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Akako in India



 





Chapter 1




F
 or Akako, it seemed like an adventure: watching the Indian Air Force march in front of the C-17 Globemaster cargo aircraft, being escorted around by Indian C-17 pilots, at Hindon Air Force Station in northern India.

She was delighted at the idea of visiting her husband Jim in India. Jim, retired Colonel James Turner, the PIC (Person-in-Charge), was assisting the Indian Air Force in delivery and transition of the C-17 aircraft. India was to acquire ten C-17 cargo aircraft by the end of 2015, and Colonel Turner was TDY (temporary duty) from his employment with a large defense contractor to facilitate a smooth transition to the new airframe. He had been in India for a month when he suggested Akako fly over and spend a week. She was excited at the prospect of sightseeing and visiting the Taj Mahal. Jim was considered a foreign dignitary, a DV (distinguished Visitor), and this elevated Akako’s standing and stature. Along with Jim was a C-17 pilot from Travis AFB, Captain Dean Thor, a six-foot four black officer. The music box played “Jana Gana Mana,” the national anthem of India. Standing at attention next to Jim, Akako looked down and to her right at Dean’s blue Air Force slacks. The slacks did not do the trick. It showed the outline of his black cock. This played into Akako’s weakness, that is, for close to twenty-five years she maintained a secret affliction of black men, actually an addiction. However, she never jeopardized her husband discovering her secret—Akako had kept up appearances.

 

Akako walked with Jim and Dean down the corridor of the Indian C-17 Squadron. Her heels clicked on the floor. As she looked around she could not help but notice how the young Indian men eyed her from head to toe. This made her excited and curious about Indian men. Dean glanced down and saw beneath the very correct and corporate black business suit type dress she was wearing black slingback heels. It was the classic Akako look: seductive, unattainable, and sexy at the same time. He envied Jim for having such a hot wife. The three of them followed Colonel Patil, the new C-17 Squadron Commander, into the flight briefing room.

“Well, thank you very much, Captain Singh,” Colonel Patil said into the cell phone. “I will pass on the arrangements. Yes, a Bollywood actress will complement the tour. Thank you again.” Patil flipped the phone shut, and turned to Jim Turner. “The details for the Taj Mahal trip are finalized. The famous actress Cha Chowdhury will meet you there. She will be your personal guide of the Taj Mahal.”

For the first time, Jim really looked at the colonel. He was wearing an immaculate blue uniform with his service decorations, a small, precise, tense man of forty. He had the meticulous look that many pilots have, when they turn their focus to flying. Jim regretted what he was going to say but thought it best to be professional and get it out.

“Colonel, I appreciate and am deeply honored by everything you are doing and have done already to make my stay a pleasant one. However, I am concerned with the fuel gage on the CA tank on the jet that just landed. I want to go up tomorrow and run some in-flight calibrations. I do not want you signing off on that plane till that is resolved.”

“The center accessory tank? We have a problem with that on the first jet,” the commanding officer said. Now he forgot about the Taj Mahal and focused on the jet on the ramp.

“Colonel Turner, I can fly tomorrow and run in-flight calibrations on that fuel gage,” Captain Thor said. “You go with your wife on the trip and enjoy yourself.”

Jim looked at his wife and then looked at everyone. “No, Dean, you have been working your butt off and deserve some down time. And there may be more to this fuel gage than appears. I will get to the bottom of it. This could affect our delivery schedule with Canada and Australia.”

Despite the bad news, Akako was okay.

“Colonel Patil, thank you, for everything you have done for my husband. You do not have to worry about me. There is but one goal before us: the safe delivery of C-17 aircraft to this great nation.” Akako knew the official “wife lingo” and her role as an officer’s wife, despite that fact that Jim was retired.

Colonel Patil was relieved Mrs. Turner resolved his problem. He wanted the best talent looking at this problem

“Look,” Jim said firmly. “My wife and Dean accept your hospitality and escorts to the Taj Mahal. I’m sure they will have a wonderful time. I am curious, Colonel, why is an escort necessary?”

The colonel looked up, distractedly, as if Jim were interrupting an important train of thought.

“I’m afraid to say, but there is much crime in parts of India. The Air Force staff car with uniformed escorts will ensure a safe trip. And the five-star hotel accommodation will provide exciting night entertainment, particularly with the most gorgeous woman in all of India—actress Cha Chowdhury!”

In one sense, Jim thought the experience Akako would have with a professional black officer would be good for her. He often thought she was racist the way she treated and talked about blacks. Over the years, Jim noticed it with the gardener, the handyman, and other blacks they employed. In the beginning, like everyone else in California, they employed Hispanics, but when Akako discovered the Sheriff, who lived across the street was dead-set against hiring illegal immigrants, they slowly took on new hired help. But she always maintained an aloof attitude toward blacks, and he suspected she was somewhat prejudice.

The trip was shaping up nicely, Akako thought, the search for new experiences represents an appetite. Everything is an acquired taste, acquired through learning. She smiled at the two young, fit good looking Indian NCOs that would chaperone the two-day trip.


 





Chapter 2



In the staff car, sitting in the back seat, heading to the city of Agra, Akako sat in the back with Dean while the car bucked and lurched over the potholes on the dusty road. She used the opportunity to slide her long dress up and give the driver, Hati, a view of her sexy red laced panties. It occurred to Hati that he had never seen his wife in her panties. Even when they made love she kept her blouse hooked together and a cloth knotted around her waist. He had never admired a woman’s panties the way he now admired those of Mrs. Turner, exposing herself for him and Da. She seemed to be taking an interest in the two of them and not in the black pilot she sat next to in the back seat. The other Indian, a twenty-two year old named Da, kept turning around to sneak a view as he talked about the monkeys in the trees. She resisted giving Dean a glance as his eyes drifted. He pretended he was looking at the world with the curious traveler look, avoiding Akako’s eyes. Da had a small tattoo on his arm that attracted Akako’s attention.

“Da, what is that tattoo?” She asked, leaning forward and reaching her arm out to raise his short sleeve on his Air Force uniform.

“Oh, it is just a small football tattoo,” he replied. “I guess you call it soccer in the U.S. It is kind of a craze. Just a way to show loyalty to the sport.”

“Do you play?”

“Yes, Hati and I are both on the base team.”

Right then and there she made up her mind. She was going to do something—something different, something sexy, something nasty, whatever it took. She was going to have the time of her life on this two-day trip. She was going to seize the opportunity for herself—

She saw Dean turn to her. “I was going to get a tattoo years ago. I’m glad I didn’t,” she said to Dean.

Dean was startled, bowled over. He looked at her with a perfectly ordinary expression, as he wondered what kind of tattoo and where she was going to put it. “What kind of tattoo? Just curious?”

“Oh, a small, black ace of spades
 on my ankle,” she answered, staring into his eyes. She held her breath.

As the alarm rang in his head, Dean grew more excited.

Dean and Akako looked at each other. She could tell he was thinking the same thing she was. He opened his mouth to say something, but as he looked into Akako’s lustful eyes some certain knowledge seemed to pass between the two, and he stopped.

 

By the time the four pulled into the large parking lot, a half mile from the Taj Mahal, the adjacent sidewalks were packed with thousands of people. After they got out of the car, a policeman escorted them to a special transport car to take them to the entrance.

Then: “Excuse me, Mrs. Turner!” A voice from behind her. Her heart leapt. “Mrs. Turner, I believe? I was told to look for a beautiful Japanese woman, and there can be no doubt I found her!”

Her impulse was to embrace the most gorgeous woman, wearing a red and turquoise silk sari dress, she had ever put eyes on, but she just smiled and held out her hands. The two held both hands together for some time as preliminary introductions were made.

Two voices at once:

“Your dress, you are--”

“Fashion! Japanese women lead the trend in fashion and you are stunning!”

“I didn’t know what to wear. I did not want to dress too provocative and disrespect your customs concerning the mausoleum. Is the slit up the dress okay?” Akako said, turning to expose her shapely leg.

“Perfect! It is fine,” Cha replied. “Now, I have a gift from the people of India for you and Mr. Thor.”

Out of nowhere cameras appeared—the press
 , which for most cases was an obstruction for the actress so far as she was concerned. Now they looked into the cameras as two Indian girls, dressed in a simple salwar kemeez, presented Akako and Dean with a gift wrapped box of India’s finest tea. A video camera protruded in front of them like a large horn. Cha Chowdhury stared at one of the reporters, as if awaiting a question, to give her reply.

The talented actress gave a short speech about India’s newest airframe, the C-17, and the future projection of global airlift for India. She introduced Captain Thor who gave a quick history about the C-17 and the aircraft’s specifications.

Over twenty years as an officer’s wife had brought a lot of changes to Akako as a person. Most of all was the supreme confidence and authority resonating in her voice as she gave a glowing account of Colonel Turner and his ground floor work with the C-17 over the years. She concluded by recognizing the significance of the Taj Mahal, a modern wonder of the world, and the prize of India. Jim watched the video feed on the eleven o’clock news that night and glowed with pride at his wife, the mother of his son at the Air Force Academy.

“I want to thank the film crew and reporters,” said the actress, possibly to hasten their departure. Her head was slightly cocked, and she smiled at her two guest. “Shall we begin?”

“Cha, I would like these two young men to escort me arm-in-arm. Is that okay?” Akako asked.

“Why is that an American or Japanese custom?”

Akako raised her eyebrows. “No, it is my custom. And you get the big black man. Do you know what they say about black men?”

“Ayyyy,” said Cha. A smile spread over her face.

“I’ll tell you later,” said Akako, grinning with lust. “Gentlemen.” She extended her arms; Hati and Da entwined an arm on each side of her.

Cha smiled, this time with mischief. “Captain Thor, please escort me into the only grand mausoleum in the world dedicated to a woman!”

He looked at Cha with fixed concentration, as if trying to read her mind. “Dean,” he says. “Just call me Dean.”

The smile brought Akako great relief. The spell was in motion. Just where it would go, she only hoped.


 





Chapter 3



Facing the Taj Mahal from the great gate, the crowds are thick. Everyone squeezed in close to admire the great marble structure before them. The sun is shining; the view creates an air of expectation, of adventure. Akako is terrifically excited as she feels Da’s cock grow hard against her ass. A joyous image of Da’s thick cock in her mouth swam before her eyes. Standing close to Dean, she turns her head; he sees her reach a hand around in front of Hati to rub his cock. She is sandwiched between the two men. While looking into Dean’s eyes, she slowly gyrates her ass into Da. This continues for a few minutes while they wait for the crowd to lessen ahead so they can move. Dean had never saw anything so erotic in his life and is extremely excited. Akako maneuvers close to Cha and whispers in her ear.

“You are turning Dean on! Look at his crotch!” She reached down and squeezed Cha’s hand.

Shocked. She lowered her head slightly and looked down and to her left. Cha’s eyes bulged at the sight she saw outlined in Dean’s Air Force trousers. When she looked up, his gaze met hers and she instantly understood he sensed her need.

Dean’s awareness of Cha grew in intensity and he began to smell her scent of jasmine that seemed to cling to her skin, and absorbed the unspoken vibes that flowed from her. In her mid-twenties, Cha was in the full bloom of matured youth. She was cocoa-skinned and pretty. Her eyes were dark and alluring. A red bindi dotted her forehead, matching her sari. Her black hair was coiled in a neat bun behind her head. She totally captivated him from the moment she looked into his eyes. His heart actually missed a beat when their eyes met, then it started racing. He had to take a deep breath to calm it down.

And with that, Akako moved over to Hati and Da.

Dean stared into Cha’s eyes deeply and intently. Not knowing it or instinctively, she backed into Dean, feeling his manhood against the silk sari. For the remainder of the tour she was graceful, confident and classy, while her juices flowed in her loins.

 

After getting the room keys at the hotel, it was just the way Akako dreamed it would be. It was precisely that way, it made her want to hold her breath for fear something would break the spell. She was absorbed in her next words, the key to drawing passions together—just twenty minutes after Taj Mahal—such lust!

“I want to invite my Indian hosts to my room for Japanese tea,” Akako said to Hati, Da, and Cha. She showed the two Indian men her room key with the number on it. “Just give me a few minutes to freshen up.”

“What room are you in?” Cha asked.

From her lips, swollen with desire, glistening with red lipstick, came the lie:

“Room 110.”

“Ok, see you in a few. I’ll change and freshen up.”

--and in that instant Dean knew she gave Cha his room number. He wondered where this was possibly going.

Out of the corner of her eye Akako saw the bulge in Dean’s slacks grow. The cards were dealt. She hoped they would play out right. She saw no question in Cha’s eyes as to how she would play the cards.


 





Chapter 4



By the time Cha knocked on room 110, it was seven-thirty. She wore a small black pencil skirt that accented her smooth, bronze legs in black stilettos. Beautiful in the exotic kind of way, medium height, black hair, curvy in all the right places and eyes that were soft, dark, and alluring—the mark of India. Her hair was out of the bun and hung over her shoulders. She wore small ruby eardrops and clinking gold bangles on both wrists.

Dean opened the door.

She stared at him startled and frozen. He stared into her eyes and could see the primal lust. He tried to remember where he saw that look before and thought of Akako. Cha looked like a type of sexual creature.

She fidgeted under his gaze, looking as if she might flee at any moment. He didn’t want that to happen.

“Please come in,” he said. “Er, sit down, Cha.”

She looked around and saw they were the only ones in the room. She walked in and sat on the couch.

“Where is Akako?”

“Her room is across the hall.”

Cha reached forward with her hand and placed it to adjust her heel, and drew it up slowly while looking at him with hunger and desire. She felt his eyes on her and her skin started to sizzle. It was the first time she had ever been alone with a black man.

He sat down in the couch. He then moved until he was sitting close to her. She purposely smelled him, his scent causing her to breathe deeper. His natural scent was inviting. Delicious. Cha felt her heart flutter; his size made her feel small and vulnerable, but she wanted him to overpower her and be on top of her.

Like a spark uniting a flame rippling thru the two of them, they couldn’t hold it any longer; the hunger to kiss was to powerful. Both heads moved together, and the two lips pressed firmly together. She opened her mouth to let him in, and at the same time her tongue invaded his mouth. Dean shot his hands between her willingly spread legs and rubbed her pussy through her damp panties. In turn, she reached for the big black cock she had been thinking about all day. He crushed her mouth, his tongue thrusting between her lips.

Breaking from the kiss, Dean kept his eyes on her and slowly pulled the panties down the legs, and she stood and stepped out of them.

Dean unbuckled his belt and yanked it off. Cha fell to her knees and fumbled with the pant’s snap and zipper. She slid the pants off, along with underwear, and the eight-inch semi-erect black cock poked her on the chin. Surprised, she smiled. She caressed it, wanting it. It was absolutely breathtaking looking at the chiseled, rock-solid body. From head to toe, he was perfection. The moment her fingers made contact with the black cock, Cha began to moan and grasp. Her mouth moved instinctively to lick and taste. She stroked him and moaned as she felt it growing bigger. Cha wanted him. She had never been so aroused.

“I want you inside of me, Dean,” she said. “All of you.”

“Not yet, baby. Not till I taste your pussy.”

Dean felt a magnetic pull attracting him between Cha’s legs. Her body was hotter than he had previously imagined. After a moment, he pulled out of Cha’s mouth with a pop and dropped to the floor in the sixty-nine position. With his tongue, Dean massaged light circles over her throbbing clit. Waves of pleasure began passing through Cha’s body as she was able to suck black cock with a little more of the passion she ached to release.

He wrapped his hands around her voluptuous ass and pulled her into his mouth. The creamy nectar was insatiable. She was actually dripping with excitement. Her sweet smell, taste, and sucking had Dean reeling with excitement, and he knew he would not last--he wanted to fuck her.

He maneuvered the head of his cock between her legs, and as soon as he began to insert his cock Cha pulled him inside of her. She was so wet it slid in nicely. She squealed with pleasure as Dean picked up the pace. The size of his cock was amazing, Cha felt pain along with pleasure. But the pain was short lived as she grabbed his ass and pulled more and more of him in her. She gyrated her hips, fucking the black cock, as he pumped her harder and deeper. Cha wanted all of it. She wanted his cock in her mouth too, and for the first time in her life she wished for another cock, a black cock in her mouth. She did not want him to stop or pull it out, yet she wanted his hot juice in her mouth. And she had never swallowed a man’s seed in her life.

“I’m coming,” Cha cried.

Cha felt a blast of hot juice inside of her as Dean grunted. His cock got harder and blast after blast sent her in wave after wave of orgasms. The orgasm in her pussy sent a ripple of sensual delight through her entire body. They both clutched each other as they orgasmed together, and fell asleep in unison on the floor.


 





Chapter 5



Five minutes after Cha entered Dean’s room, to the minute, Hati and Da entered Akako’s room.

Da, a tall, masculine figure, son of an eminent Mumbai doctor, 24 years old, was dressed in an open-necked sport shirt, khaki pants, and running shoes. Hati was dressed in a similar fashion except for shorts.

Da nearly choked when Akako strolled toward the two of them and took their hands. Slowly she led them to the couch. The red mini skirt caressed her rounded curves, sending every nerve ending in Da and Hati on high alert.

He flashed a glare at Hati, who only smiled.

She pushed Hati into the couch and stood with her ass in front of him and bent at the waist while she worked on Da’s pants. Hati began caressing her ass and pussy. She let out a sigh of relief that turned into a groan when she pulled Da’s thick, uncut ten-inch cock from his underwear. He was shaved of all hair and this excited Akako.

“Oh, my god! I think I love India!” She said loudly and placed her hand around Da’s cock, as he placed his hand on the back of her head, running his fingers through her black hair.

It didn’t take long before she was backing into Hati’s seven-inch cock and taking him into her pussy.

“Spread your legs a little,” she told him. “I want to ride you.” He opened his eyes wide, and she could tell he was both shocked and intrigued by the size of Da’s cock. She pulled his cock to the side close to Hati’s face and saw the excitement in his eyes. She grew wetter at the thought of Hati sucking cock. It took some minor maneuvering, but she was finally riding him and positioning Da’s cock close to Hati’s face. Grinding herself down harder and faster on Hati while working on Da, she could tell both men, like herself, was close to orgasm.

Da must have sensed Hati’s arousal too.

“Go ahead, Hati, touch it. It is okay.”

Out of nowhere, she saw Hati’s hands encircle Da’s cock. His movements were tentative at first, but then he leaned forward and replaced his hands with his lips, putting the thick, uncut cock in his mouth. Akako looked at Da as Hati continued to suck on Da just inches away from her midline.

She watched Haiti and placed her arm behind Da’s tight ass. With her other hand she fed the thick cock into Hati’s mouth. An avalanche of pleasure passed through her body as Da unloaded his juice into Haiti’s mouth. This sight alone, one man sucking another man’s cock, sent Akako into orgasm. Sex was always so wildly unpredictable.

A fire spread from Haiti’s groin as his cum traveled up his shaft into Akako’s pussy. Everywhere that she touched sent shots of ejaculation from two cocks. She moaned with her head thrown back.

Akako lifted herself from Haiti’s lap, a thin sheen of sweat glistened over their bodies. She licked the Indian juice off her fingers.

From somewhere deep in the airmen’s mind came a feeling of fear. It was one thing to fuck a colonel’s wife when on an assigned duty; it was another to hang around afterwards and risk getting caught.

Hati followed Da out and closed the door behind him.


 





Chapter 6



“Akako!” Cha shouted, as she knocked hard on her door.

And even while wrapping a robe around herself and crossing the room she was amazed by the familiarity of the voice; it was like listening to her own secret desires. “I love black cock!”


“My god, you are so beautiful!”

Then a nasty thought occurred to her. She wanted her lips on hers. And in bed, when she gripped her and brought her breast into her—

Cha shivered, then ran into the run crying. “I just made love to Dean and am full of his seed. I am not on birth control and it is a dangerous time of month for me.”

Akako’s face burst with concern. There was simply no way to hold it in.

She stopped in some confusion and looked up at Akako from beneath her lashes. She was relieved to see Akako was smiling.

“Well, there is one thing,” Akako said. “A Japanese way of preventing pregnancy. A method used by the emperor’s concubines.”

“What do you mean?” Cha asked.

“The seed must be sucked out.”

“Okay,” Cha smiled with big round eyes. She had begun to be a little excited.

 

Not to be stopped Cha climbed into bed over Akako and started mounting her face. A low groan escaped her as Akako’s tongue quickly darted around her moist pussy. Akako sucked on her clit much like a cock until she moaned and pressed into her mouth. Already the seed was coming out in thick, white globs. The taste of black cock juice mixed with the spices of a hot Indian woman sent Akako into a mind blowing orgasm.

Cha had never been with a woman, and now she was more than willing to fuck Akako’s face until she had multiple orgasms. She pushed down below her naval with one hand and massaged Dean’s juices lower while running her other hand up her ribs to her full breast.

Seeing Cha touch her breast, Akako moved her hands up to use her palms to mold her breast and play with her nipples. Her mouth continued to work on the sensitive clit.

Cha could not no longer take it, and moved her mouth to Akako’s pussy lips. It was red, swollen and throbbing. She attacked her pussy as if she was starving for a taste. She was already wet and she began to clean her of her juices. Cha started really getting into eating her pussy and savored the smells and taste.

The feeling of Cha licking her pussy and sucking her clit while she did the same to her was enough to bring Akako to another orgasm quickly. Cha continued to suck fiercely wringing more of an orgasm from her until she also convulsed in an intense orgasm.

The two spent the rest of the night in each other’s arms, Akako telling stories of the black men she had sex with over the years. She stayed constantly wet with the memories. Cha promised to visit her in San Francisco. She liked black, and there was no going back.


 





Excerpt from First Taste
 (first Akako Kurosawa story)




FIRST TASTE


 


Chapter One



A
 kako Kurosawa sat in the window seat of the Shinkansen, the high speed train known as the Bullet Train, looking out over the rice fields. She removed a small box of See’s Candy from her Louis Vuitton handbag, both a gift from her father. The box said assorted chocolates on the outside. She found the candy deceitfully, alluring and chewing one she thought of her father. He was a company man, the CFO (chief financial officer) of a large Japanese conglomerate called Miyobo. He never ate chocolate and the thought of putting something sweet in his mouth to wet his appetite made him ill. Akako found it was a pleasant combination, the chocolate and green tea. There is no dignity in eating sweets. Dignity and reputation, along with status, the hallmark traits instilled in her by her father and Japanese culture. She had a habit of holding her handbag to her nose and inhaling her status. But she was on the verge of going against everything she had learnt in her nineteen years of a privileged upbringing in Osaka. She was desperate to keep this trip a secret.

The trip was a huge adventure, Akako thought excitedly. And at nineteen, she remained blissfully unaware of the raging hormones coursing in her loins. There was something about Caucasian men she found exotic. In the back of her mind she knew she would never marry a Japanese man—a huge blow to her father. This trip to Yokota Air Base, to experiment with her English, was supposedly a trip to visit her girlfriend in Tokyo and tour temples. The visit with her girlfriend part of the story was true. After changing train lines in Yokohama, she would meet Yuki, her girlfriend, at Mos Burger in the city of Fussa, next to the air base. It was fun to get away from the tight knit community of her affluent suburban life, a life that saw everything . . . even the secrets kept in human hearts.

It was seven thirty at night and Akako was waiting for Yuki at Mos Burger when her DoCoMo phone chirped. It was Yuki with a text. She read the Japanese characters in the message. “CANNOT MAKE IT, FRIEND WILL GET YOU ON BASE, SORRY,” the text read. She was texting a reply when she received another text, “HE IS ON THE WAY.” Again she went back to typing her response when Yuki sent her final text, “HE IS BLACK!” She put the phone down with something like horror.
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