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When a pair of cute white girl roommates are caught dating white guys, Dayshan invites them over to his house. Somewhat afraid of him, the girls find themselves coming over to his house.

They end up being enthralled by him and his two black friends. They agree to stay with them for exactly one month, with no shirts, bras, or panties allowed. They will be completely naked the entire time, so that each man has as little as resistance as possible as entering them.

The kicker... her white boyfriend has been transformed into a mouse, and watches everything from the kitchen floor. 

The black guys will have unending access to their naked bodies, exhausting the girls and giving them a nonstop workout, while the little mouse watches, powerless to do a thing. If he tries, they will step on him. 

These college girls wouldn’t want to go back home without the full college experience: their bellies protruding, bred with black babies, young and pregnant, but so very happy. At the end of the month they will not even remember their white boyfriends names. Good. 
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Sally was a dirty and very fertile girl who wanted to get gripped by the waist and bred by her boyfriend’s cock. She kept trying to send him signals all day but he missed them. 

She had a body so fine, a flat stomach, her breasts bulging out through her very thin shirt with no bra. 

Her mind was in disbelief about how hot she was, and how her boyfriend wasn’t groping her, nagging her for sex, or having her get on her knees barefoot on the floor and taking care of his thing. 

She was slipping out of one dress into another. He passed the door and in that moment she made sure her body was naked and visible to his eyes, but he just kept on walking by as she slipped into the next dress.

She went into the kitchen where he was playing his videogames. She got really close to him so that he could smell her. She lifted both her elbows up over her head and let out a sweet sigh but even smelling a cute scented 18 year old girlfriend didn’t seem to excite him. 

The last thing she did was in bed. He rolled over going to sleep because he had videogames to play the next day. She crept her hand down to feel him down below and hopefully get something going. 

But he merely grunted and turned away again. She brought her hand back. She was there on her back on the mattress in the dark. She even brought her hand to her nose to try to smell cock, but it carried no scent.

Having a body like that was torture for a girl if she wasn’t getting fucked around the clock. 

She was so horny that her mind was even going to some of those guys who texted her sometimes. Like Dayshon. 

Dayshon was a black guy who lived next door. He always had a white woman by his side no matter what time of day it seemed.

She also noticed those white girls he brought home were totally obedient to him. They didn’t have much behind their eyes. But they clung to him like ducklings. 

“How does he make so many of us girls happy?” she wondered. She bit her lip and rolled her eyes. “Whatever. He must be a player. Plus he’s not even that handsome to me.”

One time, he noticed Dayshon bringing two white girls home. She followed the footsteps from inside their apartment past where her boyfriend was playing videogames.

She pressed her ear against the wall, barely hearing muffled noises.

She heard the girls:

“We’re not using protection. You have to wear a condom.”

“Well then you can turn around and leave,” he said. 

“What, you don’t want to have sex with us unless we blow up like balloons?”

“Damn right,” he said. “When a white girl is with me, she doesn’t get it her way. I get it my way. Or she can go fuck Joshua instead.”

She wondered. “He must have a lot of sex, isn’t he worried about getting those girls pregnant?” She wondered how many girls he had already got pregnant.

But having these thoughts were messing with her. The stork was getting in her head. 

It drove her crazy when she started hearing that bed creaking and girls shouting as he made them cum. Her white boyfriend didn’t hear a thing, but girls have dog-hearing when woman hotter than them are having orgasm from a big cock.

When a loyal girlfriend is thinking of getting with other men and sending them little texts you know you’re in a relationship emergency. 

She was there on her back in the bedroom remembering Dayshon and those two white girls. She even unlocked her phone in the dark, poking her fingers at the screen drawing up their Instagram photos. Those white girls were so popular.

She gave one last look at her white boyfriend.

Best thing he could have done was twist her around and destroy her pussy. Treat her sensitive, delicate body like a toy. 

Nothing she did was getting him to fuck her pussy and cum inside her.

No recklessness. The two weren’t in birth control but they didn’t need it. 

She saw a text alert on her screen. A black guy, Pierre texted her he was in town. 

Something was wearing away at her. A five year relationship can be undone with five thrusts, one thrust for every year. 

One orgasm can kill a relationship forever.

One week later, her boyfriend would start searching for his missing girlfriend Sally. He would go to Pierre’s house. Pierre didn’t answer the door, but two black guys did. Sally was upstairs getting railed for the 50th time that weekend. Covered in sweat, naked, her body folded up like a cheap toy.

“She’s not there,” they said. That sound? It might’ve been the tea kettle or the washing machine. 

Oh there was no doubt she was already pregnant by that point. The seeds were planted, over and over. They knew it and she knew it.

Her mind entered in an alpha brain wave state. Alpha male.

Pierre’s two friend watched her from the door, how she was on top of Pierre and her firm ass muscle were pressing in riding that big cock, a cream pie still visible where his cock met her pussy. That cream pie was from hours ago. 

Her firm white shoulders, her cute hands pressing down on his chest. Her bare feet clung at his side, even lifting them upward behind her resting them on his thigh. Her white skin was shiny from sweating. Her black hair and green eyes.

She was really taking care of that cock like an expert. And when she wasn’t riding it, she twisted off it and got on his side, one foot on the floor, one knee curled up far as it could go, her elbow wrapped against it, and her face twisted in the direction of Pierre’s feet and the door, both eyeing the black men, and deferring to their presence. The hottest part about it was that she wasn’t totally naked, she had one single adornment, a thin gold necklace around her neck. Somehow that made the guys rock hard seeing that. 

Pierre and the two guys were talking.

“Some guy was here to see her. Worried she might be here. She disappeared.”

She was about to lift her lips off the cock and say something but Pierre squeezed her hair keeping it right in place. His pleasure was way more important in that moment.

She sucked him off even harder being his obedient slut. 

And that boyfriend of hers searching for him? Her mind sensed that he was her enemy. Pierre sensed that too, petting her hair, wrapping her hair around his hand playfully. “Don’t worry, no one’s going to take you away. Our white girls don’t leave our place until they’re pregnant. Not one second earlier either.”

She pulled her mouth off the cock as it burst out an orgasm. She stroked and stroked it as it squirted in his face, but her wrapped her long hair around his hand tighter and pulled her back down. 

“Uh uh, that’s not how we do it here.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and lifted her eyebrows as she pushed her lips down over the cock again getting it to cum in her mouth. She was forced to swallow every drop as it came, getting that nastiness over with quick as possible. 

Then only once every drop of cum was finished erupting out his balls, did he let go. She let out a long sigh out her nose, her warm breath on his balls. Then she lifted her mouth up, swirled the remaining cum in her mouth with her tongue, tilted her chin up and swallowed the rest. She turned to him, and said, “Why do you want me to be pregnant? I’m too young for that.”

Pierre laughed into the air. “If white girls are holing up with us, we’re gonna leave them with a permanent souvenir. Else what else is in it for us?”

“I guess,” she said. 

But there was an elephant in the room. No way that she could have had sex that many times that weekend and not already been pregnant.

As Pierre and the two black men at the door were talking about their business shaking people up, she was on her side, elbow on the mattress, palm on her chin. She was poking at the cock and even licking her tongue against it, disappointed it wasn’t getting hard. 

One of the black men left from the door.

She then had an idea light up her eyes. “Wait,” she said to the other before he could leave. “Why don’t you guy come in bed?”

“Huh?” Pierre looked at him. It was that moment, she realized the other guy was her neighbor Dayshon.

“You’re my property,” Pierre said.

“Uh uh,” she said, “you guys are going to be protecting me from my boyfriend, you all need to feel possessive of me. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you both.”

She lined up Dayshon next to Pierre on the bed and wrapped both hands around both cocks. Pierre went from flaccid to erect really fast. 
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Outside, her boyfriend Travis was losing his mind. He was still texting people trying to find out where Sally was.

He had a feeling she was in there, freely giving sex to black men.

It was frustrating. He would get crazy and put his hand on her ass while she did the dishes and she would slap it away. She made him climb mountains to even touch her. 

The best he could expect was a handjob. 

Out of nowhere, he turned him into a little mouse. No one was around to see it. He just bent down to his knee, smacked the sidewalk with his elbows. Under that moonlight at 2 AM, he was transformed into a little mouse and scurried underneath the door.

In the living room, he stopped in the shadows by the shoes. He heard footsteps. Sally was walking down the stairs in a skirt and panties with no top, covered in sweat. She was holding Dayshan and Pierre’s hands. 

She left them on the sofa and went to get them a plate of cookies. They had worked out an appetite.

“What? She never got me food,” the little mouse said.

She quickly did the dishes, hot steaming water on the plates. Just like Travis sometimes did, Dayshan smacked her ass. The mouse winced, expecting her to
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