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Part One: White Girls
Heart BBC

Chad Pearson was not
unaware of the effect his curvy redheaded wife had on other men.
Especially black men.

Chad didn't consider himself to be racist,
but there were times when his patience was stretched thin. For
instance, the Pearsons would be walking out of a movie theatre, or
gas station, or someplace like that, and Katie's tall, curvaceous,
hourglass body would inspire a group of black guys to start
shouting obscene things at the white couple.

"Hey white girl, yo, I saved a Magnum for
you!"

"Yo, I want that bitch twerking her big ass
on my big black dick!"

"Naw man, I'm gonna break that white bitch
in! Yo, just watch. She gonna be creaming all over my BBC!"

It was so infuriating. Chad hated that. That
was his fucking wife. Sometimes after getting an earful from some
black guys he'd get back in the car and grumble something like,
"Those fucking jungle bunnies." Katie would always give him one of
those looks that was half reproach and half understanding. It got
to the point, in fact, when Chad would see a bunch of black guys
outside a convenient store and he'd just drive to the next store.
It wasn't worth it.

Then Chad saw something that would change his
sexual life.

They were at the beach and Katie was wearing
this flimsy black bikini. At twenty-eight, she easily had the body
of a college girl. The bikini was one of those that held together
at the sides with strings. The bottoms of the suit were designed to
show lots of cheek --something which Katie had plenty to
showcase.

Chad was walking out of the public beach
restrooms when he saw Katie and the black guy. He was huge with
shiny ebony skin and blindingly white teeth. Chad could tell that
the black guy was hitting on Katie. From a distance he could see
her shaking her head no, but smiling brightly at the same time.

Katie's husband was about to march over and
run the other male off, but for some reason he found himself
hesitating. He wasn't sure why he waited behind that wall, peering
from the shadows of the building, but there was something so
striking about the contrast between Katie's curvy white skin and
the black man's dark, lean, wide-shouldered body.

They never talked about her getting hit on by
the black guy. And there was no reason for Chad to not go on with
life like nothing had ever happened. Only, something had happened.
Because Chad couldn't get the image of Katie and the black guy out
of his mind. He felt confounded, overwhelmed. It took him a few
days of letting the image churn in his head to figure out that his
response was primarily erotic.

That night, after waiting for Katie to go to
bed, Chad brought his laptop into the bathroom. Then he locked the
door. Then he made sure that the door was still locked.

It didn't take him long to find an infinite
supply of picture galleries and movies of white women and black men
having sex. Chad was shocked. He had no idea that this sort of
stuff even existed. After a few hours online you would have thought
that the only couples in the world were really attractive white
women with muscular, well-endowed black men.

Chad had never been so hard before. His
5-incher was almost painful. Within a few days he had a 800 Mb
folder on his computer of interracial sex. Only interracial sex. He
felt like the stuff was brainwashing him. It got to the point where
he'd see a clip of two white people having sex and think, "Gross.
She needs a big black guy. That would look hot."

And then he'd find some video of a real
nasty-looking black dude go balls deep into a woman who looked
similar to Katie.

But afterwards, after he shot off his cum,
there was always this moment of profound humiliation and regret.
Why was he getting off so much on watching black dudes fuck white
girls? Did that make him a bad husband? And then he'd get into bed
next to his beautiful wife, thankful that she had no idea how into
interracial stuff her husband was.

Things got worse for Chad when he found a
forum dedicated to the promotion of sexual relations between black
men and white women. The website was called "White Girls Heart
BBC." Every night he spent hours and hours exploring the online
community. Eventually he even set up his own profile so that he
could chat and exchange messages with other members.

For his profile image he used an image of
Katie. Almost immediately, black guys began contacting Chad and
telling him how badly they wanted to fuck him --thinking that they
were talking to Katie herself, not her husband.

The black guys started begging for more
risqué photos. Chad had no idea what was going on his head as he
sent another guy (a black guy!) a picture of his wife wearing just
her bra and panties. The black guy could tell just by Katie's legs
that she had a "white girl ghetto booty" and pleaded exhaustively
for a "booty pic." Chad had one of Katie wearing really tight
cut-off shorts with her back to the camera.

Chad was sloppy though. And when Katie
searched his browsing history one day she found out about her
husband's fantasy life --this whole different side of him that
she'd never even guessed existed. It took her two weeks before she
got up the gall to confront her husband. She later told him that
she was as much sickened by the pornography as she was intrigued.
Is this the sort of thing that he thought about when they were
having sex together? Did he fantasize about her having sex with a
black man, or was it just other women he liked to look at? Did he
like looking at black women too? Because there wasn't a lot of
evidence on his computer that would suggest he liked looking at
black women too.

It was quite a long conversation. Chad
responded first with anger, then with humor, then with crazy
denial, claiming that he was just messing around the Internet. But
clearly he was lying. He had far too many pictures and movies saved
on his computer --not to mention that there was an absence of
white-on-white porn.

"Fine, what do you want me to say?" Chad
said, getting up off the bed and walking over to the window.

"I want you to tell me the truth," Katie
said. "What are you hiding from me? Why are you hiding it? I need
to understand."

"Some things are better left not understood.
Did you know that? Not everything needs to be discussed."

"I love you, Chad. That's why it's important
to me. How can you not understand that?"

Chad turned around and looked at his wife.
She looked so lovely, so innocent sitting there in her blue dress,
a ribbon in her hair. She was nothing at all like those sex-crazed
whores online. He felt absolutely sick for even bringing this stuff
into their house. Already he'd exposed her to a world which he
seriously regretted ever spending time in.

She patted the side of the bed for him to
come sit down next to her.

He slumped over and then they just sat there
for a while, staring down at the carpet.

"I thought that you didn't even like black
people," she said quietly.

"I never said that I didn't like them..."

"You just want to see them having sex?"

"No, not exactly. It's complicated."

"Explain it to me."

"I'm not sure if that would be possible."

"I watched some of those videos. You know.
Those guys were huge. And the women were beautiful. I can see why
you'd want to watch the women."

"Yeah, I guess."

"But I just wish that you'd be more honest
with me. I hate it when you keep things to yourself. I can always
tell and it never has a positive result."

Like a sullen little school boy, Chad nodded
his head and said, "Yeah, no, I know. I'm sorry. I'm sorry about
this whole thing."

She reached over and took her husband by the
hand, squeezing his palm affectionately. "For the record, girls
have fantasies too. We probably have far more elaborate fantasies
than men. I'm just saying. Anyway, you know what I do whenever I
have fantasies?"

A mixture of confusion and interest clouded
Chad's expression now as he gazed into his wife's pure blue eyes.
"What's that?"

"I role-play," she said, smiling proudly.

That night Chad tied his wife's hands behind
her back and she pretended that he was a big black thug raping her
in an alley. It was almost scary how good Katie was at going along
with the scenario. He'd never thought that his wife was such a good
actress. She started grinding her ass on him, calling him the
N-word, telling her to leave her pretty white ass alone. It was an
amazing orgasm for Chad. Even more surprisingly, Katie also said
she came --two times.

The spent white couple fell asleep in each
other's arms, not caring about the sweat and cum stains they were
laying in. A few hours later Chad got up to use the bathroom. On
his way he saw that his computer was flashing a new message. It was
a black guy from White Girls Heart BBC. He was a young guy, new to
the forum. According to his profile he was a junior at one of the
local colleges. He said that he knew that Katie was married, but
looking to play. His message to Katie and Chad read, "Hey guys,
just saying hello. Since we live in the same area we should get up
with one another. We could have some drinks, that's all. What do
you say, guys? --Timmy."

Chad immediately typed his response back to
Timmy. "Hey man, thanks. But I'm not sure that we are ready to meet
people yet. But thanks for the shout out. And good luck hunting for
White Girls! --Chad."

Before Chad could close his laptop there was
another message. Timmy had written, "Alright sounds good guys. But
if you guys change your mind, just let me know. At the very least,
I'm good conversation. Peace playas!"


Part Two:
Bait-and-Switch

The reason why they choose
Timmy out of all the black guys was simple. As a couple, it was the
first time that they were pushing the boundaries of their
relationship, and consequently they wanted the least threatening
black guy they could find.

With something like this, there was the
question of security. It made Chad feel better to know that Timmy
was almost a decade younger than the Pearsons. It made Chad feel
better that Timmy had a good gym body, but he wasn't one of those
linebacker-type black guys that sometimes sent Katie pics of their
huge nine inch black cocks. Indeed the fact that Timmy hadn't even
sent Katie a pic of his cock was a good thing, as it implied a
certain amount of reservation on his behalf. So in many ways Timmy
was perfect for the Pearsons. He was black, but he wasn't too
black.

The week leading up to Katie's "date" was
perhaps one of the most sexually exciting weeks the Pearsons had
since the beginning of their relationship. However, whenever he
would stop and try and understand why they were both so turned on,
Chad became very depressed. They were both fantasying about some
young black guy fucking Chad's wife.

Of course, that wasn't the whole story.

Katie had no intention of letting Timmy fuck
her. Chad could tell that his wife liked the idea of it, but she
also knew that in the real world such things simply couldn't happen
without severe consequences.

Besides, they were trying to have a baby of
their own. So the idea was simply to show up, meet this random
black guy who wanted to fuck Chad's wife, flirt a little; and then
go back home and fuck like teenagers --taking advantage of the fact
that this was one of the few days that Katie was ovulating.

Timmy had wanted to meet at night at some
restaurant, but Katie had ultimately decided against that. She
thought that it might put too much expectation on her. The trio
swapped emails for a while and decided that all three would meet
late Saturday afternoon at a downtown Starbucks.

"Are we really going to do this?" Katie said
once they were in the Starbucks parking lot. "Is this really
happening?

"What?" Chad said, feigning incomprehension.
"I don't see what the problem is. We're just two ordinary young
white professionals who are meeting a black man for the purposes of
emotionless interracial sex. What could be so wrong about
that?"

Katie broke out in a big laugh, releasing
some tension. She looked great when she laughed like that. She
looked especially good today.

Chad had read that when women ovulate their
bodies involuntarily send messages to the head to wear sexier
clothes in order to attract a mate. Katie was wearing these really
tight jeans and a pink halter top that barely covered the glint of
her dolphin bellybutton ring. It was a casual look, but everything
was so tight, all of her curves were on display. But it was more
than that. Her hair was in a bouncy red ponytail and her skin had
this deep warm glow to it, which was probably also hormonal.

"Where's Timmy at?" Katie said after they'd
been sitting inside Starbucks for almost fifteen minutes. "Do you
think he chickened out?"

"Probably," Chad smirked over his mocha
latte. "He probably took one look at you and realized that you were
too much woman."

Chad bounced his eyebrows up and down, making
his wife laugh.

"So how's the ovulating thing working out?"
Chad asked.

"Oh my God, I'm so horny baby. This time of
the month is always so weird. It's like someone flipped a switch on
my body. I mean, this is probably what being a boy feels like."

"Well don't worry," Chad said, "we'll just
chat with Timmy for an hour and then go back home. I'm pretty sure
that by then I'll be more than willing to help you out with your
horny issue."

Looking around the room, Katie wrinkle her
nose and said, "That is, if Timmy even shows up. I don't think he's
coming."

"We'll give him five more minutes," Chad
said, getting a whiff of Katie's expensive flower scented shampoo.
"Besides, I like watching you suck from the straw."

Just as Katie started laughing at her
husband's crass sense of humor, the couple noticed that there was a
guy standing next to their table. It wasn't Timmy though. It was
this older black man. He was maybe in his 40's, a few inches taller
than Chad, with a face that looked half man and half baboon. It was
hard to tell if he was a gym buff or just one of those black guys
whose genetics gave them lean muscles all over their frame. He wore
clothes that accentuated his masculine physique. He wore tight
jeans and a taut, plaid, short-sleeve shirt with the top three
buttons left undone.

"Yes? Can I help you?" Chad said with a
little impatience in his voice.

The black man put his hands on his hips and
smiled down at the Pearsons, turning his head to look around the
store. "Man, I never been to this Starbucks before. This is nice.
The Starbucks by my house doesn't have that much space. But there
are lots of chairs here. Oh, by the way, I'm Maurice."

Chad and Katie exchanged looks of
bewilderment.

"You're Chad, right?" said the black man. He
extended his hand which was large enough to engulf Chad's much
smaller white hand as they shook. "And that must make you Katie.
Damn, I've been wanting to meet you for a while now. Girl you are
too fine. With all that ass. Yeah, you look like you need some
black cock."

Maurice sat down at the coffee table with the
Pearsons, who were both blushing intensely.

"What did I say something?" the black man
grinned. "Shit, it's nothing compared to all that nasty stuff you
talk online. Now that's some real freaky shit."

Chad struggled to find the words. He looked
over at Katie, who was looking over at Maurice with a blank
expression on her face. "You're not Timmy. Where's Timmy?"

"Timmy?" Maurice laughed, rocking back in his
chair with his eyes rolled upward. "Yeah, sorry about that. Timmy
couldn't come. I'm his uncle. He sent me because he didn't want to
disappoint you two. He's a good kid, Timmy."

"How old are you?" Katie asked with a
surprising lack of trepidation in her voice.

"I'm forty-six. And you both are thirty,
correct?"

"Well twenty-eight," Katie corrected, "but
who's counting?"

Maurice and Katie shared a laugh which Chad
had a hard time enjoying.

Then Maurice looked at Chad. Maurice was
still grinning, showing off his huge white teeth. He pulled an old
leather wallet from his back pocket and plucked out a twenty dollar
bill. "Hey Chad, why don't you go get me something to drink while I
catch up with Katie here. Just choose whatever you want and you can
keep the change."

Chad's eyes fell to the twenty dollar bill
laying on the table now. Everything about this situation seemed
wrong. Obviously there was never any Timmy to begin with. Which
meant that this guy had been purposefully deceiving them the entire
time. But why? What was his angle exactly? Chad knew that the
correct thing to do was get up with Katie, politely extend their
best wishes, and walk out that door. But there was something about
Maurice's evil-looking grin and Katie's unbothered happiness that
made Chad reluctant to take action. So instead he picked up the
money and went to go get Maurice something to drink.

When Chad came back to the table Maurice had
his arm around Katie's chair. He was leaning over, looking at the
side of her face while she laughed.

"What's so funny?" Chad said a little
grumpily.

Katie stopped laughing and looked at her
husband. She lowered her voice to a low whisper and said, "Well,
Maurice here was just telling me about the time that he had to do
guard duty on the Fourth of July."

"Hoo-ra!" said Maurice, pumping his beefy arm
up and down.

"You were in the military?" Chad asked
skeptically.

"Only for about twenty-five years," Maurice
said. "Wouldn't trade it for the world.

"You look like you work out a lot," Katie
said, sipping from straw.

"Thanks babe, I appreciate that. You look
like you're in pretty good shape too. And I really love the glow to
your skin. There's something about that inner glow which I
love."

"Look," Chad said, finally working up the
courage, "we really came here to meet Timmy. So if that's not
possible, then I think that we'll be leaving now."

"Don't be rude boy," Maurice said, his face
suddenly filled with murderous indignation. But a quick second
later he seemed to snap out of it long enough to shoot the white
couple a big toothy grin. "I mean, we just got our drinks. I think
it's not asking the world to just finish our drinks first. That's
what people do. They meet each other. They have drinks and they
talk sometimes. Nothing wrong with that."

And Chad had to admit that they sure did look
good sitting next to one another. Everything about them was such a
beautiful contrast --her healthy white skin and his dark African
burnish, her curves and his muscles, her youth and his age, her
lustrous red hair and his closely shaved black head, her lilting
voice and his deep grumble.

But when the drinks were done, that was it.
No more. Chad and Katie thanked Maurice for his time, but they
already had other engagements for the evening. Naturally, Maurice
pleaded for them to reconsider. He was nice about the rejection
--at least. He just stayed in Starbucks sipping his frozen coffee
drink while the white couple tried to look as casual as possible
leaving.

As soon as they got back to their upscale
three-bedroom home, Katie changed out of her clothes and into a
sexy little black teddy with a black thong, the back just a piece
of string that disappeared in the deep crack of her ample cheeks.
Chad threw himself on his wife, wanting to fuck her right there in
the doorway.

"Wait, wait," Katie said, pushing her lustful
husband away with both hands, "I have to go tinkle first. I'll be
right back. Then you better be ready to impregnate me, Mr. Pearson.
I need a bun in the oven."

"Oh I promise you that," he said confidently,
watching the beautiful curves of his wife's ass as she walked
towards the bathroom.

"That's weird," she said a couple minutes
later, looking confusedly down at her wallet. "I can't find my
driver's license. Everything else is here except my driver's
license. I got all my cash and all my credit cards..."

"It must have fallen out," Chad said,
starting to remove his shirt. "We'll find it afterwards. Now come
here and let me fuck you with my big dick."

"Fell out? Where? You mean, you think that my
driver's license could have fallen out at Starbucks?"

While Chad was contemplating his response,
there was a very forceful knock on the door.


 Part Three: Maurice

As soon as he saw Maurice standing on the Pearson's
porch, Chad knew that something was very wrong. His initial lust
had dissipated. Watching the black man from the peep hole, Chad saw
Maurice smile. He didn't like Maurice's smile. It looked fake. And
Maurice's giant lips, and that big gap between his front two teeth
--reminded Chad of one of those old movies where the "street smart
negro" pretended around white people to be much dimmer than he
really was.

But what was he going to do?

Pretending not to be home was unthinkable
since Maurice clearly had followed them home. But at the same time,
the last thing Chad wanted to do was open up the door.

Chad heard Maurice's forceful knock again.
The sound filled the white man with dread. Timorously reaching for
the door handle, he painted a big friendly smile on his face.

Chad swallowed and sucked in a sharp breath.
"Oh, hey Maurice?"

"Wassup man, I bet you're wondering what I'm
doing here?" Maurice said, grinning from ear to ear.

"Actually --"

The black man shoved past Chad. Once he
cleared the door his head started whipping around in good-natured
appraisal. "Now this is what I'm talking about. I figured that you
guys had a nice crib, but I wasn't expecting all this. I bet you
got to be a millionaire just to live in this neighborhood. I like
what you've done with the place. Who's your interior
decorator?"

"That would be me," Katie said.

Chad was relieved to see that his wife had
the presence of mind to put on her pink bathrobe. She had her arms
defensively crossed over her chest as she returned Maurice's
unapologetic gaze. Indeed the look she shot the old black man was
fiercely hostile.

"Ah, there she is," Maurice said. "The
beautiful Mrs. Katie Pearson. And I see that you've changed. Well,
you look fantastic. I can't wait to see what you've got on
underneath that bathrobe."

There was a long pause as the three adults
just stood there staring at one another.

Katie was the first to speak. "What are you
doing here?"

"You dropped this," Maurice said, walking
over to give Katie her license back.

Without asking permission, Maurice leaned in
and started hugging Katie. Chad could see how clearly uncomfortable
his wife was. But when he started to say something, Maurice merely
held a dismissive hand up in the air before returning his
attentions to Katie.

Meekly allowing this to go on for another
moment, Chad finally worked himself up into a bit of a state. He
widened his thighs, stuck his chest out, and raised his chin high.
"Alright, that's enough. You can let go now. We thank you for
returning the license, but as we said earlier, we have plans for
tonight."

"Damn right you have plans tonight," Maurice
said, all traces of amiability gone from the strong negroid
features of his face. He started to speak in low, threatening
tones. "And let me tell you what those plans are. First of all,
both of you are going to learn some fucking manners. I just drove
thirty minutes to help you out and you haven't once said 'thank
you' in a sincere manner."

Chad looked across the room at his wife
Katie. Neither spoke. They stood there quietly, yet their thoughts
were no doubt running along the same channels. What had they done?
How could they have let such a person in their house? In their
lives?

"I'm sorry, but you need to leave my house
right now," Chad managed to say without revealing how scared he
actually felt.

"Boy, you're starting to piss me off."

It took Chad a moment to realize that Maurice
was talking about him. Why was he calling him 'boy' all the
sudden?

"Now let me tell you the rest of your plans
for the night," Maurice said, turning to Katie with a look of
undisguised lust. "First of all, this is your big night. Your dream
is finally going to come true."

"My dream?" Katie said, glancing over at Chad
for support.

"Well," Maurice said, "for a while now you've
been fantasizing about having sex with a black man, correct?"

"Well, sort of. I guess. It's sort of this
thing," Katie stammered on for a while before running out of
steam.

Chad watched with disbelieving eyes as the
black man used a finger to lift up Katie's chin, "It's time to stop
pretending, girl. You're ready. Everything about your body tells me
that you're at that stage in your life when what you need is an
alpha male fulfilling all of your sexual needs. On some level, you
know this too. That's why you started turning to black men. It's
genetics. Your body already knows that the combination of your
genes with a strong black man's genes will give you the healthiest
children possible. Don't you want kids, Katie? Don't you want to be
a proud mommy?"

Chad was infuriated by Maurice's calm
explanation. For a second he didn't care about the fact that
Maurice was eighty pounds heavier. This shit had gone on for too
long. Chad wasn't going to stand it. Especially not in his own
goddamn house!

"Look, Maurice, it's time that you get the
fuck out our house now! Are you listening to me? Get. The. Fuck.
Out. NOW!"

Maurice turned and smiled at Chad, but his
big black finger remained on Katie's chin. "So here's what we're
going to do. First you guys are going to thank me and show some
respect. Then we're going to get comfortable in the living room.
Chad -- you can watch as I fuck Katie. I know that you've been
fantasying about this for a long time too. And I can see why. Your
wife is beautiful. I've never seen a white girl who looks like she
needs some big black cock more than Katie."

Chad looked at Katie's bewildered face. Shame
and embarrassment had turned her cheeks a dark crimson. He was well
aware that she was waiting for her husband to come to the rescue.
Chad took a few steps forward, pointing a shaking finger at
Maurice. "Get... out of, out of my, my...."

A mocking grin pulled up the corners of
Maurice's large mouth. "What's wrong whiteboy? Are you okay? You
seem a little tired. I hope that nobody drugged you. I hope that
nobody put anything in your drink at Starbucks and now you're just
starting to feel the effects."

Suddenly Chad couldn't see anything at all.
There was only blackness.

 


 



Part Four: Katie's New
Boyfriend

 At the sound of a woman
screaming, Chad woke up to find that he was tied to a chair in his
living room.

He wasn't drunk, but his thoughts were cloudy
and for a while everything felt like a dream. Only this definitely
wasn't a dream. He started looking around, trying to get his
bearings back as much as possible.

On the large flat screen TV there was a
beautiful blonde woman kneeling in front of a black dude with a
giant afro. Chad didn't recognize the porno and assumed that Katie
must have gotten something for them to watch together. That's when
he noticed that he wasn't the only person in the room watching the
hot interracial sex.

Katie was straddling Maurice while they made
out. In Chad's addled state of mind, he started giggling when he
saw them. He wasn't sure why he thought it was so funny, but for
some reason he couldn't help from giggling.

"Ah, looks like someone is finally awake," a
deep, masculine voice said. "You're just in time. After you passed
out, me and your wife decided to watch a movie. I hope that you
don't mind."

"I passed out?" said Chad, giggling again.
"What? No way."

"I'm afraid so whiteboy," Maurice said.
"That's why you're in that chair. We figured that it was safer if
you were tied, that way you can't hit your head like last time.
Isn't that right Katie?"

Katie didn't respond. She had her face buried
into the crevice between the black man's shoulder and the couch. It
almost looked like she had passed out on his lap. She wasn't
wearing her bathrobe anymore. Now the only thing covering up her
body was the thin fabric of her teddy, and those little
panties.

Maurice reached around and grabbed two
handfuls of ass cheek. The big black hands started kneading the
white flesh. "Katie, you okay baby? You didn't fall asleep did
you?"

Katie put her hands against his powerfully
built shoulders and pushed back a little so that they could make
eye contact. "Nope, I'm still here. This is nice. Where's
Chad?"

Maurice chuckled knowingly. "Don't worry,
your little hubby is right over there. Remember? Remember how we're
going to put on a little show for him? It's what he wants. So just
think of it like this. Whatever you do to my body, you do to his
body."

 


"Oh, I see," said Katie, her eyes nearly
closed completely. "So you're my secret boyfriend?"

This pleased Maurice greatly. His whole body
shook with laughter. "That's right. Today I am. We're going to play
girlfriend and boyfriend," he said, slapping Katie's big white ass
a couple of times.

"Owch, stop it!" Katie whined. "Baby,
Maurice, you're always grabbing and slapping my ass. It hurts."

"Oh nonsense, sexy girl," Maurice answered.
"You got a big booty. What do you think big booties are made for?
Can't you tell how happy it makes me to play with that big white
booty?"

"Oh I can tell," Katie said, wrapping her
hands around the back of Maurice's neck. Then she started
whispering very loudly, "I can feel your thing, actually. That's
how I can tell that you're happy. He's happy. He's very happy."

Maurice laughed. "Damn girl, you're fucking
adorable. I can't wait to see my big black cock sliding in and out
of you. It's going to look so fucking good. I can't wait to see
your eyes as I plunge inside of you."

Katie responded by throwing her head back and
whining, "Oh baby, I'm so fucking horny right now. I think you
drugged me. Did you drug me?"

"Naw, not really. I just gave you something
to help you relax. How do you feel?"

Katie nervously wet her lips. "Hot and
bothered."

On second thought, Chad thought that he might
be dreaming. None of this made sense. Had they really tied him to
the chair because he'd fallen? Wasn't that a bit overkill? And why
was Katie pretending that the black guy was her boyfriend?

"Hey Chad, hey whiteboy! Look --I got a new
hat!"

Hearing his wife's voice, Chad turned to the
couch. He was still having a difficult time understanding what was
going on, but after a significant pause his eyes were able to focus
better.

Across the room Maurice had already taken his
jeans off. Below him, Katie was on her knees facing away, beaming a
big bright smile while she allowed Maurice's ten inch black cock to
rest on her head and forehead.

"What do you think, baby? What do you think
of my new hat?"

His wife was still smiling, but Chad saw it
differently. Even in the dark fog of his mental capabilities, he
could tell that something was not quite right. However, instead of
verbalizing his conflicted nature, he found himself merely nodding
along, albeit somewhat reluctantly.

"What do you think?" Katie said to Maurice
now.

"Personally, I don't think that you've ever
looked better," said Maurice. "Man, white people are so funny. A
few hours ago you guys were all hoity-toity in the Starbucks,
trying to get away from me as fast as possible. Now I got you
dressed like a slut, on your knees, with my black cock resting on
your head."

Chad nodded, but he couldn't remember being
at Starbucks.

"I wish I could see how my new hat looks,"
Katie said. "It's too bad that there wasn't a camera here."

"Hey, now there's an idea!" Maurice said.
"Chad? You guys have a camera around here somewhere, right? You
must have been using something to take those pics you posted
online."

"Yeah, it's a Sony. It's pretty good. I
bought it at Best Buy."

"If I untie you, boy, will you go get the
camera for us like a good little cuckold?"

"Sure Maurice," Chad said, eager to make a
good impression on the older, bigger man. "Whatever you want."

After being untied from the chair, Chad left
and returned moments later with a digital camera.

Katie was standing with her arms around
Maurice, while the black man's hands explored the warm plump
softness of her ass cheeks.

"That's fantastic," Maurice said when he saw
the camera. "Now we can really have ourselves some fun."

Chad hadn't yet assimilated it, but soon he
found that Maurice wanted him to start taking pictures. They
started off with some basic poses. There was Maurice resting his
incredibly large genitalia on Katie's head and face. Then there was
Maurice superimposing his black cock over Katie's blue eyes so that
a good portion of her face was covered up. Then there was Katie on
her knees with Maurice's cock in her mouth --just the first few
inches enough to make her cheeks bulge out.

Finally, Maurice wanted to take a few shots
of all three of them. He told Katie's hubby to remove his pants so
that he was nude from the waist down. Chad didn't object. He
realized, to his surprise, that all five inches of his punishing
manhood was erect. Lust for his wife had caused it.

After Maurice set the camera's auto timer, he
told Chad to stand next to him while Katie had to kneel in the
middle. Without being told to, she reached up with both hands to
hold onto Maurice's cock like before. Running his dark fingers
through her red hair, Maurice told Katie to stare at Chad's dick
while she stroked the big black cock. Then he made a joke, causing
Katie to start laughing just as the camera began taking
pictures.

Chad was confused. He gave the black man a
suspicious once-over. "Wait, what are we doing?"

Katie looked up at Maurice, still holding his
massive shaft, waiting for further instructions.

"Well these are comparison pictures," Maurice
quietly explained. "That way, when we post them online, people will
understand why such a beautiful woman decided to break her vows and
be with another man. We're documenting a major change in both of
your lives."

Katie started giggling. She looked up at Chad
now and said, "Baby, how come yours is so much smaller? Are you
cold?"

"No I'm not cold," Chad said.

Maurice laughed a little and then reached
down and smacked Katie's ass again. "Damn girl, you got a black
girl's ass. Did anyone ever tell you that before?"

Katie giggled some. "Well, maybe. They used
to make fun of me when I was a kid. They called it a "ghetto
booty." But it's not my fault. All the women in my family have big
butts. It's our curse."

"Curse hell," said Maurice. "That's a
goddamned blessing. Your problem is that you've only had little
white boys trying to fuck you. White boys don't like some girls
with meat on them because it intimidates them. What you need is a
BBC."

"British Broadcasting Channel?" Katie
guessed.

Maurice glared down at Katie with a polite
smile. "No silly girl. Big black cock. That's what BBC stands for.
And that's exactly what you need."

Chad uttered a sound like a moan.

"Katie," Maurice said, "tell me the truth. Do
you have some black in you?"

The pale redhead laughed at the suggestion.
"No, I'm Irish. Can't you tell?"

Maurice cocked his head arrogantly. "Well, do
you want some black in you?"

"I guess so," Katie said. "Are we going to
have sex now?"

"No Katie. That's not good enough," Maurice
said sternly. "I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want. I
want to hear you ask me for my big black cock."

"Fine," said Katie. "Can I please have your
big black cock, please? I want you to put it inside my white
pussy."

"What about Chad?" Maurice said.

"Who?"

The black man barked a short laugh. "Your
husband."

"Oh, I don't know. He can watch, I guess,"
said Katie.

Then she got up off her knees and threw her
arms around Maurice, clamping her mouth around his. She was
obviously very horny. Maurice responded by reaching around,
grabbing her curvy bottom, and then lifting her so that she now had
her creamy white legs wrapped around the bulk of his lower waist.
They continued kissing one another for several minutes.

To Chad, there was something so striking
about the contrast of their bodies. He enjoyed watching them move
against each other. Never before had he seen Katie so easily
overpowered and manhandled --certainly not by him. Under the
burning presence of this powerful black man, Katie seemed to be
melting.

To say that Chad didn't like how they looked
together would have been a lie. Not even realizing it, the white
husband suddenly found himself sitting down in a chair and stroking
his dick while watching Maurice slide his big black hands all over
Katie's pale skin.

"Oh shit, look at cuckboy over there!"
Maurice said, after glancing over his shoulder. "I think that we
should charge him admission if he wants to watch the show!"

"Sorry guys," Chad mumbled. "It's okay if I
watch you guys, right?"

Maurice smiled. "I don't know, whiteboy.
We're about to do some grown people stuff. Maybe if you asked me
and Katie very politely, I might consider it."

There was a part of Chad that was shocked my
Maurice's words, just like he was shocked by what was happening in
the living room, but when the time came for him to respond, he
found himself blurting out, "Please, Maurice, can I watch you fuck
my wife Katie? You guys look so fucking good together. I love her
so fucking much and I want to see her happy. I think that you can
make her happy in ways that I never could."

Maurice was kissing Katie's neck when his
head snapped and he stared down at Chad coldly. "Wow whiteboy, you
really don't deserve a fine female like this one. No wonder her
pussy got so wet when she felt my big black cock."

Katie's breathing became labored as she
wiggled her hips against Maurice. Expelling a gusty breath of
relief, she whined, "Oh my God, please put it inside me. Don't
worry about him."

Chad watched Maurice lower Katie onto the
couch. For a moment they really did look like lovers, making Chad
feel like he was intruding on their privacy. Maurice pulled Katie
into his bare chest, kissing the side of her pale neck, the tender
place just under her ear. His hands caressed the small of her back,
feeling the gentle curve out and down. Katie let out a long, low
moan and her soft ass cheeks were soon filling Maurice's giant
black hands again.

Fuck. It was like they were made for each
other.

Then Maurice's strong arms pushed Katie so
that she was on her back, automatically spreading her legs for him.
He pulled her little panties to the side and began licking the soft
folds of her pussy lips. It was so weird seeing his huge black head
between Katie's pale Irish thighs.

"Oh fuck, Maurice. Your mouth feels so good,"
Katie yelped, white teeth biting down on her glossy, pink lower
lip.

The giant black man's hands were freely
running over Katie's beautiful curves, reveling in the soft
yielding flesh. He was getting her ready for what was about to
happen.

Maurice sat up and effortlessly turned Katie
so that her head was nearly at the end of the couch now. He started
rubbing his warm hands on the soft slopes of Katie's prominent
breasts, lingering slowly over her rounded discs of areola,
avoiding her yearning nipples.

"Oh baby, please, I'm begging you. Fuck me.
Fuck my white pussy. I need that big dick, that big black dick. I
need it baby!" Katie whined.

Maurice chuckled. "I told you that you needed
some big black cock didn't I?"

"I need you in me!"

Maurice rubbed the swollen tip of his
enormous black cock against her moist cunt lips. It looked like a
large animal was sniffing Katie's sweet pussy. "Katie, listen to me
girl. I've decided that I'm going to breed you. I think that you'd
make a great mother. In my experience white women make very good
caretakers. I've already bred several white women and I've decided
that you are worthy to carry my seed. Do you think that you are
worthy, Katie?"

Katie ground her teeth together in an effort
not to scream. "Oh yes, baby. Please put it in. I'm worthy."

"Do you understand what I'm telling you? I'm
going to fill you up with my cum, Katie. One of the advantages of
having a large cock is that it makes breeding easier. I'm able to
cum right next to her cervix. And my big balls are loaded with
future babies. I'd like to give you some of my African seed. Do you
accept it?"

"I do, I do accept you. I want you. Fuck me,
Maurice. Do whatever you want, baby. I'm yours. You can cum in my
pussy if you want."

She continued, her voice muffled due to her
mouth being covered up by Maurice's huge African lips. They started
kissing in earnest, Katie's tongue clashing passionately with
Maurice's in the sweet junction of their mouths, thrilling and
heightening everyone's pleasure.

Finally Maurice's pent up passion was
unleashed. The black man set the head of his swollen cock against
Katie's sweet little pussy. Staring directly into her eyes, he
started pushing himself into her. Katie responded by spreading her
legs wider apart. As the ebony skinned phallus pushed through the
first four inches of her vaginal walls, Katie let out a primordial
cry resembling, "Ohhhhh! AHHHHHHH! MMMMMUUUUURRRICE!"

Katie's black lover didn't respond
immediately. His hard stare was locked in on the white woman's
flushed face as she rolled her blue eyes back into her head. Her
pussy looked like the elastic outer ring was stretched to the
max.

"Oh fuck, this is some tight married white
pussy," Maurice said, his strong black hands gripping her shapely
hips. Then he noticed that Katie was looking at him with a curious,
almost frightened stare. "Are you okay, baby?"

Katie now looked like she was on the verge of
tears. "You're inside me," she said. "You're stretching me out. I'm
so happy. I want to make you cum. I want you to cum in my pussy.
I've never wanted anything more in my life."

Maurice leaned down and kissed Katie on the
forehead as he buried his cock fully into her safe and cozy sheath.
His enormous dark cock was pounding her soft yielding pussy like a
piston in a steam engine in full flow. His ass cheeks clenched and
his waist strained to drive all of his blackness up into the white
woman's velvety juicy pouch.

Katie wrapped her arms tightly around his
back, resting her head against his chest. She was working herself
into a frenzy, trying desperately to get him to cum in her pussy
while submissively accepting the brutal fucking he was dishing
out.

"Fuck, what is happening to me?" Katie said
in a strange voice.

"You're getting fucked by a real man. I can
feel your pussy contracting around my cock. Your body is ready to
be bred."

Maurice moved Katie to the middle of the
couch so that her head was against the middle cushion and her
rounded smooth buttocks were at the edge. Katie's little feet were
dangling over Maurice's shoulders. In this position Katie's pussy
was pushed up, offering itself to the swollen dark invader that
poised a few inches above, ready to plunge into the white woman's
soft pliant flesh.

As Katie started to get fucked harder and
harder, her head was being rammed into the couch cushions.

"Oh baby, my pussy is fucking pulsating. I
didn't even know that it could feel like this."

"Take that big black cock, white bitch. You
sexy ass white bitch. That pretty face. That big ass. That soft
tiny white pussy."

"It's all yours, baby. My white pussy is for
you."

"Do you want me to cum in your pussy?"

"Oh please, please. I need your cum
Maurice."

Maurice didn't need any more encouragement.
For the next several minutes he began fucking Katie harder and
harder. She was moaning loudly and he joined in chorus as the
couple built up in crescendo to a thunderous climax.

"OH FUCK KATIE, HERE COMES ALL MY BLACK
SEEED. I'M FUCKING CUMMING. I'M GOING TO MAKE THAT WHITE BELLY BIG
WITH MY BLACK SON."

Katie kept wiggling, trying to widen her legs
and offer her pussy as much as possible. The first shot of hot cum
triggered fireworks in Katie's head as her pulsating pussy walls
welcomed Maurice's life juices.

After they came together, Katie and Maurice
lay still on the couch. Maurice's cock had deflated only a little
and he was ready to take it out of Katie --but she protested and
made him stay inside her for another twenty minutes.

The atmosphere in the room was suddenly
romantic. The couple seemed blissfully unaware of the rest of the
world. Maurice started kissing Katie, kissing every inch of her
warm soft skin, sometimes giving brief playful bites with his
teeth, making her groan. When he finally pulled his giant black
cock out of Katie Pearson, a thick creamy white substance began
oozing from her pussy lips. The couch cushions were ruined, but all
Katie wanted to do was sleep, and sleep, and then sleep some
more.

 



Part Five: It Takes a
Couple to Raise a Baby

 Chad moved out of the
house three months into the pregnancy. He got a small one-bedroom
apartment and started shopping around for divorce lawyers. His plan
was for the divorce to go as smoothly as possible. He didn't want
to hurt Katie. She was already facing a pretty difficult life now.
She was about to be pushing thirty, divorced, and a single mom to a
black baby. Sometimes he felt sorry for Katie. Other times, he felt
rage and betrayal and disgust.

Then one day, having lived the bachelor life
for nearly two months, he saw this obscenely pregnant red headed
woman pushing a grocery cart down the produce isle. Katie looked so
proud and determined. Chad knew then that no matter what came her
way, she was the sort of woman who would always continue moving
forward.

He couldn't help himself.

He helped her get all of her groceries into
the car and they ended up standing outside in the parking lot for
nearly an hour. It was so good to hear her voice again. He didn't
realize until recently how much territory Katie took up in his
social life. After weeks of thinking, "Too bad I couldn't tell
Katie this," she was now standing before him, willing to let
bygones be bygones for the sake their great friendship.

Then one night he stayed over at the house.
It didn't feel like his house anymore, now it was Katie's house and
the house of her unborn child. He was just a visitor. But he liked
the company and Katie seemed to be happier when he was around.

Finally, about a month before she was due,
they both said that it was silly him having to pay for another
place when he already spent so much time at the house. So Chad
moved back in. It wasn't that everything was the same as before.
Both had been changed by the experience. But underneath they were
the same two people. And Chad took great measure to move past his
own feelings of being humiliated and turned into a cuckold in his
own house, in order to connect with Katie, who so desperately
needed his support.

Things were different, but the same.

Now it wasn't the black guys at the
convenient store that Chad hated so much. Now it was the white
people. They would see a slightly pudgy, slightly balding white man
with his attractive pale wife and their dark-skinned baby, and they
would whisper, say things behind the Pearson's backs.

"I wonder where that baby got all that color
from, hehehe."

"Looks like mommy had her some jungle
fever."

"Oh, interracial babies are just the
cutest!"

A few years later Maurice sent them a
handwritten letter explaining that he had terminal cancer. Katie
started crying and Chad held her close to him. It was only then
that they were both comfortable enough to watch the video of
Maurice breeding Chad's wife.
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