn't why her pussy was so utterly soaked right now. The real reason kept running through her mind, about how she lied to her trusting parents and they believed their innocent, flawless, trustworthy daughter was busy studying from a book instead of with her tongue. She groaned as her pussy clenched beneath her roving fingers. Lying was really turning her on, and in such a naughty way.
Sandy couldn't take it anymore. Giving Clay's ridged cock one last lick, she stood up, showing off her hot ready body. Clay watched as she ran her hands down her young pert breasts and trim stomach to her obviously moist panties. He licked his lips and began forward, thinking he was about to get another taste of his oh so sweet girlfriend. But she shook her head slowly, and without taking her eyes off of his, a grin touched her lips as she pulled her panties down just as slowly. They had barely touched the ground before she was atop Clay, straddling him, her pussy dripping with lusty thoughts. Clay's hands slid up her shapely thighs to her poised hips, and remained there, waiting for her to make the move.
"This is it", Sandy thought, "the ultimate lie..." She looked down at her boyfriend's imposing manhood, so large it seemed impossible her tight virgin sex could take it all inside. That thought made her pussy quiver with want. But cum was already running down her inner thigh even now, and not because of the impending sex. Sweet, innocent Sandy was going to get fucked without her parents knowing, and on their own bed! Her chest heaved with hot heavy breaths just from this soon-to-be reality as she lowered herself onto his cock. As her wet pussy lips kissed the tip of his manhood, Sandy's sinful lust finally overcame her, and with a loud moan she thrust herself down fully.
Immediately, her moan turned into a scream, but not one of pain. As she felt her virginal barrier give way and her tight snatch was filled with Clay's hot manhood, her pussy clamped down onto his invading member and a fiery pleasure swept through her midsection. Clay, surprised to shock with Sandy's sudden motion, could only form fragments of curses and loud groans as she instantly began sliding up and down his long shaft. The just deflowered Sandy did not start slowly and with pain but fast, feeling only the burning pleasure of his cock piercing deeper and deeper into her belly....
Faster and faster she bounced atop him, her breasts shivering and quaking every time her soft ass impacted his thighs and her spread slit kissed the base of his cock. Clay hadn't recovered his senses, but his hands guided her hips, lifting her as her pussy slid up his cock, and pulling her down with a jerk before she would nearly free his cock from her velvety embrace. The bed creaked loudly, and the headboard banged rhythmically against the wall behind them with a sound that Sandy now realized was familiar late at night... Only now it was she and her boyfriend making the bed rock and protest under their fervent fucking. That turned Sandy on even more, and it reflected as her whole body contorted and waved like a flame as her hips ground and pounded into Clay's.
Sandy was fucking with abandon, ignoring how quickly Clay was breathing, or how his cock twitched inside her tight snatch, or how he looked at her and kept saying something. Sandy didn't care. Though her eyes were open, she saw nothing. She heard his words, but didn't understand them. Her mind was filled with the pleasure of her boyfriend's cock so deeply inside her, her orgasm fast building up and up. She forgot everything else, even the fact that Clay's cock was sliding in and out of her bare pussy without anything but naked skin and her juices between them.
All thoughts except one flew out of her mind. The scene of her parents coming home to ask how she had spent the weekend, and with a smile telling them that her biology studies were pretty long and hard, but she stuck with it and came out in the end. In fact, she would say eagerly, it felt so good to take in so much of the stuff in that she would study more often in the future, at every chance she got. And her parents would be none the wiser that as they hugged their daughter and said what a good girl she was that her panties would be dripping with the knowledge of how Clay fucked her long and hard, taking their daughter's virginity on the very bed where she was conceived.
Sandy cried out as her orgasm was on the very edge, and out of instinct from the very peak of her ascent, she impaled herself on Clay's member, taking in every inch of his dangerously twitching cock into her virgin body. She felt an odd feeling way at the back of her pussy, a dull impact that shook through her insides. It was the head of Clay's cock slamming against the mouth of her womb. That slight feeling pushed Sandy over the edge, and every nerve in her body exploded with pleasure. Arching her back and crying out was all she could do, and amidst her outcries she thought of how Clay would cum all over her innocent body, on her tits, in her hair, on her stomach, and how sexy it would be to lie about that she had been trying a new lotion to her mother.
She didn't even notice how Clay too had reached his climax, or how hard his cock was jerking inside her right that moment. She didn't realize what was happening, because Sandy never in fact had studied the biology section covering human reproduction like she said she was going to. Instead, Sandy moaned as a glob of hot semen jetted into her bare pussy, glazing her inner walls. Her body felt the insemination begin, and unconsciously she jutted her hips, lining up her spasming cervix with Clay's spewing cock.
With another mighty lurch, Clay injected a spray of cum directly into Sandy's unsuspecting womb, followed by another, and another, flooding her with semen. More and more hot cum filled the once innocent Sandy, and she only came harder as that new warmth spread deeply within her, pulling ever more spunk into her fertile womb.
Finally, Sandy collapsed onto Clay, her sweaty body clinging to his, breathing fast and hard, her soft breasts nestled against his chest. She looked at him, and he at her, and they gently kissed, a pleasant fuzzy feeling planted in both their heads. Sandy smiled and whispered how nice it felt to finally have him take her virginity. Clay reciprocated, saying how sexy it was that she wanted him to cum inside her.
"But wait," Sandy thought, "I didn't let him cum inside me. He couldn't, cause I'm not on the pill!"
Clay got a confused look on his face. "But, I kept asking you if you wanted me to pull out, but you just kept going..." She kept his cock twitch again inside her pussy, and more gooey warmth pumped into her body, "Aren't you on the pill, Sandy?" He asked.
"No!" Sandy panicked, quickly rolling off of her confused boyfriend and running her hands down to just below her navel as she lay on her back. Not a drop of cum resided on her lovely breasts, or in her hair, or even on her stomach, but she could feel a warm sensation slowly leaking out of her used hole. But that was only a trickle, and most of that new feeling was right below her shaking palms, spreading through her uterus.
She was about to jab her fingers inside to dig out as much as she could before it was too late, but Clay stopped her.
"Sandy! If you dig it out, it is gonna stain your parent's bed. Then they will know we fucked here..." Clay was already getting up, his cock shrinking after his primal duty was completed most successfully.
Sandy, though wishing to get the dangerous sperm out of her as soon as possible, had no choice but to keep it all inside her, or else the stain would easily be found by her parents and her lie discovered. She couldn't let her parents know she had been having unprotected sex, even if it meant keeping all that potent sperm inside her vulnerable pussy.
Clay decided to go, as Sandy was too upset to continue. He collected his clothes, suggested she take a shower, and left, wishing her luck as he went out the way he came. Sandy remained laying there on her parent's bed awhile, her mind racing while her hands shivered above her filled womb. She nonetheless made sure none of Clay's fertile cum escaped her recently deflowered pussy. Finally, after feeling all that dangerous liquid seep deeply inside her, Sandy clasped her hand over her still cummy sex and quickly sneaked over into the bathroom. As the warm water rained down onto her body from the showerhead, she shoved her fingers as deep as they could go inside her pussy. She felt the familiar smooth texture of Clay's semen along her inner walls, but as it dribbled out of her pussy down her inner thigh, she felt the warmth sloshing around even deeper inside her. It seemed as though she waited too long to get up, and all of Clay's cum had nestled snuggly inside her uterus... When it would come out, either now or in nine months, Sandy didn't know.
After realizing that the damage had been done, Sandy tried to calm her racing heart by reasoning how unlikely it was that she would get pregnant, even though her period was about two weeks ago and she had been horny as hell this particular weekend due to her timely ovulation...
"No!" Sandy thought, "I can't get pregnant, or else mom and dad will know I have been lying all along!" She sank to the ground, the water spraying onto the tops of her breasts and running down the currently smooth line of her midsection. She was still rubbing her belly back and forth, hoping that the cum residing just under her fingers wouldn't do what she knew it would be doing right now. "I won't be their innocent little girl anymore! I am gonna be their naughty daughter who got knocked up over a lie..."



Sandy's hands sunk lower, following the water down to her still willing pussy lips. "I could get knocked up over a lie. In mom and dad's bed. And they don't have to know..." Her fingers slowly invaded her occupied channel, pushing the semen still drenching her tight channel towards her filled womb. The thought of getting pregnant and hiding that from her parents was turning Sandy on even more! That would be a lie even bigger than losing her virginity! How hot would it be to play the sweet virginal daughter as her nicely flat stomach grew larger and larger without them even suspecting that their cute little daughter got knocked up on their own bed!
Sandy jerked her hips as she came on her jamming fingers, her inner walls clenched and milked her fingers just like they had for Clay's pumping cock. Her heart raced faster even than when she was fucking Clay, and she knew what she wanted. She looked at her fingers, dripping with sperm pumped from her inseminated cunt, and quickly shoved them back in...
Sandy had been lying for three months now. Again.
It was breakfast at the start of the weekend, and Sandy and her parents had been eating a nice meal of pancakes and eggs. Sandy had helped herself to quite a bit, especially the eggs. She was hungry this day, as her appetite had been growing over the past few months or so. Her parents attributed it to all the academics of the finals she just aced and the basketball championship game she just won. Just a little bit late, of course.
"If you don't stop eating so much, you'll end up getting a big belly on you," Her dad joked with a big smile.
"Don't be so mean!" Sandy's mom quipped, "Sandy deserves to eat more after all the hard work she has been through with all her studying and exercising." She turned to Sandy with a proud smile, "In fact, you can eat enough for two!"
Sandy looked up after finishing up her third helping of scrambled eggs with a smile. "Haha, right, like I would get any bigger than I am now. You two talk like I am pregnant or something." Sandy's hand, under the table, slid up and down the inside of her tingling thigh.
Her parents laughed at their daughter's clever joke, and so did Sandy. Then Sandy's mom and dad got up and hugged their daughter goodbye, telling her what a good girl she was and how proud they were of their sweet little daughter. Sandy had to lean forward to hug them, and made sure not to squeeze too tightly, as that simple act would give her new secret away. As Sandy watched them leave for another business trip, her hand slid up her thigh to her very firm tummy.
Looking down, dressed in her hoodie, no one could tell she was any different than before. But she unzipped the loose-fitting sweater and shrugged it off as she walked to the bathroom. Her thin-cotton tee-shirt was left just outside the door, and she was glad; it had been a little restricting around her growing bosom.
She looked at her body in the large mirror, admiring the form of her topless body. All her exercising had kept her body in perfect shape, fit and toned from slender shoulders to smooth calves. Her hands caressed her breasts, which had been so tender as of late. She had stopped wearing her favorite bras because they were getting too tight and uncomfortable, and being braless felt great anyway. Looking at how her once small tits had been maturing so nicely, she squeezed her nipples, and sighed as she felt a pleasant chill run through her veins. Squeezing her fingers and thumbs together, she felt the slightest bit of moisture squirt out of her extended nipples. She smiled.
But she had to turn to the side to see what aroused the most admiration out of her. She turned as her hands traveled down her slender form. For the most part, it was a straight line down with only the slightest of curves of her ribs to cross. But then, right below her belly button, her fingers stopped on the little addition she had been carrying for the last couple of months.
She rubbed her hands over her belly bump, planted there by Clay a few months before. They broke up a few days after that particular weekend where he took Sandy's virginity and gave her a little present of highly fertile sperm in return. His reason? Apparently his last girlfriend ended up getting knocked up a few months before, and he had to be responsible and take care of her. Sandy saw Clay often kissing and running his hand over her very swollen belly in the halls between classes.
But Sandy didn't care about Clay anymore. As she ran her hand over her bulging tummy, she remembered her discrete trip to the doctor where her ultrasound showed that not only was she thoroughly knocked up, but was carrying twins! It seemed that not only was Sandy ovulating that weekend, but that she was a little more fertile than usual. And while she tried desperately to hold in Clay's cum to avoid a stain, his relentless sperm seeped steadily up her fallopian tubes. And while Sandy came all over her working fingers in the shower, those eager sperm surrounded her two hapless eggs and impregnated her while she screamed in sinful ecstasy.
She watched herself rub her pregnant teenage body in the mirror, and her hand slipped down her loose-fitting sweat pants to her bare pussy. The conversation with her parents had got her so hot! Did they suspect that she really was pregnant? Morning sickness hadn't hit her very badly, but she sure was eating more and wearing loose fitting clothes rather than her usual tight-pants and shirts. And, of course, her tummy was growing bigger and bigger by the day, swelling with two babies now three months along, now almost as big as a small watermelon.
But no, Sandy's parents didn't suspect, she knew, because they still thought their darling daughter was a virgin. Sandy moaned and licked her lips as she shoved two fingers into her tight hole as she stared at her pregnant body in the mirror. They didn't suspect, because she hadn't told them about Clay, or that weekend, or her advancing pregnancy...
In fact, she had been lying about her weight gain, saying that it always happened after the basketball season was over. All the times Sandy had run to the bathroom to throw up had been quick stomach flues, and her loud moaning in the shower was because of a stubbed toe. Surely these occurrences could not be because of a horny teenage girl, recently impregnated with twins, getting off to the fact that she was still hiding her very telling lie from her none-the-wiser parents.
Sandy knew that once they found out, it would be too far along to end the pregnancy. Her fingers slammed into her pussy so hard and fast she could feel her filled womb shiver inside her. "And since mom and dad are so rich and forgiving..." Sandy thought as her mind began to cloud with impending orgasm, "They will forgive and support their poor daughter who was forcefully impregnated by a cruel stranger..."
And now Sandy was cumming again, her pussy clamping onto her fingers as they jammed deeply into her very pregnant body. Sandy didn't lie about most things to her parents, but this secret was far too hot to tell the truth about just yet. This lie was going to be far bigger than she had ever imagined, the proof growing inside her fertilized womb this very moment. She would be lying for another couple of months before her growing belly would finally tell the truth about Sandy's showing lie.
And Sandy would love every minute of it.



        Primal Eloquence

        Civilization holds nothing to the feral beauty of sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/primal-eloquence

Title: Primal Eloquence

Author: uh-oh

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Civilization holds nothing to the feral beauty of sex.

Tags: feral, passionate, primal, wild, impregnation, natural, pregnancy




[Disclaimer: This story contains a sexual situation suitable for mature audiences. Though I personally am not offended by younger people enjoying my work, laws tend to see it otherwise. So if it is illegal for you to view erotic literature, or if you do not wish to view erotic literature that pertains to love, sex, and impregnation, please occupy your time with something other than reading further. If, however, you wish to enjoy this work, please do.]
*
They couldn't keep their hands off one another. Without any plans or forethought, they burst into the eloquent house, shutting the door behind them as an afterthought.
Instantly the man pressed the woman up against the wall, kissing her full on the lips. Not the gentle goodnight kiss to bid a lover sweet dreams; he gave her a savage, lusting kiss, telling her she wouldn't be sleeping sweetly tonight.
She moaned and wrapped a long leg around his, rubbing his back with manicured hands, pulling him closer, breathing sultry air against his ear.
No time for formalities; they were too far gone for words. No, not even their attire could impede their primal needs: he in a pressed black tuxedo, she in a strapless red dress. Away from formal civilization, they would become animals in each other's embrace.
They maneuvered around the table where tea and chatting would entertain guests. They passed the living room where visitors would comfort themselves with conversations about weather and politics. They ascended the stairs from where he as host would bid his guests farewell for the night.
Instead, he found his bedroom and led her inside eagerly, closing the door to all the rest.
There, in the dim light of midnight, the two embraced. Their hands spread like flames over each other's bodies, engulfing each other, feeling every feature:
The smoothness of her bare arms, the powerful muscles beneath his suit, the sweet scent of her hair, the strong motions of his chest, the gentle curve of her hips, the taut strength of his ass, all felt in those fractions of a moment.
His hands slid up the sides of her silky dress, admiring it once again tonight; how well it flowed from her form, how seamlessly it fit her body, how easily it would fall away from her with the lightest shrug.
Her fingers gripped the inside of his tux, running her hands from the hem of his pants to the tops of his shoulders. The gentlemanly coat fell to the ground. Delicately, her pristine touch slid down his front, unbuttoning each button of his shirt slowly, deliberately.
As his shirt fell, so too did her hands fall down to his belt, grasping the leather snake and threading it out till it lay curled and lifeless on the ground at his feet. Another serpent was very much alive, however, growing longer and more powerful by the moment, trapped behind the façade of his black pants. With an impish grin, she began to release the beast from its prison.
Her eyes locked onto his manhood as it strained against its bonds. As if shedding, his dark pants fell to the floor and was left beside the other vestiges of the prim and proper. Now he was left clad only in his thin boxers - the final levee against the ocean of his lust. Even then she licked her lips, seeing the long thick snake trying to pierce its prison.
While she worked to feel his bare skin against hers, he felt her bare skin through her thin dress. The line of her back he stroked with his fingers, making her shiver. Her rounded ass he petted and squeezed, feeling how firm she kept herself beneath the shrouds of etiquette. He felt her eyes looking past his reason and his poise, gazing beyond his formality and civility, and staring into the very essence of his masculinity.
She continued to look up to him as her hands, blind but precise, curled under the hem of his boxers. He looked back into her sensual stare as he felt her tug away the final inhibition from his body.
With her hands, she removed his barriers.
With her body, she summoned his lust.
With her eyes, she subdued him entirely.
His clothes were discarded onto the Persian rug in a heap, his bare skin his only remaining attire.
Though his desire demanded his hands to strip the dress from her beauteous form, to release her breasts for his hungry eyes, to expose her sweet pussy to his devouring want, she held him with her gaze. Her only desire was to release his.
With her lover fully subdued, her lovely hands turned back onto herself. Crossing her arms in front of herself, she took a few steps back. The look of a seductress spread across her face as she lightly pinched either side of her silky dress.
With the smoothest of motions she lifted her arms, the silken red pulling up like a curtain for the stage of her body. The social attire fluttered like a defeated flag to the ground beside her bare feet.
She took a breath as her eyes were closed, her whole body undulating in the way only the completely liberated can. Opening her azure eyes, they fell upon her lover. She smiled, seeing how ready he was, his hardened manhood already drooling at the mere sight of her body.
Stroking her hands up her perfect form, she showed her mate what he had truly won tonight...
Long smooth legs, ready to greet him in their curling embrace.
Strong supple thighs, prepared to spread and surrender to his feral desires.
Wide flared hips, designed to bear his every thrust and grind.
Flat trim belly, crafted to twist and bend with the ancient sacred dance.
Subtle ribbed chest, built to house her gasps and moans until they escaped her lips.
Soft full breasts, eager to heave in ecstasy while he would grunt and groan above her.
And her lovely face, smiling and beckoning to him with a succubus grin.
He stepped towards his mate, taking her into his arms and kissing her fully. For a moment, just a moment, there was the gentle embrace of lovers exchanging wordless oaths to one another in their sweet kiss.
But within that same moment, their feral passions gripped them completely with its urgent, unstoppable power.
His impressive member slid up to her navel as they embraced, promising to fulfill her every desire. Her perfect breasts pressed against his chest, vowing to give him everything he needed.
Picking her up like a hunter's kill, he threw her onto her back upon the king-sized bed. She could only shriek with lusty joy.
Leaning up on her elbow and brushing her hair aside, she looked like a nymph just captured, ready to please her handsome captor. She spread her legs and beckoned, her words meaningless compared to what her body said to him.
He pounced upon her, lining his body up with hers so that his face hovered just inches above hers, his aching manhood pointed unstoppably towards her moist folds. As his member grazed the length of her slit, he could feel her wetness covering his tip like slick dew.
She was ready for the mating. No, more than ready, begging for it. Her chest blushed, showing the ripeness of her apple-sized breasts; an irresistible display for her wild conqueror. Splayed as she was, she was totally his, her body pleading for him to take her, to claim his mate.
Without hesitation, he lined up with her hole. As he felt the tight ring of her entrance around the tip of his cock, he looked into her eyes before thrusting himself into her depths.
His thick veined member pierced deeply into her, drawing out a lusty cry from her as he bottomed out inside her. "Again!" her body cried, speaking through the way her body arched into him and her lungs contracted to make such a cry of anguished ecstasy.
Not to disobey his instincts nor her cries, his rhythm did not develop, but was imposed; the quick hard rutting of mating beasts, growing ever faster and intense with every stroke he made.
She could only gasp and moan with his heavy grunts, her legs twisting around him like ivy to hold fast to his rutting body.
Sweat slickened both their bodies; his stomach slid against hers effortlessly; her breasts beaded with perspiration; their tangled limbs slipped and caressed against each other's steamy body.
They pushed and strained against each other, and in doing so moved with one another. He plunged deeply and powerfully, making her scream with lust. Her hips gyrated and bucked wildly, not to throw him off, but to encourage him to subdue her.
Like animals, they fucked. This was not making love, some sweet and gentle embrace of two souls. No, they were fucking each other, their feral cries matched by the pounding of his hips against hers and the scratching of her nails down his back.
Primal and simple, they mated for a single purpose, a single intention, a single reason: They must.
Her lust overwhelmed her, and with a look in her eyes overpowered her powerful mate. Understanding her need, he stopped and hugged her tight. Rolling over onto his back, his cock buried in her gripping snatch, he let her be on top.
His arms dropped as she rose up, her body glistening in the dim moonlight. She stretched her arms, her pale skin white in the light, her lithe torso waved like a serpent above him. Looking down upon him, she appeared like some primordial goddess, grinning down upon ancient savage man.
Strong hands slid up her smooth thighs to her flared hips. Course fingers felt the velvety softness of her flesh. His cock pulsed hard inside her tight pussy, blood rushing to his vital organ held inside her milking channel.
She lifted, and he groaned. He thrusted, and she hissed. As she fell, every inch of her silky pussy slid down his cum-slick shaft to the very base of his manhood. And as she rose, every fleshy rib of her inner walls caught and tantalized the bulbous head of his cock.
Slick with sweat, her hips slid out of his grip as her body slithered onto his. Arms on either side of his head, her hot lips brushed his. A look of lust met in both their eyes as her motions intensified.
Slowly, her hips slid up and down his shaft, moving independently of the rest of her. Rhythmic, she kept the steady beat of flesh upon flesh, taking him deeper and deeper into herself.
She rocked on him, grinding her clit into his pelvis. Her tongue lashed around his as she kissed him. Sweet saliva coated his tongue as thoroughly as her pussy bathed his member. Groans met her ministrations; his hips jerked upwards every time her hips fell.
She moved slowly at first, her tightness stretching to accommodate all of him deep inside. Yet her body needed more. Desperation drove her further towards becoming the animal she really was.
Tenderness gave way to brutal need. Her clawing hands gripped his chest. Her ass rose and fell faster and harder. Impaling herself over and over, her pained cries of lusty fulfillment echoed around them.
His own pleasures mounted as she rode on, moaning and screaming his name. As her pussy gripped down on him hard, her juices overflowing over the base of his cock, he knew from the lust filling his every vein that he was close to satisfying his ultimate feral need.
When she opened her eyes again and looked into his, she knew. With a sultry moan, she lifted her hips from him first, stretching cat-like over him. Cum dripped from her wet pussy onto his stomach.
Her full breasts brushed his face mischievously as she crawled forward over him. He saw every inch of her. Her midsection was taut; her hips were wide. Her inner thighs glistened with her sweat and pleasure. Breathing her in, he filled his whole lusting being with the intoxicating scent of her sex.
With the grace and intent of a lioness in heat, she padded further up the bed. He rose to his knees behind her, entranced by the sway of her ass as she moved. A few feet from him she stopped, spreading her legs wider, preparing herself for him.
She flashed her eyes back at him, a look of pure desire in them. No, not desire, need. Animalistic need.
It drew him to her as if lead by a leash, but he was not tethered. His hands spread over her back, feeling slick warm sweat covering her skin. Still, she quivered from her previous orgasm, and he could feel her.
She sighed, his touch so needed yet driving her wild. Her hips nuzzled against his ridged member, soft flesh against hot steel, urging him to plunge into her again.
Their eyes met again as she looked over her shoulder, her long hair draped over her back. She told him everything in her gaze: her body was for him.
For him to see and hold with his eyes.
For him to caress and grip with his hands.
For him to kiss and taste with his lips.
For him to feel and fuck with his entire being.
For him to fill and breed with his seed.
For his every pleasure was her ecstasy, and his every desire was her need.
As she told him this with her simple look, he felt his civil facade fall away completely like a loose skin. Both free of their humanity, he thrusted into her with a feral roar, and she let out a sultry howl.
They fucked once more, his strokes furious, slamming into her from behind. There was no mercy in his harsh grunts, no sign of fatigue in his virile motions, no vestige of humanity in his wild abandon.
She pushed back against each and every thrust, feeling the power of her mate pound against her. The bed shook and her body shivered as he used her, filled her, over and over.
His tongue hung out like a dog's. His paws wrapped around her stomach in a tight grip. His grunts came as barks of air behind her ears as he held fast and fucked her harder and harder.
Her panting and howling accentuated her need, making her feel alive. It sharpened her senses: every musky scent, every lusty impact, every feral sound brought her closer to her ultimate peak.
No longer could civilization touch them. They had stripped themselves of order, torn away their civility, thrown worry and foresight to the winds.
They stopped thinking of what was proper, what was expected, what was right or wrong; they thought only of the here and now, with savage pleasures consuming their slick rutting bodies.
Love was pushed aside, for it could not contain the thrusts of their ecstasy, nor the loud grunts and groans of their passions.
She clawed of the bed like a wounded beast, and he mounted her like a stallion.
She screamed like a cat in heat, and he bellowed like a lion.
He mounted her like a ravenous wolf, and she delighted in being his bitch.
Their cries and movements became erratic, both lost in their impending climax. Nothing between them but sweat and bare flesh.
They couldn't care for consequences -- they don't affect the present.
They didn't care for contraception -- she was in heat.
They forsook the rest of mankind to its rules and civilization -- nature was freedom.
Their time had come. With a tremendous roar, he drove his pulsing member completely into his mate, the bloated head kissing the mouth of her womb fiercely as he held her tight.
She felt it. His cock pulsed from base to head as a powerful jet of semen splashed against her cervix. The impact drove her over the edge, and she screamed as her orgasm took her as another rope of sperm lashed against her inner walls.
Globs of his cum gushed into her as her pussy milked his shaft for every fertile drop. His girth left his semen nowhere to go; her hungry womb devoured every spurt of semen, gorging itself on his sperm.
She didn't know how fertile she was, nor cared; her body craved his offering. And he, on the most basic of levels, knew exactly how fertile she was; he filled her completely.
Finally, their orgasms subsided. He pulled out slowly, her pussy still gripping him tightly. His semi-flaccid member slid out limply, followed by a gush of his thick white cum. It oozed out of her used hole heavily and slowly.
Most of his seed remained inside her however, planted firmly in her womb.
She could only moan as he withdrew from her, and the feeling of his spunk spilling out onto her swollen lips intensified her afterglow. She shivered like a leaf, even though her body was on fire; her belly in particular. As she felt his seed slosh around in her tummy, a sexy chill ran down her spine.
He slid off her back, his chest heaving like a billows. She looked back at him, flashing him a tired wolfish grin. She rolled over onto her back, spreading her legs as she did so.
Her hand slid down her taut sweaty belly to her dripping pussy, scooping up some of their combined juices. She licked it off her fingers like the remnants of a filling meal.
The sight made him grin as well, his cock still drooling cum down its length. He crawled beside her, wrapping his arm around her waist and pulling her atop him again. She giggled as she lay atop her strong mate, kissing him sweetly.
They drifted to sleep, buffeted by the warm afterglow and the warmth of each other's fulfilled bodies.
Blissful in their mutual conquest, they didn't know how far his sperm had traveled already. They didn't realize that her ovary had released its monthly egg, nor that it had been met by an pack of writhing sperm.
She nuzzled her mate as the sperm bombarded her ovum. He cuddled with her as one penetrated its outer layer. They kissed and fell asleep as the sperm and egg fused into one...
5 months later...
The man offered his hand to the woman. The other guests at the party, dressed in their finest and most extravagant ornaments, scoffed and whispered to each other at the sight.
She smiled and accepted his offer, standing with some effort. Her red form-fitting dress, once showing off her slender form, now contained a round bulge where her flat stomach once was.
Holding her pregnant tummy, he slid his hand over his work, smiling with a father's pride. They looked at each other and kissed, coming close so that her jutting belly pressed gently into him.
The others, they knew, wouldn't understand. As he held her in his arms, the child they made in a moment of feral passion between them, the other guests whispered how vulgar, how rude, how inelegant they were to be so brazen and crude in public.
But they knew as they walked out of that party, with all the brilliant lights and costumes of civilization, that those people didn't understand what wonders wildness could bring.
He held her hand and the door as she slipped into the roomy limousine. Those other people, they held their social status and their expensive toys as the greatest wealth in life. They didn't know what true riches were.
The opposite door opened and closed as he got inside the vehicle. She giggled, her fingers tracing the outline of his bulging member under his tuxedo pants. Their fellow party-goers all thought the same -- nature has been conquered by Man, and is now their plaything.
The truth was shown to be simple as she lifted her dress from her shoulders, revealing her very pregnant body to him: Man was still nature's plaything.
Beauty was a product of civilization, of the highest pinnacles of the mind and imagination. But as the two lovers were together in the back of their limonene, fulfilling their feral desires with silent cries of ecstasy and lust bursting from their graceful movements as the vehicle glided towards home, they knew what truly was the greatest of beauties...
This was their Primal Eloquence.
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Tara Bridges opened the door to her new apartment and breathed a sigh of relief. "Finally," she thought, "Time to relax..."
The room had the scent of freshness about it, a nice change from the heavier, musty smell of her old apartment. Tara held a cardboard box with all her more intimate belongings – the kinds of things she wouldn't want the movers to find if they 'accidently' took a peek inside the box labeled "PERSONAL" with large black marker.
"That'd give them too much of a thrill," Tara smiled to herself as she surveyed her new surroundings. She found the apartment a few days before, and immediately she knew she had to have it. The hardwood main floor opened up into a spacious living room from which connected a small white kitchen complete with dividing counter-space. A bathroom with shower and bathtub were opposite, and nearby led into her new bedroom – white walls and spacious floor waiting to be filled. Tara stepped into the empty bedroom, the "PERSONAL" box cradled in her arms.
The movers weren't due to arrive for another hour, and in the meantime Tara had little else to do. She had taken the day off of waitressing at the coffee house so she could set up her new apartment, and without her computer to update her blog or even a couch to daydream on she had nothing left except to wait for the rest of her things to come in.
Tara looked down at her box and stroked the edges pensively. "Hmmm, I guess it wouldn't hurt..." she murmured. She glanced around the empty apartment, a grin tugging on the corners of her mouth. "I'll just take a peek till those guys get here..."
She closed the door to her new bedroom and sat down, placed the box between her legs, and opened it. Inside she found a few of her tank tops, tight blue jeans, mid thigh-length skirts, thin socks, and other bits of clothing. Tara wore those kinds of clothes whenever she could – her more-than handfuls of breasts felt so snug in her tight tank tops, and her jeans hugged her ass perfectly. Others definitely noticed as she sauntered along the streets in a short skirt or while she was waitressing, hips swaying and breasts jutting. Their attention always had a way of making her smile.
But that was just a cover for her real treasures. Pawing aside the upper layers of clothes, Tara pulled out a lacy pink thong. The dainty thing wrapped around her fingers like a silky string, and she sighed – She hadn't gotten to wear it for anyone lately. Her work demanded most of her time, and combined with the rigors of being an aspiring author and maintaining an online blog for the masses, she was just too busy to find herself some guy to show off how sexy she looked with a little pink thong on - and nothing else.
"Oh well," Tara thought with a shrug, "I know I'll still enjoy it."

With a catish grin Tara stood up and slipped off her white panties. The change was easy since she wore a short skirt with her tight t-shirt, and when the thong slid up and around her ass she felt a little jolt run through her. She could remember posing in them before for one of her boyfriends – and the pictures of that little photoshoot she still kept in her scrapbook.
Her still-warm panties found a place in the box and were buried again as she sat and dug deeper. She touched the soft leathery corner of her personal scrapbook. "Gotcha!" she pulled out the small tome and set it onto her lap. The plain cover hid the pages and pages of pictures Tara had found in her explorations into the darker side of the internet.
Halfway through she found the high-resolution black-and-white photographs she adored, the ones with a pair of red lips barely touching the head of a stiff cock or a woman pushed down onto a plush bed by a man taking her from behind. Often she had fantasies develop around these pictures, ones she typed down for her blog – ones she brought with her to bed late at night. She looked at a picture of a tall strong man holding a limp and naked girl in his burly arms, his face hidden by the shadow as he held his prize before him. Claimed by him.
Inspired, Tara put the book aside and rummaged around some more in the box. At the very bottom her fingers brushed by something firm and long – just what she was looking for. She pulled out her hidden toy, a rabbit vibrator, squeezing the firm yet yielding gel shaft into her palm and stroking the clit stimulator in slow deliberate circles.
"Hmmm... If only you were real..." Tara mused, stroking her finger down and over the bulbous head. She imagined it belonging to the strong man in the photo, tall and fit, his cock ready to fuck her at just the sight of her shaking her ass in her pink lacy thong.
"Mmmm..." She thought of how he would want her so bad that she would feel it in his gaze, feel it in his grip around her waist, and that he wouldn't hesitate to push her to the floor and take her like an animal. Her panties were getting moist at the thought, and when she lifted up her little skirt she could see the light pink fabric darkening with her juices...
Tara began to move the toy along her wet pussy, a little tease as she imagined the man rubbing his cock up and down her aching slit. "Naughty girl, getting fucked on the bedroom floor..." She pulled her panties aside, imagining her dainty hand was his instead, pulling away the light protection of fabric with rough and powerful fingers that grazed her soft inner thighs. She could see his muscles tensing, readying to thrust inside her hot and ready pussy as she pressed the toy into her tight pus-
*KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK*
Tara shoved the dildo under the clothes in her box along with her scrap book and jumped to her feet in half a second, her heart pounding as she rearranged her panties over her frustrated sex.
"Shit, the movers," Tara thought, "They must have come early!" Carefully, she smoothed her skirt down over herself and brushed at her bedhead hair with her hand before stamping to the door. "God damn, they were supposed to be here in an hour... ughhhh!" Tara gripped the knob and threw open the door, but her glare melted. Three men stood in the doorway, looking down at her.
"Are you Tara Bridges?" The man in front asked.
"Yeah... That's me..."
"Looks like you have some furniture to move in," The man looked down at his clipboard, "Single-piece couch, table, some dining room chairs, queen-sized bed plus headboard, and assorted cardboard boxes – Is that right Miss Bridges?"
"Umm, yes, that's right."
"Alright then," He looked back and motioned to his two partners who disappeared down the steps, "My associates will start moving up your things while you show me where you'll have them."
Tara stared at the man blankly for a moment before starting, "Uh, Sure! Yes, thank you! I, well, let me show you around then!" She quickly turned back around, trying to hide her warming face.
"Oh my God! They are sooo hot!"
Tara gave the foreman a tour of her apartment, glancing back at him constantly. She pointed to one corner of the living room and the other, her eyes scanning over his muscled arms and strong chest whenever he pointed in turn. They were no doubt developed from his job lifting furniture all day, she thought. Then she led him through the kitchen and into the bedroom, ushering him in before her so she could check him out from behind. She rubbed her thighs together when she saw his ass and legs, his body so taut and developed that she could see it through his pale shirt and blue jeans. When he turned to the side to look over the room, her eyes immediately fell down to his crotch, which bulged even then with his manhood.
"Pretty big, isn't it?" He said.
Tara jumped, her face red. "W-what?"
"No problem – we can fit your bed in here just fine," He continued looking around the room as Tara let out a little puff of air that had gotten caught in her chest. "I've got to get myself a boyfriend with a cock like that... God, I'm too horny right now for my own good..." Tara reflected, trying to keep her eyes off the foreman's package. She kept glancing back despite her best efforts.
There was a shuffling in the living room. Tara looked around and saw the other two moving men, quite buff and toned almost as much as the foreman, carrying her large couch in as easily as if it were an empty cardboard box.
"Where'll we put it?" One of them asked.
"Mmm, the places you men could put it..." Snapping out of her lusty daydreams, Tara managed to point, "Um, right there is good for now."
The two men put the couch down and went back downstairs while the foreman stayed with Tara. Her knees were feeling weak just by standing next to the man. She could feel his heat even from a foot away.
"This is a pretty nice apartment you've got," he said, "Excited about moving in?"
"Oh yeah - yeah, I'm pretty excited," Tara replied.
"We're usually having to move refrigerators and cabinets and cat trees for little old ladies that smell like mothballs, so this'll be a nice change of pace for once."
Tara laughed, "Mothballs?"
He smiled, "Yeah – could hear 'em rattling around in everything we were moving. Couldn't get the smell out of my clothes for days."
"Haha, well I don't think you'll have to worry about picking up a bad smell here – no mothballs or cats for me!"
"I'll take your word for it. Seems to smell rather nice in here, actually," he flashed Tara a sidelong glance. She felt herself blush even harder.
"So, uh, what's your name?" Tara suddenly found the need to brush her hair back and study the hardwood floor.
"Name's Roy, Miss Bridges," he said.
"Ah, then you can call me Tara, Roy," she extended her hand politely.
"Well then Tara, it is a pleasure to meet you," he reached forward and took hold of her hand. Tara watched her dainty hand disappear in his firm, electric grasp. They shook, he barely moving yet Tara felt his strength all through her arm. She thought her knees might buckle.
She was relieved to hear the two other moving men enter the living room again. "Roy," said one of them with a box under each arm, "in the time you've spent talking up the pretty lady you could've emptied out half the truck!"
"Yeah," the other grunted as he set down a large box, "bet she's tired of you trying to oogle the goods instead of helping us move 'em!"
Tara really blushed then, but Roy just laughed, "Alright, alright, I'll help you pansies out," he turned back towards Tara and hiked his thumb over his shoulder, "See what I get to work with? They still won't forgive me about those mothballs." Tara smiled, and Roy turned around and disappeared out the door.
Tara felt much better about being interrupted then – this show was better than photos for sure! Tara leaned in the bedroom doorframe with her arms crossed under her breasts, watching the men work. Steadily, the bare apartment filled with her things – lamps, chairs, rolled up carpets, and countless cardboard boxes.
The two other men trudged into the room with her heavy computer desk between them as Roy brought up two large boxes perched on either shoulder. Tara noticed the other men were more heavily built than Roy – they were stockier, their legs and arms knotted with muscles, while Roy's build was more lengthy and toned. Tara couldn't keep her eyes off them, and her thoughts drifted to how they would look without their grey work shirts covering their sweat-slick chests...
Tara was snapped out of her reverie as Roy approached. The other men thumped her refrigerator down behind the kitchen counter, and the rest of the room was filled with her things already.
"So," Roy said, "That seems to be just about everything, Miss Tara Bridges. Just the bed left to move in, but that shouldn't be a problem" His confident voice made Tara melt. It was the kind of voice that Tara imagined whispering in her ear on her many boyfriendless nights...
"Really? I thought I had more things..." "Damn it, I wish I had more!" Tara entertained the idea of taking a hasty trip to the furniture store – she was sure they were on the brink of taking off their shirts for real.
"Nope, though I wouldn't mind if you did have more," He stretched his arms out and rolled his head, "It's not every day we get to work for such a lovely lady as yourself."
"Hehe, thank you. I try to be pretty, ya know?" She felt giddy around Roy – he'd be populating her fantasies for nights to come, she was sure.
"Naw, you don't have to try I'd say," he looked around the freshly moved-in bachelorette's apartment, "I suppose your boyfriend will be bringing over his stuff pretty soon, eh?"
"Boyfriend? Ha! Haven't had one of those for awhile," Tara said, with just a hint of bitterness. Sex was so hard to come by since her last boyfriend, and her fantasies could only go so far to satisfy her. "Maybe you can ask your girlfriend to find me one, hmm?"
Roy laughed, "No girlfriends for me. I like to keep things pretty simple, and not just any girl will do. But you should be having tons of guys falling over themselves trying to get to you!"
Tara shook her head, "Mm-mm. Maybe none of them are brave enough to just come and get me."
"Oh, don't be too sure," Roy said, "I'm sure someone is going to catch you fairly soon, Tara."
Tara smiled – she was hoping he would ask for her number, but she heard the thumping steps in the hallway again.
"Looks like they've got your bed. I should probably go help them – they'll get cranky if I don't." Tara opened her mouth but Roy dashed out the door before she could say anything. "Damn," she huffed, smoothing out her skirt for the second time that night.
The three men entered Tara's apartment carrying her great bed between them and trudged into Tara's bedroom. She followed after, eager to see the burly men working for her again. They grunted and strained, muscles tensing and rippling, all for little Tara's benefit... The thought made her rub her legs together – she stepped behind her large bed sheet box as she felt herself getting hot again.
They positioned the bed with a loud thump. Somehow they were able to bring the large bed all up in one piece, a feat which further impressed Tara. All three men left the room again, Roy giving her a final sidelong glance as he walked out the door. She looked on, not wanting them to be leaving so soon, and pulled her black sheets from the box.
"God..." She breathed, reveling in how those men hoisted her huge bed into her apartment, along with all her other things. Soon her dark sheets were lain out over the bed, as well as her pillows – A soft black island in a pale white room. Tara heard front door close firmly and heavy familiar footsteps thumped through into her living room. They were discussing something in their low voices, Roy's more boyish-tone distinct from the deeper tones of his associates. "Oh, they'll be put to better use than moving my stuff soon enough", she thought, rubbing her legs together, "if only just for me and my little toy..."
She sat at the foot of her bed and her mind wandered. Her mind flashed with short visions of hot and heavy sex, of strong men forcing her against her soft sheets, pressing her face into the pillows as they took their turns fucking her long and hard. Big strong men, like the ones in her living room right then... The movers were surely not helping her get over her horniness, and Tara felt like if she didn't get some relief soon she might very well make her fantasies a reality. Her hand crept up her inner thigh, wishing somehow she would get more than just fantasies tonight...
There was a polite, deep cough at the open bedroom door. Tara jumped to her feet, noticing only now that the movers had stopped talking. They stood inside her bedroom's doorway, Roy in front with arms crossed. They were grinning as she hastily straightened out her skirt, a blush crossing her face.
"All moved in, Tara," Roy announced, and Tara nodded quickly.
"T-thanks guys, you helped me out a lot!" Tara said, wondering if they had seen her hand under her skirt.
"Now, about our payment..." Roy said.
"Oh, right..." Tara said, "Let me just get my checkbook..." She stepped towards the doorway somewhat slowly. She was beginning to think of ways to keep them around – invite them to stay for coffee, or to move in just one more piece of furniture that she hadn't quite bought yet, or -
But Tara didn't have the chance to think. The door slammed shut before she got there.
"Not that kind of payment, Tara."
She stopped. "Um, do... do you guys only take cash then?"
This time they all laughed - strong hearty laughs. "Oh no, we're not going to take money from you, Tara." Roy said, stepping forward, "I discussed it with my boys, and we all agreed that we'll be taking something else tonight..."
Tara felt very small before the wall of muscle-bound men, "W-what will you take then?" She asked, backing up slightly. There was nowhere to go. A knowing chill ran up her spine. Roy grinned.
"You."
The men were on Tara in an instant – their strong hands grabbing her arms, roving up her legs, fondling her breasts. She couldn't even let out a yelp– her lungs were paralyzed around her terror-chilled heart. The men pawed her inner thighs, over her taut belly, down her back, up her neck, around her breasts – petting her whole transfixed body through her clothes.
"Oh god! What are they doing!?" Tara panicked. Their hands were so hot, and they pinched her ass and grabbed her breasts so forcefully, so eagerly. Tara tried to cross her legs, but powerful fingers pried between her tightened thighs anyway.
"Stop!" Tara cried out, "Get off me!"
Her protest fell on deaf ears. They boys had found their new toy. Roy spoke behind her, his chest pressing against her back.
"I told you Tara, I don't settle for just any girl. And it seems like you do want this..." She felt his hand slide up her thigh till it disappeared under her skirt. She jumped as his hot fingers ran across her hot, moist thong.
His chuckle reverberated through Tara's light frame, "I think you want this more than you're ready to admit!" He stroked along her wanting slit, and Tara's knees nearly buckled as she let out an involuntary moan.
"N-no! Get away from me!" Tara began to struggle, to break free from the groping men. But they were too strong for her, and it goaded them on. They lifted Tara's arms up and peeled off her t-shirt. Her skirt slid down her legs and pooled on the floor. Tara stood between them, only her lacy bra and pink thong to protect her. Their rough hands touched bare skin as she vainly tried to cover up and push them away.
Roy's voice played in her ear. "It's been awhile since we had an employer as sexy as you, Tara..." A hand grabbed her bare ass as another grasped one of her laced breasts, "or as ready to get fucked. We're pretty pent up, you know..." With a click, her bra went slack and fell to the ground. Roy cupped her bare tits from behind before she could cover them herself.
"Mmm, that feels so good..." Tara thought, despite her fear. Her alarmed gasp turned into a moan as those rough fingers toyed with her hardening nipples... "NO!" she back-thought, "What am I thinking!? I won't let them rape me!!" Her heart pounded in her chest, but she couldn't tell if it was from terror, or excitement.
"You're not going to fuck me, Roy!" She yelled, her heart jolting at the thought of Roy and the men taking her. She redoubled her struggle, trying to land a kick on the men holding her. They simply pressed closer.
"But of course I am, Tara. We all are..." The foreman replied as more rough fingers slid under her minute throng strings. The fabric clung to her sex before peeling away and dropping to the ground at her kicking feet. The three men felt in turn between her legs. Tara tried to lock her thighs in vain. No doubt they felt how wet she was getting, she knew. Tara felt her thighs loosening to let their pressing touches in despite herself...



The hands left Tara's body, and her eyes snapped open. She hadn't noticed closing them. The two movers stood ahead of her looking her over like hungry bears. It was her chance to run. Tara tried to sprint away, but Roy seized her bare waist and pulled her back, kicking. He grabbed her wrists and wrapped her arms uselessly in front of her, like a young couple at a dance. She couldn't escape.
"No no no, Tara! You've got to watch," he taunted in her ear, holding her tight. Shivers shot down her spine and stopped her futile writhing. The movers eyes kept roving over Tara's naked body as they stripped. Tara stared helplessly as their thick hardened chests were unveiled from under their company shirts and their jeans were thrown aside.
"They've been waiting a long time for a girl to breed..." Roy said.
Tara's heart stopped. "Breed?" "What the fuck does that mean!?"
"Mhmmm," He hummed in her ear, nodding towards the two naked men. "It isn't a big surprise they are good at it, is it?" Tara's eyes betrayed her and looked – they were both hung like bulls, their cocks thick and heavily veined with testicles hanging like stones beneath them. Roy tightened his grip as Tara began to struggle again. "Haha, I guess you like what you see then, hmmm?"
"No! They're – they're disgusting!" But Tara stared at their members still. She caught her mouth slightly open, breathing hard. So did Roy.
"Now now, Tara. Don't be saying mean things to my boys. You might hurt their feelings!" The two men chuckled and stroked their flaccid manhoods to life before her.
Tara couldn't deny that she was impressed – no, more than that, she wanted their cocks. She needed them inside her. She was so unbelievably turned on, even as these men intended to rape her - 'Breed' her. And she couldn't hide that from them either, not with her moistening pussy on display.
"Lemme go right now you – you fucking bastards!" Tara intended to roar, but her words came as a whimper instead.
The men laughed, and Roy pulled her hands further down her front. "I don't think we're gonna be doing that anytime soon," he said, "we'll be taking good care of you for awhile, Tara!" Roy let go and pushed her forward into the two burly men. Tara yelped as they resumed their rough fondling, kneading her tits and running their palms along her pussy, their cocks hardening against either side of her.
"Uhhhhhhmmm," Squirming, Tara moaned even more. She found that she had closed her eyes again under the pleasurable assault. Their hands pinched and rubbed her naked body, unafraid to squeeze or pet her most intimate places. She could feel their desire in the way their cocks hardened against her, creeping up along her hips like hungry snakes.
Tara kept struggling, but it was a losing battle in her own mind. "Why am I enjoying this??" Tara thought frantically as a terrible excitement grew in her chest and between her thighs. Her body seemed to answer in turn:
"You want this, Tara. You need this. A good fucking from these strong men..."
Though she tried to fight it, Tara felt her juices flowing and her nipples grazing their ever-petting hands. When she forced open her eyes, she saw Roy tossing his shirt aside. She really stared then.
"I guess you like what you see, huh?" Roy turned back towards the awe-struck woman. Tara saw his bare chest – developed from more than just lifting beds and tables for a living. His muscles flexed with every smooth motion of his arms. Strength radiated from his perfect form, and his look towards Tara was one of pure desire – a prized catch – a toy to be played with.
"Yes..." Tara breathed, her mind quieted for a moment.
"Ha! That the first straight answer you've given so far," Roy laughed, and so did the men holding her – deep laughs that made Tara feel so small, and so much more like a plaything for them. She breathed even harder as he continued, "And you haven't seen everything yet, Tara..." Tara thought he could merely tear off his workman's jeans with those powerful arms, but he slowly unzipped them, making Tara squirm with anticipation despite her best efforts to resist.
"You've seen naked men before! Don't lose your head!!" But her thoughts were muddled by the rubbing of her clit, the hot breath gusting against her neck, and the gnawing need growing in the pit of her belly. She had seen men before, Tara knew, "But not men like this..."
The foreman unbuttoned his jeans and stripped himself in a single motion. He stood tall in front of Tara with a smirk on his face. "Look boys, I think Tara has seen something she really likes!"
He was right – Tara's heart nearly stopped at the sight of his manhood. He was hung, very hung - his veined shaft hung low between his legs, his testicles hanging lower at the base of his shaft, heavy from the weight of their no doubt huge load. The other's cocks were stockier and fatter while his was longer and still thick. He outstripped his workmates by far with his symmetry and glory – theirs were the cocks of bulls, but his was a stallion's.
"Oh my god...." Need shot through Tara's entire body. She felt hot – hot from the men grinding their hardening members against her, hot from Roy's wolfish gaze over her body, and hot from the burning desire that made her pussy drool down her inner thighs. Tara had stopped struggling. Her knees felt weak and ready to give out at any moment. She couldn't help herself. Her resistance was failing.
"Mmm, I think Tara wants a taste of us, boys." Tara didn't move, even though a small part of her wanted to nod her head. More of her wanted to scream. Roy ran his hand along his length and looked into Tara's eyes. "Time to get on your knees, Tara."
"No."
"I said get on your knees," he said again, still stroking his cock.
"No!" Tara glared back at him, trying her resolve not to oogle his growing cock.
"Alright then, Tara. Have it your way," The two men grabbed Tara's shoulders. Tara couldn't resist as they pushed her down to kneel on the floor. "This is really happening!" Tara thought again in her renewed panic as the two men held her down. She threw her shoulders to no avail as Roy approached, "I'm really going to get raped!!"
This was actually happening – Tara's fantasies were invading reality, making her giddy with excitement and fear. She was shivering, the hot men surrounding her on all sides stroking their thick manhoods before her wide-open eyes. This wasn't a dream. She breathed hard, their musk thick and heavy all around her.
Roy grabbed Tara's chin and made her look at him. "Now Tara, you're gonna be a good girl and suck all of us off. You're gonna to do a good job, I can tell. And remember: good girls don't even think about biting..." He grasped her jaw with just an ounce more of his strength, and Tara understood he meant it. He let her go easy, but she could still feel her cheeks tingling. "Alright Tara, take your pick."
Tara looked around. The three men surrounded her, slowly stroking their cocks and pointing them at her pouting lips. They were getting hard, and Tara watched their veins bulge and their lengths swell as she looked and breathed on them. She hesitated – "I shouldn't do this. I can't do this! They'll only want more..." she thought, but now her heart was beating fast again, and she found herself breathing deeper not for air, but to take in their musky, intoxicating scent. Tara's pussy tingled. Her mouth watered.
"Don't keep us waiting, Tara..." Roy warned. Tara looked back up at the foreman and then to his cock - Its magnificent head was already drooling in anticipation. She leaned forward slowly, glaring up at him, slowly opening her mouth. She had to do it, she tried to convince herself. She tasted his salty precum as his cockhead grazed her tongue. She closed her lips on the shaft.
She began to bob back and forth, taking his cock in a little deeper each time. She tried to keep glaring at Roy, to show him she hated every moment, but she felt her eyes rolling back a few times – was she enjoying this? "No!" she willed herself, and shot him a glare again. Soon she felt the head of his cock grazing the back of her throat each time she went down on him, and her lips were hardly halfway down his shaft...
"Mmmm, I knew you'd be good at this," Roy moaned, not moving as Tara engulfed his cock – gentleman that he was. "Don't forget about the boys now – I'm sure they'd like to feel your little hands on them too." Deep grunts approved on either side of Tara. She scowled at Roy as she lashed his cock with her tongue, but reached up and grabbed hold of their cocks, stroking slowly as she devoured the foreman.
It was difficult to pleasure three men at once. In her fantasies it was far easier - their hands tangling her hair and holding her shoulders, petting and stroking and encouraging her as she gulped down their hot pre-cum and licked their shafts. The reality proved harder, but the hardness of real men growing and pulsing in her hands and the heat of Roy's cock sliding into her mouth was... better. Oh, much better. Tara's eyes rolled back again, slurping along Roy's length with abandon.
"Oooooh," he groaned, "Now you're getting into it! Uhhmmm, go get a taste of the boys before you're guzzling my cum too, huh?" Tara let Roy's cock go with a salivated *pop* and turned to a bullish member staring her in the face. Tara slid her tongue all along its length, taking hold of Roy's glistening cock as she kissed the head. The man groaned above her, and she felt a splash of precum coat her tongue – he tasted different than the foreman, saltier and bitter, but she drank in the contrast.
Tara suddenly wanted to taste them all. She let the man's cock go after only a few lunges, and it shivered like a plank of wood as she kissed the cockhead of the other man. A sweeter taste, and she loved how it drooled down her throat as she took him nearly all in. She turned from man to man, slurping and sucking, coming off their cocks to gasp some air before going back down again.
The men petted her – they groaned – they thrust their hips and forced their cocks deeper into her mouth. She felt their cocks become even more bloated and hard as they ground against her cheeks, and felt her pussy gush as precum roiled down her throat and over her hands. Their grunts, and especially Roy's humming growls, filled the room. Tara's fantasy was nothing – reality was better in every way, and she forgot herself, feeling their warm precum drooling down her lips and dripping onto her breasts...
She was gulping on Roy's cock, jacking off the other men's saliva-slick members when they had enough. Pulled her to her feet, the dazed girl was pressed upon by two sex-crazed men. Roy stepped back and let Tara groan there, her breasts pressed against the hard pecks of one man and her ass grinding along the other's pulsing snake. Their slippery cocks rubbed along her wet slit and between her taut asscheeks. Tara moaned – she was in heaven.
Tara peeked over a broad shoulder to see Roy stroking his perfect, glistening cock. "Mmmm, I think Tara's finally feeling up to her breeding, boys!"
Tara's heart leapt into her throat. Like a doll the petite girl was thrown onto the bed, freshly made in her naivety just minutes ago. The two men were on her again, stroking their hard dicks over her thighs and belly. She couldn't stop them – and Tara didn't know if she wanted them to stop either. Her moist pink pussy was ready for him. For all of them.
One man straddled her, his thick manhood sawing up and down her slit – Tara groaned as she pushed against his chest, a futile effort to push the bullish man off. She felt him find his mark, the thick bulbous head of his manhood hitting catching along the edge of her tight entrance. Tara knew all it took was one thrust, one little motion of his hips, and she would be impaled on his stiff, bare member. Totally unprotected. She dug her fingernails into his chest, feeling him begin to slide in...
Then he rolled onto his back. Tara panted astride him, but gasped when she felt the hot and powerful muscles of the second man press along her back. "Ahh-AHH!!" Tara yelped as the man below her pulled her hips down. She felt his thick shaft pushing into her tight pussy, and felt the other hard cock sliding up along her taut spine. Tara nearly passed out, heart racing and mind spinning. The heat, the pressure, the reality of her fucking all began to sink in.
They began to fuck her. The man below lifted Tara's shaking hips up before slamming her back down onto his thrusting member. The man behind rubbed his slimy cock up and down, from between her firm cheeks to the small of her back. They gave her no foreplay, no time to acclimate. Their pace raced into a hard beat, thrusting one after the other, and Tara's helpless little squeaks filled the air.
"N-nooo, uhhh... Please sto – ughmmm!"
But Tara's pleas were betrayed by her lusty groans. Hard hands possessed her breasts from behind. The hot fingers slid over her nipples and pulled her back so her body ground against the man's hard midsection. Tara looked down. Her pussy held fast to the thick veiny cock inside her. She watched the shaft emerge as he lifted her up, and yelped as he then forced her little pussy to take in every inch of his raging manhood. Neither man relented in his assault, only broadening their heavy strokes in and against her. Though she fought it, Tara felt her body quiver and give into their ruthless, powerful, unending fucking.
"Oh god! I'm cumming!" Tara wailed. Her pussy clamped down around the hard member inside her. Her cunt pulsed and pulled, tightening like a vice around his ever-thrusting cock. She could feel it pulsing inside her – strong and fast. Her cum oozed down her thighs, coating his already sopping member in a layer of hot grool.
"And that's just the beginning, you know." Tara gasped for air and opened her eyes. Roy towered over her, standing on the bed as she gazed at his cock, nearly level with her eyes. He took hold of her chin and lifted her head – she being too weak from her post-orgasmic shivering to do it herself.
"What... what do you m-mean – uhhh!" Tara gasped – the men still ground their cocks against and within her. She nearly couldn't take it with her pussy stinging from the fucking and her growing arousal.
"Just the beginning of your breeding," He stroked her blushing cheeks, "Oh Tara, don't look so surprised – you knew this was coming from the start."
"B-breeding!? But I didn't – Ahhh!" Tara arched her back - The man behind her had pinched her nipples especially hard. Deliciously hard...
"Oh yes you did! I saw the way you were looking at me and my boys when you thought we weren't looking. You wanted to get fucked by us. You were wet and ready before we even touched you. You say no, but your body wants to be bred..." Tara felt their hands all over her – petting her sweaty thighs, her heaving breasts, her flat belly...
"I... I'm not on the pill... I can't get bred. I can't get pregnant!" Her voice quavered, icy fear spilling into her hot waves of pleasure.
"Actually, that makes things much easier for us," Roy said, looking down into Tara's wide eyes as he stroked his turgid member, "You'll be seeing how easy it is soon enough..."
Tara couldn't respond. The man below lifted Tara's shivering body off his cock, and the man behind her bent her forward. No sooner had she felt the thick manhood once buried in her pussy sliding against her mound than she felt the thick head of the man behind her thrusting into her. Immediately they renewed their assault, keeping Tara forced over, crying out like a cat in heat.
"Oh plea– Ahhhh!!" Her mouth hung open, the intensity of another thick cock sinking into her washed over her, clouded her thoughts, smothered her fear.
"We'll be taking good care of you, Tara," She looked up, seeing Roy stroking his regal member above her. "And I am sure you'll take good care of us..." He stroked the shaft over Tara's cheeks before tapping the head on her upturned lips.
She didn't think as she tilted her head up and took in his cock, or as the man behind her pounded harder and harder against her ass. She was too far gone, lost in a sea of ecstasy brought on by these three men taking her. Her pussy gripped onto the second man's cock harder than before. She dug her fingernails into the hard chest of the man below her. She licked from the base of Roy's long staff to its drooling tip, and relished the taste – the motion – the fucking.
"I'm being bred..." – Roy's words hit home suddenly, shattering over Tara her like a broken mirror. She could only think it over and over.
"I'm being bred..." – the man behind slammed into her roughly, a heavy hand seizing her shoulder as he sunk every inch of himself into her depths. She moaned loudly and thrust back.
"I'm being bred..." – the man below, his cock slick with her juices, thrusted incessantly across her trimmed mound and up to her navel, his cock and balls rubbing along her clit with every stroke. Tara humped down against him eagerly.
"I'm being bred." – Roy slid his cock deep into her mouth, his manhood pulsing hard as he pumped his fertile precum down Tara's throat. All her moans were muffled by his thick virile meat.
"I'm being bred!" The thought mixed both heart- stopping terror and quim-quivering excitement. She couldn't help herself. She couldn't help feeling so totally possessed, so completely feminine, so utterly controlled by these powerful men. She was theirs. She was their breeding toy.
Tara felt the men surrounding her, their hard muscled bodies taking her, fucking her, using her. She was in heat, and needed to be bred. The familiar tightness seized her belly, and with a shudder that coursed throughout she came again, her fertile pussy clutching tight. Her gargled and muffled scream sounded from around Roy's cock buried in her throat.
"Mmmm! Yeah, you're getting into it now, aren't ya?" Roy laughed and pulled his cock from her. Tara slumped over, gasping for air, still coming down from her powerful orgasm. The two other men stopped as well. Tara huffed as the man pulled his cock out of her hungry pussy, and sighed weakly as the man below her rolled her over onto her back. She saw Roy kneel down above her head, the underside of his still-hard cock filling her vision. He tapped the head thoughtfully on her pink lips.
"So," he said, "How are you liking it so far?"
"Please," Tara's heart raced as she regained her senses, "Please... Please just stop, Roy..." Her eyes were turned up to his. She tried to convince him despite the orgasmic shivers still running through her.
"Stop? But you don't want us to stop." The other men were alongside her now, petting their hands down her heaving breasts and flat tummy. Tara couldn't deny that it felt good, but she sipped in a breath of air to stop herself from moaning.
"You've had your fun. Just... just finish and go away," Tara's pride hurt, ashamed of her lustful thoughts, but she wouldn't be defeated. Her pussy was sore, her nipples were almost painfully hard, and her ass was red from all the pounding. Her pale skin was covered in beads of sweat, just like the bronze-tanned men surrounding her. But she wanted it to be over, no matter how much her body screamed for more.
"The fun's just beginning, especially for you Tara," Roy said with a growing smile. She felt the man on her left move aside, and she was rolled over onto her stomach by the other. The man moved behind her and pulled her to her knees, bringing her ass up to meet his hard cock. Tara pushed herself up with her arms, but she couldn't escape the man's grip on her hips.
"Get a condom," she tried to command, but only heard a deep chuckle behind her.



"He doesn't like condoms," Roy said, "Besides, they make breedings that much more difficult."
"Put on a condom!" Tara felt him lining himself up with her still-wet entrance despite her frail struggle.
"Looks like you're getting bare cock tonight, Tara," Roy laughed as he watched her look frantically over her shoulder.
"No," Tara felt him push in, "Nooo! Nuhhhh!" The man wasted no time in sinking deep into her and pounding hard and deep. Pleasure lanced through Tara's fears, but Roy fanned then back to life.
"Mmmm, can't resist that for long, can you? Getting barebacked by a big strong guy. I bet he's already filling your tight little pussy with sperm as we speak." Tara could feel her pussy getting even slicker, and his cock was pulsing as it plunged deep inside her.
"Make –make him pull ouuut!" Tara threw her head back and moaned aloud as her pussy spasmed along his length.
"Oh he will, Tara, but I think he'll be doing that after he's done filling you with spunk," The man tugged on her wild brunette hair, keeping Tara arched and moaning louder as he thrust even harder into her.
"I- I can't – Ahhh!" Tara arm's shook, his hard thrusts creaking the bed. Roy grabbed her shoulders, leaning in closer as he kept her steady.
"Can't get pregnant right now? You know better ..." Tara did know. It was in fact the most dangerous time in her cycle, the time when she was usually most cautious and the most easily aroused...
"D-don't-!"
"I bet you're even gonna feel it when he cums inside you, Tara! Every throb, every gush, deep inside where it belongs," The man fucking Tara picked up his pace. Tara screamed. She could feel the change in him, his cock pumping furiously into her and twitching madly. His heavy balls drew up, preparing their dangerous load.
Tara panicked, "NO! Don't cum in me – don't cum in me!! Please don't give me a, a – AHH!"
The man plowed into Tara's pussy then – her pleas only served to fuel the man's breeding drive. He filled the room with the sounds of his harsh grunting and the protests of the bed, topped off with Tara's cries. Tara could tell he was close – his bullish member pounded furiously into her depths, twitching harder and harder. He held her hips in a vice.
"Oooh, getting close are we?" Roy said, "Getting excited about getting inseminated, hmm?" Tara's flushed breasts shivered and heaved. Pussy juice ran down her legs. She couldn't catch her breath. Her pussy began to flutter as sperm-heavy balls threatened her with every stroke.
"Ahh god – No! Don't cum in meeeee!"
The man's constant grunting rose in pitch - then broke into a bellow. He slammed into her quivering pussy. Deep. And held. His member erupted inside her, belching its hot thick load into her depths.
Tara gave in. She couldn't help herself. Her body seized. Her pussy spasmed. And she felt his hard cock throbbing inside her. His balls lurched against her clit as he came, hot spurts of semen pouring into Tara's milking cunt. She felt every heavy twitch, every hot blast of cum ejaculating into her bare pink depths.
"AHHH!!" Tara arched her back and thrust herself back onto his cock – she came like a bitch in heat. Her whole body quaked at the sensation – the heat, the thickness, the dangerous wetness filling her vulnerable pussy to the brim.
Tara felt herself being bred – and she loved it. She loved the way he groaned and jerked his cock inside her, forcing her hips to stay still as he deposited the last of his load into her quavering pussy. Tara watched the other two stroking themselves through her post-orgasmic haze. They all desired her, she felt it all along. Now she felt it coating her womb...
All too soon, however, the man behind her stirred, and his softening cock slipped out of her gripping pussy. "Nooooo..." Tara mewled weakly and tried to push back onto him, her orgasm not quite finished, but it was too late – the man's flaccid cock slithered out of her and he moved aside.
Tara's legs gave out. She slid down to the bed, onto her belly. She was hyperventilating, her heart was racing from the threat. Tara could feel it - thick, warm cum spilled from her pussy, dripping onto her fresh sheets. From her pussy – her unprotected pussy. The horror of her insemination seized her.
"Oh God! He came in me! I - I have to do something!" Tara thought of leaping from them, to somehow get away from these men before the damage was done inside her all-too fertile belly. The warm semen seeped down her leg as she remained shivering on the bed. "I can't get pregnant from this!!"
"Where do you think you're going, Tara?" Tara had begun to pull herself across the bed – too weak from her orgasm to crawl. Roy laughed, as he just lightly grabbed her hips and her escape ceased. "I can feel you shivering still," he said, fingering her hips, "You must have enjoyed your very first insemination, huh?"
"Ughh... N-no... I got to... go..." Tara tried to creep away again, but he drug her back to the center of the bed like a wayward kitten.
"Go? Where?"
"Shower... must get... it out," she felt it inside her, sloshing about with her labored movements.
"That's not going to do you much good, not with the fun just getting underway and all..."
Tara looked back, realizing that two eager men hadn't yet had their 'fill'. She redoubled her efforts to squirm out of Roy's grip, but it was no use. Like a doll, Tara was flipped onto her back with legs splayed out. Roy stepped aside as the other moving man mounted her, plowing his stocky member along her creamy slit.
"Ugh, please!" Tara bucked her hips weakly, but the man wouldn't relent, "Don't! I don't want to get pregnant!!" She wailed, even as her pussy quivered along his shaft. It knew what it wanted.
Roy smirked, having stepped aside the bed to get a view of the second mounting. "You know Tara, as convincing as you sound right now, you sure don't show it when you're getting fucked," The man began to push the bulbous head of his cock into Tara's tight pussy. A moan escaped her lips before she could stop herself.
"See? You can't lie, Tara. You like it. You like how good it felt before, being bred from behind, having him cum deep inside you. Risking everything. You wanted it then, and you want it now – even more than before."
"AHH!" The man thrust into her. Deep. The thick viscous cum still coated her tight inner walls, and his hard cock packed the gooey semen inside her – stretching her and mixing that dangerously hot cum all at the same time. She had never felt anything like it before.
"Oh, oh, ohhhhh..." She started to feel it again, that buildup inside, radiating from her hot pussy and up through her belly. Only it was quicker this time, with this new sensation roiling inside her receptive pussy. The brute atop her slammed harder and harder, quaking the bed and grunting like a wildman. He pounded Tara's hips into the mattress like a stake into the ground.
Tara, trapped between the man's thick arms and under his musky girth, could only wait for the inevitable. But she did not wait. Her hips bucked back, at first just a little. Then more. And more. Tara began to meet his thrusts halfway, relishing the impact, the pressure, the feeling of being overwhelmed by his power.
"I can't believe I'm getting fucked like this..." She gripped his arms, her pale hands small on him, bracing herself against his thrusts and her impending climax. She mewled and grunted, her little feminine noises eclipsed by his deep masculine grunts above her. Her tits shivered, their nipples erect and hard. Her pussy endured the deep impacts, softened by the dangerous cum being packed ever deeper inside her. And Tara had only a single thought:
"I can't believe I like this!"
Roy was right. She felt herself getting close again. She felt his arms tensing under her fingers, his thrusts becoming ridged and wild. His grunts became bellows, his balls slapping her sensitive cunt. Tara knew she made him wild. She knew her body was too much for him. She knew she was pushing him over the edge.
She knew it, and began to cum because of it.
"I-I'm cumm-AHHH!!" Tara arched her back and screamed as her orgasm crashed over her.
Tara felt his cock pulse – her clamping pussy felt strings of spunk shooting off deep into her, no doubt seeping into her womb. He rutted, gushing his hot spunk into her receptive hole, not pulling out, not caring about protection at all. And Tara wrapped her legs around him as her orgasmic cunt milked him for every drop.
Tara was still quivering and panting when the man finally pulled out of her. He left a trail of semen in his wake, clinging to her reddened and slimy pussy lips.
"Ohhhh god..." Tara groaned as her legs dropped from him, too exhausted to even lift them. Lying there she tried to catch her breath. Her pussy tingled from where the man had been slamming himself into her, and she felt she was burning despite all the sweat clinging to her naked body. Her pussy felt as though it was filled with liquid fire.
"Must be all their cum in me..." Tara thought, feeling it shifting and oozing as she ground herself into the bed.
----
Roy chuckled behind her. "Still haven't had enough, Tara? Looks like you want more inside you."
"I... uhhh..." Tara shivered as a dollop of sperm emerged from her fucked hole and drooled over her clit. "I can't... take anymore..."
"Oh, I'm going to make sure you can," He rolled the limp girl onto her belly. Cum sloshed heavily inside her. Roy spread her still-sensitive ass, looking at her fiery pussy. "Hmmm, yeah, you're pretty full aren't you? Must like the feeling of all that cum working its way inside you, huh?"
Tara stopped her grinding against the bed. It was dangerous for her to stay with cum soaking deeper and deeper into her too-fertile womb, but she didn't move. She couldn't move. Or rather, she wouldn't move. Nor reply to Roy.
"Not quite convinced about liking your breeding yet?" Roy asked. Tara felt him grip her waist and roll her over again. Now on her back, Tara saw the men looking down at her – two relaxed and satisfied, and one with burning eyes. "Just look at yourself, Tara."
She complied. With difficulty, Tara lifted her head and surveyed her splayed, tired body. Her breasts rose and fell with her deep breaths, her pink nipples jutted from her flushed breasts. Glistening sweat painted all across her chest and belly, and between her spread legs her mound's trimmed hair was matted with sweat and semen.
Tara didn't have to see her pussy to know it was utterly drenched with cum, or to know that her pussy lips were openly inviting more –Her desire surged between her legs, and she was getting hot again with Roy between her legs.
"He is right... I do want this..." Her eyes found Roy's, his regal cock held firm in his slow-stroking hand. Tara looked up into the eyes of the foreman she once despised, and spread her legs wider for him.
"Finally!" The foreman exclaimed, praising the helpless woman while grabbing her hips again, "Took you long enough to come around." He drug her towards him on the bed. With his knees he spread her legs further and planted his arms like stakes on either side. Tara breathed harder as her eyes followed him mounting her.
He stroked his great member down her mound, the precum trailing to her whitewashed pussy. He brushed his cock up and down her gooey slit – she moaned softly, heart pounding so fast in her chest, not from fear but from want.
The head of Roy's cock caught the entrance of her saturated pussy. The tip slipped in. With a gasp Tara gripped either side of his chest, her body forgetting how tired it was. He looked down on her, into her upturned eyes, and with a triumphant smirk he thrust himself completely in.
Tara's pussy already overflowed with cum. It had been slowly trickling down her ass ever since Roy turned her onto her back, though most had remained spreading inside her belly.
But as the foreman thrust himself into her, the sea of spunk inside her squelched and gushed out of her tight hole around his invading member that reached further than the others. There was no room for the other men's inferior cum. As he bottomed out inside her, their loads flooded over her pussy lips like an overfilled cup. He began pumping the remains of his competition out of Tara's saturated pussy in broad, filling strokes.
"Mmmmhh!" Tara tried to move her hips to meet his thrusts, but he was too strong – her rocking pussy was pinned to the bed every time he plowed into her. But the sensation was too much for Tara – the loud smucking and sucking slurping from her pussy, the sounds of his magnificent cock stunting its competitor's chances as their cum oozed hotly and uselessly down her pussy lips, made her moan like nothing before.
He was taking her for himself, Tara realized, this man mounting her so forcefully, his build dominating her small frame. He jutted his hips like a piston, a machine build for one purpose, the purpose now being fulfilled inside Tara's gripping, slopping cunt. The other men looked on as their leader took her body, and Tara looked into the fiery eyes that were taking her mind.
"Oh God Roy!" She cried with abandon, her heart fluttering, "Yes!" Tara bucked against him, but was pounded into the bed with a slam. Her clit screamed with delight.
He growled above her, grinding his pelvis into hers. He palmed one of Tara's heaving tits, fingers gripping her taut flesh that soon might swell with milk. He took her nipple between his fingers, tweaking and pulling the hard pink nub as if to illustrate this dangerous possibility to the squirming woman below him.
"Yes!" Tara arched her back, pressing her breasts into his possessing hand as much as she could. She gasped as he pinched the sensitive nub hard. It made Tara hot – hot to think that he was taking her body for that one purpose, to plant his seed deep and watch it grow...
"Ughhhh!" Tara didn't want to get pregnant, but she couldn't help herself – she was turned on by the idea of this man cumming deep inside her fertile cunt. Impregnating her. No – Breeding her.
Roy, face dripping with sweat from his hard beat, growled above her. "I'm gonna breed you tonight, Tara." It wasn't a question, Tara knew. It was a fact.
At that moment, Tara wouldn't resist herself any longer. They wouldn't let her plead or beg or escape – they all wanted her, so they all took her like Roy was taking her now. They took her like animals, like she was an animal. An animal in heat, an animal to breed. Tara knew that she was their plaything, their pet, their bitch in heat.
"Ahhh! Fuck me harder, Roy!" Tara screamed, as if her whole body had been waiting all night to say it, "Fucking breed me!!"
"RAAHH!" Roy moved faster than Tara could imagine – he pulled out of her sopping cunt and threw her onto her belly. In an instant he mounted her cunt from behind, slamming against her deliciously sore ass. Tara gasped lustily and tried to rise to her knees, but only got halfway there.
"Ah, ah, ah - AHH!" Tara couldn't get up – he held her down with his weight, his toned muscles working along her slick back as he fucked her faster and harder. Every thrust pushed her down, inch by inch, down till her belly ground into the silky sheets and her hips were pinned to the cum-soaked mattress.
His hot breath billowed into her ear and down her neck. His taunts were lost in his wolfish growls. He seized her wrists and held them in one hand pinned above her head. His chest pressed her hard, mashing her breasts into the silky sheets with every lunge. He even trapped her legs, having spread them apart to open her pussy up even further to his assault.
"Grahh! Scream for your breeding, Tara!" Roy barked.
"Oh god – oh god – ohhh go-AHHH!" Tara lifted her head from the bed in her cry, the only part of herself she could move.
Roy's teeth found her neck then, a beast claiming his mate. Tara went wild, her mind focused on nothing but the need to breed, to be bred by this powerful man, this Alpha among lesser men. He thrust ferociously, the smucking and quelching of his rival's cum being pumped out of Tara's hole filled the room, smacking her ass with his punishing blows. His body tensed along her back. His balls tightened. Tara screamed.
"Take me! BREED ME!!" Tara exploded with pleasure, her pussy closing like a vice around Roy's sunken member, holding him in as she came. He roared into her neck, biting down hard as he buried himself into her fertile cunt. He erupted inside her - a horde of virile sperm blasting against the gates of her womb. Tara's whole body quaked under his as she felt his thick sticky ropes lancing inside her, his heavy balls jerking against her as they injected their fertilizing load.
Tara flashed to images of cum splashing inside her womb, the other men's cum easily overwhelmed by his superior forces. They fought each other deep inside her womb, spiraling towards her great prize suspended within her warm depths. They surrounded her egg, the Alpha sperm easily covering its whole surface in a carpet of wriggling tails and pushing heads. Tara felt a twinge in her orgasmic belly as one of those sperm disappeared inside her fertile egg...
She was brought back to the moment feeling Roy thrust into her again, planting the last of his semen into the orgasmic girl. Tara's orgasm continued even as his ebbed, though he still rutted inside her, injecting his sperm deep in a pool against her pulsing cervix. Tara's vision ended there, her mind awash in a sea of pleasure as her pussy milked his cock till the last drops oozed into her bare pink depths.
Finally, Roy let up. Keeping his still-hard member planted deep inside her, he held all of his own cum deep within her quivering body while the other cum stained uselessly into Tara's sheets. He remained inside and atop her as her orgasm gave way to a completely satisfied afterglow growing in her chest and behind her eyes.
"Hmm hmm hmm..." Roy's deep humming vibrated against her back, "I think this one has made us proud, right boys?" They chuckled in agreement, and Tara could only let out a tired giggle, her head flopping down onto the bed. She was smiling ear to ear, exhilaration still running through her veins.
"So Tara," Roy said, kissing her neck gently where his teeth marked her as his own.
"Yes Roy?" She replied dreamily, looking forward to the sleep about to wash over her.
"Are you ready for your Second breeding?"
***
The sun peaked through the half-closed curtains of the bare bedroom, casting its rays over the prone and sweaty form of Tara half wrapped in a tangle of sheets. She slept soundly, reluctant to awaken from such peaceful dreams. Moving her legs across the mattress let her feel the cool moist patches where the night's activities had spilled over.
"Mmm, I remember now..." Tara cracked her eyes open. She hadn't installed a clock in the room yet, but judging from outside it was just past eight with the sun lighting up the normally quiet world. Sitting up she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes as best she could.
"Ooooh, and I remember this very well..." She ran her hand down her naked front to her pussy where semen crusted on her still-moist lips and inner thighs, as well as just about everywhere else on her. Slipping a finger inside, she found some of it still moist. Tara smiled and put on one of her robes – "A shower can wait till later..."
What she didn't find were the movers. Their clothes were gone as well as any trace of their presence, save for the cum-stained bed and her heavily inseminated body. Her bare feet slapped along the hardwood floor as she stepped out of her room. She pulled the robe tightly around herself to guard against the cold.



"That's just great – the breed 'em and leave 'em type... Typical."
Tara glanced down, seeing her favorite rabbit toy lying unused in its box. "At least you got to take a break for the day." When she raised her eyes again, she saw a card lying on the table. Striding forward, she grabbed it and read the moving company's logo and phone number. She turned it over and read:

Thanks for the fun last night. Call again anytime, Tara.-Roy
Tara smiled. She knew she wouldn't be needing a boyfriend anytime soon, since she already had three to keep her lusts and pussy well satisfied. She stood for a moment, wondering if her vision last night was prophetic as she opened her loose fitting robe. Her belly was no different, a flat plain that could soon be sporting a growing hill. Ordering the morning-after pill wouldn't be so hard, she thought...
She strode to the counter and picked up her phone, beginning to dial the number on the card – Tara felt that some major redecorating was going to be done in her life in the next couple of weeks, and it required lots of heavy-lifting!

The End
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The metal doors hissed open as the scientists entered the Observation Chamber, data slates cradled under their arms as they took their seats. The only light was dim, emanating from their slates, and before them loomed a dark mirror that replaced the entire wall. A calm feminine voice spoke from the mirror:


  
    Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 01
  
  Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 01

        Ashley falls for a dark, dirty trick with a black man...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ashleys-dark-awakening

Title: Ashley's Dark Awakening Ch. 01

Author: uh-oh

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Ashley falls for a dark, dirty trick with a black man...

Tags: virgin, fertile, unprotected, black bred, deception, impregnation, breeding, first time, trickery, knocked up

Series: Ashley's Dark Awakening


Disclaimer: The following contains heavy racial themes and language. If strong racial vocabularies or vivid scenes of black-on-white breeding offend you, this story is not for you. All characters are of legal age (18+). Viewer discretion is advised.
A Dark, Dirty Trick
Ashley knew she shouldn't go, but deep down she was excited. A high school senior never having gone to a party before, let alone one so far out of town, Ashley tried to meekly refuse when her best friend Sandy first suggested it. Sneaking out of the house in the middle of the night? Naturally the girl shook her head, even though a thrill of adventure shot through her.
"Oh come on Ashley," Sandy said, hand perched on her hip, "It's just a little party. Your good-girl reputation will survive one little party."
"Little party, huh?" Ashley said, pushing her blond bangs back, "Says the girl who still tells her parents she's a virgin."
"Hey now! Maybe it isn't such a little party, but really it's no big deal. You'll go there, drink a bit, dance a bit, and be back in time for breakfast." Sandy smiled, flashing that grin that Ashley knew all too well. She knew Sandy was stretching the truth, with her devious grin and flashing eyes, but...
"Well..." Ashley looked down to her feet, assessing herself. She was a bit shorter than Sandy, not a basketball star like she was but did well as a runner on the track team. Slim and fit, she preferred jerseys over dresses any day, but she never was one for the limelight - unlike Sandy who reveled in it. No, Ashley usually did her best to be a wallflower, her golden hair down to mid-cheek and bangs that sometimes hid one of her bright blue eyes. She even wrapped her chest to avoid the stares of guys at school, not that it could hide her rather gifted breasts from the envious glances of the other girls. Ashley stayed in line and didn't step out of it, not usually. But it was just a party, and at the start of the weekend...
Sandy cocked her head to the side, "Well? Maybe you can meet some hot guy there. Way better looking than Greg too." Greg - one of the linebackers on the football team, and Ashley's now ex-boyfriend. Her parents thought he was perfect for her, but he broke up with her when she wouldn't go further than stroking him off in his car. Ashley was still fuming about him, and Sandy knew just how to push her buttons. It was a gift, really.
"Fine!" Ashley sighed, "Fine, I'll go." Sandy bounced up and down, her longer brunette hair waving behind her and a huge grin crossing her face, so she added, "But! We only are going to stay for a little bit, ok?"
"Ok ok!" Sandy said, still delighted, "Lemme get you all dressed up for the par-tay!"
"What? I'm already-" Sandy pulled Ashley into her room, the bed already completely covered with possible outfits for Ashley to wear -- all rather skimpy and revealing. Ashley sighed, and resigned to her fate.
The Drive
"I'm not wearing this."
"You're more than welcome to take it off in the middle of the party. Let all the boys see those big boobs of yours."
"I think they already can..." Ashley crossed her arms tighter across her chest as the car bumped along the country road. Sandy was at the wheel, driving the pair far from the city. Someone's rich parents had a cabin in the woods, and were busy in town according to Sandy's friend. Ashley told her parents she was going to be hanging out with Sandy -- not quite a lie, despite the black and white low-cut top that exposed her midsection and the short matching skirt she was wearing. She smoothed out the little skirt, which hardly came to mid-thigh, trying to cover up the cute-girl white panties Sandy had insisted on.
"Good! Those girls need some fresh air," Sandy said. Her own attire was hardly more modest -- she let her red skirt ride dangerously close to her rose-colored panties, and her tight v-cut top proclaimed fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. "You're going to have the boys drooling all over you!"
"Why are we doing this again?" Ashley asked, watching the trees enclose around them.
"To get you out of your shell, clam-girl," Sandy said, "And maybe catch a few cute guys..."
"What about your boyfriend? What is he going to think about you 'catching a few cute guys', huh?" Ashley remembered that she had invited Clay over to her house a little more than a month ago and lost her virginity to him right on her parent's bed, so Sandy had bragged.
"Pfft," Sandy tossed her auburn hair back, "Ex-boyfriend, you mean. He'll be too busy banging stupid sluts and knocking up other girls I'm sure..." There had been rumors going around that Clay never used condoms and actually liked knocking his girlfriends up -- Sandy being his last before the others began to show. In any case, Ashley had been noticing Sandy's sick-runs to the bathroom, even if she said they were just bouts of the stomach flu. There were lots of those bouts...
Ashley didn't say anything as they pulled up the long rocky driveway towards the cabin. Cars and trucks were lining the whole way, and lots of them. Rounding the corner the cabin rose into view, a crowd of people scattered around the lawn in the spring air and the large windows on the huge two-story building lit up with even more partiers inside.
"Here we are!" Sandy said, killing the engine and snatching her purse up for some last-minute adjustments.
"I thought you said this was a little party!" Ashley looked out the window at all the people milling about, drinks sloshing about in nearly every hand, and girls and guys bobbing and grinding to the music thumping from inside the cabin.
"Oh, did I say little? I meant concentrated," Sandy couldn't even try to hide her cattish grin as she said it.
"They're not even from school, Sandy. Is this a college party?" Ashley looked out the window again, her nerves rising.
Sandy brushed back her hair and looked in the mirror, "Oh yes. The best kinds of parties are college parties!" She stopped and leaned over to her friend, pointing out the window at some shirtless guys, "See how hot they are? Much better than Greg, don't you think?"
"Yeah..." Ashley admitted, scanning them over a few times, but quickly added, "But you never said this was a college party! I don't think I can go out there like this..." She looked down at herself again. All that covered her legs was a thin skirt shorter than her track shorts, and the top and bra pushed her ample cleavage out for everyone to see.
"Don't worry Ashley! Look at those girls," She pointed. The cabin was lakeside, and girls were dancing all about in bikinis like lingerie and were grinding up against the very pleased and shirtless guys. "And you're worried about your clothes. You're far sexier than any of those girls anyway."
"I don't know..." Ashley's heart was beating fast, one hand gripping the seat and the other the doorhandle. Sandy grabbed her shoulder and gave her a little shake.
"Ashley! Relax, ok? We're going to have a good time here, alright? Especially you -- why do you think I brought you to this party in the first place?"
"Cause you like to get drunk and party with college boys?"
"That, but more importantly we're going because of you!" Sandy said, "I've had you in mind for coming to this kind of party for awhile now," Sandy was smiling, her eyes full of excitement and... something else Ashley couldn't quite place it. "I think you'll really like this party tonight, Ashley. A good change from that idiot Greg for sure. Maybe it'll even change you for the better too, huh?"
Ashley thought about it. What was the worst than could happen? Her friend was here, an experienced partygoer, and she wasn't a stranger to drinking. Yeah, Ashley thought, she'd be ok. No, better than ok! She looked out the window again at all the people, especially the boys. She'd show Greg that she knew how to have a good time -- and he'd never get any of it himself. Ashley took a deep breath, and pushed down her nagging fear.
"I think you're right Sandy. Let's go."
"Right!" Sandy and Ashley jumped out of the car and stepped towards the cabin as the sun sank into twilight behind the dark and distant mountains.
Dark Dancing
The inside of the cabin was packed with people, mostly college students, dancing and jumping to the beat of the loud music that thumped in Ashley's chest. Sandy led her straight to the improvised bar on the large kitchen counter and ordered 'the special' for Ashley with a wink to the bartender. He nodded with a polite smile, and quickly mixed up a particularly hard-looking drink just out of view.
Ashley was no lightweight, at least in her mind. Soon enough she had gone through a few rounds and was beginning to bob her head to the music that pounded through her whole body. Sandy smiled and laughed as she sipped her virgin cokes and lemonades, assuring Ashley that, "At least one of us has to be the responsible one here!" with that strange glint in her eyes.
With her whole body tingling with the music, and her reservations about her attire fairly well dissolved by the pleasant buzzing in her head, she turned to her smiling friend and giggled, "Sandy, I think I'm drunk enough to actually want to dance."
"Really?" Sandy said, raising her eyebrows in mock surprise, "Well, I hope you don't mean with me -- I've got two hot guys checking me out over there, and I can't deny gentlemen like that." Ashley peeked at the 'gentlemen' whose eyes were roving all over her friend, especially up to her skirt that Sandy 'accidently' forgot to pull down over her bright red panties.
Ashley giggled a bit too loud and tried to cover her mouth, "Oh, ok then. I'll let you have those white knights then. I'll go find my own." She picked herself off the counter and kicked off her heels. The dance floor awaited, and with her hips swaying to the music she sauntered off into its midst. Sandy watched, glancing at all the 'specials' her friend had downed, and knew they would really be kicking in soon...
All Ashley knew was that the music was getting better and better, and the thick crowd near the booming speakers drew her in like a moth to flame. There she danced, shaking her hips to and fro, raising her leaden arms into the air, and tossing her light blond hair about as she swayed to the beat. The people around her felt so warm and goood, and the hands that would grab her hips and the bodies that would grind up behind her felt even better. A faraway thought entered her hazy mind, that she wouldn't be caught dead rubbing her ass against a guy before, but now she was doing it gladly with complete strangers! The girl laughed to herself, before she felt someone new come up behind her.
"Damn girl, your dancin' is fine!" Ashley turned her head, and when her vision caught up with her eyes she saw a dark figure, grinning down at her as his warm hands grabbed her hips.
He was black. Very black. Ashley didn't know many black people, and she had never seen this guy before. Sure, she obviously had seen some around town occasionally, but growing up in the Midwest there wasn't very many, and hardly any in her school. Her dancing slowed, feeling a pang of nervousness growing in her chest.
"I bet you've never danced with a black guy before, huh?" The older black boy said, and Ashley only nodded. "Thought so. Don't you worry, we like keepin' young white girls like yourself real comfortable..." His hand stroked the bare sides of her midriff. They were so very warm, and he pressed himself all along her back as he spoke in her ear.
Ashley's buzz hummed on in her head, imploring her to dance despite this strange black man holding her. Slowly she began to move against him, just nuzzling her hips against him at first -- it all she could manage with the shock of his black hands on her. It surprised Ashley that she had that kind of reaction. She'd been taught to not be racist all her life, though it always was an unspoken taboo that white girls don't do these things with black boys, let alone grind their asses against them.
But as she danced, be it the combination of the drink, the pounding music, and his dark body pressing all along her, she felt better than before. Much better. Her hips moved just a bit more.
"What's your name, girl?" He asked, close to her ear.
"Ashley," she replied meekly, glancing over her shoulder through her blond hair.
"Mmm, Ashley..." he hummed in her ear. His voice was definitely that of a black guy, a deeper resonance that fit perfectly with the throbbing music. "I like that name. What you doin' at a party like this, Ashley?"
"Umm, looking to have some fun, I guess..." The beat picked up, and she pressed her hips into his more, starting to slide up and down with the music as she kept a sky-blue eye towards him over her shoulder.
"Fun you guess, huh?" He ground back into her and moved his hands forward, "I bet we can have more fun than this, girl." For some reason, his words send a shock through Ashley's belly -- an invigorating one that made her crave more.
"What's your name then, fun guy?" Ashley said with a little smile.
"Derren," he said, "Or were you expectin' it to be somethin' more black, like Tyrone or Jamal?" he laughed, and Ashley felt the strong vibration against her back.
She giggled, "N-no, why would I?"
He really laughed then, "Ha! Don't tell me you're all innocent like that. Your hips are sayin' otherwise girl." He was right. Ashley didn't notice how hard she was pushing against him till then, her short skirt riding up as she gyrated and slid up and down on his jeans. But she liked it, and didn't stop.
"I might just like your dancing, Derren," she said, trying to hide the fact that it wasn't just his dancing that was getting to her. "Are you from the college?"
"Heh, sure am. Couldn't be lead quarterback for 'em otherwise, could I?" Ashley could feel he was fit. Not like Greg, who was built like a boulder. She ran her hands along his bare arms, but already she could feel the strength in them as he held her swaying hips.
"My ex-boyfriend was on the football team. Maybe I have a thing for football players, huh...?" Ashley smiled and looked back at Derren, who grinned knowingly back.
"Naw, I don't think you've got the hots for dancin' with players..." His hands fell lower, down her waist till his fingers rested on the hem of her little skirt, "I think what you really like is dancin' with black guys, girl."
"Maybe..." Ashley said. She hadn't drank anything since getting onto the dance floor, but she was feeling even more drunk than before. Was it now just kicking in, or was it this guy touching her bare skin and pressing himself against her, this warm, strong, black guy...? The more Ashley thought about Derren feeling her up, the more excited she became. And when she looked down and saw his dark hands on her pale skin, her heart jumped.
"Mmm, damn baby, you're really gettin' into this, aren't you?" Ashley slid down his legs far this time, running her petite hands down his thighs and letting her back rub him all the way down. Rising up, she shot her baby-blue eyes up at him as she felt her way back up. Her hands brushed his thighs, and she thought she could feel him through his jeans. He was hard.
"I get into things I like," Ashley said, swaying on her feet until Derren wrapped his fingers around her bare waist and pressed his growing black package against her ass again.
"Heh heh, so do I..." Derren said. The song ended, and the DJ announced his shift was over for a few minutes. Ashley didn't know how long she had been dancing, or how long Derren had been running his dark hands over her. It took her awhile to realize the song was over though, and straightening up she turned around and looked Derren fully in the face for the first time.
"Getting' a little freaky out there girl." He kept his chocolate brown hands wrapped around her hips. Ashley saw he was attractive as she looked up at him -- nice broad shoulders, a smooth and shaven face, short rough black hair, and clever brown eyes. She'd not looked at many black guys before, and never this close. But she knew instantly he beat Greg in the looks department. Even most of her other boyfriends...
"You come here alone for your 'fun'?" Derren continued as Ashley took in his handsome features.
"No no, my friend is waiting right at the-" But as Ashley turned around, Sandy wasn't there. Neither were the two guys that had been checking her out. Ashley swayed a little without Derren holding her as she shambled over to the bar.
"Looks like your friend got busy with her own fun," he said, a smirk on his lips.
"She's... I got to find her," Ashley said. What if she had left? She said she was going to be the responsible one! Her panic, which had melted away in the arms of Derren on the dance floor, re-awakened. That her friend might have left her stranded in a strange party was not what she wanted right now!
But she felt Derren's arms around her again suddenly, and another shock of excitement coursed through her belly. "Girl, we'll find her. She's probably upstairs in one of the bedrooms..."
"W-why's that?" Ashley said, looking up at Derren with wide, hardly-focused eyes.
"Heh heh, like I said, probably busy havin' her own fun."
In a few moments, Ashley got what he meant. "Oh... Well, I still need to find her and make sure she's ok..." She grabbed her purse and started to walk off, but then the drinks really hit her. She wobbled and tried to grab the counter for support, but it was as if her legs had suddenly turned to lead. She would have fallen if Derren hadn't caught her, as if he had predicted she would fall the moment she wandered off.
"Girl, slow down! A white girl passed out at a party like this ain't gonna be good. Let's find this freaky friend of yours, aight?" Ashley just nodded, wrapping her arm around his well-toned shoulders, and let him carry her onwards.
Sandy's Encouragement
The contrasting pair waded through the tipsy and drunken and mounted the stairs. Ashley's legs wobbled, but with Derren holding her she was ok. Better than ok. As her head lulled she nestled against his body. She could smell him through his t-shirt, taking in his spicy exotic scent. Just from the smell she could tell he was black -- Greg never smelled anything like Derren did, Ashley thought. She pressed her face against him and breathed in more deeply when it began to make her whole body tingle with excitement.
People were passing along the stairs and along the upper floor's hallways. Not all had all their clothes on. A pair fumbled by, tearing at one another's clothing and kissing for dear life as they tripped into a spare room and quickly slammed the door behind them. The frantic knocking on the door after by bathroom-desperate denizens snapped Ashley out of her breathing euphoria.
"Sandy's up here...?" She asked, mostly to herself.
"Your friend probably got her ass drunk and stumbled up here to get some lovin'," Derren said, "Not sayin' that's a bad thing, though..."
"But she wasn't drinking tonight..." Ashley said, burying her head in Derren's side again as they walked. Partly she didn't want to keep seeing all those strange girls bumbling about with tops askew and getting unsteadily onto their knees in front of swaying men. But more so she wanted to feel Derren's warmth against her, and breathe in the intoxicating exotic scent of a black man that she had never experienced before.
A moaning caught her attention, not because it was loud but because it was familiar. "Sandy?" Ashley called. Girlish giggling and male moans followed from a room just ahead of them. Without thinking Ashley stumbled to the askew door and pushed it open, Derren following close behind.
It was Sandy alright. She'd left her shoes and panties and top in a trail leading up to her kneeling form. On either side the boys from the bar were standing, their pants likewise left behind and their boxers nearly bursting as the topless girl stroked their cocks through the fabric. Ashley stared in a few moments, rooted to the spot as her friend brought their cocks to life and giggled as she did.



"Damn," Derren hummed, looking in over Ashley's head, "That's her when she ain't been drinkin'?"
Finally, Ashley found her voice enough to speak, "S-Sandy??" The half-naked girl tossed her long brunette hair over her bare shoulder and looked around, a big grin plastered on her face, as if she was expecting her friend to come join the festivities herself.
"Hey Ashley!" she stood up and turned around, immodest of her naked apple-sized breasts standing proudly from her chest as she glided over to her friend, "I saw you dancing out there. Loosened up a bit, have you?"
"A-A bit I guess-"
"Looks like this hunk is gonna be loosening you up a bit more, am I right?" Her knowing smile widened when she glanced at Derren. Ashley's face turned bright red -- she thought she could even hear Derren's grin growing behind her. Sandy put an arm around Ashley's shoulders and excused her for a moment from the black man's steadying hand, and snuck into the small bathroom nearby.
"Going black tonight, huh?" She said.
"W-what!?" Ashley blinked, then thought a moment, "Well, I dunno... he's kinda cute..."
"I saw you dancing with him out there," Sandy said, "And your hips definitely thought he was more than 'cute'..." Ashley looked down, a silent affirmation of how hard her heart was pounding in her chest just from remembering his hardness pressing against her on the dance floor...
"Well, I know what's on your mind," Sandy continued, "Got a craving for dark meat tonight. And the only cure for it is a good hard jungle fucking."
"But I don't know -- I mean, I want to, but..."
"But he's black...?" Sandy grinned.
"Well... yeah..." That was forefront on Ashley's mind, despite her mind chiding her for thinking such racist thoughts. What would Sandy think if she had sex with him? What would her parents think about their sweet blond daughter losing her virginity to a strange black man?
"Ashley," Sandy stepped forward, and suddenly her hand was between Ashley's legs. "Mmm, just what I thought. You like it that he's black, don't you?" Ashley froze, noticing now with Sandy's fingers tracing her panties that they were wet -- soaking wet. She'd never felt so wet before, even when she was making out with Greg and his fingers rubbed her there through her jeans. But now she was nearly dripping, all from just grinding her ass against Derren. Against a black man...
"I... I think you're right. I've never felt this way before."
"Mhmm," Sandy hummed, like she had just made a successful diagnosis as she rummaged in her purse, "You're first cock is going to be a black cock, Ashley." Ashley's heart flipped. Her friend said it so matter-of-factly, and she was beginning to realize herself that it was true...
"And you're gonna like it. A lot. So take this," Sandy pulled out a little green foil wrapper. A condom. "I know you're not on the pill or anything, and if you let him he'll fill your pretty white tummy up with all his little black swimmers." The thought both terrified and electrified Ashley like nothing else.
"And Ashley, we wouldn't want you to get pregnant accidently now, would we? Especially with a black baby..." Sandy smiled again, again with that strange glint in her eyes. Ashley simply nodded -- the thought of getting pregnant was scary enough to her, let alone if someone like Derren got her that way... She took the condom with a little smile creeping around the corners of her mouth.
"Thanks Sandy, for looking out for me and everything."
"No problem! That's what friends are for," she wrapped her arms around Ashley, pressing her small bare breasts against the soft globes of her friend's. "You're going to remember this night forever!" Sandy whispered in her ear, quivering with her own excitement. Ashley was quivering too.
The two girls quietly squealed their delight, and cut off their embraces before heading back out. Ashley snuck the condom into the side of her panties and ran her hand to the front. She was amazed how much more moist she had become just from their conversation.
Derren was leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed and trying not to look at the two guys who were swaying awkwardly in the middle of the room, pants still around their ankles and boxers sadly deflated - though they didn't seem phased much at all.
"Well!" Sandy said, pushing her hair back and showing off her pert tits to Derren, "I'll leave you to accompany my friend here, and you better make sure she enjoys every last minute of it!"
"Don't you worry miss," Derren smirked and wrapped his strong dark arm around Ashley's shoulders, "I'll be keepin' this girl's sweet ass entertained all night long." Ashley shivered again and rubbed her thighs together.
"You better," Sandy smiled, and turned back toward her own fun of the night. "Oh good - right where I left you two... Shall we continue?" They both nodded with stupid grins on their faces as she sauntered back to them, dropping her skirt as the door closed behind.
Derren let out a low whistle. "Damn girl, you as freaky as that chick?"
"Mmm, I could be," Ashley looked up at him and traced her hand up his chest as aptly as she could, "Wanna find out...?"
"Hell yeah! I'll be finding out all 'bout you, girl." He pulled her close, and she pressed herself against his side, rubbing her hand up and down his thigh. As he led her further down the hall, she felt more tingly than she had been all night. The condom rubbed against her hips with every step, reminding her of what was in store for her: Sex, with a black man. Never had she thought it would be this way the first time.
Or how much she craved it now.
On A Hot, Black Night
They found a room at the end of the hall, the door wide open as if inviting them in. They saw it was a bedroom, the wooden cabin walls lit with soft yellowy lights and the four-post bed covered in red silky sheets beside a large cracked-open window overlooking the dark mountains. Ashley took in the splendor of the room as she heard Derren close the door behind her.
"Now," Derren grabbed her shoulders and turned her round to face him, "Let's have ourselves some real fun." He pulled Ashley in and kissed her full on the lips. Ashley's eyes began wide open, but as soon as his tongue ran across hers they rolled back and fluttered closed. His arms roved over her back, and she felt his hot body through his white t-shirt. She'd only kissed a few boys before, all white of course, so Derren's firm black lips hypnotized her, and his forceful tongue weakened her knees even more than the drinks.
"Mmm," Derren licked his lips as he looked down at the happily stunned girl, "Tastes like a sweet white girl cravin' to get some black dick." Ashley couldn't deny that, the way she shivered as he said it. She was pressing her breasts against his hard body, waiting for him to take her. He looked down at her as she tilted her big blue eyes up. "Ever seen black dick, girl?"
"N-no..." She said.
"Got one right here for ya," Derren took her petite hand and guided it to the large bulge in his pants. Ashley breathed in shakily, feeling his hardening black cock straining through his jeans. "Take it out," he commanded.
Tentatively she unbuttoned and unzipped his loose jeans. She kept her eyes trained on his bulge as she pulled his jeans down, his boxers barely holding back the black snake within. For a moment she looked up at Derren. "Go on girl. Take a look at a real man's dick." She nodded, and very gently pulled his boxers down.
The instant she did the dark tool sprung up like a bent sapling, and she stared at it with her heart pounding in her throat. She had seen Greg's cock before, when she would jack him off in his car, and Derren's wasn't nearly as thick and blocky as Greg's. Derren's was better than that. Heavy veins ran the length of his longer member, with an onyx head atop a shaft that was just as black. So black, Ashley thought, mesmerized as she took it into her little hands and felt how hard he was already.
"That's it, girl," Derren hummed, watching the little blond stroking his cock, "That's a real man's dick. Feels good, don't it?"
"Mhmm..." she nodded, loving how it was beginning to grow even more as she stroked her hands along it. It already began to drool pre cum onto her fingers in a thick, sticky trickle.
"Now how 'bout you give it a little taste?"
Ashley sunk to her knees, running her hands down Derren's sides and legs, and came face to face with his fully loaded member. His balls hung heavily beneath the turgid shaft, jumping slightly as she panted lightly on the head. First with her little tongue, then with her pink lips, she took the head of his dark cock into her virgin mouth.
"Yeah girl, suck that black dick," He moaned above her. The moment his cock touched her mouth she could taste him -- like his exotic black scent, his skin tasted so foreign, so strange, and so very good. The potent bitterness of his pre cum spread across her tentative tongue. Ashley took in more and ran her tongue along as much of his length as she could, sampling more of that flavor, a taste that only a black cock had. After a few minutes of suckling and slurping on him, he patted her golden head and groaned.
"Damn girl, you suck dick like a real ho!" Ashley looked up at him, grinning as she sunk his cock deeper into her mouth. She'd never been called a ho before, but the way he said it with his deep dark voice... It made her pussy quiver.
"Oh, you like bein' my white ho, huh?" Derren said, stripping off his shirt and throwing it aside, "Dirty slut, get your sweet white ass over there in front of the bed!" Ashley giggled as another wave of cold exhilaration shot down her belly and into her pussy. Derren sat down on the edge of the silk-covered bed as Ashley took her place before him on the animal skin rug, licking her lips clean.
"I'm here," Ashley said meekly, looking at Derren as he ran his eyes up and down her scantily-clad body. That alone was getting her even hotter -- She'd heard black guys loved checking out white women but never believed it. Now she was on the receiving end, and loved it.
"Now strip ho," he said, "and do it like a good slut should." Derren flashed an evil grin, and Ashley couldn't help but comply with his forceful orders.
Perhaps it was from the excitement she was feeling being called such dirty names, or perhaps because she was doing it for this hot dark-skinned man, but Ashley stopped quavering to stand from the drinks and any reservations she had disappeared as she began to dance for him.
First she petted herself from chest to thighs, swaying her hips to the music's beat that rumbled through the walls. She flipped up her skirt, flashing Derren a peak at her little panties -- soaked of course, and getting even more so the more she danced. He grunted approvingly and stroked his dark member, dripping with her own saliva and with pre cum spilling from its tip. Giggling and biting her finger, she turned and bent down low, giving him a full view of her young ripe ass underneath her thin-white panties. Derren whistled low, leaned back on the bed as he enjoyed this white girl's show.
That emboldened Ashley, and turning around she swayed her whole body to the music. She grabbed either side of her tight shirt and pulled it off with a flourish. The white bra with cute flowers on it soon followed, Ashley giving Derren a sexy glance as she undid the strap and let it flutter to her feet. For the first time in her life she showed a boy her breasts so openly -- and he approved by stroking his ebony tool even harder than before.
"Like them?" She purred, running her little hands over her large globes. Despite the fact that she couldn't wrap her hand completely around either of them, they were firm and shapely, jutting proudly from the girl's otherwise petite chest with small, pink nipples -- hardened by the cool air and Derren's hungry stare. Her boyfriends had to work months to get her to flash them even a peak. Now, with Derren's one command, she bared all.
"Girl, I love 'em. Best white tits I ever saw. Now show me that fine ass," he said, stroking his cock in longer, slower motions. Ashley loved watching Derren stroking his cock. For some reason she liked it more than when she watched her white boyfriends do it -- something about how he was looking at her, like he was seeing her not just as a girl, but a white girl: a predator hungry for his prey...
The alcohol still buzzed behind her every motion and thought, and she felt more alive than she had even before. She rubbed her hands down her bare belly, trimmed and toned from years of track practice, and turning around she slipped off her skirt. Left with only her tight panties on she waved her ass for him before she stepped closer, glancing between Derren's piercing brown eyes and his long African member.
"Didn't think you'd be fucked by a black guy tonight, did ya?" Derren chuckled, looking at Ashley's innocent little panties -- white like her bra, with a single red rose right above the large soaked patch from her near-constant arousal that night.
"Uh-uh..." she moaned, wagging her pale hips this way and that dangerously close over his dark cock. "I'm a good little white girl," she said in a small voice, "I'd never show a strange man my panties. Especially if he's a big, dark negro..."
Derren really laughed at that, then grabbed her teasing hips and fingered her panties. "Girl, I'm gonna fuck you like you've never been fucked before. You aren't even gonna think about white boys when I'm done with you!" He rubbed his dark fingers along her slit with a force that made her yelp, then moan.
"Oooh god Derren..." she said, nearly forgetting the most important item in the night until he grabbed her hips, "You almost made me forget..." she reached into her panties along the side and pulled out the green-wrapped condom. Derren's lusty eyes simply glanced at it as his face fell.
"I hate condoms," he said simply, as if that settled the matter.
"You gotta wear one though," Ashley said, handing him the only barrier that would be between her tender white pussy and his raging black cock, "I'm not on the pill, and I can't get pregnant by you..."
"What? You a racist ho? You scared I'd give you a nigga baby?" Derren scowled at the condom. No doubt he thought he'd have bare lily-white pussy tonight.
"N-no... I just don't want to have any baby right now..." Again, the idea of having a black baby sprung to mind, and the same wave of terrified excitement ran through her and down to her hot and ready pussy -- now all the stronger as she stared at the deep dark member that could give one to her. Her heart raced.
"Just put it on quickly, Derren. I want this black dick in me sooo bad!" She grabbed his cock and stroked it. The hot shaft jumped in her hand, and she looked down to see her small pale hand wrapped around his thick black snake. The contrast sent shivers down her spine.
Derren grunted and cracked open the wrapper, slipping the ultra-thin plastic over his eager member. Ashley looked at it, wondering for a moment if it could actually hold -- Derren looked so powerful, and he strained a bit to fit his cock into the condom to begin with. How thick was it? Is it supposed to stretch like that? Could it break?? But all those thoughts were pushed aside when Derren looked back up at her and, with a single swipe, tore her innocent panties down to her knees. She gasped and jumped, but didn't try to cover herself up.
"Ho, you won't be needin' those anymore. Get your white ass on the bed!" He didn't wait for her, instead he picked her up and tossed her into the middle of the king-sized bed. She squealed and squirmed as he got on top of her, a mock struggle of a pure white girl against a rough black man, but she quieted as she felt his ominous hardness stroking along her slit.
Ashley turned her wide blue eyes up slowly from his member prodding and teasing her virgin entrance, taking in the dark body of her lover-to-be. He wasn't like the huge rappers that seemed to stand in for the image of 'black men' on TV. Instead he was muscled and toned like a runner -- not great big obnoxious knots of muscle but sinewy, compact, and strong across his frame, his chest and abs sculpted as if out of the hardest onyx. She couldn't help but run her hands up along his velvety black skin, feeling his taut abs and smooth midnight skin, as if his very blackness felt different than white skin did. Without his shirt his heavy black musk permeated the room, and she relished every breath, taking in the exciting scent that made her instincts scream, "Black!" He caged her in, the white girl fitting snuggly between his propped-up arms as he stared down at her, his strong jaw set and his piercing eyes sizing up his fair-skinned prize.
"Damn, what a fine young white girl I've caught," he grinned, stroking his cock up along her light, neatly-trimmed mound, "A real blond goin' black, and she ain't comin' back..." She moaned at his words, half fearfully and half expectantly.
"You're gonna be my first," she admitted, looking into his intense brown eyes, "You are going to take a white girl's cherry..." Speaking that made her tremble -- a spark of her normal shy self piped up behind the veils of her cloudy mind, telling her to stop before she made a mistake in giving herself up to a random guy at a party -- a black guy on top of that! But the overwhelming pleasure of his cockhead pushing into her entrance and his heavy, growling words stopped her thoughts, though not her trembling.
"Damn, ho! I'm gonna make you a real black cock slut tonight!" And he pushed into Ashley's tight pink pussy without mercy. She let out a shrill yelp and gripped his black arms as she felt her first cock enter her. It wasn't as painful as she had imagined -- a sharp twinge as his thick black rod cut through the blond's hymen like butter. But she was being stretched more than she ever had been playing with herself, and he reached so much further into her than ever before. She groaned, his cock so thick inside her virgin body.
"Oh, oh, p-please! Be gent- ahh!" Derren began to fuck her anyway. Ashley's first fucking. He wasn't being slow or cautious -- he was plowing into her tight innocent pussy, forcing her tight pink walls to accept his ebony cock all at once. Ashley felt herself stretched so tightly, like he might tear her virgin pussy apart any moment. Soon his hips were hitting hers, pounding his black skin against her sensitive pink clit again and again.
"God damn!" Derren grunted, giving Ashley a hard thrust that forced a small scream from her lips, "You're tight bitch. Your white pussy's likin' my nigga dick!"
"Oh god, oh my god!" Ashley managed, her heart skipping a beat when he said the n-word. Ashley looked down herself, between herself and the black man mounting her. She saw him sawing his midnight tool in and out of her bright-pink pussy. A black dick -- no, a nigger's dick that her white pussy clung to every time he pulled out... The dirtiness of the thought made the near-unbearable stretching more tolerable, pleasurable even.
"Fuck," Derren grunted, thrusting faster and pressing onto her soft breasts. His hard dark abs rubbed along Ashley's fair soft belly, and his oppressive weight pressed her down into the yielding bed. She wiggled her hips but couldn't move, reinforcing the fact that she wasn't able to stop this even if she wanted to.
But then, she didn't want him to stop. After a few minutes of his steady motions, the ready beat of his hips, the slow accommodation her moist pussy made for his thickness, it was beginning to feel... good. As he propped himself on his elbows and grabbed her swaying tits, Ashley arched her back and wrapped her arm around his laboring back. She moaned as he pinched her pink nipples, the stirrings of something new radiating from her belly. She felt on the verge of something she had never felt before, like something was being wound up deep inside her and was waiting to be unleashed by Derren's rough, powerful motions. The slick utter smoothness of the condom made his long thrusts easier, sliding in and out of her now at a quicker pace. Ashley knew no other kind of fucking, but her instincts craved something different. Something more. Something... raw.



Derren's contorted face suddenly lifted, as if a burst of pleasure just hit him from nowhere. He looked down at Ashley with an evil grin, who opened her sky-blue eyes slowly at first, then snapping open as her delivered a hard, long stroke from her small entrance to her very depths.
"Mmm-AH!" Ashley screamed as he did it again, deeper, harder than before. And then she felt it, that unknown something that she wanted -- no, needed. Growing deep inside her, becoming more and more apparent with every hard thrust he made. Her pussy screamed for more, to bring her far past any pleasure she had ever known.
"Oh my god!" Ashley cried, "I-I'm gonna...!"
"Shit ho, gonna cum!" Derren grunted.
"Ah! N-not yet! It's so good, I-"
"Take it all, you fuckin' slut! RAGH!!" Derren ignored her plea and arched his back, exploding deep inside her with a beastly howl.
"W-wait, Nuu-ahhh..!" Ashley's languishing cry accompanied her desperately bucking hips, trying to capture that feeling again that was so close to taking her all the way. Derren's cock was buried to the hilt inside her, twitching and pulsing along its entire length. His ebony member was spurting out his hot cum into her -- Ashley was amazed that she could feel its intense warmth spreading through her belly. The condom must be extra-thin, she thought, and she reveled in the feeling as best she could despite her disappointment of being close to so much more...
"Gah, fuck ho," Derren puffed, beginning to pull out slowly, "Fuckin' back on my nigga dick like a real slut your first time. Your white cunt wouldn't let go!" He laughed as Ashley panted below him. He lifted himself off her, leaving his sweat all along her heaving chest and belly. The fullness of his cock was leaving her too, and she weakly protested, though she was hazily happy that she could still feel his warmth inside her...
"Mmm, look at you, layin' there like a lazy slut after your first black fuck," He stroked his cock over her white belly, and she felt a warm drip right below her belly button, "Bet you can't wait to get this black dick inside you again..." Ashley moaned, feeling the steady dripping onto her tummy. Then she opened her eyes and looked down with a panicked thought:
'Dripping!?'
Derren was straddling her hips, stroking his slick black cock -- with the now broken condom still around it! The tattered remains of the condom hung from his African weapon like a mutilated beast, broken into four nearly clean-cut strips from the once-solid tip. Thick pearly cum oozed from the tip of Derren's black cock, the last of the dangerous load dripping onto her flat tummy. Ashley's hand shot to her tender pussy, and immediately felt the rest of the black man's spunk drooling from her just-fucked hole.
"Oh my god!! It broke! You came in me!!" Cold shards of fear pierced through her entire body. He came in her -- a black man came in her! How much did he cum? Could she get it all out? When was her last period??
Derren laughed, and Ashley snapped out of her frantic thoughts. "Ho, you wanted me to keep going, shoulda felt the rubber pop when I was fuckin' your cunt good. You just were beggin' for more with these," He slapped the sides of her hips, the same hips that bucked hardest right before Derren came -- when the condom was breaking along his shaft.
"I-I didn't know!!" Ashley said, "It -- it just felt so, so-"
"Good? Ho likes her black cock bareback," Derren said, matter of factly, rolling off to the side to watch the alarmed girl sit up and rub her creamy pussy, as if to coax the rest of his cum from her.
"How much did you cum!?" She asked, getting up onto her knees.
"Bitch, I prolly filled your white cunt full of my nigga jizz," As soon as Ashley rose up onto her knees, she felt a huge glob of his thick cum gush out of her and ooze down her inner thigh even before her hand could catch it.
"Oh god, oh god..." Ashley panted, "There's so much...!" She felt it on her hands, Derren's thick, creamy, and no doubt potent semen sticking to her fingers. Derren just watched the scared girl bring her hand to her face, looking at the stuff that could make her an unwed mother.
"Looks like another white ho might be havin' herself a black man's baby." Ashley was petrified. She came from a fertile family, and there was a good chance she was very fertile that night herself. With that fear rooting her in place, something unexpected suddenly welled-up inside her:
Arousal.
She stared at some of the cum that could have just knocked her up -- black sperm that could become the first black baby in her whole family's history was swimming eagerly inside her pure-Caucasian womb, looking to get her pregnant. Black pregnant. The man who did it was lying next to her, a smug look of satisfaction on his face - like he wanted to knock her up all along!
And it turned her on, more than anything ever had before... nevertheless...
"I... I gotta get this out of me..." Ashley began to move towards the end of the bed, but Derren suddenly pulled her back by her quivering hips.
"Mmmm, I saw that look you just got in your pretty blue eyes..." he said, pushing her onto her back. She didn't resist him. "I've seen that look on white girls' faces before. The cute blond ones pushin' their coal-black babies in the park, givin' that look..." Ashley stared up at him, her pussy getting hot as a furnace as it mixed with her ice-cold fear.
"That's the look of a slut who's just realized she was made for black cock." He threw off the tattered condom and pinned down her arms. "And she's gonna love black dick..." He ground his cock against her pussy again, rock-hard even after inseminating her moments ago. "Gonna fuck black dick..." Ashley breathed hard as he leaned into her ear, and she felt his hot breath on her face as he slid his bare African cock into her unprotected pussy, "And gonna be bred by black dick."
He thrust into her, and she nearly orgasmed then and there. Her lily-white legs wrapped around his dark ebony truck and pulled him in all the way with a cry, "Oh god! Just fuck me, Derren!"
The difference of his bare cock amazed Ashley. The first time all she felt was pressure and stretching, the smooth surface of the condom slid easily and without much effort into her. But now, with his dark-skinned weapon unsheathed, she felt the full texture of his cock -- all the veins, the slickness, the delicious friction of skin rubbing on skin as he pushed in and out of her. Looking down, seeing this black man fucking her bare white pussy already churning with his fertile spunk, made her cry out for more.
"So good! Fuck me harder, Derren!"
"Ho!" He slapped her ass hard -- the pain like a thunderbolt in her storm of pleasure, "You ain't gonna tell me shit! You gonna beg for my nigga dick like a real black cock slut!"
"Ahh! Fuck me with that big black cock. Fuck my little white pussy!"
"Whose pussy, bitch?" Another stinging slap to her ass.
"AHH! Y-Yours! Your white slut's pussy! Ohhhh uh, uh, yessss!"
"Damn straight, ho! I own this creamy white pussy," He grabbed her sore ass and gripped tight, pulling her hips against his. Ashley bucked back -- The booze and fear and excitement all mixed into a cacophony of pleasure inside the blond girl. Derren leaned back onto his knees, pulling Ashley towards him and making her witness her own fucking.
"This is a nigger's cunt now, ain't it?" Ashley nodded, but was cut off by another harsh spank, "Speak, bitch!"
"Yes!" The simple affirmation streaked pleasure through her body, and made her scream it aloud. "Yes!! I'll fuck black co-"
Slap! "You'll fuck nigger dick, ho!"
Ashley squealed again, "I-I'll fuck nigger dick!" Derren plowed deep into her then, cementing the naughtiness of that forbidden word with the sheer pleasure of his black cock. "Ooh! Fuck this white slut with your big nigger dick!" She wailed and dug her nails into his arms before turning her lusty blue eyes onto his, "Fuck me with that bare, black cock...!"
"Slut, I cum inside my white hoes. I ain't never pulled out for no white bitch." He rammed himself into her, clapping his chocolate-brown hips against her pale white flesh. His cum churned inside her -- Ashley felt it roiling within her belly, gushing out along her pink pussy lips and leaking down her ass, and more seeping deeper into her virgin pussy as he held her hips above his.
"I love your cum -I love your hot, thick, nigger cum all inside my blond cunt," Ashley thrust her messy hips up to meet him, forcing more of his old sperm to squelch out of her tightness, making room for the new. "I'll never put another condom on this beautiful black dick. Ahhh! I'll only fuck your nigger dick bare!!"
"Ragh! You'll get knocked up, ho!" The fear no longer stabbed her -- it motivated her.
"Fucking knock me up!" She screamed, another orgasm raging throughout her entire being, "Plant your black bastard in my white belly!! AH! I'm cumming!!" Her white pussy clamped down around him again, a pale delicate lily swallowing a dark venomous snake. He held her trembling hips and continued fucking as release cascaded over her, making her yelp and moan and beg incoherently for his hard black cock and his thick black sperm.
"White bitch wants to be bred black," he said, his whole ebony body already beaded with sweat, just as Ashley's was, "You want a nigga baby in that prim and proper blond belly of yours?" He patted her flat tummy with his black hand, touching the pale skin as Ashley came down from her climax.
"Yes," Ashley, still delirious from her earth-shattering orgasm, was still shaking -- her whole body was shaking as she began to rock her hips onto him again, "Breed me black..." She stared him in the eyes -- it was as if she had found her purpose in life, her destiny, in the blinding ecstasy of her climax. Ashley knew she was meant to fuck black men and always had been, as she was carried away in the wild flurry of first-time pleasures and still-powerful drink.
Derren pulled his lengthy dick from the mewling girl, which now had upon its brown-coal skin the pearly white globs of his first load and her pussy's churned cream, and flashed the horny panting girl a devilish grin.
"I'll breed your white cunt -- make you my little ghetto slut. Get your white ass up in the air, ho!" Ashley, hazy through her maelstrom of pleasure and booze, crawled to her hands and knees and presented herself to him, shaking her heart-shaped ass to the black man who snatched her virginity.
"Like it?" she purred breathlessly, her voice low like her head looking back at him, "It's only for your black dick now..."
"And that's the way I like it ho," He ran his rough hands over the smoothness of her pristine ass. In the soft light of the room it seemed almost silvery in its paleness, and was soon eclipsed by the darkness of his ebony hips. "Damn girl, I knew I was gonna end up fuckin' this white ass when you were rubbin' it all on my dick." Ashley remembered what she felt back there on the dance floor, the nervousness and excitement at being so close to a black man -- a nigger. It was tenfold that now, combining now into pure exhilaration at the prospect of his naked black cock entering her again.
"Hurry up stud," she said, pushing her soft ass against his cock, rubbing it with her already cummy pussy, "and fuck me. Get this white girl pregnant with a black baby..." She moaned and then gasped, feeling his dick cleave her slick folds and fill her with a single lunge.
She howled and arched her back, pushing back against Derren's savage rhythm. The bed creaked in protest, the red sheets becoming stained from all the cum squelching from her well-fucked pussy, and Ashley gripped the bed in her little hands as her strong dark African lover rutted into her ripe white pussy from behind.
"Yes! Fuck me! Give me your black baby!" She screamed. She didn't care if anyone heard -- she screamed it louder than the music beating behind the walls, begging for his black baby as he wound her blond hair around his fingers and rode her like a bitch in heat. She didn't care who heard as the booze saturated her reeling mind. Her body filled with the hormones she had been born to feel, the singular purpose the young blond had been living all her life to express: To be bred black.
The terror now only fueled her desire, her desperate inner protests to the bare African cock slamming deeper than ever before lit her pussy and belly afire with lust. She felt Derren bottoming out in her as he seized her baby-making hips, pulling her pure white ass back against his dark onyx cock. Her untouched womb begged for his release, and yearned for all the hot black swimmers that Sandy had warned her about. She was right after all, Ashley realized - he'd fill her with his hot black sperm if she let him, and she loved the thought.
"Want my baby, ho!?" Derren snarled, grabbing her swaying tits and mashing them into his palms in the midst of his wild rutting.
"Yes! Yes!" Ashley said.
"Another prissy white bitch gonna be swellin' with a nigga's baby," he plowed her pussy, tilling her fertile Caucasian field to accept every African seed he would be sowing inside her.
"As it should be -- OHHH!" Ashley moaned. His hard slap on her tender ass made her jump and groan with delight.
"Damn right!" He pressed himself fully against her back, his cock sinking deep and staying there with shallow, hard strokes as he grunted into her ear. "Gonna make your belly swell, ho. Gonna make you walk 'round with all your white friends carryin' a black baby in your little white belly," He stroked her hot belly, and Ashley felt her body respond immediately - A twinge deep inside her, right above her womb which his African dick was ramming against. It made the petite Caucasian girl moan louder than ever.
"Mmm-ahh!" she turned to face him, her face a mere inch from his as his dark balls slapped her light ass, "Cum in me," she breathed, "Fertilize my white garden - ahh! Plant your black seeds deep inside me. Oooh!" She pushed back harder, feeling herself pushed to the very edge -- and over as his grunting swelled to a roar.
"Give me your black cum!!" She howled through her gritted teeth, "Plant your nigger baby inside me! Breed me right!!"
She came as she kissed him full on the lips, muffling the howling moan that welled from her deepest animalistic instincts as she felt his potent African cum blast inside her for a second time that night. This time she felt every pelt, every gush, every lance of his dark seed inside her, painting the walls of her white womb with heavy, fertile spunk. He roared like a beast, claiming his mate that shook and trembled with her the acceptance of her true lot in life. Stars burst in front of her eyes as she succumbed to ecstasy.
Ashley swore she could feel it blasting into her womb, defying all those white men who had ever tried to get their chance at her pristine white body before. She denied them all -- not because they didn't try or weren't good enough, but because they weren't... right. But now, feeling Derren's pulsing black cock spewing its hot load deep inside her bare white womb, sending millions of his strong African warriors to capture to her pure Caucasian egg, it not only felt good -- It felt right!
She couldn't help but scream in the most mind-blowing and complete orgasm she had ever felt in her young life. The world had to know. The white world she had grown up in had to know she had found what was right. Her classmates, her friends, even her family -- she wanted them all to know that little innocent Ashley was being bred black tonight, by this dark African man. She was being bred black tonight, bred right, and would be ever after!
The Morning After
The morning light crested over the mountaintops far in the distance, and streamed into the open window of the bedroom where Ashley lay, tangled in the red silk sheets now forever stained by the wild fucking of the night before. They had continued throughout the night, Derren seemingly inexhaustible in his spunk, and Ashley in her desire for more. Dried semen dotted the corners of her pink lips, and rivulets of semen had hardened on each of her gently rising and falling breasts, their pink nipples hard in the cool morning air.
But of course the most drenched were her inner thighs. Ashley begged him throughout the night to breed her black, screaming for all to hear, and he obliged. She fell asleep finally with his cock still spurting one last hot load into her after countless others, and since then the former virgin's pussy had been leaking potent black sperm onto a bed that wasn't hers.
Slowly, she opened her eyes. She sat up, her hands darting to her dizzy head as she came to, blinking in the revealing morning light. The pounding music had stopped hours before, and many of the party-goers had left -- though many had stayed, like Ashley, after a night of drunken revelry and passion. But the pounding in her head hadn't left, thanks to Sandy's special drinks, and Ashley shrunk from the overly bright light, as if it was slowly illuminating what had happened to her the night before -- and what she had become.
"About time you woke up," a familiar voice said at the end of the bed. "I was going to throw water on you if you hadn't opened your eyes right then!" It was Sandy, sitting at the edge of the bed, her clothes back on from the night before but in a hasty disarray. Ashley could smell sex on her -- and then Ashley realized she probably could smell it on her too!
"S-Sandy! I-It isn't what you..." Ashley clutched at the sheets, trying to cover herself up as she looked over to her side to where Derren was the night before. But he wasn't there. Neither were any of his clothes. All he left behind were the memories of last night, and all the virile African cum still swimming inside her womb...
"What, that you got fucked last night?" Sandy grinned, "Oh, but from what I heard you weren't just getting fucked. You were getting fucked by a black guy!" Ashley's heart leap painfully into her throat. She'd heard her?? Ashley wasn't surprised, remembering with a groan how loud she was screaming last night as Derren took her so hard...
"Well? How was it??" Sandy asked excitedly, scooting forward on the bed towards her still-naked friend, "That was your first time, right? And with a black guy...!" She added with a grinning scandalous gasp.
"Yeah... Yeah, that was my first time..." Ashley said, looking down as embarrassment and shame crept over her. What about her being a good girl? She just lost her virginity to a total stranger, and he left immediately after!
Sandy was totally unphased, clapping her hands together with joy, "Oh my god, Ashley! Losing it to a black guy!? That's pretty hot!" Sandy's smile was from ear to ear, and she looked pleasantly and expectantly to Ashley.
"So?" she asked, "How was it?"
Ashley knew what she meant. All of it. She wanted to hear the whole deal, the entire experience of being wooed and touched and kissed and fucked by a man not even of her same race. She opened her mouth, and hesitated as she remembered the rougher parts of the night in a quick, hot flash...
"It was... oh my god Sandy, it was amazing...!" Sandy squealed in delight, and Ashley smiled bashfully. She might have been drunk and out of her mind, but she couldn't deny that she'd been well and truly fucked by the dark-skinned stranger, and she liked it. A lot!
"Oh my god! My guys were passed out by the time you two really started to get going!" Sandy said, "He must have been good if you were begging him so much."



"Hmmm?" Ashley asked, "I was begging, really?" She was still getting used to having her eyes open, and only flashes of the previous night were coming back to her -- bits and pieces, like their grinding dance, his breath in her ear, his exotic smell...
"Oh yeah -- all night," Sandy made up a falsetto, moaning and whining like Ashley had the night before, "Oh fuck me good, Derren! Give me all your black cum! Knock my white belly up with your black baby!!"
"WHAT!?" The whole night came crashing back to Ashley in an instant -- the drinks, the dirty dancing, Sandy dropping her clothes, her own hands wrapping around Derren's black cock, the broken condom, the feeling of rightness -- and the dangerous black cum still sloshing around inside of her unprotected belly. All of it fell onto Ashley like a ton of bricks, and she panicked.
"Oh god! Sandy -- he came in me!"
"What? What about the condom?"
"It broke!!" Ashley began shaking, "He put it on, and then it broke! But -- But he came inside me before I saw, and then -- and then -"
"Whoa, slow down Ashl-"
"And then he fucked me bareback!!"
"Holy shit, really!?" Sandy's eyebrows rose to the ceiling then, hearing that from her usually shy and level-headed friend.
"I begged for him to!" Ashley was nearly in tears she was breathing so hard, "And - And he came in me so much..." She reached a hand under the sheets, and felt what he had left behind. Most of had seeped into the bed by then, but still a large glob of it coated her fingers -- still warm from being so snug deep inside her bare pussy.
Sandy stared at her friend. Slowly, her eyebrows relaxed, and a wide smile overtook her features. Her eyes softened, and that glimmer Ashley had seen earlier last night returned.
"Mmm-mmm-mmm! You've been a bad girl, Ashley..." She tutted, reaching into her little purse as she chided, "I thought you might become a wild-child, going to your first party and all, but I didn't imagine how wild!" Her hand disappeared into her purse as she casually rummaged around in it, as if she was looking for her lipstick as her friend sat shivering in terror.
"I-I know, but I-"
"Shh shh," Sandy hushed, "That's why I came along. To look out for you, remember? Ah, there it is," She pulled out a little bottle, and opening it dumped into her hand a single round pill with a small 'B' etched into it. "I thought you might get a little carried away tonight, so I brought this little baby along."
The morning after pill. Ashley sighed the biggest sigh of relief in her entire life. "Oh god... Sandy, you are a life-saver!" Sandy just smiled and watched her friend gulp down the precious pill that promised to avert the very words Ashley had been screaming the night before from coming true. As the little pill slipped down her throat, Ashley felt a wave of relief wash over her, knowing she wouldn't actually become pregnant with a black man's baby.
"Don't mention it," Sandy said slowly, watching her friend swallow the pill closely, "Like I said before -- I wouldn't want you becoming pregnant on accident..." Sandy flashed her a grin with her eyes shimmering like a cat's, and Ashley sweetly smiled back.
"Not while I'm around, anyway. Now," She stood up, tossing Ashley's discarded clothes to her, "How about you cover up those perfect boobs of yours, put on some panties, and let's get out of here before this dude's parents get back and realize you got cum all over their bed."
Ashley nodded, realizing in her relief she had dropped the sheet and was sitting buck-naked, her large perky breasts out for the whole wide view of nature to see through the window. She hastily dressed herself, but with a little smile on her face the whole time.
They walked out of the party and found their car parked where they left it remarkably, despite all the kegs and cans and passed-out denizens that littered the lawn. Ashley looked back at the cabin, thinking back on how she first approached it as an innocent, shy girl, and now had walked away dirtied by a black man's cum, but somehow feeling... great. Perhaps it was her having lost her virginity that night, and if Greg had taken it before she'd have felt this way sooner. But she felt like it was something different than just that, something special about this night. About Derren...
"Oh hey," Sandy nonchalantly passed a piece of paper to Ashley as they pulled out of the parking lot, "Your dark and handsome lover left you a note."
Ashley was shocked. She opened the small piece of paper and read,

You were real fine your first time, girl.
You a real black cock slut.
Be seeing you and your belly soon, Ashley.
-Derren

Below was scribbled Ashley's home address - in Derren's handwriting.
"How does he know where I live...?" Ashley asked as they bumped along the road.
"I dunno," Sandy shrugged, "You probably just told him before you fell asleep."
Ashley nodded. Seemed likely -- she was so enraptured by his fucking she had begged for him to put his black baby inside her. An address could have easily slipped out along the way. Many things had last night, Ashley thought, feeling the gooey warmth still inside her as she smiled secretly...
Ashley's Thoughts
The rode on the near hour-long trip back to civilization, chatting excitedly about the night, some about Sandy's three-way, but far more about Ashley's first experience with black cock. By the time Sandy pulled up to Ashley's clean, white house, the recently deflowered girl was smiling ear to ear.
"Thanks again, Sandy," she said, "I really enjoyed the party, and you really saved me back there."
"No problem," Sandy said, grinning back likewise, "We wouldn't want you really black pregnant, would we?"
Ashley laughed, "Oh no! My whole family would probably freak out!" She closed the door and bid her friend farewell, nearly skipping into her large, well-adorned house. Her parents weren't home, and Ashley thanked god as she ran to her room and closed the door.
The moment she flopped onto her bed, she reached under her skirt. Had she really gone as crazy as she remembered last night? She must have -- dirty dancing with a black guy, showing him her tits... Ashley smiled like the cat that got the cream, just as she felt more of Derren's lukewarm spunk dribbling out of her very tender pussy.
Ashley moaned, feeling the gooey mess left in her panties. She'd been a very bad girl last night, she thought. "I can't believe I begged for this." Two fingers slipped gingerly into her pussy, feeling so much of the black cum that she had bucked her hips and cried out for. Why did she beg for his baby? She could hear herself screaming it again, like a voice through fog, and she felt a strange but somehow familiar feeling inside her belly.
"If Sandy's hadn't been there..." Ashley toyed with the cum, so frightening that morning but now seemingly so harmless thanks to the pill. A black man came inside her on her first time, and without danger of his little African swimmers fertilizing her eggs. She sighed, beginning to enjoy herself. It made her horny, even though she could hardly believe drinking as much as she did made her drop her clothes for Derren like a slut, a 'black cock slut'... It terrified her to think that girl was inside her, one who would fuck a black guy unprotected, but then she remembered him again...
"Mmm, Derren..." Ashley imagined him above her, his strong black cock pounding into her, saying all those dirty things in her ear as his coal-black abs rubbed against her belly and his hands gripped all around her breasts. Her fingers slid deeper with a squish, pumping more of that still-warm load out onto her bedsheets.
Greg never had such a dirty mind or a hot body, Ashley thought. None of her boyfriends had - her white boyfriends... Ashley wondered if black men were somehow different than them, other than just their dark skin and exotic scent. She wasn't even angry at Greg anymore -- in fact, she forgot all about him and his blocky white dick. Derren's long black cock felt so much better in her hands, and mouth, and pussy...
A moan escaped Ashley as she sank her fingers completely into her wet, purring kitty. The remnants of Derren's cum squelched inside her, reminding Ashley of how loud he made her scream, how good he made her feel -- a white girl fucked by his magnificent black cock. Was she really a black cock slut like he said? She tried picturing some of the white men she'd fantasized about before, but soon enough Derren and his hard, dark African features came back, and drove her fingers even faster. She moaned, grabbing her tits and squeezing her hard nipples. She wondered if she could be satisfied by a white man like Derren satisfied her last night -- or if only black men could.
Ashley came, arching her back and letting loose a muffled wail into her pillow. She felt some of Derren's African cum gush over fingers as her pussy clamped down, but felt more being suckled deeper inside her. Into her white womb.
Catching her breath she laid back, taking out Derren's note with her dry hand. Was he really coming back? Ashley wondered, but didn't know... What would her parents think if they saw her with a black boy. What about her friends, her neighbors? They would disapprove so much of Derren just visiting her, not to mention fucking her again. What if she couldn't help herself and let him take her bareback again? She could almost feel his rough, naked, black skin inside her even then, so very dangerous and so very exciting...
Ashley looked at the note again, and knew what she wanted. She'd be sorry to disappoint Derren's wish to see her belly swollen with a black baby next time he saw her she thought, but she definitely wanted to see him again. The thought of Derren in her room late at night with his magnificent black body, slipping into her very own bed...
She smiled and rubbed her legs together, looking forward to that after party.
Sandy's Secrets
Sandy smiled and waved as her friend skipped out of her car. They'd been out later than anticipated, but both Ashley's and her parents would easily forgive them, Sandy knew.
She laughed under her breath as her friend twirled into her house, carefree at having just lost her virginity in such a spectacular way. That Derren sure was a stud, Sandy thought. A real 'Black Stallion'. She'd thought her friend would pick out one of her two drunken frat boys, or maybe a boulder like Greg. But no, she went for the black guy!
The street was deserted, so Sandy slipped a hand into her panties to sate her growing itch. Ashley was so trusting, even as Sandy ordered up those 'specials'. There wasn't much special to them, except for the little 'kick' added to them - just enough to get the little blond pliant and horny all night. Sandy knew she'd hit the sweet spot from the way her shy friend danced, especially when Derren showed up and ground his black junk against her pretty white ass.
She chuckled again, but a pleasured moan cut her off. Ashley hardly knew what a condom looked like, let alone one that was tampered with. Sandy made 'Ashley's Condom' just for her. Just resealed the wrapped after making two razor slits in the tip of the ultra-thin plastic -- not enough to leave a hole, but all it took was a few good hard strokes to tear it apart like tissue paper. And it worked perfectly!
Sandy shoved a finger into her needing pussy. Ashley fucked bareback after that -- Sandy thought he'd be a one-shot wonder like her two 'studs', and that would be that. Oh no! Ashley coaxed much more out of him. Her friend was just full of surprises -- and still was, she thought with an evil grin.
Sandy really fingered herself then. That black fucker just kept filling her up, over and over, having her screaming like a ghetto slut for his baby, his black baby! The thought of little blond Ashley with a big round black-pregnant tummy got her squirming in her seat -- it was even better than Clay's white bastards growing inside her own! The depraved girl ran her hand over her belly, feeling the slight swell even then. She'd begin showing in a few weeks, that she knew for certain. And what was the best part, the part that Sandy had to bite her lip about and had tried so hard to hide throughout the night despite her glee?
That cute little Ashley soon would be showing too.
Another finger joined her frantically pumping hand. She saw Ashley's blue, beaming eyes as she was fed the magic pill to cure her black baby problem. Magic pill? Yes, the one Sandy made alongside the condom - a perfect little morning-after fertility pill that an innocent virgin would think was going to save her from getting pregnant, not ensure it!
"I bet she's in there now," Sandy groaned, "Daydreaming about his big black cock, not even realizing his swimmers got to her precious little egg. Oooo, fertilizing it right now!" Sandy imagined his hordes of black sperm assaulting her friend's innocent egg, catching it completely off guard and overwhelming the poor white thing with all their wriggling black tails. One would break in and stain her pure-white lineage with his dark African genes, just as Ashley thanked Sandy again for saving her from becoming another white slut knocked up black. She'd go to bed, blissfully unaware that her best friend had ensured her flat tummy would soon be home to the end of her family's pure-Caucasian heritage!
Sandy arched her back and came, and hard. She panted for a few minutes afterwards just coming down from it. Lazily she lifted her cum-soaked fingers, a faraway smile on her face. Everything went as planned, in fact far better than she ever hoped! She couldn't let it end there though. Stopping that black guy bolting from the room as soon as Ashley fell asleep was difficult, but she managed it by convincing him Ashley would want more, and he'd be an idiot to pass it up when her best friend gave him her home address. She told him to come back in a few months -- after seeing how his little white ho 'developed' during the meantime, and Sandy couldn't believe how much that black guy was grinning when she took his picture on her phone next to his number with a wink...
He'd be back, Sandy was sure of it. And she'd get to watch from the lofty place of Ashley's most trusted friend. Because, you see, Sandy learned to love lying. An innocent little angel hiding her true slutty nature, she awoke to the intoxicating pleasures of being subversive, conniving, and so very naughty. Now she had reached an even greater pinnacle, a betrayal so grand, a lie so well-wrought, a trick so sinful to its very core...
That Sandy couldn't help herself but cum again at the very thought.
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Black Seed Sown
Showing Changes
After that fateful party, everything changed. No longer a meek wallflower, Ashley paraded through the halls of her school, a girl bloomed into womanhood. Not only did she act the part, but looked it too: The tight wraps she once confined her breasts in lay discarded on her bedroom floor and silky bras replaced them, relieving her ample mounds from their long-imposed prison. She traded her jersey-tops for more fitting t-shirts, the kind that showed off her jutting chest and lithe body beneath the light fabric for everyone to admire -- though not as much as her best friend Sandy was admired for her revealing attire. In the school and without, Ashley's quiet trotting evolved into a confident stride, holding her golden head high and showing herself off willingly.
More than that, everything around her had changed. The world took on a different light, and in fact the liberated blond began to notice and delight in the envious stares of the girls and the glances snuck by the boys. And she began to notice them. Before she hadn't really paid any attention to them, since most of her school was typical of a Midwest town with everyone as light-skinned as herself.
But after she met Derren, she noticed the black boys for the first time.
Even though she hated Derren for not contacting her again after the party over two months ago, her attention wandered whenever she saw a black guy striding through the halls or prowling outside. Once she began to notice the dark men around her, Ashley began to see them everywhere: Handsome black boys that reminded her of Derren and that night when they fucked like animals and a black man took her virginity. It seemed as though they materialized all around her, but soon she realized it wasn't just her taking notice of them.
They were staring at her too. Not like the other boys who snuck a quick glance and shuffled away, or who pretended they weren't staring at her firm chest as she walked by. No, she saw them sizing her up and down, taking their time to look her white body over from head to toe. They knew what they liked, and these black boys were grinning by the time their eyes had poured over her creamy legs and round breasts. Those stares, the kind which Ashley once hid from instinctively, she now reveled in. They wanted her. They hungered to have her white body, just like Derren hungered and took her that night to satisfy his lusty appetite.
After the party Ashley soon found excuses to go walking downtown after school and on the weekends, wearing the clothes which Sandy eagerly helped pick out for her. Showy ones, like she had worn at the party -- short skirts that rode high on her milky thighs and thin blouses that showed off more than a hint of her pale cleavage. Clicking along the sidewalks in her heels, she got quite a few looks from the passers-by, but none so exciting as the looks she got from the black men checking her out.
About two and a half months after the party, Sandy and Ashley were hanging out in Sandy's room, clothes once again strewn about as they scavenged for outfits for a weekend afternoon at the mall.
"My my," Sandy said, laying on her stomach and propped up on her elbows on her bed, "You've been acting pretty weird lately, Ashley."
"Weird? What do you mean?" Ashley looked herself over in the mirror, brushing her golden hair out of her face so she could see how well her yellow top complimented her light skirt. It didn't, so she shucked the offending shirt off and tossed it aside with the rest.
"Well, for starters, you used to hide the fact that you had boobs to begin with, let alone those big ones you've got more than enough of," Sandy kicked her feet back and forth, watching her friend's clothes come on and off like a content cat watching a mouse run to and fro.
"Oh I know," Ashley said, smiling as she turned around to face her relaxed friend, clad in just a velvety bra. She cupped her ample chest, generously overfilling her dainty hands, "I suppose I found out just what these girls can do for me. Besides, those wraps were getting really tight lately..."
"Yeah, they sure were," Sandy made it apparent she was ogling Ashley's breasts, "They've been screaming to me all these years to escape and see the world. Good thing I showed them off at the party, eh?"
"Pfft, you just wanted to show off what big boobs I have so you could catch some boys with them," Ashley looked down at her bra. It really was getting pretty tight lately, she thought. So she unclasped it and let it flutter to the ground along with the rest of the growing pile of bras that proved too tight anymore.
"I wasn't wrong, was I? Caught them rather nicely I thought..." Sandy grinned. The twin mounds perched on Ashley's chest perked up ripe and firm in the cool room. Ashley could have covered up her nipples with quarters and still have been modest.
"No... I guess you weren't." All those hungry stares she'd been getting lately confirmed Sandy's words. She turned halfway back to the dresser, thinking about how sexy she felt -- so much sexier ever since that party with Derren.
"Hehe," Sandy giggled and gave Ashley a sly look, "I've seen how you like the boys looking at you. I always knew you were a naughty girl on the inside. It's just showing now..."
Ashley didn't see Sandy's graze down her profile, her eyes moving from her proud breasts to her friend's taut belly. Her heart skipped a beat with what she saw -- the cat caught its mouse.
"You think so, Sandy?" Ashley asked as she looked in a mirror, the beginnings of a blush crossed her proud face.
"Mmm, oh yeah..." Sandy hummed, sliding her cell phone from her purse. "You've definitely been a naughty girl, dear friend of mine," She aimed the silent camera at Ashley and pressed the button.
"And soon enough," she continued, grin widening as she slipped the phone back into hiding, "Everyone is going to see just how naughty you've become..."
Ashley smiled to herself and laughed, thinking how right Sandy was. All those clothes her friend had been throwing at her to try on were so revealing and sexy, and only getting more so every weekend that passed by. She certainly liked showing off her best friend like she her favorite toy.
"Oh, but I'll never be as naughty as you, Sandy!" Ashley chimed in, looking over to her friend who hadn't moved from her propped-up elbows since the beginning. Sandy smiled sweetly, nodding.
"I know that," she said, "I'm the Queen of Naughty, remember? But," she rolled off the side of the bed with her purse, landing gracefully and making a little bow, "This Queen has to attend the throne room right now."
"May her Majesty's make-up never smear," Ashley replied with a mock bow herself, inadvertently showing off how easily her voluptuous breasts defied gravity. She turned back to the dresser humming and pawed through the colorful bras she was craving to wear while she swayed her bright panty-clad hips.
Meanwhile Sandy slipped into the bathroom and locked the door. She pulled out the phone and glanced at the photo she'd gotten. It was a perfect shot, catching Ashley's tits and skirt all in one. But more importantly, it caught what was in-between. Her hand slipped down her panties and gave her hot sex a little rub as she tapped out the single-lined message attached to it:

hey stud. she's showing

The phone bleeped and 'Message Sent' covered the screen. Unable to hold back any more, Sandy hiked her leg up onto the side of the bathtub and tore aside her soaked panties.
"Mmm mm mmmm, Ashley..." she hummed to herself, "Looks like that fucker actually got you. Got you good..." Her pussy gushed around her fingers, and Sandy hardly tried to cover up the sloping squelches of her inspired pace. She imagined just how it had happened, all those wriggling sperm invading her sweet little body, finding a trusting egg just waiting patiently for some husband in the future, some bright-eyed blond boy to offer itself up to.
"Hehehe, but you didn't get him, did you Ashley?" Sandy wondered if her friend's egg was surprised to feel all those eager sperm on it so soon, or if it even knew how different they were from it. But of course her body knew. It had to, feeling that black cock stretching out her little pink pussy. Did her little egg resist, she wondered? Did it fight against those dark sperm, trying to save itself from those potent African warriors breaching its walls? Sandy rubbed her clit feverously, seeing such a struggle play out before her eyes. Or did it lust for them?
"Ohhh, you dirty girl," Sandy moaned. She saw how Ashley had been looking at boys lately, ignoring all the ones she used to find so hot. Now the only ones she blushed for, the only ones she ended up checking out herself, were the dark ones. The black boys. Her friend's egg didn't struggle at all Sandy realized -- it welcomed that black fucker's sperm, wanted it, wanted his dusky sperm to take over her white belly! And now...
"Now that little oven of yours has a little bun in it," Sandy gripped her modest breast and arched her back. "Just like me! Mmhh!" Sandy moaned through gritted teeth as her own pregnant pussy quivered and pulsed around her fingers, on the very edge of release.
"You're just baking one that's black! Oh fuck!" Sandy came hard and gushed down her thighs. She bit her lip hard to stop herself from screaming. Her arms shook, her pussy quaked, and overwhelming pleasure washed over her at the final thought of how she'd tricked her best friend into getting knocked up with a black man's baby.
Coming down from her high, Ashley called from the other room that she'd found something cute enough to get them all the boys they'd want tonight. Sandy rubbed her quieting pussy a few last times before cleaning up from her glistening cum and catching her breath. The phone buzzed softly on the counter, and she looked at the message:

where she at?

Sandy's lips curled into a devious smile. She wasn't done with her trusting friend just yet. Far from it. Licking her lips at the thought, she arranged for a little surprise meeting in the mall for sweet Ashley...
Meetings in the Mall
Once Sandy emerged from the bathroom and Ashley found an outfit that fit comfortably, the pair set off for the mall. Walking in high-heels and a short skirt along the mid-afternoon sidewalks certainly drew the stares of everyone passing by.
Just like that night at the party, their short skirts swished more than halfway up their thighs, and more than once Ashley was sure the peeping guys could see her lacy black panties underneath. She'd smooth her skirt out of instinct of course, but Sandy flaunted herself with a grin. Ashley wore a more modest t-shirt, a snug bright-green to match her skirt that hugged around her waist and breasts tighter than she remembered. But she felt good, and the looks and head-turns she got in the street soon stilled her hands. They could have their show, she thought with a smirk.
Finally arriving, the mall teemed with liveliness. high-schoolers milled about from store to store, salivating at the promise of summer vacation just a few scant weeks away, and college students walked the corridors calmly, saved from the hells of finals. But all Ashley noticed was that there were more black boys around in the mall than out on the streets, and all checking her out as she passed back. She couldn't help but glance at them too, their eyes roving down her tight shirt and loose skirt, and over her pale skin.
It reminded her of the way Derren looked at her with that hungry look, and though she bristled thinking about him, it nevertheless turned her on having that look from all these brazen men. Only the black guys stared at her like that, and Ashley liked giving them a little thrill by meeting their eyes sometimes. It made her heart jump.
"You're definitely not the Ashley I knew a few months ago," Sandy said, "Too busy looking at boys to even talk about what cute things we can get."
"No no, I'm thinking about it... Just..." Ashley caught the eye of another black guy. He wore a college fraternity sweatshirt alongside his cohort of dark-skinned brothers that followed him. They all were checking her out, especially the guy with the wolfish grin that led them...
"Right... It isn't like you're thinking about all those black boys doing naughty things to you like Derren did. That wouldn't be like you at all!"
Ashley opened her mouth to retort, but she was cut off by a loud and hard slap right to her ass. "Wahh!?" She yelped and looked around, and found the culprit flashing his teeth behind his black lips.
"Mmm, now dat ass needs a brotha like me, don't it girl?"
"W-what??" Ashley stammered. The impact had turned a few heads, but Ashley and Sandy were the only ones to stand on the spot.
"Hah! Ho be in denial 'bout our brotherly love, boys! But I'm sure we'll be seeing you and dat fine white ass 'round soon..." the college boy said, and he and his troop didn't even stopping as they sniggered past. Ashley rubbed her sore behind, staring shocked at their backs as they left.
"Did you see that!?" Ashley whipped around to her friend.
"Oh yeah!" Sandy smirked, "That was bound to happen, with you giving all those black boys googly-eyes." She crossed her arms and watched her friend try to rub away the pain. From the sound she had no doubt her friend now wore a nice outline of his palm on her taut rump.
Ashley frowned, but only a little. She nodded, learning the lesson the hard way. But as they began to talk about shops to visit, that bold spanking stuck in her mind - how hard his black hand came down on her, how bold he was to do that to a girl he'd just seen, and how it felt just like when Derren slapped her ass before sinking his dark meat into her... She resumed smoothing out her skirt again, trying to hide her quickly moistening panties.
Soon enough the girls were filling their shopping bags with new clothes. Ashley filled her bag full of things she'd never even consider wearing in public just a few months ago -- or even in private. She nodded quickly to the smiling clerk and stole away her matching pair of green-trimmed black thong and lacy bra, giddy with the prospect of trying them on later. She fingered the silky fabric thinking about how nice they'd look on her, especially with dark hands fondling her at the same time...
"You sure like black panties all of a sudden," Sandy said, putting away her own see-through purple lingerie with a sidelong glance, "Thinking the black boys will appreciate the contrast, hmmm?" She skipped along as Ashley tried in vain to defend herself. Ashley wondered how that girl knew what she was thinking all the time.
The knowing brunette danced on, swinging her full shopping bag and peeking over her shoulder at Ashley with a growing smirk on her face. Ashley had to get her back, and she found her chance as they passed the perfect storefront: Mommy's Maternity.
"Hey Sandy, you're forgetting to stop by here."
"Hmmm?" She hummed and turned on her heel. "We've already gone to the Silk Palace. Did you forget that garter belt you wanted oh-so badly?"
Ashley pointed to the storefront, "No, I just thought you'd need to get some stuff here. After all, you'll be needing it in a couple of months."
Sandy looked down at herself. It was getting pretty obvious, especially in her bare-midriff top. Her usual flat tummy curved slightly along her belly button, standing out between the lines of her pelvis. It was obviously a baby-bump. Most wouldn't have seen it, but Ashley had been watching Sandy slowly growing these past few months, and now the brunette's protruding belly confirmed her suspicions. Ashley couldn't help but smile as her snarky friend gave pause for that brief moment as she stared down at her obvious condition.
But that moment passed, and Sandy glared up through the bangs of her hair. "Well, if I'm going in to shop for baby clothes, you should be right behind me." A thrill shot down Ashley's spine like a bucket of cold water. In the flash she remembered that night with Derren, his bare black cock pulsing so hard inside her, blasting his thick fertile cum deep inside her unprotected body.
"W-what?" Ashley tried to keep her cool, "No, I wouldn't have to go in for a long time! I'm way more careful than you are, Sandy."
"Oh really? That coming from the girl who let a guy cum inside her on the first time. And a black guy at that!" Sandy leaned forward at the last part, as if hiding that fact from the sensitive ears of the mall-goers.
"That - that was an accident!" Ashley fidgeted with her skirt again, being cornered by her own offensive. "I thought the condom was still working when he... did it in me." The hot sensation of his sperm spilling down her bare thighs both terrified and aroused her beyond anything else. It still did.
"So you're saying you thought he had a condom on when he dumped his other loads on your chest, belly, and god knows how many else inside you? He didn't strike me as the kind of guy who'd carry extras, you know?" Sandy leaned against a pillar with that wide grin on her painted lips, arms crossed under her modest breasts. Ashley remembered how Derren didn't even once try for another condom... And she didn't stop him. Didn't even try to.
"It was only two more times..." Ashley mumbled, but Sandy continued her carefree analysis without a hitch.
"The way you fucked that night, I'd think even the pill I gave you had a tough time keeping up with all those little black swimmers," Sandy tossed her head back and laughed, "But that's why I am here for you, Ashley! To keep you from getting into too much trouble, you know?"
"... I know," Ashley said meekly.
"That's right." Sandy leaned off the pillar and stretched, showing off her growing belly even more to the defeated girl, "Now, I think you'd look absolutely gorgeous in that black-and-white moo-moo right there. It's even themed after your first time!"
"Yeah yeah... Happy now?" Ashley collected her bags and continued on past Mommy's Maternity, walking with head held high despite her failed jab at Sandy's pregnancy. Only Sandy could turn her own pregnancy against another, Ashley thought. Sandy just smiled and followed behind, sneaking a glance at Ashley's belly again.
"Oh yes," she said, "Yes I am quite happy..."
Eventually the pair made it to the food court, laden with things they'd bought and Sandy's incessant 'suggestions' of cute outfits for Ashley to wear for her 'inevitable baby'. Ashley brushed it off as her stomach growled at her. She was famished. The girls visited the different shops, Ashley distracted by whirling thoughts of Sandy's condition and her potent remarks, and after some time they sat down at a table amid the murmuring and milling mass of people.
"Going for that 'balanced diet' approach, huh...?" Sandy eyed Ashley's pile of food over her own.
Ashley glanced at what she'd picked up absent-mindedly. Fried fish sizzled next to a meager pile of lettuce and ketchup on her plate, with a bowl of green mint ice cream to one side and a tiny pyramid of peeled oranges to the other. Ashley wouldn't have thought of having such a weird combination of food before, or so much at one time, but even looking at it now the ketchup and ice cream together made her mouth water.



"I just felt like it," Ashley said, feeding her craving by taking a bite of the fish along with a scoop of the mint cream, "Mmmahhh! And it's delicious!" she said before sipping at her tall vanilla smoothie.
"Got to be careful about that though," Sandy said, cattishly grinning over her own assortment of foods taken as if by random from the venders, "Eat like that too much and you'll be growing around the middle soon enough."
"Rike rur not," Ashley swallowed and continued, "I'll be fine -- It's you who'll have to be worrying about that belly showing pretty soon. You haven't told your mom or dad about it either, have you?"
"Nope," Sandy said, taking a bite of out of her onion and pickle hamburger, "And I'm not gonna have to." The confident girl gulped down her vanilla smoothie and gave a satisfied sigh as Ashley stared at her carefree friend.
"What do you mean you won't tell them? I mean, it's not like you're going to be able to hide that for much longer!" She pointed down at where her friend's shirt rode up even further over the smooth curve of her tummy. The hidden half of her pregnant belly stretched out the thin cotton, but Sandy didn't even blink.
"Won't have to. Summer is starting in just a few more weeks, and after graduation I'm heading to get our apartment for college. A little earlier than expected but..." she smoothed her shirt down to accentuate her baby bump, "Unexpected things happen, you know...?" The slumping girl then perked up and looked over Ashley's shoulder. The corners of her lips curled and her eyes flashed with her devilish grin.
"Hehe, well, speaking of the unexpected..." Sandy pointed, and Ashley following her nearly choked. It was Derren. Amongst the pale crowd he stood out easily, swaggering through the tables in long baggy shorts and sleeveless jersey. His black arms hung loose at his sides, the same ebony arms Ashley remembered pressing her lips against at the party. Despite her anger and shock from his escape after that night, her heart leapt when his eyes met hers across the room. Without hesitation the college boy began making his way over, parting the crowd as if he was walking to the table he'd always owned.
"Oh shit, what's he doing here!?" Ashley panicked, looking around for some way to escape. But there wasn't any place to go now that he'd spotted her, and even if he hadn't her legs refused to budge. Sandy giggled and stood up. "W-wait! Where are you going?"
"I just remembered I have to pick something up at the one store..." Sandy said with a wink, pushing in her chair politely. Her face was a little flushed for some reason, though nowhere near as red as Ashley's was getting.
"Hey stop! What am I supposed to do!?" She eyed him as discretely as she could. The crowd wasn't even slowing him down, just like it hadn't at the party. When Derren wanted something, he got it. Ashley remembered that all too well...
"Just act like you did at the party. Do what's natural," Sandy said, picking up her purse and bag, "Besides, I wouldn't want to come between you two lovebirds, would I?"
"We're not lovebirds!"
"Fine -- the blackbird and his little white dove then. See ya!" Sandy whisked around and disappeared into the crowd before Ashley could even stand up. And now she was alone at the table, standing helplessly as Derren walked up as casually as he did on the dance floor.
"Lookin' fine, Ashley. Long time no see," he said. Ashley shivered from hearing that dark voice again, but forced her eyes to meet his.
"Hi. What do you want?" she said, crossing her arms.
"What's with that attitude? Ain't you glad to see me?" Derren didn't stop smiling even while acting hurt.
"No, I'm not," Ashley said. She didn't even convince herself with that, but continued despite herself, "Why didn't you show up after the party? You left my number and address, then never even said hello? What do you think I am?"
"I think you're a damn sexy white girl who got her first taste of dark meat. And liked it," Derren flashed his pearly teeth when Ashley smoothed down her short skirt, trying to hide her creamy thighs from his wandering eyes. Her thighs were rubbing together on their own.
"N-no I didn't. I was drunk and... and I didn't even want to be there."
"Really? You drunk now, Ashley? Cause you've got on the same clothes you did when I was grinding against that sweet ass on the dance floor... I bet you've got on some naughty panties under that skirt too, don't ya?"
Ashley didn't say anything. It took all she could to keep staring daggers at him, her body betraying her already. Her heart raced and skipped a beat whenever he'd take another step forward, tearing off her clothes with his hungry eyes piece by piece.
"How did you find me? What do you want now?" She asked.
"What, you think I've been following you? Ha! Girl, I got your address -- I could drop by whenever I like. I felt like going to the mall cause I just knew something interesting was going to cross my path. And here you are, girl..." He took a seat and leaned back with his arms behind his head. Even sitting down Ashley felt small next to him. He helped himself to some of Sandy's leftovers, chuckling as Ashley stayed standing on the opposite side.
"Look Derren, what we did was just a one-time thing-"
"Wasn't one time even then, girl. Admit it, you were begging for my black dick so many times you lost count. Just like a good black cock slut would."
"I'm not a slut!" Ashley said a bit too loudly, so she took her seat and moved in closer with a hushed voice, "I told you I was drunk, and when you're drunk you don't act like you normally do."
"Yeah, that's right. You're normally tryin' to hide the fact that you're made to fuck black men," he informed her like he was telling her what the weather was. A part of Ashley fumed at his arrogance, but another part quivered with delight. She wrapped her arms around herself and closed her legs tighter, trying to suppress that other side along with her pattering heart and fluttering stomach.
"Anyway," Derren continued, "I know you've been thinking of me. Your freaky friend told me you were one of those quiet girls before I got to you..." He took another bite, making sure to lick his dark lips clean with a smirk. "And look at you now, shakin' that sweet ass for all the brothers to see."
"It's... it's not like that..." Ashley meekly protested. She turned away, her ass still tingling to remind her where that boy spanked her.
"Come on now girl, don't be lyin' to yourself. You know you're wearing those black panties just for some brothers like me..." Ashley's hands jumped to her skirt again, obviously too late to hide that fact from Derren's keen eyes. "Girl, you've been thinking about how I took your little white flower since that night, haven't you?"
"... Mhmm," Ashley nodded her head, starting to give into his dark voice.
"Been thinking about my black dick pounding that sweet white pussy of yours too, huh?"
"Uh-huh..."
"Yeah girl, I bet you've been getting off thinking about getting fucked by my big nigger dick, haven't you?"
"Yes..." Ashley felt light-headed, the murmur of the milling crowds around fading away as Derren's commanding tone hypnotized her more and more. Her heart beat harder in her chest, and her knees weakened as she leaned forward in the chair.
"That's right, ho," Derren cooed, reaching his arm under the table and lifting up her clover-green skirt, "Damn, white pussy creaming for me already, huh?" He said, running his fingers over the thin material of her dark lacy panties. She closed her thighs instinctively around his invading hand, but that just made her feel more of his ebony skin against hers. She felt her pussy quiver.
"Ugh... yeah..." she tried to whisper, but it was hard the way her heart beat in her ears and her stomach flipped inside her. His fingers pulled her panties aside slowly, getting closer to her bare pussy as the unaware mall-goers milled about, oblivious to the black fingers laying on her ivory lips.
But then, the mesmerized girl felt something wasn't right. Not with his touch, but with her stomach.
Ashley stood and stumbled back. She gripped her stomach, which lurched around her mis-matched meal. Ashley held back a gagging reflex and spun around in the already spinning room, looking for a bathroom. Luckily one was right nearby, and she rushed to it as best she could through the crowd as she clutched her middle. Derren sat coolly at the table, not saying anything and hardly even reacting as the sick girl ran off.
Ashley could only think about how strange the look was on his face before she turned away -- a faint grin on his lips as if he was expecting this all along...
The Dark Discovery
Ashley flushed the toilet, panting for breath and groaning on the ground next to it. That combination of food tasted delicious going down, but not coming back up. Her stomach rumbled, emptied totally, but Ashley didn't feel hunger. She felt ice cold and petrified as she held her belly.
"Could I be...?" She didn't want to finish that sentence, even to herself. But now so many warning signs appeared -- the tighter clothes, the weird cravings, and now the nausea. It all pointed to one and only one thing...
Mercifully the bathroom had been empty when Ashley ran in, but now the door swished open and the tell-tale clacking of heels echoed in the small gray-tiled room. Ashley knew who it was immediately.
"Ashley?" Sandy called, "Are you still in here?"
"Yeah... I'm right here..." Ashley's voice quavered.
"There you are!" She opened the stall and kneeled down beside her pale friend. "God, I was coming back and saw the table was empty, and I thought you ran off with that black guy again. But then he showed up and told me you ran off to the bathroom. What happened?"
"Got sick." Ashley groaned.
"Sick? You didn't look sick before..." Sandy tapped her chin thoughtfully, "It wouldn't surprise me if you got food poisoning, or your body just realized all that crap you were eating wasn't meant to go together..."
Ashley shook her head slowly, "No. It was all of a sudden when I was talking to Derren. You ate the food here too, so it can't be that..." Ashley shivered and looked down at herself again. At her quieting stomach.
Sandy was quiet for a moment, then drew in closer, "Do you think it might be... you know... something else?"
"I don't know," Ashley whispered back, as if her parents somehow could listen in on their conversation. "I... I've been noticing some things lately... But it can't be. I was safe. You got me that pill."
"They say they're not always 100% effective..." Sandy said gravely, "Just like condoms, you know?" Condoms. Just like the one that Ashley saw shredded and tattered at the base of Derren's cum-slick black cock the first time he came inside her. And after that...
"Oh god," Ashley moaned, clutching her belly and rocking, "Oh god..."
"Hey, hey, calm down!" Sandy gripped her friend and hugged her close, "You don't know that yet. It could be just... coincidence." Ashley stared at the floor. Sandy's pregnant belly was pressing against her side. It wasn't helping the shivering blond to stay calm.
"Yeah... Yeah, it could be just... that..." Ashley breathed hard. Trying to catch her breath after a mile run was easier than this. Sandy stroked her hand through Ashley's askew hair.
"That's right," she said, "So let's stay calm until we know for sure, okay?" Sandy reached back and pulled a little box out of her bag. She put it in front of Ashley's downturned eyes.
"Here. You'll probably need this..." Ashley stared at the tiny box, its pink and blue letters so innocent despite what it was meant to foretell.
"You have extras of those just lying around?" the stricken girl asked, not looking away from it.
"I picked up some while you were talking to Derren. I had to make sure for myself if I actually am pregnant you know." There it was, the word Ashley was dreading. Pregnant. Ashley's mind ran circles around it. Pregnant. She could be pregnant right now. Derren could have gotten her pregnant. She took the box and looked. 'Early-Sign Pregnancy Test' was spelt out in flowing pink letters across the box. It shivered in her hand.
"Thank you..." Ashley whispered, her voice hardly being heard even by herself. Her stomach flipped over and over inside her, but now it was in panic and not sickness. Sandy smiled and patted her friend.
"Don't worry Ashley," she said, "I'm sure it'll come back negative. Me on the other hand..." she patted her belly softly with a cattish grin, "I don't think I'll be so lucky, you think?"
"No, probably not," Ashley replied with the briefest faint smile before staring hard back at her pregnancy test.
Sandy laughed and stood up, helping Ashley to her feet as well. "It'll be ok, Ashley," she hugged her friend, drawing in close and holding her tight. "What are the chances of getting knocked up your first time anyway? I'm expecting good news honestly," Sandy pressed her swelling belly against Ashley as she spoke. She knew her friend was trying to calm her down, but she glanced at the box again over her friend's shoulder.
"God I hope you're right Sandy," Ashley whispered.
"I'm certain I am..." Sandy replied, chin hooked over her friend's shoulder and grinning ear-to-ear.

---

Ashley waited on the toilet beside her test that sat on her bathroom countertop. Sandy had taken Ashley home and then left, telling her friend to call when she found out what the test said. The whole trip was like a dream, and now sitting and waiting for the results felt like forever. She turned the box over again to read how long it took. Five minutes. It felt like hours since she'd stepped into the bathroom and managed to take the test. The white and pink stick wasn't doing anything yet, but soon it would tell Ashley either she was worried for nothing, or...
She jumped up and paced the room. Her parents were gone for the weekend, and she thanked God for that. The house was all to herself, but that barely comforted her now. She crossed her arms and watched the test like a prisoner watches the executioner. Still no change. Ashley breathed in deep and tried to get her mind off it. She stretched her arms above her head and half-yawned, but her eyes caught her midsection in the mirror as her shirt rode up. A dreadful curiosity gripped her, and Ashley slowly pulled her tight shirt up over her firm breasts to see it all.
Her belly was smooth and slightly tanned as it always was. Track kept herself in trim shape, and she always loved how her belly was neither too muscled nor too soft. She followed the subtle line from her sternum down to her belly button where it faded away, and stared closely. She did seem bigger -- not much, and she hadn't noticed it at all before, except that her shirts felt a little tighter and her bras weren't fitting. She'd thought it was end-of-the-year stress like normal, but she turned to the side and saw it either hit her much worse this year or something very different was happening inside her right then.
Gently she ran her hands down that tiny slope. It could be nothing, she told herself again and again even as her fingers felt that it was definitely something. She remembered how Derren's hands wrapped around her waist, those black fingers rubbing on either side of the pale belly she was looking at now. She reveled in the memory - the contrast his hands had against her alabaster skin, the way he gripped her with a command none of her other boyfriends ever dared to. He held her like no man ever had. No, she thought, like no white man ever had...
Despite her growing worry as the clock slowly ticked by, Ashley found herself stroking her belly and thinking back on Derren again: How angry and glad she felt to see him in the mall, how irritating and arousing his confidence was, and how odd that look on his face was in the end -- that half-smirk as she held herself and ran to the bathroom. He wanted her just like before, and if she hadn't of gotten sick she just might have given in like Sandy thought she would. Ashley didn't keep condoms with her, and Derren already told her he hated them. Would she have let him fuck her bareback again...?
Maybe Sandy was right, Ashley thought. Maybe she would end up going to the maternity store if that was the way she got around Derren. But Sandy said black guys, didn't she? Would she allow herself to get so worked up with other dark-skinned men? Like the guy who slapped her ass and made her moisten in just an instant... Maybe Derren was right too, the blond girl thought -- maybe she was a black cock slut after all...
She bowed her head, and then time stopped. She happened to glance at the test, and it showed her its answer in bright pink letters. She reached out, picked it up, and brought the little stick close to her face. She could read it from the counter, but she stared at the answer without breathing:

Congratulations! You Are Pregnant!

Ashley's nearly fainted. Somehow she caught herself on the counter, unable to tear her eyes away from the result.
"Pregnant," she said aloud, "Pregnant -- It says pregnant." She must have read it a hundred times, shaking it to make sure it hadn't failed on her. She read the box again, seeing how likely it was a mistake:

Guaranteed to be accurate in 99.99% of pregnancies.

It wasn't a mistake. It couldn't be. She felt herself with her hand again. The blond girl in the mirror stared back at her, gripping her all-too pregnant belly. It was so obvious now -- as if in the few minutes after taking the test the bump had grown to a hill rising from the plain of her midsection. She felt underneath her skin and muscles a little knot. It was her stretching womb. Growing with a new life.
Swelling with Derren's baby.
Ashley sunk to the floor. Her bare knees hit the rug in front of the sink. She didn't feel it. She went numb, save for her ghostly fingers touching the swell of her belly. "I'm pregnant," she choked out to herself, "I'm actually pregnant..." She thought saying it would make it less real, make it into something she could handle. But it didn't. In fact, reality came crashing down on her all the harder because of it. And then she heard the doorbell ring downstairs.
Despite her staying still as she could, quaking as she held her midsection, the ringing wouldn't stop. The chime played more than ten times before Ashley rose to her feet. She pulled her shirt down and opened the bathroom door. She walked down the hall and descended the stairs. She reached the door, and in her waking daze she opened it as calmly as she could with her quivering hand.
"Looks like you've seen a ghost, girl."
"What are you doing here?" Ashley demanded. The sight of him snapped her out of her haze and kindled a rage inside her like she'd never felt before.
"Just checking up on your sweet white ass," Derren leaned against the doorframe with a growing smirk painting across his face, "You ran off on me in the mall and looked pretty sick. Had to see if you got home all safe and sound, right?"
"Cut the bullshit!" Ashley yelled, "What the fuck do you want!?" She didn't care if the neighbors heard. But neither did Derren from the way his grin grew wider.
"Cuttin' to the chase -- that's my girl," He grabbed the doorframe like he owned the place and started to walk in.
"What are you doing?" Ashley pushed against his chest. It was like pushing back a brick wall, "Get out! I didn't say you could come into my house!"
"Ooo, what's this now?" He gripped her small wrist and held it high. Ashley gasped. Clutched in her fingers was the test, her knuckles having turned white around the little stick. She tried to yank herself away, but it was useless. In one swift motion Derren snatched the test from her tightest grip. Ashley shrunk back, gripping the door as her knees threatened to go slack again.



It was quiet for a long moment as he looked at the pink words. Derren's grin faded away, and his face hardened. The cold night air slipped under Ashley's short skirt. Derren turned the test over, contemplated it one last time, and then tossed it into the nearby bushes.
"Show me," he commanded. Stunned, Ashley didn't even think as she curled her fingers under the hem of her shirt and meekly pulled. The cool night air wisped over her bared belly, and her porcelain skin glowed under the porch light. The small but apparent shadow of her baby bump cast itself onto her bright green skirt.
"I'm pregnant," Ashley said, trembling as she stared him in the eyes, "And it's yours."
Derren stares at her exposed midsection. Ashley felt a pang between her thighs as his gaze traced along the contours of her changing body. The heat of his eyes grazed over the tiny bump, his baby. A terrible anticipation gripped her as Derren's eyes fixed themselves on the evidence of their night together. Finally, his lips curled and his teeth flashed in the night. He threw his head back and laughed.
"Damn girl! I didn't believe it when I saw it, but a brother can't deny what's right in front of him!" Ashley stepped back in shock, not knowing whether to relax or to scream. "Shit, ain't you ever heard of birth control, ho?"
"It wasn't my fault!" Ashley protested, still reeling from his jovial take on it all, "I had you use a condom, and I took the morning-after pill right after you left me."
"One broken condom and a faulty pill. Girl, it's lucky you ain't got more black babies running around by now. But you've got one now, don't you?"
"B-Black!?" It hit Ashley like a thunderbolt. She was too wrapped up in discovering her pregnancy to realize it was Derren who did it -- Derren, who bent double laughing and propped himself up on either side of the doorframe with his coal-black arms. She didn't just get pregnant -- she got pregnant by him!
"No shit girl, I sure as hell ain't making any white babies," he chuckled, "You'll have a black baby like a real black cock slut!" He straightened up again, filling the doorway as his laughter subsided with a final sigh. Ashley stood back from the door petrified, fixed to the spot with her dark revelation. Derren could however, and he took the opportunity to step into her house like an honored guest.
"H-hey! I said..." Ashley's voice sounded far-away even to her own ears. If Derren heard her, he didn't care. He strolled about her living room and kitchen, inspecting her house like he already owned it.
"Got a nice place here girl," he said, "Bet your parents are rich off their white asses, huh?"
"I didn't say you could come in," The door closed behind her with the breeze.
"What? You gonna leave your baby's daddy out on the porch? That's cold, girl." Ashley shivered again. Derren still wandered, looking and commenting on the pictures and the furniture as if he'd never seen such nice things before. Ashley was too lost in her thoughts that all revolved around having a black man's baby growing inside her white belly.
But soon enough Derren stepped in front of her again. "Where's your room?" he said, or rather demanded.
"It's upstairs."
"Show me."
"Why?"
"Cause I don't fuck on the couch." Ashley bristled and narrowed her eyes.
"You still think we are having sex? Didn't you hear what I told you!?" Derren shrugged with his cocksure attitude and stared into her glaring eyes.
"Damn right, ho. Now show me your room." Ashley couldn't disobey -- it was like he'd already made the decision he would see it. But as Ashley walked up the stairs, feeling his hungry eyes roving along her ass and legs, she growled over her shoulder.
"You'll see my room, and then you'll either talk about this or get out. Understand?"
"Mmm, girl, you better believe we're gonna talk about it..." Even then his voice dripped with lust, and a small part of Ashley felt like she was walking through the mall again with all those black men checking out under her skirt. Derren certainly was right then.
Ashley mounted the last step and walked down the hall to her room. Derren followed silently, though his heat played on her back the whole way. She opened her door and walked in, not bothering to invite him since he'd already taken that liberty at the front door. He took a look around her room at all the track trophies and the tidy closet and the girlie trinkets on her shelves, but his eyes fell onto her queen-sized bed and stayed there.
"Eager for company, girl?" he asked, pointing at her large bed.
"Never," Ashley knew that was a lie. Before today she'd had guilty fantasies about Derren coming into her room, taking her like he did at the party on her own bed. How naughty it was then to think of just bringing a black boy into her home to fuck her white pussy. Now as she touched the tiny bump through her shirt, she realized just how much naughtier reality became.
Derren grunted, and turned his attention back to Ashley, "So, what's with your clothes still being on, ho?" He shut the door behind him, and the lock clicked shut.
"Derren, we're not having sex. We need to talk."
"We can talk as you show me those firm white tits, bitch."
"Derren, I'm pregnant! I'm gonna have a baby -- your baby!"
"Mmm, that's right ho... Gets you all hot and bothered, don't it?"
"What? No! I-"
"Hey!" Derren cut off Ashley's train of thought in an instant and continued, "Don't you lie again, ho! When I got in that white pussy of yours you begged me to knock you up. Give you a little black baby, you said. Well," he grabbed her shirt and yanked it up over her bra, "I gave you one, didn't I?"
Ashley didn't try to cover up. When he touched her it felt like lightning flashed through her veins. It felt good, Derren's touch, the same touch she'd been fantasizing about late at night. The touch of a black man. But her realized terror and fear kept her mind reeling, despite her body's burning desire.
"I was drunk -- I didn't know what I was saying!"
"Look at you, lying to yourself now too. Face it Ashley, you were a black man's slut then, and you still are. You've been craving my black dick every night since then, and if I hadn't of come over tonight it would have been another black man somewhere else, wouldn't it? I know black cock whores when I see them, and you girl are a natural-born slut," Derren stripped off his jersey and threw it aside -- Ashley held back her breath so she wouldn't gasp like she did the first time seeing his strong ebony chest.
"And now look at you," he continued and prowled around the stunned girl, "Now the white girl trying to lie about herself is gonna be a black baby mommy. There ain't gonna be hiding it after that girl, not after you're pushing around a stroller with a black baby in it, when everyone will see what a slut you are for black dick. And that turns you on deep down, don't it?"
His voice oozed over Ashley's mind heavy and thick like intoxicating molasses. For the briefest moment as he spoke Ashley's terror shrank back. She succumbed to the mesmerizing effect he had on her, his deep black voice drawing her in like a moth to flame. For a split second she saw herself pushing that baby-blue stroller, showing everyone what kind of men she was spreading her legs for and having all those dark-skinned guys leering at her fertile white body.
For that split second, Ashley's belly fluttered and her pussy quivered. It craved dark meat, and would have it tonight.
Black Seed Sown
Derren sensed as much, and his wolfish grin widened, "Yeah, there's that look again. You're thinking about black dick, aren't you? I bet you've been craving a real fucking too, just like you were in the mall. Wasn't even a minute before your white pussy was drooling for my black dick..." He reached under her skirt again, though she didn't interrupt him this time. Ashley stiffened and held back her breath as his hot fingers played along her slit. She closed her thighs and trapped his hand against her moist panties. She couldn't tell if she was trying to stop him or encourage him.
"Damn, you're one wet slut. Thinking about me fucking you will do that to a white bitch," His coal-dark chest rubbed against her snowy flesh and his tented shorts prodded her hip. The great bulge made her tingle all over, and her eyes couldn't stop looking at it. That black cock that caused all this -- that ebony tool which made her stomach flip and heart stammer, that hard dick that fucked her all night her first time, that dark snake which was the source of all her nervous shaking and hot panting now.
"Don't hold back girl," Derren said in her ear, "Unwrap your black Daddy's present..." Slowly, Ashley's hands found his shorts. They slid down his waist easily -- so loose they threatened to fall off if it wasn't for his growing bulge beneath. She took down everything the first time, her eagerness showing in her wide eyes as she watched his onyx member slither into view. It was just as she remembered. That long veiny cock had burned its image into her mind when she saw it the first time. She didn't hesitate at to touch his imposing member now though, lifting it gently like a snake that would bite if she was too eager. It certainly drooled its dusky poison onto her slender fingers.
"That's it girl. I'd say you don't have to worry about it, but then again..." his hand came down on her belly and she stiffened again, "Looks like this black snake bites after all."
"That's not funny," Ashley said, but Derren chuckled. Despite anger rising to the fore Ashley's hand diligently stroked along his cock, her body ignoring her thoughts in favor of his dark flesh.
"Never said it was funny, girl. I say it fits you just right, being a knocked up black cock slut." A few months ago Ashley would never have endured someone calling her a slut, and no one would have called her back then one either. But now Derren proclaimed it loudly, and though her fist clenched it curled around the man's stiff prick, sliding along its hardening length in long, slow pumps.
"Fuck you," Ashley growled, "I'm not a slut..."
"Damn right you're not a slut -- You're a black man's ho, bitch. Now get your sweet white ass on that bed."
"I said we weren't going to have-"
"Ho, you can't even say that without looking at my nigger dick. I told you not to be lying, didn't I? You white sluts just can't listen, huh? So I'll say it again," He stared her in the eyes and slapped his hand down onto her ass and squeezed -- hard, "Get. On. That. Bed."
"Ahh! Y-Yes..." Ashley began to crawl onto the bed, but as she got one leg up Derren stopped her. He stole a hand under her little skirt at the first opportunity.
"Not so fast bitch. Damn, you're eager for some black dick ain't you?" He chuckled and grabbed a fistful of her delicate panties, "You won't be needin' these anymore, ho!" He peeled the wet fabric from her soaking pussy and down her thighs. She yelped but lifted her legs one at a time so he could take them off entirely. Her exposed lips felt the cool air breezing under her tiny skirt.
"Mmm, so this is what's been hiding under that skirt of yours," Derren twirled her thin black panties between his fingers. His skin nearly matched the midnight lingerie, and already his hand glimmered from her panty's wetness, "I heard white girl tastes like candy -- you heard that before Ashley?"
"No," She said, sitting on her bed and covering up with her skirt as best she could. Her shirt was still bunched up and exposing her black-lace bra to him however.
"Well I don't believe it," he said, tossing the panties aside. The light material fell like a damp towel. "I've tasted pussy before and it ain't never been sweet. But then again," he mounted the bed, like a dark wolf hunched over his prey, and pulled the petite girl by her ankles down towards his hungry mouth, "I ain't had a white girl's cunt before..." He spread her legs and flipped her skirt up before leaning down between her thighs.
"What are you~," Ashley's question dissolved into a shuddering moan as Derren's broad tongue fell on her delicate folds. In long strokes he lapped along her little slit as its inexperienced petals quivered against his lips. Ashley had always heard about guys going down on girls, but none of her boyfriends ever tried -- they didn't even mention it besides begging her to go down on them. But they were different than Derren. So much different. The girl squirmed and moaned and clamped her pale thighs against his face and curled her fingers into his black coarse hair.
"Mmm mmm mmm," Derren hummed as he plunged his tongue into her slick hole. The vibrations jolted across her clit and into her electrified lungs. She tried holding back her moans, not having wanting Derren between her legs in the first place, but she couldn't help herself with him humming against his meal like that.
"Oooooh - mmmm!" Ashley clamped her mouth shut, only to have it gape open again as he lapped deeper and kissed her pussy harder. He made sure to slurp and suck on her, to fill the room with the sounds of her white pussy being eaten out by a black man. After only a few minutes she felt her legs shivering and that tell-tale tightening warmth deep inside her belly. Half trying to push him away and half holding tight with her thighs, she fell over the edge and came.
"D-Don't stop! Don't sto -- ohhhh cumming!" Ashley came with a girlish wail, bucking up against Derren's grinning lips. He wrapped his strong ebony arms around her thighs and tamed her wild hips, gripping her taut ass firmly in either hand. At the upturned angle he quickened his motions, feasting on the spasming girl's defenseless lily as it quavered and oozed its silky nectar down his chin.
Ashley's mind went blank, lost in the motions of her flailing body and the way he held her down, dominating her white flower entirely. That feeling rode on the back of her orgasm, and her begging cries dissolved into panting moans as she finally fell back onto the bed spent.
"Damn ho, your pussy tastes fine," Derren smacked his lips as he pried her thighs from the sides of his head and opened them up again.
"Like... candy?" Ashley managed.
"Naw, your white cunt tastes better than fuckin' sweets," Derren crawled further up, the heat of his belly warming her already dripping pussy. "Looks like you enjoyed yourself, ho," Derren laughed as Ashley who, despite her best attempts, couldn't mask the stupid smile spread across her face.
"I -- well, no one ever did that to me before," Ashley said, trying to close her legs. She wouldn't have been able to the way her whole body shook, but definitely not with Derren's hands pinning her knees to the bed.
"Well then, you lost your cherry to a black man's cock and tongue now, ho!" Derren laughed again, rubbing his stomach against her hips and making Ashley jump as another jolt ran through her. She didn't stop him as his hands mashed her breasts, first through her lacy bra and then, with a swift reach and snap, directly on her tender flesh. Her tiny nipples hardened when he shucked her tight shirt off entirely, and she moaned when his rough palms and fingers rasped against every inch of her firm hills.
She tried to catch her breath while Derren licked his glistening lips. "Hmmm, your white pussy tastes so fine... I wonder if it's cause it knows there's a black baby right in here," he then ran his palm along the panting girl's belly, right over her womb where her bump was rising and falling with her labored breaths.
That snapped Ashley out of her reverie like a bubble bursting. "What is wrong with you!?" Ashley tensed and pushed his hands off, glaring at him, "You're acting like it's some joke! We're in big trouble, and you won't even talk about it seriously!"
Derren's smirk fell as he eyed her, propped over her body like a dark tent. "I am talkin' about it, ho! You think I ain't been thinking about you getting knocked up since you were begging me at the party? Heh, I've been waiting to find a real black cock slut like you to plant my nigga seed in for a long time."
"What!?" Ashley's blood froze in her veins, "You wanted to knock me up??"
"Damn straight, ho! I told you I ain't never pulling out of some hot white bitch, and you know why?" He lunged up her body and pressed his hand back onto the tiny swell of her belly, "Cause I want to knock up some pale white bitch. I want to watch a prim and proper white slut strut around, knowin' she's got a coal black baby kickin' inside her belly. I'll make her a black man's slut for life, a real ho for nigger dick, especially when her little belly grows nice and round..." He stroked and petted her belly, as if urging his black baby to grow even then.
While he spoke, staring down into Ashley's petrified eyes, the blond's body betrayed her rage and confusion. Already hot from being eaten out, Ashley's fair pussy was juicing again. She tore her eyes from his and watched his hand -- his black fingers played across her smooth white skin, a contrast that now penetrated into her very womb, to the center of her being. His African snake thickened up her inner thigh, stretching closer to her bare pussy. She'd been taught to use a condom, but as his dark length drooled so close to her sex, she realized it was too late for that...
"I... I'm not a slut..." Ashley whispered, her voice small. Why did it feel like a lie?
"Heh, you just keep sayin' that Ashley," Derren said, sawing his cockhead up between her moist folds, "Just keep sayin' that when all your shirts start showin' off your belly. Tell your freaky friend you're not a slut when she finds out I knocked you up. Show everyone what a good little white girl you are when you've got a little nigger baby on these creamy tits of yours." He mashed her breasts again, enclosing her porcelain flesh in an obsidian prison. She arched compulsively into him despite his words cutting to her core.
"Ugh... I'm not... a slut... nooo," Ashley moaned.
"Heh, alright girl. You ain't just a slut," Derren bore the head of his African member into her tight body, and Ashley bucked her lily-white hips to meet him without command. He had only stopped for effect, grinning as Ashley unwittingly proved his point -- and she knew it.
"Yeah girl, you ain't just a slut. You're a real black man's slut!" The only argument that escaped her lips was a howl as he plunged into her long awaiting pussy.
"Ah -- fuck!" the meek girl cried, "Not so hard! Not soo -- oohhh!"
"That's right ho! Take that black dick," Derren growled, ravaging the stunned girl. But she didn't just lay back. She couldn't. No, her arms wrapped around his strong back, holding on as her innocent bed rocked and creaked. Her mattress was firmer than the last bed, forcing every thrust to be borne by her shaking hips and pussy. It was better than she remembered, better than she fantasized. Derren pounded her white pussy, and her cries muffled against his dark shoulder.
"Ahhh -- mmm! Oh-oh God!"
"Like this black dick, ho?"
"Oh yes! Yes!"
"You're a nigger's bitch, ain't ya?"
"Mmmm, I'm a nigger's bitch! Fuck me hard -- Ahhh!"
"You love bein' a nigger's knocked-up ho, don't you?"
Derren stopped as Ashley fell silent again, though still mewling softly and circling her hips against him. "D-don't stop... but don't talk about-"
"Ho!" Derren rammed into her, driving his cock in like a stake as she yelped with pain and pleasure, "I talk about what I want, and I want to hear your call me your black baby Daddy, slut!"
"You're my... my..." She couldn't do it. The fear and shock of reality was just too much. When Derren fucked her it was like the first night when all there was to worry about was when she'd cum again and where he'd spray his hot spunk again. But now he reminded her what happened that night, what his long ebony weapon had planted inside her. Deep inside, where she was supposed to only ever let her future husband touch - A white husband who'd give her babies with her blue eyes and light hair when she was ready. But Derren's sperm beat him to it -- they took her family's entire European lineage and darkened it in a single night. And the result was growing in her womb just beyond her cervix where his dangerous onyx tool was grinding.



"Get your ass up," he said.
"What? But I thought-"
"I said get your ass up, bitch!" Derren roared, pulling out despite how tightly her little pussy clamped onto him. Ashley moaned -- even his withdrawing cock twinged her with shivers. But daring not to anger him or worse yet be denied his magnificent cock, she obeyed. As she rolled over and rose to her knees in front of him, he struck under the fringe of her skirt.
SMACK!
"WAHHH!" Ashley wailed and nearly jumped off the bed. His black palm branded the cheek that hadn't felt an African's hand that day. The sharp pain dulled to an even throb, her ass warming in the shape of Derren's strong hand as he watched his crimson print rise on her alabaster skin.
"Ho needs to know her place," Derren said behind her, already rubbing his thick member along her wet snatch.
"I-I do. I'm your slut. Your fuck bunny," She said, fighting back a tear trying to escape her eye.
"Damn right ho," Derren continued, "But you're more than that now. You're my white breeding bitch. My black baby momma. My knocked-up black cock slut..." He drilled into her slowly with the last, as if to drive his point home. Ashley tossed her head back and groaned aloud, a ray of pleasure piercing through the clouds of shame and worry about her pregnancy.
"Ooohhh," she cooed, pushing back gingerly against him. Her sensitized ass tingled so much more when his black skin connected with hers. "Fuck me, Derren... I'm yours."
"That's right bitch," Derren grasped her skirt-clad hips while he set the hard rhythm of his thrusts, "Nothing like a white bitch learning her place, ain't that right?"
"Oh yesss," Ashley's eyes rolled back, her whole body building with every sinking thrust and tap of his dark balls against her tender clit. Her fingers dug under her unsoiled covers and gripped the sheets that her white boyfriends never touched.
"What's your place, ho?"
"Being your white bitch," Ashley groaned.
"That was your place, ho! What's it now?"
"Your..." Her stomach protested against her hesitation, as if her dark-filled womb was screaming at her to give into reality, to give into the man that impregnated her. "I'm your..."
"How about I remind you then," Derren leaned over and pressed his ebony chest along her sweat-beaded back. He slid his fingers down her sides, under the curve of her hips, and planted his hands firmly on either side of her stomach, feeling the little ivory bump he'd made with his black seed. Ashley tensed again, but he thrust in at just the same time, stretching out her tightened pussy and forcing her to take him.
"Agh! Mmm..." Ashley gave in, letting her baby's Daddy feel his handiwork without resistance anymore. His black lips kissed her neck, and like a lover trailed his way to her ears even as he plowed her Caucasian pussy like an African savage.
"That's my baby, isn't it?" The bed rocked harder.
"Yes... It's -- ah! -- your baby Derren..." The pleased girl moaned.
"My black baby," he growled, sinking in deeper than ever.
"Ooooh, your black baby," Ashley's pussy started to quiver and juices dripped down his shaft.
"You're my white fuck bunny, aren't you?" He stroked her belly and electrified Ashley's pussy.
"God yes Derren! I'm your little fuck bunny! I'm your white bitch!"
"My pregnant black cock slut. Say it!"
"Oh fuck!" Ashley gave in completely as her apprehension was consumed in instinct's desire, "Breed me, Derren! I'm your pregnant slut - Ahhh!" Derren pumped her faster, bringing her right to the brink. Her pussy gripped his black snake, her white petals clamping onto the African spear that conquered her pale womb.
"You've got a nigger's baby in your belly, Ashley," Derren growled, "You're gonna have a black baby, ho!"
"YES!" Ashley cried, "I'm gonna have your baby! I'm gonna be a Mommy! I'm gonna, gonna -- cummmm!!" Her whole body convulsed as her orgasm ripped over her like a storm. Derren howled and rode her hard, pushing the screaming white girl down onto the bed, fucking her shaking white body as a conqueror claims the defeated.
"Give me your black baby!" The pleasure-blind girl wailed, "Make me a black baby's Mommy!" Derren grunted and gripped her waist. With a savage roar he shot his potent black load deep inside her already pregnant cunt. Black seed lashed against the mouth of her filled womb in thick ropes, and forced the already orgasmic girl to cum even harder. The whirlwind of terror and ecstasy drove her mad, her mind flashing to images of his midnight seed filling her fertile womb, her once snowy egg turned black as pitch, the feeling of her Caucasian belly stretching with an African baby, and seeing the end of her pure bloodline kicking inside her taut belly.
Ashley accepted it fully now -- her fear and anxiety now yielded to the most bitter and potent pleasure. Derren never stopped thrusting, even while firing his fresh jets of sperm against her pink walls. He pumped and churned his seed to froth and gush out of Ashley's pink cunt, to spill onto her broken-in bed. And Ashley didn't stop thrusting back, one orgasm rolling into the next till she screamed with the sounds of black skin slapping hers and white flesh being filled with squelching spunk.
Just like that night those few months ago, Ashley realized how right this was. To take Derren's bare cock inside her pale pussy, to give herself over to this wild African man, and now to bear the fruits of his black seed sown in her white belly -- Ashley opened her pleasure-hazed eyes in that moment and knew that this was right. Before she'd been blind to whom she was. She deluded herself with boys of her own race, her own color, thinking they would satisfy her completely. But now she knew what kind of man she was made for. And he was black.
Derren grunted and pulled out, lying on top of the spent girl and groaning like a satisfied lion against her matted blond hair. His thick seed dribbled out of her well-fucked pussy and stained her bed forever with its exotic musk. He petted his prize, and the quivering girl tried to catch her breath while the aftershocks of her orgasm racked her body.
"Damn..." Derren sighed, "Girl, you are one sexy bitch." Ashley laughed softly, reaching back and running her shaking hands along his glistening flanks.
"Mmmm, all thanks to my black baby's Daddy..." She purred.
"Oh yeah?" Derren's cock stirred against her still-stinging ass. The slick black snake soothed the soreness from her well-spanked rump and made her tingle all over. "Say it now then."
Ashley turned over under his black body, wrapping her slender arms around his sleek black shoulders and rubbed her smooth thighs along his slack member. Her blue eyes narrowed with a sexy grin, and she whispered huskily up to him.
"I'm your white breeding bitch... Your pregnant black cock slut," She said, stroking his member back to life. Derren chuckled deep in his chest -- she felt it against her full breasts, and his ebony tool hardened in an instant between her legs.
"Oooo, damn girl. Keep sayin' things like that and I'll plant another one in that white belly."
"God, I hope you do with this big black cock," Ashley groaned, stroking her little hands along his dark length and rubbing it along the swell of her belly, "Breed your fuck bunny again. Knock this white girl up just like you did at the party!"
"Ha! Get that dirty white mouth all on my nigga dick, bitch!" Ashley gladly accepted, eagerly crawling down and enveloping his obsidian member with her soft pink lips. The taste of his cum mingled with hers made her moan and finger herself, and his dark groans urged her tongue to clean his dangerous African spear from tip to base.
Ashley wondered how long he'd stay this time, if his black baby in her white belly would be enough to keep him nearby. Something told her he'd disappear in the morning just like before, but in that moment she simply relished the taste of his baby-making seed. Nothing else mattered except him fucking her again, calling her his little white breeding bitch and trying to knock up her already impregnated Caucasian womb.
"That's right, suck that nigga dick you pregnant ho... Show your baby Daddy what a black cock slut you are." Ashley grinned as she fingered the still-warm spunk drooling out of her stretched pussy. Her little belly grew hot in response - Her pale pregnant belly, carrying his sprouting African seed...
Ashley stared dreamily up from tasting and licking every inch of his ebony rod with her baby-blue eyes. His dick jutted out her cheek, already hard enough to take her pretty pussy again. Derren grunted and pushed Ashley back, wasting no time mounting her and sinking deep into her milk-white pussy and thrusting away. Ashley moaned lavishly and wrapped her dainty legs around his obsidian waist. His pounding threatened to destroy her once innocent bed beneath her bucking hips. And she loved it.
She didn't know what she would do after she told Sandy the news, or how she would deal with her pregnancy in the coming months. But now she only cared about how deep he would thrust and when his black cum would erupt inside her again. Not knowing if Derren would even stick around or what to do with a black baby on the way, Ashley couldn't know how the future was going to turn out. There was only one last thought before she succumbed to another screaming climax however:
Her future promised to be very dark indeed.
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My girlfriend is crazy.
Oh don't get me wrong! She's a great girl – She's the kindest person I know, adorable beyond words, and horny as a minx in heat. But what I mean to say is: My Katie is crazy.
I know, I know, I shouldn't say that the love of my life is missing a few screws. But maybe if I tell you about her you'll understand that my lovely Katie is more than just a little weird.
I should start by how we met. I thought I met her near the middle of my first semester in college when she sat next to me in Intro to Economics, wearing that short green skirt and the t-shirt that had across her breasts, "Just Say You're Reading This When I Catch You." I'd know, because I did exactly that when she turned to me with her distinct wide-eyed grin. At least, that's when I thought I met her.
Actually, she met me at the start of the semester. Well, 'meet' isn't entirely correct. More like she stalked me since glimpsing me at orientation. Before the week was up she'd memorized my class schedule, learned my bus route, and found a nice clear view into my apartment just outside my bedroom window. When she told me months later she said she was, "Getting to know me," which was more reasonable than saying hello or shaking hands.
Most days after cheerleading practice she'd ride the bus right behind me and find her spot outside my window with her binoculars after I went inside. She told me she liked to watch me change and come back from the shower, and only then I realized what a bad idea it was to leave the blinds open when strutting around with just a towel... And sometimes less than that.
After working her schedule around mine and getting into every class I had, she eventually caught my attention with that shirt and smile. Then she caught me at my doorstep around midnight that same day – in the rain, in her soaked skimpy cheerleading outfit, and asked to sleep over. I, being a proper gentleman, couldn't let a damsel in distress suffer in the rain like that, so I took her in thinking we might get to be friends or maybe after a few dates something more. It took her throwing her more-than-soaked panties in my face and crawling into my bed for me to realize she didn't want to be just friends, or have me take the couch that night.
She said her name was Katie between gasping and slurping around my cock. It was lucky she got that much out considering she was a natural deepthroater. With those bright doe eyes of hers looking up at me as her throat struggled to swallow me, she was even more lucky I didn't drown her in cum right then. My roommate was out that weekend, thankfully – Katie has two volumes when she's fucking: moaning loud and screaming louder. Maybe that's what made her such a good cheerleader, at least that's what I thought when she told me all about her training while she laid on top of me with her back to my chest and posted her hips steadily and mercilessly on my cock. Turns out she absolutely loses it when I squeeze her tits from behind, and doesn't mind when I push her head into the pillows to drown out her screams so the neighbors didn't complain. In fact, I think she kind of likes that too...
That girl stayed with me all weekend, unwrapping condoms like they were Hersey's Kisses and testing out the structural integrity of just about every piece of furniture with me (rest in peace old beanbag chair...). On Sunday after another couple of post-shower fuck sessions, Katie turned to me and asked to be my girlfriend. I had thought it was somewhat implied after she begged me to cum in her hair the one time, but not in Katie's strange mind. Needless to say we were officially boyfriend and girlfriend after a weekend of raw and honestly random fucking, and when I said it Katie smiled ear to ear and dived under the covers to kiss her new boyfriend. It took awhile before she came up for air that time.
So that's how we became girlfriend and boyfriend, Katie and I. Now normally you'd think we'd go out on a few dates before banging each other's brains out, or at least know each other's full names before fucking like bunnies on death row. But that just isn't the way Katie does things, and I soon learned that my girlfriend was more than a little eccentric, especially from the story of this Christmas.
We'd been going steady for two years by then, and by steady I mean nearly every day Katie would surprise me with another bit of her... personality. It took awhile to get used to taking notes and fingering her at the same time in class and to keep up with homework while she was busy grinding on my lap, but somehow I managed. I don't know how but she always kept her grades up and exuded her bubbly self at cheerleading despite having kept me up all night 'studying anatomy'. She's an art major after all.
Anyway, the point is her madness took on a new level just last August. I think I can trace it back to when she was spending the night while my roommate was camped out in his room. My apartment was modeled after a roomy cardboard box while hers (while actually habitable in the long-term) was occupied with her two roommates Molly and Lauren and whatever boys or girls they'd snared for their weekend depravities. So we had to be discrete with our 'studying', which meant cranking up the TV and trying to resist bashing the headboard too hard or frequently against the wall.
I hadn't noticed what was playing on the TV at the time, since I was too focused on slapping my girlfriend's amazing ass against my hips. It makes such a distinct light *pop* each time I drive into her from behind... But Katie did notice. In fact she seemed to be watching it so intently that it totally absorbed her. She was frozen on her hands and knees, silent and wide-eyed, and that turned me on like crazy since she usually has such a dirty and loud mouth when it comes to fucking doggy-style.
The documentary playing I realized later was one of those weekend sexy-edgy pieces to get the viewers, and it was all about human mating. My adorable Katie stared unblinking at the screen as an internal camera caught the moment of insemination, stylized with the couple grunting and rutting right to the end as the narrator commented on the sheer volume of ejaculate a man will produce when he knows she is fertile.
Katie shivered. She shivered under my hands while I seized her ass and plowed into her even harder. But while I was getting close to the edge from just my girlfriend's hot pussy and beautiful glistening back, she was watching millions of the man's sperm careening towards the woman's glowing egg on screen. Don't get me wrong, I'm used to my girlfriend cumming with me during sex – it happens all the time. But when a sperm slipped into that glowing egg, she erupted. I mean that my Katie, normally such a screamer, instead had her mouth gaping and eyes rolled back in her head, quivered like a leaf from head to toe, and then gushed all over my cock and over my bed. And she just kept cumming, and long after I'd cum myself and was pulling out she was prone on my bed, still quavering and panting and squirming.
I'm pretty sure that's when Katie got baby crazy. And when I say got baby crazy, I mean more like got third-degree breeding madness. Every night after Katie would beg me to forget the condoms. Though tempting, since I'd often imagined plunging bare into that soft-shaven pussy, I knew Katie was notoriously bad at staying on the pill – especially then, since I found her humming a tune one day as she dropped her pills one by one into the toilet and flushed them away. A few weeks of refusing her that and I found that my box of ribbed condoms had been strung together by their tips to make a multi-colored skirt for hips just as wide as Katie's. I would know – she was wearing it when I got back from class that day, and she graciously offered me a thoroughly torn one so I could, "Be safe and all." Though I have to admit, her dancing around in the thing like a tribal wild-woman inspired the fastest condom-run I'd ever done in my life.
Having to hide my stash of condoms from Katie's art projects wasn't all that happened either. Her roommate Molly's cat had kittens around the start of December, and I found Katie with them one day with no shirt, trying to nurse them. When I told her that they weren't going to get any milk out of her anytime soon, she scowled at me and said, "Yeah, and whose fault is that?" I actually felt bad for a moment before snapping out of it. No way I'd knock up my girlfriend so she could feed hungry kitties, right?
That's not even to mention how I'd find her every other day prancing around my apartment in her cheerleading skirt and a tight t-shirt, made tighter by the small pillow she'd stuffed into it. "Oh lover!" She'd laugh and dance to me, "See what you did to my tummy? I'm going to be amommy! I'm going to have yourbaby! Quick quick! Feel what you did to my tummy!" Oh yeah, and she'd be wet and pantyless while she did it. And I mean wet – her clear cum would be streaked all down her thighs by the time I got back, and the neon-colored culprit was usually nearby in a small puddle itself.
When I'd inevitably get turned on my by sexy girlfriend's charms and manage to sneak on a condom, she'd still lock her legs behind my hips and scream, "Do it! Spray my little eggs with your sperm. Make me a cute little mommy!" as if I was filling her with my spunk right then and there. I was scared more than a few times that her clenching pussy would tear my condom right off the way she came!
It all came to a head Christmas Eve. Our little party at her place was just wrapping up, after we had covered the floor and tables with crumpled wrapping paper and emptied egg nog cartons. Molly and Lauren had already stumbled off to bed – the same bed mind you – and it was just Katie and I laughing and cuddling on the floor next to the couch.
"Hey, you've still got a present for me." Katie said. She laid against my chest with all the little toys I gave her, both the cute and the naughty, strewn out in front of her.
"Erm, I do?" I peeked over her shoulder at her multi-colored and partially vibrating pile of goodies, "No no, I think you got everything... Unless your roommates took one." I could hear them already going at it in their room. No modesty at all, really.
Katie giggled and wrapped my arms around her like a blanket, "Mm-mm, you do. I'm sure you have another present to give me... But first," she slipped my hands down her blouse. She wasn't wearing a bra. "You've got to unwrap one more little present of mine." God damn, Katie knew how to press my buttons. It was lucky I didn't launch her off my lap with how fast I got hard. She snuggled against my growing member as I fondled her modest, firm tits.
"So, should I unwrap you here or wait till Santa comes later?" Thoughts of how strangely hot my Katie's tits were tonight danced through my head, and I'm sure she could tell by the way my cock gouged along her spine and I was already eager for her present.
"Nuh-uh! You're being too naughty for Santa to come tonight!" Katie pulled my hands out of her shirt and defended them from my sneaky fingers. After her modesty was sufficiently upheld, she tilted her head back and gave me her sly wide-eyed smile upside-down, "But Mrs. Clause will be coming for a naughty boy with something nice to unwrap in my bedroom real soon." She stood up and stretched, offering up a great view as she wiggled about and made those adorable "nughh" sounds.
"Ohhh, I see... I can't let Miss Clause go without a chimney to slide down tonight, can I?" I knew mine was more than ready for it, especially with Katie's ass shaking right in front of me clad in my boxers from last night.
"Nope. She's very eager to get her stockings filled tonight," Katie said as she danced towards the bathroom. With a giggle and one last look back, she disappeared behind the door.
I chuckled and found my feet again. I'm not quite sure how I managed to carry all those toys back into her room or do so with such a raging boner as I had right then, but I made it and plopped down onto the bed. Everything was so cute and innocent in there, belying how she really was in rooms with queen-sized beds available. Or just enough floor space honestly... I dug into my pocket and found a condom. Just one tonight, so I knew I had to make it count. The rest of my clothes found their way to the floor, and I lounged back while I listened for Katie's return over the moaning and giggling coming from her roommates through the thin wall.
The bathroom door creaked open, the light clicked off, and I heard the distinct tapping of high-heeled boots stepping down the hall. I swear my heart stopped for a good three seconds when the bedroom door opened. Standing in the doorway was my Katie, fully dressed up in the sexiest Santa outfit I'd ever seen. Dark black boots that hugged close to her skin rose up to just under her knees, her bare thighs only barely hidden by the short red velvet skirt with white fur trim hanging around her hips. Still it proved too short to conceal the black and red lacy panties just under it. The top didn't even come close to covering her streamlined midsection and came just halfway down her chest – the bright red corset zig-zagged with white lace strings pushed out her bare cleavage over matching white fur. She cocked out her hip and sucked lazily on a candycane, those bright eyes of hers wandering over my now steely dick.
"How's this? Do you like your naughty Christmas slut tonight?" Katie purred, tracing her lips with the candy cane. I was speechless for once – well, she'd been able to do it to me before, but this time really tied down my tongue.
"Mmmm, looks like I'm not the only naughty one here, huh?" Criss-crossing her steps, Katie sauntered onto the edge of the bed and crawled up like a cat. She'd watched too many strip dance movies with me – or maybe just enough. "Ohhh yeah, you're definitely on my naughty list with this big bare cock..." She grasped it and ran her lithe fingers down my length. I groaned and nearly forgot everything, but then from the back of my mind I remembered: Katie definitely wasn't one to remember condoms.
"Here," I managed, holding up the tinfoil wrapper. She lifted her eyes towards it, and scowled. "Heh heh, don't worry Mrs. Clause – Your present just needs to be wrapped up, remember?" Katie blinked at me, and then a wicked grin spread across her face, the same one I got so used to when an especially naughty idea came to her.
"Ooooh, that's right! Silly you, forgetting to wrap up your package for me. Well, lucky for you, Mrs. Clause is eager to help you out." She stretched forward, rubbing her bare belly up along my chest and planted a kiss on my lips before snatching up the condom in her teeth. I could have easily lost it right there, but I held back knowing how much better this show was going to get. Good thing I didn't cum either I thought – she was grinding her pussy hard against my cock with those thin silky panties as she toyed with the condom. Painting those black panties white then would get me in the fatherly way for sure.
The extra-thin condom stuck precariously on her pouting lips, held there by my girlfriend's wide grinning teeth. Sliding further down after her pussy left an extra warm and slimy trail along my shaft, she dipped down and expertly took my member into her mouth. I could feel her working her tongue and teeth, inch by inch unrolling the condom down my pulsing dick. Definitely just enough stripper movies. I would have been afraid of her tearing the condom by the way she drug her teeth along it if it wasn't such a hot sight and sensation.
"Mmmmm," Katie moaned around my cock, taking me all the way to the base. Her tongue ran all over my cock – dully I felt her warm saliva absolutely coating my length through the latex. For the brief moment I regretted having to use a condom, especially with my girlfriend staring up at me with a dreamy look and my shaft halfway down her throat. Maybe I could, just this once... No I thought, I can't risk it, not even this time. Something in the back of my mind told me now more than ever I had to be careful about knocking up my crazy hot girlfriend.
With a loud sucking pop she came up off my cock, now perfectly wrapped up in the bright condom. "There," Katie sighed, admiring her mouthwork, "All wrapped up, just like a perfect present should be."
"God Katie..." I groaned. Half of me wanted to close my eyes and enjoy how my girlfriend was rubbing her wet pussy along my thigh, but the other half couldn't stand to not look at my 'naughty Christmas slut'. As I looked up at her, she stopped staring at my cock to meet my eyes. And that look – I don't know why I did, since I didn't know what she intended then, but just looking into my girlfriend's wild eyes then, I shuddered.
The roommates were really going at it. Their bed thumped against the wall – they definitely stole at least one of Katie's toys. Katie turned to look, and for a few moments we listened to their muffled wails and dirty words as they gave each other a good fucking. It would have been funny if it wasn't turning us on even more.
"They're really going at it aren't they?" I said.
"Yeah... They really are going nuts," Katie turned back to me with that same wild-eyed look on her face, "Don't you want to be like that?"
"I'd be lying hard if I said no to that."
"You're already hard - and lying, naughty boy." She traced her fingers down my chest as her wet pussy drenched my leg.
"True enough. Now how about I unwrap my present first-" I lifted her skirt, but in a flash she flew back, coming down again to rub her cheek along my twitching member.
"Nu-uh, naughty boys have to wait until good girls go first," Katie said.
"Um, but I'm already totally unwrapped..." The room started to feel really close, and Katie's steady unblinking stare didn't help.
"Not quite." Katie said, and licked the condom from base to tip. She was smirking – I caught her drift.
"Katie, we can't do that!"
"I'm not Katie, I'm Mrs. Clause. And Ialwaysunwrap my presents." She kept her eyes on mine as she closed her teeth around the latex tip.
"Katie! Seriously, we can't fuck without that-" Her eyes flashed, and with clenched teeth she yanked back. The ultra-thin latex didn't stand a chance. It split open along its whole length like tissue paper, down to the very base. Katie gasped and jumped back.
"Oh my! It's exactly what I wanted this year! Bare boyfriend cock..." Before I could even process what just happened she had stripped the remnants of the condom from my turgid member and threw them aside. There was no way it would have caught anything but air at that point, and especially not my sperm.
"Fuck Katie, now we have to find another one."
"Oh no no no, I love this one right here," She said, kissing my cock all over. "I can't imagine having another one replace it." She started going down on me, muddling my thoughts as I fought to keep my focus.
"No, a condom! We can't have sex unprotected. You're... you're not on the pill Katie..."
"Mmmm," Her slurping and sucking filled my ears and crept into my mind, "Isn't that exciting?"
"N-no! I can't...ugh, I can't risk that.Youcan't risk that Katie!"
"Maybe Katie can't, but Mrs. Clause can..." She let go of my cock after she'd thoroughly coated it in saliva. Licking her lips she threw her wet panties onto my chest and crawled up into position.
"Katie! We're not roleplaying anymore – this is serious!"
"Who said we were roleplaying?" Katie's wide eyes burned bright, just as they had done before to freeze the blood in my veins. She was serious I realized, and she was having one of her moments where reason wouldn't reach her. "Ooooh, now Mister Naughty Boy," She lowered herself till her dripping pussy lips caught the tip of my member, "Mrs. Clause is going to get her stocking filled with your presents tonight!"



"Wait! Don't Kat-!" My hands couldn't move fast enough. Before I could stop her, she thrust down and took me in to the hilt. For the first time in my life I was inside a woman totally bare. And I liked it.
"Mmmm!" Katie groaned through her teeth above me, "God, you're definitely going up on the naughty list now..." Without hesitation she pumped her hips steady but hard, taking care to spread her hot juices all over me. My hands found her hips, but I couldn't bring myself to pry her off. I could have if I wanted to, but I didn't. I didn't want her to stop her hot grinding dance, despite the icy fear flooding through me.
"I'll – I'll pull out..." I mumbled and arched back some as her velvet folds clenched around me. I was already so damn close, but my resolve had weakened. Ihadto fuck her, bare or not! Katie meanwhile kept up her pace, posting up and down while toying with her tight corset. Lace by lace, she untied it as her hair fell messily over one eye.
"Mmm-mmm-mmm," she shook her head, "Mrs. Clause wants her present nice and deep inside her," She shivered and thrust down particularly hard, "Ohhh!I want your cum inside me. I want your –your¬...!" But she couldn't finish. Her nails dug into my chest as she came, fighting for enough breath to scream out her pleasure at the same time. I wasn't easy on her either – I felt like I could crush her from how hard I gripped her hips then, trying to hold back from filling her up as her hot tight hole milked my cock like a gulping vice. I wouldn't have been able to pull her off if I wanted to then, or even pull out.
She started to come down, thankfully right before I had lost my own battle. My balls surged for release and my shaft jerked and pulsed hard inside my girlfriend's bare cunt. Just a little more and I would have given in, I knew it. But Katie collapsed on my chest, panting hard, with her corset just barely clinging onto her sweaty chest. Slowly, carefully, after I got a nice feel of Katie's tight ass under her skirt of course, I tried to roll her over...
But no! Katie snapped back to attention in an instant. In a flash she had my wrists above my head and was grinning ear to ear right over me. "Ooh ho ho! Trying to take advantage of Mrs. Clause huh? You're going to have to give me a nicer present than that if you want to be the top of the naughty list!"
"Katie, I nearly came in you-" I couldn't even finish without her pussy quivering on my cock and her eyes fluttering towards the ceiling, "Katie! I have to pull out. I'm not going to be able to last without cumming in you."
"Yesss!Cum in me!" Katie threw her hair back wildly and started fucking me, leaning in close as she half growled and half moaned, "Cum inside me. Fill me with your naughty sperm. Plant your present deep inside me, right here in my tummy!" She made sure to slide her taut belly against me then, the belly she wanted so desperately to be filled with my cum. My fertile cum.
"You'll get pregnant!" I cried. I felt my cum boiling. The edge approached fast.
"Pregnant! Oh fuck yes,pregnant!Knock me up naughty boy – give me your baby!" My blood froze in my veins. Katie wanted to get pregnant. She wanted me to knock her up. She wasn't going to let me pull out. She hadn't stopped posting on me – rather her hips didn't stop, rutting like a madwoman, trying to break me, trying to make me unleash everything where it counts. I shook – with anger, with fear, with... arousal? My hands seized her hips and still I couldn't stop them – no, my hands were pumping her all the harder! I forced her hips to slam against mine as her crazed eyes stared and her body raved against and above mine. I couldn't hold on. I couldn't and still I...
"Ahhh!Take me! Make me take your sperm!!" Katie wailed when I pinned her hips against mine and forced my erupting cock as deep as I could into her bare cunt. By god, when Katie felt it, my hot load shooting off inside her, she looked like she was shot – eyes petrified and staring wide, mouth gaping in a silent scream, and her whole body convulsing against mine as her burning pussy milked my spurting shaft with an inescapable intension: to breed.
I must have passed out. I remember my voice roaring over her feminine gasps. The hot friction of her hips jerking against mine. Her pussy gushing its silky slime all over my cock. And I remember cumming so hard that my vision dissolved into darkness. My cock was still twitching inside my girlfriend when I came to. Katie was quivering too – moaning and quivering, her little aftershocks still suckling along my bare length. I'd cum inside her, deep. She wouldn't let me pull out.
And I was holding her there. My palms pressed on her ass, my fingers dug deep into her firm globes. Every time her hips moved I could feel my muscles tense – I drew her back totally onto my cock. And I could feel it inside her. My load, getting churned and mixed by her little movements and steady suckling. My hot, bare load. Inside her. Inside Katie's hot bare pussy.
"Ooooh, naughty... naughty boy..." Katie mewled, then giggled as she thrust a few times, "Mrs. Clause loves your little presents... Mmmm, I'll love watching them grow in my tummy even more..." She got up to just straddling my hips, drenched in our mingled sweat and breathing deep and quick, and looked down between her spread legs at the mess between us. Her inner thighs shimmered with our combined juices, with far more of mine streaming down the length of my dick. Katie gave me that mad grin again and licked her lips, "Oh yes, you're going right up on Mommy's naughty list!"
What did I feel then? I can't really explain it. I don't think I've ever been so scared or angry in my entire life as I was there, with my crazy girlfriend filled up with my spunk, contently wiggling her ass and sighing while she could be getting knocked up right then. Still part of me loved the feeling, having my girlfriend lean down to sigh and whisper like that in my ear, petting down my body, feeling her hot pussy drool all over my naked cock. And though I couldn't explain it, the thought of having possibly just planted a baby inside my Katie's beautiful belly... Something snapped.
"Get off me."
"What?" Katie asked.
"Get off me!" My voice was hardly my own. Katie even looked a little shaken. But meekly she complied, slowly lifting off my cock with another shiver and a moan.
"But-"
"I saidOFF!"Katie did as I asked, and sat like a scolded child at the foot of the bed. I sat up and leered over her. My blood pounded in my ears. My whole body shook and burned with rage. Katie looked so small the way she looked up at me, her messy hair and big eyes making her look so innocent while her well-fucked pussy oozed over with my sperm.
"W-what's wrong?" she said in a small voice, "I thought you'd like your present. I know I love yours... Are... are you mad?" She touched herself just below her belly button, maybe unconsciously, maybe not. But I saw it and it only enflamed me more.
"Am I mad? That you made me cum inside you? That I could have just knocked you up? Do you think I ammad!?"I yelled. I noticed the noises on the other side of the wall had stopped, but I didn't care. I'd be damned if I didn't give her roommates something to listen to. Katie blinked with a little innocent frown – she really was innocent after all, in her crazy way. And I was about to join her.
"Turn around."
"Honey?"
"Turn around and get on your hands and knees, Katie!"
It took a moment for Katie to respond. But when she realized what I wanted, what I demanded, her eyes lit up. She was about to speak but I cut her off again.
"Hey! Mrs. Clause has been aVERYnaughty girl tonight, and she needs a good fucking to set her straight! Now on your knees and show me that ass!" Katie did as she was told and eagerly raised her rump high for me, shaking her perfect rear like a real slut.
"Oh please Mister, you just gave me one present. I think my stockings are totally stuffed..." Katie whined, and she was probably right – my creamy spunk made her pussy lips and thighs a glazed mess, and still more rushed out of her and down her quaking thighs.
"A good Christmas slut doesn't say no," I slapped my palms down hard onto her rump. She squealed and pushed back towards my raging cock. "And you've been a terribly slutty girl tonight, Mrs. Clause."
"Oh, oh," Katie moaned when I drug my cockhead along her creamy slit, "Give me more presents, Mister! My little egg wants your presents all over it..." She shuddered under my hands, just as she did watching that documentary. For some reason all of it - her shivering, the way she said that, even what she had said about her egg – it turned me on.
"You want my presents, slut? I'll give you something to unwrap in a few months," I lined up with her sopping hole and started pushing in. I growled over her mewling cries, "Yeah Mrs. Clause, you're going to be such a naughty slut, going back to Santa with my baby stretching your little belly!"
"Ohfuck me!"I swear Katie came before I even got totally inside her! But I didn't waste time. I pounded her poor little snatch from behind and pushed her face down into the pillows. Muffling her yelps just inspired me to fuck her harder, especially when I heard snatches of her hardly lucid wails for me to make her a Mommy right then and there. My anger mixed so far with my lust I couldn't tell if I was mad anymore. All I knew was I loved fucking my spunk out of her tight cunt.
"You want a baby, Mrs. Clause?" I pulled her up by her hair, forced her back to arch. Her eyes were rolling back in her head as she howled.
"Yessss!"
"Say it!"
"Mister-!" She yelped as I tore the last strands of her corset away and exposed her sensitive tits to the cool air, "M-Mister, give me your baby. Make me your pregnant holiday whore. Knock up my naughty pussy! Make me a –AHH YES!"I grabbed her bare tits and squeezed them hard, pinching her tiny nipples with a twist, just as she couldn't resist. Her arms gave out almost instantly and I pounded her shaking ass down into the bed. Laying prone with her ass tilted up just enough, she came screaming for my babies and made a mess of her bed with her orgasm gushing around my cock.
"Cum! Cum like a good Christmas slut!" Her skirt was thrown up over her hips and her bare ass was red from my relentless thrusts and spanking. I couldn't stop, even as I felt my balls tightening again. I wasn't going to. "Want me to fuck you till your belly swells, slut?"
"OH!Make my tummy swell!" Katie was jerking underneath me. Her orgasms hadn't stopped since I'd begun talking so dirty. I yanked her up and back, my hand around her throat and my cock driving her into submission.
"You're going to look like a real slut in your cheerleading outfit with a baby in your belly," I ran my fingers over her stomach. Her cheerleading kept it always so firm and streamlined, but if I came inside her she'd have to watch her belly grow just a tiny bit rounder every day. "It'll be obvious to everyone what you did when my present is busy kicking inside you."
"Oh God!"Katie tried to push back on me, to fuck back against the man threatening to knock her up, but she only managed to squirm and cum again, "Show them what a slutty cheerleader I am. I'll make all of themsojealous with your baby inside me!Aaahhh!"I threw her back down onto the bed and continued ramming into her, harder now that my whole body screamed for release.
"I'm going to cum again." I fought to say through my teeth, "Going to plant another present deep inside you..."
"Please!"She wailed, "Please plant your presents deep inside me. Give me your baby!"
I grabbed her hips and felt myself going over the edge. "Oh fuck – Take it Katie! I'll fucking knock you up!"
"I'm your Christmas slut! Knock me up!Make me a mommy! BREED ME!!"
There was no way her roommates weren't listening to me breed Katie by then. The whole neighborhood must have heard her screams and my roaring as I shot my second load into her that night. I had thought the first orgasm was the best I'd ever felt, but the second topped it easily, feeling Katie's whole body writhing beneath me as I inseminated her deep, every pulse flooding her tight channel with a fresh load of sperm that bathed her cervix with my virile spunk.
We were kissing feverously by the end, our sweat mingling between us and hands petting everywhere over each other while I pumped my girlfriend full of my dangerous load. I don't even remember getting soft that night, or pulling out even when we were in each other's arms, making out and fucking until we both passed out when the sun was coming up.
For the rest of the weekend Katie and I went at it nearly nonstop. In bed, in the shower, on the kitchen table, on the couch next to the kitchen table after her roommates wanted to eat breakfast... You get the picture. And not a single time was there anything between us save for slick skin and frothing cum. I knew I could never go back to condoms after that, and Katie couldn't be happier that I'd finally become a little more insane myself.
The inevitable happened of course. Katie was pregnant – in her head. By Sunday she was convinced she was lactating, and rushed over to me every few minutes or so and lifted up her shirt to show me how her baby bump was already showing. A few days later she'd managed to get a bunch of pregnancy tests and draw "+" onto the results to show me I'd knocked her up – every time right after sex. And honestly, it was starting to grow on me. At the very least it made me horny as hell, so I convinced her I had to make sure her belly grew nicely round with my babies by keeping her full of spunk from then on. She couldn't have agreed more, and every time she'd beg me to knock her up with another baby before she'd even had the first.
So here we are, a few months after that fateful Christmas. Katie is still cheerleading as usual, and her peppiness is not a bit slower or less ferocious in bed. My studies have been going well and stress-free, maybe from me dumping all of it deep inside my hot girlfriend's snatch nearly every night.
Katie is still on impregnation and pregnancy of course, and has already added bondage to the mix – that was an interesting day when I found my sweet Katie with a riding crop and a stern look telling me, "Mistress want her slave's baby.Now."She didn't quite get that she was supposed to be the dominant one though, since by the end she was telling me she'd be a good little cumdump slave for her Master. She's been getting better at it though.
Yet I couldn't help but notice, when I watch her prance about with the rest of the cheerleaders onto the field with her midriff all bare, or when she lays on me while we watch a movie with her t-shirt riding up just so, that her pretty little belly is perhaps, maybe, just a little rounder than a few months ago. I do know that she's definitely been getting firmer where my hand has grazed...
Katie hasn't noticed yet, but it could just be my imagination. After all, living with a girlfriend as insane as Katie, I could be just a little crazy myself, right?
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The Morning After
"Hi Sandy..." Ashley breathed hoarsely into her phone.
"Ashley! What took you so long? You sound like you've been running for hours. What happened?"
"Well..." Ashley had passed out sometime between the third and fourth time Derren took her that night. Only when she awoke did she remember to call Sandy about the pregnancy test. The still-gasping girl gathered up her scattered pillows and propped herself up. Cradling the phone with her shoulder, she half-covered herself with her strung-out sheets before responding, "Derren came over."
"Ooooo," Sandy cooed, "So he really did know where you lived, huh? Good thing your parents and sister weren't home. He fucked you, didn't he?"
"Yes," Ashley fell back into her pillows. His cum marked her cold-hardened nipples as more dried on her belly where his thick dick had slapped against her taut belly. But far more cum oozed out between her legs - potent African spunk that stained her innocent bedsheets. Ashley rubbed her thighs together to slide it around her pussy lips. "God yes..."
Sandy laughed in the moaning girl's ear, "God Ashley! Did he use a condom this time at least?"
"Nooo," her eyes didn't open. She could still see his dark cock spurting all over her belly, and quivered when she remembered how hotly it shot inside her.
"That's going to get you in trouble, Ashley. Keep that up and you'll be pushing a stroller soon..." That paralyzing jolt flashed through Ashley again -- less strongly than the first time, but enough to snap the girl out of daydreaming.
"Sandy, I'm... I'm already in trouble."
"What? What do you mean?"
"It... I'm... I'm pregnant, Sandy." A cold grip seized her insides, but another feeling simmered faintly deep down in her belly. Remnants of Derren's visit last night. The phone went quiet, just some shuffling sounds in the background, before Sandy replied.
"Hey, Ashley... It's going to be okay..."
"How? How can it be okay!?" The room lurched as Ashley began to truly think about her predicament since getting the results, "I never wanted to have sex before I got married, and now I'm pregnant from a guy I hardly even know! My parents think I'm a virgin. My sister looks up to me. What am I supposed to tell them when they start to see? That I got pregnant by a stranger at a party? Oh god, and what will they think when they find out it's Derren's baby!" Her family's horrified faces flashed before her eyes. A baby out of marriage was bad enough, but she was a good girl. And good girls didn't have black babies.
"Ashley -- Ashley calm down," Sandy cut through Ashley's terrified imagination, stopping her from passing out again, "Your Mom and Dad won't have to know about it, and neither does Dawn."
"H-how?" Ashley croaked. Her shaking fingers touched at her belly. Hardly round, but definitely getting there. A tight knot, planted there by Derren hardly two months ago. It wouldn't be long it would bulge her tight shirts. Ashley wasn't able to lie to her family like Sandy could.
"That black guy must have really fucked you hard to make you forget about college already."
"College? I can't go to college like this. Not with... this..." Ashley stared at her obvious tummy. How she could have not noticed her pregnancy by this point...
"Oh yes you can..." Ashley heard Sandy's smile, "In fact, it'll be the way you'll spare dear Mommy and Daddy, and still be the good Big Sis to Dawn."
Sandy told her plan, and after a few minutes Ashley understood. They'd planned on heading to college together after the summer, but Sandy could bump the date up to just after graduation -- right before they wouldn't be able to hide themselves anymore. If all went well, her family would never even know she had a baby, let alone one a black one. Ashley's room stopped spinning and she could breathe a little easier -- still gasping, but it was a start. After an hour of planning, Ashley sank down into her pillows again.
"Sandy, you've saved me," Ashley said over Sandy's phone speaker, "I don't know what I'd do without you."
"Ohhhh, don't mention it..." Sandy replied. Her fingers dripped with cum. She had been fingering herself ever since Ashley confessed what Sandy had hoped she'd say. Pregnant. Just like her -- the naughty girl. And Sandy made her like that. "We'll get through this..." Sandy tried to sound concerned, sincere even, as she bit her lip and rubbed her humming clit harder. She had work to do. Dark work. And the thought of her best friend as a slut for black men...
"After all," Sandy moaned, "That's what friends are for, right?"
The Secret Plan
When her parents came home a few days later, Ashley told them she wanted to move out to college with Sandy just after graduation. Her parents had always let Ashley have that freedom to choose her own way, and despite her mother's shimmering eyes and her dad's furrowed brow, they agreed to let their eldest daughter go. Somehow Ashley kept her composure, even feigned excitement by eagerly hugging them and prancing away. But the long shower afterwards could only wash away her tears, not her guilt.
"It wasn't a lie..." Ashley sniffed as the hot spray rained down her back, "I want to go... Don't I? No... not like this..." She bowed her head, letting her long dirty-blond hair drape down to hide her face from the steam. Tentatively she touched her belly, wishing to discover it was all a bad dream, that she still was her parent's innocent daughter.
But her firming belly bump revealed otherwise. Its slight curve was hardly noticeable thanks to her track training regimen that kept her fit and toned, but it had only been a handful of weeks. She already felt relief when she slipped off her too-tight shirt and noticed the pulsing water trickling slower over her growing midsection. The nausea gripped her and forced her to the bathroom when she awoke that morning. Morning sickness, something her mother struggled with when she got pregnant with her. Now Ashley had it too, not because of marriage or love, but because she went bareback at a party with a stranger. A black stranger.
The warm water beat down between her shoulder blades as she slumped against the shower wall. It felt like a betrayal -- not just her keeping it from her family, but also that the baby was... Derren's. Ashley shivered. That same twinge of excitement and ember of lust that roared last night still cut through the anxiety and guilt like a hot knife. Like when he strolled into her house and straight into her bedroom; when his powerful black hands held her down while her whole body bucked against him; The dull impact as he bottomed out inside her and how tightly her pussy clung to his black shaft; And when he took her from behind and held her little bump, grunting in her ear...
"F-fuck!" She cried and bent double as she came. Ashley realized she had been touching herself as last night played out in her mind. She slid her fingers out-- sticky, covered in slime. "Still in me," Ashley moaned and peered at Derren's thick, clinging cum.
"His cum... his baby... still inside me..." Despite having falling so far from grace in her eyes, she brought each and every cum-slick finger to her lips and sucked them clean...
Graduation came just two weeks after that. For once in her life, Ashley gladly wore a gown. The loose fabric hid all as she stepped on stage, and did more than enough to hide her developing womb. What was hardly the size of a tennis ball now rivaled a large orange, and her black fruit had hardly begun growing. Though her t-shirts no longer reached the hem of her tightening pants, the draping gown hid that from her beaming parents and the flashing cameras. Ashley smiled as she glided across the stage, hunching just so and accepting her diploma in a trembling hand.
Sandy didn't try to hide herself at all. She knew her sterling reputation made that little bulge in the silky fabric just the trick of a misfitted gown. No way this scholastic star would actually be slutty enough to get knocked up, even when that wide-grinning girl took her diploma with one hand stroking her tummy.
Ashley watched her friend. The way Sandy seemed not to care and even flaunt her pregnancy stuck fast in Ashley's mind. Like envy almost. Back at home, the blond stared blankly at her half-filled suitcase.
"Hey, almost done packing sweetie?" Ashley's mother peaked around the doorframe. Ashley jumped and looked over her shoulder, instinctively keeping her back facing her mom.
"Yeah, almost done Mom," Ashley replied.
"Honey, have you been alright lately?" Ashley's spine froze as her mother gingerly stepped into her room, "You're father and I have been noticing that you've been a little... quiet lately."
"Huh? Oh, sorry Mom. I, uh... I've just been busy with college plans, that's all."
"Are you sure? It doesn't seem like school has been on your mind. You've never worried this much about school before." Ashley stiffly folded her thin shirts. Her mother was terribly perceptive, and Ashley wasn't a good liar.
"Mom, I'm okay. It's just..." Ashley stopped. She dropped the shirt into the suitcase and touched her sweatshirt. "I'd just have to do this," she thought, seeing herself turning and lifting her shirt just over her tummy. "That's all it would take, and Mom would know..."
Half her body started to twist, the other held fast. She'd never hidden something so important like this before, and she'd always been able to talk to her Mom about her boyfriends, even what they did in their cars. In her late thirties, Lynn Anders was old enough to know all the tricks, and young enough to enjoy them all. "Should I tell her...?"
"What is it honey?" Lynn walked to her daughter's side. Her normally bright eyes searched for her daughter's. Slowly Ashley turned to her mother, her fingers firmly clenching her shirt.
"Mom, I'm..."
Ashley's phone rang twice. She grabbed it in a flash -- a text from Sandy.
"Ashley?"
"Um, sorry, hold on a second Mom..." Ashley read the text away from her mother's eyes:

All packed up naughty girl. Just one more day
and you'll be home free.

"What was it?" Ashley's mother asked.
"N-nothing..." Ashley's grip on her shirt melted away.
"Anyway, what were you about to tell me?"
"What? Oh, um, I was going to say I was ... nervous about moving away."
"Oh honey, you don't have to move away so quickly then! Remember you could stay for the summer like we originally planned. Then your dad and I could help you move in." Lynn gently wrapped her arm around her daughter's shoulders. Ashley stared at her pillows.
"But I have to go Mom," she said, "Sandy and I wanted to go early so we... so we could get used to being away from home before school started." Ashley's conscience twinged.
"I guess that makes sense... So that's been stressing you out this much?"
"Yeah, partly," The first honest thing she'd told her mom yet.
"I see... Is the other 'part' something you can't tell your father?"
"Ah... um..." Ashley twisted her bedsheets, "It... yes. Dad can't know."
"Alright, I understand," Lynn stepped back and Ashley turned. The girl wished she really did understand. Lynn continued, "How about I come visit you sometime when your father is out on business. Then we can talk about it, okay?" That loving look in her eyes... Ashley couldn't let her mom down, even if it meant ruining Sandy's plan.
"O-Okay Mom... That sounds good."
"Great!" Lynn clapped her hands and beamed like she usually did, "Cheer up in the meantime, alright? I'm sure everything will go just fine once you get there, honey. By the time I get there you'll probably be partying already!"
"Yeah... thanks Mom," Ashley managed to smile, knowing her problem would only have grown by then. Ashley's mother gave her a hug and left with a little skip, leaving Ashley in her room to finish packing. Despite the days ahead, her mother's cheeriness encouraged Ashley a bit. If anyone could understand and support her, it would be her mother. Ashley smiled and lifted another shirt into her suitcase when her mom peeked in one last time.
"Oh, be sure to give me a pleasant surprise when I get there too, Ashley!"
"Don't worry Mom," Ashley admitted, "I'll remember to show you one."
College Temptations
"Ahhh, road trip!" Sandy squealed as Ashley threw her things into the back of Sandy's new red convertible. The brunette skipped over to her door and vaulted in before Ashley, landing on the soft leather seats.
"You better be more careful about that Sandy," Ashley said, closing her door.
"I'll still be able to jump around for awhile. This isn't stopping me yet," she patted her belly with a cattish grin.
"I was thinking more about the shirt you're wearing..." Sandy's spaghetti-strap tank top and pair of jean short-shorts showed off her bump as a small peak beneath the turquoise cloth. "Good thing your parents didn't see..."
"Oh, they weren't even around past Graduation," Sandy stretched back and groaned, "Ahhh! Last time they saw their virginal daughter was at breakfast before their business trip. My hoodie wasn't showing them anything, but now I don't have to hide it anymore!"
"Still doesn't mean you should be showing off," Ashley glanced at her friend's midsection. It looked like she'd swallowed a small melon.
"You worry too much Ashley," Sandy said, tossing her hair into the wind, "You do know where we are going, right?"
"I thought we were living in the dorms, like you said to your parents."
"Pfft, the dorms. Like they expect us to pay thousands of dollars to live like sardines. We're not staying in the dorms."
"But I told my parents we were-"
"Hey! Don't worry Ashley! Jeez, your parents don't have to know everything we've been up to, right...?" Sandy shot her friend a sly look. Ashley kept her eyes on the road, but she could easily see Sandy smirking in the corner of her eyes. "Yep, that's what I thought. Besides, we're going somewhere nice, and if they ever did find out they'd get a kick out of it too."
"But isn't it a rule for freshmen to stay in the dorms?"
"Rules are made to be broken. Boundaries to be crossed... sometimes mixed..."
"Yeah yeah, I get it Sandy..." Ashley smoothed her shirt, "But seriously, they don't allow freshmen to be off-campus. What's your plan?"
"Ehh, that's a surprise, Ashley," Sandy laughed but quickly added, "But I'm telling you Ashley, this place will drive you wild!" Ashley was skeptical, until they arrived a few hours later at the lakeside where she got to see their new college home.
"Oh my god Sandy!" Ashley said, stepping out of the car and gawking at the place, "This place is gorgeous!"
"See? Knew you'd like it," Sandy hopped out and stood next to her awestruck friend. "Turns out my cousin's parents had this as a summer house and no one was going to be here for half a year, so..."
"They are letting you live here?" Ashley asked. The 'house' was more like a small mansion built on the lakeside, bigger than Ashley's own home.
"Let's say my cousin is very convincing," Sandy said, "Oh yeah, and we have to have the place 'immaculate and pristine upon her return'," Sandy struck a straight-backed pose, "Which means we'll have some serious spring cleaning to do from all the parties we're going to have."
Ashley nodded, half-listening while the rest of her attention roved over the summer house. A huge stone and wood cabin, it stood over the lakeside flanked by large pines from the nearby woods. A wide wooden staircase led up to the front porch half a story up. It reminded Ashley of the party-house months ago as she ascended.
"It's a little out of the way of the campus, but we'll be fine." Sandy said behind Ashley, who craned her head back to see the wooden beams tenting over her.
"We're almost in the woods, Sandy..." Ashley scanned her eyes over fur carpets, rustic furniture, a stone fireplace, and the modern amenities that only added to the rich-lodge decor. Through the large bay windows the huge back patio overlooked a small lakeside dock. "God, this place is amazing, Sandy."
"Oh yeah, my cousin's family is loaded," Sandy said. She dropped her purse on the granite countertop and headed for the stairs as routinely as checking into a hotel. "Our bedrooms are upstairs. I'm taking the end room, so you've got your pick from the four others -- they're all about the same size."
"Five bedrooms?" Ashley shrugged. Of course the place would have five bedrooms -- why wouldn't it? The place must have cost a fortune and still even had that fresh-wood scent. The porch's log railing shone in the late afternoon light, and outdoor lamps in iron castings blended in with the log timber walls. The stairs led to a small pathway ending at the empty dock, with small paths branching off into the woods along the pebbly lakeshore. The building was large enough for a whole sorority, but Sandy walked in like she owned the place. Or soon would.
"Ashley!" Sandy's voice called down above her. Looking up, Ashley saw her friend leaning out the end-room window overlooking the whole porch and lakeside.
"Yes? May I help you up there?"
"Yeah you can," Sandy leaned out further. Her shirt was gone. "Get your stuff inside and get dressed. We're having company over."
"W-what? Company? We are allowed to be here, right Sandy?" Ashley could hear police sirens and angry millionaires calling for their heads and wallets.
"Not that kind of company!" Sandy disappeared before leaning out again. Now her bra disappeared, but the perky girl continued, "We're having a Welcoming Party, and you're the guest of honor."
"Party? When did you plan a party? Who's coming -- we don't know anyone here, Sandy!"
"Come on Ashley, I plan everything. And having parties lets you get to know people," Sandy bent down and added her pants and panties to the floor, "And I'm sure you're really going to like some of them..." Sandy's eyes twinkled as she leaned on her crossed arms.
"You... you invited..." Ashley's heart leapt just like it had at the first party, like when he showed up at her door. Did Sandy really...?
"That black guy who got you in trouble? Of course not. He doesn't even know you've left for college, remember?" Ashley jerked out of her reverie, the kind she often slipped into thinking about Derren. After that night at her house she hadn't heard from him at all. Not like she expected him there when she woke up, but a part of her felt... something about him. Sandy's reminder sank heavily into Ashley chest.
"Yeah... I remember... But then who'd you invite?"
"You'll see. Or maybe you won't if you don't get up here and get dressed!" Sandy threw what she chose for Ashley, and the thin fabric fluttered down and landed at Ashley's feet. "Come on!" she grinned, "Give the boys something to stare at!"
Ashley picked up the tiny bikini, thinking of what Derren would say if he saw her in it. The blond smiled and made her way upstairs.
***
"Nope, I'm not wearing this."
"Not this again, Ashley!" Sandy huffed, stealing away the sweaters Ashley kept grabbing, "Don't you remember how good it felt at the party when you cut loose and showed some skin?"
"Yeah, but back then I didn't have this," Ashley smoothed her hand over her exposed belly, "Everyone would know I was knocked up with just this on." She looked down at herself. Inwardly she thought it really was sexy - Even more so, she dared to think, with her little bump showing...
"But anyway," Ashley resumed, "I have to wear something over it." She stole away a long pink sweater before Sandy could grab it and slipped it on, hiding her belly and all.



"Come on, I'm going to be wearing the same, and look at this!" Sandy turned and ran her hands over her generous lump. Ashley knew she wasn't much further along than her, but her belly so much rounder than hers. "The boys will fall over themselves for our cute bellies."
"I don't want boys falling over me."
"Oh, that's right, my mistake -- you're only into black boys now. I see..." Sandy hummed innocently, letting Ashley scowl at the jab.
"That's not true. I like cute boys, and hot guys, and..."
"If they're black you mean. Give me an example otherwise." Ashley stood, trying to find one. Her list was long before, but in the last few months they all had disappeared. All that was left was...
"Well... Derren is really hot..."
"He's also very black, Ashley."
"Doesn't mean he can't be a hot guy though!" Ashley retorted. "Why am I trying so hard?" she began to think.
"Yeah, but he's hot to you because he's black. African. Negro... Face it Ashley, you've got the hots for dark-skinned guys. Just say it." Sandy turned her hawkish eyes on Ashley, "Say it."
"I... Okay, I... I like Derren because-"
"No no no! It's not just Derren!" Sandy sweeped her arms out, "All black guys the past few months have caught your eye. I've noticed alright! I saw your face when that one slapped your ass in the mall. Remember?"
Ashley did. That grinning bastard landed his palm so hard on her rump that it stung the rest of the day. "That fucker," Ashley thought. But even then that cocky strut amongst his friends made her stomach twinge and her sex warm. Especially when she felt his dark hand on her white ass, like he owned it...
"Well?" Sandy said.
"Fine! I'm into black guys, alright? But I can like white guys still. I just..."
"You just don't right now..." Sandy offered, with a knowing glint in her eyes.
"Y-yeah... But Derren isn't here, so there isn't a problem. I'm not a slut spreading my legs for any black guy who comes along. You know me too well for that, Sandy... Sandy?" Ashley found her friend rummaging through the strewn-about clothes, bare ass high in the air as she delved deep. "Sandy!"
"What? Yeah yeah, you're not a slut Ashley. I mean, obviously." Sandy glanced over her shoulder, hair hiding half her face, "Why ask, Ashley?" she said slowly, "Don't you believe it yourself...?"
Ashley opened her mouth, then closed it. The comment struck deep, and immediately Ashley heard herself screaming again:

"I'm your white breeding bitch!"
"Your pregnant black cock slut!!"

She could have told herself it was the heat of the moment, that it just meant she was horny and delirious from Derren's pounding, how stretched and full he made her, the fear and terrible arousal over carrying his black baby in her pale womb... But Ashley saw it as more than just dirty talk. Those sensations that coursed through her veins, her skin, her very being - how it felt so... right... to be Derren's slut.
Ashley tried to shake the thought from her head, "No no, it was just the moment. That's it. Just the moment. I'm not a slut -- I'm not a black man's slut either. I was just in the moment. That's right... right...?" Despite her rationalizations, a part of her knew the truth was growing every day inside her.
Sandy smirked, unseen by Ashley. Her blond friend stared into a pile of clothes instead of noticing Sandy's shuffling beneath the clothes, sending the messages she'd been typing all this time. There would be a party, but she had to plan out a very special meeting for her friend. Ashley's blank stare after Sandy's 'innocent' question was enough for the devilish girl -- she sent off her message in a heartbeat:

The slut is ready for her reunion.

"Perfect..." Sandy whispered to herself, "How perfect..." Sandy's free hand crept down, tracing the contour of her naughty belly and slipped over her silky bikini to feel how wet she'd become. The phone jiggled, and the message was clear:

Ben lookin for that ho. 9 we there.

"Nine o'clock," Sandy thought, gushing a little more into her soaked bikini, "More than enough time for little Ashley to realize what a slut she really is..." The grinning girl shot a glance back at Ashley, who delicately pulled off the pink sweater. Sandy bit her knuckles to keep from moaning as she watched her friend give into temptation, the first of the night...
A Familiar Dark
Within the hour the living room filled with dozens of college students and their accompanying kegs and bottles. It wasn't long before the humming chatter popped with the opening of beer cans and trickling kegs.
Sandy walked around introducing herself as hostess and Ashley as her best friend roommate -- a title Ashley thought would have been test-driven first before proclaiming to half the college. The crowd thickened and sliding through earned them more than a few double-takes as they brushed by a guy or a quick scan by the girls.
"Hehe, and they haven't seen anything yet," Sandy giggled to Ashley, holding her arm and dragging her through the sea of people.
"I don't think it's a good idea still, Sandy. I think I'll just keep this on for the night," Ashley said, crossing her arms across her chest. The long t-shirt wouldn't show off her scanty attire, but it couldn't quite manage to cover her yellow bikini bottoms either. Better than going half-naked like Sandy planned, but she still got twincing thrills whenever someone would glance her way.
"Pfft, that's not happening. Not tonight," Sandy said, pulling her out onto the back patio. The whole deck had turned into a dance floor, the speakers thumping just outside the large windows in the cooling night air. Ashley felt the late-spring breeze sneak up her shirt, and her nipples tensed underneath her satin bikini top. They'd easily show through if she took off the shirt, she knew.
"It's cold, Sandy. I don't want to go swimming anyway..."
"The water's fine. Probably warmer than it is out here," Ashley saw that Sandy was chilled too. The evidence poked out from her bright-green top revealed by her loose robe. Her friend's breasts had been getting bigger already, and Ashley knew why. Sandy rubbed her hands across her hardening nipples and sighed, "God, these are so sensitive lately... Going to be showing off a bit more than I thought..." With that the sultry hostess climbed up onto a box, signaled the music to stop, and reined in the quieting audience.
"Hey! How's everyone's Summer Break going?" The crowd cheered as Sandy turned showgirl, outfit and all. "My friend Ashley and I are going to be Freshmen, and we wanted to show you what we're really bringing to campus this fall." Sandy untied the string shutting her robe and shrugged it off her shoulders. Her small green string bikini left hardly anything for the whistling audience to wonder about. Maybe they thought she naturally had a pouting belly like that, despite the light and toned frame it rounded from, but Ashley knew better. The audience whooped and cheered at the sexy brunette tease as she grinned and continued.
"Mmmm, like what you see, huh? Well, I'm getting all hot up here, so whoever wants to join me in the lake to cool down is welcome to. Oh yeah," she said over her shoulder, giving a sly grin as she undid the sting on the back of her top, "Clothing's optional!" The crowd whooped and stampeded off the porch and onto the lakeside beach, following the laughing brunette. Some already stripped down their shirts and pants, and then some. Sandy led the charge, losing her top along the way which Ashley, ambling behind, recovered for her excitable friend.
"Wooooo!" Sandy hopped around as buzzed college students splashed into the water and milled about the beach. Ashley handed the dainty green top back to her friend.
"You dropped this," Ashley said. The mischievous girl gave it one look and tossed it skyward.
"Ashley, its college! Time to get a little wild -- do things you wouldn't dream of doing." Sandy caught more than a few grins and stares pointed at her proudly displayed rack.
"You have gotten a little wild and have done things, and look what it got you," Ashley lightly prodded her friend's belly. It was so firm, taut with the secret seeds her friend had carefully grown under her parent's noses. Now a hundred college students had seen it. The smooth tension of her friend's tummy shocked her. Would her stomach be like that too...?
Sandy laughed and pressed forward, "Oooh yes Ashley, I got in trouble. Biiiig trouble. And from the looks of those guys over there, it's gonna get me into more pretty soon," Ashley saw the three boys staring at her friend's perky breasts and bared body. Sandy winked their way and turned back to her friend, "I get the feeling you're about to have fun yourself, naughty girl."
"Why's that? Going to make Derren pop out of your panties now?"
"If I did, you'd have to fuck him on the spot," Sandy flashed her teeth, "All I'm saying is you never know who you'll run into. College towns have lots of people, you know? Lots of strangers..." she spotted something and turned her devilish eyes back onto Ashley, "And some you'll get to know much better."
"Wha... what's that supposed to mean, Sandy?" But the girl shook her head, the dark look passing like a fluffy cloud as her waving hand dismissed the thought.
"Oh nothing, best friend. Just get ready to strip off that shirt of yours," With that, Sandy dashed off towards the group of gawking guys. Ashley reached out, but Sandy quickly lost herself along the moonlit shoreline.
Sighing, Ashley stared over the water and tugged her baggy t-shirt. "A swim would be nice," she thought, but the cotton brushing her pouting stomach convinced her otherwise. Her new classmates laughed and talked and shrieked, jumping into the water and flirted on the rocky sand. Ashley had imagined she'd be with them just months ago, but now... now she had to hide. No one could find her like this, pregnant with her dark secret. Maybe once it was all over she could go back to who she was before...
Lost in thought she didn't notice the shadowy figures approaching, stalking in on the lone girl. One stood out from the rest, and when he spoke Ashley saw his bright teeth flashing in the night.
"I told you I'd be seein' that fine ass again, girl." Ashley recognized that wolfish grin. It wasn't Derren -- it was the college frat guy from the mall!
"What are you doing here?" Ashley straightened up and glared.
"Is dat any way to treat a respectable brotha?" His mock pain passed in the flickering of a moment, "Might not have caught on dat first time, the way you be starin' all wide-eyed at my crew, but my associates and I be college brotha's."
"I already knew that, frat boy," Ashley stared daggers, not having to look up like with Derren, "And I remember how 'respectable' our first meeting was." Though standing shorter than his snickering companions, they all stood behind him. Their grinning leader cocked his head and swooned.
"Oooh, you be cuttin' me deep, girl! Frat boy, huh? I'd say we be Manly Brotha's more like it. Manlier than any white boy you know fo' sure!" His compatriots muttered "Yeah!" and "Damn straight" in low spoken voices. "And with that tight ass you be sportin' girl," He licked his lips and rubbed his hands, "Mmm, we'd be willin' to show you all 'bout dat..."
Ashley stood her ground, despite the ice growing in her belly. Sandy was off somewhere doting on college hunks while this wall of four black men trapped her in, all staring hungrily at this lone white girl in the large loose t-shirt. Despite that, Ashley clenched her fists and fixed her eyes on the boy who'd slapped her ass in the mall, whose sharp grin she never thought she'd see again.
"You and your 'Brothas' won't be showing me anything," Ashley said, turning and starting towards the dark woods, "I'm leaving now. Enjoy watching my fine ass, frat boy."
"Oh we'll be enjoyin' it, aight. Damn soon too!" The group's growling curses rose up behind her, but none came from their leader. Ashley didn't know where she'd go in the woods, but she reasoned she'd figure that out later.
But soon footsteps crunched behind her, and before getting even twenty feet past the tree line his voice caught up to her.
"Shit! Now here I was thinkin', 'Dis some sweet white thing dat's gonna take some nigga dick like a good cracka slut'," Ashley spun around to face his dark leering face as he continued approaching, "But yo' playin' hard-to-get. Ain't you, ho?"
"Harder to get than you're up for," Ashley shot back, "I'm already taken." Beneath his muscle shirt and long shorts, he didn't look like he'd lose chasing down the track star. His frat brothers had disappeared, but the college boy laughed in her face.
"What, by some bitch white boy? Girl, I'll teach you how a real man-"
"His name is Derren, and he's blacker than you," Ashley glowered, pleased that he shut his mouth for once. It didn't last long though. He chuckled deep in his chest, shaking his head and taking one step after another.
"Woooo, damn! I knew you's be gettin' some nigga dick, ho! I bet my crew yo' be a real ho first time I seen ya. Lookin' like payday already don't it, white sugar...?" He stroked himself through his loose pants. Despite herself Ashley's heart skipped when she saw the bulge of his black snake.
"I'm not your ho!" Ashley said. It twinged in her mind instantly, throwing her back to Derren. "Am I his though?" she thought, feeling her tummy without thinking. Nonetheless she shot back, "I'm not going to fuck you, so leave me alone."
"Oh, I ain't thinkin' you was gonna be the one doin' the fuckin'," He stopped right in front of her, and Ashley didn't move an inch. She didn't need to crane up like with Derren, but she felt him towering over her. "Admit it, ho," he said, "Yo' be cravin' dis black dick, ain't ya?"
"N-no! I'm..." Ashley fidgeted, trying to make her case despite shifting her eyes between his and his lengthening bulge.
"Dat's right, look at it. Yo' lookin' hungry fo' some black meat," he hummed, toying with his hidden member. "What's yo' name, white sugar?"
"It's Ashley," she stammered, "I'm not hungry or..."
"Name's Jayson. My crew call me Big Jay, but yo' ain't my crew, Ashley."
Ashley tried to resist. That attitude, treating her like she's already agreed to spread her legs for him -- she wanted to slap that smirking face. But her legs quivered as he inched closer.
"I don't want this, Jayson," Ashley said, trying to sound convincing, "Just go away... Nothing's going to happen."
"Dat ain't happenin', white sugar," he said, deliberately looking down and up her body, "An' I thinkin' you been wantin' me too. Bet yo' been thinkin' all 'bout dis wit yo' nigga!" Ashley didn't see him raise his arm until it came down, spanking her hardly-covered ass again.
"Ga-ahh!" Ashley jumped, right into him. He kept his palm on her cheek, grasping a handful of her firm flesh. "Fuck you!" the furious girl hissed. She couldn't help but breathe in his distinct scent.
"Naw bitch, I be fuckin' you," His grin widened as he squeezed, making Ashley squirm and push against his chest, "Mmmm, dat's it," he hummed, "Dis sweet white ass been in my dreams since dat mall, white sugar."
"Let go!" Ashley growled. She wouldn't give him the pleasure of her screaming, and hoped he wouldn't discover her moistening bikini.
"Oh, what dis be?" Ashley froze. His ebony fingers slid under her shirt and traced the outline of her bump.
"Nothing! I-It's nothing! Let me go!" Ashley pushed harder, but his grip forced her back against him. His evil grin spread across his lips again.
"Damn, ho! Yo' really are a brotha's slut, ain't you?" Ashley groaned low, the grim cower of defeat washing over her. It made her struggle all the harder, and with a jerk she freed herself. Back trotting, she came to a stop next to a flat boulder in the small moonlit clearing. She glared at him and rubbed her behind tenderly -- his mark would stay awhile, she knew.
"Show me," Jayson said.
Black Lust Grown
"No! Fuck you," Ashley spat back.
"Bitch, show me!" Ashley quivered -- his command struck a deep chord, the same chord that Derren would hit inside her. Ashley tried to hide herself, shielding herself with her arms, but his hot gaze penetrated her defenses, unblinking.
"... O-okay..." The dirty-blond whispered. Jayson's smug smile spread over his face as the timid girl gently lifted her protective t-shirt.
"Take it off," Jayson said, and after a pause Ashley complied. It fell away, leaving Ashley wearing Sandy's chosen outfit: Her yellow string bikini hugged her breasts tight, fighting to contain the firm globes. Below her bump only two thin strings held the small satin triangle over her modesty -- and just barely so. Without the big t-shirt to hide, Ashley felt naked already.
"God damn, baby. Turn 'round fo' me." Slowly, Ashley turned. All she wanted to do was scream at him, but every time she gave in her sex gushed. His deep hums of approval made her feel sexy. Alive. Like she was with Derren. Three-quarters of the way around, he held up his hands.
"Whoa, jus' like that baby," She stopped, and he stepped back up. She knew where he was looking. Her warming tummy fluttered as he confirmed his suspicions with his dark hands. "Shit ho, gone an' got yourself knocked up! Know who your black baby's daddy is, white sugar?"
"Of course I do -- I'm not a slut!" Jayson threw his head back and roared with laughter.
"Says the ho with a nigga's baby in her lily white belly," Nevertheless he pressed her back against the flat rock. "How many?"
"How many what?"
"How many black babies been in dis white belly?" He ran his hand over her bump. Her tummy was hot -- he made it hotter.
"T-this is my first..." Ashley said, but quickly added, "It was an accident -- I took a pill and used a condom, but..." Gushing -- she remembered how Derren's hot African cum gushed inside her that first time.
"Yo' got a brotha to wear a rubber? Damn ho, I ain't lettin' any ho put a raincoat on me. But don't look like a rubber did yo' cracka belly any good, did it?" He flashed his teeth at the blond, and petted his hand lower. She didn't stop him.
"Jus' like a white ho should be," He grinned, "Breedin' black..." His cock jabbed her upper thigh, threatening to tear his loose shorts. Ashley gasped as an icy-hot jolt ran through her. "Wantin' dis black dick real bad, ain't ya white sugar?"
"N-no..." But she was nodding. It was all the answer he needed. One black arm tugged his shorts down, and the other pulled the panting girl close.
"Say it, ho. Say yo' want dis big black dick," There wasn't anything between her thighs and his ebony member. The last of her will kept her from looking, but that was all. With thighs quivering and pussy seeping, she looked down and away.
"Ye... yes... I want it."
"Naw, ain't getting' away wit jus' that," His black fingers caught her chin and drew her gaze back to him, "Let's see them pretty eyes when ya say it right, ho."
Defiant and so horny, Ashley growled, "Give my pussy that big nigger dick." Her eyes flickered and her pussy spasmed as she said it and her knees buckled a little despite her anger.
Jayson laughed and pushed her onto the rock. The stone chilled her back, but her resolution melted when she saw him stroking his ebony weapon between her legs. She shivered. The second black cock she'd ever seen, and again it easily beat those of her white boyfriends'. Not as thick or as veiny as Derren's, he was still long. So long. Jayson's black mamba dripped its venom copiously onto her, even juicier than Derren was. And now his dick spread that scalding slime all over her bare white belly.



Not bothering to test her pussy first, he slapped his turgid member right down onto her bikini-clad sex, rubbing his shaft along her satin-covered slit. Ashley's back arched uncontrollably, and she let out a long pent-up moan.
"Oooooooh, mmmmm..." Her deepest feminine instincts began to take over.
"Damn bitch, dis cunt be juicin' fo' my black snake," he gloated, showing Ashley the strings of her cum already clinging between his shaft and her yellow bikini. He sawed her until she couldn't take it anymore.
"Please..." Ashley groaned.
"What's dat, ho? Beggin' already? Yo' really are a black man's slut!"
"Shut up and fuck me, you black fucker!" Ashley spat, an alley cat in heat. Jayson, challenged outright by this sexy white girl, almost tore the frail satin from her mound. Bunching it up to the side and too impatient to untie the strings, he plunged in without waiting for Ashley to guide him in.
"AHH!" Ashley wailed, grabbing his waist with both hands, eyes fixed on his disappearing black member, "Not so -- so faahhhh!"
"Take my black dick, ya white bitch," Jayson grunted, ignoring Ashley's quavering pleas. Her arms felt like toothpicks holding against his onyx muscles as they worked to drive his bare dick to the hilt inside her. The shock and pain gave way to her craving, and within a minute Ashley was gripping and bucking back against her new lover.
"You like dis nigga dick, ho?"
"Fuck you -- ohhhh!"
"What's that, ho!?"
"God, I love your nigger dick!" His ebony spear pounded her into the stone, making her take it all. Ashley's pale pussy spasmed, her tight pink lips refusing to give his shaft up, clinging to his dark-chocolate pole every time he pulled out. Slamming her fertile hips into the rock built onto her impending orgasm, and he was fucking her faster still.
"Scream fo' me, cracka bitch. Tell my crew I bagged your fine white ass!" Ashley moaned, mouth hanging open as her eyes rolled back. "Bitch!" Jayson slapped her already sore ass, drawing her back from the edge for just a moment.
"I'm soo close, Jayson. Fuck me! Make this white bitch cummmm!" Ashley started arching again, shivering as her pussy hummed with energy, tension, just moments from unleashing. And right then Jayson sunk in deep and grabbed her throat -- tight.
"Ho! Yo' scream fo' my brotha's, yo' hear? Scream, bitch!" Ashley took haggard breaths, fear lancing through her whole body as she struggled to breathe.
"I -- I can't! Others," she strained to breathe, "will hear!"
"Damn right dey will," Jayson rammed deep inside her and drove her soft ass into the rock, "Make. Them. Hear. Bitch!"
Ashley couldn't stop -- it was too much. Without answering him her hips bucked, impaling herself to the root of his ebony cock, and came while muffling her wail with her arm.
"MMMM!!" Ashley bit her arm so hard she broke the skin, fighting every fiber of her being to scream out. Even as her body gave into the flood, sinking beneath the torrid waves churned by her undulating belly and gushing pussy, she couldn't let others know she was being fucked by a strange frat boy, and a black one at that. Derren was different, Ashley thought, but could she scream for Jayson like that?
Jayson wasn't gentle to her quaking pussy, pounding her sensitive folds that milked around his long shaft. Ashley clenched her thighs to push him out, but couldn't. Moaning and pushing her dainty hands against his dark chest she begged him to stop. He slammed into her over fucked pussy, making Ashley scream out and dig her nails into his arms.
"Yeah, now dat's a scream, bitch." He growled, "When I say scream, yo' scream for me, ho!" Ashley tried to catch her breath from her second frantic, powerful orgasm. The cold rock hardly helped to cool her down under his hot black skin.
"My roommate..." Ashley started, but it didn't make sense. Sandy heard her begging Derren to fill her at the first party. And at her house she'd screamed for Derren's black baby-making cum without reservation. What stopped her now?
"I-I can't... Derren..." She managed, finally.
"Yo' still goin' on 'bout dat nigger," Jayson leaned dangerously over his white prey, "Well, I don't see dat brotha here, fuckin' you," A hard stroke, right to the doors to her womb.
"Mmmaaahhh, I-I'm sorry-"
"I don't see him pounding dis cunt," Two more brutal strokes.
"Ahh! Jay- MMM!" Ashley felt it rising inside her again. Another orgasm, so soon.
"I see a slut, takin' my dick, and fuckin' like a dirty nigga-lovin' ho!"
"Ahhh! Fuck me! Fuck your slut!" Ashley wailed. Derren wasn't here. Jayson was.
"Yo' my bitch?"
"I'm yours! Your black cock slut!!" So close, on this strange black cock.
"Make. Them. Hear." Jayson started full-on, pinning Ashley's whole body against the rock. Derren wasn't here, fucking her with this magnificent cock. Jayson was, and Jayson's African cock rammed into her with abandon, with animal lust. She was his, this strange man, a black man who wasn't the father of her baby. And as she gave in, her body opened like a new-blooming flower to him.
"Fuck your slut!" Ashley howled, wrapping her legs around him, "Fill me up. Breed your white bitch, Jayson! Breed me right!"
"Gonna cum, ho!"
"Cum in me!" Ashley wailed, this black beast grunting and rutting into her just like Derren did. "Seed my garden," the delirious girl said as her orgasm fast approached, "Make me your pregnant ho! Give me your black babyyy -- CUMMMING!!"
Ashley came for a third time, screaming at the top of her lungs. No doubt it carried out onto the lakeshore, letting everyone know shy little Ashley was a real black cock slut. His long black mamba shot its dark venom deep inside her clamping white pussy. Ashley tightened her pale legs over his still-pumping waist and flailed beneath his powerful body. Jayson injected his exotic sperm deep inside her already pregnant pussy, but wailing Ashley believed in those blissful moments this black bastard was impregnating her fertile white cunt.
"Damn ho, no wonder yo' knocked up," Jayson drew out his softening member from its still-creaming white sheath. Ashley panted, a sheen of sweat blanketing her whole body.
"Knocked up black..." she moaned. Jayson's cum was so hot and drooled down her thighs faster than Derren's. It made her miss the thick sloshing deep inside her fluttering pussy. She had to have more. She rubbed her messy pussy, slipping her lithe fingers in and tempting Jayson's shrinking member with her other hand.
"Yo' some crazy cracka bitch," Jayson said, grinning down at the pale nymph, "I knew yo' fine ass was a sweet fuck, white sugar."
"It still is, frat boy," Ashley said, staring him in the eyes as she licked the cum from her fingers. Jayson's cum -- another black man's cum. So much like Derren's, but wonderfully different. "I'm such a slut," Ashley thought darkly as she sucked his sperm from her fingers.
"Bitch, yo' still want dis nigga dick, don't ya?"
"God yes," Ashley breathed, stroking his slimy cock back to life, "I need it so badly..." Even those few weeks without Derren haunted her, and though Jayson didn't fuck and own her like he did, he still could fuck. He still was black.
"Ho, back dat sweet ass up!" Ashley rolled and offered her heart-shaped ass to him, without hesitation this time. "Mmmm, I 'member feelin' dis way back at dat mall," This time he tugged her bikini's strings, unveiling Ashley's firm rear to his ravenous gaze.
"Me too," Ashley said, breathlessly.
"Bitch got wet jus' from gettin' spanked by a brotha."
"How did you know?"
"Dey always do," Jayson replied, grinning as his slapped his long ebony tool onto her tailbone and sawed between her firm cheeks. Ashley had never felt warm cum slickening her ass before. She would have loved it if her pussy wasn't aching to be bred again. Ashley nuzzled her dripping white sex against his turgid shaft.
"Mmmm, take me Jayson. Make me your white breeding bitch..."
"Yo' already got's one, ho," He said, rubbing her now-apparent baby bump. She could feel Derren's black baby growing inside her white womb. She tossed her golden hair over her back and looked over her shoulder.
"Give me another," Ashley purred, "Make another black baby inside me."
"Crazy ho," Jayson wasn't laughing -- he was breathing hard. And his cock hardened more, steely from Ashley's perfect ass and sultry words. After lining up with her fertilized hole, he filled the woods with her passionate shrieks again as he drove his African spear into her wanting Caucasian pussy.
Discovery
The partiers milled and frolicked about back on the beach as Sandy managed to walk out onto the patio. She breathed in and stretched, licking her lips and shuffling her thighs around the creamy mess left between them.
"Good boys," Sandy hummed to herself, "Too bad they fell asleep right after. Now where are my special guests..." Sauntering to the railing she scanned the dim beach and found them.
"Frat boy's boyfriends," Sandy said, looking at the three holding beers, "My my, what action they're getting tonight... Thought that would have been more dramatic..." The three loads swimming in her pregnant pussy was cooling fast, but she squinted at the trio again.
"Where's leader boy?"
And as if in answer, a howl rose from the woods. A high, desperate, lusty howl -- and definitely not a wolf's.
"But a bitch in heat is close enough!" Sandy's heart raced. Could her Ashley be that much of a slut already? The horny girl dashed down onto the beach and towards the woods as tipsy onlookers tried to find where that strange wailing sound was coming from.
Sandy found the source easily enough. She peeked around a tree to see Ashley perched on a flat boulder, the leader boy behind her naked body and slamming against her taut ass. They were speaking too -- no, not so much speaking as yelling and screaming at one another.
"Like dat, ho?"
"Oh fuck!"
"I said 'Like dat, ho'!?" The smack he gave her ass echoed through the woods along with that familiar howl from Ashley's throat.
"AHHHH!! Yes! Yesss!"
"Like it rough, don't ya bitch?"
"Nooo, I like it from nigger cock."
"Yo' my cracka breedin' ho?"
"I'm your black cock SLUT!! I'm cummm -- AHHHHH!!" Ashley threw her head back and wailed skyward as he pulled her golden locks, cumming so hard on his pistoning black cock that Sandy could see her friend's whole body tremor and shake.
"Oh my god..." Sandy couldn't believe it. She'd never seen Ashley acting like such a wonton slut before -- to think this was how she got with black men... And now not just with one.
"Any black guy must do, huh Ashley?" Sandy moaned to herself, watching the dark man lift Ashley back and tore her yellow top down to her belly.
"I did this to her, didn't I?" Sandy felt her own pussy, now drenched with cum and juices. "I made my best friend a slut..." It was good Ashley and her black buck fucked so loud -- it stifled the sounds of her fingers furiously pumping away inside her gushing pussy.
The moonlight reflected off Ashley like snow, and like an eclipse the black man's hands ran down her slender frame, falling over her friend's tell-tale bump. "Bet she told him it's black too..." Sandy moaned quietly, "A little black baby in that little white tummy..."
Her free hand stroked her own belly, feeling her own telling lie's firmness, wondering how long until she told her best friend that her's might not be black, but she was having twins. The thought of Ashley pregnant with some black guy's baby gave Sandy a few small orgasms as she watched her friend taking another load of hot spunk from her newest ebony lover.
"She went this far tonight," Sandy watched the long midnight tool sliding out of Ashley's oozing pussy. His previous load dripped thickly onto the forest floor as Ashley turned around to take his bare length into her mouth, suckling its head and licking its shaft like a starved woman.
"How far will she go...?" Sandy felt her own orgasm fast approaching as her mind reeled with new possibilities for her slutty friend. "Oh Ashley," Sandy moaned, leaning against the tree as the black-and-white pair rolled onto the dirt and began to grunt and moan anew, "You're making this too much fun for me..."
"Oooooh! Fuck me harder. Give me your black cock!" Ashley screamed again for the world to hear.
"Much, much too fun, Ashley..." And Sandy came with a shudder.
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Kit nudged open the front door, exhausted but pleased. It had been a long day, and after all the stores and appointments she looked forward to just relaxing the rest of the evening. Laden with shopping bags she bumped the door quietly shut with her back, not wanting to wake the rest of her family. Sneaking in late at night wasn't a problem for Kit -- she'd done it many times before, and with more incriminating companions than cans of soup. She didn't make a sound as she laid down the groceries and tip-toed into the livingroom.
Thomas was waiting for her. Well, to a degree. The now post-graduate highschooler was passed out on the couch, his scrawny limbs dimly lit by the flickering of the tv's static. Kit covered her laugh. Her younger brother was so worried about her, about the doctor's visit today, that he'd tried his best to stay up despite himself.
"He never was an all-nighter kind of guy..." she hummed to herself, sneaking up beside him. His sandy-brown hair matched her own, though hers went halfway down her back. People often said they could tell immediately they were brother and sister, and it really showed. It might make things a bit difficult after graduation, considering what Kit learned today. But for right now he slept, attentively awaiting his dear sister's return in his dreams.
Kit carefully slid onto the couch and slipped the remote from his loose hand. The static flickered off, and everything quieted again. The place was just like it was a few months ago when she had snuck her boyfriend into the house while their parents were gone. Just two young bodies pressed close on the black cushioned couch, overlooked by the upstairs ledge and stairs. All alone. Thomas yawned and stretched, brushing his hand along his sister. His fingers stopped just above her lap, and it sent a chill up Kit's spine -- a light touch, just like the night they found out how they really felt about one another.
Things turned out differently than she had planned for sure, but as for how it turned out...
Four Months Ago
The front door swung open as the two college students stumbled inside, too busy kissing to be subtle. Kit and her boyfriend Allan had been going steady for a few months, and things were just really starting to heat up. At college they'd gone at it a few times already, but being back home made such naughty excursions almost impossible.
Not today though. Kit's parents were off on a business trip and only her little brother Thomas remained home. Tonight he'd be studying for his finals, which Kit knew meant he'd be out like a light by midnight. And that meant she and Allan could have fun however they pleased.
And pleased they did. Allan's tongue danced with hers as Kit pulled him backwards towards the couch. Her giggles muffled against his lips when his petting hands seized her behind. They omphed onto the couch, falling back with Allan pinning his wriggling girlfriend to the black leather. Kit kicked over a nightstand, but she couldn't care. Their stealth couldn't hide the brief escapes of their laughs, hums, then groans as they tore off the other's clothes. He peeled her cotton shirt off, she loosened his tight jeans, and soon enough their clothes mingled together on the floor Allan's rubbed his tented boxers against Kit's silky panties, already wet with waiting.
"Mmm, god Allan," Kit whispered when she could catch a breath, "I've missed this so much..." She nuzzled her hips towards him while stroking his naked flanks.
"Oh yeah, I can tell," He replied, nipping her neck, "Think you'll scream for me tonight, Kit?"
"Mmm-mmm," Kit shook her head, "My brother is still here. We can't be too loud, remember?"
"What? I thought you said you had this place to yourself tonight."
"I do, I do. It's just my parents that are gone though. Thomas should be asleep now. He's been -- mmm -- studying for tests," Kit arched up to meet her boyfriend's hand, the one that slipped up under her bra and shucked it from her tits. "But we've got to be quiet, okay? Oh just like that Allan..."
"You say that, but you're the one moaning so loud," the boy smirked and kept teasing Kit's little nipple, tugging on the small pink nub just like he knew she couldn't resist. "Maybe we'll give a show for your little bro, hmmm? Show him what a horny slut his sister really is."
"Allan!" Kit hissed through her teeth, "Don't say that!"
"Say what? That your brother would love to get a piece of his horny big sister?" Allan laughed. Kit scowled.
"I love Thomas, but not like that. Don't say things like that! Just... ooh, just fuck me Allan!"
"Shhh, we don't want to wake up your little bro now, right? He'll have to miss out while I fuck his big sister..." Allan slid Kit's panties down to mid-thigh, not bothering to take them off her before the familiar crunch and crinkling of the condom wrapper filled the silence. Foreplay never was something Allan wasted time with.
"He's not little. He's graduating in just a month..." Kit mumbled to herself, laying under her occupied boyfriend. It wasn't worth getting into an argument over, despite the instinctive desire to do just that. Thomas was a good guy, sometimes too good. She had to defend him in elementary and middle school from his tormenters who always called him 'Kit's Cat' and 'Tom Thumb' for being small. But in high school he outgrew those names and even his big sister, and she wasn't short by a long shot. But he always had called her 'Big Sis', and he still did...
"Ahhh, there," Allan said finally, stroking his wrapped-up cock a few times before recalling Kit her from her memories. "Yeahhh, time to show you what your brother only wishes he could do." The dark room hid Kit's frown, but it melted away when Allan's hot member slid between her folds.
"Ohh god..." Kit moaned as quietly as she could, "Please... please go slow. I don't want to wake-" Allan cut her off by driving hard into her. Kit hardly bit back her yelp as his condom-smoothed cock jammed inside her. His cotton boxers chaffed against her sensitive mound, and his loud grunting both enraged and aroused her.
"Q-quiet! Oh, ooh, oh!" The couch's leather squeaked as Allan's force nudged her forward bit by bit. Kit grit her teeth, trying to keep quiet and to bite back the pain of his rough pounding, but her moaning still slipped past her lips. "If Thomas is awake..." She thought, "He'll know what's happening down here for sure."
"Like that, huh?" Allan growled, ramming harder into the squirming girl.
"Ummm, oooh, not -- not so hard Allan." Kit looked up at his hard face, wondering if he could see her bitten lip and clenching eyes. Probably he couldn't, but still she gently tried to push his hips back.
"Ugh, fine -- you do it then." Allan pulled out completely and flopped onto his back. Kit blinked and propped herself up on her elbows after an awkward moment. She eyed her boyfriend's cock. Even wrapped in the condom it made her mouth water, and her friends agreed she was lucky to have such a well-endowed guy all to herself.
"Well?" Allan huffed, "Come on -- ride me like a good cowgirl." She wondered if she really was that lucky...
"Let me just cover up first..."
"Why?"
"What if Thomas sees?"
"Then he'll know his sister has bangin' tits."
"I've got to be careful in case he wakes up," she reached for her bra, but Allan grabbed her wrist and held her down.
"Nu-uh. I want to see these bouncing just for me, babe." His other hand fondled her bare breasts. She knew he loved them -- he said they were her best features. He palmed her firm tits, letting them overflow around his fingers, as if weighing and appraising them just as he had done every time her shirt came off. Kit wasn't so sure, but the look on Allan's face told her she didn't have much of a choice in the matter.
So she slipped off her panties entirely and inched forward to straddle his hips. Grabbing the base of his cock, she guided it into her waiting pussy. She tossed her head back and groaned as she slowly sunk down till his balls nudged her bare ass.
"Yeahhh, that's good..." Allan groaned, petting his girlfriend's ample hips, "Now show me why you're my bitch, Kit."
Cautiously, Kit began to post up and down. Lifting her ass and sinking back down made her pussy tighten and quiver so much better than Allan's ramming. But instead of focusing on the pleasure, she glanced at the upstairs banister. It was too dark to see much, but Thomas's room was the first door on the left. Door closed and light off, but still Kit worried. Every downward slide shook her breasts, a sheen sweat gleaming from them in the dim moonlight. Normally she'd never take such a risk, but she had been without Allan for so long, and she always got so horny around this time of the month. She didn't want sex - she needed it.
"Mmmmm, finally getting into it are you?" Kit leaned forward just so, gripping his hard chest and letting her hips work his cock. She didn't answer -- just thrust her chest out over her boyfriend's face and tantalized him with those low-hanging fruits, yearning to be picked.
He didn't pick at all though. Rather he just reclined his head against his folded arms as she pumped faster and faster on him. Finally the girl felt the beginnings of that familiar knot tightening deep inside her stomach.
"Ahhh yesss," She hissed, tossing her long hair and arching up against him. Her whole body tensed, readying for what she'd been craving for weeks. She was almost there. Allan got there first.
"Oh shit babe, I'm gonna cum!"
"No no, wait!" Kit pled, forcing her hips to slow. But he grabbed her hips and slammed her down. Despite her desperate squirming or perhaps because of it, he pulsed and shot into the thick rubber sheath.
"Nooo..." Kit mewled, grinding her hips on her boyfriend futilely, trying to bring herself off. But he grasped her hips tight, cock still twitching and pumping uselessly inside her. The tightening knot in her belly loosened, and soon all that was left was Kit's panting and Allan's satisfied groan.
"Oh yeah, that was good baby," Allan sighed, giving her a little thrust from below. The condom caught all, but even the warmth of his load radiating from it didn't do anything for Kit's desperation.
"I was so close..." Kit moaned. She grated on him, milking his softening cock inside her tight pussy, struggling to revive Allan's shrinking member. Lifting her he grabbed the base of his cock and slipped the condom off.
"What's that look for?" He said when he finally stopped groaning and opened his eyes, "I thought you were cumming with me, fucking and groaning on me like that."
"Weren't you listening to me? I told you to stop but you came anyway!" Kit leered down at him with clenched fists.
"When you grind on my dick like that, you know I can't stop. Don't blame me." Allan casually rolled Kit onto the couch and started pulling his boxers back on.
"YOU pulled me down!" Kit hissed through her teeth, "I tried to stop, but you wouldn't let me!"
"God damn it Kit! I don't get what your problem is. You were horny, we fucked, and now you're mad? What the fuck did I do!?"
"You-! Whatever. I don't want to do this here." Kit covered herself up with her arms while she groped for her clothes. Allan was already dressed by the time she abandoned the search and stood up.
"Where are you going?" Allan asked.
"To my room. Probably to get off like you just did."
"Fine then, I'm not fucking dealing with this again." Allan threw on his coat and tromped out, leaving the front door wide open in the cold night air. Kit charged the door, raging as his engine roared to life.
"You forgot your condom, asshole!" She reeled back and threw the spent condom at his smug face behind the wheel. But her gooey missile missed entirely, arching over the car and flying into the black unknown. She had imagined it splattering like a water balloon all over his windshield, but at least it wasn't around to remind her of the selfish dick who made it.
It was only after the headlights disappeared around the corner when Kit realized she was standing naked on her porch, yelling and throwing condoms into the night. She couldn't have run faster the way she backpedaled then, face getting even hotter as the rest of shivered from the cold. She breathed hard, fisting away salty tears and gulping back the sobs when she heard a shuffling.
Kit froze, then whipped around and crept back into the livingroom. She arrived just in time to see Thomas's door close nearly shut.
"Did he see that? Did he see me? Oh god! How much did he see!?" Panicked, Kit crawled to her panties and bra and threw them on before sneaking upstairs. How much had her brother seen? She couldn't know. Maybe he woke up just at the end and didn't see anything? Kit tried to convince herself that was it, but her heart seized when she heard her name through his door. Hardly breathing or moving, she knelt down and peeked into his room.
Thomas's dim bedside lamp illuminated the room as well as his occupied bed. He certainly hadn't been studying. Pictures scattered over the sheets, some spilling onto the floor, and many more cluttered in a nearby shoebox. He lay amid them, back turned to the door, moving just so slightly under his sheets. He was definitely awake though, and Kit leaned in to hear him whispering.
"You deserve better than that, Kitty."
Kit recoiled and tensed to leap back. But he didn't turn. Instead he continued muttering, "You always bring back guys like that. Why? Why do you always sell yourself short? God damn it sis..." He rolled onto his back, and Kit glimpsed the picture in his hands. It was her.
It hit her. Kit took a closer look into his room and found herself in every photo lying around. Some were normal, her smiling with friends or posing for the camera. But the most worn of them were different: One taken at the beech a few years ago when she got a new string bikini. Another when she dressed up for Halloween as a pirate wench, skimpiness flaunted. And then there was one of her just coming out of the shower, towel just barely covering her still-dripping body. That last one could only have been taken from Thomas's doorway.
Kit's heart started pounding. "Why... why does he have all these...?" The more she looked the more secretly-taken pictures she discovered. Many of them showed off her casual dress in the house, the big t-shirts hardly covering her panties and the sports bras with workout shorts. Thomas had been taking them all these years, she realized -- he always carried his camera around and developed lots of great pictures, but he never mentioned the ones now strewn about his room.
"Kitty..." Thomas sighed, commanding Kit's eyes back to her brother. He had called her Kitty since he was little, and he was the only one that Kit allowed to do that. He engrossed himself in a particularly worn picture in his one hand, but where his other one was Kit couldn't see. That is, until he pulled back the sheet.
"Mmmm," Kit's brother groaned, stroking his cock to his big sister's picture. Kit's mouth fell open -- Thomas thought that way about her!? Thankfully her voice froze along with the rest of her, so Thomas kept stroking his hardening cock and staring at Kit's picture. "I'd be so much better to you, sis..." he murmured, his precum shimmering and dripping down his knuckles. He had been masturbating for awhile.
"That fucker!" Kit screamed in her mind, "How can he say that!?" Kit had half a mind to bash open the door and beat his senses back into him, but she couldn't. She couldn't move from the spot, or even close her gaping mouth. Her eyes trained on her little brother, particularly on his far-from-little cock as he coaxed it to life.
"What a fucker!" Thomas growled, fist gripping around his shaft, "He didn't even care about her. Didn't even try to feel up Kitty's thighs... her pussy..." His pumping milked another bead of precum from his engorged member. Kit watched transfixed as it spilled down his shaft. "I bet he never even ate her out... none of them did. Sis would taste so... sweet..."
This wasn't real. Kit rooted to the spot, listening to her little brother say such dirty things about her. Things he shouldn't have known. It was true none of her boyfriends ever offered to go down on her, and she honestly thought she didn't want them to. But when Thomas said it like he did, with that lusty growl in his voice, anger flared up in Kit's chest at all her ex's for never trying. But her brother... He wanted to. He wanted to taste his big sister.
"God Kitty," Thomas breathed. His pumping sped up. "That asshole was right -- I would fuck you. Better than him, better than -- ugh! -- all of them!" Kit's head spun. He really had seen the whole thing. Seen her with Allan, seen him take her, seen his sister riding him. That was why he did this now, Kit realized. He wanted his sister. He wanted to fuck her.
Kit found her hand in her panties before she knew what she was doing. Allan left her hot, but Thomas was making her boil over. A part of her demanded she stop. She knew how wrong it was to get turned on by her own brother, but she couldn't help herself! Her panties were soaked -- Allan didn't even have that effect on her when he was fucking her. But her little brother did, just with his words. And his cock. She'd seen bigger and smaller before, but none in her eyes were as mesmerizing as Thomas's cock while his hand polished over it.
"God bro..." she breathed hotly, wondering what it would be like...
Thomas seized up and whipped towards the now wide-open door, "Wha - S-Sis!?" His eyed fixed on Kit's, and time stopped. Kit's hand ceased burying itself in her panties, and Thomas's hand petrified around his twitching cock. Neither moved, as if the scene would go unseen by them both.
Finally Thomas took the initiative, "Kitty! What the hell -- what are you doing there!?" He threw his sheets on, as if he could still hide the fact that he was wanking to his sister. It didn't help that he dropped the photo he was staring at onto his lap. Kit stood up and recovered her hand from her moist panties.
"Um..." she said, "I heard something, so I came to... came to..." She shook her head to stop herself from staring at his cock tenting the sheets. Regaining her composure her hot flush of anger revived all at once. "I mean, what do you mean 'What the hell'? What the hell is all this!?" She threw her arms out over the picture-strewn room. Thomas shoved what he could back into the box, but the damage was already done.
"I -- I uh, I was-" he stammered, shoveling pictures wildly. Kitty stomped forward.
"They're all of me, huh!? God damn it Thomas! When did you take all these?"
"Here and there... I guess... Hey!" Kit snatched up the one he was staring at so intently before he could stop her, determined to see just what a pervert her brother really was.
It showed her laying passed out on the couch downstairs, her shirt bunched up under her breasts and shorts crumpled from a night of partying. Her hair splayed out every way underneath her, and she was fast asleep. That was all -- it wasn't even revealing beyond that, and its focus was on her peaceful face, a little smile crossing her slightly-open mouth.
She remembered that night in bits and snatches. When she was a senior in highschool she snuck home after getting really hammered, and must have crashed on the couch. When she awoke the next morning, she found herself covered up in one of her soft blankets. She thought it was her parents who did that, until they found her and naturally chewed her out for being so irresponsible. All these years she believed she simply forgot wrapping herself up that night, but the blanket wasn't anywhere near her in the picture.



Someone brought it to her that night. Taken care of her. The edges were worn down from so much handling, and Thomas sat still, his head sagging as his sister looked at his most treasured photo.
"You... took this?" Kit asked.
"Can I have it back?" Thomas didn't lift his head.
"Why... why not one of these?" She lifted up one where she was just out of the shower, the towel only barely hiding her bare body from the eye of the camera. "I mean, you were looking for something sexy... right?"
Thomas breathed deep and spoke to the covers, "Those ones... could be anyone. I've got lots more like them. But I wanted... I wanted to see my sis, not anyone else. You're -" Thomas looked up, but was stopped from the look on Kit's face. "I'm sorry! I'll get rid of it. It wasn't right of me, I..."
"Stop it." Kit said. Thomas quieted down. Being a big sister had its perks and Kit took full advantage of them, "You were getting off to this? My face?"
"Y-yes -- but no! It's not just your face, it's... uh... you." Thomas always talked in artsy nonsense when he got flustered, but Kit felt it this time -- like it wrapped around her heart, making her want to breathe in deep to give it room. "I... I saw that guy." Thomas clenched his jaw, but quickly stopped, "I mean your boyfriend. And he --"
"Ex-boyfriend now," Kit corrected.
"I kinda figured," Thomas said, "But I saw you two... And he didn't give a shit about you, Kitty. He didn't even care that he was hurting you, or that he wasn't pleasing you! And it made me so... so mad."
"You jack off when you're mad?"
"No!" Thomas retorted, "Well, not usually. But I saw you when you were on top, the way your face looked before he fucked it up, and you were so beautiful and sexy and -- and it just made me mad that it wasn't me with you!" Thomas paused before his face fell again, "Er, wait -- oh fuck. Wait wait, I meant to say that I, you..."
"Shhh," Kit said, stepping towards her brother, "It's fine. I get it."
"You... you do?"
"Yeah, I do," She climbed onto the bed.
"Wait, sis-?"
"Shhh, it's okay little bro," she pulled back the sheet and straddled his hips. Thomas's blush spread through his cheeks like wildfire as his half-naked sister leaned over him, and he fought in vain to keep his eyes from roving over his gorgeous sister's body.
"K-Kitty? What are you do-?"
"Shh! Jeez Thomas, do I have to spell it out for you?" Kit edged her hips down and met his. The moment she felt his half-hard cock nestle along her thin panties, a hot shock electrified up her spine. Thomas groaned with his wide-eyes trained on hers, and when she caught her breath she looked back down.
"I've never thought about you like this before, Thomas. I mean it. But when I saw all this... When I heard you saying those things about me, your big sister..." The phrase made her heart skip a beat, "I... well, I liked it."
"Liked... it?" Thomas asked in a small voice.
"Yeah... I liked it a lot," Kit felt a smile creeping onto her lips. He brother really was kind -- kinder than any of her boyfriends ever were. And talked so dirty about her, his sister! It felt so wrong to be like this with him, but having her little brother's cock pressing against her felt so, so terribly good. He wasn't a kid anymore, age or otherwise. That much was obvious.
"Liked... how?"
"Oh my god Thomas! Like this!" Kit clued in her clueless brother by grinding her soaking crotch over his member. He stiffened and let out a yelp that degenerated into a moan. Kit wasn't immune herself -- she felt her brother's cock grow taut and jut against her, and she bit back a moan herself. "You turned me on, idiot!"
"Ohhh - I did?" Kit didn't stop, and Thomas couldn't hide his pleasure from her.
"Does it feel like you did? Ohh," Kit angled herself so his cock nudged her panty-covered clit.
"Oh god Kitty -- you're so wet!"
"You made me like this bro," his breathy sibling replied, "Now do you get it?"
"Y-yeah, oh god..." Thomas arched up, pressing harder against his sister's eager snatch. Kit pressed back. Another strange shockwave possessed her. She wanted more. No -- needed more.
"But it's Thomas..." one part of her said, "You can't fuck your brother. It's so wrong!" But her body screamed otherwise. Thomas tore her between being the responsible big sister she was supposed to be and the horny young woman she knew she was. She couldn't decide, even while teasing her little brother till his bare cock plowed along her silky panties like a spade.
"Sis, ughhh," Thomas arched again, "Are we going to..."
"I... ohh... I don't know... Maybe we should-"
"Kitty!" Thomas gasped to cut her off, "Let me taste you!" Kit's heart flipped in her chest. The request stopped her hips dead where they were. She sat stunned, feeling her pussy spiking with heat. Now was the time to be a good sister and stop before their act went any further.
"Umm... Okay."
"Okay!? That wasn't doing the right thing!" Kit's mind screeched, but she was already rolling onto her back. Her mind raced as the sheets rustled beneath them, and while she was still reeling from it all her little brother was looking down at his nearly-naked sister. More than looking -- feeling. Feeling all along her bare arms, her shoulders, her chest...
"Can I...?" Thomas tentatively fingered the straps of her bra.
"Yes..." Kit breathed. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, but Thomas deftly unfastened the front anyway and slowly opened her up. It was chillier than in the living room, but the heat from Thomas's palms quickly warmed her soft breasts. He handled them so gently, as if he thought they would break -- petting and caressing, and pressing his fingers just so. It felt good, and soon Kit let out a bated breath and allowed her body to entice her brother's hands.
Thomas breathed deep, focused entirely on his sister's bare chest. "God sis, they're beautiful," he murmured, petting along her bell-shaped globes.
"Mmm, that's good..." Kit stretched and relaxed. She didn't realize how tense she was before from Thomas getting on top of her. But he wasn't like Allan. Not at all.
"You know," she said, "they're not going to pop or anything. You can be a little more -- ohhhh!" Thomas didn't hesitate in palming her firm pillows, gripping and sliding from base to tip. Nor did he wait long before tonguing her hardening nipples. Allan hardly ever did that, and definitely not as hungrily as Thomas. Only a few seconds of it and she was already hooked.
"Y-yeah, just like that..." Kit found herself rubbing her thighs, not knowing what to do with her hands. She didn't want to distract him, not when his tongue swirled so nicely around one taut breast after the other. His lips smacked on her skin, suckling, tasting. Just as she really was getting into it, her nipple popped out from his eager lips, and her little brother started kissing down her ribs...
"Ooooh god Thomas, that felt so..." But this felt good too, Kit thought. Her sibling's tongue danced over her belly, tracing the subtle curves of her toned midsection, slipping around her little belly button, and then teasing the borderline of her panties. When she felt his teeth rake along the silky material, she gushed a little as her pussy quivered.
"Thomas, have you done this before?" She watched her brother's head migrate while he tugged her panties down.
"Just a few times," he said before planting more kisses on Kit's trimmed mound.
"What? I thought you didn't have a girlfriend..." Thomas had troubles getting good girlfriends. Kit watched a small parade of them while she was living at home, and not one of them lasted more than a month. They were never good enough for her brother though.
"Umm... parties..." Thomas answered distractedly -- Kit's moist panties clung to her mid-thighs, and her little brother's hot breath breezed over her bare pussy. She shaved just for tonight, giving herself a trimmed landing strip above her well-waxed sex. No doubt he could see how wet she was now being so close. That thought make the knot in Kit's stomach tighten.
"How -- how many girls?" Kit breathed, staring down at her little brother between her legs.
"I don't know... Uhh, three. Maybe four... I was kind of... distracted," he slid her panties off entirely and spread her legs. His big sister didn't resist. Suddenly Kit felt embarrassed -- none of her boyfriends ever got so close to her pussy like this. The longer Thomas waited the more nervous she became. After a few moments of lip-biting she spoke up.
"I'm sorry if it isn't... I mean, I wasn't expecting Allan to-" But she couldn't finish before Thomas pressed his lips to her moist sex. Kit gasped and couldn't stop a squeal from breaking out. The jolt that ran through her caught her off guard, but Thomas didn't let up. Slowly he wrapped his arms around her hips and kissed all along her slit, his tongue snaking out to taste his sister's forbidden flower.
"Fuck! This is... why didn't I ask for this before?" The girl couldn't help but squeeze her little brother's head between her thighs. His tongue felt like nothing she'd ever experienced: He was the first to taste her like that. The first -- her little brother. Thomas slipped his tongue into her tightness, and Kit squirmed beneath him. "Thomas is eating me out," she thought, "My little brother is eating me out...!" The dirtiness of it all ignited inside her, and she gripped her brother's messy hair hard, and pulled him closer.
"Oh fuck bro!" Kit wailed, thrashing her hips after just a few minutes, "So good! Mmmm!" Long laps and tiny lashings -- back and forth her brother's tongue punished her pussy, making her gush against his face. His fingers joined in, two sinking into her tight channel, and Kit felt the knot ready to burst inside her. "Yes! Yes yes yes -- lick me bro! God yes!!" The girl tightened and tensed and without more warning let loose her long pent-up orgasm. Arching her back and gripping his head tight, Kit creamed and watched stars dance along the dark ceiling well after her tremors calmed down into her afterglow's shivers.
Only then did she relax her thighs and let her hands drop to the bed. Thomas breathed hard, shaking too. Kit dully wondered if she'd suffocated him when she came, but he breathed in deep between her thighs before speaking up.
"Better... Better than I thought... God..." He licked her still-quivering lips, along her slit in one long motion, and Kit yelped and bucked from the pleasure.
"How... better...?" Kit panted. Her brother stared up at her with a look she'd never seen before. She shivered.
"You taste so fucking good, sister," he growled. Kit lost her breath again. She'd always seen her little brother as a gentle person, kind and a little bit shy. But that person was gone now. There was something feral about him now. His eyes leered into hers, his face shimmering in the faint moonlight with beaded sweat and her still-warm juices. He crawled up on top of her, keeping her legs spread with his knees. His iron-hard cock brushed along her flat belly.
"Have a taste," Kit nearly choked when she felt her brother's lips press against hers. They were soft and wet -- wet from her moist pussy's cum. And she tasted strange -- she'd never tasted herself before, but either from the flavor or because she tasted it on her own brother's lips, she loved it. He gripped her head and kissed her hard, and she opened her mouth to let him in. He toyed inside her mouth just as he had done to her pussy, and she sucked her own cum from his tongue. She floated there, lost in the feeling of her brother's lips and hands on breasts as he ground himself along the line of her tummy.
How long they made out like that, Kit didn't know. They only stopped for breath when their dry humping became wet, when Thomas's bare cock moved down and sawed between his sister's wet folds in their heated kiss. Kit played her fingers along his back while they both panted, aroused beyond imagination.
"Oh my god Thomas," Kit's eyes fluttered open after they broke apart, "I've never been kissed like that before... Why don't you have a girlfriend? Fuck, why don't you have a dozen?"
"Because..." Thomas said, pausing a moment but only slowing his dangerous grinding a bit, "I guess because they never measured up to my big sister. That's all."
Kit smiled. She felt proud: Proud as a big sister for being so important to him, but also proud as a woman who beat out all the others in his eyes. Her brother's eyes... She stared into them. They were blue, just like hers. They both got it from their mother, and least that's what Dad told them. Now she was staring into her brother's eyes as his sweat-slick body rubbed against hers and his naked cock teased her tight opening.
"Oh brother, I love you..." Kit sighed. Then she realized the problem. "Oh, wait -- Thomas, do you have a condom?"
"I... I didn't think of that," Her brother replied, "I've never... I mean, I haven't gotten this far before with anyone."
"You're a virgin?"
"Y-yeah..."
"But you were fingering and eating out girls till you lost count?"
"That's the gist of it."
Kit could hardly believe her little brother hadn't lost it yet, especially after the magic his tongue worked on her. She couldn't hide her grin as she petted down his tense back.
"That's okay bro."
"Are you sure?"
"Oh yeah. Just means your big sister is going to take her little brother's virginity," Her giggle warped into a little satisfied moan as she felt Thomas's thick cock twitch against her pussy.
"What about the condom? Are you safe sis?"
"No, not right now. Definitely not right now. But you'll have to learn how to pull out sometime. Best to start with your first time." Kit knew today was among her worst days to be going bareback. But her body wasn't going to let her stop now, now with her brother's cockhead catching perilously on her soaking opening with every pass he made.
"Oh... okay then, I'll pull out Kitty," he said, starting to pant again when Kit wrapped her fingers around his dick and guided him towards her.
"That's a good boy," Kit purred and lined him up between her folds, "Now be a good brother and sink nice and slow into your big sis..." Her heart beat wildly as she said it. She'd never been so excited before in her life, seeing her brother's cock nudging her entrance. With her heels spurring him on, he slowly pressed in.
"Ughhh, sis..." Thomas groaned, sinking his virgin member into his sister.
"Yeah, yeah that's it -- mmmm! Keep going bro..." Kit watched his grimace, his pleasure-twisted face as he stretched out the first pussy of his life. His sibling's pussy. And stretch he did -- Kit instinctively tightened around the invading flesh, capturing him in a hot velvet grasp. She'd only gone bareback a few times before, but her brother's bare cock beat them all.
Her little brother's balls pressed against her moist lips, and his pelvis rooted against hers. Thomas quivered and moaned, and Kit could feel him already twitching hard deep inside her. He filled her perfectly. Where others had come up short or been too long or thick, her little brother fit her lock and key. Kit rounded her hips and Thomas grunted and growled through his clenched teeth.
"Don't," he managed, "Move. Sis."
"Hehe, going to cum right after being deflowered?" Kit grinned wide. Despite how composed and suave he was masturbating, her pussy was almost too much for him to take. She angled her hips up and down ever so slightly, just to keep her brother on edge as he tried desperately not to fill her pussy right then.
"Stop mov- ugh god," Thomas whispered in a husky voice.
"Make me," Kit teased.
"Fine," Thomas pressed down and pinned her roving hips to the bed with his own. She tried to grind up on him still, but his hands gripped her waist too tightly.
"Ooooh, brother..." Kit groaned, "You like taking charge of me, don't you?"
"... Yeah," he said. He'd regained himself in the meantime so that his tense shivers turned into a humming excitement.
"Then fuck me," Kit licked her lips and gripped his sides as she spoke so dirty. "Fuck your horny big sister." This time he didn't wait. Before she could even finish he started, slow at first, but more and more his strokes grew until the firm rhythm tattooed on her hips. "Oh Thomas..." Kit murmured, digging her nails into his sides, "Harder... fuck me harder."
He did as he was told, and did it gladly. Kit realized where she was, in her parent's house getting fucked by her little brother on his bed. The fact that is was bareback made her moan even louder when his thick cock kissed the depths of her pussy. The bed began to squeak beneath them, and Kit's voice grew louder with it.
"Yes! God, fuck me just like that, bro. Fuck me!"
"You're tight sis," he grunted, plunging in hard.
"Ahh! You're so thick bro -- ohhh..."
"Fuck sis, I can't hold on..."
"Let me get on top," He was twitching hard inside her, and even as he pulled out she felt his precum squirt onto her hot pussy lips. Dangerous, Kit thought. She rubbed it into her pussy as she mounted her brother, just like she had done for Allan a mere hour ago. But rubbing her brother's bare cock against her wet slit felt a thousand times better. It was still twitching in her hand when she plunged down onto him.
"Ughh, sis... Be careful," Thomas groaned, arching back and hanging onto her hips as Kit slowly posted up and down on him.
"What's that?" Kit said playfully, "Little brother getting close? Going to cum so soon?"
"If you keep doing that..." he moaned. Kit sat down on his lap and danced her hips about, keeping her brother's cock nestled deep inside her sex where it belonged.
"There, see? Big sister will take care of you," Kit grinned devilishly. She couldn't help herself now -- the idea just boiled her blood and made her want to be naughtier every time she mentioned their taboo coupling. Thomas wasn't unaffected either. He groaned and bucked up, lifting her just slightly and nudging her cervix deliciously.
"Watch me. Touch me," Kit urged breathlessly, starting her rhythm again. Thomas's eyes trained on his devious sister. Her fair skin glowed in the dark room, the shadows cast from the window across her breasts and belly flickered back and forth as she pitched and rocked on him. Kit watched her brother feel up her working hips to her undulating belly, caressing every inch of her as if she were a dream that would disappear any moment. His wild eyes made her tense again. She'd been building for so long now, kept on edge by her brother's near-misses and heavy jerking inside her. Now she was ready to cum for her dear brother again.
Thomas wanted more too. He pulled against her lower back and brought Kit low. Leaning over him now he planted his hands firmly on her ass and kissed her hanging breasts like Allan refused to. Kit moaned and offered herself, though her hips moved faster and faster as he suckled his sister. Their hot breaths mingled, just like their sweat and cum, mixing together between their bodies in their taboo act. Brother and sister drew closer, and desire drove them towards the greatest taboo of all.
"God bro, fuck me!" Kit wailed. Her voice filled the empty house, filled her brother's ears. He grasped her hips and thrust up into her wet pussy, adding to her cries the squelches of her wet cunt taking his full length. "Thomas! I'm gonna cum soon -- Ohhhh, I'm gonna cum on my brother's cock!"
"Me too - Fuck! Sis, I'm gonna cum too."
Kit's heart pounded. Her nerves thundered. Her pussy quaked. She felt her brother's cock, his beautiful cock, jabbing deep inside her, sheathing inside her so perfectly, so completely. She'd always loved her brother, from the moment he was born she loved him. But now her love grew beyond what she ever imagined it could be. She loved her brother like a sister shouldn't. Like she always wanted to, deep down.



"I love you bro! I love you so, so -- Mmmm!" Sweat poured down between their rutting bodies and Kit arched and howled as the tightness in her belly twinged and threatened to snap any moment.
"I love you sis!" Thomas cried back, "I've always loved you like this!" His balls slapped her ass in his abandon, and he thrashed her soaking pussy. They both felt his throbbing, her tightening, and knew it was now or never. Kit didn't stop posting when she held her brother's face and stared into those familiar eyes.
"Cum in me."
"Kitty? But you're -"
"Cum in me bro! I love you -- I want you to cum in me!"
"I can't, ragh! -- I can't hold back sis! What if I get you-"
"You will! Ahhh! God you will! Yes!! Give me your cum Thomas. Oooooh! Give me your baby, bro!"
They came. Kit screamed and thrust down just as Thomas rutted as deep as he could inside her unprotected body. Hot cum erupted deep inside Kit, spraying her belly full of his brotherly seed. He grasped her hips tight and held her still as she screamed and shook, keeping her pussy gripping around the base of his cock as his balls launched all of his load against her inner walls. Kit felt his potent sperm splash against her cervix and wailed, another wave of her climax washing over her just from knowing her little brother was filling her womb with his cum.
By the time Kit had collapsed onto her brother's chest and his cock twitched out the last of his pent-up load inside her, the bed had become soaked with their sweat and cum. Kit gasped for breath, reveling in the afterglow of the best sex she'd ever had, and Thomas did the same. Before long they were kissing again, holding each other as they did.
Eventually Kit rolled off to the side and laid on the bed, still panting from their hot exchange. Thomas laid next to her, staring up at the ceiling.
"Kitty...?"
"Yeah, Thomas?"
"Are you... did you mean it? What you said about..."
Kit thought on it. Risking that with her brother was insane, sinful even. But at the same time... Kit ran her hand over her belly, feeling it slowly lift and drop from her deep breathing. Below her hand she could feel Thomas's sperm, hot and thick, oozing inside her and drooling out over her pussy lips like thick syrup. But so much more was right in there, doing its work inside her sisterly womb.
"Well..." Kit said, still looking at her belly, "...Yes."
"Yes? To what?"
"All of it." Kit rolled her head to the side and met her brother's gaze, "I love my little brother, more now than I knew possible. And..." she stroked her flat belly, "I would have your baby in a heartbeat, Thomas."
"God..." Thomas stared at his sister, mouth agape. Then it curled to a smile.
"I love you Sis."
"I love you too, bro." Kit smiled back just as wide. Cuddling closer though, feeling his cum squishing out between her thighs, she regained her naughty grin from before. "But you know Thomas..." she said.
"W-what? What's wrong?" Thomas asked.
Kit wrapped a leg around his, rubbing her messy pussy against his thigh as she whispered, "You're going to have to give me a lot more cum if we're going to make a baby, dearest brother..."
Four Months Later
And he certainly did, all through the summer. Kit nudged Thomas gently, trying to keep quiet as their parents slept upstairs. Slowly his eyes opened, and he looked up hazily at his sister.
"Kitty? Oh hey, you're back already..."
"Already? I've been out all day!" Kit huffed. Thomas rubbed his eyes and sat up, though he kept his hand where it was. He was looking there intently.
"So... what did they say?"
"Oh, the usual. Eat right, exercise, brush my teeth. But then I had to take off my shirt and... well..."
"Well?"
"Well, they found this," Kit stood up and lifted her loose shirt. There, amid her toned and slim midsection, was the slightest curve just below her navel. A little bump even? Thomas touched her gently, running his hand over his sister's belly while looking up at her.
"And? What did they say? Are you...?"
"They said she'll look just like her Daddy," Kit grinned, watching Thomas's eyes light up and his hand pet over his baby nestled inside her belly, "At least, that's what I bet they'll say when they find out."
"Awww, what?" Thomas scowled, "What do you mean? Are you pregnant or not?" He was staring at his sister's tummy the whole time, as if asking it for the answers. Kit giggled.
"That's my little secret, bro," Kit said, smirking down at her frowning brother, "Pfft, you'll find out soon, one way or another. You have been fucking me without a condom every night when Mom and Dad went to bed, you know."
"Sometimes more than that," Thomas reminded. His palm circled that spot, right below my navel.
"Oh yeah... Well, I'm saying don't worry -- we'll be off to college next week, and you'll be moving in with me."
"But wasn't I going to move in with-" Kit gave him a look that cut his words off mid-stream. She arched her eyebrow and rubbed her belly to give some added emphasis.
"Nope -- you're sticking with me, brother dear," she said sternly, but her eyes betrayed her severity. "I'll have to make sure my younger brother does well in college while he's trying to knock his sister up, don't I? And besides..." Kit peeled off her pants and smiled devilishly, revealing her lacy thong to Thomas, whose cock was nearly bursting from his pants already.
"Siblings know how to keep a little secret, right?"
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Selene awoke in the depths of the Labyrinth, alone. Exiled by her people and sacrificed to the insatiable appetite of that horrid maze, she and her sisters in suffering were quickly taken by its monstrous denizens. The ambush was quick and decisive, only letting them scream in woe mere moments before it was over. Selene felt the dry sandy stone beneath her bare palms, and shivered beneath the thin veil of her sacrificial dress.
She was alone in a cell, or rather just another cavern in that place. Did the beasts here even know or care about such distinctions? Her eyes adjusted to the only dim, flickering light coming from the main room beyond. The sounds of her compatriots echoed from there -- some groans muffled and suppressed, some wails piercing through the haze, but above all came the distinct sounds of their captors. Deep and inhuman, the bellows of the beasts roared into Selene's dismal room as she stared out at the scene.
The Minotaurs were raping them all.
Great horned hulks crouched in every corner of the room, each with their own prize to fuck. Shaped like men with hooved legs and heads of bulls, the monsters were anything but human. Their huge thick-furred bodies bore down on the frightened women, the younger ones screaming and writhing against their shaggy bulks, the more experienced ones giving in. The cacophony mixed fear and pain with agonizing pleasure, and every bullish monster mated and fucked its helpless prize differently.
A young woman screamed as a Minotaur seized the fleeing woman, and in a swift motion tore apart her dress with its inhuman hand. It grunted and pressed, and impaled the caught woman with its member, its monstrous cock piercing deep into her womanhood. Her eyes rolled and her whole body shook as her silent scream broke into a bloody screech, her suspended body sliding down inch by inch onto its phallus.
Another woman clawed the ground, her back pushed into the dusty earth as her new lover rutted above her. A sound like a man and a bovine combined, the monster grunted each time it slammed its bullish cock into her sensitive folds. Selene could hear the hollow slapping from the doorway, its bare-skinned balls slapping against her abused ass. Her fists clenched in the fur of its chest, pushing against her immoveable rapist with all her might, and cried to the gods to save her. They didn't.
Yet others Selene had never seen before were there too, women whose dirty wild hair and scuffed bodies showed that they were no strangers to the Minotaur. Previous sacrifices, no doubt the ones who survived their ordeal and were kept by those monsters as more than just food or sport, were being mated in much the same way as their newer compatriots. But their eyes frightened Selene the most. A virgin reached out towards just such a woman, pleading with the woman to save her as the bull pressed her tender belly against the stone and ravaged her once innocent body in mighty blows. The woman stared down at her, and crawled slowly to the girl on hands and knees. With her eager eyes staring the wild-haired woman smiled as a grey-furred stud mounted her from behind, and whispered unhearable words to the weeping virgin as she came lewdly in front of the girl.
Selene had to escape. This place would be her death, or worse. The orgy continued in the flickering light of the torches, and only the darkness of the twisting maze stretched beyond them. Somehow she had to make it out, and losing herself again in the ever-changing walls would at least spare her from this new hell. But it was not to be. As she prepared to run, she felt a beast seize her from behind. She bolted, but the great maulish hands seized her body and spun her horrified back toward itself.
Its smell hit her first. Towering above her, the bullish musk instantly filled her nose. Earthy and nigh-fetid, the creature reeked of hot sex. Selene was no stranger to it, but never had she smelled anything so utterly male in her life before. Its black eyes shimmered red in the fires beyond, and its midnight fur hung like heavy moss from its titanic body. Into the main room it carried her, ignoring the kicking and thrashing Selene threw against it -- no, rather it held her aloft as if entertained by her fighting spirit.
In the room the din of torment and rapture rose in clarity, just as the visage of her captor did. Its muzzle bore countless scars and marks of battle, a veteran master of the maze who had no doubt slain countless heroes undaunted. A chest forged by war both with humans and with beasts followed into its hard abdomen and settled on haunches thick as oaks. Between its legs hung its bullish member, black as coal with a flared fleshy head, swaying more than halfway down to its bent knees. Selene breathed in its foul breath, and she knew right then she had no way to run any longer.
Her dress was no protection for her. The bull caught the shoulder of it with its sharpened horn and tore it from her chest with a simple flick. The tattered skirt clung around her waist, and bare-breasted Selene couldn't help but welcome its hot breath warming her chilled skin. It grasped her torso, thumbing over her modest tit nearly completely just with that single digit. The pads of its fingers were coarse, yet softer than the matted fur covering the rest of its shaggy body. The beast grunted and pushed Selene against the stone wall, pinning her and pawing over her helpless body.
This was no foreplay. It petted down her form as if inspecting her, like a farmer assessing the health of his cattle. The irony only made its touch all the more humiliating to her, and despite herself she moistened its fingers when they spread her legs. She was getting wet for this beast's touch. It was due to its cock, now half-erect and dragging along her inner thigh. Like the softest leather it stalked up her smooth skin as its core hardened like bone. The room overflowed with the evidence of what such a weapon would do to a woman. Their gaping, ruined pussies stretched open beyond what they were meant for, gushing out torrents of monstrous spunk that flooded the stone floor in thick creamy pools. The virgins bled, and many others besides, from those bullish cocks. And now Selene would too.
The head met her moist lips, and the beast snorted as Selene's pussy drool ran down its cock. She turned her face away from it, denying her own body's betrayal, but her heart beat faster still. The crowned cockhead burned against her skin, and she trembled thinking of it pushing inside her. Knowing that it would. Her eyes snapped open as it stepped forward and thrusted into her.
Pain lanced through her very core. The cock was not meant for human women -- a bullish cock meant only to mate with beasts of the field. But the Minotaur lusted for only her flesh, her human pussy, a pussy that stained and stretched to its limit simply to endure the first push of its insatiable bulk. Selene found her gripping its fur and pushing away, her knees coming up against its hard abs to assist just like countless girls before her, and found she could not escape. The bull pushed, and she could only yield and scream as it ruined her tight cunt, inch by inch.
After an eternity it seemed, she felt it begin to fuck her. Not even half inside her and still the beast stretched her beyond anything she'd ever felt before. Its thickness strained her while the sliding veined piston teased every ridge and wall of her pussy. The pain persisted, especially when its hips jerked up and forced another half an inch into her belly. Every time it pulled out she felt only emptiness in its wake, a relief soon snuffed out by its inevitable rough return. It grunted low fucking her, and she tried to bite back the gasps and moans as the beast had its way with her.
Selene opened her eyes, half disbelieving she was being mated by this horrid beast. Her whole body pushed up whenever it bottomed out in her, and more and more of its cock forced her pussy wider still. Delirious with a pain like giving birth, she felt with horror the stirrings of a new pain -- the realization of a deep and growing pleasure she'd never felt before. This monster was raping her, fucking her, and her traitorous body was beginning to like it!
She refused as best she could, but found herself clinging to the beast instead of pushing it away. Her petite hands wrapped around its heaving chest, holding onto its coarse fur on either side as it rutted into her tight human cunt. She looked out over its broad shoulder and her eyes fell onto a bestial mating beyond the depravity of the others. Another former sacrifice rode atop a white-maned bull, head rolled back in the throes of ecstasy and mouth agape in a throaty howl. She was cumming for the beast, her pale pussy stretched taut over the bullish cock buried deep in her tight belly. Her tight, round belly.
Selene gasped. The woman was pregnant. She was pregnant from one of these monsters. A Minotaur had fucked her and impregnated her with its bestial seed. And now Selene saw countless women, all wild-haired and in various positions all around the room, sporting similar bumps -- some small and barely showing, and others huge and hanging low. The beasts were not just raping them for sport, Selene realized. The bulls were breeding them, and now she was being bred too.
Selene screamed as the bull rammed her cervix, hard. The Minotaur had reached her end, and still thrust more of its cock into her. Her tight pussy spasmed and quaked around the invader, twitching from the horror and pain of her dark revelation. But more than that, her pussy gushed its cum over the monster's pulsing member. No man had fucked her for more than just pleasure, to accomplish more than just getting off and basking in his manly release. But this beast, this monster, was pure instinct and desire. It chose her to feed its primal hunger. It plunged its cock into her human belly to fill the void in her womb. It would inseminate her to satisfy its ultimate purpose: To breed more monsters inside her fertile belly.
A wild terror seized Selene at the thought of bearing its hellish spawn inside her, to know that a beast more manly than any man and inhuman beyond compare would own her body completely. The cock rammed against her cervix, and she felt herself succumbing. Its heavy balls slapped against her ass, like two ripe plums beating against her firm flesh. Their beat fixated her. The Minotaur pounded her faster, pressing her so hard against the stone wall the monster nearly crushed her. Every hard-fought breath became a moan, and her legs wrapped around its wildly rutting waist.
The others may have seen her, biting down on the monster's black-furred shoulder and crying out so lewdly, wrapping her legs and arms around it like she would a lover. The horror and terror of bearing as her firstborn a monster just like her rapist thrilled her body like nothing before. She gave in, crying out for all the room to hear her unholy wish: Her wish to become a Minotaur's breeding bitch.
The Minotaur granted it. With a bellow like both man and bull, it forced open the gates of her womb and unleashed its potent load. Her belly stretched at the force of it. Already the outline of its massive member distending her flat midsection, but every pulse dumped more cum into her than her most virile lovers could in a month. It jerked, forcing its fertile sperm deeper into her, blasting her overstretched cunt so full she felt streams of it spurting out along her thighs. Her bull didn't stop for ten, fifteen, twenty pulses before she lost count, lost in the earth-shattering orgasm its burning cum unleashed within her. By the time it let up she had experienced three orgasms, each rolling into the next, and it dropped her quivering body to the floor.
Its cock hung low again, the flared head still oozing fertile jizz onto the stones before her glazed-over eyes. Her pussy spasmed still, gulping up the copious load now flooding from her stretched hole. Her once tight flower now gaped wide, stretched beyond hope by her rapist bull's raging cock. She knew the beast had ruined her right then, and more than just her pussy. The warmth in her belly would not subside as her greedy womb drowned itself in its fertile sperm, and she knew its bullish seed would find purchase inside her -- or already had.
The world darkened as Selene felt the full extent of her own fatigue. The black-furred Minotaur shook out the final gushes of its spunk onto her collapsed body, sprinkling droplets like heavy rain over every inch of her defiled form. Satisfied, the beast walked away and left her to soak in its virile slime. The orgy continued to rage around her, and dimly she wondered how many times she would succumb to the beastmen before she began to look like the former sacrifices - pleasure-stricken and wild in their new lives as the human breeding stock of the Minotaurs.
She couldn't know when, but she knew it would be soon.
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The party was decimated. Aura Whitewind beheld the onslaught helplessly. Though an elf with formidable powers over nature and the healing arts, she could not prevent her brethren from being cut down by the cunning ambush laid for them. Their foes came from the earth itself, springing from ancient tunnels beneath their very feet. Lizardmen, a whole raiding party bent on loot and glory.
The pitched battle ended almost as soon as it began for Aura. While she stood back and prepared to rejuvenate her failing allies, a blow to the back of her fair head darkened the world for her. The next thing she knew, the young elf was being dragged by her ankles into the darkness of the Lizardmen tunnels.
Struggle could not assist her. She could not free herself from the iron grip of her inhuman captor. One glance at the beasts face made her gasp in horror. Lizardmen were hulking brutes, a mad mix between dragon and human. Its strong arms bulged with muscles and long fingers ended in cruel claws. Its defined torso resembled that of a blacksmiths, yet covered in yellowy scales to contrast the green about its back and thick tail. And its head nigh crocodilian, with great yellow eyes glowing in the darkness above a great maw lined with sharp teeth. The bestial eyes already preyed on the pale elfish's luscious body.
Aura winced. The frail tunic beneath couldn't protect her from the rocky soil beneath, nor the monster's savage intent. When it stopped she found herself laid on a crude mat - the Lizardman's camp. This one must have been an opportunist, preying on the outskirts of the raiding party's victories. His loot was his own. And his prize tonight? A young, fertile elf.
Without delay or thought of courting her, the Lizardman spread her legs and slashed open her thin tunic. Aura's ageless breasts were nonetheless young for an elf, and inexperienced with the touch of a man. The reptile's grip gave no mercy to them. Claws made for rending flesh scratched her sensitive globes, and the lizard's forked tongue lashed her gasping lips. He tested his prize - smelling her floral scent, tasting her feminine flesh, and realized that he had caught an elf worth a hundred human smoothskins. This one the beast would not sell to slavers, oh no. This one would become his personal clutch-bearer.
To Aura's horror, she saw in the torchlight the beast spread her legs wide and rear up. His crimson malehood emerged. Scales moved back and released its terrible phallus, red as blood and etched in veins that pulsed with virility. There was hardly anything human about the cock. The head tapered to a point at its tip while the shaft swelled with great lumps and spheres as a snake that had swallowed several meals. Countless throbbing vessels clasped each bulbous mound, toughening soft flesh to stony hardness. In moments the beastly member swelled to its full size, dwarfing any cock the elf had ever seen.
No escape nor rescue would come for Aura now. Her allies defeated, she could hear their own defilement echoing down the tunnels. They were fucking them, breeding them. Soon her male companions would become labor slaves set about digging their empire's tunnels, and her sisters in combat would be bred into broodmothers for the draconian hordes.
Her own mating came swiftly. Begging the brute for mercy yielded nothing but encourage the inhuman warrior. The Lizardman's cock dragged against her thigh, spitting precum hot as a just-cooked soup against her thighs and belly. Grasping her torn tunic, the draconian brute ripped it down to her crotch. The fair hair, curling like golden threads about her mound, sent the beast into rut at the mere sight and scent of it. The beast growled as its tip grazed her slit, painting her folds with slick reptilian slime.
Though Aura screamed and flared her magical energies, it only encouraged her scaled mate to thrust into her. The moment the tapered cockhead found her elfish hole, it thrust in. Only a finger's length pressed in and Aura felt totally filled. She screamed as the rest bore into her immortal sex. The lizard's thick tongue snaked into her mouth, silencing her wails as it forced the first of its bulbous shaft-spheres into her. Inside her creaming cunt, the veins and knots of her unwanted mate pulsed, throbbed, and pumped more and more blood into his overwhelming organ. Another sphere disappeared into her, and then another, its thrust a long slow advance to knot his elvish bitch.
And then, it began to fuck her. So much like a man's motions, his hips papped against hers in a steady, deepening pace. But so much unlike any man's, his scales ran smooth along her inner thighs on the stroke, and caught on her sensitive skin on its withdraw as if to punish the woman for ever wanting him to pull out. A hard barrier struck her pussy lips then, and staring down she saw what it was - the largest sphere resting at the base of its member. It was the Lizardman's knot, large as a man's fist, ramming against her tight opening. There was no way it would fit inside her without ruining her tight sex forever.
Aura screamed as the beast battered into her harder, forcing her tender lips to spread around that massive knot. She wailed for mercy, unable to do anything but wrap her legs around the beast's waist as it drove against her clit and deepest depths at once. Ramming, spreading her elvish pussy, the beast forced Aura to feel the growing tautness in her belly and the heat of his spurting precum stroked the flames of desire within her. Though it was not her own kind, her young elvish body began to crave its brutal strokes and inhuman seed. A tear ran down Aura's cheek as she realized she was cumming, cumming for a monster bent on breeding her with impunity.
It happened. Her body tensed and gave way to the overwhelming pleasure of being mated to a disgusting reptile. Ever the opportunist, the beast lunged into her with all its might the moment her tiny pussy seized its shaft in climax. Instinct compelled the draconian now to mark her elven pussy forever, and he did. The great knot the size of a grapefruit pressed, shivered, and then disappeared passed the gaping lips of Aura's pink pussy. The insane stretching and pain mixed with her uncontrollable pleasure, and she came again, shaking as her womanly cream christened his shining scales.
And then, she felt it. With its member fully buried within her, the beast opened its great maw and bellowed in an inhuman snarl. Those cruel hands gripped her shoulders tight. Heating like an oven inside her, its dragonic blood shunting into its burning cock as the beast's own climax struck. Staring at her distended belly, Aura watched the veiny, bulbous shaft jerk and throb inside her pale belly as lava-hot reptile sperm erupted like a geyser inside her unprotected belly.
Another climax on the heels of the first then struck her unawares. The vessels clasping the beast's knotty spheres swelled with every virile pulse. Eyes rolled back and mouth gaping, Aura had a vision like those of her people's seers. Deep inside her body, as the horrid beast's member gushed its searing load against her cervix, she saw the billions of relentless sperm invading her sacred womb. Promised to only her own kind once, now it was now conquered by countless wriggling sperm of a hated beast.
Green slime bursts from her over-saturated pussy as the elf watched his verdant seed invade her pink womb. They sought her innocent egg, and found its silvery form utterly defenseless. Her back arched and she cried out in the ancient language of her ancestors, a wild cry that came with the mind-numbing pleasure forced into her body and mind when her eyes beheld the fall of her sacred race to its dragonic sperm. Aura saw the lizard's seed surround her elven heritage, and then the pale moon of her ovum waxed green as an emerald. Her elvish lineage was forever tainted by a monster's brood.
Aura gave into her fate then. No party to return to, and defiled forever in the eyes of her people, she gripped her mate tight and came, shivering, on his reptilian member. The beast grunted and pulled itself from her sex, leaving her ruined pussy gaping and gushing lime-green semen over its primitive cot.
Her sacred flower, once neat and tight as a golden peach, was now just a Lizardman's breeding hole. Her body tingled as her magical energies focused on the new life springing inside her. Aura beheld that egg dividing within her. Twice, thrice, enough to bear her an entire nest of eggs.
The brute continued marking her body with its seed. Over the weeks and months she would be in his captivity, his green semen would stain her flesh like a tattoo, marking her forevermore as Lizardkin, a broodmother to their primal race. Elf no longer, Aura in that moment became a clutch-bearer, a progenitor and lover to her once hated enemies.
The future revealed itself to her enlightened eyes, the change promised to her body and mind. Her once proud elvish belly would fill with her mate's reptilian clutch, round as a great oval and pale skin now verdant as the spring's first growth. Pregnant with the spawn of another race, she knelt at the feet of her lifelong mate stroking his strong clutch inside her belly, smiling.
And when Aura's scaled lover mounted her again, she could only spread her legs and wish that future would be soon in coming.
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"Come on, it was just one time... for now."
"Oh. My. GOD! You total bitch!"
Robert startled awake as his front door slammed shut. His daughters were home, and like usual bickering again. After working all day, all he wanted was to have a nice nap. But such a thing was rare in his battleground of a house between his feuding twins. And this time it was particularly bad. Tracy was the first to stomp into the living room and jab her finger at her sister.
"Daddy!" The long-haired blonde yelled, "Did you hear her? She impersonated me so she could fuck my boyfriend!"
"Come on!" The nearly identical Stacy yowled back, "You did the same exact thing with my last boyfriend, and behind my back too. At least I told you right to your face."
"While you were riding him!" Tracy shrieked. "I know you are not on the pill, and he never wears condoms. Are you trying to make a baby or something?"
"Mmm, trying? Like you and him?" Stacy smirked and cradled her stomach, "Maybe him and I aren't trying anymore, huh...?"
"Daddyyyy!"
Tracy tackled her father's shoulder and buried her face into his neck. There she continued her tirade in so many muffled gasps as Stacy cooed and taunted from across the room. There was no saving his nap anymore. Groaning, Robert rubbed the pleasant sleep from his eyes and glared at the ceiling.
"Girls! Stop yelling. Stop fighting. Right now!"
Robert straightened his babbling daughter up with one arm and scooped in the other with a quick grab around her waist. At once their haughtiness ceased and both took on an absolutely girlish tone.
"Daddy," Tracy said, sweet as a button, "Stacy is a slut."
"Nooo, Daddy!" Stacy began back, "Tracy's a liar AND a sl-"
"Shhh! You're both bad little sluts who've interrupted Daddy's sleep! And did I hear something about a boyfriend?" Robert slapped his hands beneath their skirts and gripped their tight asses. That got through to his horny girls. Tracy squirmed particularly hard.
"He's nobody, Daddy. Just... just a cute boy from school."
"Liar," Stacy smirked, "She's trying to get preggers from him."
"P-preg -- shut up! You were trying the same thing!"
"Well I'm not gonna let you be the first one, like always!"
Like always, Robert's girls shared a remarkable amount of things -- hobbies, boyfriends, fetishes -- but bickered about who got what constantly. They were eighteen years old and still fought like children. They were too old to be bent over his knee anymore, but Robert found a different way to get his cock-hungry daughters to play nice.
"You both know the rules: No boyfriends. Daddy's enough for you both," Robert said. Stacy and Tracy's eyes lit up, though cautious. They had been very naughty after all.
"Are you mad, Daddy?" Tracy asked. "I just... couldn't wait to be a mother."
"Me neither," Stacy whined. Already he could feel his daughter's need moistening their panties. The same went for her sister. Both were starving for cock, and more than just a good fucking. Robert shook his head and began to unclasp his belt.
Daddy's horny girls needed some inbreeding.
"You're both being very bad girls," he said, dropping his belt on the ground beside his chair and unzipping his jeans. "Getting a boyfriend and not even sharing him like good sisters should..."
"We're sorry!" the girls said in unison. Their eyes were fixed on their father's lap as he fished his cock out of his boxers.
"Not good enough, girls. You also interrupted Daddy's nap, so you're going to have to make me feel better about that."
"Yes Daddy!" Stacy was the fastest to drop to her knees and kiss the head of Robert's member. Tracy was close behind, scowling as her sister's lips wrapped around her father's cockhead.
"Tch, greedy slut..." she mumbled, edging her way beneath her sister to kiss her father's balls.
"Muah! That's right, Daddy's mine, just like your boy-mmm!" Robert pulled Stacy hard, bulging her overfilled throat out with every inch of his cock.
"Enough bitching," Robert growled before letting up his wayward daughter.
"D-Daddy, that's mean," The girl coughed and sputtered despite the big smile on her face.
"That's right, Daddy can be mean. Now girls," Robert hooked his hands round both of their necks and pulled them in till their noses brushed either side of his cock. "You're both going to share Daddy's cock and be nice to one another. Understand?"
"Yes, Daddy..." They said.
"Good. Now kiss and make up," Robert pressed his twins' lips against either side of his stiffened cock. Neither of his girls resisted. They worked his shaft immediately, their soft mouths kissing and licking either edge of their father's twitching cock. Their matching blonde hair framed their faces, both close-eyed and reveling in the taste of the thing that helped make them eighteen years ago. And as they both rose to the mushroomed head their lips connected and their tongue wrestled around it.
"Good girls..." Robert petted their lightly bobbing heads. The animosity between them at first fueled their almost violent kissing, as if battling to get more of Daddy's cock into them. But the mirror-match quickly devolved into the sweet, lusty make-out session that only loving sisters could enjoy. Their little mewls and smacking lips and roving tongues turned on their father something fierce.
"Mmmm, now isn't that how you two should always be?"
The girls cast their azure eyes up at him and nodded without pausing their ministrations. They kissed while their father's cock glazed their mouths with spurts of precum that drooled down their chins. It slopped down to their low-cut tops and clung fast to them in sticky strings. They were almost messy enough to coax the cum out of Robert's balls right there. But he couldn't allow that. Reluctant to end their harmonious dick-worship, Robert nonetheless peeled his gasping daughters off.
"Feeling better?" he asked. His girls nodded, their meek smiles and chins dripping with familial juices.
"Daddy, I'm horny... I want a baby," Tracy confessed.
"Me too," Stacy added, "Will you let Tracy's boyfriend knock us up now?"
"No," Robert said. Before his crestfallen angels could so much as whine he scooped them up under each arm. They squealed and squirmed as he carried them off to his bedroom where he'd taken them many times before. They weren't trying to get away, not even when he tossed nymphs onto his bedsheets and tore open the fronts of their blouses buttons and all.
"No more boyfriends, you bad little girls."
"But Daddyyyy," Tracy scowled as her nubile tits bobbled free.
"No 'buts' about it, from you either," Robert shot a look at his other pouting daughter.
"But I want a baby soooo bad, Daddy..." Stacy said. "Why won't you let us make you grandkids already?"
"Because Daddy doesn't want grandkids," he said, planting his hands on their hot, flat bellies. "Daddy want's more sons and daughters from his bad little girls. Understand?"
They did, and simultaneously stripped their soaking panties from their fertile hips and flipped their mini-skirts up over their exposed bellies. They knew the drill, but this time their hips almost shivered with excitement. Throwing his clothes beside those belonging to his girls, Robert dragged them down the bed till their legs dangled over the edge.
"Daddy, I want to have your baby first!" Tracy spread her thighs wide.
"No, Daddy! Knock me up first!" Stacy bucked her hips and spread even wider.
"Hey, you're the one who-"
"Shhhhh," Robert grabbed both girls by the pussy and sank his fingers into their wet holes. Both almost sucked him in all the way to his knuckles -- twin pussies desperate for incestuous satisfaction. Despite their squirming and moaning, Daddy began to pump them.
Tracy gripped her bare chest right beneath her breasts, her crossed arms squishing her tender tits together into such an inviting cleavage. Her tight pink nipples perked up, tightened by the cool air, and popped easily into her Daddy's hungry mouth.
"Ooo-Oh! Daddy..." Tracy mewled. "Daddy's sucking them..."
"Get used to it," Robert said, lathering his girl's perky tits with his tongue, "My babies are always hungry for these pretty little things."
"Daddy," Stacy sang out and pressed her identical tits against her sister, "I need to get used to it too!"
"Yes you do," Robert said, leaving his first daughter's tits shimmering with his lavish spittle before beginning the same on his second. Stacy squirmed and moaned, a little louder than Tracy had. But that didn't last long. Robert curled his fingers inside the frowning blonde's pussy till her whines melted away into a lewd moan, one that was matched by her sister when Robert gave her titty a little bite.
"Daddy! Babies don't bite," Stacy said.
"But Daddy's do," Robert gave her other nipple a raking with his teeth. That set her pussy ablaze, squirming and crushing in around his far-delving fingers. The twins bucked their hips in tandem against their father's palms like a pair of pistons, firing up their fertile cores till they simply couldn't be ignored.
"Mmmmph," Tracy bucked helplessly against her father's rutting hand, "Daddy, you're so deep..."
"Oh? I don't think its deep enough," Robert said. The slurping of his fingers escaping her pussy was quickly drowned by her deep moan, a moan muffled by his fingers dripping with her own quim. Their beautiful blue eyes glued onto Robert as he lined his hardened member up with Tracy's tightness.
"Daddy..." Tracy bit her lower lip, "We're ovulating today..."
"Daddy knows," Robert said as he sank his bare cock into his daughter's bare pussy. The girl moaned and arched back into the pillows while her envious sister watched. The way Stacy's inner walls clasped tight around Robert's fingers copied the way Tracy's rippled about his member. They were twins after all, and both perfect Daddy's girls.
The headboard began thumping against the wall. Robert wasted no time in shunting his dick deep into his virginally-tight daughter. Just the same, Tracy huffed and whined as her tiny teen pussy got stretched out. The air began to fill with the smucking sounds of twin slits getting filled and unfilled, faster and faster.
"Oh -- oh -- OH! Daddy, you're so big and -- umph!"
"Bigger than her boyfriend," Stacy added, rubbing her own pussy besides her father's hand and watching her sister's slit getting stuffed. "Its not fair... I can take Daddy's cock better..."
"Oh can you?" Robert groaned and pulled out of his writhing Tracy with a slurp. The sad little whine on the left was quickly covered by the lewd yowl on the right. Stacy braced herself half against the bed and half against her sister.
"Ah-ah! D-daddy, go slow..." she begged. Robert shook his head.
"Your sister lubed me up nicely," Robert said, slapping his quim-dripping member against Stacy's hesitant slit. "So you're going to take Daddy right down to the root, honey. All at once..."
"But Daddy I'm --"
"Daddy's fertile slut," Robert growled and shoved himself in deep. Stacy howled and squeezed her sister tight, shaking as her body struggled to take him in all the way. But take him she did, unable to resist her father's strength and lust. He grinned along with Tracy as they watched the once spirited girl lose all her confidence and composure.
"Thank your sister for all that slippery cum, honey." Robert said, pounding her twat with hard whaps of his hips.
"Th-tha-thank you-oh-oh!" Stacy managed as her whole petite frame jilted with every fall of his hips. Robert turned to his other girl, her legs still spread-eagle to show off her own creaming pussy.
"Hear that Tracy? Now give your nice sister a kiss..." Robert's cock throbbed as Tracy nodded, the blush on her cheeks matching her sister's. Stacy's moans disappeared into her sister's soft lips, the light smacks and suckling sounds nearly pushed Robert over the edge.
"OH! Daddy, your cock slipped out," Stacy whined.
"Mmm, my turn again," Tracy raised her leg like a bitch in heat, draping it over her still-whining sister.
"Nooo, he fucked you longer. I want more!"
"You're not as good a fuck as me. How do you think I got a boyfriend, huh?"
"You stole my last-"
"Enough!" Robert grabbed Tracy and yanked his teasing slut of a daughter overtop her blonde sister. Belly to belly, his twin girls smooshed together as he pressed their waggling hips together. Both sluts squealed and writhed, their sweaty skin glistening as their legs framed their identical pussies lined up for their Daddy to use.
"You've both been very bad girls," he said, slapping his cock first against Tracy's slit before doing the same to Stacy's below. "If you don't play nice with one another, you're not going to get any of Daddy's babymakers tonight."
"No, please!" Stacy moaned.
"Daddy! We'll be good, we promise!" Tracy added. Both voices shivered with desperation, their bodies left stranded halfway to climax. Now their vulnerable pussies sopped with need. Tracy's pink slit drooled onto her sister's, and Robert thrust his cock between their slippery mounds and sensitive clits.
"Good. Now be good sisters while Daddy fucks you..."
Their golden hair tangled together, dampened already by the heat of one another, and their naked mounds yielded nicely to the thrusts of their father's cock. Robert couldn't remember a time this week when his daughters were so quiet together, with only the little smooches and whines coming from their lips. They wouldn't stay quiet for long.
"That feels so good, Daddy..." Tracy moaned.
"Put it in me -- I mean us, Daddy!" Stacy begged.
Robert couldn't agree more. The edge of his shaft grazed along both girls back and forth till their waggling, humping hips threatened to crush his member in the frothy mess he made between them. Both of their gaping holes were so inviting, but it was Tracy who got the bone first.
"Da-Daddy -- oh fuck!" she stammered, her girlish hole struggling to accommodate her father's manly girth again. Tracy's fingers gripped her sister's tits as she lifted back to try to see behind her. But Robert caught his curious daughter's hair in a stern grip.
"Keep your eyes on your sister," he commanded, pumping her fuckhole with a steady gait. "Tell her what Daddy's doing to you."
"O-okay Daddy... umph, oh... Daddy's filling me up so much sis..."
"Yeah? I can feel his balls hitting my clit," Stacy gulped between her huffing breaths, "And Daddy's cock, it's... it's bulging your belly against mine. Ughhh, its sliding so far up and up till it stops, and then back down and... Fuck!"
Robert pressed his cock back into Stacy, spearing into his moaning daughter with his member dripping with her sister's juices. Still he kept his other daughter filled. He shoved two fingers back into his mewling girl on top, keeping her tightness stretched for when he would come to fuck her again.
"I feel it too, Stacy! He's fingering me. Daddy's fingering me as he fucks his cock up inside you. His big, fat Daddy cock! Come back, Daddy! Put it back in -Mmmm!"
Already Tracy was getting fuck-drunk, and so was Stacy. Both huffed and panted like bitches in heat. Because they were twin bitches desperate to get inbred, and their father was intent on filling his sweet girls with his litter.
Back and forth Robert filled his girls. While he pounded into Tracy his balls slammed against Stacy's quivering pussy lips. When he rutted into Stacy he kneaded Tracy's pert little ass. Twin pairs of legs entwined and grappled back around their father's jutting hips, pulling him closer and closer the higher their ecstasy rose. It was Stacy who began to tense up first.
"D-Daddy, I'm... I'm getting close."
"Me too. I'm going to cum on Daddy's cock."
Tracy tensed up with her sister, the two hugging each other tight and kissing each other in blind passion. It didn't matter that they missed half the time, kissing cheek and chin and nose. Their eyes were rolling back in their heads, their minds rocketing through the clouds to the quickening tempo of Robert's headboard slamming against the wall.
"That's it, cum for Daddy girls," Robert bore down, pressing them both into the bed and watching their blushing faces mewl and moan beside one another. "Cum hard so Daddy's sperm makes some pretty babies in you both."
"Oh Daddy, give me a baby!" Tracy wailed.
"Knock me up, Daddy!" Stacy screamed.
And Robert did just that. With a roar he gripped their fertile hips tight and buried his spurting cock inside Tracy. Three ropes of potent spurt blasted into his topmost daughter's pussy, splattering the teen's fertile womb with incestuous babymakers. The heat of his gooey load set her off like an overdrawn bow.
"He-he's cumming in me!!" Tracy shrieked, her pussy collapsing into a fit of orgasmic pulses. The sensless girl writhed atop her sister, clawing and kissing and hugging her tight. But Robert wasn't done. Despite the death-grip pull of his little girl's pussy, it couldn't keep her father from yanking free and plunging right into Stacy's quivering hole in time to shoot inside her too.
"D-Daddy's cum is -- is - UGHH!" Stacy couldn't say anymore as she arched up hard enough to hoist her sister with her bucking. Thick shots of Robert's spunk pelted her unprotected cervix. Millions of swimmers slammed against her innermost places, the same kind that had made her and her sister over eighteen years ago.
Another three healthy globs shot up inside her before Robert pulled free of his daughter's wild sex. Jerking himself off with their quim lubricating his member, Robert glazed their twin pussies with the last spurts of his fatherly cum. His girls, sweaty and gasping with their mutual ecstasy, moaned and humped their Daddy's cum with their rubbing pussies till his incestuous seed stringed and frothed between them.
"It's so hot... Daddy's sperm..." Tracy sighed.
"Yeah..." Stacy just cooed in agreement and ground her cummy sex up against her sister's. Robert caught his own breath, his loins still pulsing with satisfied need and drizzling it out onto his girls.
"Are you going to be good girls for Daddy now?"
"Yes Daddy," Tracy said. "No more boyfriends. Just Daddy."
"We're full of Daddy's babies anyhow!" Stacy added, a giggle rippling through both girls.
"Good..." Robert sighed. That interrupted nap sure sounded mighty good at that point, until their giggling stopped.
"But Daddy..." Stacy pouted and looked up at her father while touching her messy slit. "You came more in Tracy. I felt it!"
"Nu-uh! He fucked you longer," Tracy replied, "I'll still have his baby first."
"No way! I'm going to have twins from Daddy's extra-fucking!"
"Wahh!? Daddy! It isn't FAIR! Fuck me till I have twins too!"
"Bad girls," he growled, unable to hide his smile as he flipped his girls over so Stacy came out on top. "Daddy's going to fill you both so full of babies you'll be grounded for nine months!"
The blondes squealed in delight, waggling their ripe hips at him as the same cum that made them leaked from their fertile twats. Both were already going to get knocked up, probably with twins of their own, and Robert knew he was just exponentially multiplying his problems...
But that didn't stop him from slapping his hardening cock back against their naughty little twats. He had to be a good Daddy after all and make sure his girls learned their lesson - the hard way!
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She knelt on the entranceway rug, naked. Her task was to wait for his return, however long it took. The air in the room swept lazily along the basement's cement walls before sweeping across her naked skin. It chilled her, rose the goosebumps across her breasts and forearms, but she dared not to put anything on. He didn't like finding her clothed.
How many months had it been since he brought her here? She tried to recall it, but everything was a haze. The initial anxiety and fear was still there from when he grabbed her in that subway station and clapped that chemical-smelling rag over her face. Still there, but distant, and now mixed with something more. A certain thrill invaded the hatred she held for her captor, a man whom she'd never met before and yet seemed to know her every secret and desire.
Now she knelt on his rug, in his world, far away from her own. Time, place - it didn't matter anymore. Only he mattered. When he called, when he left... And when he came. There were his footsteps, coming down the wooden steps, and then the click of the deadbolt locks arrayed along the door. She straightened up as a bolt of strange excitement coursed through her, and watched the brass doorknob turn.
He had come, just as he said he would.
"Ah, right where I left you."
Not even the air could chill the cold aura his greyish-blue eyes gave. The man wore a black suit, its professional strictness hiding the raw bestial muscle and sinew he cultivated beneath. A predator in hiding, like a wolf in sheep's clothing. She met his gaze as best she could, still as an autumn leaf trying to hold on against the breeze.
"Lets see if you deserve my gift today..." he said. He stripped off his outer coat and laid it across the workbench counter. The worn floorboards creaked beneath his step, their age showing beneath his polished boots.
"Have you groomed yourself, Cunt?"
'Cunt'. That was her name now. What is was before didn't matter, not to him. The way his fingers laced through her hair, his warm fingertips grazing her scalp, made her head nod under a volition not her own. He passed behind her and hummed.
"Good. You're learning well enough. Still refusing your full meal though..."
She glanced over towards her food bowl. Half of this morning's meal still sat in it. The smell of the roasted turkey and spiced stuffing had bothered her all day. Still it was her way of protesting her captivity, to leave as much of his meal rejected as she could despite her craving for all of his offerings.
"Why torture yourself, Cunt? That's my pleasure to enjoy, not yours."
He nudged the steel bowl closer with his boot. Its savor wafted up into her nose. Enticing, delicious. Her eyes fluttered and her stomach grumbled. But she averted her eyes and dragged them back up to stare into his.
"Hmph, willful still. I like that spirit, if not its direction."
The bowl slid back under the workbench with a flick of his foot, and he stood in its place. He grasped the back of her neck, working his fingers into her straining muscles in an idle way as he reached over to his suit jacket on the bench. A box appeared in his hand, a polished black one with a hinged lid.
"Do you know what this is?"
She looked at the box. It was dark purple, polished till it shone. Jewelry of some kind. Still she wasn't allowed to say a word. Speaking was not what a good Cunt was for. That was a painful lesson to learn, and her pussy quivered at the memory of all those whippings. So she shook her head, and that was enough for him.
"Of course you wouldn't. But you will enjoy it." He thumbed the edge of the box, keeping his tight hold on the back of her neck as the lid flicked open. Inside there was a crimson-red choker - no, not a choker, but a collar with a silver-plated tag on its front. On it was etched her name.
"Cunt. See, so no one forgets your name," he said. She stared at it. That strange thrill passed through her heart again, thumping and seeping down through her belly to pool between her legs. A frown touched her lips, but her thighs clenched together. She wasn't allowed to touch herself without his permission, but she was desperate to. None of this escaped him either.
"Not that you or I would forget, hmmm? But soon enough I'll be showing you off, if you are a good Cunt for me."
As he spoke he took the soft leather from its box and wrapped it about her neck. The fitting was snug, not too tight yet impossible to ignore. She swallowed as felt the cool metal of the front jilt against her throat.
"Ahhh, such a pretty Cunt you are. Now, stand."
She complied, her body moving without even giving it a thought. She poised herself on her heels, feet together, arms at her sides. There was no more shame she was allowed to feel standing there, nude and exposed. A Cunt wasn't allowed to wear clothes without his permission. The thin collar alone made her feel more comfortable, more sheltered and safe. And sexy.
"Good girl. Oh, I can see you like it already," he said, his eyes turning down to her unshaven mound. He liked her natural, though well-groomed. His fingers petted through her soft bush and slid along her moist nether lips. She sucked in a quick breath, but kept her eyes forward like a good Cunt.
"So wet already. You haven't been touching yourself today, have you Cunt?"
She shook her head. There was a tension between her legs that spread up her back. She tried to stop his fingers from delving deeper, just for a second. But it was enough. He shook his head and clicked his tongue before grabbing her neck and shoving her against the wall.
"Bad girl," he growled, "Toying without me, and lying to my face. Listen!"
He shoved his fingers into her tightness, fingering her rough and fast. A moan escaped her lips as her hips bucked into his palm. She did as he ordered though. Beneath her quickening breaths she heard her pussy, sopping wet, schlicking loudly to his finger-fucking.
"That's the sound of a hot and ready pussy, Cunt. Why were you playing with yourself?"
Her mouth opened to speak, but closed immediately at his stern tilt of his head. Instead she connected her eyes to his, her brow uplifting in an apologetic furrow. Horniness began to cloud her mind as within seconds his expert fingers were bringing her to the edge. She tried to concentrate, but her eyes kept falling to his lips. Lips she wanted to have press into her own. Like she wanted all day.
"Ah, I see... Willful, yet still so weak when it comes to that. It is a weakness I've cultivated in you. Do you like being so weak for me, Cunt?"
She shook her head, but yelped out when he shoved another finger inside her. Her knees buckled and the sound of his fingering grew louder. Electric shocks jolted up through her belly. A chill wave coursed from her heart as her lie crumbled before his steady gaze. She closed her eyes and nodded, and found herself biting her lower lip.
"That's better. You're still a naughty Cunt for playing without me. But I'll forgive you this time. Today is a special day after all."
It was a cruel forgiveness. Right as her pleasure was near to climax he withdrew his fingers. She whined and jutted her hips out, trying to recapture his dripping fingers. It wasn't to be. They trailed their cummy touch up her naked stomach and over her goosebump-covered tits. On her open lips they stopped, giving her a taste of herself that he'd taken from her. Obedience demanded she clean his fingers, and she did with that same needy crinkle on her brow.
"You're greedy, Cunt. But you've made such progress so far. I think it is time for me to breed you."
Her tongue froze against his fingers. Eyes wide, the shock rattled through her entire body. Despite her heart pumping pulses of icy fear through her chest and belly, the caldron between her legs frothed with traitorous delight. She began to shake her head and plead with him with her silent eyes, but he smirked and shoved his fingers in deeper.
"Mm-mm. No speaking. Cunts are meant to get fucked in all their holes," he thrust his quim-covered fingers back and forth along her tongue. She'd acquired the taste for her arousal long ago because of him, but even her own arousal wasn't quelling her terror. He was going to breed her. Fuck his baby into her. Tonight!
"Yes. I'm going to breed you, Cunt. I'm going to inseminate your fertile pussy and knock you up..." He let up from her and stepped back, lifting his head and lowering his voice. "Now, present yourself."
Her legs began to move, automatically stepping towards the bed where he had mated her again and again. But that was where he was going to fuck her, unprotected. That was where he was going to knock her up. The hesitation drew a growl from him and a sharp slap across her ass.
"Cunt. Present yourself."
She shivered and bit her lip, but fear petrified her. Her fingers traced against her belly. It was flat, trim, kept that way by his orders and the long nights they spent together. He wouldn't leave it that way for long if she touched that bed tonight. She opened her mouth, ready to plead, but he would have none of it.
"Such a bad Cunt still," he said. With a swift motion he scooped her waist in and hoisted her from the wall. As if she weighed nothing, her captor carried her naked body to the bed and threw her down onto the plushy mattress. It took her a moment to recover and crawl back on the sheets, away from the man who loosened the top few buttons of his shirt and threw his belt aside.
"No no no, come here..." he grabbed her ankles and dragged her back down the bed till her thighs parted on either side of his. They tried to close, but he was immoveable. His pants fell to the ground along with his undergarments, leaving his dangerous cock springing and quivering like a warrior's spear above her vulnerable fuckhole.
"There's no getting away, Cunt. Not from me."
He slapped his cock down against her mound. The light fur there did nothing to dull the shock of it. It was bare, hot, and already drooling precum onto her skin. Normally he would wear a condom or use her mouth, but today... Today he was going to bury that babymaking tool inside her wet and ready pussy. Already he was lining up, and she knew his member would cut into her like a knife into butter. As those thoughts rushed through her head he shocked her back to reality with a firm grasp around her new collar.
"You're going to give me a son tonight," he said. And as he did, he drove the tip of his unsheathed spear into her.
She yowled. Every time he entered her it felt like the first time. His member was thick, its bulging veins running its length, refusing to cease pulsing against her inner walls. As he jutted a hiss escaped his clenched teeth. The cool countenance of his manner before evaporated to reveal the monster just beneath the surface.
The sensation of his bare length piercing into her was unearthly. Or was it what true sex was meant to be like? True, unprotected, purposeful sex. He bottomed out and let out such a vicious sigh in her ear.
"Going to keep resisting me, Cunt? Even as I make you pregnant..."
Gathering up her squirming hips, he pumped her all the harder. It was a punishment he reveled in inflicting on her. His pelvis ground relentlessly against her upturned clit with every few strokes, sending shockwaves of his lust through a belly that tingled with an ever-rising need for release. It didn't take much until she gasped like a fish fresh caught in the jaws of a feral beast.
"Cum," he growled, not ceasing his relentless pace even as she complied with a wordless mewl. A little squeal to accompany her little death, her arms wrapping around her naked chest as spirals of ecstasy erupted inside her naked belly. But he didn't stop rutting into her. The terrible ecstasy drew her hands against him, pressing against the unstoppable wave of his hard stomach. Every muscle worked to dominate her, claim her, and she couldn't stop it. And he knew it.
"Good Cunt. Make that pussy ripple around my cock. Yes..."
The viper of a man threatened to dump his poison into her at any moment. His dangerous tool spit strings of precum into her already dripping sex. It squelched, loud and shameless, as another raging orgasm build up despite barely recovering from the first. Her eyes widened, a silent plea for mercy. None was given.
Her orgasmic scream died against his lips, but her body still jerked and shivered out her anguish. Her inner walls collapsed around his ridged member. Every inch of smooth texture concealing the iron-hard core of it submerged into her, every inch taken right down to the hilt in rippling waves. It only made him pin her to the bed entirely beneath him, his fangs shivering with his savage breaths just above her.
"This is breeding, Cunt. Embrace it. You're made for this. You'll cum for me till I finish inside you. It is nature - your nature, my nature, our nature."
His constant stream of talk slipped past all her defenses. They crept into her ears, to the places where he'd tilled the fertile soils of her mind. His voice made her pussy twitch around his bare cock. It made her nipples harden to diamond points against his chest. Despite the fear and hate inside her, the flames of desire for him surged ever higher till she wailed again in a shivering, shaking orgasm.
"Good Cunt. Cum nice and hard - It makes breeding you easier."
He pulled out and flipped her over onto her stomach before she'd even finished. But her emptiness was filled again with his savage lunge, his hips slapping against her ass as his hands reach beneath her to pinch and tug at her nipples. The pillow beneath her face threatened to smother her, but the lusty grunts near to hear ear promised to set her on fire for certain.
"You're made to cum. For me, for my sperm. In the end you're just my bitch in heat, craving to be fattened up with my seed."
The images began racing through her mind, of her stomach bulging out beneath her hands, her smooth skin taut and shiny in the bright lights of his secret prison. Not being able to see her feet beneath the fertile swell of a body not her own anymore. Feeling his baby inside her, squirming, kicking. Growing. She howled and jutted back against his blows, only to have her orgasmic hips pinned all the more surely to the mattress.
"Yesss, cum again! Your stupid pussy knows only how good it feels to be fucked bare. That's what a Cunt is made for. You were made for my cock. Body, mind, and soul. Made to take my cock and bear everything it gives you!"
He held down her flailing arms and gave the back of her neck a bite. The sharp pain and restraint made her shake beneath him, breaths mixing with gulps of air, moans dying in heady gasps for air. It was as if nothing could fill her lungs with his cock shunting every breath out of her, and still her pussy fluttered. It craved.
Yes, he was right - it wanted this. She wanted this. She wanted him to cum inside her, to knock her up, to make her into his breeding bitch. Her legs curled back till her heels spurred against his rutting hips, his thrusts punishing her ripe upturned ass as she instinctively gave him the perfect access to her depths. And as he knocked against the gates of her womb, as she tilted over her ultimate peak, he growled one last time in her ear.
"You'll make me a father tonight, Cunt."
He slammed entire length into her and with a barbaric yawp erupted inside her. The world shattered completely for her. Everything fragmented. Hard spurts of jizz filled her insides. Heated grunts puffed against her neck. Her tits stung in his deathly grip. Stings of his short thrusts burned against her ass.
Disjointed, cosmic pleasure burst from her very core and poured out into places she'd never knew she had, in ways she could not have felt before. Shuddering and panting, she succumbed entirely to him, to this man, a monster who was more than her captor. Their eyes connected in its midst, and he whispered against her lips.
"Take it," he said, grunts accompanying each of his warm ejaculations into her, "Let it happen. Get pregnant."
Her eyes rolled, and all she could do was luxuriate in her insemination. His heavy heat ground against her entire body, inside and out, and beneath him she felt clothed. Secure. Happy. The feeling could not have lasted long enough if even it was there the rest of her life.
When he finally pulled out there was a rush of his spunk outwards. He'd filled her beyond what she knew he could make, and his virile seed soothed her aching clit and mound as it drizzled down her nether lips.
What was this feeling inside her? The hate, the fear, the affection, all mixing into a singular, potent obsession. Everything in her world, and even her world itself, was his. An urge to confess it to him overwhelmed her, to tell him that she... Still she shivered and opened her mouth to speak unknowable words, but he pressed his finger to her tired lips.
"Shhhh... I know you do. But no words. A good Cunt doesn't need to speak."
Exhausted, she nodded. Her eyes fluttered and struggled to stay open as he let up and redressed himself. She made no such effort, not even to so much as move. Then he spoke again as his second tied boot knocked against the floor.
"Once I leave, groom yourself and eat the rest of your food. Make yourself ready for my arrival tomorrow morning, and every evening and morning after that. And Cunt..."
He leaned down and planted a kiss on her lips, the kind that could have melted her further into a dazed and happy puddle on the bed. It was short, but in that one moment was her entire existence and meaning as he whispered to her right after.
"Remember to make me a son tonight."
He turned and left. The sound of his boots against the old floorboards faded until the door shut and its locks clicked behind him. And then, silence. Pangs of pleasure and nervousness echoed through her frame as she rolled onto her back. Tentative and careful, she traced the collar around her neck, and then down over the expanse of her flat belly. Not to be flat for long. She dared not touch her pussy. It had a job to do for him, her captor. Her breeder.
And in those twinkling moments before sleep overcame her, she felt all her apprehension and fear swirl away. Instead there was only anticipation to be on her knees again, sitting quietly and attentive at the door. His beautiful, fertile Cunt to love and fuck and breed his children into - All over again.
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The flat screen television flickered on. In the few dim rays of morning light that crept through the tattered curtains of my cell, I heard the voice that wouldn't stop haunting me.
"Ahh, there we go. You're going to enjoy this," Nathan said, straightening up on the screen. The well-worked muscles of his chest and midsection filled out the image while the camera jittered with his adjustments. He wasn't wearing any clothes. My eyes traced down the trail of hair from his chest and belly to his large, swaying...
I turned to roll away from it, but my restraints caught my neck. A familial pain made me wince, and I stopped trying. He wouldn't even let me look away, not even in the mornings when I was alone. Every day began with this ritual. Instead of an alarm clock he awoke me with porn, and not just any porn.
"Let me go, please!" I sobbed behind the man, my voice tinny in the recording. His dark laugh chilled me even now, about seven months after he recorded this one. A caption he had written scrolled across the bottom of the screen:
Day of Conception
My insides froze when I saw that. At least mine did. The chains weighed on my wrists, but I still lifted my arms to pet across my stomach. They had to lift high now, my womb dancing painfully with my unborn child who had awoken with me this morning.
"Shhh, please..." I whimpered, petting my squirming belly. I knew he was a boy. A mother knew as much as that. The way he moved inside me, strong enough even now to subdue every thought of me with a mere kick of his tiny feet, took after his father. Would he have the same dark hair and eyes? A sob escaped my lips, but it was nowhere near as loud as my wailing on the recording.
"Please, someone help me!"
"Shhh, I'm all you need," Nathan said. I jerked my face away from his hand as he traced my jaw. That wouldn't do. A growl and a firm grab later he was drawing my eyes back to his, my cheeks held inescapably between his fingers.
"P-p-please... don't... fuck, I'm sorry."
"You know I don't like foul language from you," he tore back the sheets that I had cocooned myself in, revealing the chains that bound me to the bedframe. The same that bound me now. I heard them rattle as my feet kicked uselessly, and even now the cold of the chains bound me in the same way -- thighs spread and unable to close, made ready for him to take me at any time.
My muffled whines died in his palm, and I in the bed watched his great cock hanging low above my past self. Its veiny length dragged against my heaving breasts and knocked against my chin before he pressed the semi-turgid head against my lips.
"I'll clean out that foul mouth of yours," he said, grabbing my hair tight. My gasp gave him opportunity, and he shoved his member past my lips. I gurgled, my face disappearing behind Nathan's muscled legs and pumping ass. But I didn't need to see it to remember the way his cock felt, gliding against my tongue, forcing my lips to stretch out to accommodate him. The same lips that my fingers traced unconsciously right then in the bed as his rutting ass and my gurgling protests played out on the screen.
"That's it, good girl... Choke on my cock,"
Nathan cooed, his hand releasing my hair as I tearfully bobbed up and down on his cock. It was just as he taught me, session after session. And every session he would reward me the same way, by taking his hand and trailing it down to my breast. His hand enveloped one on screen, his strong fingers squeezing tight and letting my nipple appear and disappear beneath his fingers. My own hand followed suit.
My hips rose, both on screen and in the bed. He knew my weaknesses, and even now he had sway over them. My own hand couldn't close in around my tit the way his did, especially now. It weighed heavy and taut, almost painfully swollen and sensitive. The cold metal of the rings he'd since put through my nipples caught against my palm. He squeezed on screen, and I mimicked him without thinking. A tickle across my stomach drew my attention down to the streak of creamy milk I'd sprayed over myself. I was lactating already, and already wasting the nourishment for his baby growing inside me.
"Mmm, yesss..." Nathan hissed on screen as he kept massaging my breast, "You'll be weeping out of these tits for me too soon enough."
A sob broke from my lips, and another spray confirmed his prophetic words. Its warmth went everywhere -- my stomach, my hands, even the bedsheets - thanks to those glimmering rings ruining my nipples. He had told me that wives get rings on their fingers, but breeding mares get them through their tits. I bit my lip and squeezed my eyes closed, the warm tears streaking down my cheeks as more of my cream squirted from my tits.
"Noooo! I don't want your baby!" I wailed on the screen the moment his cock popped out of my mouth. But Nathan didn't stop. He dragged that slimy, saliva-dripping cock down my body and hiked my legs up onto his broad shoulders.
"Mmm, your body disagrees," he nuzzled his face against my calf, snarling against it like a dog with his bone. His dangerous shaft, bare and drooling precum, twitched against my vulnerable slit. It lurched like a baton, rising only to knock against my defenseless pussy. On screen my hips squirmed in vain to get away from his. In the bed my hips roved against the bedsheets until my hand crept down between my thighs.
"I can't... not now... It's the worst time," I whined beneath him.
"Now is the best time," he thrust in, and my squealing cry pealed out as he rutted in.
"Ohhh god, please noo-ooooh!" I groaned in the bed along with my on-screen wails, flicking my fingertips along my slit. That time was the worst time to be fucking bareback, and he knew what he was going to do to me. What he would make of my flat belly and little tits. I plowed my fingers in, two at a time, and pumped in rhythm with Nathan's purposeful strokes.
It went on and on, the thrusting and the whining and the guilty pleasure playing out in the movements of my body beneath his. My wails turned to desperate moans on the screen, my pussy gripping tight around his plunging shaft and my fingernails digging into his pumping flanks. Much the same happened amid my gently clanking chains, the frigging of my pussy sounding out the same squelching that came out from the television. Only on the screen my forced mate pressed his hand against my flat stomach.
"You're going to get so big and round here," he taunted, and I resisted with what little might I had left in me.
"No! Noooo," I cried out.
"No..." I told my past self. There was no more denying he words. His victory rose high, those mounds he had made of my breasts and stomach irrefutable and impossible to ignore now. I cradled my belly with my free hand, petting along its taut surface as he did on my then-unfertilized stomach. The other my pussy slathered in twitching gushes of quim down to my knuckles.
The way Nathan grunted, a coldly suave man devolving into the brutal animal he really was, made my pussy twinge around my fingers. In one moment he'd grasp my breasts till I screamed, and in another he'd clamp onto my then-lithely waist till my squirming stopped. My legs bounced helplessly against his shoulders, raised in his conquest and my surrender. Every now and again he'd grasp one and plant his kisses along my calf before folding me up between our nearing chests. I could not longer fold up like that -- my belly was far too big for that now. But still I gave my pussy a stretching as best I could with my little chained-up hands.
"Yesss, it feels good to breed, doesn't it?" he threw back his head and bore down on me again, a devilish glint in his eyes.
"No no no!" I stammered, but he clamped his hand over my mouth.
"Shhh, no more lying. I'll make such a pretty baby inside you right now."
My muffled scream on screen was met with my rasping breaths on the bed. I knew how this story ended, how he spoke only the truth when he threatened to put a baby in me. Already his son kicked inside me, no doubt feeling the shudders and contractions of my womb quivering on the verge. Milk dribbled from my tits while both instances of myself gasped and fought against the terrible ecstasy. We were about to cum despite the tears wetting our cheeks.
"Close," he growled. Nathan pumped faster than ever, his cock shunting into my red and glistening pussy with all the ferocity of a pleasure-maddened monster. I beat against his chest until he forced my legs to my chest again and caged me in with my own body. His snarling teeth bared themselves just inches from my face, our eyes connecting as predator and prey.
"I'm going to knock you up."
"Don't -- please don't," I whimpered beneath him, my eyelids already flickering as orgasm crept over me.
"Please," I repeated on the bed. My body jolted and shuddered. I was so close to cumming. I needed it. I needed to see it.
"Make me a son!" Nathan's eyes rolled back in his head, and his lunge buried his throbbing tool into me right down to his pulsing balls. My piercing wail, the cry of a defeated bitch, set me off on the bed. I bucked up to meet my fingers with only the chains to hold me back. I came, hard, as Nathan's heavy balls jerked and thick babymaking sperm foamed out around his still-shunting member.
He was filling me. Stuffing me. Impregnating me. Right before my eyes.
I came on screen as my orgasm continued rolling over me. Squirming, howling, my past-self sobbed despite biting her lower lip and gripping his arms with pleasure-stricken squeezes. But my eyes were on my pussy, stretched tight around Nathan's throbbing cock and churning with his babymaking l