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Part One

Scott had always prided himself on his confidence, but nothing in his life had prepared him for the quiet humiliation he now faced. Standing in the aisle of the pharmacy, he stared at the pink box of condoms in his hands – "small size". His fingers twitched, tempted to put it back on the shelf, to pretend this had never happened. But he knew better. His wife, Emily, had made it clear: this was what she wanted.

At first, he had thought she was joking when she casually mentioned it over dinner. “I think you should switch to a smaller size," she had said, sipping her wine as if discussing a change in detergent. He had laughed, waiting for her to smirk, to tell him she was teasing, but her expression had remained neutral. "The ones you use now are too loose," she added. The words hit him like a slap.

He had tried to argue, to insist that the fit was fine, that he had never had complaints before. But Emily had simply shrugged. “I'm just saying, you'll last longer if things are snug," she reasoned. “And it's safer. You don't want accidents, right?" The logic was airtight, but Scott couldn't shake the sinking feeling in his gut. This wasn't just about condoms – it was about pride, about the silent messages hidden in her words.

Now, standing at the register, Scott avoided the beautiful cashier's gaze as she scanned the box of WHITEBOYZ condoms. He imagined her judgment, the smirk she must be suppressing. Of course, she likely didn't care, but his ego was already battered enough to conjure demons where none existed.

"These are good," she said, "one of our best-selling items. How long have you been wearing your WHITEBOYZ?"

"Um, ha, actually I'm just buying them as a joke. For a buddy," Scott said, his face going crimson.

The young cashier stood behind the counter with an effortless confidence, her deep brown eyes locking onto Scott's for just a second longer than he expected. Then her full lips curled into a knowing smile as she scanned the barcode on the back of the bright pink box with white lettering: WHITEBOYZ. Scott watched, mortified. Her perfectly manicured fingers moved with a slow, deliberate grace. Strands of silky blonde hair fell over her shoulder as she tilted her head, revealing the delicate curve of her neck.

"Well, my boyfriend Kyle wears these too." When she turned the pink box over they both could read the brand slogan: "Small hands, but big hearts." She added, "He's about your size."

"My size?" Scott said, puffing his narrow chest out in the air.

She smiled and glanced down at his small pale fingers. "Yeah, you know?"

"Well, like I said, these are just a joe–" his voice trailed off, losing confidence before he could finish the lie.

"Usually it's the girlfriend who buys them," she said, her attention drawn to a new customer walking inside the pharmacy. "I haven't seen many white boys actually buying WHITEBOYZ. Just us white girls."

When he got home, Emily greeted him with a warm smile, oblivious to the storm in his head. “Thanks for picking those up," she said, pressing a kiss to his cheek.

Scott nodded, forcing a smile, but as he placed the box of WHITEBOYZ on the nightstand, he couldn't help but wonder – was this really about comfort and safety, or was there something else, something unspoken, lurking beneath her request?


Part Two

Later that night, they decided to give one of his new WHITEBOYZ condoms a try. Scott stood in the soft glow of their bedroom lamp, shifting uncomfortably as Emily watched him with an amused yet sultry gaze.

He rolled the snug condom into place, his little white face heating as he realized how perfectly it fit. His palms grew damp, and a sulk settled into his features. Emily, on the other hand, had to bite her lip to keep from grinning, resisting the urge to clap in female satisfaction. Her instincts had been right, after all – maybe she really "could" be a professional shopper someday.

“These are SO much better than those baggy Trojans," she murmured, stepping closer, trailing her fingers teasingly along his skinny arm. “It's a perfect fit."

Scott's face reddened further. “Yeah, well, this isn't even a medium, Emily. It's a damn small!"

Emily let out a breathy laugh, covering her mouth for a second before dropping her hand and flashing him a reassuring smile. “Oh, come on. It's just branding," she teased. “It doesn't mean anything."

He gave her a flat look. “Emily, the word 'BOY' is in the damn name."

She fidgeted slightly, tugging at the hem of her sweater, and then exhaled with a light chuckle. “Baby, I don't care about the label. All I care about is how 'right' it feels." Her voice dipped slightly, the teasing edge melting into something softer, warmer. She reached for his hand, lacing her fingers with his, her touch gentle but firm. “And you and I both know that these fit you just 'right'."

Scott sighed, running a hand through his hair, his posture still stiff with unease. “I just... I don't know. I felt like the pharmacy girl was judging me."

Emily's lips curled at his memory, a mischievous glint flashing in her eyes. “Next time, I'll buy them for you," she offered, stepping in closer, pressing against him. “I don't mind."

He hesitated before sighing in surrender. “Fine, babe. But can we just stick to Trojans?"

She arched a brow, her smile turning coy. “But these are 'better,' she murmured, fingers tracing down his chest, settling against the waistband of his briefs. “And safer. And cheaper..." She tilted her head, voice dropping to a whisper. “And honestly, kind of sexy."

Scott groaned, half-defeated, half-aroused, but his protest died in his throat when Emily's fingers brushed against him through the thin latex. She pressed her palm more firmly against him, her touch deliberate, coaxing.

“Besides," she purred, eyes locking onto his with undeniable heat. “I 'like' how they look on you."

He swallowed, his resistance crumbling. Emily had always had a way of making him feel like the only man in the world, even when his pride took a major hit. And right now, with her lips inches from his and her body warm against him, he couldn't think of a single reason to keep sulking.

She leaned in, brushing her lips along his jaw before whispering against his ear, “Now... are you going to keep pouting, or are you going to take your sexy wife to bed?"

A slow smirk crept onto Scott's face, his hands sliding to her hips, gripping just enough to make her gasp. "Bedroom. Now."

Emily giggled, breath hitching as he lifted her effortlessly and carried her toward the bed. The small-sized condom issue? Long forgotten.


Part Three

As soon as their romantic liaison was over, a few short moments later, Scott was already on his feet, slipping out the door with an urgency that bordered on desperation. He couldn't even bring himself to meet Emily's gaze – his own frustration and shame too heavy to bear.

His 'little problem' was getting worse. This time, he barely lasted a minute. Emily, patient and understanding as she was, couldn't hide the flicker of disappointment in her eyes. As he turned to leave, the last thing he saw was her slipping back under the comforter, the soft fabric draping over her curves. She wore only a light purple T-shirt, her toned thighs and the delicious swell of her bare ass teasing him as she shifted, reaching into the top drawer.

His stomach tightened as she retrieved her sleek, 3-inch pink device – the Jackrabbit. She didn't say a word, didn't need to. The way she turned it on, the soft hum filling the space between them, was enough.

Scott hesitated at the doorway, trying to mask his embarrassment with casual nonchalance. "Just heading to the store, babe... Gonna pick up dinner for us, so you don't have to worry about cooking. Need anything?"

Emily's sultry gaze burned into him, her irritation palpable. Beneath the blanket, her arms moved with purpose, the buzzing unmistakable. "Double A batteries."

Scott swallowed hard. "Really?"

"Yes, really," she purred, a teasing edge to her voice. "I have a feeling I might need extras. Do I need to spell it out for you?"

He wanted to die. "No, dear. Of course not."

"Clever boy."

Heat crawled up his neck, his Scottish-Irish complexion betraying his flustered state. "Right, of course, babe. I mean... enjoy yourself. I'll be right back!"

She moaned – loud, exaggerated, dripping with sarcasm. "Thanks for everything!"

Scott bolted, trying to outrun the storm of thoughts that followed him. He hated how little he could give Emily in bed. In every other way, they were the perfect couple, which only made the bedroom failures sting more.

Sometimes, in his darkest moments, he wondered if he'd been cursed – by some old woman shrinking his manhood out of spite. The thought made his stomach turn.

Especially because he knew his wife was built for size and power.

Emily was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. At 5'6", she carried herself with a confidence that made her presence feel larger than life. Her curves were the kind that inspired poetry – lush, feminine, utterly hypnotic. A narrow waist only emphasized the decadent swell of her hips, and the way her full, rounded ass moved when she walked was nothing short of mesmerizing.

Her skin was porcelain, untouched by the sun, the kind of soft, creamy white that begged to be traced with fingertips. A striking contrast to her long, thick waves of dark brown hair – a sultry blend of Irish wildness and Italian fire – that cascaded down her back like silk. Large, natural breasts completed the picture, full and inviting, the kind that made sweaters sinful and lingerie lethal.

Emily wasn't just sexy – she was intoxicating, a mesmerizing blend of beauty, intelligence, and just the right amount of wicked charm. She turned heads effortlessly, and people often wondered how a guy like Scott had managed to win a woman like her... But their love story went way back – high school sweethearts, bound by passion and history. The first few years of marriage had been nothing short of bliss.

Then life, relentless and unforgiving, started chipping away at their perfect world.

Job losses, delayed dreams of a baby – stress settled between them like an uninvited guest. They got jobs working at the same restaurant. But waiting tables side by side felt like a cruel joke. Still, they held on, pushing through together. Then came a flicker of hope: a welding job with his uncle, good pay, a future that finally seemed within reach.

Until it all crumbled...

The doctor's words hit like a wrecking ball – Scott's body simply wasn't capable of producing viable sperm. Emily turned to faith, believing in miracles, but Scott sought solace in a bottle. By age 25, he was in AA, his marriage strained, his career in shambles after a falling out with his uncle. Welding jobs dried up, and suddenly, he was grasping at straws.

Through it all, Emily stayed fierce, loyal, unwavering.

Now, standing in the middle of the local grocery store, Scott searched for something – anything – that could bring a spark back into her eyes. Something rich, decadent, indulgent enough to make his wife forget, even if only for a night.

"Oh shit! What's up, my man?"

Scott blinked, dragged from his thoughts by the familiar voice. And just like that, the night took an unexpected turn.


Part Four

Ashton Lawrence strolled over, grinning like he owned the world. Tall, tan, and flawlessly charming, he still carried the golden-boy energy that had defined him in their youth. The men had history – high school, baseball team, late-night trouble, and chasing the same girls. But seeing him now, looking so put together, threw Scott for a loop.

Because last he heard, Ashton had spiraled into a world of addiction, dragging his stunning, blue-eyed, blonde-haired wife, Parker, down with him. She had once been her university’s golden girl – a full-ride biology scholar with a future as bright as her devastating smile. But together, they had burned every bridge, squandered every cent, and sunk to rock bottom.

The last time someone mentioned them, they had been seen looking "homeless as fuck" outside a Starbucks. But here Ashton stood now, dressed like a Kennedy heir – crisp khakis, boat shoes, and a sky-blue sweater that screamed old money. Maybe his teeth weren't quite as blinding as before, but everything else about him suggested a man who had clawed his way back to the top.

"Scott, damn man, crazy!"

"Yeah, Ashton, crazy. Exactly. Good to see you, dude."

"Great to see you, dude!"

And then, as if conjured by some spell, Parker appeared at Ashton's side, still every bit as breathtaking. Her smile was radiant, the kind of privileged, toothy grin that belonged to a girl who had owned her first horse before she could spell her own name. Her golden skin glowed, but it was the big curve of her belly that caught Scott off guard.

Parker wasn’t pregnant. She was extremely pregnant.

She patted the baby bump, beaming. "Scott! Oh my, this is great. Of course, you and Ashton would be hanging out in the wine section. Ha! How long has it been?"

Scott stalled, eyes flickering between them. "Not long... I mean, well, since high school, and stuff."

"Ha! Yeah. Damn, I almost miss those sadistic baseball practices," Ashton said, chuckling, his brown eyes twinkling against the tan face.

Parker shot her husband a knowing look. "I've got an idea, fellas. How about we call an audible?" She turned to Ashton, all honeyed charm. "Why don't I finish up the shopping here, and you and Scott go check out that new tapas place across the street? You deserve some bro time. And honestly? I'm just going to inhale a few cartons of ice cream and binge watch some trash TV. Sound good?"

Ashton turned to Scott, eyebrows raised. "What do you think?"

Scott hesitated. "Yeah, sure, I can do a few quick drinks." He glanced down – and immediately wished he hadn't. Sitting in Parker's grocery cart was a pack of WHITEBOYZ condoms. His stomach twisted.

He looked away fast. "But I definitely can't spend the whole night out. Emily would kill me."

"Ha, I know the feeling," Ashton said, kissing his wife goodbye before stepping out into the night with Scott, heading across the lot toward the gleaming entrance of the restaurant everyone had been buzzing about.

Three drinks in, Scott couldn't hold back any longer. He had been thinking it since the second he saw them. "Man, Parker looks fantastic! I'm seriously happy for you guys – starting a family and all. Emily and I have talked about it, but with this damn economy... Anyway, I just want to say I'm really happy for you."

Ashton flicked his blond hair back, his blue eyes turning distant. "Well, thanks, man. Appreciate that."

A warm wave of intoxication hit Scott, loosening his tongue. "No, I mean it. Dead serious. I'm actually – honestly, genuinely – jealous of you guys."

Sitting at the bar, their backs to the rest of the restaurant, Ashton lifted his glass, watching their reflections in the mirror behind the bottles. His voice dropped low. "It's not what you think."

Scott frowned. "Well, I hope Parker is pregnant, because otherwise, she really let herself go."

Ashton let out a humorless laugh. "Ha, no. Never mind, man."

Scott's intrigue spiked. "Dude, you can't just leave me hanging."

"Hanging," Ashton murmured, a bitter smile ghosting his lips. "Accurate. But funny."

Scott sat up straighter. "This isn't making any sense, man."

Ashton downed the rest of his drink in one smooth motion, signaling the bartender for another. His face twisted as he exhaled, his voice dropping to something almost inaudible.

"Look, you're not going to believe me if I tell you. No one ever does. I don't even think they want me to tell people."

Scott leaned in, heart pounding. "They? Who? Believe what? Come on, man. No judgment. Just talk to me."

Ashton hesitated, scanning the bar, making sure no one was listening. Finally, he exhaled sharply and looked Scott dead in the eye. "The baby isn't mine."

Scott blinked, his mind grasping for something – anything – coherent to say.

"Not yours, like... how?" His voice came out lower, rougher than he intended.

Ashton exhaled slowly, staring straight ahead, his expression unreadable. "We haven't told anyone yet. But something tells me once the baby arrives, there'll be no hiding it. I didn't expect him, the father, or sperm donator, as we're calling him, to be so... black."

Scott's brow lifted. "Wait. Ashton. Are you telling me Parker was impregnated by a Black man?"

Ashton let the words settle between them before answering. "Yes, Scott. That's exactly what I'm saying."

Scott leaned in, his pulse ticking just a little faster. "Are you sure?"

Ashton let out a dry laugh just as the bartender placed a fresh drink in front of him. He picked up the straw and twirled it slowly, watching the liquid swirl. "I'm as sure as a man can be. Look, it wasn't an easy choice. We were in a tight spot. But what's done is done. What matters now is the future. Us. Parker's baby."

Scott's lips parted slightly. "So Parker's baby is going to be...?"

"Very Black," Ashton murmured, voice thick with something unspoken. "The father – one of the darkest men I've ever seen. He's African. Guess that explains it. But..." He hesitated, then shook his head. "Never mind."

Scott tilted his head, watching his friend carefully. "Man, I'm not trying to pry. But this is... intriguing. You know I can keep a secret."

Ashton let the straw slip from his fingers, turning to Scott with a slow, assessing look. "Even from your wife? Even from Emily?"

Scott swallowed, the weight of the moment pressing against his chest. "Of course, yeah." The words left his lips too quickly, too easily. He wasn't sure if he meant them.

Ashton studied him for a long moment before leaning back. "We needed money, Scott. That's all it was. Just... money."

Scott exhaled. "I see."

"And well, Parker also wanted a kid. She's always wanted... children."

"That makes sense, man."

"It happened so fast," Ashton muttered, regretfully, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "Have you ever heard of Kattle Inc.?"

Scott frowned. "No. What the hell is Kattle Inc.?"

Ashton took another long sip before answering. "It's one of the most fucked-up things you'll ever hear about. They have some fancy way of describing it, but basically it's just this, um, global breeding network. For the world's richest men."

Scott arched a brow, pulse kicking up. "Breeding network?"

"In their fancy brochures, they call them 'high net worth individuals.' These men pay – a fortune – to have their, um, seed planted inside a beautiful young woman. For the women and couples involved, the moment pregnancy is confirmed, a hundred grand gets wired into their account. But that's just the beginning. Once the baby is born? The real money starts rolling in."

Scott let out a low whistle. "Jesus. They turned reproduction into a luxury commodity."

Ashton let out a humorless chuckle. "That's one way to put it."

"And the process? How was it?"

Ashton set his drink down, running a hand through his blonde hair. "Surprisingly clinical. Professional, even. Some of the best fertility doctors money can buy. Payments were always on time. No fine print. Except..."

Scott leaned closer. "Except what?"

Ashton hesitated, then exhaled. "We just weren't prepared for the father."

"Parker's baby's father?" Scott asked, mind racing. "Who is he?"

"Frederick Kwanashie. Apparently, he's a big deal in Africa. Started as a poor kid, landed a comedic role on a news show, then somehow ended up owning one of the country's biggest movie studios. Paid almost a million dollars to be the biological father of Parker's baby." Ashton let out a wry laugh. "Can you believe that?"

Scott studied his friend, seeing the painful strain in his face, the way his fingers gripped the glass a little too tightly. There was something raw there, something unsettled. "I mean... not to pry... but did Parker and him...?"

Ashton jerked back, face twisting in absolute disgust. "God, no. No, man. Jesus."

Scott let out a low chuckle, trying to ease the tension. "Yeah, yeah. Of course. That would be... something else entirely."

"Completely different!" Ashton said, animated now, his body language shifting.

Scott raised his hands in surrender. "Got it. So this was, what? Artificial insemination?"

Ashton scoffed. "Yeah. About as sexy as it sounds. I had to drive Parker to all her appointments. It sucked, it REALLY sucked. But everything was so clinical. So... mundane."

Scott tried to picture himself driving Emily to a clinic for another man's baby. His stomach twisted in primal knots of disgust. "Damn. How old is this Kwanashie guy?"

Ashton hesitated, then looked away. "Early 40's, I guess. But in great shape. Really great shape."

Scott noted the way Ashton avoided his eyes now. "And how'd you even find out about this? The internet?"

"A scout, actually. Apparently, it's one of the fastest ways to make easy money."

"A scout? They have recruiters for this?"

"All over, yeah, I guess. But globally, they focus on the U.S. White American women are in high demand."

Scott blinked. "White women?"

"That's what they tell me."

"Damn."

"Naturally they have Hispanic, Asian, and everything else under the sun. But U.S. white women always fetch the most money."

Scott swirled the ice in his glass, processing. "You ever meet the guy? In person?"

"Kwanashie? No. Different countries the whole time."

"Wild," Scott muttered, his mind spinning. He thought about Parker, glowing and round with another man's baby. It must be so strange for a guy like Ashton, such a weird thing to deal with mentally... A baby that would be unmistakably different from its parents. A baby that could not be explained away.

"Well," Scott murmured finally, "as long as everyone's happy... that's what matters."

Ashton slid a sleek black card from his wallet and pushed it toward Scott. The texture was smooth, expensive. On one side, an unfamiliar web address. On the other, a five-digit code. "Here. Check it out if you're curious. Just as a joke, of course. I think you'd get a kick out of it."

Scott took the card, his fingers lingering against the matte surface. "Yeah... cool. Thanks."

"Just don't forget to enter the code," Ashton murmured, his eyes lingering a little too long. "Otherwise, you can't get in."

Scott slipped the card into his pocket, suddenly aware of the heat between them, the weight of secrets pressing into the space. "Got it, Ashton."


Part Five

The green cursor pulsed seductively at the bottom of the screen, illuminating the words in a tantalizing invitation:

Female Fertilization Quiz. Find Out How Much You'd Earn – Free, Fast, Real Money, and No Obligation to Continue!

Scott and Emily lounged in the dim glow of the laptop, the flickering screen casting a hypnotic light over their amused faces. Their laughter mingled with the late-night air, teasing at the absurdity of it all. It had started as a joke, a playful indulgence in fantasy. Ever since Scott had spilled the details of Ashton and Parker's lucrative little secret, curiosity had driven them back to this forbidden page, night after night.

The next step – the “evaluation." It was the key to unlocking Emily's market value, the price a “high net worth individual" might be willing to pay for the privilege of having her bear his child. They hadn't dared cross that threshold yet. It was simple enough: a portfolio submission. A selection of intimate photographs, curated for the most discerning eyes – her face, her body in delicate silk, the soft curves of her back, the teasing allure of lingerie against bare skin.

“Yeah, maybe not," Emily murmured, feigning reluctance, her fingers tracing idle circles on her bare thigh. “I don't want those kinds of pictures floating around online."

Scott's gaze lingered over the screen, reading the bold assurance that all images were protected, safeguarded. “Guaranteed?" he mused aloud, tilting his head. “So, I guess that wouldn't be an issue..."

Emily smirked, running a hand over her stomach, her voice lilting with mischief. “Scott, are you actually serious? You really want to see what I'd be worth?"

He swallowed hard, the air between them thickening. “Ha – no, of course not," he chuckled, averting his gaze.

“You're funny," she purred, leaving the thought suspended between them like an unspoken dare.

Days passed, but the question lingered, weaving itself into their most intimate moments. What would it hurt? Just a number. Just a fantasy. Just a game.

“As a goof," Emily said one evening, biting her lip. “Maybe..."

Scott tapped a finger against his chin. “The lingerie shots might be a little tricky."

Emily's eyes sparkled. “I did just buy that green silk baby doll... That would count, right?"

Scott's throat went dry. “Yeah, babe. That would definitely count."

A slow, wicked smile played on her lips. “But when I turn around... they'd see most of my ass."

“Yeah, babe," he whispered, heat pooling in his stomach. “That's... kind of the point."

An hour later, their bedroom transformed into a private studio, the air thick with adrenaline and something darker, more thrilling. Emily posed, seductive yet playful, letting the camera capture every curve, every soft shadow. By the time she pressed “submit," a flush painted her cheeks, her body thrumming with an unspoken excitement.

“So," she murmured, running a hand down his chest. “These guys... they're all billionaires?"

“That's what they say."

“What about Parker's baby daddy? The African guy?"

“Ashton said he was loaded. Owns a movie studio."

Emily let out a soft laugh, stretching languidly. “I didn't even know Africa had billionaires."

Scott chuckled. “They have billionaires everywhere, babe."

Her gaze turned sly, teasing. “You think I'd go for more than Parker?"

Scott exhaled, his fingers hovering over the track pad. “Guess we'll find out."

One hour later, the email arrived.

Scott read the message in stunned silence. The highest bidder – anonymous, yet undeniably wealthy – had placed an offer of "$1.2 million" upfront, with additional payments until the child's eighteenth birthday.

Emily twirled a golden lock around her finger, eyes alight. “So... I'm worth over a million dollars?" she mused, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “That's life-changing money."

Scott tensed, watching her closely. “Too bad you're married, babe. And this? This is never happening."

Emily giggled, slipping into his lap, pressing soft lips against his jaw. “Relax, baby. Can't a girl dream?"

Scott's jaw tightened. “You mean, dream about carrying another man's child?"

She let out a slow, feminine laugh, warm as silk. “No, silly. The money."

But something had shifted. The fantasy no longer felt like a joke.

“Do you want me to click on his profile?" Scott asked, feigning indifference.

Emily hummed, standing behind him, her breath warm against his neck. “Yeah. Let's see this ‘billionaire.'"

Click.

The screen refreshed, and there he was.

Sr. Marcello Obasi.

A face chiseled from shadow and light, with skin like polished onyx and a smile as sharp as a blade. His credentials dripped with prestige – Brown University, Harvard Business School, the owner of a multibillion-dollar construction empire. A philanthropist, a patron of the arts, a man whose hands had shaped cities around the glove.

Emily's breath hitched. “Wow," she whispered, eyes flickering over his impossibly white smile. “He's... interesting."

Scott felt the shift in the air. He hated it. Hated how real it had all become.

“Okay, Emily. That's enough. We've had our fun."

But as he reached for the mouse, the screen flickered to a new offer:

"Would you like to make $10,000 for a few hours of social time? If interested, please read below."

Scott's pulse pounded in his ears.

“Ten thousand dollars?" Emily breathed. “For just... meeting him?"

Her fingers grazed his shoulder, feather light, and deliberate. “That's a lot of money, babe."

Scott clenched his fists. “What are you saying?"

Emily cocked her head, her voice smooth as honey. “I'm saying... maybe we should be practical."

His stomach twisted. “Oh my god, Emily – tell me you're joking."

She ran a delicate hand down his arm, her touch disarming. “I'm just saying, babe. Mr. Obasi seems like a... fascinating man."

The argument that followed was white-hot, raw with emotion. But somehow, somehow, Scott found himself staring at the screen, fingers trembling over the track pad.

With his wife hovering nervously over his shoulder, he finally clicked Accept Invitation with BBC Breeder.


Part Six

On the way to Mr. Obasi's mansion, Emily gasped, "Oh my God, this is unbelievable!"

She glanced over at her husband, who was staring in confusion out the car window of their old beat-up Honda Accord.

The white couple's sputtering vehicle slowly made its way down the winding road, flanked by the sprawling grounds that separated the street from Mr. Obasi's enormous 24-bedroom mansion. In a bizarre twist of fate, the billionaire black man kept a residence only a few hours away from them, yet the road twisted and turned, making them both slow down and gaze at the bizarre collection of erotic statues that decorated the property.

Scott was insulted. "Why does he need all these statues? Is something wrong with him?"

Emily gave a little titter of self-conscious embarrassment, her big eyes fixed on the exciting artwork surrounding her.

The manicured lawns were brimming with these erotica statues, created in the Greek tradition. But all of the "Greek" statues featured erotic positions between a black male with typical African features, and a Caucasian female, with big fertile breasts, a tight ivory belly, and round white haunches to entice the muscle-bound African, whose genitalia was always exaggerated to ridiculous levels, Scott thought.              

Scott, too uncomfortable to check if Emily was noticing the unusual artwork, kept his eyes firmly ahead, driving, too afraid to look over and see his wife's reaction.

But just when things couldn't get worse, there was a large bend in the driveway, still about a quarter of mile to go, when the statues began to feature a new recognizable character: the white male.

The white males were always bigger than the white females, but noticeably smaller than the black males. Unlike the heavily muscled black male statues, the white male statues were much thinner, with almost no muscle tone and androgynous features, their ivory genitalia always no bigger than a Vienna sausage, making it blatantly obvious why the white female has chosen a lover outside of her race.

And these statues were all the same.

The lone white male was often distanced from the black male entangled with the fertile white female. Always a few feet away, in each statue scene, the white male figure was forced to gawk and surrender to the ecstasy of the white woman/black male union and surrender.

With a faint stab of jealously and racial-based anger, Scott also started to see many of the white female statues to be pregnant, sometimes smiling and standing between the two main men in her life: the virile black man and the smaller feminized white husband.

"Oh my god, these are so crazy!" Emily said, inevitably. "What's this guy's deal?"

Scott remained as neutral as possible, but inside he was quite relieved with his wife's reasonable disbelief.

"I feel bad for anyone who feels like they have to have this junk in their yards," said Scott.

"Yeah, me too," said Emily.

But a second later, she laughed and pointed at one of the white male statues standing next to a shiny black warrior with a ripped stomach causing a white female statue with braided hair to moan in pleasure as he rammed into her from behind with his large ebony weapon. Emily kept pointing at the white male statue, indicating his thumb-sized penis and grape-sized balls, giggling: "Looks like he needs a WHITEBOYZ!"

Scott didn't laugh because he didn't think his wife's joke was that funny. It actually made him mad and upset, for some reason. These statues were annoying the hell out of Scott though. This didn't feel like art, this felt like some guy trying to send the world a rather odd and desperate message... Scott could tell that he already didn't like Mr. Obasi one bit.

They finally got out of the car and almost right away the large two-story front doors opened up. But instead of Mr. Obasi, there came a gorgeous blonde woman wearing Daisy Duke Cut-off jean shorts, pink tennis shoes, knee-high white socks with purple bands on the top, and a pink halter top that showed off her big bouncy breasts and flat little tummy.

She didn't even make eye contact with the two other white people. The well-built blonde just passed by, scrolling on her phone the whole way.

Against his better judgment, Scott turned and watched the gorgeous woman's hips roll on past him and Emily. She was breathtaking: so blonde, and hourglass shaped, and fresh looking, and baby ready. Her legs were the perfect blend of muscle and shape with softness and baby fat. The cut-off jean shorts made her heart-shaped ass look like she was Colombian or Brazilian. For a whitegirl especially, she had a big ass to perfectly match her big, bouncy, milk-making tits. But then Scott nearly died on the spot when he saw the blonde's racist tattoo.

It was imprinted on her lower back. The tramp stamp was etched for the woman's entire lifespan, all for the world to learn that she vehemently believed: BLACKED WIVES MATTER.

On some level, both Scott and his wife seemed to get the implied meaning of the tattoo at the same time, and exchanged looks of suburban disapproval.

"I paid 10 grand for that, can you believe that?" said a black man, causing the white couple to jump. "Ten thousand dollars. Just so some random blonde bitch is walking around with a sexy tattoo like that. What can I say, it drives me nuts. Call me a pervert, I guess," the man said, stepping away from the front of the mansion.

The black man grinned at them, approaching. "Thank heavens for Blacked Wives, fine as hell."

Mr. Obasi carried himself with the easy confidence of a man who had conquered every challenge in his path – powerful, deliberate, and unshaken. His dark, chiseled physique, sculpted by decades of discipline, spoke of a man who thrived on control – of his body, his business, and his destiny. Streaks of silver in his short-cropped hair only added to his commanding presence. A well-groomed grey goatee framed his knowing smirk, a signature of the wisdom and success he had earned through relentless ambition.

He carefully eyed the wife, obviously liking what he saw. "Follow me."

They obeyed and walked several feet behind as the African man led the stupefied couple into his mansion, up a set of spiral stairs, and finally into what looked like an office.

Scott saw his wife straining to take in her new scenery, obviously impressed.

Around them, the walls told Mr. Obasi's story. Framed business magazines showcased his broad black face and wide flat nostrils and intelligent, cunning eyes on their covers. There were also bold headlines proclaiming Mr. Obasi's triumphs in global commerce. Certificates of excellence, awards, and artifacts from high-stakes negotiations adorned this space, each one a silent declaration of the African's dominance in the world.

But Mr. Obasi wasn't here to celebrate his business acumen. He looked at the couple and got down to brass tacks. "Let me ask you something, Emily. If I gave you 10 thousand – no – 20 thousand dollars. Right here. Right Now. On the spot. 20 thousand. Dollars. Would you get a tramp stamp that said: Blacked PAWGs Matter?"

Emily gave the perverted older man her best stink eye, crossed her arms, nearly sulking.

"Do you know what a PAWG is, Emily?"

"Not really, no."

He laughed, delighted by her innocence. "20 thousand, just for a little bit of ink? Not a bad deal, right, my little snowbunny?" When he spoke, his deep, velvety voice carried the rich cadence of his Nigerian accent, every word deliberate, laced with authority and charm. Whether closing a deal or indulging in quiet conversation, his tone demanded attention – smooth yet firm, like a man who always knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it.

Emily kept sending subtle signals through her body language, making it clear that his unique approach to flirting wasn't having the desired effect. Still, she had to give him credit – he certainly knew how to dress.

The African man's tailored business suit, sharp and meticulously fitted, accentuated his powerful build, further emphasizing that Mr. Obasi was a man who took care of himself in every way. The fabric of his suit, rich and refined, spoke of a fortune earned and a legacy built. Against her better judgment, Emily couldn't help from glancing down at the man's enormous dress shoes, which were shiny black and as big as her pale forearms. "Um, probably no. Thanks, but no thanks. I wouldn't do that."

"Probably?" The billionaire black man erupted with rich laughter that seemed to spread out among his nicely furnished office that looked like it belonged on the cover of magazine. "I didn't hear a no, then, ha. Sounds good to me."

Emily opened her mouth to reply, but something kept her from coming up with one of her usual scathing replies.

Incredulous that a guy like him would ever imagine that she would bear his children, Emily was studying the older black man's face.

His features, marked with the subtle signs of age, only added to his distinguished look. His eyes, sharp and focused, hinted at the sharp mind behind the billionaire persona.

"Is there something on your mind, Emily?" Mr. Obasi asked with a sly grin, noticing how the white wife seemed to take a moment to size him up before responding. His smile grew even wider when he saw the flush spread across her cheeks, and her hand instinctively touch her delicate ivory neck. "Something tells me that me and you, Emily, are going to have some fun together... Now let me give you the grand tour. Mi humble casa is su casa."

After Mr. Obasi turned for the door, Scott and Emily fell behind him, elbows touching nervously as Emily finally noticed the disgusted look from her husband.

"What?" she said, almost snapping at him under her breath.

Scott shook his head dismissively, realizing that he if he vocalized his real complaint, it would only make the situation ten times worse. "You can say no to things, dear, for God sakes."

"Well," Emily looked at her husband, her pretty features suddenly bewildered and uncertain. She lowered her voice and said, "We're here? Right? What am I supposed to do, Scott?"

"Never mind. Just let's make this fast, okay?"

"That's all I want too," said Emily, rolling her pretty eyes at the figure of her defeated-looking husband.


Part Seven

The couple was very impressed – by everything.

Mr. Obasi's mansion was the first mansion that either had been inside of and as the large black man guided them through its voluminous rooms (each painstakingly designed in different styles) it was hard to pretend that Scott and Emily weren't feeling a little too overwhelmed with the stranger's ultra-lavish lifestyle.

Mr. Obasi entered a large room on the second floor. It was a library, just off the main flight of stairs, and boasted two-story-high ceilings. Below, everything was mahogany or leather. Mr. Obasi sat next to a small brown couch next to a roaring fireplace. With his big palm stretched out, he gestured for the white couple to take seats in the leathery chairs across. They complied, automatically.

"Good, good," Mr. Obasi smiled, allowing him a moment to take in Emily's cute outfit.

Her bright eyes, bashful smile, and glowing white skin pleased the older black man greatly. Normally, Mr. Obasi would have already told the hubby to scram so that he could get to know the wife a little better. But a few weeks ago, one of his buddies (an Ethiopian fishing magnate) made a joke about making the hubby watch, and ever since, Mr. Obasi couldn't get the fucked up image out of his mind. He smiled at Scott first, and then directly at Emily, drawing more blushes around her wide white cheekbones. "Did you realize that you were in the highest category, my dear? The most expensive for us bidders?"

"Oh really. How fascinating," said Emily, obviously not wanting to let anyone know (especially Mr. Obasi) how pleased she was with this information. "And why is that? Because of my beautiful eyes? My brain, my high standardized test scores?"

She was still playing up the sarcasm with her tone and gestures.

"No, my little snowbunny," Mr. Obasi laughed, deeply. "Those things are all amazing, trust me. But I was referring to your young age. You're the perfect breeding age, mid-20s."

"Why is that the perfect age?" asked Emily. "You know what, never mind! I don't want to know!"

"Well, I think it has to do with... recidivism," he said, ignoring her request. "Are you familiar with that word, my little snowbunny?"

"Yes, of course! I know what recidivism means!" groused Emily, injured from the question. "I happen to be smart!"

"Good, good, my little American snowbunny. You're so cute when you're mad. You little American girls are so adorable."

Scott, who was looking around the room for an exit, was growing sicker.

"What does it mean though?" Emily asked, somewhat recovered. "Why does recidivism have anything to do with what we're talking about?"

"Repeat customers..." Mr. Obasi hinted.

Emily shook her shiny dark hair at the older man. "What customers are you talking about?"

Mr. Obasi couldn't hold it any longer and he burst into his signature masculine laughter, patting his hard stomach while his bright African teeth gleamed with deeply satisfied mirth. "Let's just say, women of your age, often don't stop at one kid."

"So? What does that have to do with it?" Emily asked, hands on curvy hips, sounding like a prosecutor now. "With anything?"

Mr. Obasi continued spelling it out for her. "And let's just say that most women prefer to have their kids related as closely as possible. Probably has to do with some survival instinct: like closeness provides better chance of mutual survival, possibly. Anyway, it's true, because the numbers don't lie."

"What numbers are those, prey tell?" Emily said, visibly losing the wind from her sails.

"Ok, I'll give it to you straight, Emily," said Mr. Obasi. "Cuckold trophies such as yourself often find themselves returning to the father of their first child, for the second child, and often even third child, even though they know they won't benefit monetarily from the physical union. I guess you could call it the Power of the Black Cock. But ha, it probably just boils down to some evolutionary shit, my dear."

"Well, I'm sorry to disappoint you," Emily said, obviously not disappointed to convey her strongly felt thoughts to the severely misguided gentleman. "But I have no intention of ever laying eyes on you once this thing is over. So keep dreaming, buddy!"

Scott couldn't help but to proudly scoff alongside his wife. Sometimes he forgot he was married to a woman who wasn't afraid to express herself, especially if people are being rude. This was really getting out of hand. When did they get their 10 thousand? And who the fuck did this guy think he was?

Just then there was the sound of keys. Then a large heavy wooden door opened from the outside. At the same time, the couple glanced over their shoulders to see who it was.

Into the room, a blonde waitress sashayed her way to Mr. Obasi, who was standing up now, his broad back to the fireplace. Scott couldn't tear his eyes away from the gorgeous woman. But for a second, it almost looked as if he saw her sneering at him right before she delivered Mr. Obasi's drink first.

Gulping, heart beating wildly, Scott could see the gorgeous woman's profile as she bent over at the waist. Wrapped in an all-black, wearing a half-shirt and skin-tight miniskirt that accentuated every curve, her hourglass figure was on full display. The dark fabric clung to her perfectly rounded backside, highlighting its fullness as she subtly shifted her weight, exuding confidence and allure.

Scott was in love. He loved how her golden waves were cascading down her shoulders. The statuesque blonde might have been one of the most attractive female specimens he'd ever laid eyes on, in real life or on a screen. But when the leggy bombshell straightened, and turned to leave, Mr. Obasi made her come to a complete stop. In this fashion, she was presenting her well-rounded backside to the trio of spectators. There was a three-inch gap between the top of black miniskirt and bottom of her black top, thus revealing her own tramp stamp: NO WHITEBOYS ALLOWED.

"Okay, thanks, Katie. You can leave us now." Mr. Obasi casually smiled at the whiteboy husband. "How does that make you feel whiteboy?"

"What?" Scott snapped. "Excuse me?"

"I'm sorry." The man chuckled, winked at Emily. "I mean, how does that make you feel, Scott?"

Emily, meanwhile, was concentrating on something else. She keenly watched as the blonde waitress left the room with her little tray. As soon as the other woman was gone, Emily felt better. For some reason: she didn't like that blonde bitch, didn't like her one bit. It wasn't that Emily actually had any interest in Mr. Obasi, it was just... Well, she couldn't explain it.

"Speak up! I can't hear you whiteboy!" Mr. Obasi was saying now. "How did that whitegirl's tattoo make you feel? The one that said: No Whiteboys Allowed?"

Emily suddenly tuned into the conversation between the men, wanting to hear her husband's genuine response.

However, Scott hemmed and hawed, which seemed to make him look smaller and weaker than normal. "I mean, she's a grown woman, right? So if that's what she wants to put on her body..."

Mr. Obasi's dominant laughter cut Scott off.

The older black man smiled and said, "Good, good whiteboy. You have potential, I can see that now clearly. Have you ever heard of BNWO?"

"Is that like a professional wrestling thing?" Scott guessed.

Mr. Obasi laughed and dismissed the whiteboy hubby with the wave of his large, powerful, dark hand. "No whiteboy, but don't worry, don't worry. Pretty soon you're going to know about the BNWO so well."

Now Emily piped up. "What is the BNWO?"

Mr. Obasi laughed again. "Let's just say that it's a community for all of us. Now, Emily, how much am I paying to breed you, exactly?"

Emily didn't like it being referred to like that because it made her feel like she was livestock or a designer dog. "For procreation rights?" she rephrased it, pausing for thought. "Let me think, um... I think, around 1. 2 million."

"That's just the initial, right?"

"Just the initial, yeah, of course," Emily said, sounding more like a tax attorney now.

"Let's do this, instead." Mr. Obasi motioned for Emily to take a seat beside him on a sprawling crimson couch that radiated an aura of indulgent luxury.

The couch was about 20 feet away from Scott, who was now watching his wife sit next to another man. It felt surreal. The two made a strikingly mismatched pair, differing in every way – skin tone, age, gender, stature, race, and nationality. Emily's little hands fell defensively in her lap. Her blushes looked even redder on the crimson couch. Mr. Obasi was already grinning with the victorious air of a dark-blooded Moor about to sack a Christian city rich with world class booty.

"Just relax, baby. You're about to become a millionaire. All your problems solved!" Mr. Obasi said, dangling a big carrot in front of the white couple right before they passed the point of no return. Then, when he leaned back, the mature gentleman made his first big move on the young wife, placing his hand around Emily's shoulders, where he started to massage her tense, ivory flesh. "Here's an idea. Ready?"

"What idea?" Emily asked.

The man continued. "Instead of worrying about all that lab stuff tomorrow, Emily, let's just do it now, together."

"Huh?" Her eyes widened with panic.

He nodded gently. "No lab. No nurses. No needles. Just me and you. Here. Now. What do you say, my little snowbunny?"

Emily's beautiful complexion turned several shades whiter as the blood seemed to leave her face. "Wait. Mr. Obasi. You mean, here, now. You want to do it here and now?"

"Why not?"

"I didn't sign up for this! This is not part of the goddamn deal!" Emily said, angrily placing her hands on her lovely PAWG hips.

"That's why I'm doubling the initial sum. 2.4 now. Million. USD."

"Seriously?" Emily said, looking shocked.

"Relax, baby. Over two million dollars for an hour's worth of work. Not that bad, huh? Might be less than hour, probably. I'm an old man, after all."

"This is so crazy," Emily said, flustered and flattered at the same time. "I don't even, I don't even, Mr. Obasi, I don't even know where to start with this..."

The African man closed his eyes and said coolly: "You'll be a millionaire by the time you go to bed tonight with your husband."

She put her hands back on her hips, turning to him, face to face, "Million, right, with an M?"

"Correct," said Mr. Obasi, opening his deeply set dark eyes. The black man looked over at Scott's miserable posture, grinned sadistically. "Scott, you're okay with this deal, right? A couple of million dollars for a quick session between two consenting adult strangers? Is that such a bad deal?"

"Um, um, uh, I don't know..." Scott faltered, wanting to look in his wife's eyes, but way too afraid now.

Emily couldn't look at her husband either. She was purposely averting her eyes, trying to come to terms with what was happening. It all felt so dream-like to her. And yet, in the flicker of her gaze, in the way her lips parted as if on the verge of a breathless laugh, there was something else – excitement. An electric anticipation wove itself into Emily's hesitation. She didn't seem to know what was about to happen, not exactly, but she seemed to feel it in her bones. Something was coming. Something big.

Mr. Obasi pulled her closer to him so that their bodies were smashed together. "You smell good, Emily."

She looked up at him, their gazes meeting each other in an improbable union. "Um, thanks," she giggled anxiously.

Scott still didn't make eye contact. He couldn't. He wouldn't. Instead, he stared straight away and into the distance, and finally gave a small, general shrug of approval. Not that the couple on the couch noticed.

Mr. Obasi grew bolder, placing on his big ebony hands on her pale thigh, squeezing all that juicy Caucasian meat underneath her perfectly ivory skin. Emily was clearly one of those whitegirls who can tan like crazy in the summer, but almost looks like a ghost in the winter. Mr. Obasi liked that. He liked Emily a lot. Her big white tits and her spirit. And he knew that she and Scott would do a good job raising some of Mr. Obasi's children. Worth every damn penny.

This was almost becoming a routine for Mr. Obasi.

It was always like this, always. Hubby would always fight it in the beginning, because they always did. But eventually their new relationship arrangement would become as clear as mountain water and as natural-feeling as going to check the mail. For Mr. Obasi, that's the way it always was with couples like this. Young modern white couples. Nature, the law of the jungle, always took over.

As if on cue, Scott quietly stood up and looked like he was in the process of tearing himself away from his wife, appearing humiliated, like a beaten dog, in that way that all grown men look the first time they willingly hand over their wives to other men. But before he could reach the door, Mr. Obasi's assertive voice was booming through the room again: "Hold up! Don't be rude. Come back and sit down, whiteboy. We're just hanging out together now. It's okay, it's okay, whiteboy. I said DON'T BE RUDE!"

The only thing that could make this situation any more difficult, Scott felt was being told that he had to become the audience. He was lightheaded. And it sort of felt like he was having an outer body experience. Every step that he took back to his chair, Scott counted as a miracle from God.

Emily blushed profusely and looked away as Mr. Obasi's giant black hands began to finally caress her delicate white skin, rubbing her waist and then going up higher and higher. Mr. Obasi smelled Emily's hair, brushing his African-sized lips over the back of her white neck, and gently squeezing parts of her cleavage now, gripping the breast through her dress and bra cup.

"Hm, you smell just like a peach, my little snowbunny."

Emily closed her eyes tighter and she winced like someone in pain when the probing black fingers found their way to the other breast, causing her nipples to become painfully erect. On the couch, this foreplay went on for an excruciatingly long time and Emily continued to squirm and show thoughts of resistance until she realized –with total shock– that her own body was betraying her. From the man's unwanted ministrations, both of Emily's nipples were as hard and she could tell that down there was starting to get that little tingle that told her that her body was getting ready for a visitor. And in this case, a very old and very black and (judging on the man's enormous fingers and shoes) very well-endowed visitor.

"Here you go, snowbunny," Mr. Obasi evilly grinned, "I got something for you to hold."

The next thing Emily knew, the black man had grabbed one of her wrists and forcefully brought her little pink fingers to rest on the front of his pants. She felt the enormous snake-like bulge and had to glance down to see if her mind was tricking her. Her hand had never looked smaller or paler or daintier or whiter as when it was currently holding Mr. Obasi's throbbing black cock, definitely Emily's first black cock. He was at least twice the size of her husband.

"Worth every penny!" the black man announced.

She was still trying to pick her jaw up. "Let's just get this over with, okay!" Emily stammered, a natural blush rising high on her cheekbones as her wide, expressive eyes darted anxiously around the room.

Mr. Obasi nodded and began taking off Emily's clothes, stripping the wife down to her pink pastel Victoria's Secret bra and panty set. From Mr. Obasi's perspective, she looked like the perfect blend of innocence and fertility and femininity. He loved that soft white American skin, those baby-birthing hips, and baby-feeding tits, and that cute whitegirl smile, and that little twinkle of optimism that these little U.S. suburban princesses always seemed to have.

"Now, remove my clothes, Emily."

"Really?" she said incredulously.

Mr. Obasi reached around and loudly smacked one of her wobbly ass cheeks as a warning/punishment. "There is an old African saying. When a woman has her cheeks out, she best be on her best behavior, because even grown women can go across the knee."

Emily, for the first time, looked completely lost. She was so lost that she actually looked over at her husband – searching for answers – for the first time since physical contact had been introduced between her and Mr. Obasi. Scott, unfortunately, looked just as lost as his wife. And when their eyes met, there was a mutual look of sorrow and pity, as if each adult was trying to figure out how they ended up in this room with a man like Mr. Obasi.

SMACK!!!

Emily heard the sound first and a few seconds later, she felt the unbelievable stinging sensations coming from one of her exposed ivory ass cheeks. She couldn't believe it. Who the fuck did this guy believe he was? She'd never consented to be struck or spanked like this. In fact, Emily already knew that if he did this one more time she –

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

They came like bursts of machine gun fire, each palm-strike as hard as the initial SPANK from Mr. Obasi, but cumulatively they caused Emily to freeze up. Honestly it felt like the man had spanked her ass so hard she had been knocked back to her youthful years.

His voice was low and authoritative. "Emily, listen to me, everything is ok. You're alright."

There was just a hint of sniffles and waterworks forming in the corners of her big, beautiful, unhappy brown eyes, but after a moment she seemed to heroically pull it back together again, strengthening her resolve long enough to admonish the man, "Don't ever spank me like that again! Got it, mister? Nobody spanks me like that! I'm not a child, I'm a woman, a grown woman!"

Mr. Obasi laughed at her adorable defiance and stepped forward, his big African arms spread out wide. Despite trying to refuse his offer for a hug, Emily found the big arms and big hands suddenly engulfing her, making her more annoyed than ever.

She rolled her eyes while being hugged. "Hey, what the heck is this?"

Mr. Obasi laughed again and gently patted one of her ass cheeks soothingly, encouragingly in a fatherly sort of way. "We're just saying hello and getting to know each other. You're a feisty one, aren't you, Emily? Lucky for you, I have a thing for feisty snowbunnies."

"Geez, thanks, that means the world to me!" Emily said, trying to deescalate the situation with forced humor.

"Had I known you were such a feisty snowbunny," Mr. Obasi said, patting Emily's sore ass cheek, and then cupping the bottom of her other ass cheek, getting her used to being in his arms, his black fingers completely cupping her round bottom. "I would have paid double to breed you. You're the perfect Black Baby Factory, aren't you Emily?"

The first thing he had the nervous white wife do was lay back against the pillows so that he could attack her pussy lips with his mouth. He wanted to "taste her."

Emily complied and shyly held her hands over her thighs until a large set of black finger pulled her wrists, and then her legs, to the side.

Now he had complete access to her most intimate areas. Emily tensed, afraid that she'd made a huge mistake.

Mr. Obasi was like a famished man down there, looking more primitive now, licking her lips down there – and sucking and probing his stiff tongue inside her oily little hole. His hole now.

At first, Emily was able to stare off into the distance, pretending that this wasn't happening. She'd only met this black guy a few minutes ago. Who the fuck did he think he was? But soon his tongue began to stroke just the right area and – against her will – Emily's toes curled high in the air for everyone to see.

"Oh, oh, fuck?" she said, embarrassed.

The large unfamiliar black head continued bobbing in her lap, drawing out the most weirdly erotic responses from her body. She bit down on her lower lip, half-fluttered her eyes, breathed out loudly, and said, "Oh, oh wow, wow, oh, okay, WOW!"

Mr. Obasi looked up, smiled with Emily's juices smeared all over his ebony face and grey-streaked goatee. "Now me, my little snowbunny."

Emily was confused.

The black man had her kneel down on the floor so that he could stand over her, making her look up at him while he rested his big veiny chocolate monster across the cute white wife's face, feeding her hungry little mouth with his big aching black balls.

"Fuuuuck," they both said at the same time, causing them both to chuckle at the strangely shared emotion.

"That's it snowbunny," Mr. Obasi said, encouraging her cock sucking, "work your magic down there, work your snowbunny magic."

Emily's head tilted back to the limit, her rich dark hair cascading off her head as she moaned and slurped on the man's huge black ball sack. She'd never looked sexier or more submissive than she did now. She could feel his enormous member lying against her small forehead, and part of her hair. And her pert little nostrils were rubbing directly against the veiny black skin, forcing her to inhale his intoxicatingly musky scent. The smell soon began to fill her head like pheromones. Against every rational instinct, her body was hot red with arousal.

Mr. Obasi got up on the bed and stretched out, waited for Emily to crouch down next to him and obediently take the end of his cock into her mouth again. The big dark man's eyes closed as Emily's head began to rhythmically bounce several times in his lap, her pink lips stretched to their limit now that she was slurping on some BBC. Hungrily, she gobbled down several inches of his dick, and paused, her eyes suddenly catching a pained look from her husband.

Beads of sweat were coming down his forehead and there was a strong look of confused worry in his eyes. Scott looked ten years older than when he first walked into the room.

Still confused, still so damn confused about everything, Emily wasn't sure what to do. So she slowly rose, spitting out a few inches of black dick from her mouth, her eyes still locked on Scott's sad blue eyes. Then, to his credit, her husband gave her a little nod of approval, which Emily took for a sign that she could keep sucking on Mr. Obasi's big black cock – that this was okay, that they were on the same page.

"A BBC. This is what a BBC is," Emily thought, feeling pride every time Mr. Obasi let out a little grunt of pleasure from her cock sucking. She wasn't sure why, but for some reason, the man really seemed to bring out the slut in her like nobody had ever done before. Even her husband. Especially her husband.

"Ok, snowbunny. It's time to do it for real. This is your fertile time, correct? One of your breeding days?"

Emily nodded demurely, steeling herself with the reminder that she was only here for the life-changing money.

"It's ok, snowbunny. Don't look so nervous."

"I'm n-n-not ner-ner-nervous," she stammered.

The air in the opulent bedroom was thick with the scent of sandalwood and desire.

Mr. Obasi's deep, commanding voice reverberated through the room as he leaned back against the plush silk pillows, his dark ebony skin glowing in the warm light of the golden chandelier. His presence was intoxicating for the submissive white couple, a force of nature that demanded attention. The black man's eyes, sharp and knowing, locked onto Emily, admiring her pink Victoria's Secret lingerie she'd worn for him, as she stood at the foot of the bed, moving her weight from one tiny foot to the next, uncertain, and embarrassed by her own arousal. Mr. Obasi was pleased. Emily was money well spent. The gorgeous white wife was a vision of soft curves and flushed skin, her thick hair cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall of amber.

“Come here, my snowbunny," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down Emily's spine.

His words were not a request, but a command, one that she couldn't resist even if she wanted to. Emily swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she moved toward him, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet. She felt his gaze on her like a physical touch, tracing every inch of her body as if he were memorizing her.

“You're nervous," he observed, a sly smile tugging at the corners of his full lips. “Don't be. Tonight, I want you to show me what you're capable of. As a woman."

Emily's All-American cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink as she reached the edge of the bed. She hesitated for a moment, her hands trembling slightly as she climbed onto the mattress, the soft fabric cool against her haunches. She could feel the heat radiating from his body as she settled beside him on the bed, her breath catching in her throat. He was nude, black as night, his skin almost shiny, with a horse-sized black phallus sticking up in the air, its angry purple helmet intimidating the hell out of Emily. He reached out, his large, calloused hand brushing against her cheek in a gesture that was both tender and possessive.

“Look at me," he ordered, his voice gentle but firm. She complied, her innocent brown eyes meeting his black, intense gaze. “You are my snowbunny, my black baby factory. There is no need for fear between us. Tonight, I want you to take control, to show me the strength that lies within you."

Emily's heart raced as she processed his words. Take control? It was a concept that felt foreign to her, especially in the presence of a man so commanding, so overwhelmingly powerful. But there was something in his eyes, a hint of encouragement, that made her believe she could do it.

“How?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

The African billionaire chuckled, a deep, rich sound that resonated through the room. “Reverse cowgirl, whitegirl," he said, his voice thick with desire. “Show me what you've got. Ride me like the bad bitch snowbunny you are."

Emily's breath hitched at his words, her body responding instantly to the raw hunger in his voice. She nodded, her hands trembling slightly as she moved to straddle him, her back to his chest. She could feel the hardness of his body beneath her, the evidence of his desire pressing against her thighs. Her heart was pounding in her ears as she positioned herself, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

“That's it, snowbunny, bounce that big phat white ass on black daddy, twerk like the PAWG you are," he encouraged, his hands resting lightly on her hips, guiding her. “Take what you want. Show me your strength."

Emily closed her eyes for a moment, gathering her courage. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she sank down onto him, a gasp escaping her lips as he filled her completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a delicious mix of pleasure and intensity that made her head spin. She could feel his hands tightening on her hips, encouraging her to move.

“Yes," he growled, his voice rough with desire. “Just like that. Take control, my snowbunny, milk that black cock."

Emily began to move, her body rocking against his in a rhythm that was both instinctual and deliberate. She could feel the power in her movements, the way her pale ass cheeks wobbled every time her butt collided with his hard ebony waistline, the way her body commanded his, and it was intoxicating. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as she rode him, her hands braced on his thighs for support.

“Faster, baby!" he commanded, his voice a low, guttural growl that sent a shiver down her spine. Emily obeyed, her movements becoming more urgent, more desperate. She could feel the tension building within her, a coil of pleasure that tightened with every thrust.

“That's it," he murmured, his hands moving to grip her hips more firmly, guiding her movements. “You're doing so well, my snowbunny. Ride your black king, your motherfucking black king, milk that fucking black king seed like the bad white bitch you are! Show me who you are!"

Emily's body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her back, the intensity of his desire driving her forward. Her movements became more frantic, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she chased the pleasure that was just within reach.

“Yes," he growled, his voice thick with need. “Just like that. Take it all, my little American snowbunny. Damn that white ass is phat. Bounce it, baby. Earn that black baby. It's yours."

But just as Emily began to lose herself to the moment, and all of the exotic sensations pulsing through her body, she felt a pair of massive hands clutch her waist, tossing her to the side of the bed. When she glanced over her shoulder, she saw the dark figure looming over her. He was standing up now, his enormous ebony phallus jutting out in front of him, already covered in her shameful juices.

"Lay back, snowbunny, Emily, and spread your legs for me." Two black fingers grabbed the back of her knees, pushed her legs up so that the bottom of her lily ass lifted off the bed. "I hope you don't mind, but I like to do a lot of kissing when I'm inside you."

Emily's eyes were locked on Mr. Obasi's now as the older African man lined up his black weapon against the pink Caucasian slit. He smiled when he saw that he'd already made her wet down there. That was a great sign. These young white wives were all the same. The older black man looked positively delighted now, looking down, playfully flopping his veiny black member against the woman's folds, causing her to squirm in anticipation while they both enjoyed the dangerous contrast of their skin tones.

"Ready for more BBC, Emily?" he asked, mesmerized by the white wife's beauty. The lacey pink panties still on, but pulled to the side, and the lacy bra was pulled under her tits. Emily's breasts weren't enormous, but they were big enough, and the pink nipples were sticking straight out as she tensed and gasped and clawed the sheets when he fed her the first couple of African inches. "Ohhhhh.... shittttt..." The pink white pussy was struggling to accommodate such a man. Her pussy was beyond tight; confirming Mr. Obasi's suspicion that she'd never had a brother inside her before. She was a BBC virgin. And so, not surprisingly, Emily looked like she was in shock when he pushed a few more thick hot African inches inside her and stopped, letting her get used to having him throb inside her pussy.

"Oh! My! God!" she moaned dramatically, pounding the bed several times with her tiny pale fist. "This is... almost... too much! I don't know if I can continue!"

"Still only half way there," he said, looking at all those meaty inches of angry BBC that still weren't inside this fertile-ass white woman.

But Mr. Obasi was slow and kind, pulling his powerful hips back, and then only feeding Emily a few inches of black meat at a time. They were already in their own private world (nobody obviously aware that hubby was still in the room watching as his entire life changed) and the older man was fucking Emily like he didn't want to break her, he just wanted to tame her, to gently break her in. Together they found a rhythm and Emily's white legs went from being stretched out wide, to sticking straight up in the air, to finally, reluctantly, wrapping around the strong waist of her new black lover, the one who was paying millions of dollars to sleep with her, while also fucking her like nobody had ever done before, especially not her shrimp-dicked husband. Finally, Emily started to relax, her breathing grew less erratic, and was soon she was moaning and squirming on the bed, happily trapped under his heavy dark body.

The older man could hear his conquest start to make squishy sounds and he leaned forward, letting her claw at his muscled ebony arms as their foreheads rubbed together, and their noses touched. He needed to taste her mouth and she was receptive. Soon as their lips were locked and their tongues were in each other's mouths, he brutally fed her several more hard steel African inches, stretching his new white lover out to new limits. He could taste her shock and pain; and their stares met again; looking at each other with half-closed eyes, each looking drugged, but her eyes looking more subdued and obedient now that she had tasted his raw uber masculine presence.

"You like that, snowbunny? I told you you'd love BBC." He grunted, plunged his big meaty cock to the hilt, one of his nostrils sneering in the pleasure of conquest. "I told you I had something for your fine white ass."

"I..." she faltered, before greedily wrapping her white legs around the black man's torso, addicted to the feeling of his big black cock thrusting in and out of her. "... I love it, baby."

"Baby?" he sneered again.

"Yes, now, me, give me it, baby," she said, sounding intoxicated.

A few moments later, it was Emily who was reaching up, hoping to snatch a kiss while she submitted to the deep and dominant thrusts of her new older lover.

Hubby might as well have been a million miles away. It didn't matter to Emily or Mr. Obasi. They'd completely forgotten about him. And Scott, who'd already jacked off and was now hard, again, just sadly watched as his wife pleased another man, this older black man. The worst, the absolute worse, was when it almost looked like he was pleasing her back.

"Yes, oh fuck, baby, soooo deeeepppppp," Emily gushed, feeling the early stages of her first orgasm in over a decade. Knowing that she was going to be a millionaire while feeling this good made her think she was in the middle of a dream. Obviously, it was going to be difficult to explain to everyone why her child was black, but they'd cross that bridge when they got to it. Emily felt impaled on the man and soon she felt herself get much closer to that first orgasm with a man.

They were kissing again, his hips rocking in the most rhythmic, mesmerizing way, like she was getting fucked by a machine.

She could feel the black cock change who she was as a person. Mr. Obasi throbbed inside her, stretching her most intimate areas. She watched him withdraw from her body, the big mushroom tip looking beyond intimidating: a big, ugly, veiny-purple thing, which obviously contrasted greatly with Emily's pale little fingers, her little pink panties.

He grunted in her ear, primitive, and arousing for her.

"What?" Emily said, confused.

After barking out his order for Emily to turn around, the older black man quickly positioned her hips so that now her big heart-shaped butt cheeks were hovering dangerously close to the heated tip of his throbbing purple helmet, which was already greasy with pre-cum.

He slapped her rump to see the white meat wobble. It was like art. She looked so good on her hands and knees, so natural. He pulled her back onto his black member, where she belonged. The white woman's body must have been extremely receptive because she seemed to fall right onto Mr. Obasi's enormous African-sized weapon, her butt exposed for him. Clap, clap, clap! She was grunting, making animal grunts, but not as loudly and painfully as before. She was getting used to her first BBC. He had stretched her out a good deal already. Now the black man kept his lunchbox-sized hands on her hips, guiding her back and forth, rocking her ass onto his dark python, encouraging her to keep "riding that good dick" while he fell under the spell of seeing Emily's perfect ivory buttocks shake and bounce up and down on his swollen BBC. Clap, clap, clap, clap, clap, clap, CLAP!

"Damn, that shit look good as hell, whitegirl. Bounce that big ass, like ya mamma taught ya!"

Emily's delicate face reddened as she gave into the wild animal passion of the moment, riding the shit out of her first black cock. She closed her eyes, groaned along with the wet smacking sounds of their bodies hammering each other in crazy jungle passion. Why was this turning her on so much? What was wrong with her?

Mr. Obasi slapped one of the white woman's ass cheeks so hard that a large red handprint was left. He reasonably thought she looked better like that. "Shit, baby, where did you learn to bounce all that booty like that? You ain't be down at the strip club, is ya?" he joked, suddenly afraid that he was going to bust if this whitegirl doggystyle continued much longer.

Mr. Obasi roughly pushed Emily forward, causing to land on her belly, with her legs curled in the air, and her wide white cheeks jigging around in the most adorable and enticing way. For almost making him cum so quickly with that big booty, Mr. Obasi reached one of his big dark arms around the woman's throat, pulled her head back, and probed around her mouth with his tongue until he finally felt her tongue reluctantly enter his own mouth.

"I own this pretty white ass! I'm going to breed you over and over again, until I get tired of you seeing you wobble around with my sons in your belly!"

"Ow, not so rough," Emily said, protesting the stranglehold the man currently had around her neck. His arm was big and heavy and strong – and it was probably cutting off more air than he realized. Still, she knew that no man had dominated her like that; and she was never going back. "I gotta breathe too!"

Mr. Obasi laughed, loosened the grip around the white beauty's neck, and roughly slapped one of her ass cheeks like he was keeping her in line. "OK, you win, little snowbunny. Now why don't you back that little snowbunny tail on this BBC? Twerk, whitegirl! You know what BBC stands for, right baby?"

In response, Emily pushed up, went back onto her hands and knees, shook her head yes, and then froze, waiting for her black stud to mount her. He didn't move at first, so she froze, presenting herself. Waiting to be mounted by his BBC. And Emily was – by all indications – ready to be a mommy.

He laughed again, just as richly as before. "Scott, hey whiteboy? Can you help us out, my man? Tell yo girl what BBC stands for."

When Scott looked up his heart broke. His eyes suddenly met his Emily's eyes as she was "presenting herself" on all fours for another man. At the same time their eyes seemed to soften, both with realization that this must be so difficult for the other partner.

Scott hated himself for not being able to take care of a woman like Emily; and Emily hated herself for wanting to combine her quiet life with Scott with lots of money and a big black cock like this fuck her whitegirl brains out – because this was amazing to Emily!

But Emily's large, innocent eyes seemed to fill with pity as she heard her own husband meekly yell out: "Big black cock."

"Ha! You got it, whiteboy! You passed the whiteboy BBC quiz," roared Mr. Obasi. He then turned to Emily. "You ready to take the BBC quiz, whitegirl? What does BBC stand for?"

Emily seemed to flinch at the question, but then realized that she was already on her hands and knees, in the most submissive position possible, and besides she'd already allowed him to penetrate her, so this wasn't any worse. "Big black cock," she said in a Valley girl accent, "that's what BBC stands for."

"Good, good whitegirl. Now you know what BBC stands for, Emily."

"Any more amazing quizzes today?"

"No. You ready for your BBC award, snowbunny?"

She knew what was next. Emily closed her eyes as Mr. Obasi spread both of her ivory bubble cheeks to the side. He was able to line up his horse-sized equipment to her slick little hole by only using the slight movements of his heavy hips. The tip found the slippery, oily, warm, pink, inviting hole. There was a loud gasp as he pushed past the tight elastic ring and deep into her channel. The billionaire watched triumphantly, literally sneering with satisfaction, as his big black rod pushed itself deep inside the young white woman, filling her up with his masculine, African essence.

Emily couldn't believe it but she soon heard herself calling this strange man, "baby." Then, as Mr. Obasi pounded into her from behind, she felt their bodies fall into dance with each other, with him pushing deep inside her, and her falling back onto him, the strength quickly leaving her body, her entire torso covered in sweat, so that she was making loud ass-slapping noises while submitting to her future baby daddy. It was like both of their bodies were operating as one, with the sole purpose of generating as much raw mutual pleasure as possible.

"You like that, snowbunny? How's ya first BBC, whitegirl?"

"Oh yes, baby! BABY!" Emily said, wincing when she realized that she called him baby again. "Yes, Mr. Obasi, yes, give it to me. I love that, UM, BBC!"

Beyond pleased, Mr. Obasi grinned down at Emily while she wobbled underneath him, grunted and groaned, milking his essence.

"Tell your hubby that you deserve to get fucked by a real man," Mr. Obasi ordered Emily during doggy style.

"What? Tell him what?" she said, breathlessly. Confused.

Mr. Obasi was pounding her with long, deliberate strokes, leaving just the tip when he pulled out. He spoke very calmly the whole time. "Tell hubby. You deserve. To get fucked by real man. Tell him. Tell hubby now!"

Emily winced as the black man clapped her white cheeks several more times quickly, causing her to lose her breath and curl her pink little toes into tight little balls of whimpering white female pleasure. "Ok."

"Tell him, sexy. Let me hear you tell him."

Emily was wincing and moaning, saying her thoughts aloud whenever her body gave her the opportunity. "I... deserve... to get fucked... by Mr. Obasi, I mean, by a real man."

Inside, Scott crumbled and he knew that something irrevocably had changed in their relationship. Even if, best case scenario, they were able to emotionally get through tonight together, there was no way that Emily was ever going to look at him now as the same man she did before. Mr. Obasi, the black bastard, was making sure of that. It was like a nightmare for Scott, who felt like he was in some horror movie where the main character's wife is fundamentally brainwashed in front of his disbelieving eyes.

"Say it again, say that shit again!" Mr. Obasi said, with an angry snarl.

This time the phrase came far more fluid to Emily's lips. "I deserve, ohhhhhhhh, to get fucked by a real man, ohhh, ohhhhh, ahhhhhhh!"

Mr. Obasi rewarded the naughty-talking young wife with several more inches of his meaty black snake, smug because he knew he was hitting spots hubby could only dream of. He had her moaning and mewling and saying whatever nasty shit he wanted now. He realized that the money had been worth it, every penny wisely spent, as this white beauty wetted herself all over his Nigerian phallus.

"Damn, bitch, look at you. That little pink pussy is eating up this BBC, like you were made for BBC."

"Oh Mr. Obasi, baby, shit, Mr. Obasi, oh, oh, oh!"

As Mr. Obasi kept fucking Emily, occasionally glancing over and grinning while hubby miserably looked on, the man kept reminding himself what a great country America is and how lucky he was to be living this day and age. "Damn I love our skin tones. Together. That shit looks sexy as hell bouncing off each other. You ready for your first black creampie?"

"Yes, baby, yes! You can do it inside me, I mean, you know, cum," Emily said to this black man she barely even knew. But obviously his wealth and natural charm had affected her somewhat. "Go ahead, baby. I'm ready. Shoot it inside me, I don't care, baby."

Mr. Obasi heard the legitimate pleading in the beautiful woman's voice and his BBC started to twitch and spasm. Emily was folded over on the bed with her big white ass presented in the air; her small pale fingers were gripping the bed sheets.

"Oh shit, snowbunny! Here comes your first black baby!"

Mr. Obasi felt his balls start to twitch, meaning that he didn't have much longer. He looked down. His eyes were so dark with evil intensions and flat nostrils flared. He had her pinned down, helpless, face down, ass up. She looked perfect. Completely submissive. Exposed. Dominated. Emily's perfectly shaped ass was still bouncing back and forth... And he focused on those lovely ripples in her milky skin as he fed her some size-changing black meat. It was one of the most beautiful things the man had ever seen in his more than five decades on this planet.

"You ready for your baby?"

"Yes, yes, baby!" Emily screamed in a small, exhausted voice.

Scott was still watching with a lot of horror and regret and extraordinary levels of arousal. Mr. Obasi fucking Emily had already made Scott cum twice, something he hadn't done since college. What was wrong with him? Why was he responding this way to the most humiliating thing a man could imagine? Still, Scott was horrified a few minutes ago when Mr. Obasi was pounding Emily from the back and happened to look over: catching an eyeful of Scott's much smaller Caucasian equipment. Hairless and pink, it looked so harmless and nonthreatening and boyish, compared to Mr. Obasi's veiny tree trunk.

Meanwhile, it was obvious which male member Emily favored.

She arched her back, instinctively making her pale ass look bigger and her waist look smaller for Mr. Obasi, her new black owner. Every now and then she would pound the bed in ecstasy, and then look up, push a punch of sweaty hair out of her face, breathing heavily and eyes rolled back in her head, and then she'd glance around the room with this lust-filled gaze. Her beautiful rich brown eyes were glazed over with BBC-lust and she could barely open her eyelids halfway now.

"Aight, bitch!" Mr. Obasi said, teasingly, his bulging ass and hamstrings – like something you'd see on a prizewinning stallion – tensing for a second after he pushed it all the way inside the married woman again. "Someone... gonna... turn... your snowbunny... ass... into... a... mommy. Alright, bitch! Here you go, take this black cock, white bitch!"

Emily was so far gone she didn't even register Mr. Obasi's unflattering words. She only knew that her and her husband were about to start a brand new chapter in their relationship. And she even knew that there probably would be small difficulties as they adjusted to their roles, but she never doubted for a second that their love for each other would be enough to sustain.

"Snowbunny?" the man barked.

Emily, for the first time in a long time, gave an evil little smile of her own. "Yes, baby! I'm ready! Make me a mommy now!"

The heavy smacking sounds of their bodies got louder and more rapid. And then the body sounds stopped completely. A pair of large, ebony hands was nearly wrapped completely around Emily's supple waist. The black fingers were pressing into her soft flesh. He wasn't trying to hurt her. He just wanted to make sure that she didn't try to go anywhere, didn't suddenly change her mind and try to crawl away from his cream-spewing cock.

"Oh shit, shit, shit, shit, whitegirl..."

Emily whimpered, her lips parting in a breathless moan. “Yes," she managed to gasp, her voice trembling. “God, yes, Mr. Obasi. Don't stop."

"Take it, take that big blaaaa –-"

Mr. Obasi felt the first enormous wave of pleasure-drenched semen start to explode along his monstrous black cock, then spit outside of the angry purple helmet, directly into Emily's waiting cervix, which was waiting like a conquered country, ready to serve society by being the best whitegirl mommy she could be.

And then it was over. And the room was thick with the scent of sweat and passion, the air heavy and still as if even it was holding its breath. The only sounds were the rhythmic creak of the bed and the occasional low groan that escaped from deep within the chest of the older ebony-skinned man. His satisfied muscular frame glistened under the dim light, every flex of his body catching the glow like a statue carved from obsidian. His hands, large and calloused, gripped the soft, ivory curves of the woman beneath him, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of their first lovemaking – her first BBC experience.

Emily, who was hooked, lay on her side. Her curvy frame was on full display, every curve and soft edge a testament to her femininity. Her back was to her husband, a thin, pale man with a defeated look in his eyes now, who sat slumped in the corner of the room, his hands resting limply on his knees. He watched, silent and still, as the scene found its natural conclusion on the bed.

"Wait, where's Scott?" Emily said, suddenly snapping out of it. She looked panicked, glanced around the room, until she realized her sad little hubby was behind her, watching dutifully.

Emily's eyes flicked to the corner of the room, where her husband sat, his face a mask of resignation. She bit her lip, a mixture of guilt and desire flashing across her features. “I... I don't know what just happened," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mr. Obasi chuckled again, the sound low and intimate. “You don't have to lie to him," he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “We all saw you ride that BBC, how much you love this. You're mine now, that white pussy belongs to me."

Emily's breath hitched, her body responding to his words as if they were a physical touch. She couldn't deny the truth in them, not with the way her heart raced and her body burned for him. She reached over, her fingers tangling in the short, gray hairs of the black man's goatee, pulling his big African lips down for a kiss that was as hungry as it was desperate.

Mr. Obasi's hands roamed her body, exploring every inch of her with a possessiveness that made her shiver. He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, leaving a trail of hot, wet kisses in their wake. “You're so soft," he murmured, his voice filled with awe. “So soft and warm... like silk."

Emily whimpered, her hands sliding down his back, feeling the muscles ripple beneath his sweat-slick ebony skin. “Mr. Obasi," she breathed, feeling something big stiffen against her flat tummy, her voice trembling. "But you just went? Don't you need time to recharge?"

"White pussy recharges my batteries automatically, fresh white pussy," he said, his voice firm and confident. He shifted his position, his hands gripping her thighs as he pushed her legs apart, exposing her fully to him. “I'm not done with you yet, snowbunny. Not even close."

Her husband let out a soft, strangled sound from the corner, but neither of them paid him any mind. Mr. Obasi's focus was entirely on Emily, his eyes drinking in the sight of her, flushed and panting beneath him, her hole already gratifyingly leaking his life-giving cream. He leaned down, his thick lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, making her gasp.

“Mr. Obasi," she whispered, her voice filled with a mix of need and desperation. “Please..."

"Look at you..." he teased. "Beg me for black cock, snowbunny!"

Her cheeks flushed, but she couldn't resist. She couldn't. In that moment, she felt more desired, more alive than she had in years. And it was all because of him.

Mr. Obasi leaned down, his hot mouth brushing against hers in a soft, almost tender kiss. “You're mine now, snowbunny," he whispered against her lips. "You're going to look so good with a black baby inside you."

Emily's breath hitched, her heart racing at his words. She didn't know what to say, so she simply kissed him back, pouring all of her need and desire into the contact.

He sat back on his heels, his gray-haired chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. His eyes roamed her form, taking in the sight of her pale curvy white body, her rich brown hair spread around the heavenly features of her face, her pale soft legs spreading for more black seed. “Beautiful," he murmured, his voice filled with awe. “Absolutely beautiful."

The woman's husband – or technically her husband now – still silent in the corner, watched as the two of them lost themselves in each other, his heart heavy with a mixture of emotions. But for the first time in a long time, Emily wasn't thinking about him. Her world had narrowed down to Mr. Obasi, to the way he made her feel, to the way he made her forget everything else.

And as Mr. Obasi positioned himself between her legs once more, his eyes locked on hers, she knew that this wasn't just about physical pleasure. It was about so much more.

“Ready for round two?" Mr. Obasi teased, his voice low and filled with promise.

Emily nodded, her eyes wide with anticipation. “Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Mr. Obasi."

He didn't need to be told twice. With a grin, the older black man thrust into her, the two of them becoming one once more. And as their bodies moved together, lost in the heat of the moment, Emily couldn't help but feel that this was exactly where she was meant to be, serving a man like Mr. Obasi, mother of a real alpha.
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