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A Work Party

"I'll be ready when you get here!" I reassured my husband as he called from his cell phone. Tonight was a dinner party at his boss's house, in honor of that man's boss. My husband was invited as the top sales manager of the company, and had just closed a deal worth over half of a million dollars. It was time for a celebration!

Tony wanted me to dress for the occasion, to be his trophy for the night. I am his wife, so a trophy he wants, a trophy he gets! I showered and did my hair, leaving it down and long, my brown locks shiny in the light of the bathroom. I even used extra conditioner to make sure it would be soft, supple, and smooth. I pulled on a pair of pink satin bikini panties, and a pair of white thigh high hose. To cover myself, I thumbed through my closet, checking a few outfits out. I tried a black miniskirt and blue silk blouse, but the neckline actually was a little too conservative. I tried on a red satin halter dress, but the folds of the bodice did not cover quite enough of my C-cup breasts, and while I wanted to make Tony look good, I didn't want to make myself look easy. That was for when we went out dancing and clubbing!

I finally settled on a pink satin shirtdress, with a plunging neckline that exposed my cleavage pretty well, and a circle skirt that was hemmed just above my knees. I stepped into 4 inch white pumps, and brushed myself down as I looked in the mirror. I debated about a bra, finally deciding to see if Tony said something. If he did, I would put on one, otherwise, I was going to let my dress hold my boobs in place.

When Tony got home, he was all over me. He hugged me as I welcomed him home with a kiss, and his hands roved my body, feeling the soft folds of satin, and reaching under my skirt to grope my butt. I was able to hold him off finally, as we were going to be more than fashionably late if we didn't get in the car. As we walked down the driveway, the late Summer breeze was picking up, and we began to hear the rumblings of an approaching storm. I let my skirt float freely in the breeze, wanting to tease Tony some more, just because I could! At one point, the hem of my skirt billowed up, and my entire body was exposed to Tony, and every house in sight. The only other person who got an eye-full was one of the old ladies down the street, who was walking her dog. She just "humphed" at me, her nose in the air and muttered something about my being a strumpet. I grinned, and blushed a bit, as this was the look I was aiming for.

Tony got us to dinner very quickly, traffic surprisingly empty, and as we parked, I remembered being in the house before, when Tony had first joined the company. A party was held in his honor, and we had a grand time. I was expecting more of the same! As we walked to the door, the freshening breeze grew stronger, and I was not ready for my skirt to billow straight up in front of the door as we knocked. I was able to get the front of my skirt down before Ron opened the door, and welcomed us into his home.

Ron was a big man, over six feet, and with my heels on, my nose barely reached his shoulders. His wide, toothy grin showed a large gap between his front two teeth, a reminder of some fight or something when he was younger. Ron was a self-made man, I remembered, growing up on the wrong side of town, but working hard, being smart, and catching a few breaks made him the wealthiest black man in town, if not the county! He was dressed very simply, wearing a pair of dark grey dress slacks, black dress shoes, and a black silk dress shirt, open at the top, and a few gold chains around his neck. He shook Tony's hand, and kissed my cheek as he welcomed us, and introduced us around to the rest of the guests.

I spent most of the time on Tony's arm, smiling, trying to be interested, but totally unable to understand what they were talking about, with jargon and talk about product specs and so on. I did notice a couple of guys looking at me from time to time, and I noticed the other ladies were rather more conservatively dressed than I was. Ron, I found out, was unaccompanied as his date fell through.

Dinner was served, and was delicious, as was the chocolate mousse for desert. As the evening went on, the guests began to make excuses and depart. Tony and I were almost ready, when Ron asked us to stay, so Ron, Tony, and the Regional VP could discuss something. This left me stuck, and alone. I sidled off to the other room and watched TV. I could hear them talking, and after about half an hour, there was a tremendous crash outside!

The men all dashed outside to see what happened, and I stood on the doorstep, peering out. It looked like the approaching storm had made a really big branch from an Elm tree had broke, falling onto the VP's rental car. It was clear that it wasn't going anywhere, as the roof was caved in, and the glass was broken. To make matters worse, the driveway was now blocked, and Ron's car was also trapped. I stepped out to be with Tony, and huddled next to him, the strong winds making every fold of my dress flit against my body, and my skirt fly out behind me. I won't even relate what it did to my nipples!

The VP was very nervous about not being able to make his early flight, and used his cell phone to call the rental agency. They explained they could give him another car, but he had to hurry, as they were closing soon. Tony offered to give him a ride, of course, since we had the only car free. The downside was that our Miata is a two-seater, and I was going to have to stay back with Ron.

I asked Ron about using a restroom, while Tony and the VP were getting going. He asked me to use the Master bathroom one, as the one downstairs was being remodeled. A quick peek at the one downstairs revealed lots of boards and sacks of plaster and stuff, so I took it at face value.

Several minutes later, I emerged from the bathroom, refreshed. I took in Ron's room. He had a king-size bed, with a rich dark wooded headboard and foot posts. The room was dimly lit with blue light, and the black satin comforter on the bed shimmered as I walked by it. He also had blood-red satin sheets and pillow cases. I couldn't help myself and trailed a long fingernail along the bedding, so soft and slippery under my touch. I was startled when Ron made his presence known.

He was stepping out of the walk-in closet, wearing a long red satin robe, the sash tied around his narrow waist. He apologized for startling me, and told me he didn't expect me to be out of the bathroom so soon. He also asked if it was ok for him to get ready for the night, as it was late for him, and he usually got an early start. I stammered a reply, nervous to be in his bedroom, with him nearly naked in front of me, and my husband not around to protect me.

He ushered me to take a seat on the edge of the bed, and I did so, drawing my skirt underneath me, and then smoothing the hem of my skirt, trying to make it as long as possible. He sat next to me, not too close, and asked if I liked his room. I told him it was very nice, and then the phone rang.

Ron stood up and reached for the phone, and answered it. While he was talking, my hand could not stop caressing the smooth satin under my palm, and my arm rubbed to cool fabric back and forth. It felt really good, and I began to think about ways to get Tony into a bed like this. After a few moments, he hung up, and turned to me. Tony and the VP had made it, but there would be a delay, as the rental agency was now making a stink about the damaged car. He returned to his place, but slightly closer, and I noticed the sash on his robe was much looser.

I gulped nervously, unable to hide my trembling. I could feel a real sexual tension in the air. I loved the feel of the bed, and so much wanted to be taken on it, but wanted Tony to be the one. Ron asked me not to be nervous, and told me that Tony would be alright, and back as soon as he could. Ron asked me what I was nervous about, and I kind of stammered. Ron stopped me by leaning forward and placing his lips on mine. I matched my lips to his kiss, and after a moment, his tongue pressed towards mine, and our tongues intertwined in a long, deep, passionate kiss. As we kissed, I felt his hand trail up my thigh, and begin to reach up my skirt.

Our kiss broke, and I glanced down to see his dark hand on my white hose. I also saw his robe draped open, and could see his penis laying against his thigh. It was pulsing, each beat of his heart making it grow longer and wider, and I was speechless as I saw the biggest cock of my life! Ron began to nuzzle my neck, and my eyes just closed as I tilted my head, my heart racing as I felt Ron's advances on my body. Ron's hand resumed its journey up my under my skirt, and the soft folds of satin did nothing to prevent his access to my moistness. As he reached my crotch, he also leaned back, drawing my body onto the bed, my hands caressing the black satin. Ron broke soft kissing of my neck, and helped me slide fully onto the bed, and he slid down and used both hands to draw down my panties.

I couldn't believe what I was doing. It was like it wasn't me on the bed, but it sure was my panties sliding down my legs, my skirt lifted up onto my stomach. Ron took my panties and looped them over one of the bedposts. He then clambered between my knees, and used his legs to force mine apart. My eyes were drawn to his big, black monster between his legs, and it was at least 8 or 9 inches long!

He looked at me, his eyes starring at mine in the dim light. "Have you been blacked before?" He asked. All I could do was shake my head slowly. "Remember, once you go black, you never go back!" He smiled. He then spread his robe out behind him and leaned onto me, his cock laying right at my V, his robe draped over both of us, almost like a cape. He kissed me again, and while he did so, I felt his first thrust against my labia. It caused me to gasp. My head turned and he began to suckle my neck as he dry-humped me, his long, thick cock rubbing my labia, and teasing my body, making me ready for mating. I began to whimper a bit as he humped me more, until he decided it was time to consummate our relationship.

Ron pulled back and reached down, aiming his cock at my vagina. I raised my knees, feeling my hose against his robe as he found my entrance and slowly descended, forcing his full length into me. My pussy was so stretched I felt every fraction of an inch of his cock, and my eyes rolled back in my head. I couldn't help myself as I moaned "Oh...yes...Ron! Ohhh...yesss!" Ron lay upon me for a moment or two, my eyes locked on his as his cock lay inside my moistness. Ron then began to thrust in me, slowly.

Every thrust of his cock sent a shiver through me. His cock was so long, so thick, and so...so black! My eyes locked on his as we made love, all thoughts of my husband pushed out as I succumbed to this magnificent black lover. My arms lay above my head as our eyes met, locked in passion as my lips were parted, my voice moaning with each thrust. I was totally his, to be fucked and filled, and bred, if that happened. My body began to tremble with the fury of sexual tension as Ron thrust harder and faster into me, and I could feel his own passion rising within me. "Ron...yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Make me your slut!" I cried. I had not felt such pleasure before, each of his thrusts making my body spasm in pleasure.

It was over too soon. I climaxed, crying out as my fingers clawed at the satin I was laying on. Ron finished very soon thereafter, his massive thrust driving me across the bedding, my pussy wrapped tightly around his shaft, pulsing along him, trying to milk his black cock of every drop. His length ensuring his sperm would be pushed past my cervix. I was not using protection, and I knew Ron wasn't either. I was taking a risk, and I knew it. Maybe that was what made it all the more intense. All I knew was that Ron would have me again.


A Work Party Ch. 02

This story contains interracial sex, a cheating wife, and infidelity. If any of these bother you, please do not read further. If you wish to post a critique on style, or prose, great, I'd love to hear it. If you want to whine and blather about what should happen to the characters? Get a grip, and go somewhere else. Especially if you like to post as a spineless Anonymous wimp. This is a fictional story THAT NEVER REALLY HAPPENED.

*****

I awoke the next morning, and rubbed my face. My husband lay sleeping next to me, the day gloomy and stormy. The storm that created the situation I had with Tony's boss was in full bloom, with periods of heavy, pelting rain, and periods of strong, gusting winds. The large droplets splattered against the sliding glass door, a patter that most would find relaxing.

Me? I was anxious. The night before, Ron, Tony's boss, had me on his bed, and plundered my body, as I willingly surrendered myself to him. It was a capitulation of the senses, and surprisingly easy. Between the delicious feel of Ron's bed, the silky slipperiness of my own dress, and the erotic taboo of not only betraying my marital vows, but doing it with the aid of a black man, I had no will to resist it. Or him.

Tony had returned about fifteen minutes after Ron had finished filling my body with his semen, his lovemaking potent, and bareback. I had a strong, memorable climax, and it left me sated. So much so I had to deny Tony his marital prize, because I was a tad sore, as well as still leaking some of Ron from my core. On top of that, I was just not interested. To please him, I gave him a long, slow, savory tongue-lashing of his penis, suckling him until he exploded in my mouth. I teased him more by holding his ejaculate in my mouth, and then displaying it before I swallowed, then made a lewd display of my tongue, to show he was down my gullet. I had never done that before, but Tony commented on my being a lewd woman. He loved it!

So now it was the morning after. Physically, I felt better. But emotionally, I was a wreck. Ron held a large share of my thoughts. Bad, naughty thoughts. Being with him, being his conquest, being his victim. The images of his charcoal black cock penetrating my pink, pale body was still just hot. The risk of bareback sex was even hotter. My fingers slithered lower, and for a moment, I contemplated touching myself, only to stop when Tony stirred. He'd be awake, soon, and to find me in such a state would turn him on instantly, and I just wanted Ron more.

I knew I wanted to be with Ron again. Now. The problem was how? What excuse could I use to get separated from Tony to have a rendezvous? How long could I manage it? Would Ron want me again? Would I be intruding on another woman with him? I had to get out of bed and get my day started, or Tony would suspect something was distracting me. Something I would have a hard time explaining.

I did my Saturday normal routine. Cooked us breakfast, smiled and snuggled with Tony as we watched some TV, and then cleaned the house. Normal stuff, vacuuming, dusting, and so on, but it was interesting how things all had erotic connotations. Pushing and pulling the vacuum cleaner across the carpet was like Ron's black cock gliding in and out of me. Dusting the furniture was like my small hand daintily sliding along his thick, smooth, veiny shaft, stroking it sexily. Hell, even watering the plants was his semen spilling into my vagina. All day long I was wet and wanting. And I was confused.

I love Tony. With all my heart. He's my husband. So what's wrong with me? What is it that makes me want to have made, passionate, fully-reproductive sex with another man? A black man? Was it me? Was it Tony? Was it Ron? Was it Ron's bedroom? What about the kinkiness of fulfilling my satin fetish? What about the supposed stigma of interracial sex? Why was I having these urges? What was wrong with me???

The day lingered, and we got cleaned up ourselves. We showered together, which was steamy and hot, ending with me kneeling in the shower and suckling his cock until he couldn't stand it any longer. I lewdly licked the tip of his cock as he came, and let his semen twirl around my tongue, as I looked up at him mischievously under my eyebrows. Swallowing him after the wanton display made me feel better. It reassured me that my husband still mattered to me, and that I still mattered to him. I didn't have my own release, however. I got Tony off, well and good, and my own would have to wait. I figured I might indulge in a little fantasy 'me' time while Tony napped.

After the shower, we snuggled in bed, and napped. My husband slept naked in bed, as usual, while I wore my white satin nightie. Tony needed to nap from his release, me from just wanting my time, but I couldn't do it, not without waking my husband. I drifted off to sleep. He woke first, and jostling me as he darted out of bed. At first I didn't know why, and then I heard his cell phone ringing. I glanced outside as the daylight faded, and was wondering how I was going to survive this night without Ron's cock in me. The solution soon became obvious.

Tony came back in, smiling, and asked if I minded if he went to go play cards with a couple of our neighbors. Seems the guys had gotten their wives to let them have a boy's poker night, and was it ok if I let him go, too? It took me less than a second to do the math. No Tony+ Alone time= Orgasm! I smiled and nodded, saying I wanted him to have fun, while in the back of my head, I knew I was going to. He dressed in jeans and a favorite t-shirt, closing the door behind him in less than five minutes. I rolled over onto my bedside, and opened my nightstand, pulling out BOB... my Battery Operated Boyfriend.

Pulling down the covers, I slid to the center of the bed, my body sliding easily on our own silver satin sheets, the material a visual liquid to slip along. Then I pulled up just the top sheet, and encased myself in the cool, soothing, slippery material. I closed my eyes and twisted the end, and let BOB get to work.

I started with my legs closed, and my hand wandering my breasts, my nipples already hard from just the satin. I had a satin fetish and I had it bad. Maybe 90% of my wardrobe was satin. My blouses, skirts, dresses, even pants and jeans all were of the same silky dream material, and several were the same style, just in different colors. Then we had satin costumes for Halloween, or a couple of times when Tony and I would do some in-home role-play fun. The costume play could be a lot of fun, and Tony was pretty good at playing the villain, even being able to defile Batgirl, when I wore that costume one Halloween.

BOB invaded my thoughts, as he circled my vulva, and my lips parted to start taking deeper breaths. Ron now entered my mind. Tall, dark, mysterious, and handsome. He was naked, save for that same red satin men's robe he wore. He approached me as my legs parted, and BOB began to caress my folds, as Ron took hold of my ankles and separated them, my voice moaning in a feline purr. The silky feel of satin sheets on my thighs giving me the same shivers as Ron's fingertips caressing my inner-thighs. I wasn't giving myself to Ron, Ron was taking me. BOB parted my petals, and Ron's hot, black, throbbing cock was leaking pre-cum at my gate, and beginning to push inside me. Full, firm, and undeniable, he entered me, reaching farther than Tony ever would be able to. My hips undulated, and my toes curled as BOB rocked my body, Ron's presence rocking my mind, until Ron and I came together, and I cried out in a climactic orgasm. I bore down so hard BOB slipped from my fingertips, and shot down between my legs, while my vagina spilled some of my own juices. I knew I'd have to change the sheets, but in that moment, I didn't care. Ron had sated me. For the time being.

The time being lasted exactly 24 minutes. I got up, switched the sheets, and spread on our mint-green satin ones, remaking the bed. Tony never asked about such things, just took them for granted, and for once, I didn't mind. But Ron was there, in my head, and it was as if he was beckoning me to him. I found myself brushing my hair, and putting on makeup, and getting ready to go out. Just a dab of perfume in three places, my neck, my cleavage, and my vulva. Just, you know... in case something happened. In case Ron happened. I had a thought, and texted Tony..."Bored and wanna go out.. ok?"

He must've had a great hand, as his reply was simple... 'k". I smiled. Half my battle was won!

"So what to wear... what to wear..." I softly mused, as I began to thumb through the wardrobe. I settled on a sheer chiffon blouse, crème in color, and my brown satin skirt. The skirt was long, and a full-circle in cut. I usually wore a slip with it, but not tonight. Tonight there would be no doubts to Ron about my intentions. I also skipped my usual heeled boots, and went with a pair of four-inch strappy sandals.

I decided I was going to throw myself at Ron. So no bra, just the two chest pockets of the blouse covering my nipples, and the thin, silky, airy satin covering my modesty. Nothing but the absolute minimum to look presentable and yet give the man full-access to me. I grabbed my purse and took a couple of steps outside, the weather cool, but refreshing, although it was windy. I turned, and felt the wind catch my skirt, filling it up, as the long hemline ballooned up, the soft satin rising until the air fell out, but not until the skirt had lifted to above my knees. It was dark out, so it wasn't like anyone could see anything, but to be safe, and dry, I went back in and got a black long coat. Suitably covered, I got into my car and headed out, my Honda getting to on my way safely.

The weather, had, however, done a number on the roadways, and after a detour of an extra fifteen minutes, I finally made my way to Ron's house. The skies were clear, and the moon was out, but if anything, the winds had picked up. A high-wind warning had been passed on the radio, and was expected to remain for the next 12 hours. I opened the door and got out, and felt the wind on my face, and decided 'what the hell', and ditched the coat back in the car, locking it. Tossing my keys in my purse, I made my way to Ron's house, two doors down the street. My heels click-clacked crisply on the damp sidewalk, and the winds were alternating at trying to pull my skirt aside, and then up over my head. Twice in the space of maybe one hundred feet, my skirt blew up so high I couldn't see, and I actually squealed. When I got my skirt back under control, I looked over and my heart sank as I began to realize that his house was dark. I stood there for a moment, almost stunned. No thought given to my skirt, my modesty, or anything. Damn! He wasn't home!

I grimaced, the thought never actually crossing my mind that he might have had plans. I mean, it wasn't like he was expecting me, or anything. I just expected him to be there. I sighed and turned, feeling the wind now at my other side, my skirt obediently following the wind's pull, the sheer blouse conforming to the other side of my body, my nipples rock solid, and my body almost vibrating with adrenaline. I paused again, and felt a pebble between my sandal and my foot, so I leaned against the streetlight and as I fixed it, I had the sudden realization. I was standing under a streetlight and it was dark! The power was out!

With a renewed hope, I turned on my heel again and made my way to Ron's house, stepping up his driveway to the walkway to his front door. As I did so, the wind was hitting the side of his house, and giving off a major updraft. Again the silky satin of my skirt was in my face, and my arms were flailing a bit to keep it deflated. Not from the thought of being seen, but simply because I needed to see. It took me several moments, standing at Ron's door, to get my skirt more presentable, and then I knocked on his door. Having released one side of my skirt, I was back in battle to regain a sense of dignity when the door opened. A small laugh greeted my ears, as my skirt began to fall, now that the wind had a new path. As I could see again, I blushed, for there was Ron, standing there with a glass of wine, and wearing that same long, red satin robe. My heart skipped a beat, and I couldn't talk.

"Why hello, Wendy!" Ron greeted me, after a long silence of awkwardness. "Please come in... I am glad to see you." His voice warmly welcomed me, and he stepped aside, my feet flowing him in, and my skirt finally falling, and staying, in place. The door shut behind me, and I turned to see him, my skirt swirling about my calves as I did so. I could see candles lit here and there, enough to see by.

"My apologies for not being a great host, but the power is out, and has been for a couple of hours. I don't know when it will come back."

"I'm glad to see you, too!" I chirped.

He made no effort to hold his robe closed any further than what the sash did, and as he walked, I could see his bare, dark legs, and up to his thighs. My chest was heaving, long, slow, deep breaths, and my nipples were plainly showing.

"So what brings you here, on this dark and stormy night?" Ron quipped. He ended his question by seating himself on the couch, at one end, crossing his leg, and letting his robe just hang down naturally. In the darkness, I thought I could see some of his manhood, though I tried not to stare.

I was unable to talk, which surprised me. This was not going how my mind imagined it. I flapped my lips a couple of times, with no words coming out. How does a married woman beg a man, a black man, and her husband's boss, to fuck her stupid?

"I suppose we should talk about last night." He offered. And his hand offered a seat on the couch next to him. My skirt swished softly as my heels clicked on the hardwood floor, and I seated myself, making sure to splay my skirt widely, the way a full skirt was supposed to be. I crossed my legs, at the ankles, and then looked to him.

"Ummm.. yes..." I finally managed to stammer out.

He smiled a wide smile full of teeth, teeth that positively shone. "Well, let me start by saying you were a magnificent woman in bed, and I enjoyed you a great deal." His eyes started to look me over. I don't know if it was from boredom, or from a bunch of lewd thoughts of last night that hit him, but I felt him suddenly become more predatory, like I was his prey.

"I have to admit that you did things to me that my husband has never done before" Inwardly I cringed, why the hell was I bringing Tony up in all this? But I I could not help but smile back. "And I hope I am not intruding?" There, finally! The niceties had been observed, and my brain was functioning again!

Ron shook his head softly, again smiling. "No. In fact, you are the first distraction I've had since the juice went out." He leaned forward, and spoke in his baritone. "I'm glad you came."

The double-entendre wasn't lost on me and I blushed, and nodded with my own smile.

"Twice..." I replied. "And maybe that is the reason I'm here?" I offered. "We should, well, face some things."

"Of course." Ron replied, still leaning forward, and now his hand on my knee.

The feeling was electric. My eyes darted down to his crotch, and now that my eyes were dark-adjusted and ready for the dim light, flickering shadows, and the fact that in the dark, his skin made him nearly invisible, but I could make out the head of his shaft poking out, along his muscular thigh, the oils of his skin shining softly. "What's bothering you? The fact two consenting adults made passionate love? That they had maddening orgasms? Or is it that you are married?"

I had to let a breath out. There, he had said it! "I love my husband..." I began. "And the fact we made love was both amazingly hot, and at the same time, squashing me with guilt. What does it mean that I want you more than I want him?" Another wave of relief. More of what was bothering me was out. I was so confused, and so conflicted. How could I want another man so badly?

Ron had looked on with concern, listening carefully, and yet his hand never left my knee. If anything, as I spoke, his hand started to slide back and forth, caressing my thigh. When I was done, he frowned thoughtfully and then spoke. "If you are worried about discretion, please don't. I will never say a word to him, or to anyone else at the company. He is a good man and a good manager, and he deserves to be treated with dignity and respect. I hold him in high regard." Again he smiled. "But the fact that you were on my bed, and you were there willingly, tells me that you wanted it, too. I didn't force you. You could have said no at any time, and I would have at least tried to stop." Again, his hand was sliding back and forth on my thigh, the slippery satin allowing his gentle touch to slide along my skin easily. "But since you are here, it must be for one thing. And it is either to ensure that it never happens again, or that it happens more. Maybe a lot more." His hand left my thigh, and went to his crotch, and he hefted his black snake and displayed it for me, the menacing flesh semi-flaccid. "Maybe this is what you really want?"

My eyes lowered and focused on his meat. And I wanted it between my thighs so badly! I pursed my lips. The soft lipstick smacking loudly as I started to speak. "I think you know what I want. And that's the problem. If I do. If WE do. Where does it end? Lots of things can go wrong. And any one of them will destroy my marriage."

He laid his snake back down to his thigh, only this time it was dangling over it, not along it. My eyes wandered down to it. They broke the mold when he was built! My gaze was interrupted by his words.

"Well..." he began. "I never wanted to start wrecking homes and families. But at the same time, you are a woman I am very attracted to. And I assume since you are here, that you are attracted to me. So we go where you want to. You can stay the night with me, if you can manage, or not. But know that once you go upstairs with me, I consider you mine for the evening. Saying 'No' will only mean yes, harder."

I swallowed, hard. At that moment I knew what was going to happen. So did he. The only person who didn't, was my conscience. "I haven't been able to get you out of my mind all day. My motor has been running since I got home last night." I didn't say yes, but then, I didn't say no, as he leaned forward, farther, and this time put his arm around me, and pulled me to him, the silky skirt making my body slide easily on the supple leather of the couch, and in an instant, I was leaning back into him. Very little was heard, except for the sounds of growing arousal between us.

My hand reached for his cock, as it hung between us, and I felt it with my fingertips, lightly stroking its length, while his hands reached for my breasts, and he grabbed a handful of each side. His grip was strong, and almost painful, but it was a good painful. His face had lowered to my neck, and his nose nuzzled in, until his thick lips kissed me just below my earlobe, and I shivered softly.

I mewed as his lips continued to kiss me, and then he lightly bit my neck, at which point I surrendered. If I wasn't going to sleep with him already, I certainly was then. My free hand reached for my skirt, to try and pull up some of the folds, so I could caress my vulva, and to bare myself to him. My glistening petals almost ready to soak a spot into the back of my skirt. His hand then left my breast, and reached lower, gently sliding down my body, until his hand found my just-exposed thigh, and he helped me pull up my skirt, and then his fingertips danced at my landing strip, teasing me more.

My head fell back to his shoulder, and I had to turn, to kiss him as he was kissing me, my tongue darting lewdly for his. Our lips met and I mewed again, becoming his limp playtoy, as my fingers had managed to start making him throb, and his growth drawing his cock up along my ribcage. I tried to tease him further, to tickle his manhood, but I couldn't reach it, and in the end, he simply caressed my petals, and then encircle my clit. My arms went limp, and I simply lay there, helpless, moaning and panting.



I was starting to buck my hips at him, as his fingers danced at my genitals, and I was trying to get his fingers to fuck me like I wanted his cock to do. Somehow to finish off my agony, before it became too late. Perhaps Ron felt it, or perhaps Ron had an evil plan. I don't know, but Ron then stopped, and I whimpered, a feline growl escaping my throat as he pulled me to his lap, and then slid his arms under me, his legs drawing him forward as he then stood, carrying me in his arms, the long hem of my skirt falling in a sexy display of femininity conquered. I growled to him, sexily, my eyes half-lidded. "Tie me down, tie me up, I don't care, but make me yours!"

I put my arms around his neck to keep from falling, as we ascended the stairs, to the heaven his cock was about to place me in. Entering his room, there was but a single candle, large and round, and red, with three wicks to give off light. I had one of the same candles on my hearth, and it lasted for something like 36 hours. Ron was prepared.

The room shimmered in an eerie glow from the candle, and the light shone softly as a sheen on the same black satin comforter from last night. He lay me down on it, gently, and I could see that his robe had, indeed, come undone, and his manhood was jutting out proudly, throbbing in a dark, deadly menace to my fertility.

I didn't try and disrobe, but merely lifted my knees, and parted them, my fingers daintily drawing my skirt back until it fell to my stomach and waist, splaying in a near semi-circle under me. My soon-to-be lover smiled as he saw my nudity again, his grinning teeth about all I could see, except for a shadowy outline of his muscular form.

Like before, he kept his robe on, and it enveloped me like the cape of the Devil as he hovered over me, his black cock so much closer to my wetness.

He began to lower himself and I instinctively reached down to help guide him in. Unlike last time, he shook his head and grunted. "No." And I lifted my hands back to my chest, and then his shoulders. He held himself with one hand in a push-up, and the other went to escort the head of his cock into me, which, in my slickness took about five seconds. Once he was lined up, and I felt my labia separate, his head engaged with my opening, and he began to lower himself, both hands on either side of my shoulders, while my own hands fell limp above my head in supplication.

I matched gaze with him. Each of his thrusts a firm jolt to open me, my body still tight, having recovered from the night before. Each push of his pelvis made me grunt, a soft cry of pleasure. My lips parted and I gasped for air, three more thrusts making my body give up, and he started to slide in easier. What had been only a few inches became suddenly eight or nine, and my eyes rolled up in my head, my fingernails clawing at nothing over my head. He bottomed in me, as my voice mewed, his pelvis smacking my clit, and then he lay upon me, making me take all of his weight fully, my body firmly pressed into the bed, my knees high and wide. He kissed me, and I returned it, hungrily, wrestling with his tongue in a battle for dominance, which I soon lost. Every second that passed, every bolt of pleasure I felt was making me more and more his, and not just for the night.

The kiss ended with the slow withdrawal of his cock from my tunnel as he began the cycle of love, of two consenting adults mating, of man and woman becoming one. My gaze was baring my soul to him, and as I stared into his depths, I felt myself give into him more. Then he thrust back into me, and my back arched, my voice mewing loudly. Taming me had begun.

We soon developed a rhythm, his thrusts making me wail louder and louder, and my feet rose to point straight up, my toes trying to curl in my sandaled heels. My fingers lowered to gently and lovingly caress the back of his neck, and his head, kissing him lewdly, my tongue waving in the air until he chose to kiss me back. There was no decorum or denial, now. I wanted him and he wanted me. We were both going to make the most of it. His cock hammered into me, making my pearl shoot a blast of raw sexual tension into my body, my breasts bouncing up and down on my chest in perfect unison, while my tunnel began to quiver on him. My body began to get anxious, the rising sexual tension making me writhe under him, squirming to get more and more, while his cock forced more and more into me.

My moans became words, and I began to talk dirty. I said nasty things I would never say to my husband. Things like "Fuck me like the black cock slut I am!" Or "Make me your bitch!" I even said "Breed me! Make me pregnant!" I think my words goaded him on, and he thrust into me harder and harder, until he was slamming into me full-force, his hand grabbing me by the hair and pulling my head back, making me cry out as I exploded.

My pussy began to bear down, massaging his ebony rod as it impaled me again and again, my milky juices coating his shaft, my body eager to gain from him every drop of black seed to fertilize my white-man's garden. His own release was a split second later, and I could almost feel his throbbing pulses of semen as it splashed against my cervix. My hips rocked to mate with him, as his hips slammed back into me, and I climaxed again, a smaller admission of his sexual prowess, and still his body ejaculated, his heavy jewels unloading in me. Even at this stage I could tell Tony didn't cum this much. Finally, Ron was spent and so was I, and he lowered himself to me, our faces a inch apart, and our eyes locked in a silent communication. I didn't know what to think, but I knew one thing. I was starting to have feelings for the man a married woman shouldn't.

Our lips met and he tenderly caressed my cheeks as my own fingers tenderly caressed the back of his neck, and then his face. The kiss broke and I looked at him again, staring deeply. "I don't want to go home." my soft voice admitted.

"Then stay." was all he said, and I wrapped my arms about him, and held him, as he lay on me, his softening cock still inside me.

After a long, lewd tongue-lapping, Ron broke the kiss and smiled to me, his dark fingers again caressing my cheek. "Tony is getting a promotion in a week. He'll be travelling one or two nights every week." After a pause, he continued. "That's when you will become my bitch."

I smiled, that dreamy joy of plateau across my lips, thoughts and images of raw, hot, steamy sex dancing across my consciousness. After a few minutes like this, he rolled off of me, and a small gush of our combined fluids leaked from me. "Damn" I said. "I should have brought panties."

"Take your clothes off, and wash them here, then you can go home."

I bit my lower lip. "I don't want to."

I then had an idea and got off the bed, and carefully made my way to my purse down stairs, my knees still wobbly. My phone had nothing new on it, so I began to text my husband. "Freeways a mess, due to power outage here. Spending the night at Motel 6. Safer. I love you!"

A few moments later I got a reply as I lay back in bed, snuggled into Ron's arms. "Good idea, better safe. Game going well but long. See you in the morning!" He ended with a blowing kisses emoji, our code for 'I love you'.

I smiled to Ron and set the phone aside.

"Laundry night it is..." then I turned my face up and kissed him.


A Work Party Ch. 03

Chapter 3 of the series. For those who don't like stories about cheating wives, or interracial sex, please find a different story to read. This one has both, and I am not interested in listening to your anonymous whining. If you have a constructive criticism, I would love to hear it!

=======================

A Work Party- Ch. 3

Ron was true to his word, and Tony got a promotion. From an area sales representative to a District Sales Manager. I think he would have eventually gotten the promotion, anyway, as he was good at his job, but now he was a manager. With it came some nice benefits. A raise, and he got a company car, better health insurance, and his retirement benefits increased. He had access to stock options, and better bonuses, too. With it came perks and responsibilities. Sometimes he could come home early, and sometimes, like near end of month, he was extremely busy. He had people to supervise, and problems to solve, not only his, but sometimes theirs. But he flourished in his new capacity. I also became a sort of trophy wife. I still had my own job, as financial analyst, in a different field of work. But it was steady, constant, and 9 to 5. There were few parties and celebrations for the worker-bees at my level in my company, while suddenly, Tony was going to many. Most of them were local-enough for me to be on his arm. Ron would be there, and we would have to behave as friends, and not the torrid lovers we had become. At a party, with me on Tony's arm, we spoke with Ron for a while, friendly and casually. Ron even let it slip that he was pleased by Tony's progress, and that his efforts were getting him and Ron noticed. It was even possible that they would both benefit from higher corporate ladder positions.

Tony was truly dedicated to his company, and loyal, and when it was required, he would travel, even leaving on a Sunday night. Every night my husband was away, Ron wasn't lonely. Usually we'd make a night of it at his house, but once in a great while, at mine. But Ron's place was where some of the wilder times we'd have occurred. See, I am a girly-girl. I love to be nicely dressed, and I believe dresses and skirts are what I should be wearing, and jeans were for Tomboys. I wore heels probably 90% of the time, and I had exactly three pairs of flat shoes, one of them being sneakers. Ron was a man's man, of sorts. I think that is why I was so attracted to him. Where I was soft, he was rough, and where I was gentle, Ron wasn't. Most of all, Ron took what he wanted, and appreciated my beliefs that a woman was a woman, and a woman's place was not to be the boss, and not to be in charge.

Tony, without realizing it, was also reveling in Ron's dominance to me. Not in the BDSM sort of dominance, like leather, whips, and chains, but Ron was making me more demure, more feminine, and Tony was being just his normal, gentle self. The difference was I was showing more of my female-ness to Tony, which was making him think he was more of a stallion than he really was. Not that I didn't love Tony. I truly did, to my very core. But I also loved Ron, or more precisely, what Ron did to me with his cock. Tony was gentle, kind, and caring in bed, and would ensure I wasn't hurt. He treated me like I was made of crystal. Ron treated me like a woman. He would use me, hard, and wring me tightly, until I was worn out. Then we'd start all over again.

Tony had decided to take some of his new-found raise, and ensure that I had a clothing allowance, and he told me to start buying more outfits meant for a wealthier life. Short was good, revealing was great, sexy was in but slutty was out. An elegant nudity he coined the term. So I did as a dutiful wife would. I went shopping! But I took Ron with me.

Ron had a flair for fashion, he knew what he liked to see on a woman, or in this case, me. Both men allowed me to indulge my own fashion fetish, wearing satin garments, which had a nice side-benefit of being a little flashy, which Tony was looking for, and Ron appreciated especially when he took me to his own parties on his arm. We'll talk more about that later.

So it was sheer panties and bras, or even some racy, lacey stuff. Thongs became the order of the day, too, and I had several pairs, along with a switch to French bikini-cut over the hip panties, satin or otherwise. Nylons became thigh-highs, and even a few garter and hose sets. I bought a few pairs of Louboutains as well. Long gowns grew shorter, and bodycon dresses became looser, either skater-type dresses, or pleated, fuller skirts, with shorter hemlines. Circle skirts were a particular favorite of Ron's, as he liked to watch me exposed to him. I even wound up with a few more daring pieces, like a dress that was mostly like a Halston off-the-shoulder flowing number seen on some Hollywood-types and wealthy wives, only mine wasn't off the shoulder. It was no arms at all, just a neck –opening and three buttons to allow my head to fit, ringed by a high collar. Basically, it was a giant circle skirt, but with a neck opening, instead of a waist opening. The material was sheer and light satin, but double-sided. I could wear it either baby pink or red side out, but the hem ended pretty high. Like about 3 inches below my butt. Both men loved me in that one, because it restricted my reach, and limited my modesty.

One Thursday night, I got an early call from Tony, who was at his office. "Hey, baby. How's your day going?" he asked, his voice coming from the speakerphone I had clicked on.

I shrugged into the phone. I was still at work, and up to my knockers in a series of spreadsheets that weren't totaling right. "I'm good, just slogging through..." I replied, half-paying attention.

"Ummm... listen, I sorta' have to extend my trip until Sunday." He led off with. That got my attention, and now I picked up the phone, taking it off speaker.

"Excuse me? Ummm, we had plans this weekend to host a party with some of your co-workers. Ron's supposed to be there, along with a few of the upper muckety-mucks, in case you forgot..." I had just had a sudden rush of shit to the heart. I wasn't about to try and entertain a bunch of couples alone. Fat chance.

"I know, I know..." he groaned. He had been smart to call me at work. I worked in a cubical, so I couldn't close a door and voice my displeasure. "But Ron wants me to close two deals and is having me meet with two clients, doing the wine and dine thing. He's giving me the whole of next week off to compensate me for it, so we can take a mini-vacation, but I gotta' do this, babe."

My eyes narrowed. Then I simply shared my only option I would buy. "I suppose it has to be this way. Just tell Ron to cancel the party and we can reschedule it for when you get back." Of course, I wasn't a complete fool. I knew this would mean more time with Ron between my legs, screaming his name, and other, dirtier things.

"Nononono..." Tony said. "Ron said he would help you by playing host. All you need to do it let him do all the talking, and stay close, so you can be the lady of the house. He'll do all of the heavy-lifting, so to speak. You just look pretty and do what needs to be done. In fact, if we can pull this off, I'll take you on a Four-day booze cruise!"

I rolled my eyes, as the booze cruise was Tony's favorite thing. Lots of alcohol, lots of sex, and lots of relaxation. I didn't mind them, but he really liked them. A lot. I sighed in a huff. "Alright. Anything you want me to wear?"

"Nah. Just wear what you would with me. Or maybe Ron has an idea. I don't know. I just know you'll be a knockout!" He was right there. I'd decided in an instant that Tony was going to be a bit jealous when he got back. I'd make sure he saw a picture of me dressed to kill for the party.

We exchanged "I love yous" and agreed to talk later that night. It took me all of six seconds to call Ron on my cell.

"Hey, Studly" which I'd taken to call him. "What are you trying to do to me? Get me killed?" My tone was frank. I was still pretty unhappy about the whole party-deal.

Ron just laughed before replying. "Hello to you, too!" he tone was jovial. "I see you got the call. That's what I like about Tony. He gets things off his plate so he can take more."

His words weren't placating to me, and I told him so. We were lovers, yes, but I was still a wife, and my home was mine, not his to toy with.

"Relax, girl... It's not that big of a deal. Let's meet for dinner tonight and I'll tell you what the plan is. You'll be fine. Everything will work out. Besides maybe you can meet some of my bosses, and if you can impress them, you can help Tony up the ladder even better than I can." In the end, I agreed to meet for dinner. It made sense. We both knew that I wanted to be in bed with Ron before I laid my head to rest.

At dinner, I wore the simple white satin blouse, and a modest pleated skirt from work, which was hemmed just above my knees. My company was much more reserved, and so I had to tone things down sometimes, to keep myself out of the HR department. Seated next to Ron, we started with a soft kiss, our traditional greeting, even before saying hello. Ron was marking his territory, namely me. We discussed his plan, what he wanted to happen at the party, and just who was coming. As usual, I had no idea who most of the people would be, but Ron told me that all I had to be was a gracious hostess, and everything would be fine. It was a semi-social business meeting, the kind of thing where real business deals got worked out. Two other clients would be coming with their spouses, and I was to be openly honest, that Tony was called away, and so Ron was helping play host.

After dinner, we went to my place, the weather light and breezy, the pleats of my skirt filling very flirtatiously, and the very instant the door was closed, he was all over me. His hands grabbed my breasts, and squeezed, hard. Enough for me to whimper a bit. It did hurt, and he was marking my breasts with a constellation of bruises placed in his fingerprints. The silky satin easily yielded to him, and as he held my by the boobs, he pushed me backwards, my steps awkward on my heels. The pleats of my skirt flitted and stirred as I was pushed further into the house, from where I had turned on the entryway lights into the darkness of the house. Ron had slept in our place before, and knew his way around. My hands flailed about as we hit doors and I opened them as he continued to drive me backwards.

There were no words between us as I looked into his eyes, or where I thought his eyes were when we left the lights. His skin was of Nigerian heritage, and because he was born in Alabama, he bore no accent. But he kept pushing me backwards, until we were through the kitchen, and into the laundry room. My hand scrambled to unlock the deadbolt securing it, and I pulled the door open as he guided me, until I set foot into the backyard, my skirt instantly filled with air, billowing out about me. It rose and fell without any control, as my hands reached for his wrists. Ironically, there was more light from the moon than there was in the dark house and I could see better. The look on Ron's face was unmistakable. He had lust in his eyes. To fuel his fire, the breeze was filling my skirt, and billowing it up and about, exposing my modesty.

"Ron!" I charged in a stage-whisper. "Not here! The neighbors can see us!"

"Let'em fucking watch, while I fuck their neighbor's slut!" He hoarsely whispered back.

I started to struggle, as best I could. I most certainly didn't want our neighbors to see. One of them was really good friends with Tony. They'd make sure he knew what was going on before Ron could make me orgasm, if they saw what Ron was going to do to me. I grunted and struggled, not with a full-force of resistance, but enough to make sure Ron knew I wasn't willing in this, and I think the fact I struggled turned him on more. I was pushed further into my backyard, until we were on the grass, and there was nothing to shield us from any prying eyes. The trees and larger shrubs were on the perimeter of the yard, and we were nearly in the middle. That is where Ron tripped me and I fell backwards. I landed heavily, my legs splayed, and my skirt folded up to expose my thong, the extra folds laying to both sides. I was wearing thigh-highs under my skirt, sheer, nude ones, and my black heels. As I rose to my elbows behind me, I shook my head, and hissed again. "Ron! Stop this!" even as he undid his trousers.

His pants dropped with his boxers, and his mast was hanging high, and throbbing. My fight with him had definitely aroused him. "You can be loud if you want, I don't care, but know that if Tony finds out, I'm gonna' tell him all about what a slut you are..."

This was new, a different part of him that I had not known, and yet, somehow, it was hot. I stayed there as he knelt between my spread knees, and he then mashed his face to mine, his tongue starting to rape my mouth, with lewd, hard thrusts past my lips, and onto my tongue. He added more of his weight to me, and I fell backwards, under him, my legs spread, and if anyone had looked, his black ass starting to dry hump me.

The top of his cock was rubbing along my slit, and my thong was protecting very little of me. He continued to kiss me, and I started to kiss him back. My arms flopped lazily aside, and I surrendered to Ron, just like every other time he got between my legs. There was just something about him I made me unable to say no, even at the risk of Tony finding out. My voice mewed, softly, purring as we kissed, and I felt his pelvic bone bumping my clit with a slow grind, almost deliciously. Ron was turning me on with his body, and the setting was making it hotter. Being clothed during sex could be a lot of fun, I already knew, having played games with Tony before, like sex in costume, or even typical housewife/robber fantasies. But this was different. I was being conquered, again.

I reached down, and with some struggle, managed to pull my thong aside, to expose my petals to Ron, and I looked to him, softly panting. "Stick it in me. Tame me!" It had become our way of having sex. I wasn't allowed to help guide him to my opening. His cock was his tool, and I only got to play with it during foreplay, which in this case, consisted of his 'play-raping' me. His chest was laying on mine, and I could barely see over his shoulder, laying my head aside, so his face had clear and undeniable access to my neck, since my hair was laying fanned on the grass. I mewed as he used his hand to brush his cock along my folds, applying pressure until they separated, and then I gasped, loudly, as I felt his head engage with my opening.

His cock began to enter me, and it was difficult at first, as I was not yet quite ready for him, my tunnel wasn't quite wet enough. But he was patient, and his first few thrusts, when I whimpered, were slow, and softer, until my body relaxed, and his black shaft was able to invade me. Then he gave stronger, more decisive thrusts, each one pushing more and more of him into me, until after enough of my grunting, he was fully inside me. He lay atop me, and made me take his weight, which felt a lot heavier, since we weren't on a mattress or cushion. He nuzzled my neck, and bit my skin softly, then licked my earlobe, which made me softly purr. Then he started to withdraw his hips, ever so slowly, before pushing forward again, and making me feel the first real pangs of pleasure.

I had to bite my lip to keep my voice down, and I was almost whining in joy as he was escalating his motions, building the raw sexual tension in me. In my mind's eye, I was being raped, in a way, and it was unbelievably hot, and before long, the tide of pleasure overflowed the dam of resistance, and I shuddered, an eye-clenching, gritted teeth orgasm that made me flex every muscle in my limbs, and core. If the neighbors saw, they saw, and I could not deny having an incredible orgasm. Ron's pace was picking up even harder, until he was like a runaway freight train, and he lifted himself to his arms, my eyes locked to his, where we had some silent, but deep communication. Every button he hit, and he hit them all the time, was making my heart melt, more and more.

My body felt the pummeling of my pussy by his magnificent black cock, and he exploded in me, making my own body rock again, smaller, perhaps, but no less enjoyable, my garden being fertilized by his seed. His thrusts slowed, and I could feel his butt clenching, and I knew he was filling my quivering cervix with a pool of his semen for my body to sip from.

He kissed me and then lowered himself to his elbows, and we stared at each other for quite some time, my hands reaching up to caress his face, my nails trailing along the back of his head and neck. Our eyes never broke lock as he caressed my cheeks with the back of his fingers, and my nose with his finger pads. He gently wiped the sweat from my brow, and I lifted my head to lightly kiss him, several smacking kisses to his thick, dark lips.

We were in the plateau of post-sexual joy, and at that moment, it was just us two. There were no neighbors, no Tony, no families, just us. It was then I realized I was falling in love.

That night, Ron essentially moved in to my house for a long weekend.


A Work Party Ch. 04

Ron spent the day with me, at my house, well, mine and Tony's, as I cleaned up and made the house presentable for the party. Rom didn't even balk when I gave him some chores to do, like dusting and vacuuming, and taking the trash out.

I spent the day wearing my short baby-pink satin robe, and nothing else, just padding around, doing what was necessary, including scouring the kitchen and bathrooms. Ron would leer at me and admire my jiggling boobs, and the fact that I kept having to re-tighten my robe's sash, to keep it from opening fully to him. As much as I loved being bedded by Ron, I was in mortal fear of my home looking like a disaster area, so Ron just had to wait. Finally, with about 90 minutes to spare, the place was up to my satisfaction. I was still nervous as heck, I hated the idea of playing hostess without my husband, but I had been given the assurances by both Ron and Tony that it would be fine.

The catering arrived about twenty minutes after I sat down to rest, watching TV, while Ron was in the shower. Not having bothered to put any more clothes on, I simply answered the door half-naked, and let the guy and two ladies gawk at me. Well, the guy at any rate, as they brought in the trays and chafing dishes. I sat at the kitchen table, and had a small sample plate, smiling to them as they set up, and made arrangements for everything to be picked up on the following weekday. As I spoke, my robe wasn't tightly secured, and my breasts, or most of them, were on display. I had the young man's full attention the entire time they were there. So much so he offered to stay and help serve, which got him some remarks from one of the ladies, who I think was in charge. After declining his offer, I showed them out, and went to get myself ready, as I had heard the water stop running, meaning Ron was out of the shower.

"Food's ready." I commented, as he stood before me, naked, and like a Black Adonis. My eyes could not help but admire him, and I took my own sweet time to look him over, knowing at some point tonight, I was going to be impaled by him.

"What do you want me to wear?"

I was shedding my robe as I spoke, and now it was Ron's turn to drool, my firm 34C's bare to him, and my landing strip acting like directions to my glory. "I'll find something..." he spoke in a low appreciation.

We were standing there, eyeing each other's bodies, a sort of foreplay between us. Obviously we had seen each other naked, many times, but this was the first time we had taken the time to actually look each other over in a more clinical, appraising way, and it was building heat, in me, for certain, at being able to enjoy the masculinity standing before me, and at the same time, know I was being devoured optically by a man I appreciated. For those who say women don't get turned on visually, let me tell you they are full of shit. My vagina was already getting wet, and I was just standing there.

Ron approached me and collected me in his arms, and we kissed, softly, his kips first gently plaid to mine, and then they opened, inviting mine along, where his tongue licked inside my mouth, caressing my responding tongue. I purred, moaning as his hands grasped my butt cheek in each hand, squeezing firmly. I was on my tiptoes to kiss him, and as the kiss broke, my nipples were rising. Time was stopped, even as the clock ticked, and my phone then chirped, reminding me what time it was.

"Lover, we had better stop, or everyone is going to see us." I murmured.

"Yeah. I know..." Reluctantly, Ron let me go, and I smiled to him. "But would that be so bad?" he asked.

The question threw me for as loop. It was the first time he came anywhere near admitting any feelings for me. I had to think about it in the shower. How did I really feel? How did he really feel? Tony was going to get hurt. I had a sense of dread growing ominously over me. It wouldn't be long now, before he had to be made aware. I was not looking forward to that. I knew I would cry, and probably that he would, too. Do I leave him? End it with Ron? When to do it? How to do it? My mind was in turmoil as I got out of the shower, toweling my hair and then blow-drying it, letting it hang naturally.

Once dry, I put on my makeup, adding a little more than usual, as it was a more formal party, and then went to see what Ron had laid out for me. Two outfits lay across my bed. One of them was one of my favorites, but totally inappropriate to wear. Sheer Champagne satin, it was basically a cape with no front opening, just a solid full circle, and a neck-opening and a high collar. The hem was about three inches below my butt, but worse was there were no openings or places to put my arms. If I reached wrong, the whole dress was lifted, and exposing me. I loved wearing it, but at the same time, I couldn't do it in front of Tony's co-workers, and superiors.

Next to it laid another inappropriate dress, again of satin, but one that exposed a lot of side-boob, and a very deep drape. The hem was also another too-short for business affairs length. It was hot, and great for social events and clubbing, but not this. I thought Ron was just trying to show me off as his woman. He had a point, though, in that the more we slept together, the more and more I was becoming his. I stood there, for a moment, and started to weep. Again the turmoil. Could I truly love two men? I knew that two men loved me, just in different ways. And maybe that was changing.

So to the closet I went, and pulled out a few, rejecting them, until I found one that wasn't awful. Blood red satin and off-the shoulder, the circle skirt was hemmed more modestly above my knees. It had a modest plunge in the neckline to show that I had a nice cleavage, but wasn't nearly as daring. I decided to pair it with seamed black thigh highs and my black Louboutins. The red of the sole was a close match for the fabric, and it would coordinate well. I'd have to paint my nails, but that was a small price to pay. I pulled on the hosiery, and then the dress, omitting panties as Ron had that rule about not wearing them. Adjusting myself, things fit well, and it was comfortable. I looked in the full-length mirror of the closet door and smiled. I liked what I saw. The doorbell rang as I was using a blow dryer to finish my nails, and I let Ron answer it, as the first guests arrived.

The party itself was a nice affair, though Ron had me at his side nearly the entire night. True to his word, he was a gracious host, and actually quite good at polite conversation, a skill I had never quite mastered. I could talk about things I was interested in, or about current events just fine, but the social niceties somehow just escaped me. The evening was very nice, and the party spilled out into the backyard as well, with a warm, gentle wafting breeze. The lights were soft, and the pool was lit to display nicely. All in all, the setting was amazing.

What wasn't amazing was Ron. He was all over me. Cupping my ass, holding my hand, even quickly kissing me a few times when he thought no one was watching. His hands were brushing my breasts 'on accident' as well. I saw eyebrows raised, and heard a few side-comments. At one point, Ron was behind me, his arms around my waist, and holding my hands, when the wafts of breeze filled my skirt. I tried to let go, so I could be more modest, but he wouldn't, and so I had a stressful moment or two, when the hem of my skirt got fuller and fuller. The hemline rose a bit, maybe to mid-thigh, before the gust died away, but for a moment, I was afraid some people powerful to my husband's career were going to get an eyeful. I had to get away for a moment.

"Ron, will you excuse me? I'd like to visit the powder room." I spoke, looking back up to him. He immediately released me and I stepped off, my heels marking my progress on the smooth concrete patio, his voice and the few we were conversing with raising in laughter. Inside, I ducked into my bedroom, and took a few moments to gather myself. I looked in the mirror. With some dread, I realized what was going on. Ron was staking his claim on me. The bedroom door softly opened and closed behind me. Turning, I saw it was Ron standing there, his hand gently caressing his crotch.

"Oh, no. Not now... Not here." I tried to chide him, shaking my head. But he would not be denied.

Wordlessly, he advanced on me, and his pelvis was against mine at the bathroom counter. His hands started to reach for my skirt, to lift the front, while his hips started to rock forward, bumping against mine. Had I been barefoot, his cock would have been punching me in the stomach. In my heels, we were pretty much pelvis to pelvis. I had to admit, I was needing it. His cock in me. But I had hoped to wait until after the party, when we could fuck with abandon. Now was not that time.

"Ron, seriously. This isn't the time." I began to whine, as my hands tried to hold my skirt down, with a weak effort. Just enough to show I wasn't in favor of this, but not enough to create a showdown, or to damage the dress. The satin was thin enough as it was, so I had to be careful. Even turning on my heel could have some embarrassing, or teasing consequences.

He ignored me, just looking into my eyes. By now my skirt was at my waist, and he was reaching to open his pants, and let them fall, so his cock was exposed to me, the hot, throbbing black snake already nearly at full-mast. I took a ragged, deep breath as he began to slap at my vagina with it, and my clit took a direct smack, making me moan. I hiked my butt onto the counter and parted my knees in submission.

My slickness made it easy for him to enter me. I had been nearly dripping when the party started, but the focus on guests, and playing hostess had been a good diversion, so I had stopped secreting my lubrication. But now, love juices were flowing with a vengeance, and his velvety ebony shaft entered me with ease. My hands held onto his neck, as I tried to look into his eyes, only to lose focus as he plunged into me firmly, my head falling back on my neck, long hair cascading down to almost my waist. Then the torture began.

His hips pushed his cock into me deeply, making my lips part as I breathed deeply, my fingers curling about his dark skin, until he bottomed out in me, and I felt his body filling me as Tony never could. There is something about being filled fully, something women know but will not admit to less-endowed lovers. Size really does matter, but not in a way that is humiliating. Smaller men are great lovers, but the well-hung? They can make a woman feel things deep inside them. Fantastic things that take good sex and make it catastrophically great sex. And Ron did that to me, every time. It was part of the reason I was falling in love with him. I gasped softly as I realized it. I was falling in love with the man.

I lasted only a little while before he made me climax, my jaws clenched tightly, lips pursed as I cried out into my mouth. My toes curled, and fists balled up, the release was much needed, even if the timing was horrendous. Ron lasted not long after, and he filled me with his black baby-juice, again making my womb risk his child. We were playing Russian Roulette with my fertility, a game I was certain to lose at some point.

My marriage was going to become a casualty. To what extent, I didn't know, but perhaps wit would be totally destroyed. I loved Tony, but I was becoming deeply in love with Ron. There was something about the man, a virility, a masculinity, and an aura about him that was impossible to resist. Tony was going to have to find out. And as I thought it, my lips blurted it out.

"Tony is going to have to find out."

"I know. Soon." He replied.

We then looked into each other's eyes. My eyes were caught in his gaze, and we shared some silent communication, the kind only couples have. We both knew it was true, and I think I showed Ron how much I felt for him. Whether he could read that message or not was an open question. He was still a man, after all, and they could be thick, sometimes.

Our silent conversation was interrupted by a tap on the door.

"Wendy? You in there?" a female voice asked. "You alright?"

I called out quickly. "Yeah, I'm fine, just touching up. I'll be right out!" I called back, praying that no one would open the door. I was still on the counter, my legs parted and my skirt at my waist, with Ron's naked lower half at my crotch, his cock finally falling out of me. A dollop of his semen fell to the floor with a plop.

My voice became a whisper. "Wait until I leave. Give me a few minutes and then come out, ok?"

He silently nodded, and quietly moved aside, holding my hips to gently let me down. I had to hand it to the man. He knew discretion when it really mattered. Reaching to my drawer, I had to pull on some panties, to keep Ron's essence from leaking down my legs. Ron's virility made him ejaculate heavily, and I had to keep from leaving a trail of our sexual encounter behind me.

Ron was pushing the agenda, and the timetable. I was getting in deep shit. I shook my head ruefully as I exited my bedroom, closing the door behind me; I was confronted by two women, wives of the office. They weren't happy.

"Let's talk outside", a brunette named Allison invited me. Her friend, Janine, accompanied us, and we wound up in the front yard, where we could talk alone.

"What the hell are you doing?" Janine was the first to go on the attack. "I work with your husband, and you expect me to keep my mouth shut?" Her tone was dark, and hard. Allison was just observing, for now.

"Look...." I started. "This wasn't my idea. Frankly, I didn't want to have this thing tonight, with Tony gone. But this was their idea." I was referring to Tony and Ron. "Tony knows that Ron is here, and that Ron is essentially the host in my house, and I'm just trying to be a good hostess. I'm not an idiot. I know Ron's been all over me, but what the hell am I supposed to do? He's my husband's boss! I don't want to make a scene in front of everybody." My own tone was a hiss, almost. My blue eyes were blazing angry.

Allison laid a hand to Janine's arm, and then spoke softly. "Are you going to sleep with him?" she asked.

I so badly didn't want to answer that. My vagina was already full of Ron's latest conquest of me. I had to take the safe way out.

"I...I don't know what Ron intends tonight." It wasn't true. I knew in my heart, that Ron was going to hammer me hard, his large, black nail impaling me to the bed, floor, grass, or wherever he chose to have me again.

Janine kicked back in. "Ron is a man-whore." She started. "He almost wrecked my marriage, and hers." She nodded her head to Allison. "He'll fuck you a few times, and then move on. He's done it to both of us." She added with some authority. "The way he's been all over you, I'm surprised he hasn't bent you over a chair already." Her voice ended with disdain. "Trust me. Two weeks, and he'll be on to another piece of ass."

That information made me think, and for a moment, my thoughts drifted as Allison next added on. Was Ron just using me for an easy lay? Would Ron leave me when he got tired of me? Tony was going to find out, certainly, and in a bad way, possibly tonight. Hell, he might even know, now! Allison's comments brought me back.

"...If you're wise you'll turn him down when he tries to seduce you. He's into some kinky stuff."

"Like what?" I had to ask. Curiosity always killed the cat, but I was nosey, now.

"He likes to make you take risks, and put you in danger. Oh, he'll try and rescue you, but he may not be in time. That's what happened to me, and I wound up getting mugged. Just watch yourself..." Allison finished.

"Don't be surprised if he tries to get you into bed tonight. The way his hands are all over you, I'm surprised he hasn't already." Janine concluded.

I shrugged, trying to be non-committal. There was no way to explain Ron and I had been lovers for three months at this point. "I'll have to wait and see what he tries. But like I said, Tony knows he's here, so Ron would be a fool to do something."

We all wound up shrugging, and the gossip-session ended. But again, the questions lingered, now even more so. My heart was splitting into two, my body was solidly in one camp, and my mind was just confused.


A Work Party Ch. 05

That night ended less than spectacularly. Some of the wives were glaring at me, and a few of the men were appraising me in a new and unpleasant way. I tried to ignore it, but obviously the word was out. Ron must've let something slip, and everyone knew I was his slut. Janine and Allison both gave me warning looks, before shaking their heads. Every nod or glance was small, and the unknowing would miss them, but the cues were there. Everyone knew Ron and I were an item.

When I shut the door after the last guest left, I spun on my heel and hissed at Ron, completely ignoring the hem of my skirt. "What the fuck did you tell them? Everybody knows!"

For a moment, he actually looked like he felt guilty. "I was asked about you by one of the clients. I made the mistake of confiding in him. I sealed the deal with him, but yeah, the word is out." He shook his head slowly.

Before it was I knew what I was doing, my blood boiled over, and I swung my palm upwards to slap him. "You used me to make some deal? What'd you do? Fucking pimp me out?" I shouted at him, the slap of my hand having connected with his ebony skin.

His reaction was completely unpredictable, and he simply grabbed me by the hair and used his far-greater strength to lead me to the floor, and I fell forward, right in the entryway. Using my hair like a leash, he dragged me into the living room, and then descended to his knees, pushing me flat to the floor, face-first. Holding me down with one hand, I could hear his pants being drawn open and the belt clinking as he was pulling his pants down.

He then lay upon me, from behind, and forced his knees between mine. I was struggling under him, screaming, "No! No!" I tried to pull down the hem of my dress, but the silky satin just wasn't long enough to provide much protection. There was little I could do, and almost before I knew it, his black member was sliding up along my folds, under my skirt. My wetness was obvious, and he was able to pull my panties aside and slide into me very easily, the long, full penetration making his sensitive underside of his cock massage the sensitive nerve endings of my sweet spot. I let out a long, loud moan.

I should have been furious, I should have been fighting him, but once he penetrated me, I was submissive to him, and my manicured fingernails began to claw at the carpet. I spread my knees, and whimpered as he began to pull out, before re-inserting himself into my white cavity, his black snake a stark contrast to my pink petals, not that I could see it. The view of my red-satin clad body, skirt on my back, and black Adonis atop me made a searing-hot vision in my minds' eye, and between my own visions, my pussy's signals, and the whole situation I was in, I gave in to him. Yet again, I became his, and I would deny him nothing. Not even my heart. Ron was raping me, and I loved it.

His thrusting in me made my body writhe under him, my toes curling in blissful joy, and all conscious thought blasted from my brain. Each thrust made my voice turn from anger, to moaning, to squeals of pleasure, until I started to beg him. "Fuck me!" I begged him. "Put your baby inside me!" I cried out more than once. "Make me your slut!" I was so close to the edge, and his pace was relentless, but even. My body was craving more of him, and I begged him to fuck me harder, and yet he was maddeningly slow. I was at that edge, that point where just a little tip would push me over, and yet he would not do it to me. Just long, strong, and steady thrusts, ones that made me feel all of him, and yet would not give me all of him. Yet I was dying for more.

It seemed to take an hour, but was more like ten minutes, before his hips started to buck spasmodically, and he gave me the few delicious thrusts I craved. And then he came in me, hot, heavy spurts of his bareback seed, splashing against my cervix and tunnel walls, and yet I could not orgasm from it. I had reached a plateau, and his flurried ending was not enough to kick me off the edge of the climax cliff.

He finished, and lay atop me, squashing me to the floor, and I tried to rock my hips, to drive my vagina onto his shaft, and it wasn't enough. I shed a few tears, wanting to feel that post-orgasmic bliss, and yet he wouldn't allow it. Now I was confused, and conflicted. I wanted Ron so very, very badly, both physically and emotionally. I loved my husband to death. And right that second, I wanted Ron more, a lot more. So much that I would have done anything for him, and his cock. I felt out of control when with Ron, and yet so very safe when he was screwing me. It was like nothing else mattered. As he climbed off of me, and left me laying there, I had a few tears leaking from my eyes. I looked up at him over my shoulder, as I rose to my own hands and knees, my skirt still flipped up, and his cum starting to leak from me.

"I'm going to pick up Tony from the airport and tell him." His voice trailed off. "But you have to make a decision. Him, or me." That last comment hit me like a blow to the heart. I pursed my lips, and even let loose a soft sob. After a few long, torturous moments, I sniffled up a potential runaway trail of snot from my nose, and spoke with trembling lips. "I don't know."

"Then let me show you how I feel..." Ron replied, and he reached for my hand, lifting me to my heels as my skirt fell back in place, and drawing me out the front door, without even my purse. I struggled to get my panties back in place, as I sat in his car. "Wh... where are we going?" I asked, my analytical side starting to gain control.

"To show you how you feel, and how I feel." was all he said.

It took us about 20 minutes, during which I said nothing, and Ron didn't try and pry anything from me. I thought about my wedding day, my honeymoon, Tony's family, heck, my own family. Tony and I had just started to talk about having our own family, now that his career had taken off. I was still certain I loved him, and would, perhaps, for the rest of my life. But between the two men, Ron was by far the most fantastic lover I'd ever known. Tony's body was just not Ron's. And somehow Ron's personality, his demeanor, his... aura, it all put him at a level above Tony.

Emotionally, Tony was my ideal. He was always there, always ready to listen, to support, to just be there. I was always there for him, as well, to let him vent off steam, to hear of his triumphs, and to hear of his complaints. To listen to his heart.

Ron, however, was making me his submissive, his slave, and what I needed wasn't as important as his needs. But his needs were mainly physical, and to that end, his needs to be relieved of pent-up frustrations with my body were my gain as well. I could tell when he had a bad day, or things had filled him with anger. Ron would take a different approach, and the sex was harder, rougher, and bordering on rape, but it was also hotter. In his anger, I was willing to be his release, because it just felt so damn good!

Tony asked me to wear things. Ron told me to. Tony gave suggestions, and Ron gave orders. Tony was my friend. Ron was my master. I had no way of knowing how Tony would react, but I doubted it was going to be good. Me with a white husband with a black master and lover? His black children in a white family? We pulled to a stop, and he shit the engine off, and simply said "Let's go." I stole a moment to try and fix my makeup as best I could, thank Heavens for the invention of waterproof mascara, and I slid out of the car, onto the street, realizing I had absolutely no idea where I was.


A Work Party Ch. 06 - And Last

For the Reader: This is the final installment of a series that has some elements of truth in it. I'll leave the reader to guess the what and where, and even the whom.

This story is, however, only a work of fiction. Whether you condone or condemn interracial sex, adultery, rape, risky sex, or any of the other themes within this series, the intent is for you to find enjoyment, and not a racist rant or other meaningless, degrading diatribe on or of the author. In short, if you can't be constructive, shut the hell up.

*****

A Work Party- Chapter 6

My Voyage of Self-Discovery Ends

The alleyway we parked in was actually far more spacious than I ever imagined. The single-lane drive was opened into a fairly large parking lot, with brick or concrete- walled buildings on three sides. There were some dank smells about, and the loud of dripping water somewhere, a steady stream of who knows what. Heavy debris and broken or discarded furniture was littered everywhere, and there were some stacks and piles that appeared to be organized lumps of trash.

The soft breeze that had been wafting along the outside became a lot stronger, and I had to hold my skirt to keep it controlled. We had wound up parked near the end farthest away, and at the end of the man-made canyon, forcing the air to flow upwards. It was powerful enough that any skirt of dress would fly high, if proper attention was not paid. I was glad that I was wearing panties, even if it was just a thong and a very tiny sheer patch covering my petals.

My heels crackled on the broken pavement as Ron escorted me out of the car, and around to the entrance of a non-descript door. There was a muffled heavy beat coming from it, and it looked all the world like some club only those "In-the-know" would find, let alone enter. Ron knocked and then the door opened outward, where the loud and heavy beat suddenly escaped, almost blasting my ears. The air smelled like pot and perhaps worse. He flashed a $20 bill and was admitted, leading me inside. The door was slammed shut by a very large, very obese bouncer, whose skin was even darker than Ron's, as if that were possible, and he had gold bling hanging from his neck, and large and gaudy gold rings on most of his fingers. His smile even had a gold tooth in it. His attire was simple athletic pants and a grey tank-top, covered by a matching over-size nylon athletic jacket.

The walls inside were painted black, with red and gold lights illuminating the end of the hallway, and the first room. Well, the main room. The hallway had doors on one side, and it seemed that there were sounds coming from a few of them. These were noises I could readily recognize, as I had made them myself. Loud, passionate moans from feminine voices, and the harsh grunting of a male rutting leaked through the thin wood, and I was sure, the equally thin walls. Breaking out into the main room, there was a dark wood paneling on the walls, with some red fake leather booths, and some high-top tables. A dark wooden bar was laid along the left side, one stocked fairly well, but with a bartender who was harried. He was thin, slightly built, and he could be heard replying to questions. His accent marked him as a foreigner, maybe from Jamaica, or even Haiti. I wasn't sure.

As Ron paused to take in the surroundings and who was who, I leaned forward into him, and asked for the powder room, as I needed to freshen up, and clean myself up. Ron's last sexual use of me had left me in need of some hygiene. Not that I would want to necessarily leave his spunk wasted, but I was a mess of sorts down below. He showed me where to look, and I left his arm, my heels making my hips sway in a sensual, strutting tease, the short red satin dress flirting left and right with the multiple pairs of eyes on my ass. I took in the patrons, and noted I was nearly the only white woman there. One I saw was serving drinks, in a very barely-there uniform, another was obviously arm-candy for this black man who was dressed in a very dashing white suit, and yet a third was bobbing her head up and down on this really tall guy's lap. I snorted as I saw her at work, wondering if she could deep throat as I could. Women could be catty about the strangest things, at times, and for me, my ability to purse my lips around the base of Ron's cock and smear my lipstick on him was a great source of pride for me. I was the reigning blowjob queen, just ask me!

Making my way into the mostly clean restroom, I took care of my business, and cleaned myself up. I had to use several passes at cleaning my crotch, as Ron's cum had smeared well onto my inner thighs. My thong was a lacey mess, so I took it off and rinsed it out with hot water. I know warm is what was called for when washing it, but I needed it clean, and hopefully dry. In the middle of all this, Miss BJ came in, and wedged her way into the sink area, spitting out the remnants of her lover's jism. I couldn't resist myself.

"That bad, huh?"

She cupped her hand to slurp some water, swishing it around and spitting it out before replying. "I can't stand the taste, it is like bitter sea water to me." And she slurped in more water for her oral ablutions.

I smiled in a self-satisfied grin. "Not if you swallow, I would think." I was setting the hook.

She just looked at me. "I dunno. There was a lot of it." She was nearly admitting defeat.

"Not if you deep throat him." I cheerily concluded, and the look on her face said volumes. Obviously, she couldn't, or didn't know how to do it. Having my catty moment of victory, I left her to her own cleaning, and made my way out, refreshed, and even a bit bolder, having stroked my own ego.

Coming out, Ron was nowhere to be seen. I frowned thoughtfully, and more carefully looked around. Then I saw him, seated in a booth and in a conversation with some other men. All of them were dressed more or less as he was, though one must've been a new arrival, as he had his own fresh white meat on his arm, which made the booth full. I decided it was safe enough to be on my own in the main room, and strutted my way past him, trailing along his shoulder as I did so. He looked and gave me a nod of acknowledgement and then went back to his conversation. I had been left to my own devices.

I was simply leaning on a high-top with my arms up, gently kicking my toe into the red carpet, and looking around, people watching. Miss BJ came back out, and looked much happier, and we made eye contact, exchanging soft nods as she went back to her host. Boyfriend? Lover? John? Bull? It made me wonder about the others, and their relationships. Including my own, when I felt a hand caress my butt, sliding down the silky, shiny soft satin, until the material ran out, and his hand then reached up, cupping my bare rear. Turning, I saw a younger man, also black, dressed in a grey hoodie and red basketball shorts, with open-laced white basketball shoes.

"Sup?" He asked, his voice almost menacing. I could see a tattoo on his neck. I was a bit nervous around him.

"Can I help you?"

"Yeah. You look lonely, an' I's needs a bitch."

I looked at him incredulously. "Excuse me?" I then looked for Ron, who had moved to another booth, farther away. He was ignorant of my new acquaintance.

"You lookin' fin' girl. An' word is you kin' suck better'n a twn'y dolla' ho."

I shot a fast glance at Miss BJ. She merely gave me a wiggly-fingered wave, a big Cheshire smile, and then went back to her table, and her man. Looking back, I was about to speak, when I found my mouth running into his lips, and his tongue erupted past my own lipstick-coated lips, his voice growling as he started a lewd French kiss.

I squealed, and I started to wave my arms about, but my protest was cut short as his free hand grasped my upper arm and turned me to face him, his pull mashing me to him, one hand pulling hard at my butt, and the other on my arm, all the while his tongue was raping my mouth. My tongue began to respond, and started to wrestle with his, and somehow, I mewed softly. The hand on my arm dropped to my other cheek under my skirt, and he pulled me up to my tiptoes, as my hands were on his chest. The kiss was lewd, it was wrong, it was lascivious, but it was oh so hot!

The kiss broke, and I had to take a deep breath to collect myself, looking at him as I shook the daze from my head. People underestimate the power of a deep, hot kiss, but this young man was an expert. He did look young, in fact, I was even unsure of his age. He then dove back to my lips, and this time it was easier, his tongue prying my lips apart as I kissed him back, again my soft voice mewing. I had a thought about Ron, and what would he think? But the kiss went on, and while I didn't embrace him, my arms simply laid on his as he held me tightly, long, strong fingers kneading my butt.

Again, the kiss broke, and this time I had the presence of mind to ask him who he was.

"I's Jerome." He replied. "But mos' jes' call me Rabbit."

"Rabbit? That's an unusual name." I followed with, still face to face with him.

"It's 'cuz I'm quick!" he grinned, and then his lips were on mine again, the kiss lead with his tongue, and again prying my jaw open to take him. My tongue still responded, and we shared saliva, my eyes fluttering closed. We seemed to rock back and forth, slowly, taking small steps, until I felt my back hard against the wall. I had to admit, he was quickly taking over, but my back to the wall caught my attention and I broke the kiss.

I looked past Rabbit, actually having to lean aside a bit, to see past the man, only to not see Ron anywhere. Not at the two tables he had occupied, not at the bar. There were other rooms deeper in the club, however, so I was certain he had simply gone further inside, to conduct whatever business it was that he had. True to his name, Rabbit was moving quickly, and I felt his hand slide around my waist to my hips, and he kissed me again. This time, I let him, almost eagerly. I could not believe how aroused I was getting, and the adrenaline coursing through my body was making my nipples grow hard as a rock, two pin-points through the top of my dress, the shiny satin giving an accent to them.

Rabbit's next move was smooth, and brought me back to him. He started to dry-hump me, and I could feel his growing bulge. How big was he? What about his girth? I had no idea, but because his shorts were nylon, they hid very little, and my lace panties protected me even less. My hands reached up to his shoulders, and I started to ward him off. "No... Don't..." I managed to breathe out.

He shut my protest by kissing me again, his hips holding me against his, as we gently banged crotches. His feel snaked between mine, and made my knees slide wider apart, and then I felt the real power of a man who would not take no for an answer. The kiss was powerful, and every bit as lewd as before, long and lustful, and I returned it. During all of this kissing, his hips bumped into me harder, with the new-found access, and my pearl was getting exposed as it grew from under its protective hood. His pace was quick, firm, and unyielding. I started to feel the real pleasures of being stimulated, each dry thrust sending new waves of lustful need into me.

The kiss broke, and he looked down at my me, my blue upturned eyes were held by his, and the sheer force of his will broke me. My arms fell from his, hanging limply from my shoulders as I lost all resistance. I was rocking my hips back at him, as he was at me, my voice uttering soft mews of enjoyment. I started to speak in a breathy, wanton need.

God how I wanted him inside me, and right there and then. "Rabbit, please fu-" but my words got harshly cut off, and Rabbit was grabbed from the side, nearly tripping over my spread and outstretched leg. I gasped as I followed the action.

It was the bouncer.

"Not here! Nu-uhn! You don' do that shit in here, you been tol'!" the bouncer barked. "I ain't getting' no vice raid 'cuz o' you, boy!" he snarled. "Take that shit outside if you wants, but not here!" his voice bellowed.

Of course, since he was yelling, the whole place was looking at the three of us. Rabbit held in the bouncer's thick vice of a finger grip, Rabbit being yanked about like a twelve-year old, and me, leaning against the wall, my heels and knees widely splayed, and my eyes lustfully dazed.

Rabbit was indeed living up to his name, because quick as lightning he had recovered and was grabbing my hand, pulling me after him, and down the hallway I had entered through. My heels stuttered as quickly as four-inch stilettos can, my skirt flying behind me as I was pulled out of the room, and down the hall, and then out the front door. Before I realized it, I was alone with Rabbit, back in the alley, outside the club.

Rabbit pulled me across the driveway, and against the wall of the alley, my butt resting on the edge of an old, water- and weather-beaten table, the surface long since salvageable. He kissed me again, then slid his lips to my neck, and nibbled on my earlobe. I moaned, his teeth hitting one of my erogenous zones, and I laid my hands to his shoulders My knees parted and I shifted my weight to my butt, lifting my heels in the air, legs bent. He started humping me again, firm, direct bumps at my crotch, and I sighed in submission, and started to dry-fuck him back. God how I needed him in me!

"Please, Rabbit... fuck me... stick it in me..." I was being sultry, a purring cat in dire need of mating.

I had no idea who this guy was, he was a total stranger, and here I was, asking, actually I was begging him to mate with me, and do it bareback, unprotected, and fertile. Just like I did with Ron. I didn't realize it at the time, but Ron had just shown me what I truly was. I was a slut, but a special one. I would spread my legs for any black cock. I was the type of woman you might see on an interracial porn website. I would wear those crop tops that proudly proclaimed 'No White Men', and thongs that bragged "Black Cock Only'

Rabbit lifted the front of his hoodie, and exposed his hard, tough abs, and the tattoos he wore. I had no idea what they meant, but he had a lot. It pegged him as a gang member. He was one of the type of people I would normally cross the street to avoid, and yet here I was, begging him to do the most intimate act with me. He held his hoodie up by tucking his chin, and then reached down to expose his member to me. It was turgid, throbbing and dripping. He wasn't huge, he wasn't gifted, but he was bigger than Tony. Ron had him beat by a proverbial mile, but still, he was black, he was hard, and he was ready. It didn't matter how big he was, only that he was black. I was, officially, a black cock slut, and with that, my marriage was doomed. I would wake up in the morning and realize what I had to do. Confess to Tony, and then ask for a divorce. This young thug had altered my life.

I leaned back on my elbows as he started to remove my thong, finally just using his thumbs to put a hole in them, as they would not come down past my thighs. Then he began probe me, his fingers rubbing his cock against my vulnerable hole, until my labia gave way, and I was open to him. I let loose a long, low purr, sucking in air between my teeth, adjusting my hips to make it easier for his entry. "Yeeessssssss" I hissed.

Then with a firm thrust, he popped into me, and I yelped. All of the arousal he had spun into me had my tunnel caving in on him in a convulsion, and it took him some time to get my body to accommodate him. Each thrust was firm, and gave him more of me, until after six or seven thrusts, my body submitted to him, and he sunk fully inside me. My head hung back from my shoulders, and he leaned forward to suckle my bare neck, making my voice mew even more. I felt him latch on, and he sucked and bit my perfumed soft flesh, as he began to thrust. Slow, deliciously wicked ones, I was moaning with each one, reveling in him, and his black cock so deeply inside me. "Fuck me, Rabbit.. fuck me... Cum in me!" I was whimpering.

Then our very public isolation was shattered by the loud thumping ringtone of his damned cell phone!

He rammed himself into me, which made me wail softly, as he answered it, holding the phone to his ear, as he held himself in me. He was nodding, rapidly, and started saying "a'ight..a'ight.. I gots you. A'ight!" then he asked. "Right now?" and he simply nodded. "A'ight. I be there." And then he did an astounding thing to me. He pulled out, and started to put his love-juice coated stick in his shorts.

"What the fuck?" I exclaimed, my lust turned into a furious frustration. What did a pretty, sexy, provocatively dressed, willing white woman have to do to get laid in a bar filled with black guys???

"Sorry, bitch..." he spoke in a very matter of fact tone. "I got's ta run. Fuck ya' later, slut!" and like that he was on the move, his feet moving him rapidly away. I had to give him one thing, his name was sure accurate. He moved like a rabbit on the run.

I fell back on the table, my head turned to watch him leave, my knees still high and wide, legs bent to my chest. With my skirt up on my stomach, I was completely exposed to the alleyway, and in plain sight of anyone on the main street who would happen to look down the alley. The lone lamp above the club's door illuminated me as well. I was so hot, so horny, and so pissed, I didn't care, and I laid there for a moment, to collect my wits.

The touch on my inner thigh nearly made me jump into orbit. I cried out with a gasp, and looked down my body, to see a hand, dark, black, and filthy. Then I was assaulted by the stench of the owner of the hand. Looking up, I followed the hand and then the arm clothed in a dirty, torn long-sleeve shirt, to a body wearing the shirt, buttons either missing or left undone, and an older man, black with greying hair. His other hand felt funny as it pressed on my other thigh, and I looked down, to see he actually had no hand at all. There was just a stump where his wrist would have been. I looked back at him, everything in slow motion, as I was a mix of shocked, scared, horny, and desperate.

His whiskers were at least two weeks long, and his eyes had a pale-yellow tinge to them. The same could be said for his teeth, and his breath was a similar rotted scent. Yet I lay there, wide and vulnerable to him, actually open to him. Part of me was wondering what he would do. Part of me was hoping he would do it, and part of me was afraid he would. If cleanliness was next to godliness, this man had been living in hell for months, if not years. All the while, neither of us spoke. It was silent communication, as if he was reading my mind, and I was reading his. I knew I would let him have sex with me, and he knew it, too. Then he reached to his waist, and undid whatever it was holding up his trousers, and he laid his cock on me, his gnarled hand stroking himself as he started to thrust along my moistened patch.

It took him awhile, but he managed to get hard enough to give it, and me, a try, and he poked at me. Rabbit had managed to open me enough that it only took a few thrusts before I opened for him, and he plunged into me. I scrunched up to my elbows, so I could watch, to see this weathered, homeless old man fuck a young, pretty wife, probably getting the first sex he had in many months. His thrusts were hard, and erratic, and I started to mew softly, encouraging him wordlessly to give me as much pleasure as he was taking.

I smelled something awful grow strongly, and I looked up, only to be surprised at his face, like Rabbit's before, maybe an inch from me. My lips already parted, he shoved his vile tongue into my mouth, while sticking his leaking cock into my love-canal, and I was overcome by the taste, and the scent. I worked hard at keeping my stomach from rebelling, and was able to not show much outwardly, but his tongue dug around in my mouth, under my tongue, and along my gums. He was consuming me much as Rabbit had, only in his own way. His hand grabbed my breast, squeezing very hard, which made me wince and whimper, and the stump of his right hand tried to hold my face to his. All the while he fucked me.



It was not long, maybe three or four minutes, and he started to spasm in his thrusts, and I swore I could feel him grow harder inside me, until he orgasmed inside me, thrusting his old black seed into my young white garden. His ejaculation was hard, and he almost seized as he did it, his grip on me pulling me to him as he held me close, as if I could escape his body's inseminating mine. My pussy was massaging his ebony rod, milking him, even though I had not had an orgasm. Desperate as I was, the scene was so surreal that I could not touch myself in front of him. Somehow, that was too humiliating, even though I had been having sex with two complete strangers in public, and in plain sight.

I was so drained now, I had lost all will. The time with Ron, the time with Rabbit, the dawning realization of who I really was. I fell back onto the table with a heavy thud, just as I heard a loud boom, as the club door was slammed open. "What the FUCK?!?!" Ron's voice bellowed.

My lover, my old, gnarled, filthy and wrinkled lover was literally thrown from me, a long trail of his semen linking him to me finally snapping and leaving a small trail on my thigh. I heard the sound of a scuffled fall as the man fell to the cracked asphalt, no doubt skinning his hip, or heaven-forbid, another body part. Ron then reached to me, and pulled me up by my shoulders, my knees finally falling and allowing my heels to reach the ground. Holding me to him, Ron started to soothe me, stroking my hair, and offering firm, masculine assurances I was now safe. He didn't even ask me what happened, he simply carried me to his car, like a child, and we left. Once we hit the street, I started to cry.

It was all coming to me, now, my old life, and its death, my new and uncertain one. My heart now belonged to Ron, but I was now terrified he would reject me. I knew Tony would likely never speak to me at least civilly again. Not that I blamed him. If the places were reversed, I'd likely get pregnant by some stranger like Rabbit, or the old man, just to spite him. I looked to Ron. "I love you. I now know who, and what I truly am."

Ron simply patted my knee and smiled. Looking forward, I heard him say words that were music to my ears. "I love you too. But I'm not touching you until you see a doctor." For some reason that was hilariously funny, and I could not stop laughing, until I cried.

Epilogue

When Tony had left for the trip, I had been looking forward to a chance to have mind-blowing sex with an illicit lover. Instead, I came to learn more about myself than I ever would, if I had stayed with him.

Ron had offered to go to the airport and tell him, but I insisted that it was my husband, and my marriage. He had to learn it from me. So I went, dressed nicely, but not in the eye-catching sexy Tony would have wanted. I had a couple of bags packed in the trunk of Ron's car, too, for when I knew Tony would throw me out.

I tried to be gentle, and I tried to explain it all, but it hurt him, and it hurt him badly. He flew into a rage, and he slapped me around. I wound up on the floor, where Tony did the first true dominant, all for him, thing he had ever done. He raped me. I couldn't stop him if I tried, and I didn't particularly want to. He would not kiss me, but he made sure to cum in me, as deep as his manhood could manage. During it all, I cried. I wondered if he had been like this with me before, would I have been true to him? Was it my ignorance of who I truly was that ended our marriage when I could have saved it? If I had known that being humiliated, being used, and being reduced to my submissive-self was what I needed from Tony, could he have done it? Would he?

My last kiss with Tony was when I greeted him at the airport. Even then, it was not a long tongue-lashing French kiss. He simply was too reserved in public for that. After he raped me, he did, indeed, tell me to get out. I went into my drawer, and pulled out a fresh t-shirt and a pair of panties I had intended to collect later, along with clean blue jeans. The dress I had worn was ripped, and would be thrown out, like my marriage. Within minutes of my call, Ron was there, to pick me up, and I began the next phase of my life, except for when I had to see Tony in court.

By then, I was well on my way to my new life. I dressed sexier, as Ron preferred it, I seldom wore underwear, as Ron forbade it, even in court. At the final court meeting, where Ron and I had to appear before a judge, I was starting to swell. I had Ron's baby inside me. Tony, by that time, had a scorching case of syphilis.

The End

