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Dangerous Encounters (BBC)

Vicki Strange

 


After her boyfriend failed to make her
pregnant, Lydia, the pale white girl, goes to the darkest ghetto in
town, wearing tight black leggings and a sweater, half way down her
naked shoulder. She wants the most dangerous to take her in the
night and carry his child. The more uncomfortable she feels, the
more she know it's in the right place. Until one man steps forward
with a dangerous intention...

 


**

 


Lydia was a pale and thin white girl with
just enough shapely breasts and a firm ass that made guys get
nervous and competitive around her. She was so white and pale that
to give her ass a slap would leave a red imprint on her butt.

 


She doubled her hotness by applying a trace
of red lipstick to make her lips red and succulent like fruit.

 


She smelled like flowers and was a really
stylish girl, but she was also shy. She expected men to read her
mind, and when they couldn't, they were useless to her.

 


Over time, she was actually getting even
hotter. She went from an outcast to a really cute girl getting
constant attention from guys, and she was starting to feel mixed
feelings about her white boyfriend.

 


Sure, he made her feel cozy and safe, and
was great at cuddles, and great at doing housework. But he didn't
make her wet at all; lube was a regular part of her shopping
list.

 


Something wasn't quite sitting right with
her and she didn't realize why, until the day her sister sent her a
message on her cellphone. "Huh?" said Lydia her eyes popping out.
"No way."

 


Her sister was plump and round and very
pregnant, her hand proudly on her bulging stomach. Her sister was
holding hands with her boyfriend, a black man. "What the fuck,"
said Lydia, looking down at her own flat stomach, biting her lip
and feeling a ton of confusing emotions.

 


Lydia and her white boyfriend had sex that
morning. She rode him, insisting that she was on top. Her hips
swung with his cock but all she was focusing on were the creaks of
the bed. The whole while she fucked him she looked down at him with
contempt.

 


"He doesn't deserve to see my incredible
breasts. He’s not worthy of watching a naked girl fucking him.” Nor
did she tell him about the picture of her sister being
pregnant.

 


A groan escaped from him and she opened one
eye looking down at him cautiously, realizing that he was about to
orgasm. She was very disturbed that he was having so much pleasure,
a feeling she felt he did not earn, by working harder and making
more money for her, by making her pregnant, by giving her exciting
vacations.

 


So she rolled off his cock right before he
ejaculated forcing him to spray his load in his condom.

 


He gasped with pain and started punching the
pillows at his side, like a spoiled toddler.

 


She spun around worriedly on the floor,
seeing that he was ejaculating inside his condom, and that it
pained him as his sticky jizz was filling up that condom with
agonizing discomfort.

 


She smiled, 1—because the sheer volume his
cock made meant that he didn’t masturbate, which meant she was a
great, high value girlfriend. 2—because his cock did not deserve to
fill a girl with that overwhelming sticky load. His sperm was
destined to die inside that rubbery condom.

 


Afterward, her naked pale white skin
shivered. The moon was casting against her face through the bedroom
window.

 


"What's wrong?" her boyfriend said. He
squeezed her bony shoulders pressing her breasts against his chest.
"Why are you so emotional suddenly?"

 


"It's just that..." the words just came out
of her lips unexpectedly. "You never made me pregnant."

 


"Huh!?" he said completely floored. “I
didn't know you wanted to be a mom.”

 


She wiped the tears away from her eyes and
practically sobbed. "I dunno..." she said.

 


"How can I even do that? You force me on so
many different layers of birth control."

 


"Dunno," she only said, biting her lip
again. She jolted one shoulder up slightly with caution. She
pressed her lips together and looked sideways cutely.

 


"Look. I'm gonna take a shower," said her
boyfriend. "After I get out the shower," he said, "we can start to
talk about our five year plan."

 


She made a look he didn't realize, was SO
offended.

 


He just lifted up off the bed and drifted
away, leaving her a dirty mess, not realizing that every inch he
was moving away from her in that moment was shaving months off
their relationship by the second.

 


By the time he reached the bathroom door it
was 36 months. Meaning, their relationship was over.

 


"Five year plan," she muttered. The words
kept spinning around her brain enraging her continually.

 


She was a cute and fertile girl who demanded
results. Five years wasn't enough. Her younger sister was pregnant,
meaning she would have an older baby than Lydia, if she even had a
baby at all.

 


Next thing she knew, Lydia put her jacket
on, got in her skin tight black leggings and ran her hand through
her long hair. "Too much?" she thought, just gazing in the mirror
for a second at her sexiness. "WAY too much." Not that it stopped
her.

 


That ass in those leggings. Those breasts.
This was pretty much suicide for a girl that hot to go out at night
completely alone.

 


She entered into the night while her
boyfriend was showering.

 


She didn't know why. Mother nature was
driving her to answer those nagging questions she couldn't
verbalize.

 



About four blocks away in the depth of
midnight, she realized that the men she was walking by were getting
darker and she was starting to get afraid. Her skin was so white it
was like she was glowing in the pitch blackness. Six blocks away,
it was an outright ghetto.

 


"I'm in the right place," she kept telling
herself. “Don't turn around. Don't turn around. It would be racist
to turn around.”

 


Out of nowhere, she heard a gruff noise and
the cock of a pistol. "Give me your fucking money," said the guy
behind her.

 


Lydia gasped realizing she had just made the
biggest mistake of her life. She turned around slowly looking at a
man in the eyes. She saw nothing but anger and rage in his eyes
from centuries of being oppressed. "I don't have my wallet," said
Lydia, her voice trembling.

 


"Shut the fuck up!" he hissed.

 


"You're gonna take me to the ATM and
withdraw money, or I'll kill you here."

 


She was about to protest when he lifted the
pistol up ready to strike her dead with the handle when suddenly
the gun went off. Another man grabbed his gun wielding hand and
twisted it backward. He fired twice out in the air before the gun
was wrestled out his hand.

 


The two flashes of gunfire illuminated the
action giving her a glimpse of her rescuer. It was a black guy, a
real mean looking one. But real handsome too.

 


The mugger ran away in a split second
leaving her and him alone together. "Thanks," she said, her heart
pounding, adrenaline pumping through her veins.

 


"Yeah well don't fucking come around these
parts again," he said. "Now get the fuck away from here, white
girl, go back to your perfect white suburban life.”

 


“My life is anything but
perfect,” she said.

 


She was so wet, hot and fertile in that
moment it was like she was guided by magic.

 


Next thing she knew he took her behind a
tree yanking her by the arm. She couldn’t believe how she was going
along with his every motion, as well as how forceful and insistent
he was. He saved her life after all, and she craved it to pay him
back however she could, with whatever tools that she had.

 


She wouldn’t tell him no. No matter what he
asked. A beautiful girl like her needed someone to completely
dominate her, inside out.

 


She then noticed his hand slide down on her
back and grip her waist. His grip was so strong he could likely
crush her bones. She was not sure how to react at this gesture by a
perfect black strange. So she looked up in his eyes with both
confidence, and trust. She held the hand gently swinging it briefly
with her soft feminine grip.

 


He then closed his eyes and kissed her
cheek. She must have blinked ten times while he did it. She didn't
even react as his tongue was shoved down her throat, and he started
to make out with her. She felt some kind of burning build up going
on down… below.

 


It was as if she was on fire.

 


She could feel a trace of a bead of juices
running down her leg.

 


She was about to say something when suddenly
her shoulder was pushed down until she was flat on her knees, and
her hands were in the grass. There were chirping crickets around
her. Glowing eyes of an owl watching from above. The brightest moon
she ever saw in the trees, and a breeze that made her relax, and
the scent of cock filling her tiny nostrils.

 


He wrapped her wild black hair around his
hand in two loops until the root of her hair was pulling at her
head. Next thing she knew it, she was giving him head. She squeezed
the grass with both her hands as she sucked him off with there,
guided with the force of his grip around her hair. She kept up with
his pace as best as she could, really blowing him faster than she
ever blew a guy before.

 


In fact she never knew she could give head
the way a porn star could, but there she was, her feet snugly at
her sides, her hands pulling the grass directly at her heels.

 


“What am I doing?” she
kept thinking. “What the hell am I doing?”

 


It was so big, so black that his cock
practically blended in the night. It was too big for her small jaw
to overtake so tears ran down her eyes. The guy just laughed when
he saw her tears, sliding his fingers against them and using her
tears as lube to stroke his cock harder, then get her sucking
again.

 


She closed her eyes because the force at
which he fucked her mouth was so hard she would gag, and there was
no way he would react kindly to her gagging on his cock.

 


Then he pulled his cock out and started
stroking it in her face.After her lips pulled off, a bead of sweat
traced from her lips to his cock. Lydia was frantically catching
her breath.

 


She imagined her boyfriend in the shower in
that very moment. She realized that she had to be fast, to suck him
off, then run home fast as she could.

 


But she could tell by his overwhelming
masculinity and overpowering sexuality, that this man wanted sex
with her, and his balls were screaming at him with a truly cute,
clean, fresh, white girl was sitting right in front of him dying
for his sperm to rocket against her g-spot.

 


Her tight little pussy needed to be pounded,
gushing, and fucked by a big black cock immediately.

 


Lydia looked up and smiled at him. She
didn’t say anything, but she gave him a puppy eyed look, similar to
what she gave her boyfriend earlier when she asked him why he
wouldn't get her pregnant.

 


"You sure?" he said.

 


Lydia nodded quickly, biting her nail.

 


“I don't want to get in
trouble when a white girl regrets it after.”

 


“I'm not a white girl,”
Lydia said, “I'm just me.”

 


“Well you're not the first
white girl to walk through the ghetto,” he said, whipping his phone
out. “I'm gonna need evidence. I have too many buddies who deal
with your kind.”

 


Lydia rolled her eyes, the
camera right on her, with the light flashing on her cute face. “I
want to have sex with you,” she said, unable to believe those words
were coming out her lips for a man other than a boyfriend, for a
man she just met that moment. For a black
man, whose name she did not even know.

 


“Come on,” Lydia said,
totally embarrassed. “You can't just record me. When a cute girl
says she wants to fuck, you can't put her on the spot.”

 


He lifted her up by the elbow and patted her ass so the grass
got off. Then he twisted her body until her hands were scraping
against the dark tree bark. He dug his fingers over the edge of her
leggings and yanked it down. Her leggings were so tight it took an
effort to get it down even an inch. With three twists and her
twisting her hips sideways they managed to get her ass and pussy
out in the night.

 


She closed her eyes and lost her sense of
herself as he passionately took her from behind. She was swept
away, pressing her breasts against the tree. His BBC was like
getting struck by a missile. It set off every emergency alert in
her body because it was so big.

 


Her eyes bulged out. “This… can’t be right.
Something feels wrong,” she grunted.

 


She hugged the great tree while he pressed
and pressed until it was inside of her, and then he fucked her and
she pumped her ass back to take his big black cock, trying to
sliding her pussy off it to escape from the pulsing pain of being
hammered, but there was no room. Any time she managed to slide her
pussy up closer to the tip, he would grab her by the waist and pull
her entire body back to keep it as deep as it could go.

 


There was just an inch between her and the
tree, and any time she slowed down, he slapped her pale white ass
with his hands causing her to get wetter, and slide further out and
in, with just the one or two inches that her pussy had to spare
until her ass was using that couple inches to rock out and in with
hard pumps.

 


"Damn," said the guy, squinting one eye and
looking at her incredible shaped breast then her sweet face. "You
are so fucking tight. I'm barely in you and pressing against your
g-spot.”

 


Her face was red with sweat as she looked
over her shoulder in his eyes, saying, “It's not enough.”

 


He lowered her shirt down her naked shoulder
until her breast was exposed, pressing it against the tree, as she
wrapped her arms around it locking her hands on the other side of
it. She remembered just one night ago, calling her mom on the
phone, and telling her how much she loved her white boyfriend. Now
she was going to lose her whiteness forever being bred with a dark
man.

 


He lifted her whole body up holding her
bottom half in his arms, her top half hugging the tree, her knees
bent backward and feet pointed up, fucking her upright hanging in
the air.

 


It was so painful but she was also not about
to stop. She let go of the tree and both her hands slapped down
into the grass, holding herself up. Her eyes were upside down,
looking behind her, but still he held her whole body fucking her
upside down, while she pumped her pussy and ass with his motions.
“He's fucking me upside down,” she thought.

 


It was so dangerous. If she let go she might
fall over and break her back or her neck. She had to use every
muscle in her body to keep herself upright and use her body's
momentum to pleasure the cock with her tight pussy.

 


With one great cumshot, he threw her legs up
right in the air, causing her to flip backward, and land on her
knees. He whipped out his phone and took a snapshot. The flash of
light showed her pussy just gushing with his cum. It showed her
convulsing and having an orgasm in the grass. “You jerk,” she said,
her body still orgasming. “You just had sex with me and threw me
over? What if I broke a b-bone!?”

 


Her voice was trembling because she was
still in the aftershocks of an orgasm, pathetically twisting and
turning around in the grass. Her teeth were chattering.

 


The guy only laughed feeling a sense of
power and domination. Here was a white girl whose ancestors
oppressed his ancestors. And now, not only was she an equal to him,
but she was his property, and he was one ruthless lover in that
moment.

 


He was used to many white girls looking at
him like he was nothing, passing him by on the street with fear. He
was, having fucked one of their brains out, watching her orgasm on
the ground, his cum gushing out a white girl.

 


He took satisfaction knowing that if her
father or her boyfriend saw that a black mans cum was gushing out
her very tight white pussy, they would probably scream at her all
day long, while she would apologize, maybe even make an
accusation.

 


But since he got that video of her saying
she wants to fuck, there was no way that would stand in court.

 


Then he turned around and walked off,
leaving her there a sweating mess, but so very well-fucked that she
didn't have an ounce of regret living inside her.

 


“Wait,” she










The guy turned around and looked at her in
the moonlight. Yeah she was being nosy and was being something of a
nuisance, but she looked really gorgeous, fertile, and cute
underneath the moonlight. Her hair was messed up, her eyes big and
honed in on his every action.




Lydia shrugged, somewhat self-conscious. He
looked over her shoulder and something caught his attention.










She got in his car, a black SUV, and he
pushed the key in getting the engine started. “Huh?” Lydia said,
emotional and confused.


He looked at her confused, then shut off the
car. “Alright, what is it?” he said. “Why you acting this
way?”




He rolled his eyes. “Man, you white girls
are clingy… What’s the matter, your boyfriend don’t fuck you
enough?”


Lydia only shrugged. She looked so
vulnerable and dirty in that moment, and irresistible.
























Lydia leaned against him and then he pushed
her back so he could pay attention to her breasts. He lifted up her
shirt with one jolt. The moonlight practically was hugging and
massaging her tits how they cast against it diagonally.


He dove in and devoured her breasts,
swirling his tongue on her nipple. She gasped. It sent an electric
shock up her spine, he gave a fast, and hard slap against her
breast. She nervously sat there adjusting her hair watching him
feast on her gorgeous, plump body.


Lydia looked down. Then he reached over and
took her bare foot in his hand giving little kisses down the breast
over her shirt, then he lifted the whole tight shirt off her body
with her help getting her top half completely white and naked right
there in the car seat. She was so white that she practically
emanated light.


He kissed each of her birthmarks alternating
between groping her breasts and giving her tummy little kisses.
Lydia was blushing. Right in that moment, her white boyfriend just
got out of the shower, calling her name and seeing that she was
nowhere in sight.


Meanwhile, she was so wet she was getting
ready to get fucked a second time.


"I appreciate that." She couldn't help it.
He was looking up at her with almost puppy eyes that made her smile
how much he wanted sex with her and to grab the different parts of
her body, squeeze her breast, draw his hands down her thighs and
legs. She was such a hot girl that she looked like a Greek statue
with her striking female nude body.


Lydia studied his face, his expression of
total arousal, and then curled back up against him this time naked
over the steering wheel. He went on making out with her and then
right away lowered his finger down her pussy. She did not let him,
grabbing his hand right away and placing it back on her breast.
"Not yet," she said. “I’m still sore from when you fucked me
earlier…”




Lydia smiled. What he was saying sort of
made sense.


Lydia pulled a condom out of her bag. She
sat beside him facing him on the seat folding her legs at her side.
She watched his very big cock which was rock hard.


As he scrambled to wrap a condom over the
tip of his cock, she bit her lip and looked up in his eyes. His
cock was right out of a porno or something, it really was that big
and black and rock solid. She wondered how it could possibly fit
inside of her, especially while she leaning against a seat upright.
Especially how she had to bend her entire body over against a tree
to take his BBC earlier, and even that would only fit a couple
inches.


She braced for extreme pain.


She reached over taking control of the
condom, sliding its tight rubbery top over his cock head and then
stretching it tightly down. But then she just looked down at it
with both her eyes, playing with it stubbornly with her
finger.




She bit her lip, hesitated and then pulled
it right off his cock, opening the door slightly just enough to
toss the condom in the grass.






Lydia nodded. “Yeah but a guy like you
should never use condoms with a girl, it’s like torture for a
female.”




She smiled. “I guess his cock isn’t as big
as yours so why should I care what he says?”


He pulled falling backward on the car
lowering his hand down her bush where she moved both arms to her
side letting him explore her with his fingers without limitation
and in no time he was frantically fingering her until she was
supremely wet. He pressed her button and watched her eyes to see if
it would turn her on. He swirled her clit in a circle looking in
her eyes and she was very modest, biting her lips and looking up in
his eyes submitting to him.


He lifted his finger her pussy that was
drenching wet. He slid her own juices through her bush up her
stomach. "You turned on?" he asked her. “Wait. Don’t respond. Just
obey me.”


He brought his finger up to her mouth to
suck his finger and take in a trace of herself. She had such a
strong taste. Then he dove down licking her pussy and clit.


His tongue was masterful sliding in and out
her. He caressed her hips and stomach while she fucked his mouth
receiving oral from him while petting his hair, and in no time her
hips were moving on their own, sliding up and down, creating
orgasmic friction. Once she reached climax to his tongue, her
pocket vibrated suddenly. Her moan turned into a squeak as she
pulled the phone out her pocket and saw that her boyfriend had
texted her. She was still rocking her pussy forward and back even
while he ate pussy.


He touched her calf and foot. "I loved it,"
he said. "You're beautiful and really sexy.”


"I wasn't thinking," she said. “My boyfriend
is…” she breathed heavy on the verge of cumming a second time. “I
don’t even remember what I was going to say.”






She lifted her knee back pressing her heel
against his forehead pushing his face off her pussy and then
pressed the palm of her hand flat on his chest until he leaned
backward. Then she climbed over him right there in the car seat,
and slid. There was too much resistance for her pussy and his cock
so she kept pressing her hips down, pushing, pushing, until his
mammoth snake slid inside her. Both her shoulders were practically
inward, both her hands flat on his chest side by side. All her
energy went into getting his cock as deeply as it could go inside
her tight pussy, until it was safely inside her. Then she started
rocking her hips with his cock. She was already in extreme pain.
She was already exhausted. But still she rode his cock with her
pussy with speed and determination.


He pulled her pussy on its side to face his
cock both her feet wrapping with his behind her. He was black, and
she was white and their colors mixed together inside her pussy,
creating an interracial baby. Tears went into her eyes. It hurt her
so much.


They had sex together, him holding her pale
white shoulder, sliding his fingers down it making her feel good,
enhancing it with kisses on her neck, on her shoulder, on her back,
smelling the side of her hair and using the strength of his cock to
push inside her pussy.


Black men with white girls did not even know
such a thing as lube even existed because their pussies got wet as
possible. There really was no choice.










She rode him faster and faster while he
forced this confession out of her. It went in so deep that there
was nowhere to escape from his cock. He managed to get his full
eight inches even deeper into her tight pussy. The whole thing
filled her. She was squeezing it harder and harder the more inches
it went in, and not looking away from his eyes.




She squeezed her hips together and squeezed
her legs together behind her meant making it even tighter for his
cock than even the average woman's asshole might be. The rhythm how
he fucked her was constant. He did not pace the way he fucked her,
it was all about his pleasure first, which made her very pleased to
take care of such a cute and sexy guy.


He was fucking her faster and faster, every
thrust ramming up against her pussy wall and giving her a bouncing,
moaning vocalization while he penetrated her pussy with his cock.
She squeezed her eyes tightly and brought her tongue out letting
his tongue sword fight with hers and then he was about to cum, so
he held himself by the arm of the seat. She held the seat very
tightly, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth digging in her shoulder.
He pulled his cock back up all the way out until the head of his
cock was at the tip of her pussy, then ramming her pussy wall with
his entire girth that caused her to scream and open one eye looking
back at him. These were long, powerful, crazy thrusts of his cock
inside her. The entire length ramming her at the wall, one, then,
three, then five times, each time her voice getting louder. She
started convulsing and then he gasped loudly, dropping his naked
black chest on her naked white back and cumming, his ass bouncing
up and orgasmically milking itself out, cumming deeply, directly in
her womb, wanting to impregnate her with each eruption inside her
tight pussy.


She locked lips with him as he came inside
her pussy, and after he was finished, he merely lay flat on her
cuddling her in an after-sex glow. She kissed his hand and rubbed
his face. After a minute of making out and petting him, she pulled
his still strong cock out her pussy from behind and it oozed out
all the cum out of her. She reached behind her with a cloth
collecting the jizz off her with it. She pulled the cloth to her
eyes seeing a massive load of cum on the cloth.


She smiled at herself in the car mirror
giggling.




"Alright, I'm heading out," he said
twisting the key in the ignition.


"Wait," she said taking his hand. "I think
I want you in my life."


"Huh?" he said.


"But," she said, "like I don't..."


"You really like sex with BBC a lot
huh."




"Oh babe," he said. In one second, he
opened the car door and pushed her out into the grass. “Sorry,” he
said.


The car revved up and took off, leaving a
smoke of exhaust clouds in her face. She was dirty, in the grass
and the mud, couching. Then she managed to sit up, and lift the
cellphone to her eyes, where she was about to poke a text message
to her boyfriend to come pick her up.


But she froze in her tracks. A shadow was
coming toward her in the dark. Two shadows. This was the mugger,
and this time there was another guy with her.


Lydia could have called 9-1-1 right there
to rescue her, but she decided not to. She put the cellphone in her
pocket. Every step she made toward the two men in the shadows was
causing her to limp. Her pussy was still in excruciating pain. She
already forgot the guy she just fucked in the car—strange, because
she had so much love for him just a few seconds earlier.


She knew that it was going to be a long
night, fucking and sucking off these two men in the park until the
sun came up, having sex with three men in the dark night, not even
knowing either of their names, but she knew it was the only way to
get pregnant.
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