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BARBIE'S FIRST JOURNEY
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Barbie, a beautiful blonde graduate from the University of Illinois at
Champaign was in her first year of internship at the First Chicago Bank.  She
was working under Mr. Jerome Mitchell, III, in the Municipal Division.  The
contrast between the beautiful Barbie, a petite, long legged classic beauty and
the overweight, overbearing and pompous middle age banker was the talk of the
banking community.


Jerome had nearly made the alluring blonde an indentured servant in her
eagerness to rise in the prestigious bank.  Her desire to ascend the Corporate
Structure of the bank  forced her to accept an unwelcome invitation to dinner
at the Claymore from her arrogant married superior.  Although she did not find
the pudgy banker attractive she did realize that with his father the President
of the bank, her fortunes would be vastly increased if "Jerome" was intoxicated
with her demeanor and naturally with her beauty.


She realized that it was wrong to go to dinner with a married man but was
intent on furthering her fast track career.


Barbie was every red blooded man's vision.  Her perfect petite body was
accented by the most perfect set of full breasts topped by a hard pert rosy
nipples.  Her long tanned legs were perfectly muscled and reached to a tight
firm ass that was the enhancement of womanhood.


On the night of the "date" Barbie chose to wear a short, tight satin
black mini dress.  Underneath the tight dress the immaculate Barbie wore only a
black lacy half bra; black lace panties and dark black pantyhose.  She had
slipped her petite feet into four inch black patent leather pumps and coated
her lips in a red coated paint.  Her long blonde hair was worn straight and
hung to the mid part of her back.


Although the beautiful Barbie was the epitome of sexuality the one truly
unknown fact was that the precious white princess Barbie was a virgin.  Even
with that great unknown the pompous and dictatorial Jerome had made the perfect
plan to seduce the young beauty.  He had an upscale apartment on LaSalle and
had made all the seductive arrangements.  His plan, although quite simple, was
to insure that the young beauty drink far too much, take her to the apartment,
and as a final touch introduce her the seductive powers of the white powder.
Once her mind drifted into a calm and serene state he would slowly undress the
beauty and enter her tight body with his less than impressive manhood.  Once he
achieved his victory he would discard her as one would disregard a rag doll.
Or, he thought to himself, maybe share her with several of the other rising
stars in the upscale bank.


In order to improve on what he considered a perfect plan he used his
considerable bankroll to influence the waiter to bring the unsuspecting beauty
extremely potent drinks.  It took only three of the double scotches to make
Barbie's mind start to swirl.  As the dinner arrived Jerome managed to ply the
beautiful blonde with two more drinks followed by a liqueur after the meal.
Barbie was too intoxicated to notice when the banker's pudgy fingers attempted
to make the journey up the succulent thigh.  As the fingers reached the inner
soft warm flesh Barbie finally awoke from her drunken numbness to ask the
banker to take her home.


As Jerome guided the swaying Barbie to the exit his plan was not of her
home but the plush penthouse apartment which was the second slice of his
devious plan.


As Jerome was guiding the swaying Barbie from the plush restaurant
another character was about to enter Jerome and Barbie's pampered lifestyle.
Sedrick, an aspiring Black musician, was practicing his second occupation,
namely burglary.  As he sipped the sweet wine he casually observed the
indulgent wealth of the plush apartment.  Every item in the swank surroundings
oozed wealth; dominant wealth.  Sedrick had no anxiety in removing the many
artifacts that would make his life much easier in the coming weeks.  As he
gathered the many precious objects in his army dufflebag he silently smiled to
himself.


As Sedrick finished his accumulation of the expensive artifacts he heard
the key in the outer door.  He quickly slipped into the shadows off the main
quality room.  He had been prudent when he first entered the apartment and had
disabled the main light fixtures.


As Jerome agitatedly tried to turn the main lights on he sensed something
was not right.  His assumption turned to reality as he entered the kitchen area
off the quality room and was abruptly dropped to the floor.  A ski masked
medium built assailant quickly grabbed the banker by his long dark locks and
brought the sharp edge of the fat hunting knife to his neck. As the knife made
the needed impact with the banker Sedrick barked out his first of many orders
to the startled and confused Barbie.


"Turn and face the wall.  If you don't see my face I won't have to cause
you harm," came the quick and decisive order.


Barbie, confused, and very frightened, quickly turned and faced the wall.
Her confusing night of intoxication and being groped by the obese and arrogant
banker had turned into a night of complete terror.  She could hear her supposed
protector begging for his life.  The assailant was mocking the rich groveling
banker and he left him in a pile after placing a strategically placed boot into
the vortex of the man's pride.  As Jerome grasped at his bashed manhood the
assailant took a black blindfold and placed around the bankers terrified eyes.


"If you take this blindfold off; it will be the last thing that you ever
see. Understand, you fat blob of shit?" questioned Sedrick.


All the damaged Jerome could mutter was complete obedience and submission
to the black assailant that had turned his life into a slice of pure hell.


Instinctively knowing that the grovelling banker would be of no
consequence to him Sedrick turned his sights back on the alluring beauty facing
the wall and swaying very unsteadily on her high heels.


"Get on the floor.  Interlace your fingers behind your head and keep your
elbows off the carpet.  Put your feet together and have your toes pointed to
the floor," came the demanding order.


Barbie did not hesitate a second as she quickly complied with the direct
and firm order.  Although she was still very much intoxicated she immediately
complied with her instructions.  The ordered position was very uncomfortable
and her breasts ached as she attempted to keep her elbows off the carpet. The
position caused her tight skirt to rise rapidly up the firm thighs. Sedrick
smiled as he observed the myriad of charms availing themselves for his seeking
eyes.


Sedrick walked over and stood on both sides of the prone magnificence.


"Why would a choice piece of ass like you waste your time with a tub of
snivelling lard like the piece of shit in the corner?" continued Sedrick's
questioning.


Barbie thought about the question but did not answer.


Sedrick, intrigued with the trembling beauty lowered himself so that he
was straddling the upper thighs of the beautiful blonde beauty.


"I asked you a question little princess.  Why would a beautiful girl like
you allow the human blob of fat to insert his pathetic manhood into your
precious little pussy?" Sedrick pondered.


"Please, let me go," whimpered the frightened beauty.


Barbie had let her elbows drop to the carpet; the action had irritated
the black burglar.  "Raise your elbows.  I will tell you when to relax; maybe I
will let you relax afterwards," Sedrick teases.


Barbie quickly resumed her beginning position.  With her face in the
plush carpet and the unnatural posture her lower back had started to ache.
However she instinctively knew that she had no options but to comply with the
powerful black man in control of her life.  The previously arrogant banker was
still whimpering in by the doorway to the kitchen.  Although his hands were not
tied he was bound to the position by his intense fear.


Barbie felt the heavy serrated blade as Sedrick let the blade slide up
her thigh.  As the blade made it's slow journey it raised the tight skirt.
Although her fear was intense another emotion was entered her alcohol fogged
mind. That emotion was intense arousal.  For the first time in her pampered
life a man; in this case a powerfully built black man had total control over
her entire being.  While part of her being was embarrassed at the exposure of
her upper thighs another part of her was profound pride at her perfectly
muscled and proportioned legs.


"Do you want to remove your dress for me.  I would like to see what you
were willing to give the useless piece of shit this cool fall night," mocks the
dominant black.


"Please.  I have never been with a man.  I'm a virgin," sobs the
quivering Barbie.


"That will make both of our pleasure more intense," counters Sedrick. "In
fact I think that I will remove your dress to relieve your anxiety when I will
enter your precious woman hole," continues Sedrick.


As he finishes his statement Sedrick allows the razor sharp hunting knife
to slice through the tight satin dress.  Barbie feels the cool air as the dress
separates into two separate pieces.  She had not worn a slip and the only
garments remaining are her black lace bra; black lace panties and black
pantyhose.  As the knife continues to her neck she feels the first moisture as
it starts to soak the black lace panties.  As the knife makes it's upward
journey she adjusts her arms and upper body to insure that she continues to
comply with the black assailant's command.


"Do you shave yourself?" questions Jerome.


By instinct, Barbie knows what the black is asking.  "I trim my mound;
but I do not shave myself," Barbie honestly answers.


Sedrick allows the thick blade to lie on the succulent ass cheeks of his
beautiful plaything.  As he observes the petite blonde start to shiver from
fear and from her awkward position.  He inserts the tip of the blade and drags
the weapon down severing the tight nylon to below the crotch.  The shivering;
and the trembling dew forming lips becomes more pronounced.


As the blade slips under the leg bands of her black lace panties Barbie
can feel her womanhole dripping its sweet smelling liquid down her thighs. As
the material is cut free Sedrick can see the dampness in the crotch of Barbie's
now useless pussy protection.  He inserts one of his long and nimble fingers
into the dew coated openings and is amused at the sigh slipping from Barbie's
brightly painted red lips.  The finger is implanted only to the first knuckle
but the pleasure of that insertion has brought the beautiful girl to the edge
of a deep and rewarding climax.


Sedrick removes his digit and asks Barbie a very pertinent question; "Do
you want me to insert my long black cock into your warm hairy pussy?"


The confused Barbie, still feeling the effects of the infusion of far too
much alcohol cannot bring herself to beg for the pleasure she knows is
awaiting.  "Please, I'm a virgin.  Please don't rape me."


Sedrick chuckles as he absorbs the young beauty's twisted logic.   He
lowers the dark sweat pants and his long ten inch rock solid black cock tumbles
forward.  As he lowers himself to the warm thighs below he rests his cock on
her firm ass cheeks, letting it rest between the deep cheeks.


"Please, don't," begs Barbie.


Sedrick's response catches the beautiful blonde off guard.  "I'm going to
make you beg for my black cock little princess.  If you stroke me to climax
with those firm ass cheeks I will not enter your precious little pussy; THIS
TIME," Sedrick teases.


With the muscular black burglar's long cock firmly wedged between her
trembling ass cheeks Barbie started clenching her cheeks against the solid
tube.  Keeping the hands interlaced behind her head and her tiring elbows off
the carpet she thrust upward attempting to give pleasure to her captor and save
her precious thin layer of virginity.  As she continues to manipulate the black
manhood she finds her precious womanhole sloshing with sticky woman creme.  She
can feel the manhood harden even more and is agitated as Sedrick starts humping
against her firm ass cheeks.


As the tension builds Sedrick reaches around his pile driving ass and
again inserts the first knuckle of his index finger into the now flowing
womanhood.  Barbie nearly passes out as she violently clenches; unclenches her
beautiful ass cheeks in an effort to force the black to shoot his seed. The
black lets his finger slip from the sloppy hole and drop to a fraction of an
inch until it reaches the hooded regulator of womanhood.  As he grips the
lovebutton between his index finger and thumb Barbie can stand no more
pleasure.  Her orgasm is massive and her asscheeks grip the solid tube of
pleasure.  The last tightening was all Sedrick could stand also as his seed
shoots forward driving into the bare shoulder blades and neck of his captive.


As the warm salty liquid smashes against her heaving shoulder blades it
causes the second orgasm to overcome her distraught tight body.  Barbie screams
out her release and it pleases her teacher.  As his climax subsides he stands
and strokes his long black cock emptying the remaining contents onto the still
thrusting firm white asscheeks.


"I will call you.  Our next meeting will find you begging for my black
cock.  Both of us know you will not be able to think about anything but my long
black cock being implanted into that precious little chamber of yours. Hell, I
might even let you take me up your tight little ass," mocks Sedrick.


He puts his sweatpants on while precious little Barbie continues her
prone position.  Jerome, the blubber bellied banker is still wincing in the
corner unable to understand what has happened ten feet from him.  Jerome picks
up the dufflebag and makes his exit.  One of his last treasures is the torn
black lace panties.  He inhales the sweet scent as he enters the lengthy
hallway.


As the door closes Barbie finally allows herself to relax.  Her arms,
shoulder blades and back are fatigued and she craves the simple act of relaxing
her tired body.  Jerome has finally sit up and calls for her.


The young girl looks disgustedly at the still blindfolded pot bellied
banker and rolls over.  She slowly gets up and starts gathering her shredded
clothing to the bathroom behind her.  Unable to use the ravished dress she
looks into Jerome's closet; pulling a shirt out and putting a raincoat over her
now shivering body.


She quickly leaves; and in the process doesn't tell the sobbing banker
that his tormentor has left.  She catches a cab outside the penthouse door and
falls into deep concentration as the Jamaican cabby whisks her home.  She
relives the evening pleasure as the black seed drips from her asscheeks and
sticks to the shirt tail.


During the next several days she silently completes her assigned tasks.
Jerome is completely detached.  He knows that she can and would tell of his
humiliation at the hands of the black burglar if he again tries to force
himself on her.


The next Friday night Barbie goes out with her best friend, Jennifer. The
two striking women burn the streets up in the quest for fun.  Jennifer
continually tells the shy Barbie about the pleasures to be found in Black
Sexxing.  Barbie, her eyes still looking to the stars, has vowed to save
herself for the perfect man; the man that she will allow to take her precious
cherry.


Anxiously, she remembers the previous week-end.  Her pussy throbs and her
minds floats to the mind boggling orgasm that the black burglar brought her to.


As the night ends Jennifer drops her friend at her apartment complex.
Jennifer, the adventurous vixen has lined up a young black stud to finish her
night.  She knows that her friend is not yet ready to submit to black manhood;
but time is on Jennifer's time.  Jennifer slides the vette into gear and roars
away as Barbie makes her way to her fourth story penthouse apartment.


Barbie inserts the key into the lock and slides the door forward.  The
time is nearly two AM and Barbie is very tired.  As she closes the door behind
her she lets her purse drop to the floor.


The soft order comes from behind her; "Put your arms to your side and
don't scream."


Barbie recognizes the deep voice.  Although startled at first she then
lets her arms drop to her sides.  Sedrick covers the one step between them and
silently attaches the black blindfold.  He swiftly ties the dark cloth behind
her head and steps back.  Barbie is dressed in a pink summer dress that buttons
completely down the front.  The dark hose are attached by a thin garter; her
ample breasts encased with a pink bra; and her precious womanhood covered by
pink bikini panties.  She is standing in black patent four inch pumps.


Although she should be frightened, Barbie merely stands before her black
tormentor.  Sedrick walks around and slumps into the luxurious white sofa.


"Do you want me to stick my black cock in your pussy tonight white
princess?" questions Sedrick.


"I am saving myself for my husband.  He will be the one to take my
precious womanhood; not some thief!" answers Barbie.


"If I were you I wouldn't be so insolent little tramp.  You may needing a
spanking to show you who your betters are.  Backtalk to me again and I'll tan
that tight ass that you brought me off on."


"Unbutton your dress.  I haven't seen your tits yet.  If you are good
enough I might choose to chew on your nipples little bitch," continues Sedrick.


Barbie was offended by the harsh and unforgiving language.  She realized
that she should be frightened; but the beginning tingling of her arousal are
starting to overtake her young, tight white body.  Instinctively she raises her
hands to start unbuttoning the top buttons on her tight sun dress. As each
button is edged free she lets out a small gasp.  Although blindfolded she
secretly hopes that her beautiful body is having a telling effect on the seated
black burglar.


Her hopes were being fulfilled.  Sedrick could not get over the beauty
that was unfolding before his very eyes.  Barbie was the most beautiful
creature that he had ever laid eyes upon.  Her tongue teased him as it darted
out between her red coated lips.  The sly smile on her face told him that she
was secretly hoping to seduce him to her spell.


As the last button broke free Barbie let the dress fall from her
shoulders bringing the perfect body into full view.  The flawless young girl
looked like a marble statute.  Her large beautiful breasts surged against the
restraining lace material holding the magnificent orbs.  Her tightly muscled
stomach trembled slightly and her dew forming pussy lips ached for a man's
caress; a real man; a BLACK MAN.  The moisture was starting to form on the
bottom sleeve of the panties and Barbie tensely waited for her next orders.


"Are you still a virgin, little princess?" questions Sedrick.


Shyly, almost embarrassingly Barbie softly replies, "Yes."


Smiling, Sedrick makes the short journey to the blindfolded blonde
beauty.  Barbie senses his presence but stands rigidly at attention, knowing
that Sedrick is ogling her tight young body.


"Take that disgusting bra off; I want to see if your nipples are hard. Do
they anticipate my sharp teeth little tease?" continues the Black Burglar.


Barbie reaches around and unhooks the offending garment.  She senses her
Black Captor is looking over her right shoulder and she innocently turns so
that he can observe more of her beauty.  She can feel that her large nipples
are rock hard.  As she turns, her ever increasing aroused womanhood leaks more
of its precious fluid into the crotch of her now soaked white lace panties.


Standing completely silent she eagerly anticipates the Blacks long thin
fingers to caress her hardening nipples.  Her breathing becomes more rapid and
she desperately searches for words to seductively encourage the Black to take
her sensitive tips into his fingers; or heaven forbid; his mouth.  As she
eagerly thinks of such erotic fantasies she allows her legs to part.  The
unconscious movement opens the flood gates of her precious and blood engorged
pussy lips and her sticky woman creme drips down her long legs.


Sedrick can sense the arousal of his blonde captive princess.  As he
casually observes the overheated beauty he can see the dampness flowing down
her legs.  Sedrick is in no hurry to pleasure the young white girl.  In fact he
is thinking of an infinitely more pleasurable journey for the virginal beauty.
He understands that he could mount and breed the rich and beautiful mare at
this very moment.  Once his long black cock blasted the thin membrane guarding
the pleasurable tunnel of love the beauty would be his until he tired of her.
Even then he would be able to trade the valuable womanflesh among his many even
more depraved black associates.


Quietly contemplating a devious path to degradation for the young white
society princess he gives the swaying beauty his next command, "Give me your
hands little one."


Unknowing, but eager to please the Black in hopes of future pleasures
Barbie offers her hands.


Sedrick, always prepared, produces a pair of black handcuffs which he
rapidly attaches to the offered hands.  He turns and taking a fish hook screw
from his pocket screws the device into the door frame leading from her
expensively furnished living room to her kitchen.  He then retrieves a
coffeetable and slides it through the door way.  The table sits a mere two feet
from the floor and Sedrick hastily determines it is the near perfect height for
his planned task.  He has decided that Barbie's full breeding session will take
place at a later date.  His plan of pleasure makes this, his second meeting
with the venerable Barbie, only a stop on the road to complete submission.


Barbie, obediently standing by the door, clad only in her soaked white
lace panties; blindfolded with her hands bound by handcuffs in front of her;
merely waits for whatever plan her devious black intruder has planned.  The
noise and the uncertainty add to her arousal.  She has never been this wet;
never been this aroused.  Even in her playful teasing of whiteboy lovers of
past, her tunnel had never ached for release as much as she desired the feel of
hard warm black cock this very instance.


Sedrick sat on the coffee table and commanded his aroused plaything to
pleasure him.  "You may come forward.  I want you to suck my BLACK COCK with
that sweet white mouth of yours little tramp."


No man had ever spoken to Barbie as this arrogant Black Man.  But, No man
had ever brought Barbie to her near orgasmic state as this BLACK BURGLAR.  This
petty thief had already abused her precious white body once; had humbled her
very soul.  This same street thug had now broken into her apartment;
blindfolded her, made her strip for his pleasure; taken away the use of her
hands and now commanded the prim and proper Ms. Barbara Ann Sescliefer to suck
his BLACK COCK.  Although humiliated and humbled Barbie moved rapidly forward
and impatiently assumed her subservient position.  She had to gauge where the
Black was seated and almost instinctively came to rest on her knees directly in
front of him.  Unable to know exactly where he was; or more important where his
long Black Cock was she let her tongue dart from her succulent red painted
lips.


Sedrick merely sit and watched the moist red tongue search for it's
target.  Barbie's arms touched his naked legs first and from that initial point
of reckoning her delicate mouth homed in on the twitching and hardening Black
Cock.


Barbie's tongue first contact with the large purple head excited her
immensely.  Her now dripping love tunnel turned into a torrent that flowed down
her perfect legs.  She had never sucked a cock before this very instant but
became an instant expert at oral love.  Her tongue licked at the twitching
defiler of many a beautiful lass; both black and white.  She traveled the
length and could not comprehend the largeness of the black manweapon growing at
the tip of her tongue.  She became a woman obsessed at the task before her.
Nothing in her world mattered more than giving pleasure to the BLACK CAPTOR
seated before her receiving pleasure by her warm and inviting mouth.  As she
continued her assigned task her fingers frantically rubbed the outside of her
panties.  Her frantic pawing was rapidly bringing the heretofore climax
deprived beauty to sexual fulfillment.


Sedrick chose the exact moment before climax to speak to the frantic
beauty.  "What would your white mommy think of her little darling now.  On your
hands and knees sucking BLACK COCK like a little white street whore. Stand up
you fucking slut!"


Barbie's mind was nearly unable to comprehend what the Black Master was
ordering her to do.  She was giving him pleasure; she was nearly at the peak of
a tremendous orgasm for herself.  Dazedly she rose to her feet in front of her
prone Black Master.  Her fingers were still absently rubbing her now raw and
blood engorged pussy lips.


Sedrick slapped her hands.  "Quit that you filthy whore.  You must wait
for your pleasure.  That is, if I decide to let you have pleasure.  Are you
ready to be BLACK FUCKED?"


Barbie, having removed her hands from her throbbing woman tunnel, eagerly
replied, "Yes.  Please Fuck me.  I have dreamed about you taking me every
moment since you first made my climax on Mr. Mitchell's floor.  God, I need
your hard black cock......"


Deliberately, Sedrick reached to the top of Barbie's drenched panties.
Barbie eagerly leans forward as if to encourage his stripping of her last
vestige of clothing.


Sedrick becomes amused at the eagerness of the white socialite to lose
her cherished virginity.  Although Sedrick's mansize black cock has been coated
with the sweet juice of cherry blood on many occasions he always has treasured
the moment of surrender by his chaste and pure conquests.


He inserts his fingers into the tight waist bands and slowly; ever so
slowly drags the lace covering down the tapered hips of his latest victim. The
slow journey causes Barbie ever more anguish.  She insanely craves the hard
black cock; craves its bludgeoning entry into and shredding of her treasured
virginal sheath.  However as the cloth is lowered she momentarily has second
thoughts. "How can she give her most cherished and prized inner self to this
common criminal?  How can she allow herself to allow him to enter her delicate
young body?  And for the first she becomes terrified about the prospect of this
BLACK STREET THUG impregnating her precious body."


Her thoughts evaporate as she feels the panties drop to her feet.  She
can feel the wetness on her toes as she quickly kicks them away.


Sedrick stares intently at the soppingly wet love channel.  He reaches
out his right index finger and lets it slide along the length of the dripping,
throbbing channel of pleasure.  The innocent movement brings a loud moan from
Barbie's  purring lips.  Anxiously she thrusts her hips forward hoping to
entice the BLACK TORMENTOR into thrusting the digit into her sopping mine of
pleasure.  As she thrusts forward he removes the pleasure giving digit.  Barbie
moans, begging for continued pleasure, forgetting her deep thoughts of only
moments before,  "Please, you must give me release.  Please fuck me. Please
fuck me........."


Sedrick gracefully rises and grabbing the handcuffed hands of beautiful
Barbie rapidly swings her around and raising her arms above her head attached
the chain on the fishhook in the top of the door frame.  The petite, 5"1"
beauty is nearly stretched to the limit.  She does have a small radius of
motion and still blindfolded becomes bewildered at her predicament.  She was
seeking another raging orgasm at the hands of the sexually talented Sedrick.
However she was now hanging from a hook, her eyes still blindfolded and her
trembling aroused body was totally naked.


As she contemplated her fate she felt the wet dark body of Sedrick slide
between her legs on the coffee table that she was straddling.  As his hips, and
his all important long black cock slid between the widely spread legs she felt
the large purple tip caress her sopping and aroused pussy lips.  She raised
herself, standing on her tip toes and angled her agile body so that it was
directly over the hard and unbending black pussy plunger.


She slowly lowered herself over the long BLACK COCK and felt immediate
pleasure as the first two inches were inserted into the outer reaches of her
core.  The pleasure made the virginal beauty almost faint as she slowly raised
and lowered herself.  The pleasure was powerful and she was engulfed into the
orgasmic state that she so desperately craved.  Unable to control her pleasures
she shrieked out her bliss; "Oh God; it's so good.  You give me such pleasure;
don't stop; GIVE ME MORE.   GIVE ME MORE BLACK COCK!!!!!!"


Only then did she realize that she could not plunge the hardened steel
black cock deeper than the two inches that it was already embedded into her raw
and throbbing pussy lips.  Try as she might she could not lower herself because
of her handcuffed hands.  Horrified she frantically struggled to insert more of
the pleasure giving instrument into her clinching and pounding pussy cavity.
As she frantically did everything within her power to achieve the ultimate
pleasure she so desperately sought with all of her being.


At the exact instant of her climax she felt Sedrick's black cock explode
it's demon seed deep into her womb.  The insertion had only been the meager two
inches but the volcanic eruption blew his seed against the protective layer of
skin and it nearly felt like the force of his spunk had broke through the
protective shield.  The black seed soaked her precious channel and seemed to be
never ending.  Even after her orgasm had subsided she could still feel his seed
spurting into her love channel.  As the seed careened against her tight chamber
the excess flowed down her widely splayed legs.


After a seeming eternity Sedrick slid from his prone position.  Looking
at the suspended Barbie he silently licked his lips.  Looking around for
something to clean himself he picked up Barbie's discarded panties and wiped
his sloppily black cock clean.  Barbie was exhausted and hung from the hook in
the door frame.  He wrapped the panties around her face and turned to leave his
latest prey.  "I'll call you.  Be prepared to meet me.  The next time you will
lose your precious virginity.  I expect you to dress like you are about to get
black fucked.  DON'T DISAPPOINT ME OR YOU WILL REGRET IT."


Sedrick pulled on his pants and left as silently as he had first entered.


For the next two weeks the previously prim and proper Barbie started
wearing very seductive clothing to the First Chicago Bank.  While all the
men;especially the whiteboys drooled over the now provocatively dressed
assistant manager.  Her tight, short skirts captured the imagination of not
only the men but also some of the beautiful women who envied Barbie's newly
found freedom.  Under the vexing outer garments the petite blonde beauty wore
only lace and silk from the latest Frederick's collection.  Her four inch spike
heels presented her perfectly proportioned legs to the maximum benefit.


After the end of the second week Barbie was becoming very concerned about
not receiving her hoped for call.  She endlessly fantasied about her next
episode of black sexxing.  It was the only thing that the talented princess
could think about.  As each of her whiteboy co-workers drooled over the tanned
beauty little did they know that there was no chance of prodding the beautiful
vixen with their inadequate manhoods.


At three PM on Thursday afternoon she received a call from her black
tormentor.  "Go to the lobby of the bank.  Enter yellow cab # 2072 and he will
bring you for your breeding session."


Barbie started to protest that she could not leave the bank early today
as the FDIC Federal Bank Examiners were reviewing the Municipal Files when she
heard the loud and uncaring click of the receiver.  Trembling from excitement
from the call she called Jerome Mitchell III and told him that she was
violently sick and was leaving this very instant.  She gave him no time to
protest the burden that she had just transferred to the pompous bank manager.


The Jamaican cab driver in yellow cab #2072 was parked directly out the
front door and said nothing as Barbie entered.  Her black suit was more than
stylishly short coming to an end three inches above her dimpled knees. The
patterned black hose had a rose embroidered at the top of each leg band and the
cabby viewed each rose before the agitated Barbie smoothed her skirt and
sternly told him to take him to her designated location.


Rebuffed the cabby smiled to himself.  He knew from past experience that
the haughty and upscale young blonde was rapidly going to find herself in the
proper pecking order of black sexxing.  The cab headed due south and as each
street passed Barbie become more and more agitated.  Her idea of an afternoon
fling consisted of the Presidential Suite at the Embassy in downtown Chicago;
not rapidly heading into the decaying housing projects of Cabrini Green.  As
each decaying neighborhood was transferred into another more dreadful landscape
of burned out hulks of abandoned buildings her nervousness turned into a
creeping tension of near terror.  Even the Jamaican cab driver sensed the fear
as he nervously kept shifting in his seat keeping his eyes peeled for the start
of a tragic ending.


Turning into a deserted side street he edged the cab to the curb and
turned to face his attractive fare.  "I want your panties and your bra. Sedrick
told me that you wouldn't be needing them and that you had better lose them
before I drop you off."  He stared at the startled young blonde who was
completely taken by surprise.


Looking around at the dissolute landscape that she found herself in she
quietly pulled her short black skirt up and slid the black lace panties down
her long shapely legs.  She was even more frightened as she looked into the
leering eyes and drooling mouth of the nearly toothless Jamaican.  She
unbuttoned her blouse only partially and was able to unhook and remove the
tight black lace bra without removing her blouse and jacket.  Her eyes showing
her terror she handed the two protective garments to the out stretched hands of
her newest tormentor.  The drool dripped from the toothless mouth as he brought
the sweet scented panties to his nose and inhaled the intoxicating fragrance.


After a short moment he suddenly remembered his location and hurriedly
turned and brought the cab to an abrupt start as he sped from the curb.  The
fact that she was moving again temporarily appeased Barbie. Hopefully it would
only be a short time until she was reunited with her black lover and protector.


Nearly thirty minutes later they arrived at the back of a dark dank
warehouse.  The windows were boarded up it was nearly dark.  "This is the place
sweet meat.  Get yo white ass outa my cab!" offered the less than reassuring
words of the black cabby.


As the tension builds Sedrick reaches around his pile driving ass and
again inserts the first knuckle of his index finger into the now flowing
womanhood.  Barbie nearly passes out as she violently clenches; unclenches her
beautiful ass cheeks in an effort to force the black to shoot his seed. The
black lets his finger slip from the sloppy hole and drop to a fraction of an
inch until it reaches the hooded regulator of womanhood.  As he grips the
lovebutton between his index finger and thumb Barbie can stand no more
pleasure.  Her orgasm is massive and her asscheeks grip the solid tube of
pleasure.  The last tightening was all Sedrick could stand also as his seed
shoots forward driving into the bare shoulder blades and neck of his captive.


As the warm salty liquid smashes against her heaving shoulder blades it
causes the second orgasm to overcome her distraught tight body.  Barbie screams
out her release and it pleases her teacher.  As his climax subsides he stands
and strokes his long black cock emptying the remaining contents onto the still
thrusting firm white asscheeks.


"I will call you.  Our next meeting will find you begging for my black
cock.  Both of us know you will not be able to think about anything but my long
black cock being implanted into that precious little chamber of yours. Hell, I
might even let you take me up your tight little ass," mocks Sedrick.


He puts his sweatpants on while precious little Barbie continues her
prone position.  Jerome, the blubber bellied banker is still wincing in the
corner unable to understand what has happened ten feet from him.  Jerome picks
up the dufflebag and makes his exit.  One of his last treasures is the torn
black lace panties.  He inhales the sweet scent as he enters the lengthy
hallway.


As the door closes Barbie finally allows herself to relax.  Her arms,
shoulder blades and back are fatigued and she craves the simple act of relaxing
her tired body.  Jerome has finally sit up and calls for her.


The young girl looks disgustedly at the still blindfolded pot bellied
banker and rolls over.  She slowly gets up and starts gathering her shredded
clothing to the bathroom behind her.  Unable to use the ravished dress she
looks into Jerome's closet; pulling a shirt out and putting a raincoat over her
now shivering body.


She quickly leaves; and in the process doesn't tell the sobbing banker
that his tormentor has left.  She catches a cab outside the penthouse door and
falls into deep concentration as the Jamaican cabby whisks her home.  She
relives the evening pleasure as the black seed drips from her asscheeks and
sticks to the shirt tail.


During the next several days she silently completes her assigned tasks.
Jerome is completely detached.  He knows that she can and would tell of his
humiliation at the hands of the black burglar if he again tries to force
himself on her.


The next Friday night Barbie goes out with her best friend, Jennifer. The
two striking women burn the streets up in the quest for fun.  Jennifer
continually tells the shy Barbie about the pleasures to be found in Black
Sexxing.  Barbie, her eyes still looking to the stars, has vowed to save
herself for the perfect man; the man that she will allow to take her precious
cherry.


Anxiously, she remembers the previous week-end.  Her pussy throbs and her
minds floats to the mind boggling orgasm that the black burglar brought her to.


As the night ends Jennifer drops her friend at her apartment complex.
Jennifer, the adventurous vixen has lined up a young black stud to finish her
night.  She knows that her friend is not yet ready to submit to black manhood;
but time is on Jennifer's time.  Jennifer slides the vette into gear and roars
away as Barbie makes her way to her fourth story penthouse apartment.


Barbie inserts the key into the lock and slides the door forward.  The
time is nearly two AM and Barbie is very tired.  As she closes the door behind
her she lets her purse drop to the floor.


The soft order comes from behind her; "Put your arms to your side and
don't scream."


Barbie recognizes the deep voice.  Although startled at first she then
lets her arms drop to her sides.  Sedrick covers the one step between them and
silently attaches the black blindfold.  He swiftly ties the dark cloth behind
her head and steps back.  Barbie is dressed in a pink summer dress that buttons
completely down the front.  The dark hose are attached by a thin garter; her
ample breasts encased with a pink bra; and her precious womanhood covered by
pink bikini panties.  She is standing in black patent four inch pumps.


Although she should be frighten Barbie merely stands before her black
tormentor.  Sedrick walks around and slumps into the luxurious white sofa.


"Do you want me to stick my black cock in your pussy tonight white
princess?" questions Sedrick.


"I am saving myself for my husband.  He will be the one to take my
precious womanhood; not some thief!" answers Barbie.


"If I were you I wouldn't be so insolent little tramp.  You may needing a
spanking to show you who your betters are.  Backtalk to me again and I'll tan
that tight ass that you brought me off on."


"Unbutton your dress.  I haven't seen your tits yet.  If you are good
enough I might choose to chew on your nipples little bitch," continues Sedrick.
Barbie was offended by the harsh and unforgiving language.  She realized that
she should be frightened; but the beginning tingling of her arousal are
starting to overtake her young, tight white body.  Instinctively she raises her
hands to start unbuttoning the top buttons on her tight sun dress. As each
button is edged free she lets out a small gasp.  Although blindfolded she
secretly hopes that her beautiful body is having a telling effect on the seated
black burglar.


Her hopes were being fulfilled.  Sedrick could not get over the beauty
that was unfolding before his very eyes.  Barbie was the most beautiful
creature that he had ever laid eyes upon.  Her tongue teased him as it darted
out between her red coated lips.  The sly smile on her face told him that she
was secretly hoping to seduce him to her spell.


As the last button broke free Barbie let the dress fall from her
shoulders bringing the perfect body into full view.  The flawless young girl
looked like a marble statute.  Her large beautiful breasts surged against the
restraining lace material holding the magnificent orbs.  Her tightly muscled
stomach trembled slightly and her dew forming pussy lips ached for a man's
caress; a real man; a BLACK MAN.  The moisture was starting to form on the
bottom sleeve of the panties and Barbie tensely waited for her next orders.


"Are you still a virgin, little princess?" questions Sedrick.


Shyly, almost embarrassingly Barbie softly replies, "Yes."


Smiling, Sedrick makes the short journey to the blindfolded blonde
beauty.  Barbie senses his presence but stands rigidly at attention, knowing
that Sedrick is ogling her tight young body.


"Take that disgusting bra off; I want to see if your nipples are hard. Do
they anticipate my sharp teeth little tease?" continues the Black Burglar.


Barbie reaches around and unhooks the offending garment.  She senses her
Black Captor is looking over her right shoulder and she innocently turns so
that he can observe more of her beauty.  She can feel that her large nipples
are rock hard.  As she turns her ever increasing aroused womanhood leaks more
of its precious fluid into the crotch of her now soaked white lace panties.


Standing completely silent she eagerly anticipates the Blacks long thin
fingers to caress her hardening nipples.  Her breathing becomes more rapid and
she desperately searches for words to seductively encourage the Black to take
her sensitive tips into his fingers; or heaven forbid; his mouth.  As she
eagerly thinks of such erotic fantasies she allows her legs to part.  The
unconscious movement opens the flood gates of her precious and blood engorged
pussy lips and her sticky woman creme drips down her long legs.


Sedrick can sense the arousal of his blonde captive princess.  As he
casually observes the overheated beauty he can see the dampness flowing down
her legs.  Sedrick is in no hurry to pleasure the young white girl.  In fact he
is thinking of an infinitely more pleasurable journey for the virginal beauty.
He understands that he could mount and breed the rich and beautiful mare at
this very moment.  Once his long black cock blasted the thin membrane guarding
the pleasurable tunnel of love the beauty would be his until he tired of her.
Even then he would be able to trade the valuable womanflesh among his many even
more depraved black associates.


Quietly contemplating a devious path to degradation for the young white
society princess he gives the swaying beauty his next command, "Give me your
hands little one."


Unknowing, but eager to please the Black in hopes of future pleasures
Barbie offers her hands.


Sedrick, always prepared, produces a pair of black handcuffs which he
rapidly attaches to the offered hands.  He turns and taking a fish hook screw
from his pocket screws the device into the door frame leading from her
expensively furnished living room to her kitchen.  He then retrieves a
coffeetable and slides it through the door way.  The table sits a mere two feet
from the floor and Sedrick hastily determines it is the near perfect height for
his planned task.  He has decided that Barbie's full breeding session will take
place at a later date.  His plan of pleasure makes this, his second meeting
with the venerable Barbie, only a stop on the road to complete submission.


Barbie, obediently standing by the door, clad only in her soaked white
lace panties; blindfolded with her hands bound by handcuffs in front of her;
merely waits for whatever plan her devious black intruder has planned.  The
noise and the uncertainty add to her arousal.  She has never been this wet;
never been this aroused.  Even in her playful teasing of whiteboy lovers of
past, her tunnel had never ached for release as much as she desired the feel of
hard warm black cock this very instance.


Sedrick sat on the coffee table and commanded his aroused plaything to
pleasure him.  "You may come forward.  I want you to suck my BLACK COCK with
that sweet white mouth of yours little tramp."


No man had ever spoken to Barbie as this arrogant Black Man.  But, No man
had ever brought Barbie to her near orgasmic state as this BLACK BURGLAR.  This
petty thief had already abused her precious white body once; had humbled her
very soul.  This same street thug had now broken into her apartment;
blindfolded her, made her strip for his pleasure; taken away the use of her
hands and now commanded the prim and proper Ms. Barbara Ann Sescliefer to suck
his BLACK COCK.  Although humiliated and humbled Barbie moved rapidly forward
and impatiently assumed her subservient position.  She had to gauge where the
Black was seated and almost instinctively came to rest on her knees directly in
front of him.  Unable to know exactly where he was; or more important where his
long Black Cock was she let her tongue dart from her succulent red painted
lips.


Sedrick merely sit and watched the moist red tongue search for it's
target.  Barbie's arms touched his naked legs first and from that initial point
of reckoning her delicate mouth homed in on the twitching and hardening Black
Cock.


Barbie's tongue first contact with the large purple head excited her
immensely.  Her now dripping love tunnel turned into a torrent that flowed down
her perfect legs.  She had never sucked a cock before this very instant but
became an instant expert at oral love.  Her tongue licked at the twitching
defiler of many a beautiful lass; both black and white.  She traveled the
length and could not comprehend the largeness of the black manweapon growing at
the tip of her tongue.  She became a woman obsessed at the task before her.
Nothing in her world mattered more than giving pleasure to the BLACK CAPTOR
seated before her receiving pleasure by her warm and inviting mouth.  As she
continued her assigned task her fingers frantically rubbed the outside of her
panties.  Her frantic pawing was rapidly bringing the heretofore climax
deprived beauty to sexual fulfillment.


Sedrick chose the exact moment before climax to speak to the frantic
beauty.  "What would your white mommy think of her little darling now.  On your
hands and knees sucking BLACK COCK like a little white street whore. Stand up
you fucking slut!"


Barbie's mind was nearly unable to comprehend what the Black Master was
ordering her to do.  She was giving him pleasure; she was nearly at the peak of
a tremendous orgasm for herself.  Dazedly she rose to her feet in front of her
prone Black Master.  Her fingers were still absently rubbing her now raw and
blood engorged pussy lips.


Sedrick slapped her hands.  "Quit that you filthy whore.  You must wait
for your pleasure.  That is, if I decide to let you have pleasure.  Are you
ready to be BLACK FUCKED?"


Barbie, having removed her hands from her throbbing woman tunnel, eagerly
replied, "Yes.  Please Fuck me.  I have dreamed about you taking me every
moment since you first made my climax on Mr. Mitchell's floor.  God, I need
your hard black cock...... "


As Barbie opened the door and stepped out she looked up at the four story
dilapidated building.  She barely noticed that the cabby had also gotten out.
He moved uncomfortably close and Barbie backed against the cab.  She was unable
to comprehend what the cabby wanted; that is until she looked into his face.
The raw lust showed through his leering face.


"I guess maybe you would like to give ole sugar a little blow job huh?"
mumbled the cabby.


"No, please let me pass.  I need to find Sedrick; he called for me"
pleaded the now frightened Barbie.


Barbie tried to move to one side but froze in her tracks as the cabby
pulled a nine inch K-Bar fighting knife from his boot.  Fright turned to terror
and she slowly allowed herself to slip to the rough concrete as the cabby put
his hands on her soft delicate shoulders.  Once she was on her knees she looked
straight ahead and seen the dirty black fingers pry at the button and zipper
holding the torn blue jeans together.  Once the zipper slid down and the blue
jeans parted the Jamaican's long thin black dick spilled forward. At first the
unwashed smell nearly gagged the upper class socialite.


Much to Barbie's dismay, as soon as the long thin black dick flopped
forward she had an uncontrollable urge to wrap her petite red coated lips
around the pleasure giving organ and suck.  As she sucked she raised her
delicate hands and gripped the throbbing organ as her tongue licked the
underside of the now rock solid cock.  Her enthusiastic submission to black
cock immediately had it's telling effect as the Jamaican brutally thrust
forward and emptied his huge load of black creme into the sucking and licking
oral cavity.


Barbie consciously tried to capture all of the jism but the quantity made
that impossible.  As she turned her emerald eyes upward the spunk dripped out
from both sides of her petite mouth.  The sight of the submissive blonde
sucking his long black dick caused the Jamaican to let loose another shot of
salty cum in Barbie's willing mouth.  The now over flowing salty discharge
dripped down on the expensive white silk blouse and came to rest  on the upper
side of Barbie's large breasts.  The warm liquid caused her already hard
nipples to thrust against the restricting soft fabric.  The wet sticky gob
welded the nipples to the expensive silk blouse and Barbie could feel her pussy
lips coated with the first hint of dew.  Her blatant display of sexuality had
eased her first fears of terror when she arrived at this dark and bleak
warehouse.


When the Jamaican had squeezed the last of his discharge into the willing
receptacle of Barbie's mouth he backed up and pulled his dirty and torn blue
jeans up.  He hastily pulled the zipper up and not looking back slipped into
his cab and sped off.


Miss Barbara Ann rose and walks towards the lone doorway.  As she pushed
the rickety door open she wiped the remnants of the Jamaican's spunk from her
lips.  Only at this moment in time did she fear that her black lover seen her
wanton display of lust.  She could not reconcile in her own mind what possessed
her to drop to her knees and eagerly suck the Jamaican's long black cock.  Such
a circumstance would not have been possible a mere month ago and happened
nearly as a whim only minutes previously.  She wondered; "What kind of
promiscuous slut have I became in only a month?"


From the fourth floor five sets of eyes eagerly follow Barbie's journey;
from the gutter on her knees to the entrance of their pleasure palace. Sedrick,
first among equals is extremely proud of his newest white beauty. She has
brought the first rushing to blood to each of his companions black cocks.  He
can tell they approve of the beauty attempting to find her way to him.


Barbie struggled forward through the huge building.  She journeyed from
one floor to the next seeking her black lover; the lover that promised to take
her precious cherry.
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                               The Beginning.....


by Arc Light


First, let me introduce myself.  My name is Michael Washington,  the
luckiest African American in the Mississippi Delta. Three months ago I was the
sole winner of the largest lottery in state history.  Prior to that moment in
time I worked on the night shift at Panhandle Machinery.  It was a small
manufacturing plant of about sixty employees; of which all but nine were good
old white redneck complete assholes.  The racial discrimination was complete
and absolute.  All the truly miserable, inhuman and completely degrading jobs
were assigned to us nine blacks.  The white boy rednecks delighted in
humiliating us black brothers at every junction.


Since the unemployment rate in our rural county was in excess of forty
percent there was literally no place to go; quitting and going on the generous
Mississippi unemployment dole of $60.00 for the next thirteen weeks was really
no option.


However once I received the first check of the lottery, I walked into the
owner's dingy office and fifteen minutes later the plant was now mine.  The
tired rich old white bastard was gleeful as he exited my plant; a plant owned
by an uppity black bastard.


During the next several months I was able to secure nearly five million
dollars in federal and state contracts; contracts awarded basically on race.


As the profits rolled into the plant I set my plan in motion.  I gave the
white boys a simple proposition; if they wanted to remain at my plant they
would accept a twenty percent pay cut and the savings would be redistributed to
my eight black brothers.  Although there was a tremendous amount of grumbling I
knew they had no options.


The second part of my realignment plan involved the seduction and
ultimate subjugation of the pretty white wives of the mostly young factory
staff.  By seducing the innocent and helpless wives, I would gain complete
domination over the white overlords who ruled my life for the last twenty six
years.


While the husbands were toiling in the unbearable Mississippi heat, I
started my home visits to the domiciles of my faithful white boy employees. The
first three homes (mobile homes) were almost embarrassingly easy.  The conquest
of white cunt consisted of simply informing the sobbing young white bitches
that unless they stripped and sucked my nine inch black cock their husbands
would be getting their final pay check this next Friday.  As they begged for
their husband's pitiful livelihood, I gently placed my hands around their head
and pulled their frightened faces towards my hard black cock.  After they
sucked my black seed down their sweet throats I gave them the schedule of my
next visit.  I told them that I would be calling them where they were to meet
me and also the appropriate attire.  They were also grilled about the birth
control method they were on and since most could only afford condoms I mocked
them that if they satisfied my needs I would use a rubber; if they displeased
me I would fuck the little bitches bareback and they could take their chances
with my potent black seed.


The master plan of course consisted of impregnating the most desirable of
my white boy wives and thus cruelly mock their husbands when their wives
produced a bouncing black baby.  Using this method it would be only months
before I obtained total domination of the dirt poor back water shithole we all
called home.


Now that I have outlined the master plan, I will tell you of the fourth
visit, I made that hot July afternoon.


Karen Saunders was the most desirable beauty in the entire county. She
was only eighteen but had an inner sexual aura that oozed from her every
action.  Her natural long blonde hair careened over her petite shoulders. Her
breasts were small, but firm and topped with rock hard pencil sized nipples and
quarter sized pink areola.  Her long legs were perfectly tanned and her tight
stomach reached down to her lightly covered tight pussy.  To entice her hard
working husband she had trimmed the soft down to a very a small "V" pointing to
the tight and desirable treasure.


Her husband, David, worked all the over time he could in order to provide
his beauty with all the small things that he could.  However, the long hours
and back breaking work caused the young husband to be near exhaustion when he
arrived home.  For the last several years his ability to sexually satisfy his
beautiful wife was constantly in question. Once he lost confidence in his
ability to obtain erection of his average size cock, the failures multiplied.
With his exhaustion, and the ongoing problem of impotence he shied away when
his desirable wife initiated sexual coupling.


I arrived at David & Karen's rusting mobile home at about four in the
afternoon.  The mobile home was in the middle of the trailer park and my new
white Lincoln townhouse made a sharp contrast to the drab and decaying
surroundings.  As I walked to the door I noticed that the shades of the
adjoining windows were taking in every step.  Under normal circumstances a
black man would not be allowed to call upon a young white married housewife. I
smiled as I tapped on the mobile home door; these of course were not normal
times.  A man with money commands respect, and I was the man with the most
money in this town, where time forgot.


The good and proper Mrs. Karen Saunders appeared at the door wearing a
white tank top, without benefit of bra and cutoff jeans which defined her long
tanned legs.  She became startled as she looked down at me standing at her
door.  Quickly looking around her eyes returned to me and she quietly asked;
"Mr. Washington, what brings you to this neighborhood?"


"Hello Karen.  May I come in?" I quickly answered.  I could sense that
the beautiful wife standing before me was searching her mind trying to come up
with an excuse to not let me enter.  "There are some problems at the plant and
I think it would be best if we spoke inside," I calmly stated, looking around
the drab mobile home park.


As Karen looked at her neighbors, she decided it would be best if I
entered her home; the home that she shared with her outwardly desirable husband
of three years.  She and Rob had married when she was fifteen and he had taken
her precious cherry.


Nervously she stepped aside as I leisurely sauntered into the clean but
sparse mobile home.  The under powered air conditioner struggled but could not
keep up with the late afternoon heat.


I walked over to the sofa and sat down.  "I'm thirsty, bring me a
lemonade over ice," I commanded.


Somewhat shocked by the cavalier attitude I took, Karen nervously looked
around and finally went to the small kitchen and made my lemonade.  As she
meekly approached I patted the seat next to me on the sofa.  "Please join me. I
have something that I need to tell you about the plant."


Very hesitantly she slid beside me after handing my lemonade. She kept
her long legs tightly together and looked deeply into my eyes without saying
anything.


"I'm afraid that the plant will have to lay off nearly fifteen workers. I
need to increase the profitability of the plant and discovered that the
remaining workers could accomplish the same work if they are motivated a
little.  I can't think of a better way to motivate them than cut a fourth of
the freeloaders,"  I quietly stated.  As I looked into the pretty blonde's blue
eyes, I could see the apprehension spread over worried face.


Finally she looked up and asked the obvious question, "What will happen
to David?"  Her voice was shaking and her red coated lips trembled.


"Well......  I'm afraid... " I start to say, secretly smiling again when
I see her face turn to horror.


"But, we just got a another car and we have many bills that we are behind
on,"  she says, tears starting to fill her eyes, she quickly looks away trying
to hide her tears, "David said that everything at work was going great
and....."


"Well, ....... " I start, my hand taking her trembling hand, I gently
caress it, "you know that he doesn't have to be laid off."


Grasping at my latest opening she desperately looks into my dark and
forbidding eyes and mutters, "He doesn't have to...... " Rubbing the tears from
her eyes she looks back at me.


"No, he doesn't have to.  It is of course up to me.  I decide who
stays..... and who goes." I state, feeling my long black cock start to harden.


"You do?" she questions.


"Yes,  you see I have already been to see some of the other wives. And
well... lets just say they cooperated.  And their husband's will not be laid
off.  I stopped by and was wondering if you wanted to help your husband retain
his job?"


Pleadingly, the beautiful white wife looks into my face.  "Well, yes of
course, I want to help my husband."


A lewd smile crept over my face as I pulled her beautiful  hand down to
my crotch.  My black dick hardened as the delicate fingers grasped and then
abruptly pulled away.


"Oh no; I couldn't be unfaithful to my husband," begs the beautiful
Karen.


"Before you say no, I would suggest that you think of your husbands and
your future.  How long could you survive without your husband's job?" I mocked.
As I asked the question, I let my right hand fall to the delightful knee and
gently slide my large black hand up the tender and tanned flesh of Karen's
inner thigh.


"No, please......." she whimpers.


"OK, fine..... your husband can look for a new job.  Ohhh yes, and he can
forget about using me as a reference.  In fact, he will have a hard time
getting another job.  I'll make sure of that.


Karen starts to sob as I get up and turn to leave.


"Wai... please wait..." she whimpers.


I turn back, facing her, looking down at her on the couch. "Yes??" I ask.


"Please don't make me do this.... please, oh god please," she sobs.


I turn to leave.  "You're wasting my time bitch; I'll find another white
bitch wife."  I mock as I turn to leave.


"No please... I??" she says hesitating. lowering her head, whimpering
"OK."


I smile, stepping back, facing the beautiful vision.  I put my hands on
my hips, waiting.  She hesitates.  "Come on Bitch!!  I don't have all day!" I
yell down at her.


She slides up to the edge of the couch.  Her trembling hands slowly reach
up.  Her fingers grab the zipper of the slacks of my Italian silk suit. I look
up, a big leering smiles on my face, as I look around this pitiful broken down
mobile home.  I smile wider when I hear and feel my zipper being pulled down.


I feel her small hand sliding into my slacks.  Her fingers wrapping
around my thick black cock, hearing her gasp.  She struggles to pull my cock
through.  I wait patiently, she finally pulls my thick black cock out.  I look
down and smile, as I see her eyes wider than ever, her mouth handing open,
asking "I guess you have never seen a black cock before?"  She slowly nods her
head.


I smile, "Come on bitch, wrap those red lips around my black cock."


Karen cautiously takes my cock into her wet and warm oral cavity.  She
licks the large purple head like a lollipop.  During her three years of
marriage she has not been exposed to anything but the traditional missionary
style of intercourse; and very sparingly the last six months.  She feels a
sticky dew forming in the crotch of her tight cut off jeans.  As she becomes
comfortable with the thick purple head she struggles but eventually gathers in
another three inches of my thick black cock.  As she struggles to suck in the
rock hard cudgel, I mock the meek white housewife.  "I guess with your precious
David you don't have such a hard time getting his puny cock in your mouth?"


Her distraught mind reels; thinking about the limp and useless cock of
her husband.  The long, thick hard black cock is causing her nipples to rub
themselves raw against the course tank top.  Her white panties are soaked with
her woman dew as she struggles to suck in even more of the pleasure producing
cock.  She cannot fathom the hardness or the size.  Her husband's less than
ample manhood is all that the near virginal bride has ever experienced and at
this point in her life leaves much to desire.


As my cock hardens, I start to thrust my hips, grinding my black cock
against the back of Karen's throat.  As she starts to gag I feel my nut sack
gather their precious discharge.  I quickly grab Karen's hands as she struggles
with the huge log wedged in her tightly constricting throat.  One final quick
thrust brings on my explosion of black seed into the wet and tight throat of
the precious Mrs. David Saunders.  Karen sucks my precious fluid until I let
her hands go and she drops to the worn carpet.  As her lips disengage from my
black cock the sticky discharge drags a line of sperm from my purple head to
her chin.  Her eyes close and she tries to blot out her distasteful submission.


I step forward and work out the remaining sperm from my now dwindling
manhood.  It drops to her long tanned legs and her eyes spring open as she
feels the warm sticky discharge coat her beautiful legs.


"What birth control do you use?" I question.


Startled, Karen looks up and meekly answers, "the only thing we can
afford is condoms."


I straddle the prone housewife and kneewalk until my wet and dripping
cock is resting on the still covered precious breasts.  I let the still leaking
cock coat the tank top bringing the nipples to their second erection of the
afternoon.  As she stares apprehensively into my dark eyes I shock the young
housewife again, "You displeased me by your hesitation.  I will call you later
this week.  Since you are such a cock hungry bitch your stud fee will be fifty
dollars."


Karen, started to protest, but then let her comment evaporate. She knew
that she had no options open with her husband's black boss straddling her
aroused and cum soaked body.


"If you please me I will use a rubber.  If you choose to disobey me again
our next meeting will leave you with your pussy full of black seed," I sneered.


Rising, I zipped my pants and slowly walked to the door. When I reached
the fragile door, I turned to get one more peek at the prone beauty breathing
heavily on her elbows.  Her face, with my black spunk dripping off her chin was
full of anxiety....... and of arousal.


"Yes, I thought..... Mrs. David Saunders will make a very nice plaything
for my many planned adventures."


As I exited the faded trailer I smiled as I felt the many eyes scoping my
every move.   As I drove out the park I knew that David would be the recipient
of many questions this hot summer night.


Black Boss -- Chapter 2
                            The Conquest Continues


by Arc Light


Mrs. Karen Saunders was totally on edge the next several days after oral
satisfying her husband's dominant black boss.  The beauty had only on the
rarest occasions satisfied her own husband with her oral charms.  Her husband,
David, was having a hard time at the run down manufacturing plant.  His black
boss had passed out the word that his black foreman was to give David all the
dirtiest and most unpleasant jobs and the foreman carried out the instruction
to a tee.  The more exhausted and stressed out that David was had a direct
impact on his ability (and desire) to make love to his stunning beautiful wife.


It was nearly a week before the Black Boss made his phone call. Michael
knew that the longer he delayed the phone call the more that the precious and
desirable Mrs. Karen Saunders would be on edge. Michael enjoyed the conquest as
much as he enjoyed the depraved sexual pleasures that were at the end of the
conquest train.


When the phone rang, with its distinctive high pitched screech, Karen
looked apprehensively at the solid black device.  Putting her delicate fingers
around the headset, lifting it, she softly answered, "Hello."


Michael let her wait several long moments before he spoke his first
words.  By the time that he uttered the trembling wife his first order, Karen
Saunders was completely distraught.  "Mrs. Saunders?"


Karen, her hands shaking, and her lips quivering, finally answered the
deep black voice on the other end of the phone line, "Yes, Mr. Washington."


"I told you to not allow your husband access to your body this week. Have
you obeyed me?" came the arrogant response.


"I have not allowed David to have sex with me Mr. Washington.  He wanted
to on several occasions but I told him that I had a headache," answered the
trembling housewife.


"I want you to come to my office at the plant.  But first...... I want to
tell you what I expect you to wear.  I would suggest that you don't disappoint
me my dear," continued the arrogant black fuck master.


The black waited a short time before continuing; allowing the trembling
housewife to absorb his instructions.  "From now on I expect my little
plaything to never wear a dress or skirt that is longer than six inches about
your knee.  You are not allowed to wear a bra from this point on; especially
since your little titties don't need support anyway," he mocked.


"When you come, you best bring your husband's condoms. Once you get here
if you look presentable enough I may let you put one on my black cock before I
fuck you Mrs. Saunders.  And Mrs. Saunders..... don't forget to bring your
black stud fee," he smirked.


Karen, nearly in shock, carefully absorbed the humiliating orders.


After Michael Washington hung up the phone, Karen slid down the kitchen
counter and sit on the spotless kitchen floor.  Her heart was pumping and there
was a light sheen of perspiration covering her entire body.  The pencil sized
nipples on her small but perfect breasts were jutting against the white cotton
blouse.  Her hand slowly dropped to the tight cutoffs and stroked the puffy
outer pussy lips.  They were already blood engorged before her hand made the
journey and she felt her woman dew coat her pretty white panties.


After a few moments she came to her senses; looked around the small
kitchen in her mobile home and hurriedly made her way to her and her husband's
small bedroom.  She rapidly pulled the white blouse off and wiggled out of the
tight cutoffs.  Once they dropped to the floor, she pulled the damp white
panties off and pulled her best black lace panties from her bureau drawer. She
pulled her thin black garter and black thigh high hose from the drawer and sat
on the bed before pulling the soft garments up her long and tanned legs.
Pulling the closet doors open she selected a short dark blue skirt with
matching vest.   A shirt should have been worn under the sleeveless vests but
Karen decided to forgo the blouse.  As she started to leave the bedroom she
remembered one more needed item.  Turning she opened the door to the night
stand and removed three of her husband's condoms.  With the needed protection
in her small hands she scampered to the door of the overheated trailer.


Once she reached her ten year old dilapidated car she sped the nine miles
to the dingy rundown plant.  When she turned into the fence protecting the
sixty year old plant her mind raced to one item that escaped her heretofore
distraught mind.  "What if she ran into her husband.  How would she explain her
slut like appearance?"


Quickly looking around she nearly ran to the stairs leading to the
office.  As she burst into the outer office she felt a surge of relief overtake
her frightened mind.  As she shut the door behind her she looked directly at
Michael Washington's secretary; a tall and stunning black girl with a faint
sneer on her face.


Karen meekly stated, "I have an appointment with Mr. Washington."


"May I tell him who you are?" asked the black girl, sizing up the
distraught young housewife.


"My name is Mrs. Karen Saunders," the young housewife timidly stated.


When his secretary told him that his latest plaything was waiting, he
arrogantly told his secretary to have her wait.  He realized that there were no
chairs in the outer office and it amused him that the housewife would be that
much more distressed, when after twenty minutes, he allowed her to enter his
inner sanctum.


As Mrs. Karen Saunders meekly entered the luxurious office, she walked to
the front of his massive desk.  Fidgeting, she looked at the dominant black
lover that less than a week ago she had sucked to climax.


"Well, what do you wish Mrs. Saunders," asked the large black boss.


Karen looked down bewildered at the question.  In her mind she was here
because the black bastard leisurely sitting in his large chair wanted to stick
his large, thick black pole up her tender pussy.  She was here because unless
she willingly submitted to his lewd demands her husband would lose his job. And
she was here because, because her pussy was secreting a torrent of sticky woman
creme in her black lace panties and her rock hard nipples were thrusting
against the abrasive hard cloth of her dark blue vest.  She was here because,
because she wanted this black bastard to ram his nine inch steel hard black
cock up her dripping cunt.  And finally; because her white boy husband had
never aroused her like this black asshole, who was making her beg for him to
fuck her.


"I don't know what you want me to say," the petite housewife finally
answered


Amused, Michael Washington, the black fuck master, looked into the
frightened housewife standing before him and gave her the answer.  "The reason
you are here Mrs. Saunders is to get your fix of black cock.  Whenever you are
asked this question again your proper response is that you are here for your
black stud service.  Do you understand?"


Frightened; unsteady on her black patent high heels; and with a deep and
never ending throbbing of her blood engorged pussy lips she softly stated, "I'm
here to get my black cock fix."


"Have you brought my fee?" questioned Michael Washington.


Humiliated further, Karen reached into her small purse and produced five
ten dollar bills.  It represented nearly twenty per cent of her husband's take
home pay.  As she pulled the bills out of the purse the three rubbers fell to
the floor.  She stooped and picked up the lubricated condoms and stood with
them in her delicate hands.


As the black fuck master looked at his latest conquest, he mockingly
asked the trembling white housewife, "Do you want me to use your husband's
rubbers when I fuck you?"


"Yes, please.  I don't want to become pregnant......." answered the
nervous young housewife.


The black boss gracefully pulled himself up and walked around the desk,
where he looked down at the shy and misfortune young housewife.  He took her
chin in his large hand and guided her lips to meet his.  He let his long thick
tongue caress her red painted thin lips and finally probed the outer defenses.
After a few tries the young wife submitted and allowed his tongue to enter her
warm and wet oral cavity. His tongue forcefully explored her small mouth and
she felt her own tongue duel with the thick intruder.


As his tongue sought out it's own conquest, he maneuvered his left hand
to the blue vest covered breast.  He massaged the sensitive hard orbs and
finally started unbuttoning the top buttons.  The action startled the housewife
and she tried to step back.  It was at this point that Karen fully comprehended
where she was; and why she was here.


The buttons continued to be manipulated apart and Karen felt the large
warm hand encompass her small firm breast.  As Michael massaged the pretty
breast meat,  he rubbed the front of his pants against the tight stomach of the
increasingly aroused housewife.


Karen grasped as she felt the hard black cock rub against her throbbing
small hood of pleasure.  The caress brings the swollen pussy lips to full
arousal and the young tender housewife wraps her arms around the broad
shoulders of her tormentor.  Michael now has accomplished the debuttoning of
the vest and slips the offending garment from her delicate shoulders and allows
the vest to fall to the floor.  The movement brings into full view the small
but perfect breasts.


As the dominant black looks down at the magnificent sight, he feels a
surge of blood harden his thick black cock.  Just as he squeezes the tender
morsel sticking out from the perfect cylinder of flesh, he hears a knock at the
office door.  A smile creeping over his face he orders, "Enter."


The utterance stuns the aroused white housewife.  Astonished she looks up
into the smirking face of the black who was boldly fondling her tender breasts.


Karen steps back and attempts to cover her breasts as the door swings
open and a white co worker of her husband enters the room and is totally taken
back at the sight of the cowering white housewife attempting to cover her bare
chest.   Stunned he stands with his mouth open and only then does he see the
huge bulge in Michael Washington's tight Italian slacks.  As he looks into
Karen's humiliated eyes he feels a surge of manhood fill his work pants.  He
then quickly turns, mumbles his apologies and scurries to the door.


The black reaches out and pulls the stunned housewife against his
muscular shoulders by her long flowing blonde hair.  "You won't need your
skirt.  Take it off,"  he sternly orders.


Confused by the last few moments Karen quickly unclasps the side hook and
lowers the zipper.  As the skirt falls to the floor the Black Master is
presented with a striking portrait of  the beautiful housewife's long legs
encased in shimmering black thigh high hose.  He reaches down and gently
strokes the tightly muscled stomach of the beautiful girl.  His slow circular
stroking continues until it reaches the top of the black lace panties. While he
is stroking the taut stomach, he looks into the closed eyes of the sensuously
swaying housewife.  Her tongue licks her red covered lips and a quiet sob
escapes her lips.


"Do you want my black cock Mrs. Saunders?" Michael asks.


In a trance, a sexual trance that she has never before experienced, the
young housewife submissively mutters, "Yes..... Yes  I want your black cock."


The black boss understands that the continuing conquest of the beauty is
his sexual need.  The need to totally break the fragile white wives of his
broken workers.  After they fall under his total  and complete sexual
domination, he will destroy the husbands' sense of self worth.


"Remove my shirt; then my pants.  I want you to stroke my cock with those
delicate fingers of yours," he orders.


Karen obediently obeys her master.  She carefully removes his shirt and
then pulls the expensive dress pants from his muscular thighs. He, of course
does not wear underwear and the long hard thick black cock springs from its
constricted confines as the pants are pulled down his legs.


Michael guides the sexually intoxicated housewife to the large leather
sofa opposite his desk and she slides down in the soft cushions. Unbelieving,
she stares at the nine inch steel hard cock as Michael drops to his knees. He
places his fingers in the tight waist band of the black lace panties and
slowly; agonizingly slowly drags the covering cloth from Karen's leaking woman
channel.  Karen begs him to hurry but Michael merely drags the black panties
down the long, long legs. Closing her eyes she prays that he will strip the
cloth from between her legs so that he can bury his hard black cock deep into
her belly.


Michael looks into the wet and inviting chamber of love and lowers his
head and licks the outer pussy folds.  The gentle scraping nearly brings Karen
to a full and complete climaxes as she raises her hips to engage the pleasure
giving tongue.  "Please suck me......... Oh my God!!!!!!" she screams.


The more that Karen begs for his tongue; for his cock the more that
Michael hesitates.  Time is not of importance.....  Total Sexual Domination is
of importance.  Michael Washington is firmly in control of the writhing
housewife begging for his cock below him.


"Does the prim and proper little wife want a little black cock?" mocks
the Black Master.


"OH God;  I'm begging you.  Please I can't wait............ Please have
mercy!!!!" wails the aroused housewife.


Michael wraps his hand around the black cock and knee walks the several
steps towards the out stretched legs of his latest conquest. Once the pleasure
of the tongue stops, Karen opens her eyes and is awestruck with the huge black
cock inching it's way towards her sopping pussy channel.  She rapidly scoots
her ass towards the massive black weapon leveraging his body on the heels of
her feet to gain greater leverage.


As the tip of the black cock touches the tight but lubricated pussy lips
Karen nearly passes out.  She can feel the intense heat of the purple tip of
the hard black cock and is startled as Michael allows the tip to insert itself
into the channel opening.  Karen moans as the tip is thrust against the
ungiving opening.


The white housewife is becoming startled that maybe the huge pole will
not fit in her seldom stretched sex.  The consumed girl is pushing herself
against the unmoving mass of her black lover.


"Do you want me to stop and put on one of your husband's rubbers?" he
asks; a smug smile stretching across his face.


"NO......  You can't leave me......... Please enter me; Please OH GOD
fuck meeeeee......." Karen screams.  The begging can be heard by Michael's
secretary in the outer office.  It is a sound that she hears almost daily since
Michael Washington has taken over the company.  A different day...  A different
white wife.


Inch by agonizing inch Michael inserts his cock into the tight wet cunt.
When he reaches four inches he stops the insertion and looking into Karen's
tormented and pleasure wracked face mocks the housewife.  "This is as long as
your husband's cock.  It's all that I'm going to give you today....."


Karen desperately thrusts against the massive black body.  She grabs at
his shoulders and wraps her long legs around the back of his thighs doing
everything she can to force more of his black cock into her love chamber.
However try as she does the black does not allow another precious inch of black
manhood to be imbedded into the now stretched womanhood.


"Clench your pussy......  I want you to suck my black cum out by
massaging my black cock with your pussy muscles.  Please me and I will flood
your chamber....  Disappoint me and I'll  strap your white ass with my belt."
commands the black boss.


Karen willingly complies with the order.  She craves for her release. The
black monster fucking her is bringing her to a total arousal; to a total climax
that she has never experienced from her inept white husband.


"Reach down with those dainty hands of yours.  Milk my cock you little
whore," continues the humiliating orders from Karen's black tormentor.


Karen desperately reaches for the hard black cock and eagerly milks the
man weapon as her pussy contracts against the hard organ. Frantically she
masturbates herself with Michael's black cock and is astounded that there is a
full five inches not yet inserted into her full and stretched woman hole.


Michael continues his mocking; "Do you want my black seed you little
tramp?"


Mrs. Karen Saunders has left reality.  All she can comprehend is that her
climax is seconds away as she strokes; clinches and begs that Michael fuck her.
Michael finally succumbs to the pleasure that the frantic housewife is
producing and feels his nut sack explode its life producing fluid into the
clenching pussy.  Michael's climax ignites the screaming housewife's own
delayed release and Michael lets the screaming woman continue to thrust against
his still hard cock.  He rests on his haunches while Karen continues her
inhuman writhing. Her thrusting continues for nearly ten minutes as she reaches
orgasm after orgasm.  Michael never allows the young beauty access to his five
inches that he held in reserve for their next meeting.


At long last Karen finally burns herself out and falls against the back
of the sofa in total exhaustion.  Her sweat coated body continues to throb as
her heart muscle finally catches up with her total sexual climax.


After what seemed an eternity, Karen opens her weary eyes and looks down
her tight body.  Her hard nipples had finally returned to their normal
softness.  She raises slightly and sees the soft fleece lined pussy hair matted
with the black's man cum.  The abundant black sperm was dripping from her still
quaking pussy lips and falling to the carpet. Her eyes focus on Michael as he
caught the dripping sperm between his fingers and brings the fingers to her
lips, where he coated them with the salty tasting sticky covering.  Her tongue
snakes out and she tastes the discharge.  He then coats her body with the
drippings and she did not resist.


Finally, at long last he rose and gave a final order, "Clean me."


Without hesitation Mrs. Karen Saunders slides from the couch and brought
her searching tongue to the now semi hard black cock.  The cock was still
dripping and Karen carefully captured each drop as she bathed it with her
tongue and lips.  After cleaning the black cock, she searched for the huge nut
sack which she expertly sucked into her wet mouth; cleaning her black master
thoroughly.


Michael then rose and walked to his desk where he sits down and watches
the pretty housewife put on her wrinkled and soaked clothing.  He does not
speak and the housewife shot back to reality meekly dresses.  Humbly she walked
towards the door and fatigued makes her way down the long stairs to the parking
lot below.  She reaches her car as the plant was discharging it's tired group
of employees.  When David comes out he is surprised to find his pretty wife by
the office door.  Waving he scurries over to where she is standing.


Reaching her at the same time that Michael Washington exited the office
door the three stared at each other.  David was perplexed why his wife would be
at the factory.  Karen merely stared at the ground as she felt Michael's sperm
exit her pussy hole and drop down the inside of her thighs.


Michael was the first to speak........ "Here are your husband's rubbers
Mrs. Saunders," as he handed the Trojan lubricated rubbers to Karen's
outstretched hands.


He was amused at the startled looks of the husband and wife standing
before him.  Meekly, Karen extended her hand and retrieved the unused condoms
from the huge black paw of her ravisher.


"Before you leave Mrs. Saunders...... I want you to give me your black
panties.  I would like them for a souvenir of our little meeting this
afternoon," mocked the huge black master standing before the startled husband
and wife.


A number of the other workers had converged on the small assemble and
stood around with a puzzled  look on their faces not knowing what was
transpiring.  Their startled  faces became ashen as Mrs. Karen Saunders lifted
her short skirt and quickly lowered her black panties.  Humiliated, her hands
trembling she extended her hand with the panties to the black plant owner.
Michael did not retrieve his prize immediately but let the beautiful housewife
continue to offer her panties in front of the assembled plant workers.


At long last; after nearly a minute he retrieved the panties and brought
the soaked panties to his nose and inhaled the sweet mixture of black sperm and
white pussy juice.


Turning to reenter his office he offered his parting statement, "I'll
call you when I want you again Mrs. Saunders."  He then opened the door and
disappeared leaving the couple and assembled entronage staring at each other.


David felt completely drained as he stood before his fellow co- workers
after seeing his beautiful wife willingly give her panties to his domineering
black boss.  What he did not realize was his trip to hell was just starting.


The Black Boss -- Chapter
                           3 Black Impregnation


By ARC LIGHT


David Saunders took his beautiful wife Karen home after the humiliating
scene at the factory office.  The next day was Friday he did not have the
courage to face either his white co-workers or the sneering Black foreman. Each
of the two groups now knew that his beautiful wife had stumbled from the
factory office covered in the Black owner's cum. David could not stand the
smirks and put downs from his fellow white workers.  Unbeknownst to him, his
white fellow workers lived in constant fear that they too, were afraid that
their wives would be the next to catch Michael Washington's eye.  For when that
happened they had turned up on their knees before the Black owner.


The Black foremen's taunts were of course the hardest for David to
accept.  They were of course the most cruel; mocking that he must not be much
of a man when a Black could use his wife as his favorite toy; when the Black
owner could be openly using her for his carnal pleasure.


After he got Karen home from the debacle on Thursday night David had
drunk himself into oblivion.  When he was sober enough to speak he threatened
his precious loving wife and even on one occasion slapped her across the face.
During his tirades he threatened to kill Michael Washington if he ever laid
another hand on what he called his "tramp of a wife."


On Sunday after noon I arrived at the trailer park.  As I drove my shiny
new Lincoln up the drive and pulled next to the Saunders mobile home I could
feel every eye as I marched up to the door and without knocking walked in. When
I walked in I quickly focused on the surprised  and startled face of beautiful
Karen Saunders.  Swinging around I then spotted the alcohol soaked husband who
had total fright written all over his face.  I calmly walked over to him and
standing face to face slapped him across his face cutting his lip.


"I hear that you are going to whip my ass for fucking your little tramp
with my long Black dick you fucking asshole," I stated.


The quick decisive action robbed the irate husband of his advantage. The
alcohol of the last three days had impaired his mind.  He could not fathom the
audacity of the huge Black man standing in front of him.  As the blood dripped
from his lip onto his sweat soaked t shirt he tried valiantly to make his
alcohol shrouded brain respond.  When I back handed him a second time from the
other direction he let the bottle of Jim Beam fall to the floor, bringing his
hand to his face.  Desperately he tried to focus his mind on the last thirty
seconds of his life.


"I came over here to fuck your wife again.  Is there anything you want to
do about it?" I questioned the stunned husband.


Grimacing, David Saunders, meekly asked, "I want you to leave. I want..."


Before he could continue I again slapped him across the face and this
time he brought both of his hands across his face trying to protect it. Another
slap brought a pitiful response, "Please don't hit me."


"I like your wife's soft and warm pussy.  Do you know that she begged me
to fuck her last Thursday.  Begged me to do what her husband is not man enough
to do; not man enough to satisfy his little tramp of a wife," I continued,
sneering at the humbled husband.  Sensing his total surrender I continued my
verbal conquest of the cowering husband, "The first time I was with your wife
in this very mobile home she dropped to her knees and sucked my Black cock dry.
Does she suck your pitiful cock white boy?" I questioned.


David was trying to force his tormented mind to comprehend the brutal
questions that the arrogant Black male was subjecting him to.  The more he
tried to regain control of his senses the more helpless he felt.  His Black
boss had burst into his home; slapped him silly and was taunting him for not
being man enough to sexually satisfy his ravishing wife.  His heretofore
faithful wife.  The wife that was to bear his children.  As he struggled to
clear his alcohol fogged mind he seen his Black tormentor turn and summon Karen
to his side.  He let his hands fall to his side as she approached.


The stunningly beautiful blonde wife hesitantly walked the few steps and
stood next to me.  She was trembling and her eyes were full of uncertainty. She
was wearing David's white dress shirt and the top three buttons were undone. I
could tell that she wore no bra as her hard nipples poked against the scratchy
cloth.  Although the shirt had long tails I could tell the only other clothing
that she was wearing was a pair of red sating panties.  The panties were
tightly pulled against her sex and her trembling increased with each second..


"Did you enjoy last Thursday when I fucked you in my office?" I asked.


The question bore into her and she meekly looked at me; and then at her
slouching husband.  Looking into his blood shot eyes she then returned to my
dark and forbidding eyes.  "Yes," she meekly answered.


Turning to her beaten husband, I again mocked his manhood. "Do you let
your wife fuck anybody; or just Black men?"


Trying to come up with an answer he merely stuttered, "I, uh......"


Looking into his defeated eyes I gave my next order, "Drop your pants. I
want to see what your wife is giving up when I decide to fuck her."


I could see the battered husband start to resist.........  The next slap
broke open his lip in another place.  "Drop your pants wimp. Do it NOW!" I
commanded.


The slap drained his will to resist.  He meekly unbuckled his belt;
unbuttoned the top button on his jeans and slid the zipper down. Meekly, he
looked into my eyes and sensing that I was not going to show him mercy he
pulled the jeans over his hips letting them fall to his ankles.


Looking down at his pitiful specimen of manhood I started laughing. The
more I laughed the more he felt humbled.  He dropped his head and stared at the
floor.


Turning towards Karen I mocked her cowering husband.  "No wonder you were
ready for a real man."  I then unbuttoned each of the remaining buttons while
Karen absently stared at her husband's under endowed manhood.  Once the buttons
were free I slid my hands between the open shirt and roughly caressed the hard
nipples of my new fuck mate.  I squeezed the nipples between my finger and
thumb and smiled as Karen winced at the pleasure/pain.  I let my fingers drop
to the waist band of her bright red panties and inserted my searching finger. I
heard the white wife gasp as my finger made small circular motions under the
waist band of her red panties.


I could see that David was intently looking at my manipulations of his
blonde wife.  His small manhood was trying to assert itself.......


After several minutes I could tell my gentle stroking was heating the
tight body of Mrs. David Saunders.  Her eyes closed; her tongue probed her lips
and she gently rubbed herself against my hand.


Softly, I asked, "Can your husband satisfy your needs?"


Her eyes remaining closed she quietly answered, "No....  He can't even
remain hard anymore."


"How large is he?" I asked.


Her tongue dueled with her lips and she softly moaned, "He is not as
large as you.  He cannot fill me as you have........  He cannot bring me to
orgasm......  Oh God, it's time.  Don't tease me anymore. I need you!!"


As his wife moaned David's insignificant white boy cock strained to reach
it's full stature of 4 inches.  I looked down and seen the minuscule organ
twitch as his wife begged for my Black cock.


Turning to the husband I ridiculed him even more.  "Take my pants down
white boy.  It's time for your wife to see a real cock.  A Black Cock that she
will beg for."


The blood had dried on his lips as he sank to his knees in front of the
Black man seducing his wife in their home.  Carefully he unbuckled the belt and
gently lowered my pants pulling them off my feet.  I could see his blood shoot
eyes open wide when my huge Black cock sprang free of the pants.  Since I never
wear any underwear my Black cock shot free and hit the astonished white boy
husband in the face.  A dash of pre cum smeared his right cheek.  From his
subservient position on his knees he looked up as I continued to stroke his
pretty wife's now sopping pussy hole under her red panties.


"Take your wife's panties off.  I think she is about ready to pull my
Black cock deep into her pussy.  Does she look ready to you wimp?" I
questioned.


David, kneeling, was speechless as he watched his wife undulate against
my fingers; trying to embed them deeper into her deep wet passage.


When David hesitated Karen urgently pleaded with her husband to remove
her panties.  "David, please take my panties down.  I need Michael's Black cock
in me," she begged.  When he again hesitated she grabbed his ears and pulled
him forward.  Desperately she begged her husband.  "Please........... Please
take my panties down.  I need a man."


Karen's painful grip on David's ears forced him to awkwardly scoot
forward so that he could grasp the soaking panties and slide them down his
wife's long beautiful legs.  He inhaled the sexually charged fragrance as the
panties were lowered over the Black fingers that were now lodged in the tight
wet hole of his wife.  As she lifted her legs she slid down and stretched her
long legs in order to give me, her Black lover even greater access to her blood
engorged and throbbing pussy lips.  She was now thrusting against my pleasure
producing digits and moaned deeply, "Oh my God, Please Fuck MEEEEEE!!!"


Looking down at the cowering husband I could see that he was looking at
my large uncircumcised Black cock in horror.  I was sure that he could not
comprehend how my large cock could fit into his wife's tight chamber of love.
"Massage my nut sack asshole," I ordered.  As he grasped my large egg sized
testicles I mocked him further, "I think I am going to unload my spunk into
your tramp wife.   How about it white boy; Don't you want a little Black
bastard growing in your wife's womb?"


Looking up at me he begged, "Please use a rubber.  Please," he whimpered.


"If you want me to use a rubber go get one of yours," I ordered. He
started to pull up his pants but I quickly corrected him, "You want me to use a
rubber shuffle back to your bedroom and get it white boy."  As I laughed at the
spectacle of the white husband shuffling to the back bedroom I continued to
stroke the beautiful wife to a within a single thrust of  her release before
withdrawing my fingers making her writhe even more.  Karen's tormented mind was
near disintegration as she craved her release; her release that never came. As
her tormented body relaxed I reinserted my fingers and commenced the gentle
stroking hoping to keep her at a fever pitch.  The strategy worked to
perfection as the tight perfect body thrust against my hand.


After what seemed like an eternity to the distraught housewife her
husband finally shuffled back into the living room with his hand full of cheap
rubbers.


When he shuffled into the room I pulled his wife close to me and gave her
a passionate deep throat tongue kiss.  Her tongue eagerly sought out my thick
tongue and dueled with it to bring me closer to hardness.  Her hips ground into
my hard cock and standing on her tip toes tried to entice the hard Black cock
into her dripping love tunnel.  As much as she tried she was too short.  She
became outraged as her husband desperately attempted to slide the dry rubber
over the end of my hard Black cock.  Competing with him to encase my cock she
finally reached down and slapped him along side the head causing a shooting
pain in his ear.  As he backed off she kicked him; trying to force him away
from her and I so that she could get her pussy closer to my pleasure inducing
Black cock.


The beautiful Mrs. Karen Saunders was far more aroused that I so I played
with her tormented mind.  "Go wait for me on your martial bed.  I haven't
fucked you in your husband's bed yet.  Get your ass back there and I may bury
my hard Black cock deep in your belly."


Although temporarily disappointed she begrudgingly scurried down the long
hall way looking over her shoulder and begging with her eyes for me to follow.
Her husband was squatted the floor in stunned silence.


Slowly, I started back to the waiting wife who was laying on her back,
her long legs widely spread.  Looking over the erect nipples on her ample
breasts she held her pussy chamber apart; begging me with her eyes to hurriedly
bury my Black pole deep into her belly.


David, meekly sobbed, "The Rubber?"


Looking down at the defeated white boy husband, I continued my mocking,
"If your wife wants me to............  I may withdraw before I fill her womb
with Black seed."


Once I got to the martial bed of the Saunders, I knee walked between the
widely spread legs of the beautiful wife.  Her eyes still begging me I let the
purple head of my hard Black cock gently insert itself between the petals of
pleasure.  The desperate Mrs. Saunders scooted her ass downward and inserted
another inch of Black manhood into her hole.  As her pussy stretched to
accommodate my hard Black cock she moaned and reached for my shoulders hoping
to pull me deeper into her thrusting hole.  Her liquid was coating my cock and
I allowed another inch into her chamber; allowing the pretty wife a mercy
fucking.


As I  allowed another inch to wedge itself into the tight canal David
Saunders  shuffled into the room and  slid down the wall wedging himself
between the bed and the wall.   He had a tight grip on his manhood and was
stroking himself in the same rhythm as my piston plunging into his wife.


As I slipped each inch into the writhing wife I allowed her to adjust to
the thick Black log forcing itself into her tight love channel. However as I
felt my needs bubble to the surface I pulled the tip out and in one brutal
hammering stroke buried myself into the warm and wet hole of Mrs. Karen
Saunders.  Karen scream echoed throughout the trailer. Once my cock was buried
into her womb no mercy was shown.  My constant pile driving cock was forcing
the eighteen year old bride to continually adjust to each new sensation.


"Do you want my seed; Do you want my Black bastard in your belly?" I
screamed......


"Oh god yes...... Fuck me you Black bastard....... Fill me with your
fucking Black seed....  Fuck MEEEEEEEEE." she screamed.


Her poor husband, wedged between the bed and trailer wall merely pleaded;
"No Dear God..... Don't lose your seed.  Don't Dear God........."


David's pleas went unanswered as I felt my nut sack tighten and then in a
explosion of lust flooded Karen's womb with potent Black seed. The spunk was
buried deep in her belly as explosion after explosion of seed filled her inner
chamber.  I left my Black cock lodged into her tight hole for nearly ten
minutes and only after it started softening did I raise up and allow it to
slide out.  Looking down at the contorted face of my white bride conquest I
stroked my Black cock emptying the last of the spunk on her belly.  I then
leaned forward and rubbed the sticky discharge over her face.  Her tongue
darted out and attempted to clean my fingers.


"Order David to clean me," I told the beautiful wife.


Sensing her dominance over her mentally broken husband she pulled herself
on her elbows and looking down at her stunned husband, gave him the command,
"Clean my lover with your tongue.  Do it well and you can lick his seed out of
my pussy........."


The order was simple.  David pulled himself to the edge of the bed and
sticking his tongue out cleaned my semi rigid pole.  When he finished  he again
fell against the wall.


"Leave my seed in your wife," I mocked.


"Later this evening I am rewarding two of my foremen with your wife.
Until she becomes pregnant I don't want you sucking our Black seed from her.
She can take a shower; but I don't want her taking a bath.  Your wife is
currently one of  four that will be the first to be impregnated with Black
seed," I continued.


Karen was gently massaging her nipples as I spoke.  She was calm and
serene after her intense orgasm.


David, his head throbbing from the now raging hang over was trying to
contemplate the latest revelations.


Still nude; I allowed him a preview of the next few weeks of the happy
white couple.  "Next week, Karen will be accompanying me and three or four of
the Blacks at the plant, to my country cabin.   You will not be allowed to have
sex with her before that time.   We will breed her. After she returns I am sure
she will be carrying our Black child.  You will be allowed to raise the child;
never knowing for sure who the father is."


"When  she returns she will also be wearing a tattoo on her neck. It will
be a Black tattoo and will allow everyone to know that she is a whore for Black
pleasure.  Her tattoo will signify that she is available to any Black who may
wish her company.  Do you understand David?"


The humiliated husband could not speak but merely nodded his acceptance;
acceptance that his wife was no longer his.........


Black Boss -- Chapter 4
                               The Company Picnic


By Arc Light


During the next several weeks Mrs. Karen Saunders felt a twinge of fear
every time the phone rang.  "Would it be Michael Washington," she always
dreaded.


Since her second Black Breeding session and her plant wide humiliation by
the vengeful Black Boss she had many anxieties.  The first, naturally, was the
humiliation at the plant gate when she voluntarily surrendered her black lace
panties to the domineering Black Boss.  To be forced to voluntarily take off
her panties and with her hand out stretched being made to wait until Michael
was ready to accept her gift.  Karen could still see the total shock in her
husband David's face.  Her poor husband was not aware of either her first or
second breeding.


What made her humiliation (and her husband's) was that David's co-workers
had witnessed her submission.  During the last two weeks the young newlyweds
spoke very little to each other.  There was little to say.  How could Karen
explain her slutty behavior; without telling her husband that she did it to
save his job and dignity.  Therefore the embarrassed and humbled young wife
simply kept to herself.


But even more unsettling for the young wife was........... remembering
those two eventful afternoons.  She tried... but failed....... in forgetting
the pleasure of Michael's long hard Black cock.  Every time she remembered
those two afternoons she felt a shiver travel throughout her tight desirable
body. Every time, Every Time, she thought of those two afternoons she felt
herself moisten between her lean tanned thighs.  But each time these unwanted
emotions presented themselves she immediately tried to erase them  from her
thoughts.


For my part, I, Michael Washington could not take my mind off the blonde
vision of beauty.  There was nothing before or since I had taken,  that
compared to her near virginal beauty. Her passion; her lust; her eagerness to
explore new horizons was beyond normal comprehension.  I had wanted to call the
unsatiable blonde goddess the very next day........... but I realized that the
more time I entered into the equation the greater my advantage.  And besides,
time was truly on my side.  I could have the beautiful white wife at the mere
cost of a phone call. Her desperate financial condition guaranteed it.


The phone gave it's shrill warning to Mrs. Karen Saunders.  It was nearly
six o'clock; time for her precious husband David to arrive after a weary day.


"Hello," she answered, her voice shaking.


"Mrs. Saunders, This is Michael," I softly spoke.


Her voice was even more unsteady as she replied, "Yes, Mr. Washington."


"Have you talked to Mrs. Smith in the last day or so Karen?" I asked.


"No," she quietly spoke.


"Mrs. Smith was of course the first white wife that I enjoyed.  She is
nearly thirty eight years old but she works at keeping herself in very good
shape.  Well, she called and told me that she is going to have my child......"
I let the last statement sink in to the now terrified wife.


"She told it was mine because she has not allowed her husband to have
intercourse with her since I allowed her to milk my cock.  Have you missed your
period yet Mrs.. Saunders?" I continued.


Karen hesitated......... then softly answered, "I don't have my period
until the first of the month...." her voice fading.


"Well, maybe we need to get together before then.  I think you need
another injection of my Black syrup?   Don't you Karen?" I questioned.


There was no answer on the other end of the phone line.


And then........... total anxiety.  "Mr. Washington, my husband Dave just
drove up.  Can I call you back..... Please," she answered.


"No, Mrs. Saunders.  I want to discuss this situation with you NOW. If
you want you can put David on the other line.  I am sure that he would be very
interested in our close relationship," I continued.  I realized this statement
would put the young beauty totally off guard.


"No..I can't put my husband on the line.  I haven't told him about the
afternoons that we shared.  He would not understand.... Please, can't I call
you back," begged the blonde housewife.


I let the blonde goddess wait.......  I heard the kitchen door open and
her husband call out her name.  I heard the beautiful young housewife tell her
husband that she was on the phone.  I hesitated some more....


"I liked the way your tight little pussy gripped my cock. When I came
your little pussy seemed to squeeze my spunk out into your warm little hole. Do
you remember when I took you on my desk two weeks ago Mrs. Saunders?" I sternly
asked.


Karen was silent.  I could contemplate that she was standing in her
kitchen with her doting husband very near.  I wondered what he was thinking?


"I am meeting two gentlemen from Japan this evening at the Park Hotel.
They are very important to a deal I am working on.  I want you to dress like a
lady and meet me at the hotel at 7:00 PM, in the dining room.  Do you have a
cocktail dress Karen?" I asked.


Again.... there was silence..... and then a soft reply.  "I cannot afford
a cocktail dress....  Please don't ask me to meet you tonight.  This is the
first night that David will be home this week.  He will be very suspicious if I
leave for the evening.." she very softly spoke into the receiver.


"Mrs. Saunders...I don't care what your husband thinks. You are my
plaything........ and you are standing in your kitchen with your husband and
your pussy is already sloppy; isn't it Karen?" I  sternly asked.


There was nearly a minute of silence, then a very quiet response,
"Yes...... it is."


"I will call the owner of 'The Boutique'.  She will pick out an
appropriate dinner dress.... And of course the soft under things that the dress
will require."


"I don't know what I will tell my husband," Karen responded.


Laughing, I spoke the truth, " Tell David that his wife is going to meet
his boss and two Japanese gentlemen at the Park Hotel.  Let his imagination
fill in the missing pieces.  Mrs. Saunders, TONIGHT at 7:00 PM.  Don't
disappoint me."


Karen listened to the receiver as I hung up.  She stood looking at the
receiver as her husband stared at her with a questioning look on his face.


"Honey, I have to go out.  I will be back as soon as I can," Karen told
her puzzled husband.  He did not ask any further questions.  He did not want to
know the answer.


After fixing her husband a hurried supper Karen took a quick shower and
hurried out the trailer door.  She felt her nipples harden and her thighs
became squishy as she slipped behind the wheel of her car.  She sped along the
dusty streets to the women's store that was preparing her wardrobe for this
evening.  Once she arrived at the upscale store she timidly knocked on the
door.


A red haired lady of forty gently opened the door and allowed Mrs. Karen
Saunders to enter.  The red haired proprietress inventoried the young blonde
housewife.  A slight smile appeared on her heavily made up face and she
gestured for Karen to follow her to the back room.  Karen meekly followed the
exquisitely dressed older woman.


"Mrs. Saunders, Mr. Washington has told me to gather appropriate attire
for your evening tonight.  I trust that is satisfactory with you?" the older
lady asked.


Nervously, Karen replied that it was satisfactory.


The older lady had picked out a tasteful black dinner dress that ended
about three inches above Karen's dimpled knees.  It was very elegant and Karen
fell in love with the dress. She had also picked out sheer black hose; thin
black garter belt; three inch black patent leather heels; and matching black
lace panties and bra.  Karen was very pleased with the tasteful; but sexy
attire that the lady had secured for her "date" with Michael Washington and the
two Japanese businessmen.


Once she had dressed the lady suggested that she help with Karen's make
up which she applied with great finesse.  As Karen admired her body in the full
length mirror she wondered how her cruel tormentor would view her evening
attire.  As she walked towards the door the saleslady handed her a body wrap to
complete her outfit.  Mrs. Karen Saunders looked ravishing as she walked to her
ten year old car.


When she arrived at the only hotel in the small town she was very self
conscious as she walked to the dining room.  The town where her and David lived
in was small in size but large in noisy people.  She could imagine the gossip
train as she walked into the dining room in her sleek black dress showing her
shapely calves and the swell of her small but firm breasts.  She quickly
spotted her husband's ruthless boss and his two Japanese dinner guests.  In the
Mississippi Delta it is not difficult to pick out the people that don't fit
into the Norman Rockwell painting.


The three men gallantly rose when she approached their table in the back
of the dining room.  I was the first to speak as I took in the stunning blonde
housewife at my fingertips, "Please sit here between Mr. Moto and myself, Mrs.
Saunders."  I intentionally mentioned her married title to ignite her
nervousness and apprehension.


Karen's timid look made her all the more desirable. Although she was
dressed for a night on Broadway in New York City; this eighteen year old blonde
beauty was seated in the middle of three older men with but one thing on their
scheming minds.


The first several courses of the meal went by delightfully. There was
plenty of wine and each man insured that Karen would be amply taken care of.
She began to become dizzy with the wine and the boredom of the negotiations of
the trade that was to take place.


I was the first to notice the vacant look in Karen's worried face. She
was not used to a great deal of alcohol and had already consumed far more that
the eighteen year beauty was accustomed to.  I let my large Black hand fall to
her dimpled knee.  The heat of my hand seemed to nearly scald the innocent
girl.  Although the wine slowed down her reasoning abilities the fact that I
had my hand on her knee and was gently massaging her inner thigh she could
comprehend the implications.


Outwardly she tried to ignore my gentle circles from my long Black
fingers.  The shimmering black hose felt soft and inviting.  My fingers slowly
advanced to her upper thighs and her delicate hand dropped below the top of the
table to impede it's progress.  Although her hand settled on top of mine the
journey to her warm and inviting thighs continued unabated.  She tried to
maintain eye contact with my two Oriental guests but the combination of the
smooth red wine and the persistence of my probing fingers were slowly taking
their toll on Mrs. Karen Saunder's ability to resist.


Mr. Moto, having imbedded far too much alcohol also understood the sexual
tension at the small table near the back of the dining room.  Several seconds
later Karen felt his smaller but equally strong hands find her right knee.
Smiling he rapidly slid his hand up the tender thigh until his fingers reached
her fiery thighs above her black hose.  He teased the garter clasps as Karen's
embarrassment deepen.


The waiter arrived at the instant that Karen's  warm thigh was being
caressed by two different and distinct men.  She tried to adjust to the gentle
caress as her dress was being pushed further into her lap.  The wine had rushed
to her head and she tried to grasp her nearly hopeless position.  She felt the
first moisture coat the inside of her tight and nearly virginal opening.  As
her pussy lips became swollen and her clit started to throb the waiter
interrupted her racing mind.


"May I get anything for the lady," the waiter asked looking directly into
my hard Black face.


"No, I believe the lady has had enough.  LEAVE," was my next simple
command, a command that the young waiter knew to follow.


Mr. Moto's smaller fingers reached Karen's black panties an instant
before mine.  She noticeably gasped as the set of probing fingers converged on
their target.   Each of the fingers could feel the beginning of the liquid
coating in the crotch of her black lace panties.


She wanted to run screaming from the table.  Although most of the people
in the small dining room were already staring at the unlikely group at the
table they could not see the busy fingers exciting Mrs. Karen Saunders leaking
chamber.


With her breath coming in irregular patterns Karen finally looked
directly in my face.  "May we please leave.  You are embarrassing me......."
her face pleaded as much as her spoken words.


Leaving my probing fingers at the entrance to her now sloppy chamber
opening I softly asked the tormented young housewife, "Mr. Moto and his
associate have a room here at the hotel.  Would you like to accompany us to his
room so that we can make the initial payment on our deal?"


Karen, with shock on her face understood that she, "Mrs. Karen Saunders"
represented the first installment of the expensive contract.  She turned and
looked at the two grinning Japanese businessmen.  Their skin appeared to have
an oily tint but both understood that they would shortly be enjoying her
tempting and over heated young body.  There is nothing more appealing to the
Japanese than a young blonde girl; especially if she is innocent to the ways of
Oriental lovemaking.


My right index finger finally managed to slip between the elastic leg
band of the black panties.  As it brushed by the nearly hairless outer lips I
finally let it come to rest near the elongated clit.  Poor Karen nervously
jumped as my fingernail scraped against the sensitive little bud of joy. She
grasped and closed her pretty blue eyes.


"Mr. Moto is becoming impatient Karen, Do You want to accompany him to
his hotel room?" I questioned.


As my finger teased the young housewife I felt her long legs slowly part.
Her eyes were still closed as her previously tightened legs slowly opened;
giving me ever greater access to the pussy I had already conquered on two
previous occasions.


Mr. Moto's stubby fingers tried to enter the tight passage as Karen
spread her legs but the angle that he was sitting at the table prevented him
from accomplishing his vile objective.


"I believe it is best to retire to Mr. Moto's room before you make a
spectacle of yourself Mrs. Saunders," I stated with a smile on my face.


As the two hands slid down her delightful inner thighs Karen fought to
regain her sense of bearing.  She was near her first orgasm of the evening. As
her brain refocused on her setting she looked around the small dining room.
Most of the attention was focused on the beauty who was being fingered in
public by the most despised Black man in the county and two equally despised
Japanese businessmen.  There was no sympathy for the beautiful young white
wife.


Smoothing her expensive black satin dress she meekly followed me out of
the dining room.  When we entered the lobby I went to the desk and asked for
Mr. Moto's keys. Speaking loud enough for all the gathered guests to hear I
merely stated another fact, "Please see to it that we are not disturbed until
9:00 o'clock in the morning."


A quiet hush fell over the room as Mr. Moto and his companion, myself and
the beautiful eighteen year blonde housewife made her way to the staircase.


I glanced over my shoulder and seen the smug and self confident look on
the two Japanese gentlemen as they stared transfixed to the back of Karen's
exquisite thighs barely hidden under her short black dress.  "I reasoned that
this would be any easy deal to close from the tents appearing in the front of
their dark blue slacks."


I allowed Karen to enter the large suite of rooms first. She walked over
to the large windows and looked at the dreary, dusty town below her.  After Mr.
Moto and his associate entered I closed and locked the door.  Karen stared at
me as I put the key in my pants.


Karen had a frightened look in her eyes as I approached.  Walking behind
her I put my hands on her delicate neck and softly caressed.  I then kissed up
and down the sweet tasting neck.  My finger then found the zipper in the back
of her black dinner dress.  The sound of the metallic closure sliding down
reverberated throughout the room.  Demurely she crossed her arms so that the
front of the dress would not fall off her tender shoulders.  The two Japanese
businessmen stared with their mouths gaping open.  Their trousers were still
tented and I could hear their heavy breathing.


"Gentlemen...... The contracts are on the table in front of you.  May I
suggest that you sign them so that we can proceed unhindered for the rest of
the evening?"


Mr. Moto, staring intensely at my slow and deliberate debasement of my
newest toy, quickly fell to his knees and signed the three copies of the
contract.  A small amount of dribble fell from the side of his mouth.  His
partner quickly followed suit.


When the two were again standing Mr. Moto spoke in a forceful tone. "We
have certain desires to fill.  We are sure that you will have no objection....
in fact you may choose to stay and watch."


I felt Karen tremble...... and then I placed my hands at the top of the
back of her dress and slowly pulled the black dress from her shoulders.  She
tried to hold the dress up with her crossed arms.  Licking her neck I then gave
my next command to my plaything, "My clients want to see your tiny little
titties.  Don't disappoint them or ME."


Karen dropped her arms and the black dress fell to the floor.  There was
a noticeable gasp and I could see that the two oriental cocks twitching in the
constricting dress pants.  "I have not completely trained Mrs. Saunders in the
art of pleasing her masters.  However, Mrs. Saunders is a passionate young
woman and she looks forward to serving you.  Isn't that right Karen?" I asked.


Karen, her eyes focused on the carpet and her arms handing limply at her
side merely nodded.  The vision  and gentle movements of Mrs. Karen Saunders
made the constricted cocks twitch even more.  She was now clad in only her
matching black bra and panties; and sheer black hose held up by the thinnest of
garter belts.


Mr. Moto was the first to shed his pants.  Once he pulled the pants from
his surprisingly muscular legs he looked at my little beauty.  "You may suck
our cocks now Mrs. Saunders....." was the simple statement.


Karen turned towards me with pleading eyes.  "Obey your Masters.... If
you perform well I will reward you later.." I stated.


Karen took one small step forward when she heard the harsh command.
"CRAWL...... You must realize your status for this evening.." Mr. Moto
explained.


Hesitantly Karen dropped to her knees and then looked up; and crawled on
hands and knees  to the waiting lofty Japanese businessmen.  Once she was
directly in front of Mr. Moto she looked up with her light blue eyes.  Mr. Moto
removed his shorts and his six inch thick cock flopped forward. Karen,
reluctantly opened her small mouth and allowed the manhood to slip between her
red coated lips.  The somewhat pungent odor nearly overtook the young bride.
Diligently however she sucked on the less than awesome appendage; bringing her
small hands up to cradle the small nut sack.  Her tongue caressed the small
slit in front and wrapped around the foreskin until the full member was
completely embedded in her willing mouth.  As Karen sucked and teased the
throbbing small penis with her pointed tongue she felt the nutsack contract and
immediately flood her mouth with salty tasting discharge.  The overexcited Mr.
Moto blew his entire load into the sucking oral cavity of the beautiful girl at
his feet.  Karen continued to cradle the nutsack squeezing every last ounce of
cum from the soft testicles.


As Mr. Moto's manhood shrunk it slipped out of her sucking mouth she
turned her head to the second squatting businessman.  His head was pulled back
and a dark wet spot was rapidly growing on the front of his pants.  His entire
body was shaking and drool was dripping from his mouth.


Karen hoped against hope that this would fulfill the twisted Orientals
fascination for her tight young body.  But alas............


Mr. Moto, having finally regained his bearing turned sharply and walked
to a dresser at his right.  When he walked away a small rope like string of cum
hung from Karen's lips and followed the squat Japanese man's steps.  When he
reached the chest he pulled open the top drawer and retrieved a black scarf and
several sets of coarse rope.  Turning to the now frightened young housewife he
merely smiled...........
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Special Note: This story is based on a fantasy a husband has about his wife. He
has suggested it to Arc Light. And so Arc Light has written another powerful
story.


*****


The mood in the Law Offices of Wright and Wright had taken on an
opportunistic air as the new young Black attorney; Mr. Jerome Bettis arrived on
Monday morning.


Although the law firm was one of the oldest and most prestigious in
Memphis, Tennessee it had several financial reverses during the last three
years. Up until the arrival of the 30 year old Black attorney the mood of the
personnel was decidedly on edge.


The turn about had taken place as a result of Mr. Bettis being retained
by the Black employees of the Greater Louisiana Oil Company. Several of the
White officers had made rather derogatory remarks about the "Black porch
monkeys" under their tutelage. As a result the Black employees were on the
verge of the largest out of court settlement in the history of the country.
Leading the charge and final settlement was Mr. Jerome Bettis; former Black
gang member of the BGE's and now a up and coming young attorney; who was also
the savior of the old south White law firm of Wright & Wright.


Although the White law firm was far more racist than the Greater
Louisiana Oil Company they understood business. It was now good business to
hire as a full partner the arrogant Mr. Bettis. The good Mr. Bettis and his new
friends at Wright and Wright were due to receive their one third share of one
hundred fifty million dollars. Even the old line Southern Partners were bowing
and bestowing on Mr. Bettis anything his little Black heart desired.


Mr. Bettis walked into the law library of the firm and started shaking
hands with the twelve senior partners. The patriarch of the firm, Mr. Bougehard
Wright welcomed the Black upstart with open arms. "Anything that this law firm
can provide to make your work easier is at your disposal..." came the smiling
dribble.


Mr. Bettis had completed his homework on the prestigious law firm weeks
ago. The Research staff was unequaled and the talents of the support staff were
the best of any law firm in the country.


"Let me cut through the bullshit Bougehard. I will make this firm an
obscene amount of money this next twelve months and I will demand
perfection..... and total obedience. First I need a top notch assistant....
that will be Mrs. Anna Belvoir.. That is satisfactory to you isn't it
Bougehard?" he arrogantly asked.


The senior partner felt his face become red with anger. Anna Belvoir was
the most senior; most competent para legal the firm possessed and she was
considered the private property of the senior partner. Her long lean frame was
topped by beautiful long red hair which she usually wore in a severe bun.
Although she usually wore conservative suits most of the young studs in the law
office noticed the 36-26-36 sleek frame. Her 36C breasts were showing only the
slightest of droop; and were topped by rock hard pencil sized nipples that
became hard at the slightest measure of arousal.


Since her husband Jim, an overworked accountant seldom found the time,
energy, or skill to service the smoldering middle age beauty the good Mr.
Bougehard managed to rendezvous with Mrs. Anna Belvoir at the exclusive
Chestwood Hotel in downtown Memphis on a rather regular basis.  And now.......
this pompous young Black upstart had the audacity to demand that Anna would now
be HIS assistant. As the other eleven White partners sat looking with amused
expressions he finally surrendered his plaything........" If you feel you need
the services of Mrs. Belvoir; then she is at your disposal Mr. Bettis," the
Senior Partner finally offered. There were several bemused sighs as the other
partners in the law firm rejoiced at the older man's humiliation at the hands
of the young arrogant Black attorney.


Jerome then turned to leave the gathering and mentioned over his
shoulder, "Bring me Mrs. Belvoir's personal file and her security file. I need
to review her qualifications before I meet with her in thirty minutes."


Rage engulfed Mr. Bougehard Wright's face as he was ordered about by the
most junior partner of the huge law firm; and a "Black porch monkey" at that.
Angrily he ordered the trifle task to be performed by one of his smirking White
colleagues. As he thought about the pretentious request he asked himself how
the newest attorney knew about the "security" reports that the firm had
compiled on all partners and staff of the law firm. The security report was
routinely updated by a local private investigating firm on all members of the
firm and contained from time to time very sensitive information about the
individuals partners and employees. This data enabled him; the most senior
partner to know all the weaknesses; vices and other incriminating details about
those who worked under him. His mind drifted knowing the details in Mrs. Anna
Belvoir's private file.


When Boughard returned to his office he stood beside Anna's large cherry
desk directly outside his inner office. "I'm afraid that Mr. Bettis has
requested that you be assigned to assist him in the Greater Louisiana Oil
Company case. I'm............. sorry," he managed to speak as he turned and
walked hurriedly into his office. The large oak door shut solidly.......


Anna could not believe what he had just told her.... Mrs. Anna Belvoir
was brought up on an elegant old South plantation in Southern Alabama. She
could trace her ancestry back to the Civil War and she had attended all the
right finishing schools. Her disgust of Black People in general and Mr. Bettis
in particular was well known throughout the office. She considered herself
above the Black race and had on many occasions explained her views that they
should still be "shackled and working in the cotton fields; with a heavy dose
of the cat o'nine tales applied liberally.........."


She was quickly brought out of her stupor when one of the other
secretaries stopped in front of her desk. "Mr. Bettis wants you in his office;
Now!" she brusquely informed the vacant staring beauty. Mrs. Anna Belvoir was
the most senior para legal and she was in charge of training and disciplining
all the other staff in the large office. Most, if not all, disliked her
patronizing and know it all attitude, coupled with her being the prize pet of
the Senior Partner, made her transfer all the more satisfying for the many
gathered cadre.


With her head held high she walked the short distance down the hall to
the second largest office in the firm. The office, on the twentieth floor
overlooked the graceful and manicured lawn of the largest downtown park in the
country. Mr. Bettis was looking out the large windows when Anna knocked and let
herself in. She stood in front of his oversized desk and waited for him to
acknowledge her. After several minutes she cleared her throat hoping to gain
his attention. She felt a deep apprehension as she gazed on the muscular torso
of her new "boss". His lean hard stomach; his muscular arms and chest; and his
haughty stance caused the middle age wife to catch her breath. She let her eyes
fall to the front of his slacks and thought she saw the outline of his
cock.....


"Mrs. Belvoir, let me begin by setting the guidelines that you will now
be expected to follow; follow without exception; and follow without
questioning. From this point on I will be addressed as Mr. Bettis. You will do
exactly as I say and you will never, I repeat, NEVER, question my orders. Do we
understand everything so far Mrs. Belvoir?" he sternly stated.


Anna was caught off-guard......... She started to murmur some reply but
was again caught off-guard as the Black attorney turned and sat down behind his
large cherry desk..... Feeling light headed Anna slid down into one of the
burgundy Queen Ann chairs and returned his intense stare.


"You were not given permission to sit. Until or unless you are given
those liberties you will remain standing Mrs. Belvoir," Jerome ordered.


Anna, her face reddening, stood and started towards the door.


"If you leave this office you will be dismissed this instant. And as you
know you will forfeit your $ 165,000 401-K profit sharing plan. Now what would
Daddy and Mommy do without you loaning them the money to save "Hillcrest" their
civil war era mansion......" Jerome questioned.


A surge of sheer panic enveloped poor Anna. The 401-K profit sharing plan
was designed so that until one had worked in the law offices twenty years there
was no vesting. And........ Anna's mother and father were on the verge of
losing her childhood home to foreclosure. Anna had counted on the vesting of
her 401-K plan to secure the note on the grand old mansion and save her piece
of history forever..... Now.......... this self important Black attorney was
threatening her best laid plans. She stood by the large door guarding the
entrance and felt herself start to shiver all over trying to come to terms with
the last several minutes of the arrogant Black man's control over her life.


With reason returning to her tormented mind she turned and returned to
the front of his desk. "I'm sorry......" was her simple apology.


"From now on I will be taking the place of the limp dicked old man that
you previously served. I expect... NO I DEMAND that you serve me in every way
that you served him. Do you understand Mrs. Belvoir?" Jerome asked.


With trembling voice she softly muttered, "Yes...."


"Now that we understand each other fully I will give you your
instructions for the rest of the week. From this day forward I will be
interviewing a group of angry Black men. I expect that from now on you will
look like something more than a middle age Lesbian. You will purchase and
commence from this day forward dress like a woman should. You will wear hose;
garter; and no dress that is longer than four inches above those hidden dimpled
knees of yours. I want you to start wearing those wonder bras that will lift
and separate those delightful, if small, little breasts that you want to hide.
I want you to throw those flat little shoes away and wear heels and knee high
boots with at least three inch heels. In short Mrs. Belvoir, I expect you to
put stiffness in every Black prick that walks through my door. Is that
understood?"


Mrs. Anna Belvoir, her rage barely under control wanted to verbally
castrate the arrogant and pretentious Black attorney giving her these lewd
demands. But reason raised it's ugly head and she reluctantly decided to save
her birth place. Raising her pretty face she looked into the dark forbidding
eyes of her tormentor. "I understand your demands," was her simple quiet
statement.


"We start tomorrow at 9:00 AM. Be punctual..." Jerome closed the first
meeting between the two antagonists.


Anna slowly walked to the door. Just as her petite hand reached for the
knob Jerome spoke again, "Wait just a minute Mrs. Belvoir."


Anna stood facing the door with dread in her face as she heard the
muscular Black man walk to where she was standing. Putting his large Black
hands on her shoulders he turned her around. Looking down at the trembling wife
he spoke again, "Who is your boss Mrs. Belvoir?"


With her trembling lips she softly answered, "You are my boss Mr.
Bettis."


With a smile on his handsome Black face he then gave he his next command.
"Kiss your boss good bye for the day Mrs. Belvoir."


Her face became very pale. She had always loathed Black people..... she
had been brought up to think of them as inferior; and now she was being ordered
to kiss her new Black boss. The man who had turned her ordered and tranquil
life upside down in only thirty minutes. She started to shake her head from
side to side and then looking into the dark demanding eyes of her new boss
merely dropped her eyes and raised her lips to his thick lips. She let her
small delicate tongue slide between her lips and explore his wet mouth and
thick tongue. As her tongue entered his wet opening she felt his strong hands
circle her thin waist and pull her tight lean body against his muscular body.
Putting her small hands on his muscular chest she tried to resist..........
until she felt the hard Black pole push against her lower abdomen and rub
against her throbbing womanhood. The unwanted sensation was very disturbing to
Anna. She pushed harder against the muscular pectorals but the harder she tried
to push him away the more he pulled her soft body against his muscular frame.


Jerome felt the forty year old wife try to resist; try to push away from
his hard masculine body. But....... he felt her tongue probe deeper and deeper
in his mouth.  He felt her delicate tongue duel with his own........ and he
felt her pulsating womanhood rub against his hard manhood. He played with the
distraught wife...... until he was bored.


Pushing her away he finally mocked her once more, "Displease me Mrs.
Belvoir and I will spank that Lilly White ass of yours until you won't be able
to sit down for a week. Understand?"


With her ragged emotions running rampid she meekly answered, "Yes Mr.
Bettis. I won't disappoint you..."


She then turned once again and opened the large oak door to the temporary
freedom and safety of the outer office. Mr. Jerome Bettis, Esquire, looked at
the beautiful red haired wife scurry from his office. He thought to himself
that within the week he would bury his long Black cock deep into the pretty
woman running from his domination. Tomorrow would be the test. If the White
wife showed up at his office dressed as he ordered she would be his. If she
resisted she would have to be broken like a defiant mare......... And like a
defiant mare Jerome Bettis had the donkey dick to subdue the beautiful White
wife.


Mrs. Anna Belvoir
                            The Second Day Chapter 2
                                  by Arc Light


Special Note:  This story is based on a fantasy a husband has about his wife.
He has suggested it to Arc Light.  And so Arc Light has written another
powerful story.


*****


Anna scurried from the office. Never in her twenty four years was she
treated in such a disparaging way. She cursed her new boss; she cursed her old
boss; she cursed her untenable situation. She thought of her parents; of her
childhood old Southern mansion. She finally after hours of soul searching
resigned herself to her subservience to her new Black Master. There was only
one solution....... no matter how degrading that submission.


Since she had the balance of the day off she used the valuable time to
search the more exclusive stores in downtown Memphis. She felt embarrassed as
she tried on the slinky lingerie. The sales staff of the exclusive stores were
more than happy to assist the platinum carrying red head. They smiled when the
conservatively dressed professional woman kept seeking the more risque'
dresses; skirts and upper scale outfits.


Feeling exhausted after her all day shopping excursion the pretty White
wife hurried home. She sat on her long white sofa and tried to comprehend the
rapid changes occurring in her life.


After several hours her always tired husband Jim finally drug himself
home. He tried to understand the odd mood that his wife was in... but.....
there was something that didn't seem right.


Finally....... Anna scooted next to her husband on the long white sofa.
"Jim, today a Black attorney was made a full partner at the firm. I was
assigned to work as his assistant in the Greater Louisiana Oil Company
lawsuit..." Anna let the simple statements soak in.


"Jim....... he has made some very dark demands. I.... ah..... don't know
if I can....." Anna's voice faded.


She looked into her husband's face. Her husband of nearly twenty years
sit with a look of puzzlement. He did not understand what she was saying......
or what she wasn't saying.


"Jim, he made me kiss him when I left.. I didn't want to but he made
me.... I had no choice," she tried to explain.


"I kissed him on the lips and he pulled me against him. I tried to put my
hands on his chest and push him away but he was too strong. I tried but......
but he pulled me ever closer and he rubbed himself against me Jim," tears
forming in her dark emerald eyes.


Anna finally cleared the tears from her face and then looked at her
husband. He was strangely silent. Her eyes dropped to his lap where she her
eyes captured his tented trousers. Her husband's long dormant manhood was
standing at attention... it tented out at a ninety degree angle. Anna let her
delicate hand fall to her husband's manhood. She softly stroked the hard penis
and looked up into his quiet reflective face. She gripped her husband's refound
hardness and stroked the five inch penis through the fabric of his dress
slacks. After only a few minutes she spoke again, "Jim..... he rubbed his Black
cock against my mound when he forced me to kiss him... He makes me call him MR.
BETTIS.... Jim.. I am afraid that he will try and fuck me........."


She felt her husband's sticky discharge as the slippery sperm coated the
outside of his pants. She looked up and saw her husband's eyes roll to the back
of his face. His breathing was heavy and he continued to shoot spunk into his
underwear coating his suit pants.


"You want me to fuck him don't you Jim?" Mrs. Anna Belvoir asked her
husband........


The dull look in his eyes gave Anna her answer.


She lifted herself from the sofa and made her way to their bedroom. Her
husband spent the night on the sofa. He could not face his wife until he could
come to terms with his own erotic feelings. Having his wife describe how a
Black man had fondled her in his office... rubbed his long Black cock against
her tender pussy. His cock twitched once again spewing more jism in his
underwear......


Anna spent a very restless night. She woke several times dreading the
beginning of the next day. When her alarm finally rang she jumped up. As she
completed dressing and was putting on her make up her husband sluggishly
returned to their bedroom. He looked at his wife's long tapered legs clad in
white stockings... The off white skirt was nearly six inches shorter than her
customary skirts. His eyes widen as he took in the vision of his beautiful wife
as she applied her bright red lip gloss.. The hardness in his underwear
returned.


Anna, nervous about her first day with her new boss brushed her husband
aside as she exited the bedroom.


"Will you tell me?" Jim sheepishly asked.


Anna looked at her husband. Her disgust covered her pretty face. She
brushed her long red hair from her face. "No......." she sternly answered.


Mrs. Anna Belvoir felt each set of eyes in the office turn as she made
her way to the outer office of Mr. Jerome Bettis. Everyone in the office had
admired her beauty from afar. Today; with her new outfit; everyone could admire
the beautiful White wife as she slowly made her way to her "new" desk; directly
outside the door of the second largest office in the law firm.


Shortly the intercom beeped. "In my office, NOW," was the simple command.


Anna rose with every eye in the office on her. She gently opened the
large oak door and entered. She carefully shut the door and stood before the
large cherry desk of her new "boss."


Jerome was sitting behind his desk and had Anna's purse open. He emptied
the contents on the smooth surface. Her package of birth control pills caught
his eye and he played with them between his fingers. He then slowly... and one
by one punched the little white tablets from their designated slots. Once the
thirty pills were removed he swept them all into the waste basket.


He then looked up at the pretty White wife and finally spoke, "You won't
need these from now on. It will put a little excitement in our relationship.
And......... you don't fuck your little White boy husband without my
permission. Do you understand?"


Anna showed no emotion as she answered her new superior, "I understand
Mr. Bettis."


Jerome then let the pretty wife stand before him several minutes before
he looked up again. His face was expressionless. He reached for a ruler and
walked around his desk to where Anna was standing silently. He placed the ruler
at the top of the Anna's dimpled knee. Looking up he merely stated, "Three and
one half inches."


With his dark forbidding eyes staring into Anna's frightened face he
asked his next question, "What length of skirt did I order you to wear Mrs.
Belvoir?"


Her voice started to tremble... "Four inches Mr. Bettis."


Jerome sat down in one of the luxurious leather chairs. He pointed with
his finger to a thin branch in the corner of his office. "Bring the willow
branch to me," her sternly ordered.


Anna stood still for a moment contemplating her rapidly spiraling
predicament. The fear swept through her limbs. She wanted to say something but
no words would form in her trembling lips. After an eternity she felt her legs
carry her to the corner of the office. Her delicate fingers grasp the willow
branch and she brought the thin frightening instrument to the seated Black man.
She handed the willow to Jerome who took the thin reed in his muscular Black
hand.


"Turn around..." he ordered.


Anna turned and faced the large windows.


"Lift your skirt..." was his next order.


Anna grasped the hem of her off white skirt in her hands and bending
pulled the hem up...... until the darker white bands of her stockings became
visible.


"Higher," was his next simple command.


The skirt was raised another several inches until the lace around the
white panties was visible.


"What did I tell you Mrs. Belvoir?" Jerome questioned.


Her voice stuttered, "You..... told me to wear my skirts four inches from
my knees Mr. Bettis...."


"And if you didn't?" he asked.


Her voice trembled noticeably. "You said....... you said that...... that
you would spank my Lilly White ass.." she finally was able to get the words
from her lips.


The first slashing blow hit her upper thighs. The sound was sharp and
distinct. Anna moaned when the thin reed ripped against the white silk of her
hose. She knew that her co-workers could hear the reed as it whipped through
the thin air and made contact with her muscled upper thighs. She received four
brutal strokes and tears dripped from her eyes and feel to the thick white
carpet. Jerome sat back down when the punishment ended.


Anna stood, bent at the waist with the hem of her skirt in her delicate
fingers.


"You may pull your skirt down after you thank me for correcting your
first flaw of the day Mrs. Belvoir," Jerome sternly stated.


"Thank you for correcting me Mr. Bettis," Anna sobbed.


Anna then stood and smoothed her skirt. She faced the large windows as
she tried to wipe the tears from her eyes. The intercom beeped and a
receptionist announced the arrival of Jerome Bettis' first client interview.


"Show the young man in," came the stern command.


Anna turned and walked to the door. As she opened the door she noticed
that everyone was staring at her. The tears continued to drip from her pretty
emerald eyes. As she walked to the reception area she noticed the stunned look
of Mr. Bougehard Wright III. He quickly turned and retreated to his office. He
did not want to witness the submission of his pretty assistant.


When she walked into the reception area her eyes quickly focused on an
angry Black man in his early twenties. He had a hard arrogant look on his young
face and a smirk on his lips. As she looked at the young Black man she recalled
what her mother had always told her as she was growing up. "The reason they are
Black is so that we can easily identify them. Never get close to them as they
will spray their poison deep into you and ruin you for a good man...." The
words ran through her mind as she motioned for the Black man to follow her. As
she led him back to Jerome Bettis' office she could feel his dark eyes on her
tight swaying ass cheeks. She held the door open as he entered and then
followed him.


The young Black man dropped into the expensive chair and returned the
smile of the Black attorney. "You shore have a sweet little bitch here
brother..... Have you buried your Black cock into her sweet honey pie yet," he
boastfully questioned.


Jerome smiled but did not answer his question. Instead he politely asked,
"Is there anything Mrs. Belvoir can get for you before we start?"


"Well Bro I be thinking that a glass full of sipping whiskey would shore
hit the spot," his white teeth shining in the early morning light.


Turning to Anna, Jerome brusquely ordered, "Go get Bougehard's best
Kentucky Whiskey for my new client. And bring THREE glasses."


Anna started to protest but decided against comment. Nine o'clock in the
morning and these two Black men wanted to start drinking hard liquor? Her mind
could not fathom the rationale but excused herself and left to retrieve the
requested items.


When she entered Mr. Bougehard Wright's office she made the simple
request. She heard him murmur something under his breath but felt it best she
not follow up the comment. Without speaking she quickly turned and exited the
senior partner's office.


Upon re-entering Jerome's office she found the two Black men laughing.
Their eyes quickly refocused on her tight lean body as she put the three
glasses and whiskey decanter on Jerome's desk.


"Pour three glasses to the top and take one..." Jerome ordered.


Anna started to say, "I don't......" but caught herself. Her upper thighs
still burned from her first infraction of the day.


She handed the two Black men their glasses full of Kentucky sipping
whiskey but left hers own the desk.


The Black client was sprawled in the large leather chair turned to Anna.
"I let my bitches drink first. Drink the whiskey Honkey!"


Both sets of Black eyes were focused on Anna. Self consciously she
grasped the heavy glass. Bringing the rim of the glass to her red coated lips
she let the burning liquid slide down her throat.


"Drink it all," Jerome ordered.


Anna brought the glass to her lips and again let the burning whiskey race
to her stomach. It was hot and burned her throat. Anna did not drink and the
high octane lubricant immediately had an effect on the pretty wife. She almost
immediately felt light headed and grabbed the edge of the desk to steady
herself.


"Pour yourself another drink before we begin Mrs. Belvoir," dictated
Jerome.


With unsteady hands Anna poured herself another eight ounces of pure
alcohol. She tried to focus her eyes on the two Black men but couldn't. She
brought the foul tasting liquid to her lips and drained about a third of the
glass.


The Black client smiled and then intentionally dropped his pen to the
thick white carpet. Both Anna and Jerome observed the deliberate act.


"Well, Pick up my client's pen," came the matter of factly order from
Jerome.


On suddenly unsteady legs Anna walked the three or four steps and then
gracefully bent her legs to retrieve the discarded pen. When she rose she felt
the Black hands......


The long Black fingers started at her knee..... and then slowly....
slowly.... inched upward. The warm fingers made a slight circular motion as
they carefully traveled up the sweet nylon covered legs.


Looking forlornly into the smiling eyes of Jerome Anna sobbed quietly,
"Please..... make him stop."


Her plea went unanswered. Jerome's face was covered with a smirking smile
as he observed the Black fingers disappear under the short white skirt. "Don't
you like those Black fingers on those tender Lilly White legs of yours Mrs.
Belvoir?"


Anna shivered as the long Black fingers reached the top of her hose. She
felt the fingers insert themselves between the garter clasps and her suddenly
warm upper thighs. The fingers played with the top of her hose..... and then
unsnapped the garter clasps. The metallic uncoupling screamed in the quiet
room. The two Black men could hear Anna's breathing as she sensuously swayed
back and forth.


Jerome reached over the desk and retrieved Anna's half empty whiskey
glass. He put the glass in her hand and gave her his simple command, "Finish
your drink.."


Anna needed both of her trembling hands to grasp the glass. Closing her
eyes she brought the glass to her lips. Just as the rim of the glass touched
her lips she felt the tips of the menacing fingers touch the leg openings of
her white lace panties. "Oh God No....." escaped from her lips.


Anna heard the squeals of delight as the seated Black continued to caress
her upper thighs.


Anna continued to firmly grasp the glass containing the mind numbing
lubricant. She sucked down another large swig of the brown fluid.


"I asked if you liked a Black man's hand on your legs Anna?" Jerome asked
again.


Through her tear stained eyes Anna shook her head from side to side but
could not speak.


Jerome rose from his chair. He walked around to the front of his desk and
stood facing his sobbing assistant. He pried the empty whiskey glass from her
hands and put it on the desk. Standing in front of Anna he let the back of his
hands softly caress the outside of her white satin blouse. He smiled..... her
nipples were hard.


Her lips trembled as Anna tried to form words to alleviate her terrifying
predicament. She envisioned herself standing between two muscular Black men as
they fondled and groped her virgin White body. She had always loathed Black men
yet.................. the probing Black fingers were coated with her dew. The
fingers found the red welts of her punishment and gently scraped the red flesh.
The gentle touch against the hot welt brought another gasp of pleasure from the
tormented wife. Her nipples were painfully hard as her Black superior was
casually rubbing the back of his hands against the sensitive orbs of pleasure.


Anna felt the first button being pushed through the small opening. She
lowered her face and looked at the strong Black hands as they carefully
unbuttoned the second...... and the third...... and the fourth buttons. The
stark contrast of the Black fingers as they manipulated the white pearl buttons
on the background of the white satin material of her blouse. The absolute
contrast between the Black skin and her pure body made her tight hole excrete
more feminine moisture into the gently caressing Black fingers hidden beneath
her skirt.


Jerome gently pulled the tails of her blouse from her skirt. Anna
tightened her smooth stomach allowing the soft cloth to be extracted. Once the
blouse was free she felt Jerome's strong hands cup her breasts. The half bra
pushed up the underside of her slightly drooping flesh; and when the front hook
was dislodged the 36C flesh fell forward into Jerome's waiting hands. His
finger and thumb squeezed the hard nipples and brought another grasp from her
lips.


As her nipples were being punished by Jerome's strong fingers she felt
the other set of Black fingers tighten on the elastic at the top of her
panties. She closed her eyes again as she felt the white lace being pulled ever
so slowly over her tight butt cheeks.


Jerome leaned close and with his lips only inches from her right ear
softly asked, "Have you ever felt a Black cock.. A cock from a real man?"


The alcohol fogged mind was confused. The panties continued to be slowly
pulled from her hips. The sensitive nipples were being twisted between fingers
and thumb......


"Take my cock out Anna...." Jerome whispered.


Anna tried to reason. She could not comprehend her current plight. She
felt her hands drop to her side and then reach slightly forward. At the first
contact she could not comprehend the length of the hard pipe that her fingers
tried to encircle. "This could not be a man's penis," her mind tried to reason.


She stretched her fingers trying to gain the leverage to encircle the
huge menacing organ. She could not imagine that a man could have such an
appendage. Her mind flashed back to the previous night and her husband's
pitiful manhood that emptied itself inside his pants.


Anna released the hard throbbing organ and searched for Jerome's belt and
zipper. She pulled on the buckle of the belt and at the same moment felt her
panties drop from her knees to the carpeted floor. Frantically she pulled the
belt back and felt the prong slip from the little hole. She then found the
zipper at the instant the tip of the second Black man's finger tip pushed up
into her steaming lips. "Oh MY GODDDD," she screamed.


She struggled with the zipper but was able at long last to pull it down.
As the metal slipped down she felt the hot flesh of Jerome's Black manhood flop
against the back of her delicate hand. Turning her hand over she seemed to
weigh the ten inch steel bar. She could not encircle the Black flesh with her
delicate hands. Her mind drifted back and forth from her alcoholic stupor and
tried to imagine how massive was her Superior's manhood.


Anna kept her eyes closed. She was afraid she would pass out if she
opened them.


The one Black intruding digit was joined by a second one. It sawed into
her tender flesh as she tried to escape the invasion by standing on her tip
toes. "Spread yourself for me," ordered the seated Black client.


Anna could not resist any longer. She spread her long tapered legs....
the only limitation was the white lace panties binding her ankles. The Black
fingers sawed in and out of Anna's over flowing pussy. As the fingers spread
her tender lips she grabbed the hard Black cock in her hand and gripped the
organ as hard as she could. Absently she started milking the long Black organ
in the same rhythm as the tormenting fingers buried deep in her hole.


Jerome cruelly twisted Anna's nipples as his arousal roared to a peek
with the death grip of the White wife's delicate fingers.


The poor White wife struggled to reach climax. She thrust her hips down
against the menacing Black fingers. A third finger lodged itself into her tight
passage and Anna struggled to open her hole to the gripping Black fingers.


Jerome was the first.......... White scalding cum shot from his long
hose. The spunk coated the bunched white skirt of the beautiful middle age
wife. She felt the wet discharge and the knowledge pushed her own tight body
over the burning threshold.


The staff heard the passionate scream from the inner office. They looked
at each other and smiled. A universal thought was in everyone's mind. "Little
Miss Goody Two Shoes; the senior partner's mistress was getting what she
deserved....."


Anna fell to her knees as her climax made her body shudder. The probing
Black fingers followed her to the floor and continued to fill her seeping hole.
Her lips were swollen and red as she tried to crawl away but the Black man
would not allow the pretty wife escape. Anna crawled to the window but the
Black followed her. She started to pull herself up when she felt the hard Black
cock scrape the top of her stockings.


"NOOOOOOOOOO," she screamed.


Theodore buried his cock hard and deep. The wet channel provided the
lubrication for the initial insertion and the forceful impalement prevented
Mrs. Anna Belvoir's escape. She was forced against the four foot ledge in front
of the window as the Black had total control of her tender chute. After the
initial insertion Anna was able to relax.... and accept the long prod. The half
naked secretary was brutally fucked until she screamed for release.


She felt Theodore tighten..... and then felt the hot liquid coat her
inner chamber. The tip of his Black cock had pushed against her cervix and
caused her pain... before feeling the total impalement ignited her second
climax. The two sex partners collapsed on the floor. Theodore nuzzled Anna's
tender neck and sucked a large dark hickey on the soft flesh. Anna merely lay
exhausted; lodged between the ledge and her first Black lover.


As she lay breathing heavily on the carpet she felt something wet caress
her lips. She opened her eyes and seen the angry purple head of Jerome's huge
Black cock. Gripping the monster in his fist he rubbed it against Anna's
delicate lips until she slowly parted them. Jerome inched the purple head into
her wet and warm oral cavity and let her tongue clean the half dried jism. Anna
subserviently serviced her master with her mouth. She tongue washed the still
hard prong. It took only a few minutes for the huge Black balls to empty
themselves into Anna's sucking mouth. Anna added the fertile sperm to her
stomach still filled with expensive whiskey.


The three spent love mates relaxed on the deep white pile carpeting.
Finally Jerome rose and pulled together his wardrobe. He returned to his chair
and looked at the gentle rise and fall of Anna's nearly perfect breasts.
Theodore's long Black cock was still lodged in the White wife's stretched
pussy. His cum was dripping out her hole and coating the tops of her white silk
hose. After several minutes Theodore pulled his long cock from the warm
passageway of the beautiful lady and squeezed the remaining contents on her
upper thighs. Smiling he too returned to his chair.


With her alcohol fogged brain Anna finally opened her eyes to the bright
office lights. She could feel the two Black's spunk over her body. Her tender
nipples were red and swollen and her previously tight and seldom used woman
chamber was stretched and dripping with Black cum. She drug herself to a
sitting position and felt the warm liquid leak from her stretched lower lips
and coat the inside of her new skirt. Groggily she looked over to her smirking
boss.


Never had her husband Jim given her such pleasure. Her mind returned to
the picture of Jerome punching each of her birth control pills out of their
pouch. The fertile Black sperm dripping from her stretched hole today will not
make her pregnant but......... what about tomorrow?


On unsteady feet she rose and meekly asked Jerome, "May I go clean up Mr.
Bettis?"


Jerome looked at the disheveled forty year old White wife and his cock
twitched again. She was such a beautiful lady; and she was his.


"If you drink another full glass of whiskey; you may clean yourself...."
was the reply from Mrs. Anna Belvoir's superior.
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Wearily, Anna walked to the right side of the desk where the nearly empty
whiskey bottle rested. With unsteady hands she poured herself another glass of
the brown liquid. She swayed back and forth in front of her two Black fuck
masters. Her blouse was still unbuttoned and hung open exposing her White
breasts with the red fuck marks gleaming in the early morning light. A large
fist sized cum stain coated the front of her navy blue skirt. Theodore's sticky
Black cum dripped from her permanently stretched hole and coated her white silk
hose. She had discarded her four inch white heels and her eyes were having a
hard time remaining open. Her excessive forced consumption of potent Kentucky
sipping whiskey made her distraught mind swirl. When her mind did return to a
minute of reality she blamed the whiskey...... for her wantonness with her new
Black boss and his Black client.


"Drink your whiskey Mrs. Belvoir," Jerome ordered.


Anna's eyes turned to her boss...... her new Black master. With shaking
hands she brought the glass to her lips and let the vile liquid slide down her
throat. The brown liquid burned as it made it's journey. When the glass was
drained Anna looked towards her Black boss and then felt her legs weaken and
she fell to the carpeted floor. She had mercifully passed out from the large
quantity of alcohol.


The two Black men looked at her pretty lean body. Their eyes naturally
focused on the vortex of her long pretty legs. Her swollen pussy lips could be
seen under her rumpled skirt. With each labored breath another rope like string
of Theodore's sperm slid from her battered woman chute.


The lawyer and his client then finally got down to the business at hand.
Strangling one of the largest corporations in the country. Theodore had
accumulated a great deal of incriminating evidence and shared it freely with
his new attorney. The two ordered one of the more White boy junior attorneys to
fetch them lunch. They retrieved the gourmet lunch at the door. When Jerome
looked out into the spacious office he could tell that everyone was fascinated
by what they envisioned was happening behind locked doors.


Anna's lack of sleep; brutal Black fucking and excessive consumption of
high potency liquid fire allowed her tired mind and body to sleep restfully the
rest of the morning and afternoon.


She finally woke up at five thirty. The office was mercifully void of any
of her co-workers. Both Jerome and Theodore, his client had left several hours
earlier. They had locked his office door when they left; which kept out the
prying eyes of Anna's fellow workers.


Anna's head throbbed from the hang over. Her body ached from the brutal
sex that the two Black men had casually helped themselves to. She convinced
herself that they had taken her by force; or by the seduction of alcohol. If
that was the case however; why did she feel so warm and mushy between her legs
when she relived the morning; or at least what she could remember of the
morning in her mind.


Anna carefully put her clothes back together. As she looked down at her
new expensive navy skirt she noticed the huge cum stain in the front. She
couldn't see the similar stain just below her ass on the back of her skirt. Her
nipples hurt where Jerome had cruelly twisted them as she was in the throes of
sexual escastcy. Looking around the office she finally located her new lace
wonder bra. Her breasts were nearly rubbed raw and when she clasp the bra the
tightness caused her to feel the sensation. She walked behind the desk and
retrieved several Kleenex which she used to wipe the ever present cum from her
stockings.... and her leaking pussy. As she daubed her swollen and stretched
hole the paper cloth soaked up the sticky Black cum. She looked into the glass
bookcase and tried to straighten her long red hair. Her make up was streaked
and runny... She did the best that she could and was finally satisfied.


Anna reached down and pulled on her new shoes. She gathered her purse and
stopped at the heavy oak door. Gently she twisted the lock and pulled the large
door open very slowly. She looked out into the large reception area and was
relieved to discover that she was alone in the office; or so she thought. She
then quickly walked to the main door and let herself out. She did not look
back; if she had she would have seen Bougehard Wright III with a forlorn look
on his face. He was nearly a broken man; allowing his mistress to be taken from
him by the arrogant Black upstart. Bougehard was distressed to see his
plaything walk past his door; obviously well fucked by his new nemesis.


When Anna walked into the spacious kitchen her husband Jim was having a
cup of coffee. He looked up and saw his beautiful wife..... Anna tried to read
his expression; it was one of........... excitement. She continued through the
kitchen and went directly to their second floor bedroom. She stripped and left
her clothes in a pile by the bed. Rapidly she escaped to the bath off the
master bedroom. Turning on the shower she stepped in; the hot water soaked her
tired body. The steam cleared her foggy mind. She stayed in the shower for
nearly thirty minutes and finally emerged. She was refreshed and rejuvenated.


She draped a towel around her wet hair and wrapped her tight body with
another towel. As she stepped into the master bedroom she stopped in her
tracks. Sitting on the edge of the bed was her husband Jim; her panties were in
his hands and he was inhaling the sweet fragrances of her juices..... and the
dried cum of her Black sex partners.


"What....... what are you doing Jim?" she asked her husband.


Suddenly startled Jim looked up and his emerging wife. He was immediately
distressed; and embarrassed. "I... ah...." he meekly muttered.


He dropped his head but kept his wife's panties in his hand. After
several minutes Jim looked up at his irate wife. "Did you let him fuck you?"


Anna was angry...... but she did not know where to direct her anger. She
finally spoke to her husband, "Did I let who fuck me?" As she spoke she let the
towel fall from her beautiful body. Standing before her husband completely
naked she could see his arousal; the second time in as many days.


Jim's cock started to throb. "Did you let your Black boss stick his cock
into you?" he asked again; this time rather sternly.


Anna did not answer her husband. Seductively she spread her long White
legs. Slowly her hands caressed her red marked breasts and dropped to the her
waist. Looking directly at her husband's stunned face she spread her lips with
her delicate fingers. "I didn't get it all out. Maybe you would like to try to
suck the rest of it out?"


"You let another man fuck you?" Jim Belvoir asked his wife. He seemed to
be stunned at the possibility; even though he could smell the panties that he
still held in his hands.


"Come and suck it out Jim. Come and suck another man's sperm from your
wife's cunt," Anna answered.


Jim was paralyzed. His emotions were out of control; yet his cock was
rock hard and sticking out at a ninety degree angle.


Anna spreads her long legs even more. She pries her sex apart and mocking
him again asks her husband, "Do you like my pink pussy Jim. HE liked my
pussy..... Don't you want to suck my pussy? Suck my pussy and I will tell
you..... You want to hear about it don't you? DON'T YOU?"


Jim, unsure of his emotions finally got up off the bed and walked from
the bedroom with his wife's panties still in his hands.


His wife laughed as he departed their bedroom. She let her index finger
tease her clit..... She then put on a fresh pair of panties and slipped on a
tight pair of jeans. Since her breasts still felt sensitive she decided to
forego a bra. Putting on a white cotton shirt she buttoned the front and
slipped on a pair of tennis shoes.


She re-entered the kitchen and busied herself with the preparation of
supper. Jim informed her that their eighteen year old daughter Alicia had
called and would not be home for supper. The menu was simple; broccoli cheese
soup and salad. The man and wife had just sit down to supper when the door
chime rang.


Agitated, Jim got up and walked to the door. He opened the door without
seeing who was on the other side. It would be only his first mistake of this
evening..........


Jerome Bettis brusquely walked by the startled husband. He walked into
the kitchen and stood smiling at his startled assistant. Anna merely looked at
the unwelcome intruder... She could not speak. Her husband walked up behind the
muscular Black man and asked him a simple question, "May I ask who you are?"


Smiling Jerome turned to the befuddled husband. "Maybe your wife would
like to tell you who I am," he stated.


Anna had dropped her gaze into the hot soup in front of her. She now
looked up and seen the puzzlement in her husband's dumb founded face. "This is
my new boss Jim," she softly said.


Her husband's dull facial expression turned to one of apprehension.


Jerome turned to Anna's husband and smugly asked, "Aren't you going to
invite me to supper Mr. Belvoir?"


Jim, somewhat befuddled simply stated, "Why of course...."


Mr. Jim Belvoir and his wife Anna were very anxious as the muscular Black
man sit down at their table.


"Has Anna told you about me yet Mr. Belvoir?" asked Jerome.


Jim, uneasy in this new and different environment; answered quickly.
"No...... she hasn't."


Jerome turning to the pretty White wife smiled. "Why my dear... I thought
that you would tell your husband about your new master... and his new demands.
Tell your husband our little arrangement at the office Anna."


Anna shifted nervously in her chair. She felt Jerome's hand as it rested
on her knee.


"Mr. Bettis is my new supervisor at work Jim. He...... he has made my
duties very clear. I.... ah...." Anna tried to answer.


Anna felt the strong hand slide upper her upper thighs. It gripped her
upper leg in it's vice like grip. "Don't be shy Anna. You may tell your husband
what your punishment was this morning when you disobeyed my dress code."


Anna's wide emerald eyes turned toward her husband. She then hurriedly
turned back to Jerome's stern Black face. Looking down at the table she softly
answered her master's question. "Jerome established a dress code for me. The
dress I wore today was not short enough and he......... He spanked me for
disobeying him, Jim..."


Jim sat at the table. His mouth was gaping open. He turned to Jerome,
"You spanked my wife?" he asked astoundingly.


Jerome merely laughed at the White boy husband. He turned again to his
plaything, "Show your husband where I marked you Mrs. Belvoir."


Anna shook her head....... "Please don't make me Jerome..."


"Show your husband where I put my mark on you. You disobeyed me and you
were punished. Show him now or I will spank you again," Jerome ordered. He was
becoming agitated at Anna's disobedience. He looked at the husband...... the
husband was excited and he was........frightened by the Black man sitting at
his supper table.


"I want you to leave Mr. Bettis... NOW," Jim ordered.


Jerome's face hardened and he turned to look at the panicky husband. He
reached over the short distance separating the two men and savagely cuffed the
husband on the side of his head. The blow was a glancing blow and the impact
didn't draw blood. Jim's stunned eyes however summed up the dramatic change in
the kitchen of Mr. and Mrs. Jim Belvoir.


"You sit there and shut up. You speak again and you and I will retire to
the back yard and only one of us will return to be with your lovely wife. Do
you understand me White boy?" Jerome sharply established.


Jim's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. The sharp blow had deflated his
ego in front of his wife. He wanted to rebuff the arrogant Black man...... he
wanted to show his manhood and protect his wife... and his home. As he
considered his alternatives he was struck sharply across the face. The blow
knocked him out of his chair and he as he laid on the floor he looked up to the
muscular Black man that was dramatically changing his life. His only response
was meek and frightened...... "Please don't hit me again...."


Anna sit silently as Jerome Bettis established his domination over her
frightened husband. It has been less than two days since her own submission to
this powerful Black man. Anna started shivering as she heard her husband begged
the Black man to not strike him again.


Jerome resumed his seat and gave Anna a stern look. "I gave you an order.
Do not make the mistake of disobeying it."


Anna rose and looked at her sniveling husband. She silently unthreaded
the metal button at the top off her jeans. Without looking down she then pulled
the zipper down. She had to wiggle her hips to pull the tight jeans down her
muscular thighs. She said nothing as she pulled the legs of the jeans over her
feet. She had removed her shoes. The pretty White wife then turned and bent
slightly at the waist.


Jerome's Black hands stroked her upper thighs and his fingers found the
angry red welts and outlined them. Her Lilly White skin contrasted sharply with
his dark hands. As his finger tips caressed the red welts she moaned softly.
The wife remembered her punishment only a few short hours ago.


Jim watched silently from his prone position on the kitchen floor. He
felt his manhood harden and he was ashamed. A Black man was casually stroking
his nearly naked wife in their home and his cock was throbbing; harder than he
could ever remember.


"Remove your panties Mrs. Belvoir. I wish to play with your tight little
pussy," Jerome ordered.


Mrs. Anna Belvoir did not question the instruction. She had quickly
learned that Jerome was not to be questioned. She wondered very briefly if he
husband would come to her aid...... and then she realized that her husband
would not...or could not protect her. She put her fingers in the top of her
fresh panties and pulled them down. The tails of her white shirt was still
covering her upper body.


"Grab your ankles Mrs. Belvoir... Make yourself ready for me...." Jerome
mocked the pretty middle aged wife.


Anna had always prided herself on her lean and agile body. She bent at
the waist and locked her hands around her small precious ankles.


Jerome sat quietly for several minutes watching the pretty wife. Her
muscles were starting to rebel as she was stretched in the awkward position.
"Do you want to fuck me tonight Mrs. Belvoir?" he asked.


Blood was filling her head.... It would have been amusing if her position
would not have been so humiliating. She could not answer her master; not with
her husband huddling on the floor only six feet away.


Jerome licked his index finger and then stroked the red lined slit.
Anna's sex chute had regained it's tightness since her Black sexing several
hours ago. She felt her slippery lubricant forming deep in her pussy. When
Jerome separated the tight lips Anna moaned noticeably. "May I please get up ?"
she pleaded.


"No.. You may not. I like you with your face on the floor. Answer my
question Mrs. Belvoir!"


The back of Anna's legs begged for relief. The tips of Jerome's long muscular
fingers were continuing to agitate her sex. She wanted to....................


"Yes," was her quiet sob.


"Yes, what, Mrs. Belvoir?" Jerome asked.


The tears had returned to her eyes. "Yes, I want you to fuck me Mr.
Bettis."


The fingertips were teasing her hard clit. The obscene position that she
found herself.... and the tormenting fingers were bring her close to arousal.


"Beg ME," Jerome ordered.


Anna tried to form the words... She tried to come up with an answer; any
answer. She couldn't.


"Please fuck me with your Black cock Mr. Bettis. Please take me to my
bedroom and fuck me until you cum into my tight pussy. PLEASE...... PLEASE MR.
BETTIS, PLEASE FUCK ME...... FUCK ME WITH YOUR LONG BLACK COCK YOU BASTARD!!"


Anna's submission was complete. Jerome sat and relished her surrender.
"Well JimBo.... Do you want me to fuck your little tramp?"


Jim's cock was about to explode. His head still spun from the sharp slaps
he had just received. Meekly he looked up at the Black man seated at his
kitchen table obscenely stroking his wife's sloppy pussy. "Yes......" was his
simple reply.


"Well White boy; I be taking your little tramp up to YOUR bedroom. I'm
going to fuck her in the same bed that you lay with her every night. I want you
to stay here... Maybe afterwards I will let you watch... but now you just keep
laying on the floor. Oh..... and another thing. I want you to beg me to fuck
your little slut of a wife," Jerome concluded.


With his head hung in shame (but with his five inch White cock throbbing
with blood) he quietly surrendered. "Please Mr. Bettis.... will you fuck my
wife....."


Jerome laughed. He then slapped Anna across her White ass cheeks. "Get
your sorry ass to your bedroom. I will be up in a minute. You be spread and
ready for me..."


Anna rose and quickly walked to the stairs leading to her bedroom.


Mrs. Anna Belvoir
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Jerome sat at the kitchen table as Mrs. Anna Belvoir departed. He
casually finished his coffee while Anna's husband huddled on the floor by his
feet.


"Give me your belt White boy," Jerome casually asked.


Jim, frightened, but with his five inch spear still rock hard quickly
unbuckled his belt and handed the black leather to his wife's Black master.
Jerome took the belt from his out stretched hands and wrapped it around his
neck. He then rose and started pulling the hapless husband towards the stairs
to his martial bedroom. Jim was drug several feet before he hunched up and was
literally drug by his neck bent at the waist. He had to nearly crawl up the
stairs as Jerome set a frantic pace.


When the two men had reached the top of the stairs Jerome turned to look
at the helpless White husband. "Where is your bedroom?"


Jim looked up and pointed to the second door to his left. It was at the
end of the hall in the spacious home. For his assistance he was brutally drug
to a point just short of the open door. A dim light shone from the bedroom. "I
will leave you here. You will be able to hear me taking your wife; but I don't
want you watching" he said. He casually wrapped the end of the belt around one
of the rungs in the banister. It was not tied but Jim was not able to question
his orders. He would dutifully remain outside his bedroom door while the Black
man enjoyed his wife's many charms.


"Beg me again to take your wife White boy," came the one last humiliating
comment.


Without hesitation Jim looked up in the dim light and spoke the
opprobrious words, "Please fuck my wife Mr. Bettis."


Jerome laughed at the pathetic husband and walked into the luxurious
bedroom. He smiled upon entering. Mrs. Anna Belvoir, was propped on the bed.
Her long White legs were obscenely spread and she had a worried look on her
face.


Jerome Bettis, her Black boss casually started undressing at the foot of
the bed. One by one his articles of clothing was removed and hung carefully in
the closet. It was as if HE was the husband coming home to his horny spouse.
Jerome then stepped out of the shadows near the closet and stepped closer to
the bed. He heard an audible gasp as the forty year old White wife finally
realized the size of his Black cock. She had sucked the ten inch monster to
climax earlier in the day but now........... It was fully erect and poor Anna
could not imagine how such a large thick steel rod would ever fit into her
tight little chute. Her eyes showing fear looked into the dark and forbidding
eyes of her master; "Please be gentle," was her simple plea.


Jerome lifted himself to the end of the bed and knee walked between the
pretty Lilly White legs. When he made the first contact he gave a stern order,
"spread yourself wider. If you do it won't hurt you so much."


Anna strained and was able to spread her long pretty legs another inch or
so. She could still feel the tightness as a result of her display only moments
before in her kitchen. The muscles were strained but she had to
comply............. Her mind tried to imagine the Black cock that was leaking
it's pre cum on her upper thighs. It felt sticky and she dreaded the first
contact.


The White wife did not have to contemplate her fate for long. The purple
tip on the thick Black cock made contact with the sensitive pussy folds. Jerome
felt the wife become tense at the first contact. With his fist he gripped the
thick huge Black plunger and massaged the tip at the top of the pretty wife's
slit. The tip of his cock teased her clit and caused the wife to let a soft
moan escape her throat.


"Are you woman enough for a real cock?" Jerome teased the tense and
frightened wife.


"Please....... be gentle. You are so large I am afraid that you will hurt
me," the pretty White wife begged.


The fear that Jerome could hear in her soft begging made his thick Black
cock harden. He always liked the first time he fucked a White woman. They were
always so tight.... and their fear make them even tighter. "He would be gentle
with this one," he thought to himself.


There were some White wives that had to be brutally impaled to achieve
their total surrender. However, Mr. and Mrs. Jim Belvoir had already
surrendered....... All Jerome had to do now was to stretch the trembling wife
with the widely spread legs to make her his little plaything. Even though she
was forty years old she still had the essence of a teen age virgin. Tonight
Jerome's long thick Black cock was going to explore much virgin territory.


Jerome had lodged the angry purple head into the entrance of Anna's sex;
he enjoyed her squirming. Her soft sobs made the Black cock harder. Another
inch was given to Anna and she placed her hands on Jerome's muscular chest. She
tried to push on his chest......... but the thick Black cock was shoved into
her tight chamber another inch. "Oh my god.. Please. Please go slow," Anna
continued begging.


Another inch was forced into the tight chute. It brought another gasp of
pain...... or pleasure? Her delicate fingers tightened on Jerome's Black
nipples. She squeezed his nipples as the huge cock continued to push her tender
folds apart as it sought entrance into her delicate pink lips.


He heard the White wife gasp as he inserted another inch of solid Black
cock. "Beg me.... Beg me to fuck you..." Jerome ordered.


"Oh god.... please be gentle. You are so large.... you are stretching
me... please," the White wife begged.


The begging of the wife made Jerome harder. He had broken many White
wives. But Anna was different; she was...... She was the mistress of the senior
partner; she was older; she was wiser...... and she was writhing on the end of
his long thick Black cock.


Jerome allowed another inch to be inserted into her tight but elastic
pussy folds. The almost silent squeal was like music to Jerome. He twitched his
hips once more and another thick inch was lodge into her tight passage.


Anna's husband was silently kneeling just outside his bedroom. He could
not see the taking of his wife; but he could hear her moans... her begging. She
was begging for more cock..... more Black cock. He was not attached to the
banister but he was too frightened to risk looking into his bedroom. And
then...... he heard another sharp and distinctive moan......


Inside the bedroom of Jim and Anna Belvoir, Jerome was enjoying himself.
"Wrap those long Lilly White legs around my ass. It will spread that little
pussy and allow me greater access to my new bitch," Jerome cruelly mocked.


"No... Please. If I spread any more it will hurt. You are too big. You
will stretch me too much.... Please Mr. Bettis.... Please," Anna softly moaned.


Jerome allowed his cock to retreat...... only two inches; but it allowed
Anna to relax for a few brief seconds. "Do what I told you....." Jerome
menacingly stated.


Anna tried to rise up on her hands and this allowed her pussy the
briefest of respites. She opened her eyes and looked into the foreboding dark
eyes of her master; her Black master. She silently shook her heard from side to
side; but then......... Jerome felt her long legs wrap around his muscular
buttocks. He allowed her to adjust herself below him and when he felt her
ankles lock behind his solid Black ass cheeks he thrust forward once again to
impale more of the pretty White beauty on the end of his angry Black cock.


Anna was able to adjust and to relax enough for Jerome's first five
inches to be lodged deep into her panting body.


"This is what your husband can give you.... From this point on you are a
virgin... you are my virgin. And a virgin always remembers her first man... the
first man to bust her cherry... Will you remember me..." Jerome quietly asked.


Anna pulled herself up by her arms and gripped Jerome's ass cheeks with
her long legs. She pulled his Black cock deeper into her wet pussy. Closing her
eyes she forced her tongue through Jerome's thick lips. Jerome sensed the
capitulation of her tender White body. Anna was making squealing sounds as she
tried to force his cock deep into her aching slit.


Jim kneeled next to the banister. His own manhood was hard and he reached
down and stroked himself through his trousers. As his wife screamed her
surrender.... and she begged for more of the adulterous cock to take her tender
treasures Jim's cock spewed forth it's sticky discharge. Bent over next to the
railing of the stairs he felt his tension and his strength drain through the
tip of his cock.


His wife, Anna, was rapidly reaching her own climax. She had a death grip
on her Black lover. Jerome thrust forward and succeeded in burying the entire
ten inches of thick Black cock deep into her womb.


Anna's screams reverberated through out her large house. Her husband
leaned against the banister; completely spent. The front of his pants were
soaked with his creme and he had a far away look on his face.


Jerome felt the sharp fingernails as they clawed into his back ripping
the skin...... Mrs. Anna Belvoir reached her climax...... she wasn't content
with only one. Jerome slowed his pile hammered ass to gentle thrusts and
allowed the pretty White wife to climax a second and then third time. As Anna
struggled with her release she felt the powerful hips start their circular
movement. The thick Black cock was touching each nerve in her stuffed tender
hole. The torrent of scalding Black cum coated and stung the tender pink pussy
folds.


At long last the two lovers feel back on the bed with their tongues still
dueling....... Both were panting and the release of scalding cum started
leaking out the side of Anna's elastic pussy and stained the white sheets.
Jerome suddenly felt heavy; his dead weight stretched out on the long lean
pretty wife of Mr. Jim Belvoir. When Anna's breathing returned to normal she
nudged the contented Black lover to rise. He raised back on his haunches with
his still hard Black cock still firmly lodged into Anna's sweet passage.


"Tell me Mrs. Belvoir..... What became of your birth control pills?"
Jerome quietly asked.


Anna looked up with a puzzled look on her face. "You threw my birth
control pills in the waste basket Mr. Bettis," she quietly answered.


Smiling Jerome looked down at Anna's pretty heaving chest. "My Black
sperm will not produce a Black baby tonight; but............ Every time I fill
you with my Black seed you have an opportunity to carry my baby..... Do you
want a Black baby growing in your tight little tummy, Mrs. Belvoir?"


A look of shock quickly transformed the puzzled look on the pretty White
wife. "I don't want to get pregnant Mr. Bettis......." she quietly answered.


Jerome pushed his semi hard prick into her now leaking stretched pussy.
"I am going to plant my Black seed in your womb.... You may not want my
child..... you may not want to face your neighbors when you have a Black
child... but you are going to be the brood mare of my seed.."


Anna remained motionless. She heard the soft plop as the large male
sexual organ was removed. She felt the pent-up male seed flow freely from her
sex and pool between her widely spread legs. The fluid was somewhat cool on her
asscheeks.


Jerome rose and walked to the door. Looking at the wife's husband he
walked the several steps. Looking down at the defeated husband he smiled as his
eyes focused on the wet spot at his crotch. "I have bred your wife. She seemed
to enjoy me fucking her...... But now I am done and I need to be cleaned... and
you are the one I choose to clean me."


Jim looked up with a paranoid look on his face. He wanted to confront the
naked Black man standing before him. He wanted to beat him for seducing his
wife.... and for planting his seed deep within her womb. He should have.... but
he meekly looked up and spoke very timidly; "I am not like that. I don't like
men."


Jerome smiled to himself. "You will suck my cock clean not because you
are some faggot... you will suck me because I have fucked your wife and you
have given her to me. Do it now...... and do it well."


Jim, the Black belt still around his neck pulled himself up to his knees.
He opened his mouth and.............


It did not take long.


When Jerome was clean he looked down at the broken husband. Turning he
returned to the husband's bedroom. "Come with me......" Jim stood and followed
the Black man into the bedroom. When he entered he quickly searched for his
wife. His wife was on their bed; her legs were still widely splayed and white
cum was dripping from her hole. She had a contented look on her pretty face.
Her long red hair was fanned out on the pillow and there was a glean of
perspiration covering her tight lean body.


Jerome, still naked, stood next to Jim admiring the pretty wife. Turning
to Jim he spoke to Jim's beautiful wife; "Tell your husband what happened to
your birth control pills... And then tell him my plans for his wife."


Anna very softly answered the direct question. "Mr. Bettis took my birth
control pills from my purse. He punched each of them out on his desk. He then
pushed them into the waste basket. Jim.... Jerome said that he was going to
make me pregnant...... He said that he was going to plant a Black baby in
me...."


Jim stood dumbfounded...


Jerome put his hand on his soft shoulder. "Since you have sucked my cock
I will let you try and suck my seed out of your wife. In fact..... If you
behave yourself I will give you the opportunity to suck my seed from your
wife's pussy each time I fuck her. Maybe with a little luck you could suck the
seed from her pussy before she becomes pregnant. It will probably be a losing
battle because I plan to fuck your wife whenever and wherever I choose. But
maybe; just maybe you can suck enough out......."


Jim could not comprehend what he was being told. He felt his legs become
weak and he fell to his knees. His mind was racing and his cock was hard again.


"Ask your husband to clean you Mrs. Belvoir," Jerome ordered.


Anna, herself, in a total daze looked at her kneeling husband. "Jim; Come
suck Mr. Bettis' sperm out of me...." She felt the bed sag as her husband knee
walked several feet.


His tongue felt coarse and wet. The gentle sucking felt soothing on her
stretched hole. Her swollen lips were treated to a tender pleasure by her
devoted husband. She closed her eyes as he performed his duties...... The duty
that he would perform many times in the coming days.


After he completed his task he was ordered to leave his bedroom. Jerome
still naked slid in next to his wife and put his arm around her shoulders,
cradling her head. "Leave us. I will call you when you need to clean us
again..."


Jim was thus dismissed.


While Jim tried to sleep in his daughter's vacant bedroom he could hear
the lovemaking that first night. The first night that Jerome spent with his
wife in their bedroom. In the next several weeks Jerome occupied the martial
bed nearly every night. Jim cleaned his wife's lover.... and he attempted to
suck the fertile seed from his wife's stretched chamber. Jim however feared the
worst... His wife would soon be carrying Jerome's child....


Each morning Jerome would pick out the appropriate attire for his new
assistant. Her wardrobe became more and more seductive as each week passed. Her
former wards at the law office became more and more amused as her outfits
revealed an ever greater amount of perfect flesh. It was evident to everyone;
including Bougehard Wright III that Mr. Jerome Bettis had taken Anna as his
mistress.


But as Mrs. Anna Belvoir became the plaything of the young Black attorney
she did not realize that her next step into Black sexing was just
beginning............
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Blair Stevens was already late when she left her fashionable apartment.
She wanted to make a good impression on the newest partner in the CPA firm
where she worked as one of the Senior Staff Members. Although the pretty
brunette with long legs had advanced rapidly in the firm she felt somewhat
apprehensive about her newest supervisor.


Tasha Cantrall was........ very demanding.  She had advanced far more
rapidly than Blair; having joined the firm only two years ago. The sleek black
lady with the fantastic legs; rock hard stomach and small but firm breasts had
been on the fast track with the firm from the moment she gracefully walked
through the large glass doors of the most prestigious Accounting firm in
Cleveland, Ohio.


To accentuate her spiral to the top she had just recently landed the
entire management contract for one of the hottest rap groups in the country.
The fees would be enormous and the older pot bellied white partners were
ecstatic about the landing of such a prestigious client.  At the publicized
signing of the engagement letter the announcement was made that Tasha would be
the New Partner in charge of the "Bad Boys"...  The name of the group was
indicative of the way the group conducted not only their business but also
their private lives. The four black members of the rap group were for the most
part a very unsavory group of ........ men..... Their vicious and cruel antics
were already legendary in the Cleveland press....


But for the smiling senior partners what was important was the all
powerful engagement fees.  And those fees were going to be immense.....


Tasha was given complete autonomy over her staff. The first staff person
selected was Blair Stevens; the beautiful and somewhat shy Brunette with the
long, long legs...  Although Blair dressed  somewhat conservatively there was
no mistaking the beauty that was just below the stern business suits that she
preferred. The skirts came to at least three inches above her dimpled knees and
the blouses were for the most part fairly snug; barely hiding her very
impressive 36C breasts. Blair tried to camouflage her sexuality... but the fact
remained that Blair's pretty hard tipped breasts did not require assistance to
remain firm and upright...  On more than one occasion Blair innocently let the
darker band of her hose become exposed; allowing the young studs in the bull
pen a feast for their overworked eyes. Blair had the reputation of being a
"Bitch" and the teasing of the younger male accountants added to her already
negative ratings. Most of the young men had asked the young beauty out only to
be rebuffed in a rather cool and cutting manner.  Thereafter most of the males
in the office contented themselves to take in the sensual teasing that Blair
was famous for.


However on this first day under her new partner Blair was cursing herself
for oversleeping.... She thought to herself; "if only she had not went to bed
with her small but powerful vibrator the night before she would not have
overslept...."  You see, Blair, although very modest and shy to her co workers
possessed a keen and powerful sense of burning sexuality just below the
surface. One of Blair's personality flaws was that she was a total submissive
that craved humiliation...  She had experienced this ordeal only last week-end.
Fortunately the Domintrix that she pleased was only visiting the bustling
Cleveland area.  Although the Domintrix had promised to return to "properly
train" Blair she had to return to Racine, Wisconsin the following Monday.


When Blair rushed in to the newly decorated plush office of her new
supervisor she was pretty much disheveled... She had worn a olive suit; taupe
blouse; her always present hose and garter; and olive four inch heels to
accentuate her already firm and beautiful legs. Her shoulder length brown hair
was in disarray caused by her scurrying to arrive at soon as possible...


She imprudently burst into Tasha's office and was startled to find not
only Tasha's distressed glare but also the snarling black faces of the firm's
newest clients.  "I'm so sorry Ms. Cantrall... I should have knocked" she
apologized.


The assembled cast from hell merely showed their disgust by ignoring the
harried young beauty and returning their attention to Tasha.... Tasha was half
seated on her new Cherry desk with her long beautiful black legs dangling...
catching the rapt attention of the four black musicians. Her legs appeared even
longer in the white silk hose... The top three buttons were undone on her white
satin blouse... Her long reddish tinted hair glowed in the early morning
sunlight cascading through the eight foot windows surrounding the luxurious
office on two sides. Tasha merely pointed to an empty chair in the back of the
room with her long index finger with the crimson painted nails.


The meeting went on for another forty five minutes but none of the
musicians were in any hurry to leave the presence of the sleek black woman that
was causing their long black manhood to harden uncomfortably in their tight
jeans...  At long last Tasha summarized her tax analysis of their expanding
public domain...  The seated musicians were in awe....


Tasha then turned to the seated white girl..... "Blair.. Go Fetch the Bad
Boys some coffee....."


Blair was startled by the sudden crass order... She was a Senior Staff
CPA and she had just been ordered to "Fetch" some coffee like some secretarial
trainee.... Although flustered she gracefully rose and attended to the firm's
newest (and richest) clients. When she returned with the coffee she handed each
of the black musicians their coffee and asked if they wanted anything else.....
She instantly realized her error when the first seated black man put his hand
on her firm ass cheeks...."How about a little piece of this white tail sweet
cheeks," he insolently asked.... The cutting remark immediately brought
laughter to the other seated band members.


Blushing, Blair somehow was able to endure the sharp little comment....
After the four musicians had finished their coffee (and managed to deflate
their hard cocks) they stood and thanked Tasha for her enlightening synopsis of
their tax situation......  They arrogantly walked out the door....


Blair stood fuming as the last of the four black men departed and closed
the heavy oak door guarding the inner office...


Tasha turned to the steaming young beauty and with a caustic expression
merely pointed out the obvious, "Blair.... for better or worse you are under my
personal direction. You live and breathe at my beck and call and I want you to
know that you have already displeased me on only your first day..... And
another thing.... I know that you are currently only three months away from
being vested in your 401-K plan.."


She let the last statement sink in... I felt a dread settle in my already
distraught mind.... As I looked up she could sense my trepidation. My body
started involuntarily shaking as the beautiful black woman continued to stare
at me....... I felt as if her eyes could sense my fear and my....... my
arousal... My nipples were hard; my lips were swollen and I felt the first
signs of moisture coating my inner most passage.


The black partner casually walked over to me; and then slowly walked
around to my back. I stood facing her desk frightened to turn and face the
younger, taller woman. She pressed her lips next to my right ear.... "I have
heard the rumors about you Blair. I expect total obedience; anything less will
result in unspeakable discipline... Do we understand each other my dear ?"


I stood silently shivering... my mind raced. "How could she know; OH GOD
how could she know ?"


The lips were very close to my ear.... I could feel her sweet breath as
it escaped her lips..."You are mine Blair..  And the sooner that you
acknowledge your..... surrender; the easier it will be on you."


I felt the tips of my breasts harden as the softly spoken words
registered.  No doubt the tone will change, and change rapidly...  I thought to
myself; "It always starts out gentle... but then something inevitably
changes...  And when it changes I find myself at the mercy of my mistress... or
my master."


"I will do my best to please you Ms. Cantrall," I softly speak.


"Do you like my nails Blair ?" Tasha asks as she extends her right index
finger in front of my lips...


I follow the slow journey as the finger caresses the air and then very
slowly touches my lips... I try to stand still but I am certain Tasha can feel
my tight firm body as it shivers... my subservience is starting again.... there
is nothing that I can do to delay the progression.....


The cocoa colored finger with the crimson nail covering rubs against my
lips...  I try to meekly stand and experience the sensual seduction.... After
several moments I allow my lips to slightly part.  This is the opening that
Tasha was waiting for.  The sleek finger probes my warm, wet oral cavity....
She slowly saws the finger in and out... I close my eyes and stand silently
before my superior.....


I feel Tasha's left hand fall to the tender curve of my right thigh... it
slowly moves up and down my firm flesh..... finally resting on the thin garter
strap holding the back of my hose..... I hear Tasha's breath escape against my
ear.... "You please me darling..... "


The imitation cock that has lodged itself between my lips finally pulls
back...  I gasp a short sob as I feel her right hand fall to the top of my
heaving breast..  My nipples are hard and they are peeking out over the top of
my underwire wonder bra...  The taupe blouse has scraped the tender little orbs
and the sensation is rapidly transferred to my warm little slit... I feel
myself becoming squishy......  My lace panties feel as it they are pulled tight
against my lightly trimmed bush.....


The two black hands tease me... they bring me close... but then they
stop...  Tasha's right hand softy; gently cradles my small but firm woman
flesh... she handles my sensitive breasts as one would handle a ripe peach...
Her left hand is making slow circular motions on my now swaying ass cheeks.  I
want her to do more but she backs away when I thrust myself forward against her
maddening fingers...  She quietly laughs at my discomfort.  I could tell that
Tasha has trained girls before....  My mind acknowledges the fact that I will
soon be her newest little pet... and I am anxious for my journey to start.  I
realize that she will rarely be this gentle in the future.... Pussy Sluts are
treated harshly and that is what I will become to her....  Her personal Pussy
Slut.....


Abruptly her caressing hands stop....  She walks sensously forward and
sits gracefully in her oversized executive chair.  As she sits down her already
too short skirt rises.... exposing her tender warm thighs... Mrs. Tasha
Cantrall makes no effort to pull down her short skirt.   She like me is wearing
hose...  the white silk is a vivid contrast to her light chocolate skin.... My
eyes travel to her red lips awaiting instructions...


She makes me wait......  I stand trembling before her....I can sense that
she enjoys my torment.... my anxiety as she makes me wait... wait for my
journey.....  I understand that the next step will be far more severe....


"Are you wet Blair ?" Tasha asks....


I let my eyes fall to the floor......  After what seems like an eternity
I merely nod....


Tasha was not satisfied at my response....  "I didn't hear you little
tramp....  Is my new Pet wet? Is her little hole seeping her smelly little
fluid in her clean white panties ?"


The vivid questions made me even hotter...  My internal thermostat had
completely overheated...


"Ms. Cantrall......  may I leave ?" I softly begged.


Laughter reverberated throughout the room.  "No you may not leave...  In
fact I may call in some of the horny little toads that you have teased over the
last several months.  I think they would enjoy the game we are going to play
Blair...  Now answer me you little whore... Is your disgusting little hole
wet.... is your creme running down the inside of your thighs.....  Don't lie to
me you little tramp or you will feel the switch !"


The sudden brutal harsh tone brought a small tear to my eye.  This was
moving far too rapidly.  Here I was standing in front of the newest partner in
the accounting firm where I worked.  I was totally aroused at her casual
caressing....  I craved her commands....  I knew what was going to happen and I
was powerless to halt it.


"Lift your skirt you little whore...  Show me that loathsome little pussy
of yours...  NOW!  little whore  !!" Tasha commanded.


I wanted to resist.... I desperately wanted to escape the coming
submission.... the coming surrender.  I looked at the door but I knew I was not
going to leave Tasha's domination....  With my eyes returning to the floor I
reached for the hem on my olive skirt....  I couldn't look at Tasha as I slowly
raised the taut skirt; inch by agonizing inch...  I let my tongue coat my lips
as I felt the cool air coat my upper thighs. When the skirt reached the tops of
my hose I closed my eyes....  I couldn't face Tasha....


I could feel her dark forbidding eyes consume my hot body....


Tasha did not speak.  I merely stood before my new Mistress with my skirt
bunched around my waist.  She could see my legs shake.... she could sense my
arousal...  my tender flaps felt as it they were completely swollen with
blood... my oily little clit protruded against my now soaked white lace
panties.  My breathing was heavy.... my breasts were trembling from excitement.


The sharp shrill sound of the office intercom reverberated throughout the
room.  My eyes shot open....  I caught Tasha's smiling face as her hand reached
for the receiver....  "Yes..." was her simple reply.


A smile crept over her face...  She stared at me and I saw her sparkling
eyes as she too was very aroused.  She had slightly parted her legs which she
now brought together....  "Have her bring the reports in..."


As she replaced the receiver in the cradle she again looked up at my
startled face.  "Spread your legs to shoulder width...  And don't you dare drop
the hem of your skirt you little tramp....."


The icy words shocked my already trembling body.  I obeyed..... Tasha
knew that I would... she knew that I could not disobey her sharp commands.  I
turned my head to look at the door....  I froze as my eyes caught the movement
of the handle as it slowly turned.....


The newest staff accountant; a petite blonde with shoulder length hair
casually entered and stopped frozen in her tracks when she saw the disgusting
exhibition of me holding my skirt around my waist... with my soaked white
panties and hose completely exposed.  I felt my honey like lubricant slowly
drip down the inside of my thighs as the young blonde stood shocked in the
doorway....


As the three of us quietly exchanged heated glances Tasha finally spoke.
"Miss Carlson...  Bring me the Bad Boys report..."


The startled Blonde quickly broke her stare and walked the several paces
to the huge Cherry desk...  She laid the report in the middle and started to
rapidly retreat...  Before she reached the door Tasha spoke again....  "Miss
Carlson...  Do you know why Blair is standing with her skirt around her hips ?"


The Blonde again turned to face the tall black woman...  She merely
nodded her head.. the blonde hair flailing back and forth.


"Blair is my Pet.....  As such she will do whatever I tell her...  Isn't
that right Blair...."


I stood with my skirt around my waist...  I turned and could see the
anxiety on the Blonde's face.  I merely softly sobbed, "Yes....," and then
quickly looked away from the pretty blonde's smiling face....  I thought that I
could sense something in her blue eyes..... OH GOD the embarrassment... the
humiliation....


The blonde muttered to herself as she reached the door and quickly made
her exit....  Before closing the door she turned her pretty face and I could
see her smirking little smile.....


"Come to me Pet....." Tasha ordered.


Unable to offer any further resistance I walked the several paces until I
was to the side of Tasha's large desk.  I was careful to not allow my skirt to
fall below my waist.    Tasha turned and made some notes on a yellow pad while
I meekly stood by my tormentor.  After several moments she turned to face me...
she had let her legs fall apart and I looked down to see her black panties.
The sight made me drip even more...


Tasha brought her finger to the top of my hose....  She looked up into my
face as she let her finger nail scrape my tender white skin as she pushed her
finger upward.  The nail brought a bright red streak where it was pressed
against my tender flesh.   I thought about backing up... but I knew Tasha would
not permit my retreat....


Her finger finally reached my soaked panties....  She scraped my hard
clit through the lace with her long pointed fingernail... the red painted nail
contrasted sharply with my white lace panties.  Tasha heard me suck in my
breath as she tormented my oily little clit.....  "Oh God... have Mercy..." I
begged.


MY begging brought a more forceful caress... I felt her grab my throbbing
little organ between her finger and thumb...  she squeezed and I screamed....
"Oh MY GODDDDD.... DON'T ! PLEASE GOD DON'T!"


Her grip on my most sensitive sex was causing me to shake
uncontrollably....  I was near climax but Tasha would not cease her cruel
manipulation of my clit....  My panties were soaked.... the fluid leaking down
the inside of my thighs.... and yet Tasha continued to squeeze and manipulate
my tormented womanhood....  I was thrusting my hips forward attempting to reach
the culmination of pleasure.....


At each plateau Tasha would retreat... allowing my tormented slit to
relax a moment before she would then viciously squeeze and scrape my tormented
clitoris....   I craved the climax that Tasha denied me...  she brought me so
close but then did not permit me to have my orgasm....


As her one hand tormented my hard red clit I felt the fingers of her
other hand slip between my hot skin and the legband of my panties....  I
willingly opened my legs even more and thrust my hair lined pussy towards
Tasha's pleasure producing fingers...  She was enjoying my torment....


"Come on my little Pussy Slut.... Come on... give me a little more of
that white girl pussy.... show me what a worthless little tramp you are...."


Tasha's words excited me... forcing me to give more and more of myself to
her brutal mercy......


I felt her fingers leave the legband of my panties and I frantically
pushed my mound forward; lost by the removal of her warm fingers.


Thankfully the  absence of her fingers was only momentarily as I felt the
fingers fasten on the waist band of my panties...  Immediately I raised my
skirt higher allowing Tasha complete access to my panties....  I knew she was
going to strip me......  I felt myself leak more honey dew....  I couldn't
imagine how soaked my thighs were.....


Tasha enjoyed my torment.....  Her fingers grasped the waist of my
panties but pulled them down ever so slowly...  I attempted to assist her but
she slapped my hands.." Get your filthy hands away you little slut....." she
rebuked.


As the panties were slid down my wet thighs I begged my Mistress......
"Please have mercy..... finish me... oh God Please Make Me CUM....."


She did not remove my panties completely but merely  left them at the top
of my hose.....  "Spread those white legs Blair... Spread your legs and I will
frig you....  What do you say Blair.... Do you want me to Finger Fuck you to
Climax you little whore ?"


I was nearing exhaustion.... but I was just seconds away from pleasure...
degrading pleasure that I had to HAVE.....


Tasha's fingers were talented.....  I am positive she had trained pets
before me....  The last seconds before my orgasm were short and brutal... She
thrust three of her fingers deep into my sloppy passage... she was delivering
her new pet a message.... She could provide me pleasure.... or she could
administer me pain....  I did not recognize the sensation... it could have been
either as she brought me to the end of my first journey.... As her fingers
brutally spread my tight hair lined slit she roughly massaged my super
sensitive; red and swollen clit...  I didn't know if it the wetness I felt was
my own lubricant or if Tasha had bled me....  the wetness was warm and my
pleasure was finally complete...


In retrospect I am confident that my co-workers heard my impassioned
screams as I let myself be consumed with the final throes of my climax... It
was overpowering......... as the pleasure finally ebbed I felt my exhausted
body collapse to the floor beside my seated Black Mistress.... As I struggled
to regain my breath I felt Tasha's soaked fingers softly caress my messed and
tangled hair...  She was wiping my pussy juice in my hair... My head fell to
her legs........


She allowed me several minutes to recover.....


Embarrassed and humiliated I finally pulled myself up....  Reaching down
I started to pull up my panties...


Tasha slapped my hands getting my attention....  "Your panties are mine.
Leave them on the desk and get the hell out of my office...."


Hurriedly I pulled the white lace panties over my four inch heels and
deposited them on my Mistress' desk...  Without turning around I smoothed my
rumpled and sweat stained skirt and tried to make my way to the door....


"Blair......." Tasha stated...  I turned and meekly looked at my
owner.....


"Blair you are such a tramp......  After work tonight.....  Meet me at my
apartment....  Your training will begin in earnest..  I will have Miss Carlson
bring you your instructions......"


"Yes Mistress......" I subserviently responded....


As I stepped from Tasha's office I could feel every set of eyes observe
my every movement..... I felt my face blush....
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My name is Ali; no last name and a no nonsense view of life. What I
crave; what I must have is white pussy.   I don't desire white women that I can
have at the drop of a hat or more appropriately the drop of my pants.  My ten
inch rock solid black cock will seduce any white bitch who comes near the
monster.  Its length and thickness (nearly that of most women's forearms) will
by itself seduce most white wives; wives whose husbands have developed the
twenty second standard rutting routine of white husbands.  Those wives are
desperately searching for a once in a lifetime journey; that I and other black
males can give them.


But those desperate wives are not my intended conquests.  The ones that
are allowed to have my black rod inserted into their wet and willing chambers
of love are those that I am able to rip from their husbands.  The ones that at
first do not want to be unfaithful.  The ones that are unfulfilled;
unsatisfied; that have a deep craving for sexual ecstasy.  That sexual
fulfillment is not being met by their wimp ass husbands.  The wives that I
search for, have a burning desire just under the surface to be forcefully
seduced by a man that can light their unlit desires; their unforeseen
fantasies.  It is at that point that I enter their lives and take what belongs
to me........ their tender white bodies.


After I have seduced the pretty playthings I discard them.  I only seek
and enjoy the initial seduction.  Once I have made the white bitches my
playtoys I quickly tire of them.  During the period that I take their precious
tight bodies I insure that their husbands feel my power. The power of taking
their wives; and the power that I feel when I leave them at my feet soaked in
my black cum.  The second most important aspect in my domination is that the
white boy husbands know that their wife is my plaything; to be used as I see
fit.  I often make the wife prostitute themselves for me; ......or make them
fuck my black friends in front of their impotent husbands.


Now that you have what I do let us continue the journey.


Although I am only twenty six years old, I am one of the "rising stars"
of the pro boxing circuit in Boston.  Boston is the birthplace of many famous
boxers; most with Irish surnames and white skin.  Several weeks ago I was
matched against one of the white "rising stars"; namely one Gerry McDonnell. He
had thirteen straight victories until that cold winter night.  He was the great
white hope.  The next Jack Dempsey.


The arena seated nearly four thousand patrons; and was evenly divided
between his Irish followers and my black brothers.  Everyone had placed their
wagers on the great white hope.  As I entered the ring, the only thing that was
of interest to me was the stunningly tall beautiful red haired beauty that had
climbed into the ring to give her "man" a good luck kiss.  The long red hair
cascaded to her shoulders; her supple 34B breasts pressed against her white
silk blouse; the hardened nipples making a very noticeable presence.  I could
tell that  Mrs. Kelly McDonnell was excited by the charged atmosphere.  Her
long legs were encased in shimmering nylon hose under her white leather mini
skirt. She covered the beautiful gams with knee high white leather boots with
four inch spiked heels.


As she looked around the ring I caught her looking at my hard black body.
My wash board stomach reached to my heavily muscled pectorals and I gave the
curious beauty a shy smile.  Looking into her dark emerald eyes, I could sense
the instant excitement.  Our eyes were transfixed on each other for nearly a
minute and then she broke the gaze and meekly looked to the ring mat.  It was
at this brief instant that I realized the Mrs. Kelly McDonnell would be my next
acquisition .  I could feel my long black cock twinge as  I could see the
beautiful young wife on her knees worshipping my black manhood.


As the announcer screeched his introductions reality came shooting back.
Before I could taste the sweet nectar of my latest target I would have to beat
the confident husband; ......  no, not beat the husband but totally dominate
the smug fighter.


I walked over to the fighter as the last of the announcements were being
made and while the beautiful wife was kissing her husband one last time rubbed
my gloved paw along her tight leather covered ass cheeks.  The startled Kelly's
quickly turned as her husband realized what had transpired.  "After tonight the
bitch is mine," I sneered.


The poorly planned swing missed a mile as I danced back to my corner,
screaming, "The bitch is mine.  She's going to feel black cock in her tight
pussy you club boxer," I mocked.


Gerry McDonnell, normally a good fighter could not control his rage.  I
had mocked his manhood; slandered his beautiful wife.  He lunged at me like a
madman and fought like a club boxer.  My sharp crisp strikes sliced his reddish
white face with deadly accuracy.  In only three short rounds his face was
bruised, bloodied and his eyes were nearly swollen shut.  Once when he
desperately tied me up, I yelled in his face; "Your bitch is mine.  I will sink
my black cock in her tight pussy and make you watch," I mocked.


The Irish fighter broke away and again flailed harmlessly trying to get
at his tormentor.  After each pitiful jab, I landed solid body blows against
his damaged torso.  The next three rounds I continually cracked his stomach and
ribs with solid punches.  At the end of round six blood was dripping from his
mouth.  Gerry McDonnell, the great white hope was literally on the ropes; but I
had not totally destroyed him as a man.


During the next round I continually lured him to his corner where I
mocked the seated and helpless wife.  "Promise to suck my black dick and I
won't hurt your husband any more little tramp."


The seated beauty was squirming and totally distraught.  Here was a black
boxer pummeling her heretofore strong and powerful lover and enticing her with
sexual entendres.  As she desperately sought out someone to help her battered
husband, the short tight leather mini skirt was pushed up her delightful legs.
Her face was twisted in agony, as I pounded her husband who could barely defend
himself.  "Please, oh God, Stop this fight," she begged someone; anyone.


Turning to the battered husband I continued my mocking, "Aren't you man
enough to fight me man to man?"


His courage was admirable as he motioned for his corner to not stop the
fight.  Courage alone was not enough to stop the fight as I landed another hard
blow to his now crushed stomach.


As her husband fell against the ropes I again walked in front of his
beautiful wife and forced her to acknowledge the black man who had badly beaten
her husband.  "Wouldn't you like to feel my long black cock shove it's way into
your dripping pussy.  Hell, after three inches I will be in virgin cherry
territory."


As the broken fighter pushed himself off the ropes and lunged towards my
hard black body, it only took one more blow to his battered face to put him on
the canvas.  As the referee was yelling the numbers to acknowledge my victory I
strolled over to the frightened white beauty, "I'm at the Fillmore, Room 1425.
Meet me there tomorrow afternoon and I'll let you sample some black cock."


As my invitation reverberated around ringside many of the blacks in the
audience around the trembling wife took up my chants.  As she scrambled to the
ring to be with her husband who was being attended by doctors the crowd yelled
repeatedly; "Fuck the white bitch. Make her suck your black cock....... "


The great white hope was carried out on a stretcher to the locker rooms,
which were merely down the hall from each other.  As both he and I exited the
ring another group was making their way to the ring for the next bout.


I sat alone on the dressing table in my room, thinking of the beautiful
red haired wife when suddenly the door burst open.  Mrs. Kelly McDonnell had in
haste twisted the handle to my room, while bringing her battered husband
several wet towels to soothe his bruised and battered face.  I had taken off my
gloves but the white tape was stilled wrapped around my fingers.  My hard
rippled body was soaked with sweat and blood from Kelly's battered husband.
Kelly stood totally still as the automatic door closer swung the heavy door
shut.  I could see her breathing rapidly and again our eyes met.  Although she
tried to contort her beautiful face to one of hatred the hard look faded.


When her dark emerald eyes slowly fell from my eyes to my chest..... and
then to my stomach.......  and finally to my crotch,  I let my taped hands drop
to my waist band and then very, very slowly pulled the tied string apart.  As
the pretty wife continued watching my every movement I pulled the string apart.
The elastic band held the boxing shorts up until my thumbs were inserted into
the waistband and nudged the satin cloth down.....


I watched the twenty three year old wife as her breathing became more and
more labored.  Her eyes never left the satin boxing shorts and I continued to
let the constricting shorts drop.  A smug smile crept across my face as I
stared intently at the heaving breasts of  the wife of my latest boxing
victory.  Her nipples were pressing  against the white silk blouse and her
tongue was toying with the red coated lips.


"No, NO, I must go ...... " she moaned, not to anyone in particular but
more to herself.


The boxing shorts finally made their final journey and I kicked them
across the room.  My semi hard black cock brought a gasp from the intently
mesmerized young wife.  Only then did her searching emerald eyes raise to meet
my glare.


"Bring me the towels,"  I confidently asked.


Mrs. Kelly McDonnell started to shake her head but as she was shaking her
head, the long booted legs were slowly moving towards where I was standing.  As
if in a trance, she slowly shuffled the few feet separating us, until she was
directly in front of me, still transfixed to my now hardening black woman
pleasure.  As she stared at the long black weapon, her delicate hand reached
out and grasped the sweat soaked organ.  She became startled as she finally
realized that her small hand could not encircle the life giving organ.  Only
then did she again look into my eyes and my eyes seemed to bore into her brain.


Her right hand; then her left hand gripped my hard black cock and started
stroking the hard tube.  As she milked the organ her tongue absently coated her
lips again and she started to tremble.  I let my huge black hand brush her long
red hair from her face and roughly pulled her head backwards so that  her
aroused eyes were staring directly into mine.  My left hand rubbed the outside
of her white silk blouse coating it with sweat and making the turgid nipples
push against the wet covering. I could feel her grip tighten as I caressed her
tight heaving breasts.


Her breathing intensified and I could see the arousal in her eyes as she
struggled to milk my black organ.  As my black cock became rigid, I felt her
rub it against her thrusting hips; masturbating herself against the solid black
organ.  A soft gasp escaped her throat and she tried to pull me against her
tight body.


Marshaling all the willpower I possessed I looked into her eyes and
softly spoke, "You better go to your husband Mrs. McDonnell.  I don't think I
want to fuck you right now."


It took several seconds for her to grasp what I had spoken.


A pitiful, "No," escaped from her throat.  Her arousal was well past the
boiling point.  Her trembling increased and she attempted to pull my black cock
even closer to her tight leather covered pussy.


Now, in complete control I rolled the hard nipples in my fingers as I
again emphasized my domination.  "I think the little tramp should go be by her
husband.  I may fuck you later; but I don't want your worthless ass now Tramp."


As I pushed her away, I could see the burning arousal in her eyes and her
aroused and  quivering body.  "Maybe I'll fuck you tomorrow.  You be at my
hotel room at 3:OO PM and dress like the whore you are.  Now go to your husband
and tell him how you are his loving wife."


Shuddering she turned and started to the door.  When she reached the door
I gave her, her last command of the evening.  "Before you leave I want you to
give me your panties."


As she turned back towards me I can see the fire in her eyes and the
anger in her face.  However, when she looked into my hard unforgiving face, she
meekly reached down and slowly lifted her leather skirt trying to seduce me
with her wantonness.  As the tight skirt made it's short journey up her
succulent thighs I could feel my cock drip it's pre cum down my legs.  She
gracefully slid the black lace panties down her long legs revealing the clean
shaven lips of her sex.  Only a small wisp of red covering was visible at the
top pointing the way to the treasures below.  Sensuously she swayed towards me
with the soaked woman covering in her outstretched hand.


As she handed the fragrant lace to me she softly spoke, "I better get to
my husband.  What you passed up he will be eager to have."


Angrily I grasped her chin in my hand pulling her against my hard body.
"You don't fuck unless I tell you to fuck.  Do you understand me you little
whore?"


Startled; confused; aroused; Mrs. Kelly McDonnell submissively answered
her new black master, "I won't fuck my husband unless you give me permission."


The smile returning to my face, I pushed her away.  Just as she opened
the door, the manager of her husband pushed open the door looking for his
fighter's delinquent wife.  As he stared at the nipple hardened wife pushing
her way out of my dressing room his eyes quickly focused on my still hard black
cock and disheartenedriahc backed from my room.


As the pre cum continued to drip from the tip of my hard black cock my
sore muscles reminded me that the broken white fighter did in fact land some
punches.


I leaned against the dressing table and let my eyes fall shut. Tomorrow
the previously arrogant white wife would begin her initiation into black cock
worship.  Yes, it was hard to push the desirable wife away but tomorrow would
bring the final fruits.  Her passion was be twice as burning tomorrow when she
entered my hotel room


I had always heard that red heads made the best anal partners. My mind
focused on the tight ass cheeks covered in white leather that had hurriedly
made their exit.  Yes .........  My black cock would have a tight fit in the
warm anal passage of Mrs. Kelly McDonnell.  Her squealing would be music to my
ears as the huge black trainer forced it's way into the constricting sphincter
muscle.  I closed my eyes and let my mind float free........


End of Chapter 1 .............


Do you want to see Chapter 2?????
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Cindy & Jeff
Cindy & Jeff
                                  by Arc Light


From the casual observer, Cindy and Jeff were the perfect couple. Cindy
was a natural blonde classic beauty.  Her supple body was just blossoming at
age seventeen.  Her pert young breasts seemed to be in constant conflict with
the tight restricting blouses and halters she insisted on wearing.  She was
more than a flirt; she was what is commonly referred to as a prick teaser.  Her
attire was always the most provocative and she enjoyed immensely teasing the
young and immature boys to erection and then leave them to their own devices.
Although she was very inexperienced sexually; the outward appearance sure
betrayed that fact.


Her steady boyfriend for the last three years was the popular basketball
star Jeff Handy.  He was a senior at the suburban high school and would be more
at ease as the cover story on Seventeen magazine. His long wavy blonde hair was
what all the teenage girls at the large high school wanted to run their hands
through.  He had the perfect physique with one small flaw.  His chest was
covered with light brown matting tapered to a thin waist and powerful legs.
Unfortunately for both Jeff and Cindy he was gifted with a less than massive
four and half inch cock.  He had been able to insert the small organ into the
pretty and desirable Cindy no less than six times.


Although a virgin during her first sexual act, she was left a little less
than thrilled with the quick and rather uneventful affair.  Rather than the
screaming orgasm that she had pictured in her mind, she was left with a
dribbling softening version of manhood.  Cindy allowed Jeff to try again on
five subsequent occasions but had yet to reach her own release.  It seemed to
Cindy that Jeff was just barely adequate to pop her heretofore precious cherry.


In addition to thinking of himself as the ultimate pleasure giver to the
girls who flocked around him, Jeff also felt he was without equal as a
basketball player.  During a pickup game, a black twenty year old drop out
challenged him to a game the next week-end.  Each was to supply a supporting
cast of three players and the winner would take home a pot of five hundred
dollars.  The game was to be played at the high school gym since there was no
school activity planned and the gym would be deserted.


Jerome, the black, was a very savvy street wise operator.  He had egged
the young and stupid white boy on, in front of his extraordinary beautiful
girlfriend.  It did not take the conceited Jeff long to accept the challenge.
Little did Jeff know that the challenge he accepted would include far more than
the five hundred dollars.


The black was only six feet tall but had massive shoulders and arms and
was all black.  His often used manhood stretched to over nine inches and its
width was enough to make even the experienced black girls shy away.


Cindy came to the game and sat alone in the bleachers to observe the
sporting event.  Cindy was wearing a bright red halter top without a bra and
the shortest white hot pants ever produced.  Since the hot pants were tight
enough to be painted on Cindy chose not to bother with panties.  Being daring,
she applied an overabundance of make up that drew a short retort from her
steady boyfriend.  Her long blonde hair was tied in back with a bright red
ribbon.  To set off the perfectly proportioned long tanned legs she wore four
inch white patent heals. As the fast paced game seemed to get rougher and
rougher, Cindy became more and more aroused just looking at the lean and mean
Jerome.  He was inflicting both physical pain and mental anguish on her steady
boyfriend.  His quick and decisive moves to the basket, left poor Jeff standing
flat footed.  When Jeff tried to change the level of aggressiveness of the
game, he rapidly discovered he was totally out of his league in that respect
also.


At half time, Jerome stripped his cut off sweatshirt and revealed the
most perfect chest that Cindy had ever seen.  His muscled chest rippled and as
the sweat rolled off his shoulders and washboard stomach Cindy was becoming far
more aroused that a "decent white girl" should.  Even more embarrassing was the
fact that every time Jerome punched the basket home, he would turn and wink at
her as he raced down the court. His intentions, of course, were to get the
young white girl interested, and secondly to stick it to the arrogant loser
white boy.  The first team to reach fifty was the declared winner.  The five
hundred dollars were put in Cindy's purse and she was supposed to deliver the
cash to the captain of the winning team.


On the final basket, Jerome stuffed the basket over the tired and
defeated Jeff.  As he came down, he applied a massive hit with his elbow just
to crush the arrogant white face.  His elbow smashed into the perfect upturned
nose and as it shattered, it spew blood all over the sweat soaked clothing of
Jeff.  As Jeff, his face cradled in his arms, was writhing on the floor Jerome
casually walked to the locker room.  Cindy observed the final insult and knew
she should scurry to her boyfriends side and help him soothe his damaged face
and crushed ego.


Watching the other team members drift away, Cindy glanced to the locker
room where the magnificent black had just departed.  Her battered sex partner
was attempting to get his bearings.


Cindy sauntered down the bleachers being careful to not lose her balance.
As she carefully stepped from one level to the next her pert young  breasts
bounced freely inside the tight fitting halter top.  The cool gym; the brutal
game and the perfect unobtainable black stud made Cindy's nipples harden with
each step.


She quietly entered the locker room and roamed through the long rows  of
lockers looking for the black animal.  At each turn, her nervousness  increased
and she became more anxious about finding him. At the end of the  last row of
lockers, she turned and saw him sitting on the bench next to the  lockers.  He
still had his shirt off; his massive chest covered with the clean perspiration
that comes with a hard and grueling work out.  He was softly sucking on a joint
and his eyes followed Cindy as she approached.  He made no movement to get up
or approach her and she walked to him until she was only a foot away.


Smiling seductively she looked down at the relaxed and confident black
and used her often used flirtatious sweet voice, "You played a marvelous game.
You seemed so confident and sure that you would win.  I bet you win at just
about everything you do."


The black, experienced in the ways of naive, nervous, young white
princess's, knew the game the beautiful seventeen year old was playing. She
wanted to play at being the seductress and then at the last minute rapidly
leave, pretending to herself that she had been wronged.  He could sense that
the white girl was sexually frustrated; probably at the inept hands of the
sobbing and broken white boy still cowering in the gym.


Sitting up, he smiled as he answered the nervous white beauty, "If you
want something I would suggest that you ask for it, or more appropriately BEG
FOR IT."


Shocked at the directness of the sexual black animal only inches away
from her precious and awakened sweet white body, Cindy was becoming aware of
the isolated locker room.  She had originally intended to only tease the black
stud and slip away long before he actually made his move towards her cherished
virgin like marbled body.


"Did you bring me something sugar?" questions the black.


Up until the direct question, Cindy had completely forgotten about the
five hundred dollars in her small purse.  Letting the purse slip from her
shoulders she unzipped the top and took the roll of bills and handed them to
the calm black stud.  When he reached out to retrieve the bills, he took the
small soft hand into his own.


The hot contact seemed to sear Cindy's small hand and she tried to
reprieve the offered hand.


When the black wouldn't let go, she looked down into his dark and
menacing eyes.  "You came here to play a little prick tease.  You may play your
coy little games with that limp dicked piece of shit crying out on the floor
but you best not play that game with a real man; a real BLACK MAN.  You try and
play that game with me and I'll stick my BLACK COCK so deep  in your lily white
cunt hole that my BLACK SEED will drip out your ears."


As he let her hand go he gently reached up and placed his long fingers on
the inside of her left leg.  The long black fingers felt like they were sticks
of fire on Cindy's cool upper leg.  The contact was only several inches away
from her treasured love mound and her tight nipples thrust against the
restricting red halter.  The black gently stroked the upper leg while at the
same time gently speaking the language of seduction, "Doesn't that finger feel
good against your cool skin.  I will stop if you don't like how it feels."


Cindy gently swayed against the gentle circular strokes that the black
was applying to her upper thigh.  Each stroke became more and more daring and
ever and ever closer to the hem of the short white hot pants. Her love mound,
begged for attention.  The initial stirring of heavenly dew started forming in
the deep recesses of her cringing woman hole.


Cindy could not look at the manipulation being performed by the black and
sensuously let her head drop back.  Her eyes closed and her tongue slipped out
and caressed her bright red coated lips.  As the gentle stroking continued,
Cindy gently swayed against the pleasure giving digit.  She let out a silent
gasp as the long black index finger reached the hem of the white hot pants and
gently stroked the pliable outer folds of her mound.  The stroking immediately
caused the moist inner tunnel to fill with woman juice and the sticky liquid
dripped down the chute and started coating the crotch of the white hot pants.
Cindy's gentle swaying became more urgent as she propelled her crotch against
the teasing black finger.


"Oh please, it feels so good," sobbed the increasingly aroused young high
schooler.  She finally opened her eyes and looked down at the rapidly hardening
black manhood.  Only the very tip of the massive organ was in view as it slid
down the black man's inner thigh and exposed itself from the leg of the loose
fitting gray cotton gym shorts. Cindy mentally compared the massive black prod
against her only real sexual experiences.  Jeff's diminutive male organ was
like a noodle compared to the one rapidly growing before her unbelieving eyes.
"Have you had the privilege of being black fucked?" questions Jerome.


"Oh god no.  I've only been with Jeff.  Please, you must stop before he
comes looking for me," moans the ever increasingly aroused young white
princess.


As she softly moans, Jerome inserts his finger into her love tunnel and
is immediately treated to an immersion of girl creme.  His finger, then his two
fingers slide up the petite girl chute and as each micro thrust is made against
the delicate nerve endings his fingers are coated with the sweet nectar of her
inner being.  She frantically squats on his hand trying to get more of the
incredible appendage to enter her precious, docile woman chamber.


Jerome continues the increasingly aggressive insertion trying to raise
the young white girl's craving.


Micro seconds before her first ever intense orgasm, the jilted lover
stumbles into the locker room.  His enraged scream makes Cindy turn toward her
boyfriend and lover.


"Cindy, what the hell you doing letting that black finger you?" comes the
outraged question.


Cindy turns and tries to say something to her stunned suitor.  The black,
unperturbed continues the manipulation of Cindy's tortured love mound.  Cindy
does not choose to move from the intense pleasure that she is receiving and
anxiously watches as Jeff walks towards the couple joined by Jerome's finger
insertion into his girlfriend.


"Cindy, please come here.  Don't let him finger you," Jeff almost whines.


The black finally looks up and makes eye contact with the outraged,
bruised and bloodied white boy.  "Sit at the end of the bench limp dick. I'm
going to show you how a REAL MAN; A BLACK MAN can fuck your girlfriend.  By the
time I am finished with your girl she won't be able to stand to have a piece of
shit like you even touch her.  NOW SIT DOWN!!!"


Jeff is uncertain what to do.  He knows he is not able to take his
girlfriend away from the black.  He sits on the end of the bench. Humiliated by
the intimidation he becomes awed by the masterful manipulation of his former
lover.  He makes one final attempt at regaining his seventeen year old lover;
"Cindy, please leave with me," he begs in a whining voice.


The black looks up to Cindy's face and asks her a simple question, "Do
you want to leave with limp dick?" he asks.


Cindy, looking down at him and still thrusting against his sweetly wet
hand states the obvious, "I don't want to go with Jeff.  I want to stay with
you."


As his beautiful lover makes her confession Jeff is struck by the
contrast of the black's fingers rapidly thrusting into Cindy's still hot pants
covered woman hole.


"Unbutton your halter for me sugar cheeks," the black orders.


Cindy quickly complies, untying the unneeded covering and letting it drop
to the locker room floor.


"Tell me about the last time you were fucked?" continues the black.


"Jeff and I fucked last Saturday.  Oh god, it wasn't nearly as good as
you make me feel," moans Cindy.


"You let that limp dicked white boy have your precious pussy?" continues
the black's questioning.


"Yes, I'm sorry....." moans Cindy.


Cindy is truly sorry as she sees that the black is agitated at her
admission.  She continues to thrust against his hands.  The constant pleasure
giving that his fingers spawn make her want the black even more.  As she stares
at his huge cock she is almost overcome with the anxiety that the huge member
is causing.


Removing his hand he orders the homecoming queen to peel the hot pants
down.  Obeying his order she quickly pulls the hot pants down leaving on her
white patent pumps.  Nervously she stares at Jerome uncertain of his next move.


"Any bitch that allows a slack ass white boy to fuck her requires a solid
ass whipping.  Lay your worthless ass on the bench, facing fuck face there,"
orders the BLACK MASTER.


Straddling the bench Cindy looks up into the broken and humbled white
boy. Jeff stares into the eyes of his seventeen year old girlfriend and sees
the intense burning sexual desire.


The black moves to the side and applies a series of vicious slaps to the
upturned marble cheeks.  The sudden and swift punishment stings the privileged
white girl.  Her cheeks redden immediately and she seeks to evade the ever more
powerful whacks.


"Tell me why you are being punished sugar buns," questions the black.


"You are spanking me because I let Jeff fuck me," answers Cindy honestly.


"Will you ever fuck Jeff or any other worthless white boy?" Jerome asks,
as he applies another brutal slap.


"Oh god noooooooooo.  I will never let another white boy fuck me.


Jeff doesn't mean anything to me.  Please stop.  Please fuck me.  I want
your black cock.  I need your black cock!!!!" screams Cindy.


Jeff, staring at his lovely girlfriend is more humbled.  His girl is less
than a foot away and is screaming to have a black fuck her.  Telling him that
she will never allow another white boy the entitlement of being able to enter
her perfect body.


After the constant spanking her ass cheeks are red and swollen.  The
intense spanking has made her hole gush with woman juice.  It coats the
lacquered bench.  Jerome ceases the spanking and gently, softly, rubs the
swollen ass cheeks.  The contact causes Cindy to slide forward; avoiding even
the slightest of touches.


"White boy; get your ass over here.  Someone needs to pull my shorts down
if I'm to fuck this white bitch," commands Jerome.


Jeff, in total awe of the situation that has developed before his eyes
meekly gets up and walks the several paces, stopping in back of Jerome.


"Take them down white boy!!" commands Jerome.


Jeff, his hands at the top of the elastic gray cotton gym shorts gently
slides them down the muscular black thighs.  Jerome steps out of the discarded
shorts.  Jeff in a kneeling position looks up to the massive nine inch
uncircumcised black cock.  The head looks more terrible that Jeff can imagine.
He has no concept of the size compared to his puny member.


"Is this the black cock you want to fuck your girl with?" continues the
ridicule.


Still kneeling in admiration of its size; its hardness; and its' ability
to inflict incredible pleasure Jeff meekly answers, "Yes.  I want you to fuck
my Cindy."


"Peel back the foreskin.  Kiss the head!" orders Jerome.


Hesitantly, he reaches forward and peels back the loose skin covering the
dark purple cock head.  Mesmerized by the astonishing male organ he tilts
forward and kisses the BLACK COCK HEAD. Pulling back, the sticky pre cum forms
a long line to his white lips.


Cindy, who is looking over her shoulder, is becoming increasingly aroused
by the act of submission of her former lover.  Her woman hole is a raging
torrent of girl juices and she scoots her reddened ass backwards attempting to
get into position to accept the honor of BLACK MANHOOD.


"Put my black cock into your girl white boy," commands Jerome.


Respectfully, Jeff aims the black pole to mate with his girl.  The
contrast of the huge black manhood easing towards the redden asscheeks of his
white girlfriend causes Jeff's puny cock to dribble his discharge.  The white
cum drips from the head of his cock as he inserts the head of the SUPERIOR
BLACK MALE into the waiting receptacle of lust.


At first contact Cindy thrusts backward trying to engulf the entire
length.  Her total abandonment when coupling is achieved makes Jeff massage the
black manhood as it enters the deep dark woman hole of his young white
girlfriend.


Jerome starts slapping the redden ass cheeks which increases the longing
deep inside his newly acquired white fuck bitch.  Thrusting against the
kneeling black she buries the black manhood deep into her pulsating love mound.
Her final surrender comes as the entire nine inches are firmly implanted into
her womb.


She wishes the slapping of her ass cheeks would cease because of the pain
but the pain is what produces the intense burning need.


Her orgasm comes first.  Screaming she clinches the huge member begging
for its quenching hot cum to complete the mating.  The orgasm continues for an
extended period of time.  However she cannot force the black to release his
life giving white fluid.


Jerome is still firmly implanted into the tight girl channel.  He is
still rock hard and still fully extended.  After allowing the young woman to
recover from her first BLACK CLIMAX he commences his ass slapping.  The tender
red cheeks clinch at the start of the next session.


"You are to milk my cock.  You will have to learn to satisfy a black man.
A BLACK MAN is not like these inferior white boys that you allowed to fuck you.
A BLACK MAN'S thruster needs to be milked. Clinch your worthless cunt muscles
to milk my BLACK MANHOOD.  I intend to continue your spanking until you have
satisfied me."


Cindy, marshaling all of her body to accomplish her ordered task clinched
her inner cunt muscles and milked the precious BLACK SEED from her lover.  As
the huge volume of man liquid poured from his precious girlfriend's overworked
girl hole Jeff kneeled and licked around the outer edges of the black girl
servicer.  When at long last Jerome withdrew his manhood the BLACK SEED escaped
like a torrent.  The sudden opening allowed the fluid to flow down the inner
thighs and come to rest on the lacquered locker room bench.  Immediately Jeff,
showing his subservience dropped to his knees in order to lick each of the
droplets up.  After cleaning the bench he licked the woman creme off of
Jerome's still erect BLACK MANHOOD.


Only when that task was completed was he allowed to have Cindy sit on his
face so that he could clean his girl for the next BLACK SEXING that both Jeff
and Cindy longed for.


Cindy, Jeff, JEROME AND OTHERS - Chapter II


By Arc Light


Ever since the locker room seeding Cindy was anxiously awaiting her next
lesson in BLACK LUST.  During her breeding session she had found out that her
previous white boy lover, Jeff was totally unprepared for her extraordinary
passion for BLACK SEXXING.  During the two weeks following the tempestuous
insertion of black love muscle Cindy constantly berated poor bewildered Jeff.


Cindy received a call from Jerome at 2:30 AM on a Friday morning.  She
was ordered to have Jeff bring her to the lower south part of town; a very
seedy and dangerous part of town.  The rundown house looked that it belonged in
Beirut more than the south part of Chicago.  She was told to be there at dusk;
and was told to "make her white ass look good enough to fuck".


For even the casual observer, the order was redundant.  Cindy at age 17
had become the classic blonde beauty.  Her long naturally curly hair flowed
nearly to her supple taunt ass cheeks.  Although her breasts were merely
starting to bud they were perfectly young morsels with a large hard nipple
perched perfectly at each tip.  Her legs seemed to go on forever and were; like
the rest of her perfectly proportioned body long and lean.


When Cindy told Jeff of the arrangement he could not believe his ears.
Ever since that fateful afternoon where the muscular Jerome had defeated him on
the basketball court and battered him after the game Jeff had not received any
of the many charms of his steady girlfriend.  During Cindy's introductory
breeding session her whipped boyfriend was subjected to the ultimate
humiliation for a lover.  He was instructed to insert Jerome's black member
into his girlfriends precious lovebox.  At the end of the black seeding he was
forced to clean Cindy's ravished love tunnel with his tongue.


Although Jeff was totally apprehensive about taking his lover to the
"wrong" side of town he could not let her go alone.


When she appeared at his sleek sportscar she was the vision of perfect
womanhood.  Wearing only a tight white halter to cover her pert pear shaped
breasts; and a short accordion type white skirt that barely covered her
alabaster ass cheeks.  Being daring she chose not to wear any panties.  She had
slipped on white six inch heels to complete her stunning outfit.


The journey to the rundown neighborhood was made in almost total silence.
Jeff had questioned his betrothed beauty endlessly about her obsession with her
black seeding.  All Cindy would tell the dejected suitor was that Jerome had
totally taken her to the edge sexually and that only he could satisfy the
sexually awakening blonde beauty.


When they arrived at what appeared to be a bombed out residence in a war
zone, Jeff had expected to find only his nemesis, Jerome, to torment him while
SEXXING his girlfriend.


As he knocked on the door, he was surprised to find not only Jerome but
also the three other large blacks, who had accompanied Jerome to the basketball
game a mere two weeks hence.  As the door was flung open, Cindy hesitantly
entered followed by an uneasy Jeff. As Cindy entered the disheveled room, she
first saw Jerome who was lounging on a worn out sofa in the middle of the room.
The other two blacks were on both sides of the door and shuffled the two white
lovers into the living room.


Cindy, brave until this moment arrived, becomes very nervous and
agitated. She was expecting to find only the black who had bludgeoned her
tender love channel; and brought her to her first ever mind blowing orgasm.
The presence of the other three blacks; all of which looked very evil were
burning their eyes into her precious white body.


Her previous white boy lover Jeff was even more apprehensive.  He
understood fully the situation that the two white people had unknowingly walked
into.  Although concerned with his precious Cindy he was more concerned with
his own well being.  He had vivid memories of the physical and mental beating
that occurred only two weeks ago.


At the moment the door slammed shut, Jeff was kicked on the back side of
his knees which in effect dropped him.  "White boy you are now in the position
you will assume whenever you are in the presence of REAL MEN," commented the
two blacks on either side of poor Jeff.


Cindy, shocked, at the brutal assault quickly looked back towards Jerome.
"Come here white trash," ordered Jerome to Cindy.


Cindy walks towards the dirty and torn sofa.  Remembering the sexual
ecstasy she straddles the seated black and tongue kisses the muscular black.
Jerome, enjoys the sensation of the clean and fresh mouth as Cindy's tongue
explores his whiskey coated oral cavity.  As the white princess is tonguing him
he reaches back and fondles her naked ass cheeks.  Amused that she has chosen
to not wear panties he massages the tight cheeks as she continues her oral
exploration.


Jeff watches the precedings with nervousness as he is given his orders;
"Strip naked white boy.  Your obedience training is about to begin," orders the
three blacks congregated around the kneeling white boy.


Cindy, lost in a world of her own has found the large throbbing black
pole beneath her circulating hips.  As Jerome massages the tender ass cheeks
she consciously rubs against the ever hardening black pleasure giver.  Her now
moist pussy lips have bracketed the nine inches of black manhood and are
coating the outside of his dress slacks with a never ending supply of white
woman nectar.  Jerome reaches behind her back and unclasps the tight halter. As
it slides down he flings the useless garment across the room.  He then places
his thick lips against the tight hard nipple and starts the constant sucking
immediately causing large discoloring hickeys to mar the perfect white skin.


Kneeling by the door Jeff is treated to see his beautiful girl writhing
in arousal as the black is slowly stripping her.  His attention is rapidly
refocused as one of the menacing blacks firmly grab his limp and flaccid male
sex organ firmly dropping his face to the dirty wooden floor.  His hands have
already been secured behind his back and the only thing breaking his fall is
his classic face.  The black then attaches a black sheath around his organ and
male nut sack. The sheath and constricting nut sack have hundreds of tiny sharp
needle like prongs that will rip into his organs as they become aroused.  At
this point, arousal is not one of Jeff's major concerns. When the apparatus is
firmly secured, Jeff is treated to a vicious kick in his precious but
undersized manhood.


Cindy, lost in her arousal, her back to Jeff is oblivious to his torment.
Her hardening clit is constantly stroking the black manhood and bringing her
closer to orgasm.  The stretching of her tender nipples by the forceful sucking
and biting of the black is only adding to her arousal.  "Please, take your
pants down.  I want you to bury your BLACK MANHOOD into my precious pussy.
Pleaseeeeeeeee.......," she mournfully moans.


Jerome understands the moaning of the white girl.  He has broken many
white girls with his black dick and understands the importance of timing.  Her
gushing girl hole has coated his pants and it would be easy for him to insert
his black manhood into the awakened white beauty.  He knows however that by
forcing her to wait for the pleasure producing ravishment it will totally break
the beauty into black seeding.  His breeding technique has been perfected
during his young twenty two years.


Abruptly he stands, dropping the thrusting Cindy to the floor. Looking up
at the black towering over her spread eagle legs. Her only clothing is the
short tight white soiled skirt.


"What; Why did you do that?" questions the precious white beauty.


"Don't question me white bitch.  Lose that fucking skirt," commands
Jerome.


Unquestioning Cindy immediately unclasps the skirt and coming to a
kneeling position before Jerome longingly looking up at his unflinching face.
"Please.   Enter Me," sobs poor Cindy.


"Are you mine white bitch?" questions Jerome.


"Oh yes.  I'm yours.  Please take me," moans Cindy hoping for her needed
release.


"If you are truly mine; I will mark you.  Do you want to carry my mark on
that precious white body of yours Cindy?" questions Jerome.


Although she did not fully understand the question, she did understand
the need of her body to receive the implied black manhood.  "Mark me.  I'm
yours. . . ." softly moans Cindy.


Amused at her naive nature, Jerome stands and pulling a black silk scarf
from his pocket, walking behind the quivering white beauty who has just given
her soul to him.  Blindfolding Cindy, he then carefully takes her arms and
binds them tightly behind her.  The net effect is that her pert breasts are
forced out even more by the restrictive binding.  Very uneasy, Cindy feels her
black lover's fingers as they slide along her dripping cunt lips.  He massages
the oily hooded pleasure focus as Cindy softly and constantly moans at the
pleasure she is receiving.  Jerome travels the journey but always stops short
of the needed finale.  He is pleased that he can bring his newest inductee to
the summit and then leave her still wanting; still begging for the needed
release.  He plays with Cindy's emotions for nearly four hours, always
depriving her of the needed release.  His companions mock both the thrusting
Cindy and the bound, gagged and humiliated white boy laying in the fetal
position by the door.


Cindy, only two or three strokes from mind cracking orgasm is then helped
to her feet.  She is led into a small bedroom off the living room and still
standing is bent at the waist.  As she bends from the waist her neck is forced
into a medieval stock; the top section being lowered and shackled.  At the same
time that her head is secured into the horrible device her ankles are
immobilized and she is frozen in place.


"My dear little whore.  You will now be made with my mark. Do not scream
or you will be severely punished.  My white bitches are expected to show their
respect to me by accepting my mark," orders Jerome.


Cindy; sexually aroused; fear spreading through her tender and abused
body awaits the next sensation not knowing what that will be.


One of the other blacks has entered the room and has filled his tattoo
needle with dark black ink.  His artwork is excellent.  The downside for poor
Cindy is that while the final product is a work of art the actual process is
very painful. The leaping black panther is about the size of the normal persons
hand.  It is skillfully etched into the heretofore perfect white asscheek.
Although the pain is excruciating Cindy does not make a sound.  After nearly an
hour the artwork is completed and Cindy allows her tight body to relax.


The black artist leisurely slides between the wide spread legs and
reaches up and cups the pear shaped breast.  The unseen action brings a grasp
from poor Cindy but she bites her lip.  As the needle ruptures the tight breast
skin, Cindy bites harder on her lip drawing blood but making no sound.  The
black panther covers nearly the entire left breast and again the art work is
impeccable.  As the artist works on her breast Jerome slips behind the bent
woman and inserts a string of twenty love beads into Cindy's tight and never
before entered anal canal.  The beads are coated with K-Y jelly and easily
slide into the chamber one at a time.  When the artist is finished all of the
beads have been inserted into the tight channel.


Cindy then feels an ice cube on her right nipple and the sensitive bud
rapidly becomes numb.  As the ice cube is rubbed against the hard and tender
nipple Jerome sinks his index finger into the still leaking woman chamber and
rubs the hooded pleasure giving clit.  At the same time Jerome slowly pulls one
bead at a time from her tight ass channel.  The beads slip out; the finger
slips in and the ice freezes the tender nipple.  The pleasure giving friction
coupled with the tenderness of her now tattooed ass cheek; left breast causes
Cindy to again reach the peak of orgasm.


Swaying her hips as much as her shackled ankles permit, Cindy begins her
ritual thrusting against the exploring black digit.  Release is what the
precious white princess seeks; and has been seeking since her arrival.  Her
white boy mate looks up from his fetal position near the door in the other room
and becomes aroused by the obscene vision that he beholds.  His future wife is
secured in stocks; her arms bound behind her back; eyes blindfolded; and ankles
shackled to the floor.  One black is desensitizing her right nipple with a
large piece of ice while Jerome is finger fucking her pussy and withdrawing
beads from her clenching asshole.


When he feels the time is right, the black massaging the right nipple
with the ice withdraws the ice and in the same motion savagely thrusts a large
needle through the nipple.  As Cindy is about to scream from the sharp pain
Jerome implants two fingers into the clenching pussy white ripping the
remaining nine beads from her heaving asshole.  "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Godddddddddddddddd.  Oh Goddddddddddddddd.  Do ME.  DO MEEEEE," screams the
ravished seventeen year old inductee.


As poor Cindy is thrashing about in her orgasmic state the kneeling black
inserts the ring.  The ring of servitude for the young white tramp.  The ring
that can never be removed.  The ring indicating total submission.  The ring
allowing for only black sexxing and black baby production.


The scene causes Jeff's dormant manhood to spring to attention.  As it
hardens and lengthens it the tiny prongs rip into the tender skin.  The blood
droplets fall to the floor as Jeff desperately tries to will his manhood back
into a flaccid state.


As Cindy continues to writhe in her after orgasmic state the ankle
shackles are removed and her head disengaged from the stock. A sharp switch
blade removes the bindings from her arms.  As she falls to the floor she tries
to regain feelings in her tormented limbs.


"You may not remove your blindfold until I allow you to.  I will now
allow my brothers to use your useless body.  YOU WILL SPREAD YOUR LEGS AND
ALLOW THEM ENTRY TO YOUR WOMANHOOD," orders Jerome.


As Cindy tries to regain her balance she is pushed to the hard wooden
floor as the black artist climbs atop his prize.  The seventeen year old prom
queen spreads as his long dark shank plunges into her soppy wet pussy.  He
allows no mercy as he ruthlessly seeks to bury his black prod to the hilt in
the nearly virgin white love chamber. Cindy thrusts against the huge organ
trying to meet each of his thrusts with her own.  Her back and ass cheeks are
rubbed raw against the wooden floor.  The asscheek bearing the panther is
especially savaged by the animal like mating.  The two animals reach climax at
the exact moment and the artist empties his black seed into the constricting
womb of the white girl tramp.


As the artist raises himself to a kneeling position the black seed flows
from the tight chamber.


Cindy allows herself to relax for a moment.  The two agitated blacks from
the living room enter the bedroom and drag the poor abused girl back into the
living room with by her hair.  Her eyes still blindfolded she is
unceremoniously dumped on the floor directly in front of poor Jeff.


As soon as she is lowered to the floor one of the two blacks enter her.
They are aroused by the actions of the young white girl over the last several
hours.  Although Cindy in near exhaustion as soon as the long black cock enters
her, her tired hips thrust up to meet the black intruder.  She whimpers as she
realizes it will be a long day and night, pleasing her black masters.
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The Cold Winter Night
The Cold Winter Night
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Carol Cantral had just returned from shopping.  She carefully removed her
heavy coat and smiled to herself.  She was pleased...... her afternoon had been
pleasantly filled with her favorite past time; the teasing of unsuspecting and
vulnerable men.


Mrs. Cantral had managed to interrupt a Board of Directors meeting at her
bank.  The senior members of the Board were probably still wetting their pants.
Carol tugged at the short; tight black leather mini skirt.  It finally was
pulled from her full hips and dropped to her ankles.  Looking into the full
length mirror in her bedroom she licked her lips as her delicate hands caressed
her tight tummy..... the fingers drifted down to the top of her shaven little
slit.  She closed her eyes as the tip of her finger scratched the top of her
protruding hard little clit.  It brought a tinge of pleasure as she felt the
little orb of delight fill with blood.  Her panties were still wet from seeing
the impotent old men ogle her tight compact body.


As the pleasure started feeling too good she quickly stopped and
unbuttoned her blouse.  She no longer wore a bra; they were just one more thing
that had to be taken off.  You see, Carol Cantral liked her pleasure
quick....decisive.... and absolute. Her passion button was always in high
gear.... Her tight little pussy could drain a man... or beast... in minutes.
Carol let her mind drift... or beast?


Her fingers inserted themselves into the elastic waist band of her black
lace panties.  She would have no need from them as she had planned to ravish
her willing husband... he would be arriving home shortly.  Her fingers again
dropped to her still wet pussy lips.  The small fuzz surrounding her tender
lips caused her another twinge of slight pleasure.  She wanted to tease
herself... but not to complete the journey.  The panties remained covering her
charms... but not for long she hoped.


Carol forced her hand to leave her pleasure point.  She brushed her long
brunette hair from her eyes and again admired her young tight body in the
mirror.  The vision brought her happiness...  "How could such a desireable
young woman have such wild and uncontrollable sexual urges.... Carol Cantral
was unsatiable and she enjoyed the pleasure.  The wild unadulterated pleasure
that other, lesser people, only dream of.  Nothing was too wild; too risky; or
too outrageous for the beautiful little vixen.


The long haired beauty was the classic tease.  She enjoyed the stares...
the begging from her hallowed eyed victims. With her short dress pulled up...
her feet dangling.... the top three buttons of her blouse undone.  She watched
for the bulges to appear in her hapless victims crotches.  Once the little boy
cocks were hard and throbbing she would smile... and leave them with their
mouths open... their eyes begging for the pleasures that only she could
satisfy.  But they were boys; not men.  And their crotches were not nearly
filled with enough flesh to tempt the little vamp.  She could have all the
submissive men she wanted...


She liked her men big; muscular; and hung.  Mostly the latter.. Even her
cold exterior and mocking teasing rapidly halted when her eyes discovered a
large muscular cock.. A cock that would fill her total lust chamber with
muscle.


Carol turned slightly when she heard the front door open. A smile
returned to her face... Her husband Derek had arrived home... he did not yet
know of the pleasure that awaited him. She brushed the hair from her face once
again... her eyes catching the beautiful vision in the mirror.  Her white
blouse, the top three buttons undone showed just enough of her small but
perfect breasts to entice the unsuspecting Derek.  Her nylons were still
taunt... the darker bands around her tight thighs promised even greater
treasures as yet uncovered.


Another rustling in the well appointed apartment overlooking the large
lake.  The lake was frozen... Carol cursed the winter...


Turning she walked through the door; "Derek, Have you came home to
pleasure me?" she smilingly questioned.


In one instant her demeanor went from teasing little vamp to total
terror.  The large muscular hand covered her mouth.... The knees swiftly
punched forward into the back of her knees dropping her instantly to the
hardwood floor.  The large muscular assailant fell on her; straddling her
petite frame.  A second hand appeared and slipped on a black blindfold.  His
muscular arms then quickly pulled her arms back sharply... she felt the leather
constraints as they captured her freedom.... He slid down her trembling body
and felt another set of leather straps bind her ankles.


A gruff voice growled, "Don't speak... Don't move....Don't remove your
blindfold.  As long as the blindfold is in place you will be safe...... Your
husband will be home shortly; you are not to warn him.  If you do; both you and
he will be put in danger.... Now..... tell me the combination to your safe."


My mind could not comprehend the loss of freedom... of control.  "I was
the one who was always in control.. and now.."  I started to twist and felt his
large hand slap my panty covered ass cheek.


"I told you to remain completely still... Disobey me again and I'll give
you the spanking that you deserve.."  Another sharp slap reminded me who was in
charge..


My body wanted to react.....


"The combination?  Don't make me ask again.." the gruff voice commanded.


I told the unseen intruder the magic set of numbers and lay completely
still.  I felt something..... No; it couldn't be.  My panties were soaking  up
my feminine syrup as it leaked out.  My chin was resting on the hard wood
floor.... the position had suddenly became very uncomfortable, but I did not
move.  I did not have permission to move... and the wetness was now surely
visible to my intruder....


My ears suddenly focused on the key in the lock... Derek had arrived home
and.........


The sounds indicated a quick and decisive struggle... A great deal of
male grunts and then a sudden thud... The gruff voice repeated the same
instructions..... My mind suddenly focused on my dilemma.  My strong, forceful
husband could not protect me... He was bound as I..... And someone else was in
control.  Control of?  Control of Everything; our existence... and our lives.


I strained to hear the movements of the large man as he made his journey
from room to room.  Although I wanted to say something to Derek; all I could
hear was his heavy breathing.  He like I said nothing..


And then the sounds of the footsteps and raffling of drawers ceased... I
could hear the heavy work boots click as they approached along the hard wood
floor.  I felt the heavy masculine body again straddle my hips and calves.  I
gasped.... but no words escaped.  The terror in my mind increased..... or was
it the anticipation.  But anticipation of What?  My slit continued to produce
it's honey like flow.


"You are a prick tease Mrs. Cantral.... But you teased someone that you
shouldn't have....... ME." the gruff voice growled.


"No...... I'm not.... not really," I pleaded.


The strong warm hand fell to my outer thigh.  "Derek, tell me if you
think your wife is a Prick Tease?" the unseen voice asked.


There was an agonizingly long period of silence and then....... a meek
muttered reply, "Yes...."


The strong hand applied another sharp slap.  The suddenness of the slap
caught me offguard.


The hand, the unseen hand then slid to the inside of my thigh.  It
started above my knee and slowly; agonizingly slowly moved along the warm skin.
The gentle circular movements caused me to shiver.... the hand finally touched
the top of my hose.... the warm skin  above the silk cried for the warm
fingers.


"When was the last time you fucked your little tease of a wife?" came the
deep growl.....


Derek again paused..... "It's been nearly a week..."


With his warm hand on my tender upper thigh... only inches from my
boiling cauldron the intruder asked me the next question, "Why haven't you
pleased your husband you little Tease?  Why haven't you taken care of his
needs... Have you been too busy teasing other men that you have neglected your
husband's?"


The questions burned...... I had no answers.. I wanted....


The unseen but muscular hand continued to stroke my burning skin above
the tops of my hose.  It was maddening.. I was bound and could only endure
the.... Pleasure?


Although I had teased men; many men in front of my husband I had never
actually let a man go beyond merely panting at my pleasures.. But now.... this
unseen muscular man was casually stroking my upper thighs..  As the moments
drug on I felt more lubricant coating my lips.  They were stuck together with
my sweet smelling juices.. I wished that my hands... my ankles were not bound.
I squirmed under the man's heavy weight.. I wanted to stroke my hard protruding
little clit... to sink my hands into my wet sloppy cauldron producing feminine
lubricant.  And there was something else.... I wanted to hold the hard thick
manhood in my delicate hands.. to make it harder.  I wanted to please this
unseen stranger.. I wanted him to put the burning fire out between my legs.


As I squirmed at his gentle caresses I suddenly became startled as I felt
his fingertip find the legband of my panties. Outwardly I did not want him to
find my wetness... but inwardly I craved the exploring finger to tease me...
tease me and pleasure my now uncontrollable body.  I was softly moaning;
allowing my hips to raise in hopes of his fingers finding my throbbing little
clit; of finding my sloppy little hole.  The more that I arched my body the
more he pulled away... I could tell that he was now the tease. He wanted to
bring me to the brink... and then mock me as I struggled for pleasure.


The gentle stroking seemed to go on for an eternity.. my lips trembled..
I could not bear the continuing teasing of my aroused body.


And then.... the finger slipped under the leg of my panties... I quickly
arched my hips.. I wanted; no I craved desperately the feel of his fingertip to
brush against my hard little clit... His finger remained immobile.


"If you want it you have to beg for it," stated the gruff voice..


I bit my lip.  I couldn't dishonor my husband... my martial fidelity; and
yet.... My clit throbbed in anticipation... My black lace panties were soaked..
My mind could not comprehend the arousal that I felt; yet I couldn't..... Could
I??


When the tip of  his finger brushed my protruding clit I had my first
orgasm.  I didn't want to... but the shriek that slipped from my lips I am sure
could be heard by both the man with the talented fingers AND my poor husband
Derek.  I pulled my hips away from the inquisitive finger as much as I could
but now the finger followed my aching clitoris... I couldn't adjust myself to
escape the probing and persistent finger.. And then, OH GOD  he gave me another
orgasm..... with just his finger.. I screamed again.... I tried to twist away
but the leather restraints held me firm..


"Beg me.... Beg me now... It will be far harsher if you make me
wait....." ordered the gruff voice.  The man adjusted his hips.... but his
fingers continued to stroke my run away furnace.


As I struggled his finger dropped.... I gasped as I felt the finger worm
it's way into my sopping little snatch... The finger was buried to the first
joint... IT easily slid in... I was wet and it was persistent.  I ceased
struggling; I wanted the pleasure that the finger was bringing me.  "Ohhhhhh
God......" I moaned as the finger searched slowly for my "G" spot.... As my
moans continued I briefly thought of poor Derek... What could he possibly be
thinking... Laying blindfolded less than ten feet away; bound hand and foot
with his wife moaning with pleasure; pleasure produced by an unknown; unseen
intruder...


I felt embarrassed for Derek; for myself.  The finger shoved it's way
deeper into my tunnel... My tight little slit lubricated the thick callused
finger and I thrust up to allow it greater access....


And then finally... I could not endure any more teasing pleasure.  I
needed........


"Please; Oh God... Please...." I begged..


He had won.  It had not taken him but mere moments for me to beg for his
manhood.  He had won....


I felt the intruder shift....


His finger slipped out.  I craved the pleasure... the pleasure that was
temporally absent from deep within my tightness..


My throat was parched.... but I again pleaded with my tormentor... "
Please... Oh God.. Don't make me wait... I need it so bad.."


Seconds turned into minutes... minutes seemed to drag as I lay beneath
the muscular intruder... He wanted me to wait; to crave his manhood.


When I stretched my legs straight I could feel his muscle. It seemed
enormous.. The tip of the monster leaked it's precum on the back of my thighs..
I felt his wetness.. He was ready.. I pulled myself up by my knees until my
hips were level with the huge thick muscle... He forced me to accommodate him..
He merely rested on his legs as I struggled to position my hole for the
insertion... insertion of the thick muscular tube of flesh.  I couldn't live
without his cock....


The hard tube played with my swollen and sensitive lips. He allowed the
head of his cock to lodge between my ragged lips.. I could not stand the
pleasure... or the anticipation.


I tried to push against the pleasure producing manhood; but he resisted..
I was going out of my mind.


"Please... YOU must take me...." I again begged.


The head of his cock was at my entrance... He lodged himself in one swift
and brutal thrust.  I gasped... I was never filled so completely as I was at
that instant.  My husband is very well endowed but this Man.... God... his cock
must have been..... It was thicker than Derek's.. and it filled me fully.. I
froze; I couldn't move... I was too full..


HE was content to merely kneel on his knees while I adjusted to his huge
masculine organ.  With each second their was the slightest of movement and his
manhood seemed to stretch me more and more.. I was not prepared for him pulling
himself nearly completely out... and I knew what was next.  The cock buried
itself to the hilt for the second time... and now it became his pleasure.  He
pulled his cock nearly completely out and then buried it balls deep into my
tender tight passage.  I could hardly breathe as the hard manhood continued to
pound and pound against my soft yielding womanhood.


He fell into a natural rhythm... and the insertion became easier and
easier as my lubricant coated the thick hard manhood. I felt myself raising on
my now skinned and bruised knees to receive every inch of pleasure that he was
allowing me.  The head of his cock brushed against my cervix with every deep
thrust and an electrical jolt surged throughout my tired, weary, but aroused
body.  The pleasure was intense... I knew that he could not continue at this
pace....... I was wrong.


The minutes evaporated under his pounding... my orgasms were nearly
continuous at the last... It was like on never ending high....


When he released his seed deep within me the scalding fertile sperm
electrified my hard clit... My screams echoed throughout the dark apartment...
I did not think of Derek... or what Derek must think.. He had not made a sound;
he merely absorbed my pleasure.


HE left his cock buried deep within my womb... I had thought that it
would soften rapidly after his orgasm... but I was wrong again.  I had no way
of knowing but the log stayed buried for any eternity until at long last the
now semi hard organ slipped out... A torrent of his fertile seed flowed from my
clinching hole... It formed a puddle beneath my still writhing thighs.  As he
raised up I felt the residue of his seen as he squeezed it on the back of my
raw tender thighs..


Neither of us spoke.... I could hear him zip his jeans and continue to
gather our valuable processions...


Time passed and he returned to where my husband and I were silently
laying; still face down.


"Are you fertile Mrs. Cantral?" he simply asked.


Until that very moment I had not even comprehended the fact that I had
stopped taking the pill nearly six weeks before.... It was near my period....
OH GOD....


With my eyes still bound I merely answered softly, "Yes..."


"Good.... I was gentle with you THIS time.. Next time I want the one
cherry you still have..."  He stated... He bent over and I felt the familiar
finger tip... He tested it's tightness.  I did not resist...


At long last I heard the large oak door open and close. He was gone;  his
sperm continued to flow from my stretched womanhood... I did not want to think
about his sperm deposited deep within my womb.


As the sweat dried the cold winter rain crashed against the windows.
Neither my husband or I spoke... We were silent as we laid; bound; and
blindfolded....


My mind wondered as sleep mercifully came to my tired and used
body.......
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THE CRUISE
THE CRUISE
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Stanley and Susan Rosenfal, an extremely rich Jewish couple from Chicago
chose to spend their two week vacation on a cruise of the South Pacific.
Although they could afford any mode of transport; including chartering the
entire boat they thought that it would be "quaint," if they booked passage on a
small transport that supplied a number of the small South Pacific islands. In
this matter they could enjoy the cruise without the hassle of dealing with the
toadies always seeking a tip.


The two had similar personalities in that they demanded and usually
received complete servitude from the people waiting on them and the people
catering to their every whim. They had talked with a colleague that owned the
Scandinavian modem transport ship. The ship had luxury cabins for approximately
ten sets of passengers and Stanley Rosenfal rented all ten of the cabins.


Unknown to the owners of the ship and of course the Rosenfals, the
captain of the ship was a alcoholic and left the entire operation of the ship
to the first mate. The first mate was mean, and a domineering Nigerian as were
the second, third and fourth mates of the ship. In addition, all of the crewmen
were Nigerian and were for the most part equally cruel. The captain spent all
of his time in his cabin with most of the time spent in an alcoholic haze.


During the first day and night out of San Diego, California the
Rosenfal's stayed in their room. Although Stanley was nearly forty five he
still had a very active sexual imagination. He had packed four suitcases of
seductive lingerie, short mini skirts, hose and garters and anything else that
he could think of to make his four inch cock throb. His pretty JAP wife, only
thirty one was breathtakingly beautiful. Her dark complexion, her flowing black
hair and her rock hard body hid an almost insatiable sexual appetite. Her pussy
was shaved dose and her small pert breasts were firm and pear shaped, and
topped with one inch rock hard nipples. She constantly teased her over sexed
and under endowed husband.


She thrived when she flirted in front of him; in fact it was a tremendous
source of pleasure for her (and Stanley) to flirt with any man with a cock and
then return to their luxurious quarters to be thoroughly fucked by the now
aroused and cock hard husband. Although poor Stanley was tricked by nature and
given only the minimum of manhood he did everything in his power to enhance his
lovemaking. Although Susan could fantasize about men with cocks large enough to
reach her twitching cervix she understood that few men had the financial power
of her rich husband. She enjoyed teasing the numerous men who sought her out
but Susan Rosenfal came to be known primarily as the classic Prick Tease. She
always managed to place herself in position where she could calmly walk away
while the tormented male would be left with the painful blood engorged balls
cursing the devastating beauty that caused his pain.


At the dawn of the second day Susan rose early and looked at the
beautiful sun rising in the west. Feeling a need that poor Stanley was unable
to fill the night before she rubbed the swollen pussy lips. Stanley, on nearly
every third attempt was unable to make his diminutive cock fulfills husbandry
duties. His valiant attempts to harden the soft and unresponding manhood were
to no avail.


After taking a brisk shower Susan put on a pair of white hot pants and a
white blouse which she tied around her thin waist. The tightness of the blouse
seemed to accent the pert pear shaped breasts and her hard nipples probed
against the thin cotton material.


As she pranced around the promenade deck she captured the imagination of
nearly every crewman. Each of the hard Black deckhands could imagine driving
their now rock hard Black cock into the tight and forbidden woman chamber of
the amused Mrs. Susan Rosenfal. She enjoyed their pained looks of lust and did
everything and anything that could increase her power over the hapless lowly
deckhands.


She finally arrived at the bridge and was most impressed with the
starched white uniformed first officer. His demeanor and authority impressed
the Jewish American Princess nearly as much as his muscular build and handsome
Greek like face. He acknowledged the princess as she entered but did not pay
her any further attention.


Annoyed at his insolence she sauntered over to the navigation table and
smiled into his face. "I can sure see what I want for breakfast," she flirted.
As she leaned over, the top of the unbuttoned blouse fell apart and First
Officer Nuru stared briefly at the very enticing vision before him.


Precipitously Nuru grabbed the beauty by her flowing black hair and
pulled her backwards on the table. The startled pampered housewife stared into
Nuru's dark eyes. "Look you riffle tramp. You will not trapes around my ship
like some two bit whore. From now on you will dress and act like a lady. If you
don't I will let my crew stick their hard Black cocks up that tight little
pussy of yours. You understand you little tramp?" Nuru questioned.


Susan broke free and ran out the bridge scurrying to her husband's
executive cabin. As she burst into the stateroom she rushed to Stanley's side.
"That Black bastard first mate insulted me. He called me a two bit whore;
Stanley you must put him in his place,"


Susan nearly screamed at her husband.


Indignant that his wife would be treated as a whore Stanley exploded out
of his room and burst into the bridge. Walking to within a foot of the First
Officer he screamed, "Look here you Black bastard. What right do you have
calling my wife a whore?"


Calmly, nearly a head above the screaming Mr. Stanley Rosenfal Nuru
stated the obvious, "Your wife paraded around this ship nearly naked. She did
everything in her power to distract my men in their duties. She looked like and
acted like a tramp and I told her that if she continued I would let my men fuck
her senseless."


Stanley foolishly raised his right fist as to strike Nuru and before it
made half it's journey Nuru grabbed his small delicate wrist and pulled it
behind his back. Once there he brutally rammed his head against the steel
bulkhead causing the rich financier to become totally disoriented.


Nuru leaned over to the nearly unconscious "guest" and enlightened him.
"I will have you taken to my cabin. You leave the cabin and I'll feed you to
the fish. Understand fuckhead?"


When the brief and direct explanation was given a large Black handcuffed
the befuddled Stanley and pushed him out the bridge door. Poor Stanley was
shoved and prodded along a large hallway and upon reaching Nuru's room was
propelled forward through the empty door. Once inside the Black attached a dog
collar around his neck and with a large chain fastened it to the floor. Still
dizzy and disoriented Stanley looked around the inboard cabin and finally his
eyes focussed on a bank of security cameras which changed every four minutes to
another of the ship's locations. The first camera was trained on his cabin
where his pretty wife was darting around the room in anger.


The door was locked behind the departing Black who dutifully reported
back to Nuru that his assigned task was completed.


Back in the executive cabin, Susan becoming more and more irate at
Stanley's absence looked through her wardrobe. Pulling a white string bikini
from the chest of drawers she quickly stripped and put on the sheer piece of
cloth. The string exposed both of her firm buttocks and the top barely
concealed half of her tight breasts. The agitated rock hard nipples were barely
concealed along the top of the thin cloth. Once into her next costume she put
on a pair of four inch black leather patent stiletto heels and brazenly walked
out to the deck immediately forward of the bridge.


Spreading a large white blanket she settled down and covering her dark
eyes with even darker sunglasses she spread her long limbs and started to work
on deepening her gorgeous tan. Looking towards the bridge she could see the
hated Nuru scowl down at her. "Good" she thought. I will show the Black bastard
who's in charge here.


Shortly one of the stewards from the galley came out with a bloody mary
and handed the cool drink to the pampered princess. Smiling at the small framed
but well endowed young Black man she asked if he would be able to put some
lotion on her back.


Although he could not speak much English he did manage to understand the
pampered wife. As she turned over he dropped to his knees along her side.
Although Susan could not see his smirk from above Nuru knew that the next hour
would be very interesting for the aloof and demanding young lady.


At first the steward's firm hands seemed warm and inviting. He dutifully
spread the oily substance on her back and then started from her soles up the
back of her calf. As his hands and the oily substance made the short journey up
to the juncture of her perfect legs Susan became amused. Here was this naive
young cabin boy trying to seduce her; Mrs. Stanley Rosenfal, wife of Stanley
Rosenfal.


The boy's long fingers finally made it to the firm ass cheeks and Susan
turned her head to the smiling cabin boy. "Look Black boy. Don't be getting any
ideas. You may stop now. In fact you may leave!" came the brisk and direct
edict.


However the Black steward had no intention of leaving. His young hard
Black cock had started hardening. He was not about to depart from the desirable
woman of means at this point. His hands continued to massage the firm ass
cheeks and he allowed his fingers to slip between the pillowy guards. As the
fingers dipped to the edge of her pussy lips Susan attempted to get up. However
the Black steward had placed his hand on her lower back and held her down while
his other hand continued to massage the outer most lips. Bringing his fingers
to his lips he could see the light dew coating them. Licking his fingers he
returned them to the pleasurable folds from where they had come from.


Susan had never allowed anyone other than her dear Stanley to take such
liberties with her tight and now aroused body. She again attempted to rise but
again had no more luck than the first time. She attempted to rebuke the young
man but as her mouth started to open she felt the menacing long Black fingers
finally find the warm and inviting slit. As the finger probed the outer
recesses the only sound emitting from Susan's mouth was a short moan.


The young steward had no trouble interrupting the moan and he continued
his digital assault on the now thrusting and excited young wife. She no longer
was attempting to rise but merely seeking out the pleasure giving digits firmly
implanted into her wet and throbbing love chamber.


The steward violently ripped the offending string bikini bottom and threw
it off the edge of the deck. He then swung his legs over the thrusting ass
cheeks and lowered his white dress shorts. Wearing no underwear the long thin
Black cock sprang forward and he immediately let it rest against the undulating
ass cheeks. Poor Susan could feel the heat of the long Black cock resting on
her firm ass cheeks and for a brief moment became frightened. However the pent
up passion was the greater of the two emotions and she nearly screamed as the
Steward thrust his aching Black cock deep into the willing love chamber of Mrs.
Susan Rosenfal.


Susan nearly fainted as she felt the Black tube fill her tight pussy
channel. As he thrust harder and harder Susan raised her ass by pushing up on
her knees. The subtle movement caused the Black tube to reach nerve endings
never before reached. The stamina of the Black steward who continued to pound
her succulent pussy brought Susan to multiple orgasms. She gripped the teak
deck floor with her long painted fingernails and screamed her release. The
orgasmic cries reverberated throughout the ship. The majority of the Black
deckhands could understand the mournful screams.


As his Black seed careened against the womb of the young wife the Steward
slowly pulls out his deflating Black manhood. Once the male organ slipped out
of her clenching vagina the Black seed rolled down her still thrusting thighs
forming a puddle of sperm on the immaculate deck. As the Black steward pulled
up his white shorts he turned and looked up at the bridge where Nuru was
smiling from cheek to cheek at his young steward. The steward smiled back and
left to return to the galley.


It took several minutes for Mrs. Rosenfal to recover from her mind
shattering orgasm and as she slowly rose she remembered the missing G string;
cast over the deck like so much discarded garbage. [Image]


She quickly pulled the towel around her sweating and oily body and
scampered to the adjoining deckway.


Unbeknownst to Mrs. Susan Rosenfal her husband Stanley was staring at the
secondary monitor as she quickly ran to the deckway.His eyes were wide with
unbelieving and looking down to his Black shorts he could see where his cock
had exploded its load into his now sticky underwear. With his hands stiff clasp
behind him he felt the energy draining from his body. As he sank to the floor
he could not comprehend what had just unfolded before his unbelieving eyes.
Here was his devoted and caring wife who had just drained the seventeen year
old Black steward on the main deck. Unable to reason he merely looked down as
his sperm slid down his hair covered legs.


Susan ran to the cabin and quickly showered. After her shower she laid
naked upon the large king sized water bed and drifted off to a restful and
sound sleep.


Upon awakening she was a little unsettled about not finding her adoring
husband. However there was a note on her dresser asking for her to wear her
sexiest evening wear and dine at the captain's table.Since dinner was still an
hour away she took another leisurely shower and at the conclusion decided to be
daring in her selection of the evening outfit. She put on a black lacy half
bra; matching black panties and pulled up long thigh high black hose suspended
by the thinnest of garters. The low cut black evening gown came to within four
inches of her dimpled knees. She put on the four inch spiked stiletto heels and
completed her attire with a two inch wide black lace choker. She let her long
shoulder length black hair fall to her shoulders freely. She became a little
unsettled looking around the room as she could not find her birth control
pills. This represented the second day that she had not taken the pills and
with the Black steward's deep penetration of her inner womb earlier that day
she was just a little apprehensive. As she stepped out into the deckway she put
the faintest of perfume behind her dainty ears.


Upon entering the smaller Officer's mess she hurriedly looked around for
her husband who was nowhere to be found. The only table where there was a
vacant seat was at the Captain's table; and the only seat was next to First
Officer Nuru. As she started to leave the Black steward who had previously
filled her womb with seed gently took her arm and escorted her to Nuru's side.


Smiling he looked up into the burning eyes of Mrs. Susan Rosenfal and in
his best English accent bowed and gave his apology. "Mrs. Rosenfal my deepest
apologies for judging you incorrectly this morning. I would consider it an
honor if you honor us with your presence."


Susan, taken by surprise gracefully sits next to the First Officer
immaculately attired in his dress white uniform. Nuru observes the same
tantalizing breast flesh that he scrutinized earlier in the morning.


He then informed Mrs. Rosenfal that her husband would be delayed and
insisted that she and the other gathered officers start without him.


Nuru snapped his fingers and a cold bottle of wine immediately found it's
way to the officers table. Nuru graciously and expertly poured the wine and
offered a toast to the beautiful lady that was dining with them. During the
next hour he plied the unsuspecting wife with more and more wine and enchanted
her with his tales of seamanship around the world. Susan was rapidly becoming
awed by the handsome, articulate and muscular First Officer.


By the end of the meal Nuru let his hand slip under the table cloth and
found the warm and delightful leg of the now infatuated young wife. As he
stroked the silk covered leg she looked flirtatiously into his dark and
unforgiving eyes. As the other officers made small talk he continued to massage
the inner leg of the intoxicated young wife. Unable to concentrate on the small
talk she unconsciously opened her legs allowing the First Officer even greater
access to her treasure.


Nuru's searching fingers finally reached the black silk panties and he
instantly felt the wet warmness of her swollen pussy lips. He continued to
massage the moist panty covering and shortly inserted his long finger into the
leg opening. As flesh touched flesh she silently dosed her eyes and let out a
small sob. Nuru inserted his hook like finger into the willing passageway as
Susan leaned back in her chair.


The other officers knew what was taking place and became amused. The
Black steward who had placed the small caplet of white powder into Mrs.
Rosenfal's first wine glass smiled knowingly at the First Officer. As his
fingers became soaked he pulled them out and met Susan's questioning eyes.


"Your pussy is still covered by dark hair. Before my officers will fuck
you they wish you to shave yourself," stated the First Officer.


Susan, completely bewildered looked around the table to the lecherously
smiling officers.


"No, I will not. You are monsters," Susan responded.


As Mrs. Susan Rosenfal was trying to remove the wickedness from her mind
the Black steward arrived with a platter containing a bowl of warm water,
straight razor and shaving cream.


As he set the tray down in front of Nuru, Nuru turned to Susan and
ordered her to remove her dress and panties and stand on the table. Susan,
shocked; stood and tried to back away from the table but the many glasses of
wine were too much for her mind to relay to her betraying body. 'The officer to
the right of her helped her to her feet while the second officer gently
unzipped the dress from behind. As it fell from her shoulders the same Black
hands were slowly stripping the black lace panties down her legs over the hose
and garter. Susan was then lifted on the table so that her legs were on both
sides of First Officer Nuru. As she lay prone the officer on the far side of
the table was sensuously massaging her tight firm breasts.


Nuru gently applied a generous coating of light blue shave cream and with
razor in his right hand started scraping the coarse black hair from Susan's
sensitive and tender womanhole. The sharp blade cleaned the tender skin of all
hair follicles and in a very short time Mrs. Susan Rosenfal was completely
hairless. The razor had caused small blood blisters to bust and Nuru coated the
cleaned mound with a slippery oil provided by his assistant; the Black steward.


Susan came alive again as Nuru rubbed the slippery substance over the
super sensitive shaved area. He allowed his fingers to insert some of the gel
into the precious chamber itself and became amused as Susan again parted her
legs beckoning more and more of the digit to invade her married love canal.


He quietly picked up his plaything and carried her to his inboard cabin.
As he entered his cabin he gently placed her on his king sized bunk and walked
to the door separating his two rooms. Stanley, now gagged heard the door open
and strained against the neck chain to see into the bedroom. He could not see
the bed itself but could see the mirror's reflections. His eyes immediately
focussed on his beautiful serene wife as she stared up at the disrobing Nuru.


He could see her eyes widen with terror (?); with anticipation(?); with
longing (?) as Nuru stepped out of his shorts. The long Black dick was already
hard as a rock as it jutted out from his washboard rock solid stomach. Susan
loviingly reached for the massive Black log and as Nuru approached the bed she
inserted the pleasure giving Black cock into her warm and inviting oral cavity.
As she tried to insert more and more of the cock into her mouth poor Susan
started sobbing about not being able to take enough. Her hands searched for and
found the orange sized balls hanging below the massive cock.


Tiring of her oral ministrations Nuru gently shoves Susan to her back. As
she falls her legs immediately spread open beckoning the pleasure to come. Nuru
mounts the bed and knee walks to the moaning wife and gripping his massive love
muscle rubs it against her hooded excitor. As she whimpers she grinds her hips
against the solid cock exciting her. Once she becomes positioned she lunges
forward and captures the first five inches of his rock solid Black cock. Once
Nuru's cock has entered the precious moist chamber he buries his fun eleven
inches in the next stroke.


The scream reaching Stanley Rosenfal's ears sounded like it came from the
dead. He strains against the chain attempting to get a better angle to see his
beautiful wife impaled on the huge Black cock. Her constant whimpering and
pleading brings a greater lunge from the dominating Black officer. His pile
driving ass buries his hard cock with each thrust. Susan struggles to return
the thrust and is pleasured by her motion. She clasps her arms around the thick
Black shoulders and digs her long fingernails into the massive muscles. She
opens her mouth and accepts his probing tongue as she struggles to keep up with
his frantic fuck pace.


The two jutting animals reach climax at the same time and Nuru empties
his huge balls into the willing womb of Mrs. Susan Rosenfal. She shrieks her
acceptance of his Black seed and passionately kisses him. Her husband Stanley,
straining against his chains, saw his wife's climax overtake her total being.
She continues to jut against his hard body and continues her death grip on his
now scratched and bleeding shoulders. Her mouth seeks out his tongue and she
sucks and licks its full thickness.


Her anxious thrusting brings Nuru his second hardness and he starts his
impaling of her tight body anew. She cannot believe this second hardness in so
short of time and grabs her new lover with an even tighter grip. She meets his
every thrust and lifts her lean body off the bed attempting to squeeze every
drop of cum from her newest lover. His long Black prod reaches into depths that
Stanley has never touched. Her cervix is pummeled time and time again as he
attempts to bury his cock to never before reached limits.


After nearly forty minutes Nuru feels his huge sacks empty their sticky
fluid into the nearly exhausted white wife. She shrieks again as the seed is
deposited deep within her chamber. As he rises the white cum pours from her
stretched and swollen lips. There seems to be no end of the flow and Susan can
only marvel at the constant discharge.


Stanley, unable to watch any more ravishment of his precious wife sits on
his haunches nearly exhausted. Unable to comprehend his wife's unfaithfulness
he silently looks down to between his legs and is ashamed to see the dark wet
spot at his crotch. He discharged three times during his wife's ravishment and
he feels guilty that he became sexually aroused by his wife's wanton
unfaithfulness.


As Nuru puts on his watch uniform he looks down at the smiling and sweat
soaked young white wife. She is still wearing her garter and hose and her
shaved cunthole is leaking his Black seed.


When he is dressed he hears a knock at the door. The Second Officer
enters; and as he does starts disrobing. Susan cannot understand at first and
then realizes that there will be many Black lovers this evening. Susan hears
the door shut as the Second Officer finishes stripping. He crawls up between
the still wide spread legs andskipping foreplay slips his hard Black cock into
the steaming and ready love muscle of Mrs. Stanley Rosenfal.


Neither Stanley or Susan kept count of the number of Susan's Black lovers
that second night of their voyage.


During the fourteen days at sea Susan was the center of all male
attention. Her subdued husband was relegated to the First Officers cabin where
on a daily basis he would witness his wife's sordid unfaithfulness. As each day
arrived the beautiful wife would entice the Black crew by her never ending
assortment of beautiful and seductive attire. After each breeding session Mrs.
Rosenfal would become more and more submissive catering to each and every
deviant request by the jaded crew. She justified in her mind that she was being
forced; the truth of course was that she was the energy behind the varied and
constant lovemaking. She would eagerly seek out the next hard Black dick as
soon as the previously impaling pleasure giver had become exhausted. Her carnal
needs were nearly impossible to meet.


After the two week cruise her tight pussy was stretched so that Stanley
could not touch the chamber walls; even if he hadn't become impotent. The
constant Black sexing of his desirable wife had turned her into a mere breeding
bitch for Black cock.


During the first week she had allowed gold rings to pierce her elongated
nipples. Every third day the First Officer reshaved her precious love mound and
by the end of the voyage she was carrying a Black child.


When the Rosenfals returned to Chicago their closest friends could sense
the transformation. When Susan had left she was a frigid and uncaring JAP. Upon
her return she oozed sexuality.


What their neighbors didn't know could fill a book.
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The Dangerous Detour
The Dangerous Detour
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Although Jeff Jones was happily married he was always shall we say "on
the prowl."  He was a very successful bonds broker in one of New York City's
most prestigious security firms. He was either lucky or able to steal enough
secrets to allow his success without having to actually work for his success.
His wavy blond hair; strong facial features; and a trim and compact body
allowed him to entice any of the females that made themselves available to him.
Although he was married to the sweetest and dearest creatures God ever created
he was always dipping his cock into a willing and passionate young wench.  His
wife; always faithful and always ready for his lovemaking was starting to bore
the pompous rich little boy.


Over the Thanksgiving holidays his wife Beth had asked to return to her
Mother's home for the holidays.  Jeff quickly made up an excuse that he had to
"work" over the long week- end.  His wife, never suspecting his dalliances,
meekly made plans to leave town to allow him the time and space to complete his
supposedly assigned tasks.


Jeff smiled as he looked at the large clock in his plush office.  He
rubbed his cock; a handsome appendage even though it was only average in length
and girth.  It harden beneath his expensive Avanti dress pants.  As his wife
was boarding an American Airlines jet to take her back to her Mommy.  Jeff let
his thoughts drift to his little plaything for the week-end.  Mrs. Mona Hicks,
a young breathtaking beauty, that would fit perfect on the end of his now
swollen cock.  He closed his eyes and dreamed of her firm petite body; five
foot four inches; one hundred three pounds; 34B-23-33; tight; firm; and ready
to fuck.


Mona's hardworking husband was caught in the snow covered hills of
Wisconsin.  He was sent there nearly two weeks ago to finish a routine audit
but the routine aspects quickly vanished and he was forced to extend his
engagement to search for several hundred thousand dollars of missing receipts.
He was downtrodden when he called his beautiful wife and begged for her
forgiveness.  Mona made him feel even worse before sobbing in the phone; how oh
how could she endure being alone over the first holiday of the season?  After
her sobbing was transmitted through the phone lines she covered the receiver
and laughed to herself.  "What a total moron," she thought about her devoted
and doting husband.


After abruptly hanging up on her husband she completed dressing for her
"date"; the young and dashing stock broker, Jeff Jones.  She pulled the beige
colored hose over her long and firm calves; completing the task by snapping the
garter clasps to the darker colored tops of the sensuous material.  She then
pulled on her white thong panties and applied a delicate touch of expense
perfume to her tingling little triangle.  She pulled on the small half bra that
barely covered the bottom of her firm and petite breasts. Brushing her long
blonde hair she admired her twenty five year old body in the full length
mirror.  "Yes," she thought, " Mr. Jeff Jones will be teased unmercifully
before I allow him to sample my body......"


Mona was a true tease; no....... a true Prick Teaser; that got her
way........ not occasionally... but EVERYTIME...


Mona realized that her body was her passport to the good life.  She used
her small delicate body to snare and then pull in any male that she showed the
faintest interest in.  She could dress up like a teen age schoolgirl to entice
the older men at the large insurance agency..... or dress up like a vixen to
snare the more virile young interns struggling to reach the top.  When ever
Mona picked a target she scored a bullseye.  Her target for this week-end was
the pompous but fabously wealthy young stock broker occupying a suite of
offices on the top floor of her skyscraper.


She flaunted her beautiful body to her co-workers all day and finally....
at 5:00 PM patiently waited for her stud to arrive. He was prompt; courteous;
and ready to carry her off to a pleasant week-end of over indulgence.  As the
two upper class yuppies casually walked towards the elevator each was sizing up
their week-end playmate.


During the long elevator ride they were along part of the way.  Jeff made
his first move and standing in back of the small blonde goddess ran his hand
along the outside of her expensive white silk blouse.  The self assured motion
felt good; Jeff's face was covered with a smirk as he felt the hard nipples
push against his inquisitive fingers.....  Mona backed her firm ass cheeks
against the front of the expensive Avanti trousers and felt her lover's
manhood.  Mona also smiled; the arrogant stockbroker would be like putty in her
delicate hands.  As the elevator sped towards the basement parking lot both
young lovers felt they would get exactly what they wanted of the other.  They
might have realized their expectations if it wasn't for the one
miscalculation.........


Jeff quickly slid behind the wheel of the 1997 Lincoln Towncar.  The
white leather seat felt good; he reached over and unlocked the passenger side
door.  Smugly smiling to himself as the now upset young blonde beauty slid
beside him in the expensive car, he felt that he had won round one.  "Woman's
Liberation" dictated that she fend for herself he reasoned.  Since she was an
"equal" she would be expected to spread those long firm legs and bring pleasure
to his now throbbing manhood.  He came to the heavy steel garage doors and with
a flick of the garage door opener they sprang open.


When the car arrived at the street Jeff became upset. The traffic was so
heavy that he disgustedly turned left; away from the palatial hotel that he had
planned to hose the delicate creature sitting next to him.  Upset, he sped away
ignoring any of the posted speed limits.  As the streets zipped by Mona finally
made her displeasure known, "Jesus, Jeff..... Do you have to go so fast;
especially since we are going the wrong way.  We're going to be in the
outskirts of Harlem in several minutes.  Please turn around......," she
disgustedly moaned.


Jeff completely understood they were going the wrong way but did not need
to be reminded of his error.  He quietly thought to himself, "This little bitch
will get my cock stuck up her precious little asshole in one brutal plunge.
Maybe that will lessen her smart ass attitude a little."


Jeff finally seen an opening where he could pull off and turn around at a
parking garage.  All he would have to do is to enter and take the first exit
and then be pointed in the opposite direction.  As he squealed tires he barely
missed an oncoming car.  Quickly ripping the ticket from the dispenser he
floored the large luxurious car into the nearly empty parking garage.  The
smart people had departed the garage many hours ago...... they knew that at
dusk this was not a safe place to be.  When he came to the first exit ramp it
was closed; a large chain attached to both sides.  Irritated even more by the
series of delays..... delays that made his cock harder at the anticipated
planting into his little playthings tight unyielding little pleasure chute. The
next level was the same and he floored the car to get to the next.... and the
next.... and the next level of the multi story parking garage.  When he reached
the last exit he realized that their was only one more floor to go.....


The 1997 White Lincoln Towncar roared up the ramp and...................
The headlights clearly showed a group of young Black gangmembers in a semi
circle.  Jeff slammed on the brakes and the two white rich yuppies stared at
the twenty or so Black gangbangers.  Terrible, frightful thoughts shot through
the two white lovers.  Jeff, the first to react quickly ripped the car into
reverse and sped backwards.  Screeching the brakes he sharply turned the car
and headed for the blocked exit.  He had only twenty feet to gain momentum and
the powerful car smashed into the heavy log chain and stalled.  He quickly
turned the key and frantically pumped the accelerator effectively flooding the
computer assisted ignition.  He faintly seen the two or three black gang
members at the back of the car, before they dropped out of the sight.  What he
didn't  realize was that the muscular black gang members were doing was placing
a police "boot" on the rear tires.  They were locked into place just as the car
finally roared  to life.  For the unfortunate passengers time had run out. Jeff
slammed the car into reverse and pushed the accelerator to the floor. The
engine roared........... the tire boots lodged themselves in the steel fender
wells and the transmission on the forty thousand dollar car chewed itself into
little pieces.  As the smoke from the disintegrating transmission filled the
car the two white lovers looked at each other with sheer terror in their eyes.


A large grinning black teenager walked to the side of the car.  Jeff had
eased up on the accelerator when the black tapped the window with a lead pipe.
Jeff quickly reclicked the auto door locks and let a smug smile cover his face.
Jenny was staring at the huge muscular stomach of a three hundred pound black
man as he tried to jam a pry bar between the door edge and the heavy reinforced
support beam.


Jeff looked through the front windshield as another black gang member
snapped open the hood of the car.  In an instant the engine died..... in
another instant the electrical system was shorted and the door locks snapped
up. Terrified... Jeff looked to his left as the door was pulled open.   He sit
facing his original antagonist with a terrified mask on his face.  The Black
merely reached across him and snapped the seat belt open.  Once the belt had
retracted the Black firmly grabbed the extensive silk tie at Jeff's neck and
brutally pulled him out of his expensive car onto the hard concrete payment.
The brutal movement caused Jeff to rip the knees out of his Avanti suit pants.
Jeff was then half dragged half pulled into the center of the parking ramp
floor.  He tried to grasp the strong black hand and regain his balance but
failed and was dragged along the dirty cold concrete floor.


Mrs. Jenny Hicks watched in horror as her adulterous lover was being
dragged from the expensive car.  She tried to scream as the three hundred pound
black man put his huge hand around her delicate throat and lifted her from the
car seat.  She clawed at the hand squeezing the air from her lungs but her
futile attempts merely brought laughter from the flabby but muscular young
tough.  He carried the petite little blonde like a sack of seed corn to the
center of the parking garage.  Jenny had taken off her expensive coat and was
wearing only her too short skirt; white silk blouse and matching navy blue
jacket.  Her long blond tresses was blown across the angelic face by the cold
dark wind.


"Lean forward; put your hands on the pillar and spread your legs little
honkey whore..." came the gruff command.


Fear......... cold undulated Fear was what the Crips had spread
throughout the city...... and, in this dingy parking garage eight floors about
the street. Mrs. Jenny Hicks fearfully leaned forward and braced herself
against the cold concrete beam.  She felt heavy combat boots kick her dainty
feet apart and back.  She was now leaning at almost a ninety degree angle and
would have fallen face down on the dirty oil coated concrete floor if she
wasn't holding herself up by her dainty hands.  Even though it had only been
merely seconds her shoulders already tensed at the harsh angle.


Jenny looked down at the floor and avoided any of the leering faces in
the dimly lit garage.  The cold wind chilled her tight body to the bone and she
struggled to keep her balance. She quietly prayed that somehow relief would
come.... but how?


Jenny heard Jeff's whiny sobbing to her left but did not turn her head to
look at him.


Jeff Jones, bond broker extraordinary, was not on his knees looking into
the harden black faces that was leering down at his sniveling, humbled body.
Suddenly a black Mount Carlo Super Sport slowly crept towards the young white
man on his knees, trembling before the assembled black gang members. When the
car was directly in front of the shuddering young rich white boy the bright
beams blasted their glare into his fear struck face.  He tried to shield his
eyes from the harsh light without success.


Jeff felt a hand search for his wallet and becoming frustrated with the
tight fitting pants merely rip the pocket down yielding the needed wallet.  The
cash and credit cards was quickly disbursed to outstretched hands.  The
assailant then loudly read the driver's license, "It looks like our guest be no
other than Mr. Jeffrey Gene Jones, III..... We done have ourselves a real life
important muther fucker," he intoned to the laughing gang members.


Jenny desperately braced herself as she felt a gentle small hand brush
her golden tresses from her face.  She turned to her right to see a beautiful
black girl; completely covered in black leather.  She wore a black leather
vest; black mini skirt and knee high black leather boots with three inch heels.
Her neck was even graced with a two inch black leather studded dog collar. Her
long black hair blew in the wind and she brought her lips to the Jenny's right
ear.  She let her long tongue snake out and play with the tender ear of the
frightened young white wife.


The black goddess then dropped her hand and let it gently follow Jenny's
figure until it reached her throbbing little nipple.


"Listen here.........  This little piece of fluff isn't the married half
of the little boy on the floor.  What we have here is Mrs. Jennifer Hicks,
Marketing Representative.  It looks like the pretty people were going to play
bury the bone this week-end...." Sasha told the amused gangmembers.


Jenny started to beg, "Please... don't hurt us...."


Laughter rang throughout the deserted parking garage.


A large muscular Black walked in front of the Monte Carlo and stood in
front of the shivering white boy broker.  "Do you want to beg us to white boy?"
he asked.


Jeff only sobbed.  He was frightened and wanted to escape this nightmare
to his comfortable life... his rich pampered life of plenty....


"Was you going to shag this little piece of fluff white boy. Was you
going to stick your dick into this fine piece of honeypie white boy?" Jerome
asked.


Jeff did not know the desired response.  He tried to rely on his wits....
"Jenny and I were going to spend the week-end at the Plaza,"  he quietly
answered.


The booming voice of Jerome shouted the next question, "You mean Mr. Stud
Boy that you were going to bury your little white boy cock into the sweet honey
pot of another man's wife.... another man's woman.  One that pledged her
eternal love and devotion to her husband.... Was that the sweet young honey you
were going to deflower... to take her virtue?"


Sobbing, Jeff shook his face.  Tears had formed on his face and he tried
to look up at the looming black gang member but the glare of the high beam
headlights burned his brain.  "Yes," was his simple answer.


The gathered black toughs refocussed their attention to the cold and
shivering petite blonde desperately leaning forward against the cold concrete
pillar.  Sasha continued to gently rub the outside of Jennifer's tight hard
body.  Although the jacket; blouse and bra shielded her trembling skin somewhat
the insistent fingers were taking their toll on the young married white wife.
Jenny, her face downcast struggled with her emotions; and with the intense
sensations the delicate black hand was having on her aroused hard nipples.


Sasha walked behind Jennifer and placed her hand on the firm ass cheeks.
"Keep your balance with your right hand; but bring your left hand back and put
it behind your back you cheating little whore."  Sasha then kicked her ankles
further apart with the black leather boots kicking the three inch heels further
apart making the poor white wife almost lose her balance.


Jenny, fighting to keep her balance steadied herself and gingerly pulled
her left hand free of the concrete pillar.  Sasha pushed the arm further
causing the cheating white wife a sharp pain in her shoulder blade.  When her
arm was bent painfully forward Jenny felt the delicate black fingers play with
her ring finger.


"My my, what an expensive looking diamond.  And such a pretty wedding
ring........ cheating little whores shouldn't be wearing such a symbol of
undying love should they Mrs. Hicks?" she questioned.  She slowly twisted the
two rings around her ring finger.


Tears formed in Jennifer's eyes.  "Please... my husband gave me the
expensive rings... I can't go home without them. Please......... my husband
would never understand."


"Oh come on little princess... Surely your husband would understand that
you just wanted to fuck your little white boy broker....  Maybe you should see
how big a man he really is," Sasha continued.  She roughly twisted the precious
little arm another inch higher causing the cheating housewife another round of
intense pain.  Sasha roughly pulled the rings from her finger and casually
walked over to Jerome and slipped them on his little pinky.  She then placed
her arms around his broad shoulders and buried her tongue deep in his throat.
Jennifer  brought her arm back against the concrete pillar and let her eyes
follow the sensuous little journey of the leather covered black ass cheeks. Her
shoulders ached and the back of her thighs begged for mercy from her unnatural
position.


After pulling away from Jerome, the gang's leader Sasha stood over the
sobbing white boy.  "Let's show the cheating little housewife what she is
missing," Sasha teased.


"Come on little white boy.  Let's see that massive little stub of yours.
You were going to show it to the little whore over there.  You were going to
take another man's wife for your carnal pleasures... Lets see what you have to
offer a cheating little white wife.  Let's see if you have something worth
bragging about?" she continued.


Jeff, his head hung low quietly sobbed.  The black gang members were
mocking him.... telling him what awaited not only his little plaything but also
his own fate.  "Take your pants down white boy.  Let's see that manhood....
let's see what you have to offer this little white slut......" ordered Jerome.


Jeff shook his head from side to side.  He heard the large black gang
leader push himself away from the car and take one step in front of him.  He
cuffed Jeff along side his head to get his attention.  "Take IT out... Take IT
out and make it hard white boy," came the definitive order.


Jeff felt his hands drop to his dress slacks.  With all eyes focused on
his every movement Jeff unbuckled his pants  He then unclasp the top of his
dress pants and slowly pulled the zipper down.  Gripping the top of his slacks
he slowly drew them over his lean hips while he rose on his haunches.  He had
previously removed his underpants in anticipation of his sexual conquest of his
best friend's wife.  The laughter bounced off the solid concrete walls.  It was
bone numbing cold... it was a stressful frightening situation... it was all of
these things.  But one thing was certain... Jeff's manhood shriveled to protect
itself.


Sasha was the first to speak.... "Well, well little boy. Does your little
man want to come out to play," she mocked.


Jeff merely shivered and his head was downcast.


"Hey you cheating little wench.  Look at your lover now," Sasha screamed
at the trembling white wife.


Jennifer turned and looked at her poor trembling lover. She felt sorry
for the tormented and embarrassed little man.  His submission was causing her
own body to respond.  She looked around at the leering black men inventorying
her tight white body. She felt her woman hole respond to the bizarre and
obscene domination.  Her nipples remained hard from the soft gentle caresses of
Sasha and she now looked at the smiling black girl. Her leather covered body
exuded sexual pleasure.  "Maybe she will protect me," hoped poor Mrs. Jennifer
Hicks.


"White Boy.... I told you to make it hard.  If you don't make it hard we
be thinking that maybe you a little faggot boy.  Is that what you be little
man....... Are you a little faggot boy?" Jerome questioned.


"I'm not queer.  I just can't get it hard," sobbed Jeff.


Jeff looked up as Jeff pulled the K-Bar Fighting Knife from it's boot
sheath.  The blue blade gleamed in the harsh headlights.  "White boy..... One
more chance before I be making you a eunuch..." Jerome laughed.


Jeff frantically stroked his manhood; desperate to bring it to hardness.
The black gang members continued to mock his efforts; and the diminutive
stature of his frightened penis.  Finally after frantic effort the little
manhood started to extend itself to the gathered taunting audience.


Jennifer merely looked on at the disheartening scene. Here was her
week-end lover frantically stroking himself to hardness in front of twenty
black gang members.  Sasha squatted in front of the frantically stroking young
white boy and took the head of his manhood in her tender fingers.  She gripped
the head and pulled the tender organ towards her.  "Come on white boy... Show
me what you got," she encouraged.


Her touch had a negative effect with the semi hard white penis.  It
started to shrivel and Jeff stroked harder and faster.  He talked to his little
penis; coaching it to lengthen and safe itself from being removed by the swift
decisive action of the K-Bar knife swinging back and forth before Jeff's tear
streaked face.


Jeff feebly slaps the Sasha's small black hand away from the head of his
cock.  "Please don't... Please...," Jeff frantically declares.


After several minutes of frantic stroking the white penis is fully erect.
Jeff closes his eyes and thanks God....


"Don't shoot your little wad yet Broker Boy... I want your little girl
lover to enjoy some of your fertile seed," Sasha quietly whispers.  She then
rises and walks to the leaning young wife. She steps to the wife's back and
places her hands under the jacket and grasps the white silk blouse where it is
tucked into the short tight skirt.  Sasha then pulls the expensive blouse up
and out.    Sasha runs her hand up the tense back of the cheating white
housewife until she reaches the clasp on her bra.  She hears Jenny start to sob
and trembles when the clasp of the bra is snapped open.  The straps are
forcefully ripped as Sasha drags the bra from underneath the white silk blouse.
Sasha then returns to where Jeff is still stroking his five inch manhood to the
hoots and hollers of the gathered gangmembers.  Many of the taunts are cruel
and cutting; many humiliating by their mocking tones.


Sasha again squats beside the humbled white boy and places the torn bra
on the ground immediately under his red and swollen cock.  "Dump your load
white boy.  Dump it on your little fluff bunny's tit holders.  DO IT NOW white
boy," Sasha orders.


Jeff struggles to comply with Sasha's order... He must end his ordeal
before the black gang members find more humiliating tasks for him.  His cock is
now rubbed raw and he closes his eyes hoping for release of his cum...  After
an eternity he feels his testicles harden and shoot it's precious fluid into
the lacy bra.  As the last explosion of cum drips from the end of his cock Jeff
relaxes and leans back on his haunches.


"Good boy little man...  You have made a good start," Sasha whispers.
Another gang member kicks a dog dish and it comes clanging to a stop in front
of Jeff's now depleted manhood.


"Fill it up white boy... When it is dripping over the top I will let you
and your little whore leave," Jerome barks.


Sasha picks up the cum coated bra and walks back over to Jennifer.
Jennifer is still leaning against the concrete pillar and her arms and
shoulders are starting to ache.  The backs of her thighs scream for relief.
When she is behind the tormented young wife she pulls up the white blouse and
carefully lifts the cum encased bra cups up and against the throbbing nipples.
When the bra is in place Sasha hooks the clasp and tightens the cum coated bra
against her sensitive breasts.


Leaning forward Sasha whispers into her ear, "You little whore.  It will
be your turn next.  You should have been faithful to your husband; not begin an
adulterous affair with a little white boy...."  She then sticks her tongue out
and plays with Jenny's tender ear lobe.  The tongue swirls around the lobe and
Sasha inserts the tip as if it was a tiny cock..  "It's your turn you little
whore...."


Jerome sees his girl friend tormenting the young white wife and walks
over to where Sasha is lodging her tongue into the sweet white wife's ear.  She
has her hand on Jennifer's left breast and is massaging the white boy cum into
the hard rigid nipple.


"Step back," Jerome orders.


Sasha steps back and Jerome takes her place.  "What is a fine split tail
little whore like you doing with a loser like the little man on his knees
stroking his pint size cock," Jerome questions Jennifer.


"Please, can I stand up straight?" Jennifer asks.


Jerome unbuttons the navy jacket.  Once it is open he starts on the white
silk blouse.  Jennifer leans against the concrete pillar and endures Jeromes
gentle unbuttoning of her blouse. "Spread your legs more.... NOW..." Jerome
orders.


Jennifer strains and opens her legs even more than she has currently. She
feels Jerome's strong fingers circle her rigid nipple and squeeze.  The nipple
painfully hardens and the pressure continues.  "Have you ever had a real man?
I mean a man with a cock; not a little stub like the little boy on his knees.."
Jeromes calmly asks.


"Please let us go... We won't tell anybody..Please," Jennifer questions
the black man who is manipulating her sensitive cum encased breasts.


Jerome starts to lick the side of Jennifer's face.  His tongue ends up at
her lips and he coats her lips with his saliva. As he continues to kiss her
lips Jennifer finally allows her lips to part and the long tongue of the black
gang leader slips into her warm wet oral cavity.  She tries to struggle and
tilt her head back but her leaning position doesn't allow for her retreat.  The
tongue invades Jennifer's mouth and explores her sweet smelling mouth.


"Do you want to Fuck Me Mrs. Hicks.  Do you want to go to your big white
automobile and spread those pretty little legs so I can plant my big black cock
deep into your soft little belly?" Jerome questions the trembling young wife.


"No...... Please, let me go.  Please?" Jennifer begs.


Jerome plants his tongue deep into Jennifer's mouth.  Her tongue
struggles against his and she tries to stand up straighter.


"Spread those legs little white tail.  Do you want to follow me to your
big white car?  I'll spread those long legs of yours and make you a woman; a
real woman.  Don't you want a little cock to put out that fire in your dripping
little pussy?" Jerome continues.


Jennifer struggles against Jerome's seduction.  Her body aches....... and
her pussy is leaking her dew into her white panties.


Jerome leans close to Jennifer's ear and whispers in a soft voice, "You
can come to the car with me, or........... I'll give you to my brothers....
Maybe you would like to fuck all twenty of them....  Do you want to fuck all
twenty black brothers Mrs. Hicks?"


The sensations caused by Jerome's rough hands and his probing tongue....
and his insistent verbal threats were all taking their toil on her weakening
resistance to his seduction.


She shivers as his black hand travels down her sleek body.  He rubs her
flat tummy through the skirt and drops his hand further.  It finally reaches
the hem of the short skirt and he pulls the tight skirt up.  Jennifer feels the
cold air coat her overheated body. And then............................


The long black fingers find the satin panties.  Jerome strokes Jennifer's
swollen lips and rubs his fingers over the cranberry size clit.  She inhales a
deep breath as his fingers continues to tease the her heated chamber of love.
Her dew coats the panties and her chest is rising and falling with each breath.
Her mind races...........


The fingers continue to tease.  She craves relief from the inhuman
position she is forced to endure.  She, Mrs. Jennifer Hicks craves relief from
the terrible itch deep within her pussy.


"Are you ready?  Are you ready Mrs. Jennifer Hicks. Ready to be
unfaithful to your husband with a real man?" Jerome continues his verbal
assault.


The fingers... The fingers.... The terrible fingers continue to tease and
caress her tender, tight little pussy.  From her awkward leaning position she
craves relief.


"Do you want me to fuck you.... Fuck you in your little tight white
pussy?" Jerome questions.


Jennifer's mind..... and then her yearning body finally succumbs to the
gentle teasing fingers.... to the gentle seduction of the tall brutal gang
leader.


"I want you to fuck me," Jennifer finally begs.


A large smile covers Jerome's face.  He stands straight up and smiling to
his assembled gang members simply walks towards the  big white Lincoln Towncar.
When the gang members look at the petite young white wife; and she backs up and
starts walking after the black gang leader; they start to cheer. Jennifer bows
her head as she follows the tall black gang member to the car.


Jerome opens the door and gallantly bows as he sweeps his arm towards the
back seat.  Jennifer looks meekly around and crawls into the large back seat.
She scoots back and looks into Jerome's forbidding black eyes as he drops his
jeans.  He wears no underpants and smiles as he sees Jennifer's eyes widen as
his long black manhood becomes visible.  He is semi erect and as he watches
Jennifer slowly open her long legs his manhood twitches.  His fellow black
gangmembers continue to shout obscenities towards the submissive cheating white
wife.


Jennifer rubs the outside of her panties with her left hand while she
invites her black lover with her eyes.  Jerome loses his shirt along with his
pants.  Completely nude he lowers himself to the edge of the white leather
seat.  His eleven inch cock drips a drop of pre cum on the seat.  The sticky
rope like pre cum coats the tender thighs of the cheating wife as he pushes
himself upward.  Jennifer continually spreads her legs allowing her black lover
to insert himself between her widely splayed legs.  She feels the sticky
drippings at the top of her hose..... on her warm tanned thighs.


The hard black cock brushes against the panty covered pussy lips and the
hardness brings a short gasp from Jennifer's parted lips.


"Pull your panties to one side.  I want the panties to slide against my
cock when I stick it in your sweet little honey hole Mrs. Hicks," Jerome
orders.


Jennifer quickly complies......


She pulls the panties to one side and as rapidly as there is a small
opening the long black cock wedges it's way forward. Jennifer groans... The
black cock fills her hole; fills her hole until it is obscenely stretched.  She
looks down at the contrast of the hard black throbbing cock burrowing it's way
deep into her tender tight little hole.  The fullness takes her breath away and
she constantly squirms allowing her pussy to adjust to the black intruder.


Jennifer bites her red coated lips as Jerome continues to lodge his black
cock deep into the wet and willing canal of his current lover.  She tries to
scoot backward... she tries to spread her legs even more but the front and back
seats prevent any greater opening.  She begs... "Please, OH GOD PLEASE..." but
she doesn't know why she is begging or what she is begging for.


Only eight inches is lodged.  As he pulls his cock out Jennifer can see
the ring of wetness... the ring of insertion.


"I've been fucking virgin pussy for three inches haven't I Mrs. Hicks?"
Jerome softly asks as he burrows another inch deep into Jennifer's married
cunt.


Jennifer slowly opens her eyes.  "No one has ever taken me this
deep...... no one," she softly moans.


Jerome forces Mrs. Hicks leg against the back seat and gaining leverage
buries another inch of hard black cock.  This inch breaks a schriek from the
parched lips of his plaything.  "Oh God......"


The tip of the cock has rested against Jennifer's cervix and she begs for
his to stop.  The constant pounding of his hard body and even harder black cock
has caused an electrical bolt to travel to the tormented brain of the cheating
housewife.  Jerome continues to twist his cock in the tight passage causing
poor Jennifer to squirm and beg for mercy.  The constant squirming.... the
constant begging for mercy brings a swelling in Jerome's hard testicles.  As he
brutally thrusts against the pleasure racked white wife  he feels his sack
discharge his fertile fluid.  It ricochets against Jennifer's womb and is
caught in her woman hole.  The black log prevents any of the fertile sperm from
escaping.  Jennifer screams her release as her orgasm overtakes her body.


Jerome merely laughs at the writhing white wife on the end of his black
cock.  He knows that he has conquered her...... Sasha will be jealous over the
coming days as he breeds her.... as he breaks her into the pleasures of Black
Sexing.


Jerome lets his sperm soak into Mrs. Hicks chamber. There is no hurry to
remove his wet cock from her stretched little pussy.  Jennifer has relaxed
against the side of the door and allows herself to recover from the last two
hours of black domination of not only herself; but her poor lover.  Poor Jeff
is frantically stroking his depleted cock while another black has taken the
K-bar and is menacing him with it.  He is cutting the buttons from the
expensive tailor made shirt and every several minutes lets the knife shave some
of the pubic hair hiding his shrunken manhood.


At long last Jerome pulls his cock from the warm little opening of his
little plaything.  When his cock is pulled out the panties snap shut trapping
the leaking man fluid.  "Don't take your panties off tonight.....I want you
full in the morning......... afterward," Jerome orders.


As Jerome pulls himself from the expensive town car another brother is
stripped down and ready to take his place.  At first Jennifer becomes startled.
The black gang member strokes his cock and pushes himself between her legs.
Jennifer shakes her head no...... as the gang member pushes his cock deep into
her womb.  The legs of the wet panties are pulled to one side when the black
cock slips into her wet pussy.  Jennifer's  pussy is still full of Jerome's
sticky discharge but the wetness feels good to the smiling gang member.  His
cock slides in deep and is instantly coated by the cream already present.


His cock is not as long but is much thicker.  Jennifer tries to
accommodate the thicker cock and feels her now tender and swollen lips being
scraped by the rigid cock.  She tries to adjust........... she tries to please
the man fucking her.


As she looks up there is a line forming..........
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By ARC LIGHT


Before I start I must tell you a little about myself.  I am a Black Male
who has a extraordinary desire for married white wives. My experience tells me
that most, if possibly not all have a deep desire to taste the "forbidden
fruit" of long black cock.  Let me tell you of my latest conquest.


I work as a social worker in a large metropolitan hospital.  My education
includes a Doctorate Degree in Psychology; and a Masters Degree in Social
Environments  As such it was extremely easy for me to obtain a top job at a
very influential teaching hospital in New York City.  My expressed duties were
to council the spouses of terminally ill patients.  Additionally when a patient
was admitted due to extreme trauma or near fatal accidents I was the one chosen
to comfort the families of those patients.


That of course was the duties assigned by the Hospital Administrator.  My
agenda naturally was far removed from the concerns of the hospital.  My
objectives focused primarily on the conquest and complete subjugation of the
pretty white wives of the unfortunate beings who were admitted to the large and
for the most part impersonal hospital.


If you wish to continue I'll focus on my most recent example of Black
conquest.


On a cold and dreary Tuesday afternoon I was on call when a middle aged
man was admitted with an extreme head trauma caused by an auto accident.  The
man was an attorney in his mid forties who was from one of the most prestigious
law firms in the city.  He was extremely wealthy and the hospital wanted me to
give whatever comfort I could to his most attractive wife.


Mrs. Gretchen Thornber III was a stunning woman in her late thirties. She
was a rather tall elegant woman whose auburn hair reached to her shoulders. Her
rather small but pert breasts pushed against her white silk blouse. However her
best and most visible assets were her long legs which seemed to go on forever.


I first laid eyes on the stunning wife when I walked into the private
waiting room of the VIP lounge.  My cock harden as I observed the wife sitting
on the low sofa with the expensive dark blue skirt riding up those delicious
long legs encased with black nylons and black knee high leather boots.  Her
white silk blouse was stretched tight against her heaving braless tits.  The
tight nipples were making their presence known; especially with my nine inch
black cock. The distraught wife was trembling; deep in concentration as the
chief surgeon was explaining the operation he just performed.  The doctor had
the bedside manners of a king cobra.  He told the tormented wife that her
husband would either recover; or die within the next twenty four hours.  After
sharing the information he coldly rose and exited.


The worried wife sought out my eyes looking for some meager compassion in
this large and cold room.  I quickly made my way to her side and put my
muscular arm around her soft shoulders. Looking into her deep emerald eyes I
calmly reassured her that someone cared; and that someone was me.  In a soft
and comforting voice I soothed her anxieties.  As we continued to discuss her
fears I felt her tenseness subside.


After her trembling  ceased I suggested that we go to the cafeteria and
have a cup of coffee.  There was nothing that we could do in the waiting room
and I let the head nurse know where I was taking the stunning beauty.  Her
sneer told me that she too understood my none too subtle strategy.


History told me that if I could get the wife to make the first step the
next phase would be a certainty.  I let my arm encase her shoulder as we walked
the short distance to the elevator.  I could sense her uneasiness at my
somewhat forwardness in our short journey.  Although she wanted a comforting
shoulder to unburden her deepest fears she felt uneasy at having a six foot six
inch black male taking this seemingly innocent gesture. However, she did not
realize that my actions were anything but innocent.  The first stage of
seduction of a distraught wife was to let the victim get comfortable with my
hands on her delectable body.  Once she was comfortable with this gentle
caressing the next move was to far more tender and heated areas of her luscious
tight body.


My many years of experience has taught me that the white husbands of
these precious wives tended to totally ignore their most basic needs.  The
needs for closeness; intimacy; and yes total sexual passion.  The husbands as a
whole was far too busy making a living; rising on the corporate structure; and
most importantly worried only about their sexual release.


As we entered the elevator,  I could sense that Mrs. Thornber was ever
more apprehensive of the fact that we would be completely alone in the express
elevator for seventeen long floors.  She express her concerns when I let the
index finger of my left hand slowly caress her pouting lips.  At the same time
I gently pulled the delectable creature closer to my hard muscular body  My
voice was calm as I told Gretchen to not worry; that I would take care of
everything.


The fifteen minutes of forced conversation over coffee caused Mrs.
Thornber even more concern.  Fatigue; and the uncertain fate of her husband of
twenty years was causing the beautiful white wife to become very distressed  It
was at this point; the point that the pretty wife was the most vulnerable that
I suggested that I take her to my apartment less than a block away.


She quickly tried to make an excuse that she couldn't leave the hospital
but after so many conquests I was able to completely defuse the weak protests.
I convinced her that she needed to get away from this dreaded place; that there
was nothing she do to help her husband.  I told her that it would be morning
until her husband would be able to see her.  When she wanted to go to a hotel I
told her that it was so late that she might not find a vacancy and that it
would be far more relaxing if she rest awhile and take a shower.  She would
then be able to be rested and alert when she saw her husband the first thing in
the morning.


She hesitated; and at that point I mentally chalked up another delightful
piece of pussy for my memoirs.  I concluded that Mrs. Gretchen Thornber III was
one eventful step away from having my long black cock imbedded in her precious
pussy folds.


As the weariness overcame her senses Gretchen reluctantly agreed to come
to my loft apartment.  As Gretchen dropped her weary eyes to the table she
could not seen the leer that enveloped my face as I felt my long cock harden.
Gretchen seemed near exhaustion as I innocently let my hand fall to her exposed
knee and softly let it rub the tender flesh of her inner thigh.


As her senses seemed to return she acknowledged the soft caressing of her
thigh and took her small hand and placed it on mine pulling it up.  She sternly
looked into my face but said nothing.  Little did she know that the insolent
rebuff would cost her dearly in the hours to come.


I helped the wife of a severely injured man to her feet and quickly paid
for the coffee.  Helping her with her long leather coat I managed to brush the
outside of her unhaltered firm breasts.  She appeared to be too fatigued to
notice the caress.  I smiled as I thought of the further liberties that  I was
planning for the next eight hours.


When we reached my apartment I turned on the dimmed lighting to the
living room.  Helping her with her coat I showed her to my large black leather
sofa and quickly walked the short distance to the fire place and turned the gas
log on the lowest setting.  The small ripple of flame jutted about the small
living room.  When I reached the sofa I stared intently at the half closed eyes
and asked if she would like a small glass of wine to soothe her aching muscles.
She quietly agreed.  As I filled the large wine glass I felt a further twinge
of hardness.  Shortly; it would be but a matter of moments until my long black
cock would be deeply embedded in the wet warm woman chamber of the beautiful
white wife laying comfortably against the black leather.  As I approached with
her wine I was in awe of her long beautiful legs encased by the knee high
leather boots and black shimmering hose.


As she drank the first; and then the second; and finally the third glass
of wine she became more and more serene.  In a low and calming voice I
suggested she lay on the long sofa.  She was a little apprehensive but fatigue
finally outweighed her initial trepidation and stretched out on the leather
sofa.  She was on her stomach and used her arms to rest her weary head.  As her
eyes closed I slid to my knees next to the couch and softly rubbed the small of
her back.  She arched her back but as I soothed her alcohol fogged brain with a
soft and calming discourse she let her body relax.  The soft caressing of her
taut and tense muscles relaxed her inner defenses.


My hands dropped to the leather boots and I softly told her that I would
take off the tight boots and rub her tight calf muscles. She softly mumbled
something as I lovingly unzipped the inside of the boots and pulled the boots
from her long beautiful legs. As the second boot was removed I gingerly soothed
the tight calf muscles in a slow sensual caress.  The gentle stroking went on
for nearly twenty minutes as I used my strong hands to lower the beautiful
wife's resistance.  As I heard the quiet mewing leave her lips I accelerated my
momentum.


I let my hands slowly travel from her taut calves to the firm thighs and
in a slow circular movement stroked the warm and inviting flesh.  Gretchen
tried to resist, but her fatigue and alcohol clouded mind could not plan an
effective resistance to my well tuned technique of seduction.


"Please raise your hips.  I'll rub your tight muscles with warm oil but I
don't want to stain your panty hose," I softly murmured.


Unable to comprehend what she was doing she subtlety raised herself  on
her knees while I gently pulled the tight pantyhose off her firm and tight
thighs. My fingers and thumb grasped the elastic waistband and gently lowered
the shimmering covering. As the pantyhose were pulled from Mrs. Thornber's
tight ass cheeks I marveled at the sight before me.  The asscheeks, so white in
the flickering light of the fireplace beckoned me to kiss the perfect mounds. I
gently let my tongue lick the taut muscles as Gretchen tightened the objects of
my affection.


I carefully pulled the hose from the tips of the beautiful woman's toes.
I reached back and retrieved the bottle of warm oil setting on the fireplace
ridge.  Tipping the bottle I let the warm fluid  on the perfect thighs of my
latest plaything.  The warm fluid caused the beautiful Gretchen to flinch; but
my soft caressing soon made the beautiful white wife relax once again and
resume her restful sate on the leather sofa.


As her soft moans became more audible I knew it was time to finally claim
my prize.  My fingers continued to explore the upper reaches of the soft
thighs; and I became more and more aggressive in my exploration.  My index
finger finally found the moist panties of my latest bitch.  My finger rubbed
the ever hardening nobe and I heard the wife of one of the most prominent
attorneys in the city quietly sobbed, "No, please no."


I was amused by her feeble attempts to thwart my final victory.


My finger had worked itself to the  inner leg of the now soaked black
lace panties and I inserted the tip on my finger in the steamy chamber.  As I
suspected my conquest's pussy was now leaking it's sticky discharge.  Wanting
to prolong  Gretchen's anxiety I  inserted more and more of my finger into the
steamy chamber.  Her hips were sensously rotating as I teased the sensitive
orb; rolling it between my finger and thumb.  My prize thrust her hips against
my hand trying to force the insertion of more and more of the pleasure giving
length into the warm wet channel.  Her moaning increased.......


Finally ....  her resistance was completely broken.  I could sense the
surrender as she eagerly thrust her hips in ever consuming passion.


I quickly removed my pants; I don't wear any underwear.  I don't want my
nine inches restricted.


She attempted to turn and look back at me when she felt the removal of
the pleasure giving digits and felt the cushions sag under the weight of my
knees.


"Please, you mustn't.  I haven't taken my pill today.  Please you must
use protection," begged the aroused wife.


"Raise your hips little tramp," I mocked.


Her mind wanted her to resist but her body had abandoned her mind.  She
meekly raised her hips and pleadingly looked over her shoulders into my dark
and ridiculing eyes.


"Please.......  Not without protection.  You mustn't fuck me without a
rubber.." begged the aroused wife.


"Beg me to fuck you with my black cock you little whore," I continued her
subjugation.


She started to say no.....   The sharp crack of my open hand on her taut
ass cheeks ended her speech.


Another firm slap yielded the results I was after.


"Please fuck me," she moaned.


"You can do better than that little tramp.  Tell me that you want my
black cock!" I ordered.


Unable to reason with her dripping woman chamber Mrs. Gretchen Thornber
III screamed her desire, "Please, oh my god. Fuck me with your black cock. FUCK
MEEEEEEEE......."


In one brutal stroke I buried the nine inches of my rock solid black cock
deep into the warm, wet and willing woman chamber of the white wife.  Once I
achieved maximum depth I could feel the beautiful wife drop to the sofa and
wrap her ankles behind my black ass cheeks.  As I continued to pound my black
cock into the gushing pussyhole I could feel my latest conquest tense as her
orgasm neared.


Wanting; no needing total domination I grabbed her hair and pulled her
head back.  "Tell me the name of your worthless husband," I ordered.


"No.....  Please NO........ Oh my god no..." she gasped.


"Tell me his name bitch," I mocked.


As her mind tried to resist,  her body begged for release. Her mind was
totally overloaded from the events of the day; from the events of the last two
hours. I smiled; it took me only two hours to break this heretofore perfect
wife.  As her hips thrust against my tight  rippled stomach; with my long black
cock buried to the hilt in her swollen pussy she finally broke.


"Chuck.....  His name is Chuck," my white conquest screamed.


As she surrendered her body to my black cock I thrust brutally against
her heaving hips.  As she tensed in total release I let cock spew its seed into
the inner recess of her being.  A smile creeped over my face as my spunk poured
into her hole.  It took me several minutes to empty my nut sacks of their gism
into the unprotected womb of Mrs. Chuck Thornber III.


As the last spunk dripped into the chamber I leered; maybe the society
wife would be the recipient of a black child.  She should have made me wear a
rubber I laughed.


I pulled my black weapon out of the clenching  cavity and my sperm flowed
free once the black cork was removed.  I longingly looked at the dripping cum
in the rippling light emitted from the fireplace.  Her pussy lips tried to
clinch shut and prevent the fluid from escaping but the muscle had been
stretched too far this evening.  The sticky gism was dripping down her pussy
over her throbbing orb and settled in a large glob of her dark blue skirt which
was bunched under her now peaceful hips.   Her wimp husband; even if he
survived the night probably wouldn't be able to touch the sides of his wife's
pussy in the future.


Of course the wife needed further training.  That training would begin in
the morning.  Once I broke a white wife the next step was very important.  The
wife would be required to pay homage to my black cock.


Mrs. Gretchen Thornber III slipped off into a peaceful and serene sleep.
She didn't feel the black dog collar being clasped around her beautiful neck.


DC - Chapter II


By ARC LIGHT


I watched the beautiful Mrs. Charles Thornber III slip into a fitful
sleep on my black leather sofa.  As she slipped away into slumber I watched as
my sticky cum dripped from her stretched pussy lips onto her expensive blue
skirt.  She continued to lay on her stomach and cradle her auburn covered head
in her hands.  After what seemed an eternity of watching the beauty; especially
the tight ass and long, long legs I covered her body with an Afghan on the back
of the sofa.  I then slid down in an easy chair directly across from the sofa
and the even breathing wife.  After many years in working in a hospital
environment I was able to quickly drop off in the comfortable chair.


The next morning at approximately 0700 hours the first rays of sunlight
peeked through the closed curtains.  I awoke first and immediately brought my
weary eyes to focus on the still slumbering beauty directly across from me.
During the night the afghan had been somewhat twisted and my eyes again focused
on the long and beautiful limbs of my latest conquest.  My mind quickly
converged on the continuing seduction (domination?) of the beautiful white
wife.


My usual plan would involve at least three or four meetings to slowly
seduce the tormented wife into becoming mine.  However as I considered this
more subtle and time consuming approach my mind reverted back to last night
when I felt her clenching and clasping pussy lips sucking the mancum out of my
long black cock.  As that pleasurable memory returned I quickly made my mind up
on the next step of seduction.


A few moments later the beautiful auburn haired beauty stirred and
rubbing her eyes quickly focused on my naked black body seated directly across
from her. Her mind then quickly remembered the events of only a few hours ago
and I sensed a moment of great anxiety on Gretchen's mind.


"My cock needs your lips around it.  Come here!" came my direct order. I
had made my mind up on the pattern of seduction.  To hell with the gentle and
more time consuming manner I normally pursue.  In the next five seconds I would
know if I had made my conquest; or if the beautiful wife would rebuff my
dominant order and run to the apartment door.


I knew from past experience that even if she chose flight rather than
subservience I would have no fears.  She would be far too frightened to let
anyone know that she had came to my apartment and been hammered by my long
black cock.  Most white wives that I have seduced are far more afraid of public
exposure; of being ridiculed by their husbands; by their families; by society
that I have no fear of retribution.


She let her emerald eyes converge on my semi hard black cock and then
raising her face to look directly into my forbidding and unsympathetic eyes
murmured a response that she knew was unacceptable; "Please, I need to go to my
husband."


"Maybe your husband would like for me to explain to him in detail how his
precious wife came over to my apartment and fucked my black cock silly last
night.  Do you think that explanation would help his recovery? Or maybe you
could tell him why you didn't take your birth control pill last night and your
cunt was filled with black mancum.?"


As I questioned the distraught wife I could see her self confidence fade
rapidly.  No..... she wouldn't want to explain her actions of only a few
hours ago.  The cutting remark about her pussy filled with black sperm caused
her tormented mind to reel.


I could sense that conquest was seconds away.  I resisted the temptation
to push the wife over the edge when victory was within my grasp.  I merely
smirked while the different emotions ate away at Gretchen's troubled and
confused mind.


After what I considered an ample amount of time for the self doubt and
self recriminations to overwhelm the tormented young wife I repeated my
original command; "Come to me and suck my cock; or you will have some very
difficult questions to answer from your husband."


I could see the defeated look in Gretchen's eyes as she slowly uncoiled
her tight and desireable body.  Her white silk blouse was unbuttoned to the
waist and revealed the small but pert nipple hardened breasts.  Her expensive
navy blue skirt was still bunched up around her waist with a six inch stain of
my dried cum commingled with her sweet smelling pussy discharge.  Her panties
of course were already in my trophy case.  As she started to rise I completed
the subjugation, "Crawl to me."


The stunned look in her emerald eyes made my already hard cock stiffen
even more.  As she dropped to her knees I knew the conquest was complete and
conclusive.  Mrs. Charles Thornber III was now mine. Mine for whatever demented
pleasures that I could conceive.  Mine for endless hours of sexual domination;
Mine for whatever I wanted to use her desireable body for.


Her journey of six feet was probably the longest journey that she ever
had to travel.  When she reached the vortex between my long muscle bound legs
she meekly looked up into my eyes.  Sensing no reprieve from the black bastard
who had dragged her to this degradation she cupped my large nut sack in her
delicate hands and silently sucked in the tip of my nine inch black cock.  The
sensation of  her oral cavity encasing my cock quickly brought me to full
arousal.  As she slaved on her mission I could see her left hand drop to her
exposed and cum encrusted pussy which she massaged with ever greater intensity
As I reached the point of climax I could see the tense and tortured look on her
pretty face.


"I want you to look into my eyes when I cum  Mrs. Thornber," I mocked.


Startled, she looked up just as by nuts sent the blast of man cum down my
long chute.  The initial blast of sperm caught the housewife by surprise and
she swallowed as rapidly as she could; but alas a great quantity of the warm
liquid dripped down her chin onto her rigid nipples, again soaking the white
silk blouse.


As I came I could feel her climax as she grasped even tighter my nut sack
and forced them to release their precious fluid.  Her entire body shuddered as
she frantically stroked her nub of pleasure.  After what seemed an eternity she
dropped to the soft carpet below.  Looking into her tormented eyes I could see
the complete surrender.  She had achieved sexual escastasy twice in the last
eight hours.  If she was typical of my white housewife conquests this was the
best sexing she had ever experienced.  While her husband climbed his way to
success he left his sexually starved wife far behind.  His idea of passionate
sex consisted of a few brutal strokes at the the end of his fourteen hour days.


I rose, and standing over the now content sexually drained housewife
slowly threaded my black cock to let the last sticky discharge drop to
Gretchen's questioning face.


"You better clean up.  I will find some appropriate clothes you can wear
to see your husband," I offered.


Gretchen slowly got up and made her way to the bathroom and I heard the
shower explode with its refreshing spray of warm water.  Gretchen took a long
time to soothe her stretched muscles.  When she arose I had laid out a  pair of
black leather hot pants and black leather vest.  I figured they would go with
her black leather boots and more importantly it  would make a very alluring
sight. She looked for her panties but I indicated she would no longer need the
useless undergarments.


After watching the modest wife dress in front of me I quickly showered
and received a phone call from the hospital upon emerging from the relaxing
shower. The head nurse on intensive care ward wondered if I could locate Mrs.
Thornber. Quickly laughing to myself I assured her that I could locate the
missing wife and get. her to the hospital as soon as possible.


As I was escorting Gretchen to the elevator I could sense her
apprehension.  At my apartment she did not question the apparel  that I
selected.  However as she walked down the halls of the clean and Spartan
hospital with my arm around her shoulders I am sure she felt her selection of
black leather hot pants, boots and vest were not the appropriate outfit to
greet her severely injured husband.


When we reached the ward Mrs. Gretchen Thornber was informed that her
husband had made a miraculous recovery from his head wound but that he had a
broken left leg; broken right ankle and broken left wrist. He was in great pain
and had casts securing all of the broken limbs.


As we stood by his bedside I believe he could see this giant of a black
man with his arm cradling his wife's shoulders.  He may have even seen the long
black fingers stroke the outside of her right breast.  I was not sure; his more
than ample sedatives were fogging his brain.


There was more than ample time to inflict this displeasure on his broken
and damaged body.


As we left I could sense the great turmoil in Gretchen.  This too pleased
me.


DC & Gretchen - Chapter III
                                  By ARC LIGHT


As Mrs. Charles Thornber III and I left the hospital I had my plan of
complete domination completed.


As I slid next to her in her sleek Mercedes convertible I told her to
drive us to her home.  She turned and with a questioning look asked why.


My straight forward answer was short and simple.  "I am going to fuck you
on your marital bed.  The bed that you used to share with your husband; but
will now share with your lover."


During the next several weeks I fed the insatiable housewife my black
cock nearly every day. My domination was complete.  On several occasions she
tried to back away...... but she couldn't stand to be deprived of sexual bliss
now that she had tasted the forbidden fruit.


On the occasions that Gretchen was totally submissive I allowed her to
take her birth control pills. However when she became insolent or independent I
made her throw that days pill away.  This sexual torture; the Russian Roulette
of having a black bastard implanted deep in her womb quickly achieved my goal
of total subservience.  She became terrified of having my black seed fertilize
her eggs and she would comply with any of my requests......  no matter how
depraved or demented.


I moved into the palatial estate and took full advantage of the luxurious
surroundings.  Dutifully I made her visit her husband who was still in great
pain and agony.  Although I made my new playmate dress more and more
provocatively I forbid her giving her husband any pleasure while he was in the
hospital.  On several occasions she told me that he had begged her to give him
a blowjob but she steadfastly refused.  I was amused on the occasions that I
was there as the caring hospital professional to see the tormented husband
drool as his beautiful and foxy wife and could only watch from afar.  As we
left his room on that cold winter day I  let my hand drop to her tight ass and
massage the firm cheeks as we left the room.  I smiled knowing the torment that
the simple action must have caused the cast laden husband.  If he knew the
other liberties that I had taken with his desireable and sexy wife he would
have went out of his mind.


Feeling mischievous that day I allowed Mrs. Thornber to give me a nut
busting blow job on the stalled elevator.  I tried to push the limits for the
previously sexually deprived housewife and on more than one occasion we were
nearly caught.  I always delighted in placing the prim and proper housewife in
an embarrassing and compromising position whenever possible.


In order to test my domination I deliberately avoided Gretchen for nearly
three days.  My answering machine  recorded her frantic and helpless pleadings.
Amused I asked her to come to my apartment the next afternoon.  I ordered her
to wear something I would find intriguing.


My request was granted in full as the delightful creature arrived in a
exquisite white suit.  The skirt was cut nearly six inches above her dimpled
knees and the jacket was left open.  She wore a rose covered silk blouse; and
her small tight firm titties were unfettered.  As she entered my apartment she
became very apprehensive as I had invited three of my black brothers to witness
my domination over the beautiful white wife.


Caught off guard she stood nervously in the middle of the living room and
searched desperately for compassion.  Her search this day however would not be
granted.


"I have told my friends that they can use my little bitch today.  Lift
your skirt; I want them to see that you are not wearing any panties," I
ordered.
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Mrs. Brannan's Torment
Mrs. Brannan's Torment
                                       by


ARC LIGHT


Mrs. Diane Brannan was a high school art teacher in South Central Los
Angeles; the city of Angels.  She was in the teachers lounge when the first
news of the riots sweeping the city came over the loud speakers.  As soon as
the announcement came over the speakers the students in the predominately black
inner school fled the school grounds.


Mrs. Diane Brannan chose the school not for the ease of commuting from
her exclusive neighborhood but for the virtue of giving hope and inspiration to
the underprivileged black students.  Mrs. Brannan's successful husband was
putting up low income housing by the thousands and making millions from the
government. The houses, expensive to the taxpayers paying for them were slums
to the people forced to live in them.


Even at the run down school Mrs. Brannan insisted in wearing the most
expensive clothing; right down to the black lingerie clinging to her near
perfect body.  The designer dress ended stylishly three inches from her sleek
lithe legs.  Many facility along with all the students longed for the dream of
caressing the beautiful woman.  She was in all ways a woman, despite her young
twenty six years of age.  Her raven hair hung about her shoulders and she had
it styled at least twice a week so that it would always look the best to her
admiring throngs.  She found it amusing that so many paid her homage; and she
took full advantage at every chance.


As she leisurely made her way back to her class on the third floor of the
dilapidated building she was moving against the tide of students anxious to get
to the streets to loot and throw rocks at the terrified police trying to keep a
lid on the boiling caldron.


When she reached her room she looked around at the emptiness.  All of the
students had left hurriedly and carelessly scattered the art supplies all over
the floor. The students were painting and the various colored paints were all
over the tables, benches and desks.  Disgustedly Mrs. Brannan started to put
the lids on the open bottles muttering at the waste of the students.  "No
wonder they don't have anything" she uttered under her breath.


As she bent at the waist and was picking up some discarded paint several
students were observing her actions from the door in the front of the room.
They were smiling at the beautiful site that was only yards away from them
observing the long limbs of the beautiful woman clad only in white silk.


"Look at those long white legs Sona" quipped Jerome Washington; the
resident drug pusher of the this neighborhood.  He was also, without doubt the
ruler of the local gang; the Blood.


Sona; his tall black and beautiful girlfriend was at his side and was
very interested in the sexy white woman showing a great deal of the back of her
thighs to the anxious crowd observing her many charms.  She felt a little
stirring in her tight stomach and vortex of her being.  Although she enjoyed
the long black cock of her "protector" she really craved and longed for the
soothing tongue of a little white bitch; and the bitch in front of her was
looking very good for her carnal needs at present.


The sound of Jerome's voice startled the petite teacher and she turned to
see the four hovering figures casually ogling her tender charms.  Recognizing
the students she did not feel fear at first but the constant gaze and the hard
look in their ways slowly had it's intimidating effect on the vulnerable young
woman.  She quickly looked around the deserted room hoping against hope to find
a path of escape.  Unfortunately for the beautiful sexy woman the only exit
from the room was the door which was decisively blocked by the four huge black
people.  As she stared back at them she noticed Jerome; the largest and meanest
slowly rubbing his hand over the front of his dirty blue jeans causing a huge
block of flesh to push out against the front of the dirty jeans.


Besides Jerome and Sona the other two creatures observing her many charms
were Beulah and Knife.  Beulah was a huge mass of a girl (woman) weighing over
320 pounds and having a rather unpleasant odor constantly follow her.  Standing
over six foot four inches she was as wide as she was tall and great slabs of
fat slid over her less that sleek frame as she sauntered to wherever she was
travelling.  Besides being huge, unwashed and unkempt she was also one of the
meanest students in the school.


The fourth of the group known as knife was the most deadly and vicious of
the tight little group.  The nickname was given him because of his tendency to
pull his huge knife whenever he felt like intimidating student, teacher or
police officer assigned to the ghetto school.  The huge bowie knife had been
blooded on more than one occasion and it took very little to provoke the
vicious lowlife.


Beulah was the first to approach Mrs. Brannan and as she swayed towards
the front of the room the fear spread through Dianne like a cold shower.  Her
breathing became very pronounced as the huge black woman slowly swayed towards
her helpless frame.  She unconsciously backed up against the rough wooden desk;
the rough abused wood snagging the fifty dollar white silk hose and puncturing
the tender skin of her thighs as she desperately tried to find refuge in the
classroom.


Beulah could sense the fear in the petite white woman as she looked into
her deep green eyes and seen the trembling of the tight breasts and the heavy
breathing of her next playmate.  She intentionally took more time in closing
the short distance to give the pampered white teacher more time to absorb the
terror that she was dispensing by merely walking towards her with an evil sneer
on her mouth.  As the sneer spread the yellow and decayed teeth became more
visible and made the torment for the young white teacher all that much worse.


When she finally reached her destination only a step in front of her
helpless victim she could see the lips and mouth trembling in fear of the
unknown.  Dianne's petite hands had crept up to her perfect face and she was
trying to regain control of the fear overtaking her trembling body.


Looking directly into her face Beulah reached for an open paint bottle on
the desk next to her.  The cap was left off and she stuck her stubby right
index finger into the bottle.  When she was satisfied that it was thoroughly
coated she pulled the finger out and applied the coating to the terrified
teacher's right cheek.  The terrified teacher started to grab the wrist of her
tormentor but quickly backed down when the huge black girl looked into her
terrified eyes with a smirk that spoke of severe punishment if Dianne blocked
her activity.


Beulah continued to apply the red paint on the face of the teacher
messing us the perfectly applied make up in the process.  "I think you look
good whitey" was Beulah's only comment.


"Please......." was the only utterance of the teacher as she continued to
back up against the rough edge of the desk pushing the splinters deeper into
the back of her thighs.


Quickly tiring of the current torment  Beaulah decided to move to the
next stage of degradation for the young teacher.  Dipping the fat finger into
the bottle again she lubricated it well before bringing it forward to massage
the tight nipple protruding out of fear against the front of the young
teacher's white summer dress.


Dianne again tried to grab the wrist of the offending finger but was
rebuked when Beulah's huge left hand slapped her hard against her right cheek.
"You touch my hand again and you will need plastic surgery on that pretty face.
You got me Bitch?" questioned Beulah.


Sobbing, tears streaming down her face all Dianne could sob was, "Yes.
Please don't hurt me" was all Dianne could utter.


Satisfied that she had intimidated the sobbing teacher Beulah was
confident that she could continue her degradation and humiliation of the
sobbing and broken white teacher.  She again lubricated her right index finger
in the dark red paint and sensously massaged the sensitive left protruding
nipple ruining the expensive and tightly clinging white summer dress.  She
continued her caressing and gradually included her thumb in the artful
massaging of the hard nipple.  A soft sob escaped from Dianne's lips as she was
slowly becoming aroused by the manipulation on top of the fear and anxiety she
was subjected too.


As Dianne's eyes slowly drifted shut Beulah closes the short gap between
them and locks her lips on the gently swaying young wife.  It temporarily
frightens the young woman but as Beulah gently runs her tongue along Dianne's
lips her lips slowly slide open and Beulah inserts her tongue and searches out
the tongue of the young beauty.  The huge black rubbed her oversize frame
against the sleek beauty continually inserting herself between the petite
redheads long legs forcing the teacher even more against the splintered edge of
the desk.


Beulah whispered to her captive, "Put your arms around my neck and tongue
me, you white whore."


Aroused, scared, bruised, and rapidly loosing control of her gently
swaying body all Dianne could do was moan when Beulah forcefully inserted her
tongue into the petite mouth.  Roughly rubbing her huge body against Dianne she
too was becoming aroused. Reaching behind Dianne she grabbed the zipper and
started to pull it down.


Dianne, suddenly becoming fearful again, tried to pull away.  Buelah
however held her tight and continued to pull the zipper down inch by agonizing
inch.


Dianne tried again to pull away but with her arms around the large black
woman's neck all she could do was to feel the cool breeze lap against the
exposed back. Beulah backs up and puts her hands on the shoulders on the
shoulder of the white summer dress and pulls down the frightened girl's arms.
Beulah steps back another step pulling the sleeves of the dress with her as she
retreats.  Dianne crosses her arms trying to retain the coverage against the
prying eyes of the four blacks.


She is suddenly shocked back to reality as the left hand slaps her face
again bringing a bright red to her cheeks.  She lets her arms fall forward
knowing that she has no chance of winning.


Beulah pulls the sleeves completely off exposing the white lacy bra with
the hard tipped nipples.  The red paint had soaked through the white bra and
coated the hard nipple.  Dianne looked towards the floor trying to avoid the
eyes of her tormentors.


"Lose the dress Honkey Bitch!" came the sharp command.


Terrified, she looks up trying to find sympathy in the faces of her
captors.  There was of course no sympathy and she slowly lets the light dress
fall to the floor.  Mrs. Thomas Brannan was clad only in the white lacy bra;
black garter belt holding white silk hose.  Her small feet were covered by six
inch black patent leather spikes.


Beulah turned and walked across the room.  Turning around again she
looked at Dianne and gave her the order; "Come to me Honkey!"


Dianne fearfully looks towards the others in the room hoping against hope
that someone would come to her rescue.  Knowing that she would find none she
slowly starts to walk towards Beulah.


"Crawl, Bitch!" Beulah screams.


Totally degraded Dianne falls to her knees and then lets her long
sensuous arms fall to the floor as she slowly starts to dogwalk towards the
black giant.


Sensing total domination Beulah leans against a table at the back of the
room and unbuttons her skin tight blue jeans.  As the zipper is slid down
pounds of fat floods forward.  She then kicks off the blue jeans and leaves on
her black boots with white knee high socks.  She is wearing men's white boxer
shorts.  Laughing at the crawling white teacher she spreads her huge fat
covered legs.


When Dianne reaches the feet of her tormentor she meekly looks up; her
eyes begging for mercy.


"You can't suck my pussy before you take my panties off.  Take them off
without using your hands," Beulah commands.


Dianne half stands and clenches the men's boxer shorts in her teeth.
Slowly she drags the cloth off the stomach, dragging them over the huge fat
covered legs. The stench of the unwashed body is overpowering to the delicate
and well kept white teacher.   Beaulah spreads her huge legs and Dianne nearly
gags from the putrid smell.


Smiling down at the dominated woman Beulah gives her command; "Suck my
pussy.  I want you to stick that long pink tongue of yours so far up my fuck
channel that you tickle my cervix Honkey Bitch."


Dianne trying not to throw up climbs to her haunches and closing her eyes
she sticks her tongue in the foul tasting  love nest.  The outside of the pussy
is covered with day old cum and Dianne struggles to keep from retching.  She
knows that any displeasure shown at this point will cause her great pain.


Her tongue slides in the canal and it instantly causes erotic sensations
for Beulah who grabs the white princess by the back of the neck pulling her
ever deeper in the tight confines of her huge legs.  The other three blacks are
becoming aroused watching the petite white teacher, stripped down to her garter
and bra sticking her tongue up their huge companion's fuck hole.  As the
domineering black humps her pussy into the face of the licking and sucking
white teacher she becomes even more aroused.


The licking and sucking has moistened the red paint and the expensive
make up on Mrs. Brannan and the bizarre sex that has been forced on her is
having an effect.  Her tight pussy is beginning to feel the first drips of
feminine arousal.  Her white lace panties are becoming slick with girl
lubricant as Beulah continues to pull her face deeper and deeper into her dark
pit.


Jerome, whose crotch is at the exploding point walks behind the kneeling
white woman who is frantically sucking on the wet and sloppy black cunt. Beulah
seeing the leader of the gang start to make his move increases her grip on the
sucking white teacher's neck.  Beulah knows what her companion is going to
slide in the writhing white woman and she is not about to let her pleasure take
a back seat when the beautiful teacher realizes what is about to happen.


Dianne, whose head is firmly in the grip of Beaulah is startled as Jerome
settles behind her and puts his hands on her hips.  He lets his hands run up
and down the tight curves and then lets the hands drift downward to the tops of
the white panties.  His thumbs slide between the cloth and the hot and
trembling girl flesh.  Dianne moans softly as she comprehends what is taking
place as the protection of her delicate panties are slid down over her thighs.
The cloth is slid down to her knees which are still held tight.  A large black
hand slides up the back of her splintered legs sensously caressing the back of
her white silk covered thighs.  The hand continues its upward journey to a
micro point just below the valley of pleasure.


Dianne trys to say no; but her mouth is pulled tight against the wet and
sopping lovehole of Beulah who is frantically raising to orgasm.  As Dianne
becomes distracted with the activity going on behind her Beulah grips her neck
even tighter pulling her mashed face and tongue ever deeper into the massive
thighs of black flesh.


The hand agonizing slow journey upward is causing the muscles of Dianne's
womanhood to increase the flow of moist pussy dew and it starts to flow down
the overheated thighs in a steady drip.


The finger reaches the outermost pussy lip and he drags the hangnailed
digit down the length of the blood engorged lips.  Dianne nearly has her first
orgasm as the finger continues its caressing of the sensitive woman organ.  The
friction continues as Jerome becomes amused at the tormented white woman's
anguish.  The flow of pussy release becomes ever more present as it streams
down the sleek legs.


"Oh God, Oh God!" Dianne mutters under her breath as the pleasure giving
digit continues its sensuous caressing of the tormented lips.


Jerome slowly slid down the dirty blue jeans and let his nine inch cock
spring to freedom.  He wore no underpants; he wanted to be ready for action and
he was more than ready as he looked at the sexy squirming white teacher
writhing before him.


As he slid his pants down he kept the pleasure giving finger on target.
His victim was dripping woman liquid in an ever growing quantity.  It was
sliding down her legs and he took a moment to rub the precious liquid into the
expensive silk hose.


Convinced that she was ready he knee walked behind Mrs. Brannan, his
white art teacher.  Beulah could see him start to get ready to spear the
unsuspecting white beauty and doubled her already solid grip on the white
teacher's neck; pulling her ever deeper into the recesses of her fat thighs;
forcing the petite tongue to ever greater depths.


As the tip of Jerome's massive weapon touched the sensitive outer pussy
lips of the aroused teacher she tensed; trying to pull her tight body away from
the massive man weapon.  As she pulled away Jerome continued to knee walk to
get closer to the hot quivering cunt of his latest conquest.


When she could go no further Jerome made contact.  No attempt was made to
ease the massive weapon into the petite teacher.  The contact was swift, deep
and forceful.  Diane's scream was muffled by her face being lodged between the
massive thighs of Beulah; and Beulah was not about to release the temporary
hurting young woman.


Jerome lunged into the sweet nectar giving woman sheath time after
forceful time.  After an eternity for Diane and only several minutes for the
clock hanging from a wall in the dingy classroom the prim, proper white wife of
a millionaire was eagerly thrusting back against the black gang leader.  The
rapid thrusts by Diane was almost knocking him off balance as he struggled to
keep up with the now passionate young teacher.


"God Fuck Me You Black Bastard.  Fuck me with that long black dick.  I
want pleasure.  Fuck Me You Worthless Asshole" came the constant screams of the
aroused young woman.


There was no secret now who was controlling the passion; the fucking
action and pleasure giving.


Mrs. Diane Brannan, prim and proper, white art teacher was fucking her
two black captives with all the energy she possessed.  The two black thugs were
merely trying to stay up to the energy level generated by "their captive."


The orgasm, building for nearly twenty minutes finally burst into the
room with a rocket like explosion.


Beulah was the first to go with an ear shattering scream announcing that
the good Mrs. Brannan had brought her to the peak of pleasure.  As the orgasm
overcame the huge black woman she fell backwards on the table finally releasing
her death grip on the Diane's strained neck.


Free from the massive ham like hands Diane was now free to put all of her
explosive energies into hers and Jerome's coming explosion of carnal pleasure.


Jerome's capacity to resist the enviable came to a sudden and decisive
halt as his orgasm exploded forth bathing the walls of the precious and
expensive cunt of Diane Brannan a massive load of sticky gooey man cum.  As the
man cum flooded her insides her womanhood could stand no more and her long
awaited orgasm surged forth in a screaming climax that shook the windows.


Jerome was the first to recover and as he raised up he picked up the
delicate panties of the white teacher laying at his feet in the aftermath of an
intense and mind boggling release.


He casually cleaned the man and woman cum off his now downsizing prick
and dropped the cum covered panties on Diane's face.


"Get your Honkey ass up.  You are coming with us back to the projects.
Maybe you bastard of a husband may want to buy you back afterwards."


Diane, slowly coming out of her self induced coma suddenly had the fear
and dread return.  Her ordeal was only beginning.  Her mind could think only of
survival; and survival was what was needed now.


She slowly pulled the cum soaked panties from her paint stained face and
pulled them over her torn white silk hose.  Her hair was torn apart and she
could taste the foul pussy leakage of Beulah as she struggled to her feet to
face the next ordeal...............


***************************************************
If you would like to read more of Arc Light's excellent stories
then please visit the Arc Light Archive at:
     http://www.darkwanderer.net/alight.html
Enjoy!!!
***************************************************
If you enjoyed this story then please visit my site.
If you have a story you would like to posted on my
site please email it to:
darkwanderer@darkwanderer.net
***************************************************


The First Step
The First Step
                                  Chapter One
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


One wonders where the fantasy first begins......


And what makes one take the first step?


My wife Kathy and I first met while attending UCLA.... she was a
vivacious young beauty that immediately caught my attention.  Her shoulder
length blonde hair highlighted her deep blue eyes....  We met in our junior
year.... she walked into the class in a short mini skirt and I was
mesmerized..... With each step my eyes followed her perfect legs as she guided
her towards her first row seat.  I am sure that the Professor initially
assigned beautiful coed; my future wife in the front row.  Her tight body...
her shy demure innocence; all of these desireable traits immediately held me
captive.


Although Kathy was very shy; almost embarrassingly so I eagerly courted
the pretty young woman.  We enjoyed each other's company and were very
comfortable together.  As time progressed we became intimate.  Although she was
not a virgin when I first enjoyed her many charms she was very uneasy.
However.... practice makes perfect and we practiced often


I enjoyed her body... licking her small but perfect breasts.... pleased
when I caused her nipples to harden to pointed little orbs of pleasure...  When
my tongue caressed her petals of love I enjoyed her tenseness... her sweet
nectar as it flowed from her being.  When I had prepared my lovemate for the
pleasures of intimacy I enjoyed her total abandonment of everything
conventional.  When aroused my sweet Kathy lost all control of her carefully
hidden sexuality.  Her passion not only equaled mine but quickly surpassed my
own oversexed psyche.


On the surface no one would ever suspect that my sweet; shy wife with
almost doe like innocence would have hidden a smoldering sexuality that burned
intense.  When we were alone Kathy became a totally different person.  She
enjoyed sex.... hot passionate and continuous sex.  She was aggressive and
persistent.  On more than one occasion she had wore me down and still craved
more.


However, on the surface she always took a very low key and conservative
appearance.  Although she wore the latest fashions Kathy made sure that they
were always the proper length... and only fashionably tight.  But
underneath.... she wore the sexiest lingerie that Victoria's Secret could
provide....and only she and I knew of her indulgence.


I currently work for one of the more prestigious Law Firms in a LA
suburb; and Kathy is the assistant manager of a data operating center for a
large information services firm.  She is very meticulous; very organized and
has been promoted three times since joining the firm.


We are both in our late twenties and are enjoying the good things in
life.  We both come from upper middle income families and have become very
comfortable with our life...


The one thing... the only thing that has seemed to ebb on our fast track
journey is our sex life....  It is still good... in fact it is fantastic...
but.......  There are times that the two of us seem to know what is coming...
and want just a little more...


This is where our adventure starts... it is probably not unique.....


Each of us has responsibilities to our employers' and we take that
responsibility very seriously.  If there was one instant that sparked our
interest it was a party that Kathy was required to attend.  Several of the
Corporate Officers had arrived to inspect the operations center where Kathy
works.  The inspection lasted nearly a week and on the very last day the two
officers were so impressed by the efficient operation they invited Kathy and
her manager to supper at one of the more exclusive nightclubs.  We enjoyed a
fantastic dinner and then accompanied the two intriguing individuals to an
upscale nightclub...


Kathy was dressed far more provocatively than usual... She wore a rather
tight navy blue skirt that ended several inches above her still beautiful
legs..... a white silk blouse and matching navy blazer.  Mischievously she
chose not to wear a bra to encase her still perfect 34B uplifted breasts
reasoning that they would be protected by the blazer.... Her legs were covered
by sheer nude nylons attached to the thinnest of garters.....  Her perfectly
trimmed mound was protected by black lace panties...


My beautiful wife normally does not drink... not even the occasional
glass of wine.  However on this night.. a night of victory she chose to slowly
sip several glasses of red wine.  By the time we arrived at the nightclub I
could tell she was a little tipsy and the sight made my manhood throb.  Prior
experiences told me that I would be rewarded by my passionate wife when we
returned from this night's activities.....


The nightclub had a small ensemble and for the most part they played slow
seductive tunes....  I was surprised that when Kathy accepted the invitation to
dance from one of the corporate bigwigs.  As I watched her tight desireable
body gracefully rise from her chair I detected a little sparkle in her blue
eyes...  She took the officer's large black hand and gave me a sly smile.  My
manhood twitched as the black man gracefully took my wife in his arms and drew
her close to his chest...  He was a very skilled dancer; which I am not.  The
two became very accustomed to each other and continuously danced while the rest
of us made boring conversation.


When the two finally returned to our table they were both in need of
drink.... another bottle of wine made it's way to our table and the two dancers
quickly drained a glass.  The black man quickly asked my wife to return to the
dance floor and she readily accepted.... and then nervously looked into my
face.  She had an anxious look....... her eyes were uncertain of my reaction.
As I smiled back at my beautiful wife she sighed a gasp of relief. Blowing me a
kiss she allowed the black man to take her arm and guide her back to the dance
floor.  Although the other guests at the table kept my attention I tried to
sneak a peek at my wife and her black companion.  As the night wore on I could
see my pretty wife rest her head on the black man's muscular shoulder. His arms
circled her long lean form and he seemed to kiss her neck and ears during the
slow grinding dances.


I could see that not only the people at my table but the other patrons
were noticing the beautiful blonde and muscular black man who were now very
close.  As the black whispered in her ear I could see a shy smile form on her
face.


The drinks continued to arrive at our table and Kathy and her dance
partner returned every several dances and refilled their glasses.  By the end
of the evening my wife was  pushing herself against the notable bulge in the
black man's trousers.


When we decided to leave the corporate officer leaned over and taking my
wife's hand in his large black hand kissed her lightly on the cheek and thanked
her for such a delightful evening.


My wife seemed flush at the noticeable attention.  Her shyness
returned..... she again was embarrassed by the overt sexual energy exhibited by
the black company official.  She turned to me and asked that we also leave.


As we exited the nightclub my wife clung to me... As I opened the door to
our car she stopped and wrapping her arms around my shoulders gave me a deep
tongue kiss.....  As she rubbed against my semi erect manhood I could tell that
she was excited.... and ready for passion....  We kissed in the dark parking
lot and would have continued our preliminary lovemaking if several patrons had
not exited the nightclub....  We were suddenly silhouetted in the bright lights
of a car exiting the parking lot.


As my wife slid into the passenger side of our car my eyes were treated
to a large expanse of beautiful tanned thigh.  I stood gawking at the upper
warm thigh.... the top of her hose suddenly became visible and as I shut the
door I noticed a sly smile on her pretty face.  I quickly entered the vehicle
and we started home where I was anticipating a night of wild and passionate
sex.


As we exited the parking lot I placed my hand on my wife's exposed
thigh...  I let my fingers slowly creep up the inside of her thigh... with each
inch I felt Kathy tense.... I felt her put her small delicate hand on mine...
she tried to slow me down.... When my fingers reached the inside of her thigh
where the top of her hose ended I heard her sigh...  I looked into her face....
her eyes were closed and her breathing was very erratic... she was aroused...


"Please Mike...... please wait until we get home...." my wife softly
pleaded....


My cock throbbed with hardness... ever since seeing my beautiful wife as
she snuggled against her large black manager I was hard... the contrast was
great...  Her long lean frame as she was pulled ever closer to the tall
muscular black man....  My mind still remembered the several times that he had
let his hands fall and cradle my wife's tight little buns..  As I briefly
closed my eyes I felt I was close to shooting in my shorts...... "Why was I so
aroused.... at seeing my wife being openly fondled by a black man on a crowded
dance floor.. Why did it so arouse me?"


I felt my pretty wife tense as my fingers continued to gently caress her
inner thigh.  Her warm skin seemed to be red hot and I pushed my fingers ever
deeper against her upper thighs......  When I reached the crotch of her black
lace panties I felt her gasp and try vainly to stop my exploring fingers.  I
turned to look at my wife... her eyes closed and her head pushed back against
the seat... biting her red painted lips.... "Oh.... please Mike.... stop... you
don't know what you are doing to me....." she pleaded...


As she fidgeted I brushed my fingertip against the now soaked crotch of
her panties....  I let them find her pretty protruding hard little clit and
felt her flinch once again.....  I could tell her first (?) orgasm of the night
was very close...  As I tried to concentrate on driving home my hand continued
to play with my wife's soaked panties....


The moment we reached our home my aroused wife was all over me... she was
totally aroused and as we walked through the front door she immediately
unzipped my trousers and pulled my hard white cock out.... She immediately
dropped to her knees and caressed my cock with her delicate hands before
wrapping her red lips around my tip...  Like a woman on a mission she licked
the head driving me nearly insane prior to sucking my entire cock down her
throat.  While she was worshipping my cock her delicate hands cradled my
testicles and lovingly massaged the sensitive sex organs.....


I slumped against the wall as Kathy continued to please me... to pleasure
me......  Not wanting to end the intense pleasure but to reciprocate my
beautiful wife I pulled her shoulders up and kissed her passionately...  I then
scooped my faithful young wife in my arms and carried her to our bedroom....
Once there I slowly stripped her of her clothing... Teasingly I did it very...
very slowly... causing her to become even more excited with each button... each
zipper....  Once I had her outer clothing finally discarded she pulled her
panties off and pulled me forcefully on her.... She spread her pretty legs as
she pleaded ... no she begged me to bury my cock deep into her soaked pussy. At
this point both of us were beyond the point of just passionate sex.... we were
both enjoying such intense arousal that we could hardly breathe.....  As my
cock teased her ragged flaps she gripped my shoulders and buried her nails into
my back.  I felt her draw blood as I bludgeoned my cock balls deep on the first
thrust...falling up the intense pleasure with a continuous series of pile
driving plunges...  With each thrust she screamed her pleasure... with each
thrust my cock got harder.. longer...


She was the first to reach the plateau....


I would not stop... I couldn't stop... I continued to pummel into her
soft thrashing body..


After a few brief minutes I felt her respond again to my brutal
lovemaking... As her hips started to meet my frantic plunges she reached her
peak a second time....  I was still not ready to end the pleasure...


My cock felt raw and tender as I continued to thrust and thrust... and
thrust into my wife's soft body...


When I felt Kathy again start to piston her tight hard body against my
rigid manhood I started whispering in her ear.. softly.. but loud enough so
that she could hear... and feel what I was saying.... "The black man must have
got my little wife ready for me.... Did he Kathy?  Was he the one that got you
wet and ready for me...."


Kathy bit her lip but continued to dig her long nails into my
shoulders... I felt her wrap her long legs around my hips and she was panting;
nearly hyperventilating as she met my every thrust with her own powerful
counterthrust.  The pleasure that she was giving me was so intense it was
nearly unbearable....


I teased her again.... or was I just igniting my own fantasies?  "I seen
you rub yourself against the black man.... you were making a spectacle of
yourself... a pretty white wife making a wanton display of herself in a crowded
upper class nightclub.... Were you trying to look like a slut Mrs. Barnes?  or
were you just so aroused you couldn't help yourself when you rubbed against his
big thick black cock........"


My mocking words excited her.... they excited me...


She screamed her third release as she dug her nails ever deeper into my
now bleeding back.... As my cock spewed it's hot scalding sperm deep into my
wife's womb she clenched her long legs even tighter.


It took several minutes for me to completely drain my aching testicles...
both our hearts were beating in unison... we were both trying to suck oxygen
into our depleted lungs....


Eventually....... we both relaxed our tense muscles.  I kissed my
beautiful Kathy on her lips.... I explored her warm sweet smelling mouth.... We
had enjoyed each other fully... and were both completely satisfied.


As we recovered I rolled to my side and putting my arm under Kathy's neck
and shoulders and pulled my beautiful wife to my side.  She smiled and I kissed
her lips once again......


Although we were exhausted we were both too sexually charged to fall off
to slumber land......


My wife finally turned to me and very softly said, "You were right.... My
black manager excited me...... it excited me that he was casually fondling me
in front of all the other people in the club......"


Kathy's honesty was like an aphrodisiac.... she was telling me exactly
what I wanted to hear......


Turning to face her pretty face I made my own confession, "Kathy..... it
aroused me terribly to see you lay your face on his shoulder... to have him put
his hands on your tight little buns.... I was so hard I couldn't get up..... my
cock was tented against my slacks...."


It was then Kathy's turn to kiss me on my lips... the kiss was tender..
not sexual... but one of understanding.


It was at this point that we both drifted off.........


Kathy's First Step
                                   Chapter 2
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


During the next several months I mischievously brought my beautiful wife
to excruciatingly pleasurable orgasms by reminding her of her wanton display
with her black manager....  She always reprimanded me... afterward her climax
had subsided.  She chided me... scolded me for bringing MY fantasy into their
bedroom...


However each time she admonished me for my sweet soothing suggestions I
teased her about her passionate response...  On more than one occasion I had to
search for salve to apply over the torn skin on my back..  Her passion level
increased dramatically whenever I brought in not only my fantasy.... but also
HER fantasy...  Although she never acknowledged her participation in my sexual
suggestions at interracial sex I could feel herself reach another plateau as I
buried my cock deep into her clenching little hole....  Even though my deepest
fantasy was to see a huge black stud conquer her I often wondered how a more
well endowed man could ever enter her small tight passage.


After about four months of my suggestions of interracial coupling I
brought home a local swingers magazine.  We live in Indianapolis and there
appears to be a rather large swing population; especially among white upper
income professionals. As I met several of the owners; including the infamous
Jan B I became aware that interracial swinging... or at least on the part of
the wife was very commonplace.  Jan had made her reputation as one of the
finest amateur beauties by almost exclusively sharing her tight body with the
endowed black populace of Indy.


I left the magazine where I was sure Kathy would find it and I walked in
early one evening and caught her thumbing through the pages.  She was terribly
embarrassed about being caught looking at such a publication and I preceded to
tease her which only made her mortification that much more severe.


After we had our early evening glass of wine I asked my beautiful wife if
anyone had "caught" her eye....  Although I had made sure that she had more
than enough wine to relax she was still very reluctant to acknowledge her
excitement.....  I took the magazine and started thumbing through the pictures
and accompanying narrative.  When I reached one that I had dwelled on in the
past I felt a hardening in my trousers....  Every time... and I mean every time
that I came to this particular page my cock hardened.. and I couldn't
proceed...  I had stroked my cock when I was alone but merely stopped and
silently read the notice....  Kathy could not tell which one I had stopped at
and asked if I would read the one that apparently had captured my
imagination.....  I slowly started to read......


"Dominant Black Master available for Submissive White Professional
Couple...  Wife must be tight... attractive and willing to perform any and all
assigned tasks...  Husband may after appropriate training  be allowed to
watch...  Phonies Need Not Apply....  Training is Severe and Couple will Become
Property of Black Master."


I looked down at my seated wife and she was nervously fidgeting and
biting her lower lip... She had an intense gleam in her eyes and I could tell
her nipples were hard and ready.... Her dainty hand had fallen to the front of
her short skirt and was gently rubbing her mound....


Knowing that Kathy was excited I extended my arm and showed her the
picture accompanying the narrative.  I heard her gasp as she looked into the
stern black face....  "Master Tyrone" was a mammoth giant... nearly a freak..
He was a professional body builder and his huge bare chest and arms reflected a
lifetime of devotion to his hobby...  Her upper arms were larger than my
thighs...  his chest was a solid block of black granite.... his stomach was a
rippled accordion of muscle.. His uncovered upper thighs was a solid mass of
muscle....


I could sense when Kathy focused on his crotch... Although he wore a pair
of bikini trunks his manhood had so stretched the material it appeared to
contain a cock that should have more correctly hung below a small donkey....
Kathy was noticeably nervous... anxious...


With her eyes riveted to the picture and narrative I slowly walked around
the sofa where she was seated...  she fidgeted nervously but did not seem to
notice my presence until she felt my searching fingers on her blouse... I
captured her hard little nipples and gently squeezed... the nipples responded
instantly but her eyes remain focused on the picture of the smirking black
giant.  "Spread your legs and play with yourself," I gently suggested.


Without hesitation my wife slowly spread her pretty legs and dropped her
delicate hand to hem of her short dress....  she pulled the dress up very
slowly lifting her hips when it became taunt..  As I rolled her sensitive hard
nipples between my finger and thumb she slowly rubbed the outside of her tight
panties... she pulled the legs together and the silk wedged between her now
swollen lips..  Gently she rubbed her now oily little clit... it reached out
for her fingers.  She gasped as she felt her sex....


"Wouldn't you like to call the black beast... wouldn't you like to be on
her knees before his large monster...?" I asked my pretty wife.


She didn't answer.... her eyes were closed and her breathing heavy...


As her passion rose her hands moved faster and faster...


"Look at the black bastard.... look at his monster cock... wouldn't you
like to have him control you... wouldn't you love to spread your legs and enjoy
his manhood... just once?" I continued to tease.  My cock was hard now.... my
teasing little suggestions to my wife had made me hard....  I felt my pre cum
soak my underpants...


I heard Kathy moan.... as she writhed about stroking her passionate
little hole..  she had three of her fingers buried in her slit while her other
hand made love to her protruding hard clit.


With my other hand I unzipped my pants letting my hard cock flop out...
the precum flipped to my wife's face... she turned slightly as she felt the
wetness on her cheek.  Seductively she opened her eyes and then leaned forward
and wrapped her sweet lips around the head of my cock... I was straining
because of the hardness...  Her warm wet lips almost me cum....


Kathy was lifting her hips as she frantically raced to her release....


"You want his black cock don't you; you little pussy slut.....?" I
mocked.


"Oh God.... Yes .... Yes you bastard I want Tyrone's Black cock....." she
screamed...


I put my hands around behind her head and pulled my manhood deep into her
throat....


I felt my pretty wife shudder as I exploded... spewing my scalding cum
down her throat... she swallowed all I could give as I sensed her release...
her delicate hands slowly stopped... and she sank back on the sofa.  She like
me had reached the plateau and now it was time to rest.


When we recovered I carried her to our bed and made passionate love for
the balance of the night.  We both slept peacefully and it was nearly 10:00 AM
before either of us stirred.  I reached over and brought her hard tight body
next to mine..  I enjoyed her warmness... her shy seductive eyes... her pretty
little freckled nose....  We made love in the morning... with a cool breeze
blowing across our love nurtured bodies.


Later.......


We were both anxious... nervous... the balance of the morning...


I showered first and while Kathy was soaking her tired but satisfied body
I made my way downstairs to start the coffee and retrieve the paper...


When she was scrubbed clean and powdered she pulled on one of my white
dress shirts...  With only my shirt she came down the long staircase and joined
me on the sofa.  I looked up and drank in her beauty... her pretty blue eyes...
her long blonde hair careening to her shoulders....  her long proportioned
tanned legs that she curled up under her tight little buns of steel...  I
usually grew hard whenever she was near...  I could see her firm 34B breasts as
they pressed against the white cotton shirt....


She took the cup of coffee that I had poured her....  As she started to
sip she noticed the swingers magazine on the cushion.  It was still turned to
the page that made us both ready the evening before.... and now it was opened
to the same smirking black face.  The face was taunting us.... taunting us to
call the number listed below his arrogant add..  We both seemed to notice the
book at the same time... Her eyes met mine..  She couldn't speak.


"Do you want me to call?" I simply asked...


I could tell by my wife's intense stare what her answer was....even if
she couldn't speak....


With my wife snuggling against my hard body I reached over and pushed the
auto line on the speaker phone.... immediately the dial tone blared throughout
the quiet living room..  I slowly pushed the numbers....  When the connection
was made we both looked into each other's eyes....  I looked into Kathy's blue
eyes and could feel her nervous excitement.


Suddenly a deep male voice answered, "Speak !" was the simple statement.


I started to speak and felt my throat go dry... "Ah.... ah... my wife and
I seen your add in the Indy Swingers Journal..."


There was nearly a minute of silence.......


"Is your wife with you?" the deep voice asked.


With trembling voice I answered, "Yes..."


"You will answer me as "Master"  Do not forget this transgression
again......" the deep voice commanded.


I swallowed hard trying to extinguish my anxiety.. "Yes, Master," I spoke
with trembling voice.


"I take it that you want me to fuck your precious little white wife with
my big black cock... Is that what you want me to do?" the deep voice asked.


Nervously I looked at Kathy.. she was shivering...  she had a strange
look on her face.


I turned to face the speaker phone..... but I couldn't speak....


There was deadening silence on the other end of the line..  I like Kathy
was trembling..  I couldn't tell if it was excitement... fear? or just the
simple question that the black master had asked me.  I quickly inventoried my
mind.....  "Did I want a huge black man to cram his oversized cock into my
pretty little wife?"  The answer was.......?


It was hard to tell the seconds... or the minutes that elapsed...  But
finally the answer formed in my mind.....  "Yes... I want you to," I softly
spoke into the speaker phone.


After the words had escaped my lips I quickly added the subservient
title, "Master..."


Again silence....


"Is your wife good... is she tight?"


I was looking at my pretty wife....  "Yes... Kathy is good in bed.. she
is ....  very tight... Master...."


The tension in the room was unbearable...  Kathy's lean body was
shivering... but I could see her nipples.. they were hard and she was breathing
very slowly.. very labored.


"Are you tight little tramp?" came the deep booming voice.


Kathy hesitated.  And then after a pregnant pause softly answered, "I
will please you .......Master...."  Her acknowledgment of the black man as a
master came much easier than mine had.


There was hesitation on the other end of the end....


"I am demand total obedience... total submission.... total servitude....
Are you both willing to serve me... serve me in whatever manner I choose?"
asked the black master...


Kathy and I looked at each other.  We were both nervous.... anxious about
the position we now found ourselves in.  I was the first to speak..."Yes... we
are Master.."


"And your wife?" came the booming voice.


My beautiful wife's lips were trembling... she was embarrassed by the
conversation and the underlying sexual submission that was expected of both of
us...  And then she softly complied....."Yes Master...."


"The two of you easily comply.... in the sanctuary of your home..  In the
coming days and weeks you will be tested; tested severely on the oath that you
have just taken...  I am not one to be toyed with; and I am not one to be used
to merely breed your  little tramp....  I will use her; and I may allow you to
watch; but first and foremost the little tramp is mine....  She will be trained
on how to please me... and she will be trained severely....  You may wish that
you did not so willingly give yourselves to me for my pleasure.  Tomorrow I
want the tramp to purchase a ankle bracelet at Giganti's.. my private jewelers.
She will have it engraved....  I will call her tomorrow to insure that she has
complied with the first step of her surrender...."


The line went dead and the dull tone echoed throughout the large living
room......  I looked at Kathy... her eyes were bright and I could tell she was
excited.  I leaned over and ran my hand up the inside of her thigh... I brushed
the tails of my shirt aside and let my hand rest against her lightly trimmed
bush... As she stared at my hand under the tails of the dress shirt I separated
her flaps and inserted my finger.... her passionate little slit was sopping....
We made passionate love on that warm day.....  Our adventure was about to
start......


Before Kathy went to work she stopped off at Giganti's and picked out a
gold ankle bracelet...


"Do you wish to have the piece engraved?" asked the smiling sales clerk.


The simple question embarrassed my wife...  She thought for several
minutes before she finally answered.  "Yes... Please engrave the flat with....
Tyrone's Property.."


The sales clerk looked up with a smirk on his face.. "Yes...  I guess
that would be appropriate for you.... wouldn't it?"


The smirk.. and the simple comment made Kathy feel very self conscious.


"If you will take a seat I will have one of our engraver's complete the
piece while you wait..  You can then wear it to work.  I am sure that your
co-workers will enjoy such a pretty ornament on your ankle...  It will surely
garner a great deal of attention on such a pretty ankle," added the clerk.  The
smirk had turned to a full face smile making my wife even more self conscious.


Kathy walked to the padded chairs and gracefully sit down to wait for the
first symbol of her surrender.  As she sit quietly she noticed several of the
clerks point to where she was sitting and quietly laugh....  She felt that
everyone seemed to know..... she felt herself blush.


After what seemed an eternity the clerk returned and walked in front of
the counter.  Without hesitating he dropped to one knee and raised Kathy's
dainty foot...  As his eyes traveled up her pretty leg she could sense her
embarrassment..  Very delicately he unclasped the bracelet and wrapped it
around her dainty ankle.  He clasp the symbol of her surrender and then looked
into her pretty blue eyes.  "Tyrone will be pleased.... "
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Gretchen is Seduced
Gretchen is Seduced
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


I find it hard to explain how I was drawn into a world of interracial
adultery.  If you knew my middle class background the story of my ultimate
seduction...... my submission to my Black Lover would be hard for you to
believe.  Outwardly my husband and I would have been the ideal couple.  We both
had great jobs; a beautiful home in the country; two new cars.  The ultimate
middle class dream.


My husband, is an overworked partner in a Prestigious Law Firm
overlooking Lake Michigan.  I must tell you that he is a good man....a good
husband..... and when he has the energy a good lover.  We met in college and I
quickly fell in love with his quick wit; great sense of humor and powerful
lovemaking.


Those memories are nearly fifteen years ago.  We have since lost that
initial passion.  My husband Bob works hard; too hard.  He has little energy or
desire to make that passionate love that he initiated me into.  Alas I still
treasure those memories.


I still turn men's heads when I walk by.  I am thirty seven years old;
dark black hair.  I spend at least eight hours per week on a regimen of hard
physical exercise.  It keeps my 36B-25-36 figure hard and firm.  My breasts are
small, but still firm after all of these years.  They are pear shaped and my
nipples harden rapidly under the right circumstances.  Although my husband
seldom notices....... or at least doesn't do anything about it; I like to wear
tight sexy outfits.  I am the manager of a human resource section of a large
phone company.  Although it has recently downsized I was given a promotion and
put in charge of developing a program to make the people who were downsized
feel good about themselves.  Great assignment huh?


On the day of the run through with upper management I chose to be
naughty.  I slipped on a white satin half bra; matching garter and panties. The
dark hose came to my thighs.  My skirt was short.........and tight. Roguishly I
pulled on my lacy blouse and forgot to button the top two buttons. A final
touch was bright red lipstick and fire engine red four inch patent leather
pumps.  I smiled as my mind wondered.....  I thought of the self important
fifty and sixty year old executives that I would tease. By nature I have never
been a prick tease.  But that was before my husband lost interest.


At the beginning of the conference I took inventory of the nineteen
gathered executives.  Most, like I have told you were old men who were lost in
their own self importance.  But there was one....... A quiet black man who was
the company physiologist.  He was not overly tall, about six feet two inches;
one eighty.  He had broad shoulders and a tight rippled stomach. He looked like
he was my age; mid thirties.  He intrigued me with his quiet demeanor; his
dancing "I want you" eyes.


I can't remember the last time I was nervous giving a presentation.  But
that day I fumbled; stuttered; and my presentation became very strained.  His
dark menacing eyes bore through....... I couldn't resist looking in his
direction and whenever our eyes met a tenseness overwhelmed me.


Mercifully my portion of the presentation finally came to an end.


He was next....  His report was polished....  He was at ease in front of
the Executive Board.  In short order he owned them.  In short order he had
captivated my imagination.  My thoughts drifted..... into a  very graphic
picture.


I was mesmerized as he spoke and confidently stared into my eyes.  It was
I that had to break the eye contact.  I became self conscious as I felt the
other eyes in the room.  I was the only female; and already the subject of much
scrutiny because of my poor decision on my wardrobe.  Nervously I crossed my
legs and my already short skirt inched up my thighs.  I looked up and could
detect a slight smile on his ruggedly handsome face.


As I dropped my stare I made contact with the other disapproving faces in
the room.  There weren't disapproving at the sight of my upper thighs; only
that they were not the focus of my attention.


I could feel my nipples harden.  The half bra did not cover my nipples
and they were being gently scraped by the soft silk of my sheer blouse.  My
face started to blush........  The gathered group had detected my subtle
flirting and they did not approve.  Since I did not choose them to be my
fantasy lover they felt resentful.  The fact that the lone black man captivated
my imagination made the two hour meeting even more painful for the pitiful
white executives.


As the meeting finally broke up "Theodore Washington, III." walked to
where I was sitting.  "I would like for you to have lunch with me, Gretchen,"
the suave black gentlemen asked.


As the other executives filed out the large board room all eyes were on
me and my "lunch partner".  I tried to wait until the majority of the men in
the meeting had left......


"I don't think that would be a very good idea Mr. Washington," I uttered.


He smiled..... but continued to stand in front of my place at the large
conference table.  The other executives were poky in leaving.  "You  are scared
to have lunch with me aren't you Mrs. Rhinehart?"


Indignantly I responded, "I am not 'scared' to have lunch with you.  I
merely do not have the desire to be with you." I then rose and hurried out of
the room.  The truth, of course, was that I would like to have lunch with the
handsome, muscular black man.  But................this was a very closed
society in this upper structure.  I was on the way to the top; a married woman
having lunch with a virile black man was not the correct path to the upper
echelons of the board room in this very, very conservative company.


After checking my messages I checked out for the afternoon with my
secretary.  I have worked almost every night for this project and felt I
deserved an afternoon off.


I walked out of the thirty story office building and started walking.  I
did not have an immediate destination; I merely wanted to take in the bright
spring day.  After a half hour on strolling down the busy streets in my four
inch red heels I stopped at the entrance of the Fairday Hotel; an exclusive old
line hotel in the heart of the city.  Since their reputation for the most
exotic cuisine in the city I walked through the revolving door.  I deserved an
excellent meal and several lunch time martinis I reasoned.


I smiled at the turned heads as I was shown to my table. At thirty seven
I still had the body to excite; and my short skirt and high heels complimented
my outfit.  The gentlemen having their noon time martinis were programmed to
see women in pants suits; tennis shoes and other unisex clothing.  Whenever
they were given the opportunity to see a real live woman they showed their
appreciation with their eyes.


The waiter quickly slid to my table and was soon off to retrieve my first
of many Martinis.  I was not accustomed to drinking alcohol in the afternoon;
nor in the quantity that I managed to inhale. The next hour went by rapidly and
then.....looking up I found myself looking into the handsome smiling face of
Mr. Theodore Washington, III.


"May I join you Mrs. Rhinehart?" he quietly asked.


My mind raced.......There was a deep and fast current of emotions that
was racing throughout my suddenly excited body. "Please join me Mr.
Washington," I softly asked.  As I scanned the large dining room I encountered
the same disapproving stares of the gathered patrons........ BUT, I didn't
care.  The soothing alcohol had numbed my self protecting reasoning process.


Another two Martinis followed in too rapid succession. The room had a
gentle sway to it....  Theodore was an extra ordinarily talented
conversationalist.  His smooth charm excited me.


When the third Martini arrived I felt his warm black hand on my knee.  I
should have been offended...... and I should have asked him to remove his hand
from my nylon covered knee.  His tranquil quiet conversation lured me into his
web.... his web of seduction.


As the alcohol deaden my conscience his warm hand sensously caressed my
knee........and slowly, so very slowly crawled up the inside of my thigh.  I
closed my eyes and lost myself in the sensation...  It felt so very good and my
ability to stop the smiling black man was rapidly decreasing.  He leaned over
and licked the inside of my ear; and the soft skin of my neck.  My mind
continued to swirl in the alcoholic faze and the warm hand rubbing the inside
of my thighs.


"Go get a room....and I'll make this afternoon very pleasant for you.  I
will give you something that Rod has failed at. Something that has been missing
from your life for a long time Gretchen," he quietly whispered.


Although my mind was foggy I could still understand what he was asking.
Mr. Theodore Washington, III wanted me to get a room in this exclusive
hotel...and then he was going to bury his long black cock in my married
womanhood.  The one thing....the only thing that my husband was the exclusive
owner of.  I tried to shake my head.........the strong black fingers had
finally reached the top of my hose.  His fingers seemed to burn my upper thighs
where the lacy top of my hose met my bare skin. The circular motions felt good.
I felt myself moisten and my nipples became hard.


"No.....I can't.  Please don't ask me.  I love my husband and I can not
betray his trust," I softly pleaded.


His fingers grazed the outside of my panties.  He felt my wetness.  His
fingers searched for the legs of my panties.


"Can I get you anything else, Maam?" asked the smiling waiter.


Theodore smiled as his face met mine.  His fingers were still exploring
for my panty leg under the table cloth.


"I don't think so," my voice squeaked.


Theodore, his face still smiling finally dismissed the waiter.  "I
believe that I have everything that I will need also."


The waiter, a puzzled look on his face, turned and started to leave.
Theodore's black finger found my panty leg and inserted a long black finger
into the constricting garment.


Facing him I softly pleaded, "Please stop....I can't let you continue to
stroke me here in the restaurant.....OH GOD,"


His finger had found my throbbing clit.  He gently squeezed the sensitive
organ between his finger and his thumb. My eyes begged for him to stop....my
entire body was nervously fidgeting and as I looked around I could tell that
the other patrons were trying to determine why I was so agitated.


The probing finger dropped a half inch and slid into my wet slit.  It was
immediately coated with my creme.........and gently sawed in and out.  His
smile infuriated me as his actions were causing me such anxiety and
............wanton arousal.  My mind raced for a solution to this all consuming
stroking.


"We could go to a room if you would rather not make such a spectacle of
yourself in a public dining room.  Would you like to go get a hotel room and
finish this......pleasure..?" he smugly asked.


I pleaded with my eyes......Oh God, his finger again scraped my clit.  A
sob escaped my throat and the nearby patrons again looked at us.  A nattily
dressed black man and a woman executive that was just this side of chic slate.
I tried to close my legs and grab the probing fingers but Theodore was too
quick.  His fingers moved up and again grasped my out of control little clitty.
He roughly massaged the agitated woman pleasure giver with his finger and thumb
and smiled at my near orgasm. His fingers released my hooded clit for an
instant and I again settled down in my seat and re-opened my eyes.  His smug
face was smiling at my discomfort.  He had me...............and he knew it.
There was nothing I could do but to endure this sensual torture or give in to
him and allow his black organ to plant itself deep in my love chamber.


The decision became more immediate as he resumed his twirling of my most
sensitive organ as he again grasped the blood engorged tissue and forcefully
manipulated the throbbing flesh.


"I think I can smell your wetness.  I would suggest that we retire to a
room before you lose total control of yourself here in the restaurant.  I don't
think you want the Maitre de to call your police because of your wanton display
now do we Mrs. Rhinehart?"


The decision time was near.  I could not continue to hide such
pleasure...........  The wanton sexual domination by Theodore in this public
place made my arousal even greater.  I felt my panties drip my wetness to the
soft fabric of my chair. "Please stop...I will do as you wish," I quietly
surrendered.


Theodore wiped his wet fingers on my panties and removed his had from
under my short skirt.  I closed my eyes and relaxed for the briefest of
moments.  I was still leaking my creme and recovering from a near orgasm.  I
started to get up and rent the room where Theodore would breed me with his
large black and now very much erect cock.  He put his hand on mine and asked
that I sit down again.


I looked at him through my somewhat dazed eyes.  "Mrs. Rhinehart, before
you get our room there is one more thing," he stated.


I had a puzzled look on my face.  Theodore gently reached out and grasp
my left hand.  As I looked into his eyes he gently slid my engagement and
wedding ring off my ring finger.  I started to protest be he held his right
index finger up to my lips and silenced me.  "I'll return your wedding ring
when you and I are finished with our lovemaking.  Now, go and get our room for
us.  I will wait for you by the elevators," he quietly spoke.


As I rose I was rubbing my ring finger.  My mind was still foggy from the
numerous Matinis; my body was a little wobbly.  I bumped into the table, again
causing the many patrons to look at my near drunken state.  I finally regained
my composure and on wobbly legs made my way from the dining room and to the
front desk of the hotel.


A smiling man in a bright green sports jacket stood looking at me.  "Yes,
Maam, May I be of service to you," he monotone.


"Yes, I would.......I would like a room for this evening," I said with a
low and trembling voice.


His smile widen.  "Yes, let me call for a bellman, Maam."


I quickly spoke, "No sir.  I do not have any luggage,"


He looked up and his smile broaden.  "Will this be for a single or a
double?"


Again, I was embarrassed.  I did not know what to say. Finally, with a
quivering voice I softly spoke, "My husband will be joining me later today."


Just as I got the words out I felt a strong hand touch my shoulder. "Have
you got the room yet, Mrs. Rhinehart?"


Both the desk clerk and I turned as Theodore put his arm around my
shoulder.  I felt my legs shake under me.  The expression on the desk clerk's
face turned rather sour.  "Here Mrs. Rhinehart, please fill our the
registration card."


With shaking hands I completed the card.  I used my own name and address
as Theodore had already given my identity to the noisy little man in the
hideous green jacket.


"For one night that will be $ 122.00 Mrs. Rhinehart," he stated.


I was again caught offguard.  I reached for my purse and quickly realized
that I did not have that much cash.  I reached for my wallet and pulled out my
gold card.  The desk clerk looked at the name on the card and quickly ran the
card through the processor.  "Room 2810 Mrs. Rhinehart.."


I put the card back in my wallet and turned quickly to walk towards the
elevator.  Theodore walked by my side and when we were close to the elevator he
let his hand fall and fondle by firm ass cheeks.  I felt my face redden; I
don't know how many of the people around the elevator observed his familiarity
with my body.  I am sure the people that witnessed the black man's hand on my
ass knew where we were headed and that I was to be on my back with his long
black dick buried deep within my love chute in only a few short minutes.


I was relieved when the elevator door opened and I was able to push my
way in.  The elevator cabin was crowded and Theodore and I were in the back.  I
felt his hand caress my ass and the sensation sent shudders through my long
lean body.  My panties were still soaked and the gently caress' continued to
flood my love chute.  I prayed the twenty eighth floor would rapidly appear as
I was unsure if I could stand the anguish another minute.


Fortunately the floor finally appeared.  I pushed my way to the front and
quickly exited.  Theodore followed; albeit at a much more casual pace.
"Gretchen, You don't have to rush so; We have the rest of the evening...." his
voice stung like a whip.


I didn't turn around but walked hurriedly to the safety of the hotel
room.  The room was large and had a king size bed. Up to this moment I could
only feel my need for lust; I now felt a wave of guilt overcome my trembling
body.


Theodore didn't ease my apprehension as he followed me into the room and
put his black hand on my ass again.  "I didn't appreciate you embarrassing me,"
I scolded the black man who had placed his hand familiarly on my ass.


Theodore then wrapped his hand around my chest and rubbed my rock hard
nipples.  "It is not me who is being unfaithful to her husband," he cruelly
remarked.


I quickly turned to face my black lover and he pulled me tight against
his hard body and his lips sought mine.  Unable to react in time his tongue
wormed their way in my warm oral chamber.  I tried to push his hard chest away
but his strong arms pulled me against his body.  I felt his bulge as IT nestled
against my still leaking mound.  I suddenly felt weak as his manhood teased my
aroused body and his tongue explored my mouth.


His fingers found the clasp on my skirt and when it snapped open the
fingers quickly shifted to the zipper.  It was quickly pulled down before I had
time to resist......even if my aroused body would tolerate resistance to the
hard black cock that was rubbing against me.


"Please not so fast," I managed to moan when I dislodged his probing
tongue.


My skirt fell to the floor leaving me standing in front of him in my
blouse; jacket; hose and panties.  Theodore walked towards the bed disrobing as
he went.  His jacket, shirt, dress slacks and undershirt were skattered as he
went.  When he turned around I could see the huge bulge in his tight jockey
shorts.  He smiled and I felt my legs weaken.  The bulge was huge and the
contrast between the white jockey shorts and his muscular black body was
awesome.


"Show me the body that you like to tease the white old men with Mrs.
Rhinehart," he ordered.


My tongue wet my red coated lips.  I slowly unbuttoned the navy blue
jacket.  I wanted to tease the muscular black man who I had picked as my
lover......in my first affair.  The jacket was thrown on the floor and my
fingers reached for the top of my white silk blouse.  I was going to make the
arrogant black that I had chosen as my first adulterous affair pay the price.
Smiling I let my fingers play with each button before pushing the button
through the small opening.  I spread my legs and swayed my hips and could see
my seductive strip was having the desired effect. The bulge in his shorts was
throbbing and he watched intently as each area of my body became visible to his
intense dark eyes.


I blew my black stud a kiss as the last button came free. I pushed my
hips forward and slowly let the silk blouse fall from my shoulders.  My pussy
was wet and I felt naughty at the effect that my slow strip show had on the
smiling black man that was to be my lover this afternoon; only the second man
to have my body.


It was now my Black Lover's turn to finish stripping.  His eyes boring
into mine he lowered his arms and grasp the top of his jockey shorts.  I was
mesmerized as I watched his tight shorts slowly being pulled down his muscular
thighs.  And then........


The large black organ flopped over the rim of the jockey shorts.  I don't
know if he seen my reaction or not.  My eyes were transfixed on the magnificent
black organ that had captured my attention.  My tongue wetted my lips and I
slowly shook my head.


"It's too large.....," I muttered as much to myself as to Theodore.


My legs were becoming wobbly.  The black snake had started to bob up and
down.  There was one thick vein running down the top of the magnificent black
cock and it seemed that the blood was running through that vein and pumping up
the large pussy expander.


After what seemed an eternity I allowed myself to look at the black man's
face.  His white teeth stood out on his handsome black face.


"You can suck it first..........If you please me I will reward you with
the fuck of your lifetime....Come to me, now...." he quietly ordered.


I couldn't make my legs take the first step.  The black penis was
huge...the only other man's organ that I had ever seen was my husband's......it
was only one third the size of Theodore's large male organ.


The black man continued to stare at me and then dropped his hand to his
black cock.  He started to stroke the long thick instrument a drop of pre cum
rose to the eye of the large cock.  I felt my nipples harden to the point where
they became painful.  I wanted to escape but where would that be to. I stood
silently while he slowly stroked his black cock.  He had me
mesmerized..........he knew that it would now merely be a matter of time before
he implanted his huge organ in my tight, dripping love hole.


"Come to me Mrs. Rhinehart.  I will give you pleasure that you can tell
your husband about....." he quietly reassured me.


I stood still.  I couldn't move.  I could only stare at the magnificent
black penis as my new lover softly pulled on the ever growing man organ.


"You best obey......I want you to put your mouth on me....before..." he
softly ordered.


I slowly shook my head but my eyes were transfixed on his ever hardening
black organ.  It was nearly like a cobra luring me closer ......closer to
become it's next victim.  Woodenly I felt myself move forward; my eyes
unyielding from his wavering black organ.  I tried to look up but couldn't.  At
long last I found myself next to his hard muscular body.  I dropped to my knees
and looked up; I could barely see over his huge black organ.  He squeezed the
large cock and a drop of pre cum dripped to my face.  I opened my mouth and
licked the salty liquid with my tongue.


"Put your mouth on me,"  he again ordered.


I did not refuse his order.  Opening my mouth wide I licked at the purple
head.  It had a musky odor and the taste was strange but not unpleasant.
Sucking more into my mouth I felt IT's power; it's throbbing power.  It was
hard...thick and long.  I struggled to get more and more into my oral cavity. I
became more excited with each lick of the hard organ.  I wanted this man's
penis in my mouth.....I NEEDED this man's penis to be in my mouth.  The
throbbing strength of the organ made my lower lips drip with longing.  Never
have I felt so excited.


Theodore finally reached down and pulled me up by my shoulders.  He
effortlessly lifted me in his strong arms and carried me to the king size bed.
Gently he laid me down on the large bed and then he dropped to his knees at the
end of the bed.  My legs were over the end of the bed and I felt his large
black hands spread my legs by placing his hands at my knees.  At first I
resisted and then allowed this black man to open my woman hole to his lustful
gaze.  My pussy lips were stuck together by my fluid.


Theodore gently put his hands on my upper thighs.  With his thumbs on
both sides of my lips he delicately separated the tender flaps.  I moaned as I
felt him open my inner being to his intense gaze.  The bed sagged as his
shoulders inched forward and then..... OH GOD..... THEN.... his tongue lapped
on my sloppy chute.  The tongue...... his course tongue scrapped my sensitive
bud. HE..... Theodore Washington III then pushed his long tongue deep into my
wet womanhood.  I nearly passed out....... the pleasure....... it was too much.
I could not stand the extraordinary pleasure.  I tried to resist my orgasm but
my black lover would not let me resist...... His tongue stroked my clit and
then buried itself into my sopping hole... over and over and over. I draped my
hose covered legs over his broad shoulders.  I still had my four inch red heels
into his back and dug in his muscular back.  Each time I strained my legs he
lapped deeper into my cunt until I could stand it no longer.  I screamed as the
pleasure enveloped my thrashing body.  I could not endure one more second of
the intense pleasure.  My orgasm overtook my body like a hot shot of heroine. I
thrashed back and forth with the black man's tongue buried deep in my gash.....
he would not retreat even after he had brought me to the peak.  I begged for
him to stop but he kept his tongue buried and continued stroking my overheated
pussy.  I don't know the number of times I climaxed.... but at long last the
muscular black lover allowed me to regain my sense of bearing.....


Theodore rose and looked down at my heavy breathing. "Scoot up.....It's
time.." was his simple command.


I scooted along the bed with my exhausted body until I was fully on the
bed.  I felt the pressure on the lower bed and opened my legs.....for the
second time for my black lover to satisfy my sexual desire.


As he kneewalked up the bed he pushed my legs further apart.  My muscles
strained as his large body wedged itself between my lean thighs.  I looked at
the ceiling.  If I had looked at his black pole aiming itself at my pussy I
could not image that the long thick black cock would fit in me.  I tried to
relax....the cock would surely stretch my seldom used hole.


Theodore probed my entrance with the purple tip.  I could barely get the
tip in my mouth....I could not comprehend how the large black tube would ever
fit in my tender, tight pussy. As the huge cudgel wedged into my love chute I
tried to relax...tried to adjust so that I could take the love organ.  He was
gentle but the black cock was solid and with each inch I felt myself shudder.


"Please....you are too large..  Please stop...you will hurt me," I
begged.  Tears started forming in my eyes as I tried to retreat and scoot up
the bed.


"Wrap your legs around me....Pull me into your womb..." was his sharp
order.


I shook my head but followed his order.  By gripping his muscular
buttocks with my legs I was able to pull him forward and the pressure was not
as great.  He continued to be gentle....allowing only an inch at a time to
slide deeper and deeper into my wet chute.  The top of his prick grazed my clit
with each thrust and the electrical jolt brought pleasure.  He withdrew but
only slightly.  When his tips ground the black cock into me again I winced but
I could feel the tip touch my cervix.  I again pleaded, "You're too deep...Oh
God you are far too big.  I am afraid that you will hurt me with that monster
cock of yours."


"Does your husband know that his wife is betraying him," Theodore asked.


With his black cock lodged in my pussy I could not fathom his question.
It hurt.......the question and the cock.


His black cock withdrew but when it re-entered me it was buried balls
deep into my tight stretched hole.  I moaned and bit my lip.  The initial pain
was nearly overpowering.  I could not breathe.  When the black cock was
withdrawn I opened my eyes and seen his smiling face.  With my feet on his
buttocks I knew when the next thrust would occur and tried to prepare myself.
The cock buried itself again and again.......I screamed.....


I felt my lower lips stretch to accommodate the huge cudgel that was
impaled deep in my womanhood.  I gripped my lover and he continued to pile
drive the immense cock into my pussy.  I begged for him to slow
down......................


And then I begged for him to bury his black cock into my inner being....
I kicked his black ass with my red spiked shoes and the pain made him impale
the black cock so deep that I felt like I was a twelve year old virgin.  His
cock completely filled my hole and............ the scalding black cum flooded
my chamber.  I lost control; I screamed my pleasure.


His black ass tensed and drove the last centimeter into me.  I felt him
drain his fertile seed into me and I softly floated down to earth.  My cock
induced euphoria slowly ebbed. Theodore let his muscular body cover mine.


Although his weight was stifling I could not bare the withdrawal of the
magnificent black cock.


That moment took several minutes.  Finally Theodore lifted himself off my
sweat soaked body and his cock plopped out allowing the fertile seed to coat my
ass and thighs.  Totally exhausted I watch Theodore walk to the bathroom.


I was buried in the soft bed.  My legs were splayed and Theodore's sperm
flowed from my stretched hole.  The room was still spinning as I dropped off to
a deep slumber.........
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                            Hezron's First Breeding
                                  Chapter Four
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When Peter told his wife that he was scheduled to be gone for nearly two
weeks Ann was very distraught.  The idea of being in the darkest of Africa with
her thirteen year old daughter while her husband was gone for an extended
period of time was totally unacceptable.  "Peter, For God's Sake... you can't
be serious. Leaving me and your daughter alone here in Kisianu..."


Her husband, Peter, while also upset had a solution... "Ann, I've asked
Hezron, to stay at the house while I am away... No one will bother you while he
is here at the house..."


Ann's mind quickly focused on Hezron; a tall muscular black man that had
served as their personal servant since their assignment in Kenya...  but the
idea of him staying in the main house while her husband was away was totally
unacceptable to the pretty blonde wife...


"Peter... please no...  You know that I've told you how he always looks
at me when you are not around...  I couldn't stand for him to be in the house
with me and Debbie when you are not here...." Ann pleaded.


Her husband was somewhat upset..  He didn't especially want a black man
staying in his house with his wife and child either.... But this was Africa....
not the United States.... And Peter was worried that prowlers or worse might
bother the two white women if they knew there was no man around...  And yes....
he did remember the lustful looks that Hezron always exhibited when Ann was
gardening or exercising in his presence.  He dismissed his own sexual
fantasies... those of seeing his beautiful long legged wife on the end of
Hezron's long black spear.


Bringing the topic to a close Peter sternly told his wife that Hezron
would be moving into the main house the first thing in the morning and that was
all there was to it.


Ann sulked the entire evening.  When they went to bed Peter was left with
a hard cock and no where to put it...  Not an uncommon result when he had an
argument with his pretty wife.


The next morning at breakfast Hezron knocked politely at the door....  He
was tall; at least six foot three inches and very muscular. Prior to this
morning he was very quiet;  almost brooding... but today... the day that he was
moving into the main house he seemed very responsive...


I turned to my husband once again, "Please Peter.. I implore you to not
allow Hezron to stay in the main house with Debbie and me.."


Peter looked at me with a look of disgust... he then turned and saw
Hezron's unflinching face....  "This issue has been decided; once and for
all...  And another thing Ann I want you to kiss Hezron on the cheek to
demonstrate that you wish him to remain here in the main house.."


Shock covered my place....  How could my husband demand such a demeaning
act of me....  He stood ramrod straight waiting for me to comply.  Unable to
convince my husband of  his bad idea I turned and walked the short distance to
where Hezron was standing.  I leaned forward and gave him a peck on the cheek;
"Hezron, Peter and I wish for you to stay here in the main house..."


A smile covered his face...  "We will get along fine Mrs. Townsend."


His smile; almost a sneer gave me an eirey feeling but I tried to shove
it out of my mind.


I kissed Peter as he walked out the door...


"Ann, you will be fine.  I am sure that Hezron will take very good care
of you while I am gone...  I will be out in the bush so will not be able to
call you....  I will see you in two weeks..." Peter offered.


As I turned I found Hezron's intense dark eyes staring at me.....


"Rest assured Ann....  I will take care of you.... very well..." he
smiled.


The brief exchange caused me a moment of trepidation...  I felt a sharp
twinge of anxiety as I looked into his dark forbidding face...


During the day I decided to do some simple gardening.  Since the
afternoon African sun was very intense I chose a pair of very loose shorts and
bikini type halter...  As I was pruning the young plants I turned when I heard
a sound.....  Hezron was standing silently looking at me from the Viranda....
He had a suspicious smile on his dark face... it made me very uncomfortable...


I rose and chose to take a cooling shower...  As I passed Hezron he
arrogantly patted my ass..  it was the firs time that he had ever laid a hand
on me and the implication was very serious.  My husband had not been gone for
more than several hours and he was already pawing me...


As I passed Debbie's room I peeked in the door...  She was taking a nap
on this hot late afternoon...  She was laying on her stomach.... and was
completely naked...  I closed the door tight... my fears about Hezron
resurfaced.


Shutting the door to my and Peter's bedroom I peeled my wet clothes off
and  stepped into the shower.  The cool water soothed my heated body...  I let
my mind drift; there was so much anxiety that I needed even a small reprieve.
The cool water felt good as I let it stream over my tense body...  At long last
I shut the water off and reached for a fluffy towel.  I dried my wet body and
wrapped the towel around myself.


Feeling relieved I re-entered my bedroom......


Sitting on my bed; completely naked was Hezron...


My eyes immediately focused on the long black tube jutting from his
body.... I was speechless as I stood before the black servant that was supposed
to protect me....


His eyes met mine... he patted the king size bed with his large black
hand... "Lets make this easy Ann....  We have two weeks together and I want to
break you in right...."


I was shocked..... mortified as I listened to his dark words... Quickly I
looked at the door; only steps away.


Hezron looked at the door the same time.  "You may be able to reach the
door...  but what will happen to your daughter?"


My world was crashing around my cluttered mind....  I could probably
reach the door but I am sure that I could not save my daughter from the black
man laying on my bed totally naked.... with his mammoth black cock twitching
it's long length.  I studied the thick appendage and wondered how any woman
could take such a mammoth object.


"I told you woman.... get your white ass on this bed or I'll have to be
spanking your ass," Hezron ordered.


Without thinking I turned towards the door and had taken three steps when
I felt Hezron's muscular arms grab my arm and with an easy motion threw me on
the bed...  I clutched at the towel covering my trembling body...  I watched
the large muscular black man walk the several steps back to the bed.  His long
thick cock dangling grotesquely before him he had an angry look in his eyes.


"Get ready woman.... You are going to feel like a virgin once again...."
he growled as he knee walked up the bed.


I was terrified as the huge black man; my servant; knee walked up the
bed.... I continued to clutch the towel..


His strong hand gripped the top of the towel and in one swift brutal
motion ripped the towel from my trembling body.  Hezron stood over me on his
knees; on my bed.  He let his eyes inventory each square inch of my shivering
frame....  He allowed the terror that I felt do his initial work...  At long
last I felt his huge black hand reach down and grip my upper thigh...."Spread
for me...." he growled.


Still shivering I submissively pleaded with the angry black
man...."Please No Hezron... Please don't do this to me.... Please.. Dear God
Please.."


A large sneer framed his ruggedly handsome face.  He was ready...  I
could see his twitching black manhood.  There was a drop of pre cum dripping
out the tip on my white sheets....


With his dark face contorted in lust he pulled at my thigh again....
"Open for me... open and I'll be gentle... this time." he gruffly ordered.


Trembling from fear... fear of his long black cock I shook my head; tears
streaming down my face.


He slid over my prone body and then wedged his knees against my upper
thighs.  I tried to resist... I tried desperately to resist his long black cock
but....... he was too strong.  His muscular frame... his hard thighs.... his
massive black cock....


His cock leaked it's pre cum over my tight white stomach..  I felt
helpless as his thighs pushed my legs apart...  "No...." I managed to sob..


I felt his hard manhood as it probed at my opening... I tried to clench
my legs but Hezron's knees continued to force my legs apart... And the his wet
tip touched my ragged lower lips....."No.... you will hurt me... I can't take
all of you... You're too big..." I pleaded...


As I looked into his lust twisted face I sensed that my begging merely
caused him to want to impale me even more....  I knew at this moment that this
large black man was going to succeed in breeding me...  there was no
escape..... there was no redemption.


Hezron shoved himself forward lodging the large mushroomed purple head
into my small opening....  It felt as it someone was shoving a log in me...  I
spread my legs willingly hoping that by doing so it would ease the fullness
that my tight little pussy was enduring.


My fingers gripped the white sheets and I turned my head hoping to blot
out his lust filled face.  As each terrible inch was lodged in my opening I
cringed.... hoping only that this nightmare would end..... I felt his powerful
hips pull his black woman tamer back... and then with the brute force of his
pile driving ass cram all eleven inches of solid black manhood deep into my
womb.... I heard myself let out a blood curdling scream as he forced himself
deep; deep enough for his huge tip to push against my cervix


Hezron did not care if he pleased me... he merely wanted total
domination... domination of a white woman.... of a white wife...  He was
succeeding..  Hezron was in the Master Bedroom with the white wife of his
employer obscenely spread before him as he pounded his black manhood deep into
her womb...


Thankfully my stretched hole was lubricating my honey like liquid..
coating the black intruder...  With each stroke I felt the tip shove against my
cervix shooting an electrical current of pain through my tight body.. I felt
all my muscles go rigid trying to resist.......


Until.... until the moment that the pain turned to pleasure... I don't
know how to explain the sensation but in one instant the black crudgel of lust
suddenly turned into the instrument bringing me intense pleasure.  I felt
myself spread myself even greater and then allowed my outstretched legs to grip
Hezron's thrusting black buttocks... I wanted to pull him deeper... pull him
even more into me...  I tried to adjust the depth of his long black cock but he
merely crawled forward so that he could continue pummeling my inner womb...


I felt Hezron start to breathe heavily and his buttocks started to
harden.... he was close.


It was only at this point that I realized that I was not on birth control
pills....  Up to this terrible point I had not needed to be...  Peter had a
vasectomy before we came to Africa... so all of our lovemaking did not cause me
concern...


But now.... with Hezron's black cock buried deep in my stretched hole my
concern was focused on his potent black seed being deposited so closely to my
fertile eggs....


I was about to beg the black male who was so skillfully breeding me to
pull out..... but my delayed orgasm could not wait... Peter was not a good
lover... and Hezron and his eleven inch black cock proved something that I
could not resist.....  I surrendered to his sexual conquest as his hot scalding
black seed blasted against my cringing stretch hole....


"You fucking black bastard.... you black bastard.... Oh God.....Now
youbastard....Now ..... NOW..." I screamed....


My surrender tripped Hezron's switch.... I felt his black muscular body
tighten and he pulled me off the bed as he buried every last centimeter....He
wanted his seed in me deep and he succeeded.... I felt my legs tighten (if that
was possible) and pull the black bastard deeper into my ravished chute.....


After Hezron emptied his bulging testicle filled sperm deep in my belly
he allowed himself to rest his heavy body on mine...  He laid on top of me...
demonstrating that he was now the dominant male.... the man who would be able
to take me on demand....  In the coming two weeks I could offer no resistance
to his carnal demands.....  He knew it.... and I knew it....


After a long time.... he rolled off me and rested on his back next to
me... he then put his strong arm under my neck and pulled my still panting body
alongside his...  I felt his heat... his black cock was still leaking it's
fluid and it coated my stomach and thighs.  When he pulled me against him his
thick cum started dripping out of my stretched and painful sperm depository...
I felt the wetness pool on my upper thighs....


"May I go to the bathroom," I meekly asked.


Looking at his newest conquest he softly mumbled...." Don't be gone
long.... Your training has just started white woman..."


As I pranced to the restroom his thick cum ran down the inside of my
legs....  I put my leg up on the wash basin and used my fingers to spoon the
fertile black seed out...  He had bred me well.... It was voluminous as I tried
to force as much out as possible....  Although I know I was unable to get all
of the thick deposits I finally let the final fluid collect in several
Kleenexes....


"Woman....get your white ass back in here..." I finally heard Hezron
order...


I opened the bathroom door and walked to the bed...  He was sitting on
the edge... his semi hard cock still jutting from his hard muscled stomach.


As he seen me approach he merely grunted..."Do IT....  Clean me well.."


Instinctively I knew what he wanted...  He wanted to orally mount me...
He wanted me to suck his slick black cock.... He wanted me to lick our joint
fluids from his slimy manhood...


I contemplated resistance....  but that would have done nothing....
except maybe having him prove once again that he was the master of the
house..... and I was his little whore... his sexual toy....


I fell to my knees before him and extended my mouth so that he could feed
his black cock between my lips.. It pleased him to see me so submissive....  I
licked the slippery fluid from the underside of his long thick manhood first...
and then paid homage to the top of his cock...


Once he was clean he laid on top of the clean white sheets... he again
motioned for me to join him which I meekly did...  I felt his strong arms
circle my body and I pushed against his hard black body......


Shortly sleep overcame my weary and broken body...  I thought about my
young innocent daughter but I did not want to bring her to the gentle mercy of
the black man who had so brutally impaled me just moments earlier.. There would
be time for me to contemplate how we were going to survive....  But for tonight
I was content to merely wedge myself on the black servant who had just bred me
for the first time...  I had no illusions that it would be for the last time...


Ann's Initial Training
                                  Chapter Two
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


I was awaken several times the first night by the black man that was
lying beside me in my husband's bed.  Hezron seemed to have a nearly insatiable
sexual appetite.  The first night and for most of my "training period" Hezron
was not gentle....  He cared for his own satisfaction and not mine.


His first brutal and complete breeding had left my tight little pussy
sore and stretched.  My husband Peter is what is called an "average" man....
Hezron my not be the exception but was endowed with a massive eleven inch
manhood...  His black cock is long; but it also very thick. While Peter's
manhood is six inches when fully excited Hezron is nearly twice that when it is
flaccid.


After my first breeding I feel asleep in his strong muscular arms and for
some reason felt very safe and secure in those strong black arms.  And there is
something else....  I achieved one of my few orgasms since I arrived in the God
Forsaken part of the world.  While Peter tries; and is a gentle lover; more
times than not he is unable to bring me to the peak....  The fact that I denied
my husband the soft pleasures of my body for the last several days due to his
insistence that Hezron would occupy our home also made me ripe for any
man....especially one such as Hezron with such an awesome woman pleasing
cock...


Hezron told me later that his plan was first; to breed me constantly in
the first several days of his control of the household.  His second part of the
plan was to terrify me in the sense that he knew that I was overly concerned
with the safety of my thirteen year old virginal daughter.   He understood my
fear that if he introduced his manhood into her tight little slit she would be
ruined for life; in more than one way....  His strategies were employed very
successfully.


During that first awful night I felt Hezron's hard black cock start to
harden...  Hezron's pre cum usually precedes his actual domination of my
body.....  I felt his slimy fluid coat my upper thighs or stomach...  Shortly
thereafter Hezron was spreading my legs in preparation of his breeding me...
Each time I felt him push me on my back and start to open my legs I dreaded the
insertion of his hard black cock.  You see.... Hezron was always ready...
Prior to Hezron's training of my small body I had always required a great deal
of foreplay to "prepare myself" for my husband's cock insertion.  However...
Hezron felt that was unnecessary and therefore dispensed with this aspect of
lovemaking....  Fortunately for my sore and stretched pussy chamber I started
to lubricate almost immediately when Hezron first started his attack...


Attack may sound like a harsh word... but during the first few days when
Hezron was first training me on what he expected of a white woman... a
wife..... he was very brutal; direct.  He would not tolerate anything but total
and complete subservience to his black manhood...


Although my breasts are relatively small; 34B; Hezron had an obsession
with them... Most of the black women that he fucked in the past had large;
almost floppy mammaries and he told me that they disgusted him...  However my
smaller; but much firmer titty flesh allowed his to nearly suck into his mouth
completely.


After the first morning when I looked into the mirror for the first time
since his brutal conquest of my body I couldn't believe how discolored by small
breasts were.  They appeared to be covered by a massive dark purple hickey from
his constant suckling of my nipples... The lovebites... and the distortion of
their Lilly white appearance made them appear almost grotesque.


Hezron took me another two times that first night...  I should relate
that I resisted; that I didn't enjoy his lovemaking.... but that would be a
lie.  You see; Peter; my husband is not a very good lover.  He is a good
husband but he lacks the size; stamina; and expertise to sexually satisfy me.


I am not sure when I fully accepted Hezron as my substitute husband; as
the dominant male in our household but I am sure it was during those first days
after Peter left me alone with the muscular black man.


When we woke up the first morning I was very sore... I could walk only
with exaggerated motions.  Hezron had so stretched my previously tight pussy
that I could walk only with great discomfort.  He is a large man weighing at
least 240 pounds and he was on my three times that first night....  My breasts
as I have told you were very tender and bruised...  they ached even to the
touch.


I was the first to leave our bed... I told Hezron that I had to help
Debbie get ready for school.  She was awake when I left the bedroom....  I
quickly closed the door and I do not know if she had seen that Hezron had taken
the place of her father or not.  At that point it did not really matter any
way...  Hezron was the man of the house and he could take anything he wanted...
He had already taken me; and I was confident that the balance of the day held
many more opportunities for him to pursue my "training"....


When I left Hezron's side he instructed me to return to his bed when
Debbie had caught her ride...  He was to give me instructions on the balance of
the day... after I cleaned him again with my tongue....


Without considering the implications I complied with Hezron's
instructions...  I dutifully fell to my knees a second time and cleaned the
black manhood that had satisfied my need during the night....  We then showered
together.  He made me wash him with my hands... and lather his masculine
appendage. After we had dried he told me that until it was time for Debbie to
return home that I was to remain completely naked.... and he should have added;
completely vulnerable....


The first lesson was harshly learned.   Heretofore he was the servant;
the one that prepared the meals and cleaned the house.  From the first day
forward the roles were reversed. When I did not complete the tasks to his
satisfaction he had a willow switch which he used forcefully...  As he switched
my delicate, bare asscheeks I had to recant my shortcomings...  if I failed to
present the proper attitude the spanking would continue....  The first day was
the worse..  I had to completely change my entire attitude that was instilled
in me for the last several months....


After my first whipping he bent me over the back of the sofa.... He ran
his hands over my red welted ass cheeks... enjoying each time I flinched....
It was at this time that he found my anus....  He softly probed with his index
finger... not inserting it inside me but merely probing the wrinkled little
eyelet..  He knew that he was causing my consternation as I tried to wiggle
away from his inquisitive finger.  Each time I tried to avoid his contact he
swatted my red ass cheeks with his bare hand....


"Have you allowed a man to enter you there?" he inquired.


Nervously..... I responded, "No one has ever penetrated me anally..."


I could not see his smiling face but the simple admission caused him
pleasure.  I knew from that moment that my anal cherry would not be long for
this world...


During the firs full day he mounted me twice... leaving his sperm deep in
my womb....


After the first time I begged that he withdraw...  I implored him;
telling him that I was not on the pill or any birth control device...  The
knowledge that he was depositing his fertile seed next to my cervix pleased
him.. "You will carry my baby.....  It will insure that you remain mine...."was
his simple explanation.


I understood what my outcome will be....  Hezron and his fertile black
seed will surely impregnate me... there will be no salvation...


It was nearing late afternoon and I turned to my new cock provider; "May
I get dressed...  Debbie will be home shortly?"


He contemplated my simple request....  As I stood completely naked before
him...  He was seated on the sofa and I was standing before him with my
discolored; hickey covered breasts pointing proudly outward...  I have always
been proud of their firmness.... and it pleased me that he  too had became very
proud of my small firm breasts; and paid special attention to them during our
rough sexual couplings.


After several excruiating long minutes he finally looked up and spoke,
"Kneel...."


I meekly complied...  I did not disobey my new sex master....  the sharp
stings across my tight ass cheeks insured my total obedience.


With his left hand he brought forward a black two inch dog collar....
when he tried to slip it around my neck I started to resist....  I was slapped
for my efforts.  I then lowered my hands to my side and submissively allowed
him to place the collar around my neck.....


"I will expect you to wear this collar until you are properly trained...
If you resist my breeding your cute little pussy I will attach a leash...  If
you behave yourself I will not attach the leash; at least that way your
daughter will not have to know that you are now mine...  Is that understood
Mrs. Townsend?" questioned Hezron.


I rubbed the side of my face which had been slapped....  it was red and
burned..  several small tears rolled down my cheeks.  My upbringing... told me
I should resist Hezron's domination; his breeding of my fertile body...  But
always.... always in the back of my mind was the fear that he would take my
daughter...  And even if Peter were here I doubt that he was man enough to
confront Hezron.... even if I told him of my rape.....


As my mind tried to digest the swift changes of just the last twenty four
hours I wondered if those were the real reasons that I wasn't  going to offer
resistance....


Sometimes honesty is not a virtue.  As I let my mind swirl amongst all
the emotions I was now feeling there was one that I was not coming to grips
with...  As I knelt before Hezron and his stern face I felt a tingling in my
nipples... I felt a hardness in my lower stomach that was racing to my still
dripping slit.  There was the one thing that I would not allow my mind to
comprehend......  The one thing was the intense sexual gratification that
Hezron had awaken me to...  Each time he spread my legs and stuffed his huge
manhood deep into my willing but sore pussy I was able to reach climax...  I
had more orgasms in the last twenty four hours than I have had in the last six
months with my kind, gentle husband Peter....  I felt my stretched hole shiver
as I looked up at the arrogant black man waiting for my concurrence..  my
concurrence that would give him total sexual domination over my aching body
for.........???


"Please do not put the leash on....  I will obey you Hezron...  All I ask
is that you not humiliate me in front of my daughter....  She is not to
know..." I pleaded.


A flash of anger spread over Hezron's face.... His large black hand
slapped me again; nearly knocking me over. "White women do not dictate the
terms of their submission to black men...  I will do as I please with your
scraggily white body...  You ever displease me and you know the consequences
for not only you but also your daughter.....  Do you understand Hezron?"


My face stung from the second bitch slap of the day... Hezron was not
someone to toy with...  He was the one in charge and he had no intention of
relinqueching even a portion of that authority.  I had no alternative other
than to meekly comply with his dictates....  "I understand Hezron...  I will
not disobey you..."


He allowed me to kneel before his widely splayed muscular black legs...
I watched the clock as the minutes ticked away...  It was 3.52 PM... only eight
minutes from when Debbie normally walked through the front door....


Finally satisfied with my continuing subserviance to him as Master of the
household he unbuckled his Khaki shorts and pulled them down his legs.  He wore
not underwear and his long thick cock spilled forward.  He kicked his shorts
off.....


"You know what to do white woman...  Do IT !!" was his simple command.


With the seconds ticking away I wasted no time in orally mounting my new
black lover... His huge purple head was so large that I had a difficult time in
getting the entire tip into my small mouth...  I struggled trying to service
his entire cock.... to compensate for my small size I gently cradled his huge
nut sack... rolling the egg size testicles with my delicate hands...  The
passionate sucking and licking on the head of his black cock and the gentle and
persistent massaging of his testicles rapidly brought hardness to his manhood.
He leaned back and allowed me to make love to his cock with my stretched
mouth....  I could tell when his excitement was swelling as he gripped me
painfully by my ears pulling me forward...  His large cock lodged securely in
my throat.


The eruption of his hot scalding sperm caught me unprepared and I tried
to dislodge my mouth...  His firm grasp of my ears held me firmly in place and
I struggled to completely swallow his entire discharge...  His pumping went on
for several minutes.....  I nearly gagged at the huge deposit of thick sperm
deep into my throat....  After he was finally  finished with his discharge he
ordered me to lick him clean which I tried to do.... I cleaned his long hard
black cock with my tongue trying to guage the dwindling time frame until my
virginal daughter arrived home from school.....  I am confident that she would
not have been prepared to witness her mother on her knees in front of the black
servant licking his black cock clean from his oral pleasuring of her mouth.....


As I was finishing my task I heard the van stop at the end of the
drive....  I looked up pleading with my eyes for Hezron to allow me to escape
to my.... no ..... our bedroom... Cruelly he made me wait until the very last
second until he kicked me away from his wide spread legs.  I immediately
scampered for the safety of the bedroom...  As I turned to close the door at
the same time the front door was opening I watched as Hezron pulled on his
shorts before again flopping down on the sofa....


Resting against the door I let my hands drop to the top of my hair
covered mound...  Slipping in one finger I retrieved my digit... it was
completely wet...  Hezron excited my body even with his intential cruelity.  I
carefully walked to my closet and pulled the sliding door open.  There were
many outfits... and I couldn't pick the one that I felt Hezron would be
satisfied with.  I therefore picked out my shortest sun dress.  It was
lowcut... and the hem was nearly four inches above my knees. I only wore the
dress when I tried to excite Peter.... usually without any effect.  I pulled
the dress on over my naked body... I was not permitted to wear a bra or
panties; Hezron was very specific on those details.  He wanted me available....
he wanted all of me available....


The evening meal was very strained.  Debbie was unsure why it was I who
prepared the meal.... normally the job of Hezron...  She was also curious about
my thin collar....  She kept looking at it with a curious tint to her eyes...
Through dinner Hezron did not demonstrate his mastery of my body... He allowed
Debbie to go to bed before ordering me to strip in the living room....


"Please no... Debbie might come out...." I begged....


Hezron had retrieved his willow switch which he applied decisively to my
upper thighs...  After the third sting I had shed my dress....


"On your hands and knees....  I want you to crawl to the bedroom," was
his brutal command....


I slowly crawled along the long wooden floor to the master bedroom...  He
followed me watching my ass sway side to side.... his eyes followed the three
red stripes on my upper thighs where his switch had subjugated me quickly.....


When I reached the edge of the bed he commanded that I stop....  I stayed
on my hands and knees with my face the height of the bed....  I could hear
Hezron opening some kind of jar.....


The cold sticky lubricant felt strange at first... he had removed his
shorts and was standing on his knees directly behind me...  His thick fingers
were applying in a rather brutish manner the lubricant that he hoped would
permit his entry into my one remaining cherry opening.  My pussy is extremely
tight and my small wrinkled anus is even more so.....  I gasped as his thick
finger probed the small opening...even with the lubricant freely applied the
fit was very tight... very tight....  I moaned as he continued to finger my
asshole.....  I wanted to escape this dreadful ordeal but there was no
escape.... only more of Hezron's raging black cock.


At long last he was able to succeed in pushing his index finger into my
tight passage.  I wanted to pull away but I realized that it was not acceptable
to Hezron for me to do so... so I merely endured his rough and harsh
manipulation of my sore opening.  He finally succeeded into entering me with
his finger.... it felt so very tight.  I had no idea how his large cock would
ever fit...... it would probably damage me forever..... but there was no
escape.


It took a great deal of time but at long last I was able to relax... and
Hezron's finger was allowed to slip easily in and out of my anus.....  He
continued his harsh and unforgiving insertion for several more minutes...  when
he retracted his long finger I knew that it was time...  I would no longer be
an anal virgin much longer....


As the tip of his cock bruched against my puckered opening I could tell
that Hezron had also lubricated his manhood.  I could not comprehend how he
expected to enter me... it was simply far too large...  I squeeled as the tip
brushed against my small opening......


Fear nearly overcame me as I felt his strong hands grip my hips....  At
the same time his muscular hands attached themselves to me I felt his powerful
hips thrust forward....  The immediate pain sensation was nearly
overwhelming... My arms and face collapsed to the hard floor and I tried to
scoot forward... my feet were slipping against the hard wooden floors as Hezron
had me nearly off the ground....  Only the head of his cock was lodged in my
tight opening but I could barely breathe.....


I felt the next insertion when his strong hands tightened on my hips once
again....  Struggling I tried to push forward but my head was lodged against
the base of the bed and my feet nearly off the ground....  His second thrust
buried yet another several inches of black manhood into my anal chamber... I
had never felt so full... his manhood appeared to swell after it was lodged in
my stretched and torn anal passage......


I was nearly breathless; on the verge of passing out..... and yet Hezron
continued his assault.... inche after agonizing inch was forced into my ravaged
ass chute.....


He finally succeeded in lodging his entire manhood within my stretched
and torn opening... then and only then was he able to start his withdrawl....
and quick reinsertion of the huge black tube.....  Time after time I prayed
that he would extract the huge crudgel only to find him power himself back into
me... each time with greater force....


His hands remained on my hips... he did not trust me to not try to evade
his anal sexing....


My nipples were the first to respond... they were continually being drug
across the hardwood floor... and although still raw from the first night's
roughshod caressing became rigid.....


The sensation in my full anal chute changed slowly from total pain and
agony to a semi numbness.... the sensation was not entirely pleasurable but at
least it was not total unforgiving pain....  Hezron, of course was not
concerned with my pleasure... but with his pleasure... especially when it also
involved a heavy mixture to total dominance.....


As with his vaginal sexing of my body I could guage his orgasm as his
muscular body tensed immediately before spewing forth it scalding black
gism....  The salty fluid stung my most private passage as the small tears
became extremely noticeable.....  It was still not pleasurable and I prayed
that anal sex would only be an occasional daliance to my new master....


As with the first night; after he deposited his sperm in my ass he
collapsed on top of me... holding me down....


When my master became sleepy he lifted his body off mine and pulled me
along side him as he collapsed on the newly washed white sheets....  I drifted
off to sleep with my second hole stretched and leaking his discharge....


***************************************************
If you would like to read more of Arc Light's excellent stories
then please visit the Arc Light Archive at:
     http://www.darkwanderer.net/alight.html
Enjoy!!!
***************************************************
If you enjoyed this story then please visit my site.
If you have a story you would like to posted on my
site please email it to:
darkwanderer@darkwanderer.net
***************************************************


Jackie Succumbs
Jackie Succumbs
                                  Chapter One
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


I am not sure how to relate my seduction to you...  It was not expected.
Up until the moment that Art Leefers (a.k.a. Arc Light) impaled me on the end
of his magnificent cock I was totally faithful to my husband Buddy.  When Buddy
and I were married I was a virgin; over the years we have explored our
sexuality to the fullest.  We are both very sexual beings and I have been
allowed to explore my wildest fantasies....


But... the reason that you are reading my story; and that I am writing it
is due to the fact that I have committed adultery for the first time in my
twenty eight years.  Let me give you some background....  I am 28; five foot
nine inches with long brown hair....  My breast size is 34b; and if I may say
so they defy gravity....  But my biggest asset; the one that my husband is most
appreciative of is my long... long legs and my tight little ass...


Buddy; my husband is 30 and has always been very supportive of my
exploration of my sexual horizons...  One thing that I believe he would enjoy
is seeing me with another man... but he would never tell me of that desire.
Maybe that belief; that he wanted me to have another man caused my resistance
to weaken.  Whatever the case I can only relate my story to you.... of how Art
Leefers confidently and with great suave managed to seduce me in a rather short
time.


I have always maintained my sleek shape by religiously exercising a
minimum of five times weekly; mostly at the local health club /gym....  It was
here that I first became aware of the older (mid forties) but extremely
handsome man...  He was nearly six foot seven inches and two hundred fifty
pounds; but none of it was fat.  Although he did not have the bulging muscles
of a weight builder he did have a very distinct muscular build.  I had noticed
his confident and graceful style as I was exercising and he was playing a game
of pick up basketball... I managed to find a stairclimber on the second floor
mezzanine that overlooked the basketball court...  Art knew his stuff.... even
at his age he was a far better basketball player  than the mostly younger men
that he played against....  On more than one occasion he looked up and saw that
I was staring....  I felt myself blush and quickly look away...pumping even
harder on the stairclimber....


When the pick up game ended I stopped my furious pace; the sweat running
off my tight body in rivulets.  As I walked to the elevator (a real
contradiction in efforts huh?) I pushed the button....  I planned to go to the
nineteenth floor of the office building and have a fruit drink with my
friends...  a pretty common treat after such a hard work-out.


As the door opened I was greeted by the smiling face of the hunk that I
had been observing all evening....  A broad smile covered his face... "Although
it's crowded there is always room for such a pretty lady," he flirted...  His
teammates merely smiled at his obvious invitation..  Unable to gracefully
refuse his offer I walked into the small compartment and turned around facing
the door.  The elevator was crowded... extremely so and we were all bunched
together.  I was very nervous... the sweat had soaked my sweatshirt and my
nipples were very prominent... my cotton gym shorts were soaked and the
elevator's air conditioning was causing me to shiver just slightly...


On the next floor two muscular black men entered forcing me to step
back...  As I stepped back I felt Art's solid manhood slip between my soaked
ass cheeks...  I tried to step forward but bumped against one of the large
black bodybuilders who gave me a scowl...   Stepping back once again I felt my
asscheeks tremble as his semi hard manhood lodged itself vertically against my
firm ass....  Just at that moment I heard the elevator thud to a complete
stop... the lights dimmed....and the hard obtrusion lodged between my cheeks
swelled...  As the people in the crowded elevator made small talk I felt the
hard thick manhood continue to swell and fill the small crevice between my firm
ass cheeks....  The lights; already dim; finally faded completely.  As the
small compartment went totally black I felt strong hands reach around my
body...  Slowly; gently... the fingers slid around my lean frame...  I should
have reached the strong hands with mine and deflected them.  As the fingers
tightened around my nipples I felt them harden even more than they were...  He
openly fondled them... twisted them between his index finger and thumb...  His
style was aggressive... He knew how to please a woman...  I felt my knees
became weak as he continued to openly fondle my nipples...  his manhood firmly
lodged between my ass cheeks... rapidly swelling....  I licked my lips and
closed my eyes... even though the darkness was complete in the small
elevator...


As I stood silently against the tall unseen stranger I felt his hot
breath against my neck....  "Spread yourself...." was his simple command..


I shook my head.....  I couldn't do something so blatant.. so sexual with
someone that I had not even met.


His strong fingers tightened on my hard nipples..  I concealed the hard
pressure and the delightful pain by biting down on my lip...


"Do as I say.....  Don't disappoint me Again...." was his stern but
softly spoken order..


My mind was screaming NO.... NO I can't... I can't betray my husband... I
can't betray myself....


As my mind was screaming no... my legs parted...  As I spread myself I
felt the huge log become even more lodged between my wet and now spread ass
cheeks...  I felt his fingers slide down the front of my body...  I meekly let
my arms stay rigid by my side in the dark elevator...


His fingers brushed across the front of my now protruding little clit...
I gasped as the finger casually; arrogantly stroked my sex...  I wanted to
scream for him to stop his casual conquest of my tense body but I couldn't
speak.... but I am sure that the occupants of the crowded elevator heard my
soft low moan....


As his left hand continued stroking my throbbing hard little clit he
brought his right hand to the leg band of my shorts... I clenched my teeth as
the probing fingers pushed my shorts up... "OH GOD.... HAVE MERCY.... PLEASE
GOD HAVE MERCY!!!" my mind screamed...


As the fingers pushed my shorts aside they brushed against the red thong
panties searching for my opening...  He was persistent.... his fingers
continued to search... OH God... the pleasure was intense...


His left hand continued the gentle but forceful caressing of my sex....
his right fingers finally found my chamber and gently slid in the wet
passage...  I was biting down so hard on my lip that I tasted the salty mixture
of my blood when my lip finally was ripped by my sharp teeth.....


"Spread yourself more Mrs. Rhinehart," came the low soft command in my
ear....  He knew who I was...  HOW??


I hesitated but then I felt my legs freely spread for his pleasure... and
mine.


His long tube was still imbedded between my cheeks... I felt it grow as
he continued to forcefully finger me amongst an elevator full of sweating and
nervous occupants....  I was getting close... he could tell by my sensuous
movements against his manhood...  AND THEN.... my first orgasm squeaked out...
a prelude of what was to come.


I collapsed against his strong hard body...  My eyes closed and my legs
turned to rubber....  The movement caused quite a stir in the crowded elevator
but I was beyond caring.... My body tingled as the aftermath of my climax
overtook my inner instincts. Art held me in his strong hands....


As if on Que. the lights came back on as I recovered from my pleasure...
the elevator clunked as it came to life and thrust upward bringing a collective
sigh of relief.....


As door swung open on the nineteenth floor the anxious occupants quickly
made their escape...  Art's teammates walked casually out and noticing he was
holding back turned with puzzled looks on their faces.  "Go ahead...I'll join
you in a minute.." he casually stated.


As with Art I held back watching the people quickly make their way to the
bar....


We followed them very slowly... until we came to a door leading to the
roof of the exclusive hotel...  He put his large hand around my neck and guided
me to the door.  I offered no resistance; not knowing what was to come....


As we walked up the flight of stairs to the roof I felt his strong hands
around my shoulders; seemingly steadying my still tense and shaking body....


He pushed open the heavy metal door and we walked into the cool spring
air...  it cooled our sweat soaked bodies. Art casually walked to the handrail
of the observation deck and then turned.  As I watched he put his fingers into
the hem of his sweat shorts and pulled them slowly down to his knees...  His
magnificent cock was still hard and it flopped free....  I stood mesmerized at
the beautiful manhood as it swung before me.... He took the shaft and steadied
the manweapon and motioned for me to come forward.  As if in a trance I walked
the few short paces and submissively fell to my knees...  Closing my eyes I
meekly opened my mouth and allowed to insert his manhood between my eager lips.
He felt warm... and as I tongued the bottom of his shaft I could feel the vein
filling with blood...  I could only get the large mushroomed head in my small
mouth....


After several minutes of paying my oral respect he pulled the beautiful
organ from my oral chamber.  With a puzzled expression I looked up from my
kneeling submissive position....  Art pulled his cock up and back exposing his
large egg sized testicles....  He didn't have to order me....  My tongue darted
out and caressed his manly sack..  It brought him pleasure.... it brought me
pleasure...


My tongue cleaned the sweat from his testicles and after several minutes
he rewarded me with his hot scalding spunk... it splashed against my eager
face... running down my chin and coating the front of my shirt.  Kneeling
submissively before Mr. Arthur Leefers I felt him stroke the remaining fluid
from his long shaft and allow it to drip on my eager face........


It took several minutes for me to recover....  All of a sudden reality
returned.... As I was kneeling before the first man other than my husband to
know me intimately; albeit with only his fingers; my common sense returned with
a harsh reality. Embarrassed I pulled my tired body up and hurriedly made my
way to the door leading to the elevator...  My action caught Art offguard....
By the time he pulled his sweat pants back up I was gone....


When I got to the women's locker room I merely gathered my belongings and
ran to my car....


Upon my return home I quickly made my way to the bathroom and escaped
under the soothing warm spray of the shower.   Fortunately my husband Buddy
drifted off to sleep before I had emerged from the shower.  As I quietly laid
beside my husband I comprehended my infidelity......


On the next day both I and Buddy arose early.  Due to his job he was to
travel to the East coast for the next four days. I was apprehensive and
nervous; I wanted to confess my infidelity; to tell him that my one time
dalliance was merely a moment of weakness.  However with the hectic schedule
this first morning after my adulterous escapade there did not seem to be a
window of opportunity for my confession.  I kissed him passionately as he
hurried out the door to jump in his waiting taxi....  I stared as the yellow
car sped away...  a wave of guilt careened through my mind.  I lost myself in a
hot shower and quickly dressed for work.  I work as a Dental Assistant for a
large Dental Clinic.  Most of my work is in the office and as I selected my
wardrobe for this new day I chose to be a little naughty.....  I selected a set
of dark blue lace panties and matching push up bra...  Since I had selected a
rather tight and rather short (three inches above knees) dark blue skirt I
picked out a pair of nude colored hose supported by the thinnest of dark blue
garters...  Pulling on a pair of black patent three inch heels I headed for
work.


Once at work I tried to lose myself in the never ending supply of dental
forms.  About ten o'clock one of the other girls motioned that I had a call....
Expecting my husband to announce his safe arrival I eagerly picked up the
phone.


"Jackie....  I enjoyed our little rendezvous very much last night.. I had
no idea that you were such a talented cock sucker..."


The words paralyzed me....


"I believe we should meet again... say after work?" the deep voice
questioned.


Desperately trying to recover I mumbled, "No...  I don't think that will
be possible..  I am married.. I can't see you again."


There was an agonizing minute of silence on the line as I noticeably
fidgeted...  I could see my co-workers start to stare...


"Jackie.....  I will make this very simple for you..  Last night while
you were giving me a world class blow job one of my teammates became curious
about my absence.  He had the foresight to bring a throw away camera to the gym
and thought that I might appreciate a picture of the little tart sucking me
dry...  Although the pictures are not museum quality I am sure that anyone can
pick out your pretty face.... even it is covered with my sperm..  Now we will
not speak of this again...  I will pick you up at five o'clock at your office.
Is that understood?"


I was in shock.....  What if Art sent one of those pictures to my husband
Buddy?  My mind was trying to absorb the image.....  I thought back the few
hours to the moment when Art's long thick cock spew his spunk over my face as I
sucked on his balls....


My voice trembling I meekly submitted...."Yes....."


"And Jackie... there is one more thing.... Don't wear any panties...  You
won't need them now will you?"


The simple statement caused me to nearly drop the phone... My mind tried
to comprehend this last brutal statement....


"Jackie...  Did you understand my instructions?" Art continued.


I stared at the wall; my eyes unable to focus...  Finally I continued my
surrender.....  "Yes... I understand your instructions..."


I am sure that Mr. Art Leefers sensed my surrender....


"Mrs. Rhinehart... on second thought I don't believe you will have any
need for your bra either.  After all... you breasts aren't that large are they
?  Lose it when you take your panties off...  Do you understand my instructions
Mrs. Rhinehart?"


I could tell that Art had changed to calling me "Mrs." for a very
distinct reason.  He wanted to further insure that I understood the fact that I
was about to embark on a journey of adultery...  Adultery with a man that had
callously fingered me to orgasm in a crowded elevator only fifteen hours
previously... Martial infidelity with a man that I had sucked his cock shortly
thereafter....  But he was waiting for an answer.....  Unable to form words I
meekly answered my acceptance of his terms, "Yes...."


Rather than allow me a single second to regroup from my verbal ordeal he
again spoke......  "Say it Jackie..  Tell me how you are going to prepare for
our date ...."


My mind continued to swirl...  But I had already surrendered to this dark
tall stranger; what possibly could it matter if I actually spoke the words....


"I will remove my panties and bra..... and will be waiting for you at
five o'clock."


There was another moment of silence.....  excruciating dead silence...


"Mrs. Rhinehart..... Does your husband know what a slut he is married to
?  If he did I believe that he would want you to be punished for your wanton
behavior.  You best be prepared....."


The phone went silent.....


As the other girls in the office continued to stare at me I felt very
uncomfortable; as if each and every one could sense my sexual surrender to
someone other than my husband. I quickly stood and scurried to the women's rest
room... Pulling open a door to a stall I fell against it....  There was
something strange....  I let my hand fall to the front of my skirt....  My
panties were soaked.....  The unknown stranger had soaked my panties by merely
telling me how much of a slut I had become in only one day...  I continued to
stroke my self...  As the sensations became more intense I pulled the hem of my
skirt up; my panties down to my knees.  I buried my fingers in my now sopping
little hole and stroked my clit with my other hand....  As my orgasm neared I
moaned loudly.....


I slumped down against the door.  I do not know if anyone else was
present.....  I didn't care.....


My mind now at least partially clear I wondered if my new lover would
approve.....  No...  I reasoned he would have not allowed me to relieve my
sexual tension in such a fashion.... Smiling.... I then thought... but he is
not here.....


I tried to clean myself... to sop up some of my honey like fluid...  I
then pulled my panties back up...  I needed something to absorb my continually
leaking little chamber.....


Five O'clock will take an eternity to arrive....  As that thought passed
through my mind I recalled my husband's face as he smilingly left for his trip
this morning.  I wonder if he would be smiling now... knowing that his pretty
wife was planning on a sexual escapade with a long dicked jock..... Probably
not I reasoned.


Jackie's First Date
                                  Chapter Two
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


As the day drug on I became more and more anxious; apprehensive about
what I was about to do.  I had never cheated on my husband in the seven years
that we had been married....  I tried to reason that I had no choice.... the
photographs.... the damn photographs showing me on my knees before Art
Leefers.... with his thick sperm dripping from my face.  The revelation would
kill my husband Buddy... he had always trusted me and now .......


I revisited the fateful minutes in the dark elevator when I allowed this
tall muscular man to openly fondle me..... to finger me to a mind blowing
orgasm.  "Oh God," I thought.... "if only I could relive those fateful minutes
when I allowed my guard to fall."


But today; this minute there was no going back.  I glanced at the huge
office clock..... 4:55 PM.... most of the other girls were cleaning their desks
and getting ready to go home... home to their husbands...  I walked down the
long hallway to the women's restroom...  I too was going to get ready to
leave.... to leave with a muscular older man who had all the intentions in the
world of burying his large manhood into my previously near virginal slit....
My husband Buddy had been the only man that I was ever with.... he took my
cherry.... and I have been faithful for seven years...  But that was about to
change; wasn't it ?


I carefully pulled off my dark blue jacket... followed by my white silk
blouse....I unsnapped the clasp to my bra and arching my shoulders let it fall
free...  as it did I felt my nipples develop their now familiar hardness.  I
then slipped on the blouse and jacket....


The next task was far more personal...  I stared at the small mirror on
the back of the restroom stall door.  The pretty face.... the long brunette
hair falling to my shoulders...  The face showed the anxiety that I was
feeling.  Brushing aside the disturbing picture I pulled the hem of my skirt
up..  I held the skirt with one hand and then slipped my dark blue panties down
my nylon covered legs...  As I stepped out of my panties I thought about the
fact that I wanted to be adventuresome today with my hose and garter..... How
ironical .......


As I stepped from the front door of the office complex I seen a black  SS
Impala slide to the front curb...  the windows were glazed and the powerful
engine emitted a deep roar....  Without a doubt my carriage had arrived...


I walked to the passenger side and opened the door to find Art's ruggedly
handsome tanned face...  The slight gray around his temples made him look very
sophisticated...  As I slid into the bucket seat beside him I deliberately
allowed my already short skirt to raise even higher on my pretty upper
thighs...  Art enjoyed my performance.....


His hand found my left leg and he casually slid his powerful hand along
the inside...  I closed my eyes...  I had wanted to tease this arrogant man;
but he accepted my challenge and raised the stakes quickly....  his hand freely
traveled up my heated upper thigh until he was at the outer limits of my raging
slit...  "Spread for me like you willingly did last night Jackie....  I want to
insure that you followed my instructions..." he confidently ordered.


The remark irked my sensibilities....  I started to protest his version
of my earlier surrender...


And then I felt my long legs slowly part...  His finger grazed my ragged
lips and I felt the tip of index finger slip easily in my wet slit.......


He removed his hand and brought his finger to my lips.....  Obediently
without his order I cleaned his finger of my juices....


As he removed his finger I questioned the latest signals of my
submission......


I started to close my widely spread legs until I seen his dark and
unyielding glare.... I quickly spread myself for him again...


"I like your choice of dress.  A pretty woman with your killer legs
should dress like a lady....  She should show her legs.... she should give
pleasure by her visual openness...  You have pleased me...  Your stock just
climbed.." Art offered.


I felt a moment of satisfaction....  I was glad to have pleased my new
lover....


"Where are we going...?" I softly asked.


Art ignored my question for several moments... and then in a reflective
voice spoke, "There is a small club that several of us from the gym go....  it
is small and intimate..."  He then turned and looked at me; "Do not displease
me in front of my friends...."


The subtle threat frightened me......


We traveled through the back streets of St. Paul and finally pulled up
next to a quiet; almost dark little pub.  Art walked to my door and as I exited
I gave him another shot at my killer gams....  it pleased me to tease and
torment my new owner.....


Gracefully he guided me through the crowded bar to stairs leading to the
rathskeller.  As we walked down into the darker more intimate setting I became
somewhat distressed.... Of the thirty people in the smaller confines their were
only three other white people.... all pretty girls on the arms of muscular
black men.....  I grabbed Art's strong arm and looked into his smiling face....
he could sense my distress and put his arm around my shoulders reassuring me of
his protective aura...


"These are my friends...  Do not displease me..." was his less than
gentle reminder.


He seemed to know the many gathered people and they were comfortable with
him being amongst them.... Looking at the bartender he held up two fingers and
the huge smiling black acknowledged his drink order.  I sit close to him in a
secluded table near the back of the intimate room...  As I slid into the chair
I felt the gaze of the gathered patrons... it made me very uneasy. I had lived
all my life in northern Minnesota and had not had very much contact with black
people.....  I felt very uneasy....


The huge black man brought our drinks and putting them in front of us
looked intently down at me....  I felt very uneasy.... and I noticed that he
was looking at my left hand.. Consciously I pulled my hand to my lap so that he
could not see my wedding ring....  The black understood my action and merely
smiled at his friend....."Why Art....I guess that you have yourself another
married one..."


Ignoring his question Art merely looked up at the huge bulk of a man....
"She is very pretty.... don't you agree Jerome ?"


Jerome agreed....  I could tell by the lustful stare...  My nipples had
harden and his dark forboding eyes were intently staring at my obvious sign of
pre arousal.....  I was very uncomfortable at his unyielding; glaring eyes....


"I believe her best assets are her long pretty legs..." Art stated.
Turning to me he then gave his next directive....  "Show my friend your pretty
legs Mrs. Rhinehart."


The "Mrs." was stated for an obvious reason....  His order for another
more than obvious reason...  He wanted to demonstrate his control over me.....
I turned and pleaded with my eyes for a reprieve.... but there was none.  Here
in the rathskeller of who knows where I was alone with Art and nearly two dozen
hard  bodied black men....  My options were limited......  No.... my options
were non-existent.


Turning slightly in the hard chair I allowed the black man to see my long
nylon covered legs...


Art smiled at my action... "Mrs. Rhinehart.....  Do I have to say it...."


I was very tense.... nearly shivering...  I had not played these games
with anyone except Buddy... my husband... My husband who was half a continent
away.... totally unaware that his previously faithful wife was now in a black
bar with the man who so expediently totally captured her...


"Mrs. Rhinehart.... you don't want me to explain your alternatives do you
?" Art sternly questioned.  There was no sympathy in his stern voice.


Staring intently at the table I slowly spread my long legs... the skirt
rising showing more and more of my nylon covered legs... Although I was
embarrassed at so blatantly showing myself to a huge black man hovering over me
there was another sensation.....  my nipples were almost painfully hard;
pressing against the soft silk cloth of my blouse.... and yes.... my pussy was
moist....


At long last I looked over to Art's amused face....


"Close your legs Mrs. Rhinehart... we wouldn't want my friends to think
you are a tramp...."


The words cut but I was relieved that I could pull my legs back
together...  I quickly sucked the high potency liquid down my throat and
returned to Art's amused face.  I had pleased my lover.... it made me feel
good...  it excited me that I had pleased him.


I quickly finished my drink...  I usually do not drink and the alcohol
had a calming effect on my fragile psychic...  The next drink that Art ordered
was even more potent than the first... the third drink must have consisted  of
pure alcohol and I started feeling the cumulative effects as I slowly sipped on
it... Art's conversation was very pleasant and the combination of the strong
drinks and his pleasant dialogue lulled me into a relaxed serenity...


As I finished the last of my third drink one of Art's black friends sit
down beside me.  He was very young; probably only nineteen or twenty... and he
was very cocky... He put one of his black hands on my right knee and looked
into my eyes...  I retracted and immediately looked towards Art...


"Jimmy is one of my friends...  He, like I enjoys pretty things....." Art
stated.


With that simple statement I felt Jimmy's large black hand slide slowly
up the inside of my thigh...  I quickly closed my legs.... clenching them
together....


"My dear Jackie.... that is not permitted when my friends are enjoying
your charms....  You may deny your husband such liberties but when my friends
what to explore that tight little body of yours you will allow them the
pleasures they seek....  Do you have any questions ?" Art firmly stated.


I couldn't believe the words....


My head was swirling with the alcohol.... with trepidation I allowed my
legs to part....  Jimmy's bright white teeth showed his approval at my
submissive reaction to my new owner.. His hand continued it's unobstructed
journey up my inner thigh...  I tried to grab his wrist when I felt his fingers
brush against my lower lips...  His fingers were persistent; not unlike Art's
only twenty four hours before.  He was not in the mood for foreplay and he
slipped his long black finger between my pussy lips.....  I tried to push his
hand away.... to clench my legs tight but he was already enjoying my
torment.....


Desperately I looked over to Art; hoping that he would be my
protector....


"Remove your hand from Jimmy's wrist... and spread yourself....  He is a
friend and I want my friend to enjoy a pretty girl...." Art was firm...


Shaking my head I tried to reason... but the strong drinks and Jimmy's
black fingers buried into my wet slit offered me no hope.  Against my inner
judgment I felt my legs part... allowing the probing black fingers to bury
themselves even deeper in my throbbing tight chute....  Art leaned over and
unbuttoned the top three buttons of my blouse...  I could offer no resistance..


The other patrons were very interested in seeing Jimmy finger fuck the
pretty white wife....  she was initially offering resistance but since her new
owner told her to spread her legs she was now starting to enjoy the perverse
and bizarre circumstance that she found herself.


"Lookee... lookeee the pretty white girl is starting to enjoy herself,"
Jimmy mocked....


I closed my eyes... the perverse pleasure was growing deep within
me....... accelerated by the thick black fingers sawing in and out of my now
wet pussy hole....


I lifted my hips as the fingers brought my closer... My hands again found
the black man's wrist... but this time I wanted him to continue his finger
fucking.....


A deep moan emerged from my throat as the crass black man was fingering
me.....  I closed my eyes tighter and felt the sensations as they overwhelmed
me.


Art's finger and thumb had found my nipples and he savagely twisted my
sensitive hard orbs.  "Tell Jimmy what you want....  Beg him to finish you..."


Pleading.... I spoke the words...."Please... Oh God... Do me.. Please
Jimmy.....PLEASE.... DEAR GOD PLEASE....."


I could see his smiling face the moment that my orgasm overwhelmed
me.....  The black patrons were all riveted on my obscene performance of lust.
I was writhing like a two dollar whore as an unknown black man was casually
finger fucking me to climax.....


Jimmy instinctively knew when my climax came.... he slowed his fingers
down allowing me to fall gracefully.... it took me a great deal of time to
finally have my breathing and my struggling body return to reality... reality
of where I was.... reality of who I am.....


As I returned to "normalcy" Jimmy pulled his fingers from my clenching
pussy....  Thanking my owner he rose and returned to the bar....


I tried to straighten my skirt.... to brush it down...  I could envision
how wet the back of my dark blue skirt was.....


"Go thank Jimmy...." Art ordered....


Feeling total humiliated I rose and walked to the bar.  I felt each of
the thirty pair of black eyes follow my every step. When I was next to the
young man I softly spoke, "Art wanted me to thank you.....  for..... for what
you did for me..."  I was terribly humbled but the black boy merely licked his
wet fingers and smiled..."You're welcome."


Turning I made my way to the ladies room and tried to straighten my
rumpled clothing and distraught mind.  I was very wobbly; the alcohol and
public sexing humiliation was nearly too much for me to accept.  Several women
came into the ladies room and were talking about my wanton display but quickly
stopped talking when they seem me....  One of them; a black girl walked over to
the mirror where I was standing...  "It be a good thing you be with Art... if
not you would be the choice morsel for a black gang bang tonight."


The words reverberated through my distraught mind.... "No...." was all I
could think.


I freshened my makeup and returned to the table where Art was patiently
waiting.


Another drink had been delivered and he insisted I drink it.


As we sit quietly talking another large black man approached the
table....  "May I have a dance with your date Art ?" he politely asked.


I desperately pleaded with my eyes... but to no avail....


The large black hand held out for my small delicate one...  I rose; fear
nearly overtaking me.  He led me to the dance floor and quickly pulled me close
to him...  I could feel his manhood as it pushed against the front of my
skirt..  His arms held me tight.... I could not believe that I was dancing a
slow dance in a dimly lit bar with a black man... while my husband was in total
bliss nearly half a continent away.  I became very uneasy; especially when the
large black hands cradled my tight ass and pulled me forward against his....
his hard black cock...


After the black man allowed me to sit down another took his place...  As
the night wore on each of the black patrons were allowed to dance with me....
and openly fondle me....Art merely stayed in the background acting as my
protector...


As the night wore on I became very excited at the ongoing set of hands
openly fondling my hard ass; pulling me against their hard black bodies....  My
nipples were hard; my pussy literly dripping.....


After the last dance I returned to Art seated at the small table.....


He simply asked...."Are you ready....?"


Standing in front of him totally aroused I merely nodded my head.....


Jackie's First Night
                                 Chapter Three
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


I stood silently as Art rose and walked over to me and put his strong arm
around my shoulders.....  We quietly walked past the black men that had openly
fondled me as we danced....


When we exited the bar he opened the door to the powerful car...  "Where
to Mrs. Rhinehart?" he simply asked. The true gentlemen was giving me one last
chance to retain my fidelity....


I could have thought about the right thing to do... but with my clit
throbbing and my passage leaking it's precious lubricant there was really no
choice....  He knew that I was now his... for the night.... for maybe the.....


"To your apartment Mr. Leefers...." I simply whispered...sealing my
infidelity with this strong muscular stranger.  He showed no emotion; but
simply drove into the dark night.


The cool night air felt good on my overheated body... We both knew the
ultimate outcome...  I wondered if he was excited as I....  my excitement was
putting a sheen on his black leather seat.


When we arrived at his apartment; it was a loft apartment over an office
building....  We quietly walked up the two flights of stairs....


He opened the door and I entered his well appointed apartment....  As I
passed the threshold I knew that there was no turning around....  I asked
myself; "How could I have become so enthralled with this tall dark stranger in
only one night?"


The answer to the hypothetical question put his strong arms around my
upper body...  His fingers again found my hard throbbing nipples and he
casually played with them while I kept my eyes tightly shut...  I moaned at the
pleasure he was giving me... and the pleasures that were yet to unfold.


While his left hand twisted my sensitive nipple I felt his right hand as
it slid down the side of my trembling body... it stopped at my gently swaying
hip and found the eyelet of the button to my skirt....  I felt him confidently
pull the small pearl from the opening.... and then drop to the clasp of the
zipper.... the metallic scream echoed through out the room as he pulled the
brass clasp ever downward.....  When it had completed its journey I felt the
tight skirt loosen and then fall down my legs....


Art's finger continued to roughly twist at my hyper sensitive nipple....
Art played rough... and my body was submissively responding to his forceful
attention.  We both understood that very shortly his manhood would be buried in
my waiting passage.....slippery from my night long lubrication....


His left hand briefly left my aching hard nipple as he unbuttoned the
remaining buttons on my blouse... He easily stripped the covering from my
shoulders; it falling to join my skirt at my feet........


I felt his strong arms fall to the top of my hips as he pulled my feet
from the floor and carried me effortlessly to the back of his long sofa.....
He sit my bottom on the back of the sofa and let me fall backwards... my head
was lodged on the seat of the sofa and I was grotesquely stretched...  I
balanced myself with my arms... my head starting to swirl from the
overabundance of alcohol floating through my aroused and stimulated body.  At
first I did not understand Art's reasoning.......  until I felt his hot tongue
lick my upper thighs... The smooth velvet tongue coated my warm and willing
thighs as it crept ever upward towards it's intended prize....  I moaned softly
at the exciting touch....


It crept slowly... licking and tasting my skin with each millimeter of
movement...  My pussy was wet... it had been wet all evening and I felt
somewhat ashamed....   I hoped that it's honey like taste had not changed....
I eagerly awaited the arrival of the prickly hard tongue....


Art made me wait...he wanted me to excrete more of my lubricant....he
knew that I was on the edge... that I my aroused body could not endure more of
his gentle torture.... He was right...  I was nearing my orgasm and he had yet
to insert his tongue into my sopping; pouting little passage....


The pleasure that he was producing was nearly painful.... I wanted not
only his tongue but his steel hard cock that he had fed me only twenty four
hours earlier...  I was becoming a whore for his pleasure...  in the briefest
of moments my husband Buddy's image flashed in my distraught mind.... but I
quickly forced it out...


He probed at my slit at first......


The electric shock caused me to arch my hips...I pushed with my nylon
covered legs to avoid the touch of his tongue... the pleasure was too
intense... I was certain that another gentle probe would ignite my orgasm....


He confidently allowed my writhing body to return to it's contorted
position before resuming his seduction.... his seduction of another man's wife.
His tongue was gentle this time.... he licked my ragged lower lips.... causing
them to release more of their precious fluid to his taste... only after
allowing me to become accustomed to the gentle licking of my outer most skin
did he return with a vengeance to my now hard and protruding clit.... it was
hard.... it was a hard little beacon of pleasure and Art's tongue probed the
sensitive little sex organ bringing a loud deep moan from my very being.....


My body writhed from the pleasure that my new lover was dispensing...  He
gripped my super sensitive clit with his teeth and provided just a minimum of
pressure which caused me to thrash about.... my moans increased as Art
callously played with my overwrought body...


My eyes were tightly closed but suddenly his mouth released my hard
little bud...  I allowed my aroused body to relax it's tense state....


The tip of Art's magnificent cock touched the wet opening to my pleasure
tunnel.....  The electricity caused me to tense...  With my hips being the
highest point of my body... my feet barely touching the ground I stood on my
tip toes attempting to encourage the hard man tube to insert itself deeper into
my being...  Art allowed me another inch.....  I felt myself cringe at the
gentle insertion....  I wanted... no I NEEDED more of his hard flesh.  But he
merely teased me... he wanted to make me crave his hard flesh...


It was at this most inopportune time that my mind recorded the fact that
Art must wear protection... my husband had a vasectomy so I had never
previously needed birth control...  But OH GOD...  I was about to be bred by
this handsome virile stranger and he had not yet slipped on a condom....


"Please.. put on protection...  I am not on birth control...  you must
wear a condom if you enter me..." I pleaded...


I didn't hear his amused little laugh...  Rather I felt his response;
that response being another two inches of pleasure. My inner chamber coated his
manhood with lubricant as it slowly wedged forward...  His thickness made my
wet passage seem very, very tight...  I wanted his cock in me.. the first cock
other than my husband's that ever pleasured me...  but I couldn't have him
leave his seed...  I tried to push myself up from my awkward position but as
soon as I pulled myself up I felt his strong hands grip my upper thighs and
pull up; forcing me back down...  Another inch was driven into my sweet
passage... it was instantly coated with my lust fluid...


I was moaning from the intense pleasure when Art went balls deep into my
tight little opening...


"Please.... don't forget... please wear a condom...  I can't have your
seed...  Please Art.... PLEASE!" I implored my new lover.


I felt his cock stroke my furnace.... I wanted him... so BADDD....


But then... he stopped stroking.... his large thick cock was merely
imbedded deep in my clenching little pussy.  I moaned from the pleasure of his
cock....  "Please... " I begged; not knowing what I was begging for....


"I'll remove my cock if that is what you wish... Jackie... Do you want me
to make my cock leave your sweet little pussy?" he threatened...


"Oh god noooo....   Please you must put on a condom...  you must...  I am
not protected.." I begged...


My lover's cock seemed to swell deep in my slit...  It felt like it was
throbbing... giving me pleasure each second....


"Clench me....  tighten your pussy muscles and suck my seed out...  DO
IT.... DO IT NOW..." was his counter command...


I desperately clenched my pussy muscles... I tried to tighten my legs but
he was wedged between them.... I had no choice other than to clench my inner
most muscles...  I needed his cock... I needed him to be in me...


As I clenched my pussy muscles my mind remembered his unprotected
shaft.... the shaft that was buried deep into my fertile womb...  "Please Mr.
Leefers... oh God... please put on a rubber...  You'll make me pregnant... what
oh God will my husband do...."


My pleading made the large thick cock in my passage swell even more...
but he didn't retreat...  From my position I could not see his face... I could
not see him at all...  All I could do is feel his massive cock as it twitched
and throbbed into my sweet channel...


"I've told you to clench my cock...  I want you to suck out my sperm with
just your pussy muscles...  Do you understand me Jackie....?" he mocked me...


I twisted my body trying to plead my new lover to obey me.... to put on a
rubber so that he wouldn't impregnate me... but he wasn't the one who was to be
instructed.... that privilege was to be mine.... I was owned by him; not he by
me.


His cock started to slip out....  he was backing up...  I screamed...."
God No... don't leave me... don't take that marvelous cock from me.."  I
started frantically clenching my muscles to trap his remaining cock....  I felt
his thickness as I tightened my most private muscles.


I heard him softly laugh...."I guess you really do want a little cock
don't you Mrs. Rhinehart...?  You want another man's cock to seed your precious
little pussy...  Tell me you want my cock more than your husband's!!!  Tell me
you little bitch !!!"


I couldn't live without the pleasure...  I couldn't..... not even if it
meant betrayal of my faithful husband.... "Please .... Please fuck me.... fuck
me you bastard!!" I screamed.


He reinserted his cock.. he wanted to play with my fragile emotions...
he wanted me to betray my husband.. the only other man to know me carnally....
He thrust forward with his powerful hips and his tip brushed my cervix bringing
an electrical charge which surged throughout my twisted body...  I couldn't
determine if the sensation was pain... or intense pleasure.  All I could feel
was the cock pushing aside my cervix as it wanted to deposit it's fertile seed
deep within my womb....


I couldn't release his pleasure prong and squeezed until my cunt muscles
felt they could give no more... He wanted me to massage his long thick cock
with my tight pussy muscles... he wanted me to masturbate on his hard
tube......  I strained.... I begged for him to finish my pleasure....


But he was not yet ready to allow me to climax...  He had not totally
broken me... he had not claimed me as his property... another man's faithful
wife.


I felt him lodge himself into my twisted body and then I felt his rhythm
return... he wanted to break me both psychologically.... along with sexually.
He had made me beg....


I couldn't stand the intense pleasure that he was bringing me...  He was
somewhat forceful which excited me. My husband was always gentle and
considerate... this man... this man that conquered me sexually had been direct
and brutal... he knew what my needs were.... He knew that I was a submissive
little slut that craved the domination that he provided so expertly.


The next insertion of his long cock allowed me no return.....


"Beg me...  beg me to seed you Jackie..." was his order....


I could no longer resist... I was his... there was no question in either
of our minds.  "Please.... I need you... I need you NOW....." I screamed... I
pleaded.... I begged....


The blast of his scalding cum was delivered deep into my womb... I felt
his sperm  splash against my most intimate being.  His cum caused me to
climax... climax completely.... My legs flew up to his muscular hips and tried
to pull him even deeper... I needed all of his meat deep inside my cunt.  He
allowed me my pleasure.....  He stood above me while I slowly recovered from my
all encompassing orgasm......


At long last I released my lover's ass....  My legs fell down and I
collapsed on the black leather sofa....  Breathing heavily my eyes fell to my
stretched vaginal chamber.... my lover's white cum was slowly dripping from my
slit.... the contrast as it fell from my nylons covered legs onto the black
leather was very visually appealing.


I was his now.... there was no question...  I am sorry Buddy..  I am so
sorry...
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Mrs. Jennifer Gets White Creme
Mrs. Jennifer Gets White Creme
                                  Chapter One
                                  By ARC LIGHT


Mrs. Jennifer was a white beauty who runs her business enterprises with
an iron hand.  If one of her white male employees gets out of line, she
forcefully and not very subtly puts them in their place.  She has little need
for the white boys who hunger after her tight firm body, with their boyish
desires.


Pity the white boys who makes a childish advance towards the blonde
goddess.  She turns their seductive dialogue into a humiliating and torturous
ordeal.  After she verbally chastises their meek and untoward advances, she
publicly continues their ridicule before their co-workers; more times than not,
destroying their future chances with the white beauties that fill the upscale
lingerie shop.


Mrs. Jennifer, a long legged beauty that is all to ready to prick tease
her employees and many rich customers who flock to her boutique, has little
time for their timid and useless little games.  What few of her employees and
customers are aware of is the fact that Mrs. Jennifer was introduced to hard
black cock at an early age and has craved the pleasure producing black male
instrument since her sixteenth birthday. Whenever a Black Man enters her
upscale shop, her warm, tight, pussy chamber starts dripping it's precious
sticky woman lubricant.  She immediately seeks out the black customer and tends
to his every need.


On many; if not most occasions she leaves with the black customer to seek
her reward of long black cock.  Once outside the ritzy neighborhood of her
store, she becomes a black cum slut that becomes submissive putty in the hands
of Black Dominance.   On many occasion she has been forced to drop to her knees
in a nearby alley, to pay homage to hard black cock.  Her addiction is freely
passed up and down the black neighborhoods and many young Black Gang Members
have freely availed themselves of the beautiful and submissive white beauty.


A recent adventure into the dark shadows of the black neighborhood came
just last Friday.  As she seductively dressed for the day at her shop her meek
and mild, (but very rich) husband begged her to satisfy his carnal need before
she hurried off to her exclusive shop.  Mrs. Jennifer was dressed in a sleek
above the knee black leather skirt with a slit the traveled nearly half way up
her leg.  Her pert pear shaped breasts were molded by a white lacy half bra;
and were covered by a white silk blouse.  Her long and well proportioned legs
were encased in sheer black stockings while the long and pretty gams were
covered again by knee high leather boots.  As she finished dressing, she mocked
her white boy husband nearly drooling at his beautiful wife as she made her
departure.


Looking over her shoulder she merely stated, "Don't wait up honey.  I
feel like today may be very luck for me.  I can already feel a black cock
embedded in my little pussy."  She enjoyed mocking her husband of nearly
fifteen years.  He obviously knew of her many black lovers but had become a
submissive white boy, whenever any of her real men came around to fill her
cringing pussy with black cock.  On most occasions, Mrs. Jennifer had forced
him to orally service not only herself but also harden and soak the black cocks
before they were imbedded deep in her womb.  After the sex act his mouth became
the receptacle of black sperm, as he was forced to clean both sex organs.  His
submissiveness was complete but was something that he had learned to endure.


After Mrs. Jennifer arrived at her store, she continually took stock of
the many customers and became visibly frustrated by the late afternoon when
none of the customers met her primary requirement.  At nearly six thirty;
thirty minutes before closing a large well dressed black gentlemen appeared.
Looking around the exclusive shop, he worked his way over to wear the sheer
panties were predominately on display and stared intensely into Jennifer's eyes
as she nervously walked over to the tall hard black man.


The intense stare drove the beautiful blonde goddess to distraction as
she quickly averted his intense stare.


"I will need seven pair of these panties," he spoke, as he pointed to the
sheerest and most sexy pair of satin panties.


Jennifer quickly wrapped the sexy lingerie and meekly handed the wrapped
package to the Black stranger standing before her.  The Black man made no
motion to pay for the enticing garments and casually stated, "Get your purse,
I'm hungry and you can buy me supper."


At first Jennifer was embarrassed by the indifferent attitude of the
arrogant Black.  She was also self conscious of her employees observing how
pliant and submissive she was as she meekly stood before the black, who
pretentiously ordered the heretofore dominant owner around.  Timidly, she
reached for her purse and meekly followed the Black out the door.


Once outside, he quickly flagged down a cab and entered the back seat
motioning for Jennifer to follow him. Looking nervously around the crowded
street, she hesitantly followed the graceful Black man.  Turning to the tardy
young white beauty, he gave his first order, "Don't ever hesitate again when I
tell you to do something.  Disobey me and I'll tan that white ass of yours
until you won't be able to sit for a week. Understand, Mrs. Jones?"


Taken back by the forceful manner in which she was addressed, she softly
muttered, "Yes......"  She then remembered she didn't know his name and he made
no effort in telling her of  the seemingly important point.


She then turned to face the front of the cab.  She felt the familiar dew
start to form deep inside her hole and unconsciously clasped her long legs
together.  Her nipples hardened and her lips trembled.


After several blocks, Jennifer felt the Black's large hand reach for her
purse and she tried to hold onto the bag without success.  The black dumped the
contents on the back seat and started sifting through the many items.  He
opened her billfold and stuffed her credit cards and cash into his suit jacket
and threw the empty container on the floor.  He quickly sifted through the
remaining contents and then picked up the small container holding the remaining
four birth control pills for this month.  Turning to the trembling young woman,
he gave his second command in the last five minutes, "Pop the pills out and
throw them out the window."


Although the dominant attitude had frightened the young beauty, she
obeyed the Black man seated beside her in, as the cab roared down the crowded
streets.  When the last pill had been popped from it's protective sheaf and was
thrown from the cab she returned her gaze to the Black Man, who was still
exploring the contents of her purse.  She looked at the smirking face as his
huge fingers played with the package of five "regular size" condoms.


"Who are these little rubbers for Snow White?" he questioned.


Nervously, she answered, "They are for my husband.  I don't allow him to
have sex with me without putting them on."


Arrogantly the Black threw the useless rubbers from the cab.  His hand
searched out the bright red lipstick tube and he twisted the bright red lip
gloss from the tube.  "Put some more of this on.  I like it thick; it makes a
woman look like she wants to fuck," he again ordered the compliant Mrs.
Jennifer Jones.


The young housewife complied with her latest command without question.


When she again turned to face her companion, she felt his large hand
caress the outside of her blouse and openly fondle her tight and nipple harden
breast.  He casually manipulated the hard nipples and quickly tiring of his
manipulations finally turned and looked out the cab window leaving the aroused
and dripping white housewife wanting more of the brutal and uncaring
manipulations.


In short order the cab arrived at a very plush restaurant and the Black
decabbed and walked to the door, with his white housewife companion scampering
after him, trying to stuff the contents of her purse back into the now empty
bag.


Once she entered the restaurant, she was still nearly running; trying to
keep up with the Black's swift pace.  Once she reached the table, where he was
seated, she was nearly winded; or at least she was breathing heavily.  As she
slid into the booth. she did not understand why she was nearly out of breath.
She looked around the swank restaurant and could see all the eyes were on
her.........  and her Black dinner companion.


Looking up, Silky merely muttered, "Over here," patting the seat next to
his large frame.  Mrs. Jennifer Jones quickly slid over to the vacant space.
When seated, she looked into the dark and forbidding eyes of the large black
man who openly mocked her.


"Before the waiter arrives, I want you to unbutton the top three buttons
on your blouse.  DO IT NOW," came the direct order that was to be obeyed.


Nervously looking around at the many eyes starring at her beautiful white
body, seated next to the commanding well dressed black gentlemen of the night.
However, she did not hesitate, knowing that the black man would not tolerate
her tardiness.  As her delicate fingers pulled the buttons through the eyelet
of her expensive silk blouse, she kept her gaze downward.


Smiling, her new owner gave his next command, "Pull your blouse open. I
want the waiter to see your little titties."


Jennifer complied with his order.


When the waiter arrived, he could not keep his eyes from the beautiful
sight capturing his attention.  As he stuttered asking the two seated guests
for their order, a tent developed in his trousers.  The mocking black leaned
over to his latest plaything and told her to tell the waiter her plan for the
coming evening hours.


Jennifer, a smug smile creeping over her face, looked into the deep blue
eyes of the yuppie waiter, "You can look all you want sport but in several
hours my little pussy will be filled with long black cock.  Leave us now and
bring us our drinks."


Dismissed by a humbled servant, the white waiter embarrassingly turned
and departed to get the drinks for the white beauty and her black lover.
Swearing under his breath, he leaned against the bar and prayed that his
hardened five inch cock would mercifully deflate before he had to return to the
mischievous white beauty's table.


"When is the last time you had black cock?" came the direct question.


Jennifer, still looking down at the table meekly mumbled under her
breath, "Its been nearly three weeks."


The black let his large hand rest on Mrs. Jennifer Jones left knee and
slowly let his fingers slide the few inches until he reached the hem of the
tight black leather skirt.  Jennifer stared at the table as she felt her blood
swollen pussy lips moisten. Her nipples became rigid points, pressing against
the lacy satin bra.  Her breathing rapidly increased, as she felt the long warm
fingers inch their way slowly up her inner thighs.


The waiter returned with the drinks and quietly set them on the table. As
he set the drink in front of Jennifer, he could see the black hand as it may
it's way up the creamy thighs of the beautiful and provocatively dressed white
wife.


The black sternly looked into the staring face of the white waiter and
simply stated, "You may leave.  NOW."


The waiter immediately turned and retreated once again.


The black then returned his gaze to the distressed and aroused wife.
"When we leave I will take you back to my apartment where I will fuck you if
you please me.  Do you understand?"


Jennifer,  her small delicate hands tightly clenched, continued to stare
at the table, as the long black fingers made small circular motions on her
inner thighs.  Her panties were now soaked and she could barely speak.  The
pleasure producing digits were drawing her closer and closer to her climax and
she trembled as she answered the direct question, "Yes," was all she could say.


"Take your panties off," the black ordered as he removed his hand.


Jennifer was so close....... Close to her first release and the absence
of the warm hand, brought her back to her present situation.  The situation was
that she was in an upper class restaurant with everyone in the room staring at
her and the large black man was playing with her tight body.  Slowly, she let
her hands drop under the table and snake their way to the soaked panties.  As
discretely as she could, she manipulated the delicate garments down her upper
thighs and then over the tops of her knee high leather boots.  She let them
dangle on the toe of one of the boots as she quietly reached for the pretty
panties.


She handed the panties to her new owner and looked deeply into his eyes.
Her longing; and her need shown through her deep emerald eyes.  The black
brought his index finger to her brightly covered red lips and ran his finger
over her lips until she parted her lips and allowed the black to insert his
finger in the wet oral cavity.  He softly pumped the digit into Jennifer's
mouth and smiled as she sucked his finger.


As he removed the finger, he looked around the room and saw that the
entire clientele of the restaurant were observing his every move; his every new
subjugation of the beautiful white wife.  Dropping a twenty dollar bill on the
table he rose and walked to the door with Jennifer trailing after him with her
pear shaped breasts straining against the tight bra and exposed because of the
unbuttoned top three buttons.


The waiter then returned his gaze to the table and immediately focused on
the white satin panties; left as a tip; or a mockery left for the white boy
waiter.


Jennifer felt her wetness as she struggled to keep up with her new owner.
Her thoughts lapsed to the cab where she discarded the last of  her birth
control pills.  No matter how much she craved the promised long black cock, she
feared that she was at her most fertile period of the month and she did not
want to be saddled with a child.


Her mind drifted as the speeding cab brought the two sex partners rapidly
to the next stage of their adventure......
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The Saga of Joann - Chapter 1 - The First Time


by Arc Light


The twenty year marriage of Mike and JoAnn Reinhardt was rapidly
deteriorating. Mike, the over worked Life Insurance Agent was working nearly
fifty hours per week.  He was valiantly attempting to provide for his non
working wife and his seventeen year old daughter.


JoAnn, age 40, was in extremely firm condition.  During their marriage
JoAnn had developed as the dominant love mate. Whenever the stressed out
husband begged for sex JoAnn considered it an ever expanding game to come up
with new and different ways to deprive her meek husband of his spousal right.
Lately she mocked her husband by laying passively while he thrust his six inch
cock into her warm but motionless supple body.  After he shot forth his less
than ample discharge she ridiculed his minuscule discharge.


The married couple lived on a five hundred acre farm which consisted
primarily of hills and timber.  Their seventeen year old daughter, with bright
red hair and a body of a goddess had just became the queen of the county fair.


JoAnn, to ridicule her totally pussy whipped husband had chosen to cut
her own long red hair so short that it barely covered her ears.  Mike had
always loved the long flowing hair and the intentional shedding of her most
striking feature was another slap at the usually uptight husband.  During his
last three attempts at making love with his perfectly proportioned wife his
manhood had failed to live up to its expected task.  These latest failings gave
the 5' 7"; 125 LB wife additional ammunition in her continuing abuse of her
love mate.


On a cool Tuesday morning Mike meekly dressed and left his home in the
hills to make his daily insurance calls.  Both Mike and JoAnn realized that he
would not return until after dark that late September day.  Waiting until her
husband had departed; and her daughter drove off to high school. JoAnn
leisurely got up and took a soothing and relaxing bath.  She was disturbed by
the door bell and throwing a towel around her perfect tight body ran to the
upstairs window to see who was disturbing her at 10:00 AM this beautiful fall
day.


Observing a county Sheriff's car parked in the drive she muttered an
obscenity under her breath.  She quickly remembered that she had reported
someone dumping trash in the farther most valley on the hilly farm.  Yelling
from the second floor window she announced that it would take a minute for her
to dress.


Waiting impatiently by the farm house screen door was Sheriff Jerome
Washington who had made the special trip to the isolated farmhouse.  A twinge
of hardness developed in his pants as he heard the sweet voice of the forty
year beauty. He had observed Mrs. Reinhardt on many occasions and was anxious
to get the uppity little bitch in the country.  The Sheriff was a massive
structure of Ebony Muscle but not very intelligent.  However he did have one
quality besides wearing the uniform of the chief law enforcement officer in the
county.  That quality was an extremely dominant personality.  His second most
impressive quality was that of being one mean son of a bitch.


JoAnn quickly dressed and smiling chose to not put on a bra.  Her 38A
breasts; even after forty years were tight and hard and thrust out against the
white cotton blouse.  Being mischievous she tied the tails of the white blouse
under her firm breasts and left the top three buttons unbuttoned.  She then
slipped on a pair of French cut black lace panties and chose the shortest;
tightest cut off Jean shorts that she had.  Yes, she thought, the black
ignorant Sheriff was going to get an eyeful.  JoAnn smirked to herself that
today she was going to tease another of the inferior male species and leave
their little manhood hard and dribbling.  Pulling on white ankle socks she
slipped on a pair of black cowboy boots and bounded down the stairs.  As she
came down the stairs her small breasts bounced against the cotton blouse making
the nipples harden.


She became somewhat startled as she rounded the stairs and found the
arrogant black sheriff with his feet on the kitchen table eating an apple.
"Well, howdy Mrs. Reinhardt.  It looks like you have dressed up for me.........
for our little jaunt in the woods."


Taken back by the uninvited appearance of the Sheriff in her kitchen; and
by his less than subtle reference to the "trip to the woods" she meekly nodded.


As the two walked towards the door the Sheriff gave the pretty housewife
a little pat on her well padded cut offs.  Turning angrily to face the forward
sheriff she let out a string of put downs; "Don't you ever touch me again you
black son of a bitch.  Do you hear me!!"


Amused by the quick and vicious remark Sheriff Jerome merely smiled and
held the door for the now enraged housewife to exit. Silently the two entered
the squad car and the Sheriff sped off after receiving the directions given by
the still infuriated beautiful housewife.


As the County Squad car hurtled down the backroads; and then over the cow
paths the Sheriff was planning the next confrontation with the little bitch
seated beside him.  Glancing over he seen the small but perfect breasts
straining against the tight blouse.  Letting his eyes drop he felt a hardness
develop as he observed the tanned long legs of Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt.  Eyeing
the vortex where they came together he thought that he observed several red
hairs peaking out from the tight crotch of the blue denim cut offs.


"I would suggest Sheriff that you keep your eyes on the road you
disgusting rodent.," shot JoAnn's malicious reply.


Turning his eyes back to the road the steaming Sheriff knew that the time
was clearly near.


Making one final turn the car plowed up the wet path until it came to a
screeching stop near a clump of trees that shielded the top of a steep hill.


JoAnn was the first out and she stepped out at a rapid pace.  "See if you
can keep up Ass Hole," she yelled back at the black Sheriff as he took his time
getting out of the squad car.


He caught up with the wife about half way down the hill.  She had a thin
film of sweat covering her tight body.  As the Sheriff walked up to where she
was standing she felt a twinge of fear.......


Before either could say anything the Sheriff swung the back of his hand
and slapped the beautiful JoAnn across the cheeks.  The force of the blow
knocked the red haired beauty to the damp ground.  "That's for back talking me.
Don't you ever act like a bitch to me again or I'll spank that big ass of yours
with my leather belt.  Got that Bitch ?"


The suddenness of the blow; and the domineering and forceful manner which
the Sheriff took charge caught the now prone JoAnn by surprise.  She could not
do anything but nod her head. As she turned her head she felt the warm blood
oozing from her cut lip.


She quietly rose to her feet and looked at her tormentor.  The initial
sense of fear again surfaced in her mind and she suddenly felt that she might
lose control of her bladder.


The Sheriff sneered as he regained control.  The arrogance had returned.
As his mind swirled with his anticipated revenge the hardness returned to his
huge cock as he viewed the delicate morsel standing in front of him.  Her look
of fear; the cut lip; the white blouse tied under the pert breasts; and her
trembling tanned legs.


"I want to see those little titties of yours.  Untie your blouse Bitch."


Shocked into the reality of her current situation she meekly nodded her
head. Her bladder seemed to be bursting; from fear (?).


"I won't tell you a second time.  You want to taste some more of your
blood Mrs. Reinhardt?" questioned Sheriff Dave.


Her tongue licked her inner lip and submissively she reached for the knot
holding the blouse together.  Slowly undoing the knot she let the two tails
come apart.  As the blouse forced it's way open she timidly let her eyes fall
to the ground.


Lewdly the Sheriff let the beautiful vision soak into his now racing
mind. Realizing that he had gained the upper hand he moved on to the second
phase of domination; one that he had traveled on many occasions; with many of
the wives of the county.  He could only marvel at the number of submissive and
guilty white housewives.


"Unbutton your shorts.......  Let them fall to your feet," came the next
mocking order.


Submissively JoAnn felt her fingers undo the metal button at the bottom
of her tight tummy.  The cut offs were tight and she had to wiggle her hips to
get the tight jeans to slip down to her black cowboy boots.  After the
demeaning act was accomplished she did not look up into the forbidding eyes of
her captor.


Smiling the Sheriff questioned the now sobbing housewife.  "Do you want
me to take your panties down Mrs. Reinhardt ?"


Finally she allowed her eyes to search out the dark and forbidding slits
of the Sheriff.  "Please ...........  Let me go. I won't say anything," begged
the now beaten housewife.


Ignoring her pleas the Sheriff merely repeated his question.  "Do you
want me to slide your black lace panties down to your ankles or would you
rather I show you my leather belt ?"


Although JoAnn felt her firm and tight body start to tremble she could
not tell if it was from fear....... or from sexual excitement that seemed to be
consuming her body.  She could feel the hard pencil eraser sized nipples harden
in the cool forest air; she could feel the beginning of pussy dew form in the
tight crotch of her black lace panties.  Never in her forty years had a man so
dominated her.  She was used to her kind gentle husband; not this domineering
monster of a man.  As her mind raced she noticed the six foot Sheriff take the
first step towards her trembling frame.


As he closed the five feet between them she again let her eyes fall to
the leaf coated ground.  When the Sheriff was next to his trembling captive he
slowly; agonizingly slowly inserted his fingers and thumb in the elastic top of
the feminine panties and slowly dragged the sexy document down the long and
beautiful legs.  He let the panties fall to the tops of the cowboy boots.


He then took the delicate cheek into his large hand and raised the pretty
face. Tears were slowly dripping from her emerald eyes. "Spread yourself," came
the surprisingly soft command.


Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt, her eyes staring into Sheriff Dave's sneering face
meekly spread her legs.  As the Sheriff sensed this last act of surrender he
let his right index finger take inventory of her tight and now moist pussy
chamber.  He then brought the wet finger to the wife's lips and smeared the wet
finger over her dark red lips.


"Turn around," came the precise command.


JoAnn meekly shuffled her booted feet and managed to turn 180 degrees.
The panties and the cut offs were still binding her ankles and the white blouse
hung loosely; completely unbuttoned.  She felt her hands being drawn behind her
and the metallic click of the handcuffs as they were attached to her petite
wrists.  Once attached the brutal Sheriff pushed the trembling housewife.  Poor
JoAnn fell face first and with her hands bound behind her, she could do nothing
except fall and allow her breasts to take the biggest part of the hard impact.


Laying face down on the moist leaf covered ground she heard the Sam
Browne gun belt fall to the ground.  The next sound; almost deafening was the
metallic zipper being pulled down..  "Get up on your knees you little bitch!"
came the domineering command.


Apprehensively she pulled her knees to her chest, raising the tight ass
to hip level.  "Do you want me to take your ass or your sopping pussy?"
questioned the lecherous Sheriff.


Frightened by the question Mrs. Reinhardt tried to turn her head to see
the brutal Sheriff.  "Please..... NOT MY ASS....... I have never been taken
there before," came the whimpering request. "Please take my pussy.
PLEASE.........."


"When is the last time you have been fucked you little bitch?" questioned
the Sheriff.


Whimpering, JoAnn meekly sobbed, "It was nearly three weeks ago."


Sneering the Sheriff aimed his rock hard nine inch cock and rammed it
home in one searing stroke.  The sudden and complete filling of her pussy
chamber felt like a bar of steel ramming into JoAnn's inner being.  The brutal
thrust had pushed her tender breasts into the dirt and her mind struggled with
the barbaric impalement.


The Sheriff continued to thrust his steel hard cock into the tender and
seldom used woman hole.  The Sheriff's fuck technique was straight forward and
simple. He longed for his satisfaction and cared nothing for the woman
struggling in the mud at the end of his long and thick cock.  He became amused
however when the delicate Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt transformed from the struggling
victim to a sex crazed animal thrusting against his muscled black body.


He could sense when the little bitch was close........  "Beg me Bitch!"
was his simple command.


"Oh my Goddddd.  Please finish me.......... I need your cock. Please
don't stop..........  PLEASE.  PLEASE.  PLEASE FUCK ME!!!" came the continual
begging pleas.


As her pussy lips tighten against his hard cock he knew it was time.
Grabbing the thrusting hips he pulled the red lined pussy against his thrusting
hips and exploded his cum deep into the chamber.  The explosion of man cum
ignited a massive woman climax and Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt gripped the steel rod
with every muscle available.


The 260 LB Sheriff collapsed on the diminutive young housewife and he
laid on the soft woman blanket until he felt his hard black cock soften.  He
then slowly pulled himself off and brought himself to his knees.  Grabbing
JoAnn by her short red hair he gave his next command, "Clean my black seed with
your mouth you little bitch."


JoAnn submissively opened her mouth and tongue cleaned the still hard
black cock.  She had never given her husband this pleasurable treat but became
consumed with the task before her now.  The brutish Sheriff clasped the short
red hair and forced more of himself into her small oval.  She slurped as she
struggled to clean the entire length and breadth of the massive muscle.  The
Sheriff became amused on how easy it was to break the middle aged housewife.


JoAnn continued to suck the thick cock.  It slipped out of her searching
mouth and she had to bob for it as her hands were still handcuffed behind her.
Sheriff Dave obscenely fondled JoAnn's pear shaped breasts as she struggled to
clean his cock.  He found the hard nipples and savagely squeezed the sensitive
orbs between his fingers and thumb.  The action brought a compliant groan.


Eventually tiring of his plaything he pushed JoAnn on her back. As she
fell she struggled to lift herself on her elbows.  Looking into his dark eyes
she again felt the streak of fear invade her bruised and battered body.  The
thick man cum was starting to drip out of her bright red swollen pussy lips and
drip to the moist ground below.  She felt the salty fluid burn her torn lip.


Through terrified eyes she stared at the huge black man as he straddled
her dirt encased breasts and slowly let his muscular black ass cheeks cover her
petite face.  "You know what to do you little bitch," came the stern order.
Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt let her long thin tongue slip between her torn lips and
find the tight anal chute of the muscular black giant.  She heard him moan as
her tongue caressed the sphincter muscle.  As her tongue forced it's way into
the dark passage she felt the Black Sheriff relax and allow her tongue to enter
his asshole.  For what seemed an eternity she caressed the tight hard muscle;
forcing her tender tongue deeper into the tight crevice.  Once the chamber was
lubricated and clean the Muscular Black Giant rose and sneered down at the
writhing white housewife.


After zipping his pants and tucking in his shirt the black Sheriff
sauntered over and straddled the still prone Mrs. JoAnn Reinhardt. Sitting on
her chest he stared down into her fearful eyes.  "You're my little dog bitch
now.  When I tell you to do something you best do it.  Any Questions ?"


Fearfully JoAnn looked into his menacing eyes.  "I don't have any
questions," she sobbed.


The Sheriff then removed the cut offs and black silk panties. Pulling the
frightened housewife to her feet he tied a long rope around her neck.  He then
dragged the tear streaked wife to her feet and tied the end of the rope to a
trailer hitch on the back of the squad car.  Laughing he turned to the alarmed
housewife.  "I'm going to drain some of that energy of yours out by the time we
get back to your house.  Try and keep up little slut."


The Sheriff then entered the squad car and drove off with Mrs. JoAnn
Reinhardt walking very fast to keep up.  With her hands still handcuffed behind
her back; her blouse hanging open and completely naked below her waist except
for her boots she struggled to maintain her pace.


By the time the three miles were covered she was near total exhaustion.
The brush and briars had scratched and scraped her legs and tender butt cheeks.
She was drenched with sweat and the Sheriff's man cum was profusely dripping
down the inside of her thighs.


She dropped on the kitchen floor as the Sheriff pushed her inside her
home.  As she lay nearly naked on the floor the Sheriff threw the cutoffs; the
belt hitting her tight buttocks. "I'm keeping the panties..... I want to
remember this day.  Tomorrow I will be by at 10:00 AM.  You best be ready.  And
tomorrow I want you to dress to fuck.  I'm going to introduce you to the Board
Chairman; my budget needs to be increased and you are the proverbial icing."


Laughing at his helpless playmate he sauntered out the door and drove
off.  The hapless housewife was still lying exhausted on the kitchen floor.


Falling asleep she did not hear Mike open the screen door.  Mike could
hardly believe his eyes; his beautiful wife laying on the floor with her legs
splayed open and cum dripping down her pussy lips forming a large puddle on the
clean kitchen floor.  Looking up JoAnn saw her husband standing with his mouth
open; staring at her cut and torn body.


Rather than try to explain she merely stuck her right index finger up and
motioned for her husband to clean her pussy.  She was the newly broken slut of
the Black Sheriff but she still had power over her cuckold husband.  Mike
merely dropped to his knees and crawled between the widely splayed legs of his
wife.  The salty fluid burned his tongue at first but he continued to lick at
the swollen pussy lips.  As his tongue entered her pleasure lips JoAnn grabbed
her husband by the ears and forced him to clean her.  As his tongue caressed
her now aroused clit she wrapped her long tanned and cut legs around his neck
and pulled him evermore into her seeping slit of pleasure.  Mrs. JoAnne
Reinhardt climaxed as she tightened her legs around the willing face of her
husband.


As her climax subsided she drifted off into a fitful sleep on the kitchen
floor dreading; anticipating her subservience the following day yet to come.
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Jodi Meets the Arkansas Black Snake
Jodi Meets the Arkansas Black Snake
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Jodi Meyer, a beautiful 43 year old petite brunette, was the lay minister
of the ultra rightist First Christ Church.  In addition to being ultra
conservative in her political views she was equally conservative in her views
on race and the under privileged.  Her husband Joe Meyer was a successful
businessman who had less and less time for his often bitchy wife.  Although
Jodi was a stunning knockout she was also very much the subtle prick tease who
liked to shyly show her perfectly proportioned body; but very seldom yield to
the aggressive and uncaring oaf of a husband.


When she gave the lay sermon each Sunday; on more than one occasion she
seemed to mock the impotent husbands gathered in the congregation.


The outwardly perfect couple lived on a small farm on the outskirts of
the mid size city in central Indiana.  During high water the previous summer
the basement in the luxury home started leaking.  To correct the situation they
retained a specialty company from the Indianapolis area.  The company who had
an excellent reputation for the work to be completed.


They were owned and operated by successful Black Entrepreneurs but in
order to get the exclusive business had a group of aggressive white sales
ladies.  Each of the actual workcrews had three muscular black laborers; one of
which served as the foreman.  The crews had the dual objective of completing
the work to perfection; and casing each of the homes for future removal of all
valuables.  Additionally, when the opportunity arose they were instructed to
subjugate the white wife to BLACK SEXXING.  Once, the wife were brought under
the control of the BLACK MANHOOD it was a very easy step to blackmail the white
husbands' into submission.


"Snake" as he was known, was the foreman on the Meyer project.  He had
already scoped out the pompous white wife who snubbed him and the other two
black workers as they reported to work.  As he explained to the uncaring white
beauty the work necessary to be done he casually observed the pert pear shaped
petite breasts under the tight white blouse.  The tight blue jeans were just
tight enough to show the supple buttocks that they covered.  Snake could tell
that there was no panties worn below the tight and revealing blue jeans.  Jodi
had worn her hair tied back with a white bow in the back and had applied just
the right amount of mascara and other make up.


"If that's all I would suggest that you get to work.  My husband and I
aren't paying you to all stand around and talk. You Blacks' seem to be lazy
enough without making a profession of it," she snarled as she swung around and
headed up the long basement steps.


Although the two other muscular workers were ready to jump the arrogant
white housewife and serve her an ample helping of black cock the "Snake"
understood the subtle art of seduction.  Although he heard the same words he,
Snake, was the one to observe the uneasiness that the white wife felt around
the congregated blacks.  He could sense the burning sexual need hidden below
the contemptuous surface; and he, Snake, was the one that intended to break the
white bitch to satisfy his perverse carnal needs.


The two other black laborers went outside and commenced digging an eight
foot trench around the base of the home.  Snake brought into the basement a
huge jackhammer and started the dirty and hard job of breaking out the basement
floor.  Although it was only the second week in March and the temperature was a
frigid 35 degrees he was clad in only a pair of cotton gym shorts and gray
sweatshirt cut off directly below the huge pectorals.  He wore black combat
boots with knee high white socks.


As the black pounded the crumbling basement floor into submission the
dust, dirt and noise overcame the concentrating Jodi in the office off her
beautiful bedroom. Becoming irate at her world being disturbed by the insolent
silent black giant Jodi suddenly became angry enough to confront her tormentor.


As Jodi stormed down the basement stairs she could hardly see in the
dusty, dirty and damp basement.  Moving towards the noise of the jackhammer she
stepped off the concrete into the sand and dirt of the sub floor.  Stopping
about ten feet from the huge black she suddenly stopped and looked at the
perfectly muscled black giant easily handling the thrusting hammer.  As the bit
broke into the concrete Snake's heavily muscled chest rippled.  His six foot
six inch frame was solid muscle and the wash board stomach was as solid as the
concrete he was working on.  Even in the cold dampness sweat poured over the
perfect body as Snake ignored the housewife standing only a few feet away.
Snake knew that the haughty housewife was observing his every movement.


Although deeply prejudiced and disdainful of all people of color the cool
and aristocratic Mrs. Jodi Meyer was becoming slowly aroused at the perfect
animal laboring only a few feet away.  Seeing the rippled chest she allowed her
hand to subtly drop to the outside of her tight jeans and slowly caress her
outer mound.  As the sweat dropped off the perfect black male specimen moisture
began to leak from the seldom used crevice below the zippered jeans.  As her
long fingers ran across the elongated clitoris the large red nipples become
hardened.  Unconsciously she allowed her tongue to caress her red painted lips
and closed her dark emerald eyes.


As the fingers found the full woman lips and pulled them apart on the
outside of the jeans she allowed herself the pleasure of stroking the hooded
pleasure giver.  Normally she would not be masturbating; especially in the
presence of someone so intellectually and morally inferior as the large black
but she had intended the self indulgence to last only a fleeting moment.
However as the moments were extended Snake could see the effect that his black
muscular body was having on the prim and proper member of the "high society."


Jodi, lost in her own rising passion did not even hear the pulsating
jackhammer grind to silence.  Her eyes closed and her long delicate fingers
caressing her lovemound she sensuously undulated in quiet passion a mere ten
feet from the black god.


"I guess maybe you are thinking about God, Huh White Tramp?" questions
Snake.


Jodi, suddenly brought back to reality, becomes very embarrassed and
looks quickly for the quickest escape route. Before she can make her frantic
escape Snake gracefully makes his way through the rubble and blocks her path.
Jodi extremely agitated by the fact that the muscular black man had caught her
masturbating only ten feet from where he was working desperately tried to make
her way to the basement stairs.  As she took only several steps she looked up
and seen the massive black giant blocking her escape path.


"Get out of my way," ordered Jodi.


Laughing, Snake stood his ground.  "Looks like to me that maybe you are a
little upset about not being able to get yourself off.  You rubbing yourself
cause you like what you see?" smirked the Snake.


Jodi, ashamed and embarrassed looks down and tries to side step the
massive black giant.


Quickly adjusting his stance Snake easily blocks the white housewife's
escape.  Still looking down she bumps into the sweaty, dirty giant.  Abruptly
she looks up at the huge glistening muscular frame and backs away.  Trying to
regain the upper edge she nearly screams at the blocking hulk, "Get out of my
way you Nigger or I'll call my husband and he'll come home and put you in your
place."


The N word brings an immediate response.  The swift huge hand slaps
across the perfect cheek knocking Jodi to the dirt.  Caught off guard Jodi
takes the full blow and her left cheek rapidly bruises.  Terrified, she looks
up, at the enraged monster and pulls her tight body closer together.


"You will apologize for your bigotry little princess," orders the still
enraged Snake.


Still terrified, Jodi meekly looks up and mutters, "I'm sorry.  I
shouldn't have made a comment about your race.  May I please go?"


Amused at the sudden change in the diminutive and haughty housewife Snake
gallantly offers his huge hand to the prone housewife.


The petite white housewife raises her hand and the black brings the woman
to a standing position directly in front of him.  Her eyes, filled with fear,
looked into his angry dark eyes.


Snake, firmly in control of the fragile housewife, mocks her as she
stands trembling before him.  Her face barely comes up to the underside of his
massive pectorals.


"I want you to clean the dust and sweat off my nipples," orders The
Snake.


The trembling housewife can't belief the order.  Her bruised cheek still
stings and her mind is reeling because of the last few brief moments.  Unsure
why she complies Jodi stands on her tip toes and leans forward to slip her
tongue out to touch the rock hard nipple.  As she tongues the hard man nipple
her own nipples harden and the sweet nectar starts flowing in her tight love
channel.


Snake allows the young housewife to make all the adjustments as her
tongue explores his hard muscular chest. Shortly the petite white housewife is
sensuously swaying against his hard body as she tongues his nipples.


Allowing the young woman plenty of time to arouse herself again the black
gently takes her cheek in his massive hand and looks deeply into her eyes as he
lowers his thick lips.


Jodi, aroused, moans softly as The Snake's tongue darts forward, "Please
No.  No.  no...."


The Snake can sense surrender as his arms reach behind the quivering
housewife and he draws her near as his tongue slips between the red painted
lips.  As she is softly moaning his tongue explores the warm and inviting oral
cavity.


Her lily white blouse becomes soaked as she is dragged against the
sweating and dust covered fuck machine.  As the moisture soaks against her lace
covered breasts the moisture between her legs turns into a torrent.  The crotch
of her jeans become soaked and the wet stickingness soaks the cloth.


The probing tongue brings the heretofore frigid religious woman to life
and after only a short time she is thrusting her tongue against the intruder
tongue and writhing her now soaked and dirty body against the partially clad
black musclemen.  As the woman writhes against him The Snake brings his hand
down between them and finds the metal button holding the tight jeans together.


Jodi feels the hand searching, probing for the button and tries to back
away only to find the other muscular arm holding tight against the rock solid
black body.  Desperately, she begs, "Please no.  You mustn't.  I can't betray
my husband."


The snake has no reason to listen to the aroused woman. He knows that she
is dripping and ready to receive his Arkansas Black Snake deep into her tight
warm, white body. He continues to stroke the overheated woman as he unbuttons
the jeans and then precedes to lower the zipper.  The sound is deafening as he
enjoys lowering the zipper micro inch by micro inch.  When the zipper is
completely down The Snake spreads the jeans and allows them to slip down her
long and lovely legs.  As the jeans fall to the dirt below The Snake allows his
fingers to search the hair covered pussy lips.  As his fingers brush the hooded
pleasure giver poor Jodi moans softly.


Her moaning increases in volume and need as Snakes long black fingers
insert themselves into the wet warm chamber of passion.  As he thrusts his
fingers forward Jodi nearly collapses in the dirt.  As she falls the black
giant follows her path and continues to continually thrust into the wet chamber
of love.  He allows his thumb to massage the hooded clit and the combination
brings the housewife to her first orgasm.  The Snake continues his finger
fucking and with his other hand drags the jeans over her long supple legs.  He
pulls her tennis shoes off along with the jeans.  His insertion continues while
he discards the jeans.


Jodi, dazed opens her eyes, and as she does sees the huge black manhood
come into view as he lowers the gym shorts.  The massive black organ is nearly
twelve inches in length and is as wide as his wrist.  Jodi struggles to scoot
away from the pleasure giving hand as she slides along the damp dirt.  She is
no match for the muscular Lothario as he easily positions himself between the
spread legs.  Grabbing her by the neck of her blouse he knee walks between her
widely splayed legs and forces her long legs back.


In total terror at the size of The Snake's massive love pounder Jodi
pleads with her eyes.  Begging, she pleads for the sanctity of her precious
married love channel; "Please, you are too large.  You will hurt me.  I can't
let anyone but my husband have me."


Ignoring her useless babbling The Snake issues one simple order, "I want
you to put my black cock in your white married pussy channel."


Brazenly burning a hole into her from his stare he waits until her
delicate hands grasp the huge woman destroyer and gently brings its ugly purple
head to the entrance of her womanhood.  Turning her head she tries to blot out
the next frightening seconds as The Snake burrows the huge organ into the tight
and delicate receptacle of lust.


The fullness of her love channel is awesome for the middle aged housewife
and she can barely comprehend its massiveness.  As The Snake continues to
pummel the fragile opening a spark of pleasure emerges from the clenching love
receptacle.  The pleasure rapidly spreads as Jodi thrusts back against the huge
black.  Her white blouse is stained by her back being ground into the dirt and
her ass and legs are ground into the yielding moist soil.


She has her second orgasm as The Snake continually thrusts against the
opening burying his massive organ to the hilt.  He does not stop as the white
housewife reaches the throes of orgasm and tries to enjoy its after effects.


The Snake has broken many white women and knows that if he continues to
fuck the warm and wet woman hole she will continue to orgasm.  He is not wrong
as Jodi regains her post orgasmic relaxation and returns to meeting thrust for
thrust.  As the stroking of the inferno between her legs continue Jodi has her
third; her fourth and her fifth orgasm. As the last orgasm commences The Snake
lets his nut sack explode his black seed into the willing receptacle of his
lust. The seed explodes against the cervix and is forced out between the huge
organ and the obscenely stretched sides  of her love mound.  The white gob
drips down her legs and falls to the dirt below her still quivering ass cheeks.


The Snake raises himself up and withdraws his huge organ.  As he does the
flood gates are opened and the man cum flows down the supple ass cheeks of Jodi
before dripping to the ground below.  He takes the shirt tails of the blouse
and cleans his cum soaked organ on what was once a white shirt. As he wipes the
organ off he sees a small trail of blood on the shirt.  He knows that his
latest fuck victim has a love chamber that has been sparsely used and is
probably ruptured as a result of his forceful fucking.


Raising to his feet he looks at the still writhing housewife and strokes
his cock allowing the remaining fluid to fall to Jodi's face and hair.  He aims
for her lips and the cum drips down in sticky lines before it follows.  Jodi
allows her tongue to sneak out and catch the sticky fluid.


Contented that the white bitch has been broken by his first insertion of
seed he kicks Jodi's ass.  As she looks up The Snake gives her instructions,
"Me and the other brothers are hungry.  Go fix us some lunch."


Jodi, confused, and now ashamed at her wanton sexual performance reaches
for her discarded jeans.  The black is standing on them; "You don't need your
jeans to cook our lunch.  We would just have to take them off later...... "


Jodi knows what the black is thinking.  The two other blacks will be
joining them for lunch.  She can only imagine what they will demand of her
tight body.


Jodi gets up and tries to brush the dirt out of her hair as she adjusts
her dirt caked white blouse.  She rebuttons the front and smooths the shirt
over her supple hips.  The black seed runs down the inside of both her legs.
Mournfully she looks at the black giant and head down heads for the stairs.


When she reaches the stairs The Snake gives his next command, "Get your
white ass back over here.  I want you to clean me."


Dejectedly, she turns and retraces her steps.  She knows that she does
not have the strength to resist.  When she reaches where the black god is
standing, his feet wide apart, she silently drops to her knees.  Raising her
head she grabs the huge organ and allows her tongue to lick the veined love
muscle.  Carefully and methodically she cleans the entire semi hard black
organ.  As she raises to a squatting position the massive black seed deposit
continues to drip from her ravished and bruised channel.  As the seed drops to
the dirt below Jodi finally finishes her assigned task and looks up and
receives a brisk hand order to return to her original task.


The Snake, not bothering to put his gym shorts back on follows Jodi up
the stairs looking directly at the red and dirt encrusted white ass cheeks.
When they reach the kitchen at the top of the stairs he orders his latest white
conquest to start lunch.  As she silently walks over to start the lunch for the
three unwelcome blacks The Snake walks to the front door and calls his two
colleagues.  The two trench diggers, fresh from digging in the muddy foundation
come to the front door and not removing their muddy work boots arrogantly track
across the deep white pile carpet.  Jodi notices the arrogance as they track
across her precious white carpet but says nothing.


The meanest of the trio, nicknamed switch (short for switchblade) comes
to the kitchen table and sits down; his eyes glued to the petite housewife.
Jodi, clad only in her white shirt which barely conceals her taut ass cheeks
stands at the sink preparing the meal for the uninvited "guests."  It is easy
to tell that the white housewife has already been sexed as Switch looks at the
dirt encrusted back of Jodi's shirt.


"Get your white ass over here.  It's time for a pussy inspection," orders
Switch.


Apprehensively, Jodi walks over and stands before Switch, her eyes
downcast.


"Spread those long legs Mrs. Meyer.  I be thinking that you might need to
shave that precious little pussy of yours," orders Switch.


Her eyes still downcast Jodi spreads her legs as ordered. As she does
another glob of black seed drips from her pussy folds and starts it's sticky
trip down her thighs.  Normally she would be embarrassed beyond shame but the
fear in the air makes the sticky cum trail insignificant.


In a flash, Switch reaches into his boot and retrieves a six inch razor
sharp switch blade knife.  The razor sharp blade is placed at the top of the
hair mound covering the precious woman chamber.  As Jodi grasps the sharp blade
slides down removing the delicate covering.  Being careful to not make the
slightest movement Jodi stands like a statue; a very desirable statue.  The
blade continues to make its scraping run removing all the sparse hair.  Switch
enjoys the consternation that he is causing the non moving white tramp.  As his
blade travels up and down the woman mound removing the unwanted hair he marvels
at the visual contrasts.  As the hair is scraped away the skin becomes reddened
and tiny blood bubbles surface.


"Spread more white tramp.  I have to get the bottom scraped," orders
Switch.


Becoming very fearful as the mean looking black was shaving her pussy
mound Jodi never the less spreads her aching legs to another level.  The
movement, spreading her love mound to an extended position allows more of the
black cum to literally drop to the spotless floor.  As the cum drops to the
floor the two black trench diggers mock the white wife.


Switch places his fingers against the tender and bruised love mound and
allows the knife to peel the remaining hair from the tortured skin.  "Does the
white pussy want to fuck another brother; another NIGGER?" questions Switch.


Jodi contemplates the question before answering. Knowing that she needs
to be very careful in her answers Jodi finally responds, "Your friend has
bruised my pussy.  I am very sore.  I think he may have hurt me.  Please don't
make me do it again."


As she completes her answer Switch brings the blade against the hooded
clit.  The friction of the hard cold steel against her most precious organ
brings a moment of terror to the frightened housewife.  "Oh my god.  Please
don't cut me. Please, I will do anything; just don't hurt me!" pleads the
terrified Jodi.


As Jodi begs the third member of the black trio attaches a three inch dog
collar around her pretty neck.  Once attached Switch stands up and clamps a
three foot silver chain to the collar.  He walks swiftly down the hall looking
for the martial bed of the right wing bigot.


Her eyes tearing Jodi is led down the hall towards her martial bed.  Once
Switch gets to the main bedroom he turns and drags the white wife behind him.
He lets go of the chain and orders the sobbing Jodi, "Strip this black man so
that he can pleasure you in the ways of black seeding.  I plan to breed you
like the fuck sow that you are.  You should be proud to receive a black cock
into your worthless fuck hole."


Jodi, eyes downcast, sets about unbuttoning the shirt of her latest
tormentor.  As she removes the dirty sweat covered work clothes the smell of an
unwashed body overwhelms her. As she slides the jeans over the muscled calf she
is again shocked at the size of the black sex organ.  It is twice as thick and
nearly twice as long as her husband's sorry excuse for a male sex organ.  As
the jeans are pulled over his sock covered feet Jodi looks up at the hardening
black cock.  Instinctively she knows that she must suck the huge organ to
hardness and wraps her delicate lips around the organ.  As she attempts to suck
the large head into her mouth Switch grabs her ears and encourages the white
tramp to accept more of his unwashed black manhood.  It doesn't take long for
the organ to harden within the tight wet oral cavity of the white housewife.
Although the brutal treatment seemed harsh it only takes five minutes for the
longing to return to Jodi's abused love trough.


When Switch is satisfied that his long thick black organ is the correct
rigidness he pulls Jodi up by her ears.  Since his large thighs are spread
Jodi's long exquisite legs are stretched to the maximum.  As she attempts to
straddle the seated muscular black her legs are bent at an awkward angle.  She
attempts to knee walk the best she can as Switch pulls the brunette forward by
her ears.  The painful sharp pulls persuade her to press against her tormentor.


When her face is next to the unshaven black he inserts his foul smelling
tongue into her sweet mouth.  At first it nearly makes poor Jodi gag, but as
she forces herself to become accustomed to the foul taste she begins to thrust
her own tongue against the invading appendage.  This subtle action encourages
Switch to grab the alabaster ass cheeks and pull them forward and over his
rigid pole.


As her tight pussy lips are pulled directly over the rigid ten inch pole
Switch gently allows her cheeks to slide down the unbending manhood.  She
grasps as the first inches are bludgeoned into the tight chamber.  She moans;
but does not beg this black man to stop.  There will be nothing but surrender
as her pussy starts leaking its lubricating juices. Switch lets Jodi control
the depth that his organ is allowed to enter the precious chamber.  Her juices
rapidly coat the long penetrating rod as it enters the love canal more with
each stroke.  The sensations that his dark purple head feel as the pussy makes
its journey increase with each stroke.  He reattaches his hands to Jodi's
reddened ears and pulls the small delicate mouth closer as he continues his
oral assault. There is nothing but pleasure as the tempo continues to increase
and Jodi desperately fights for control of the insertion depth of both Switch's
tongue and black cock.


Sensing that the time is near and mindful of his maximum pleasure, Switch
puts both hands on Jodi's hips and in one swift brutal motion buries the black
manhood to the hilt.  The additional three inches send shock waves through
Jodi's over sensitive brain waves as the tip plunges against the heretofore
never touched cervix.  Trying to regain the depth control of black cock
insertion Jodi rears back and lurches forward. However, Switch has no intention
of relinquenching control of his pleasure and forcefully pulls the escaping
hips back to their intended position.  Switch further enjoys the screams
emitting from the parched throat of his plaything as each stroke brings him
closer to nut explosion.


"Oh god, please, not so deep.  You are tearing me apart," begs Jodi.


The only response that she receives is another upward thrust from the
pile driving black ass below her delicate frail body.  As his cock explodes,
drenching his stretched pussy channel, Switch starts sucking on Jodi's dainty
neck and works for the largest disfiguring dark hickey that his thick lips
could inflict.  The bruising of the sensitive neck tissue reddens quickly and
turns a dark brown almost immediately.


As the large black cock starts to shrivel it becomes the ideal size to
fill Jodi's chamber.  Ironically as the large rod deflates it turns the white
housewife into an overcharged fuck machine.  For each micro millimeter that the
organ contracts Jodi tries to complete her climax.  Switch, fascinated by the
tight manipulations of the yet to be climaxed woman organ merely sits allowing
Jodi to do all the pleasure fulfilling labor.


Jodi, hurries as she realizes the black cock is rapidly deflating and
seeking her release thrusts her hips downward trying to capture the entire
thickness.  Switch, eager to increase her anxiety allows his legs to slip
further apart making Jodi to spread her splayed legs even more dramatically.


"What you want white bitch?" questions Switch.


"Oh God, please finish me.  I need it so badddddd...." begs Jodi.


As Jodi continues to thrash about Switch gives her a subtle thrust which
increases the writhing white housewife's pleasure.  As Jodi struggles for
closure she clamps her lips over the thick lips and mouth of Switch.  Thrusting
both her tongue and hips at the same time Jodi finally achieves her drawn out
orgasm.


Relaxing against the huge seated black she allows her body to fall limp
against the muscular frame of Switch.  His black cock although becoming
partially flaccid has started to regain its girth.  As it slowly starts to
harden Switch gives exhausted Jodi a gentle thrust.


Jodi, cannot fully comprehend the pleasurable thrust. After several more,
each with a greater deal of hardness she begins to realize that Switch is
planning on taking her for another ride.  The black seed is seeping out between
her outer lips and the huge log still embedded in her sweet life giving
chamber.


Jodi, moaning, tries to stop the re invigorated black laborer, "Please
stop.  I'm so tired."


Switch could care less about the lithe white tramp.  His cock was
hardening and he expected that she would provide the pleasure.  As the third
member of the trio casually entered Jodi's martial bedroom, Switch felt his
black cock swell even more.


"Evil Anal" as he was known had taken his nickname from the fact that his
speciality was petite, delicate, white, butt chutes.  Looking at the small
taunt ass cheeks of Jodi clenching against the thrusting organ of Switch made
his manhood twitch.  Although his seven inch thin black cock lacked the girth
of his colleagues he had a special function to complete.


Jodi didn't realize that Evil had entered the room until he applied the
cold K-Y lubricant to her wrinkled brown winking eye.  At first she did not
realize what the sensual massaging was leading to.  Her wrinkled little eyelet
was merely being sensuously massaged with a sticky gel.  Her numb brain finally
realized what her virgin organ was being prepared for when Evil inserted his
index finger to the first joint.  By the second joint it was plainly clear
Evil's evil intention.  As Evil continued his finger fucking of her virgin
asshole Switch's manhood recaptured its lost rigidness and was probing deeper
and deeper into the precious lubricated womanhood.


Ignoring the tight finger in her white asshole Jodi began to respond to
the black manhood stretching and extending her love channel.  As she sensuously
swayed her hips trying to gain more and more black manhood she started the
powerful sex engine that was now driving her being.  Once started it could not
be turned off until final closure of satisfaction.


***************************************************
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KAREN'S FIRST LESSON
KAREN'S FIRST LESSON


By ARC LIGHT


First, let me introduce myself.  My name is Karen Anderson and I've been
told by many of the people who work with me I am quite attractive.  I have
shoulder length brunette hair, which nearly appears a dark auburn in the
sunlight.  At age 25, I have strived to keep my 35b- 24-35 shape tight and
firm.  Although my breasts are a tad on the small size, the constantly hard
pencil size nipples set off their firmness.  My eyes are a dark emerald and I
use them to great advantage when I choose to flirt with the wimp like men that
I work with.


I have been married for nearly five years to my husband, John.  I am sure
that somewhere along the line that I was attracted to John but his flabby
stomach, uninspired sexual technique and his constant whining have worn very
thin these last five years.  His idea of an exciting night involves climbing on
me in the missionary position and after six or eight thrusts with his
undersized four inch white boy cock  groaning real loud before he shoots off.
Very seldom does he excite me and his inept lovemaking has me fantasizing about
hidden erotic daydreams of my earlier years.  Additionally, he begs me to
dominate him during his lovemaking attempts.  Little does he know that my
deepest cravings involve being dominated; not by a white boy wimp such as he
but by a brutal black master.  During my college years I was totally fascinated
by my pretty white college roommates who became hooked on black sexing.  At the
large Midwestern College, which I attended, the mostly black football team,
kept there shaven white pussies full of hard black cock.  Although my religious
background never allowed me to enjoy the pleasures of my roommates, I dropped
off to sleep nearly every night fingering my swollen pussy until I reach climax
thinking of hard black cocks buried in my sloppy wet pussyhole.


On more than one occasion I nearly fainted when I found myself alone in a
classroom with one or more muscular black men.  Shyly I always made my way back
to my dorm room where I dropped my black lace panties and frigged myself to
climax.


During the spring quarter of my senior year, I starting dating John, as
on the surface he appeared a great catch.  Although he is rather short, he was
good company and had a great future as an architect. Although my fingers got me
through many a cold night, I was still "nearly" a virgin when John and I first
started making love.  Even from the first fumbled seduction, I always felt
something was missing; what was missing was another eight inches of cock on
John's pathetically short and useless four inch white cock.  Although I am sure
he felt he was a masterful lover, his total  foolish lovemaking techniques made
me even more longing for the "real" thing.


Although our lovemaking continued to evaporate with each unfulfilling sex
session, our financial situation seemed to surge forward in the first years of
our marriage.  With both of our extraordinary good salaries; mine as a media
consultant with a fortune five hundred company and his as a Jr. Architect with
one of the leading firms in Chicago we were able to (nearly) afford a new home
in one of the northwest suburbs.


As good as the story book young couple looked to those outside our
marriage, it suddenly came crashing down.  One of  the buildings that John
designed  for the Chicago Housing Authority collapsed and killed three black
people.  The firm's senior management quickly decided that the best solution to
minimize the fallout was to ax John (and his career).


During the next three months, our rather substantial savings account was
nearly depleted, trying to continue to make the huge mortgage payments on our
beautiful ranch style house.  During this period of time, John's ability to
perform sexually became even more degraded and his undersized white cock lost
it's ability to even harden itself.  The stress of making the salary; and
soothing his shattered self esteem made it even more difficult on me.


My thoughts seemed to dwell more and more on my college days when I
fantasized about some hard black buck skewering me; his little white tramp on
the end of his powerful black pole.  The erotic daydreams degenerated even
further with each one, as the black bucks became more and more dominating in
their carnal desires.


The daydreams and erotic escapes became even more vivid when a middle
aged black couple with a teen age son moved into the palatial home next to ours
in Wilmette.  When they arrived John ranted and raved that they should not be
allowed to move into "our" neighborhood; but should stay "where they belonged."
Since he had no job he traveled throughout the neighborhood where he passed out
petitions and attempted to cause as many problem for the black family as
possible.  Unfortunately (as it turned out) their were many of  rich white
neighbors who were in full agreement to John's racist ideas.


After returning home on one dark and cold October Friday evening, I heard
the doorbell.  Since John was out making his rounds, I wearily dragged my
overworked and exhausted body to the door and swung it open.  As the door
opened, my eyes focused on the largest black man that I had ever seen. Although
I am five foot ten inches tall, I was only looking at his tight flat stomach.
My eyes slowly traveled up the large muscular body until I reached his
forbidding brown eyes.  It was only thirty five degrees out and he was only
wearing a pair of tight jogging shorts and purple cut off sleeveless sweatshirt
that covered only his massive pectorals.


I started trembling, as I stared at the handsome black face that was
contorted in anger.  At first I thought my trembling was caused by the cold
draft that shot throughout our home when the door was open, but my mind quickly
focused on the realization that my trembling was due to the overpowering huge
muscular black man standing two feet away with a vicious scowl covering his
face.


"Are you responsible for this chicken shit petition you little bitch?" he
angrily screamed.


Meekly looking at the crumpled up paper that he held in his huge hand I
mumbled a terrified sob, "No.....   my husband John........ ."  I was unable to
finish the sentence and let my eyes drop to the floor; unable to look into his
stern and unyielding face.


"Little white tramps should not let there spineless husbands put out such
crap.  Tell your husband I expect him to come over and explain this petition to
me when he slithers home.  Got that bitch?" he commanded.


Still unable to look into the enraged face of  the dominant black giant,
I meekly muttered, "I'll tell John when he comes home that you want to see
him."


The black turned and walked the short distance to his home next door.  I
stood, watching the muscular black as he effortlessly sauntered to his
beautiful home.  My nipples had grown erect and pushed against my white silk
blouse unencumbered with any bra to restrain them.  My right hand slid down the
front of my dark blue skirt and skimmed my swollen pussy lips.  I could feel
the moisture that had formed in the crotch of my black lace panties.  The
dominating black stud had awakened a sexual tension that spread throughout my
body.  I felt electrified throughout my tight body just thinking about the few
brief minutes the black man had commanded my complete attention.  Slowly, I
shut the large oak door and absently walked to the white leather coach where I
slid down on the soft cushions.  My hands instinctively dropped to the outside
of my womanhood and I started to stroke the swollen and wet lips, when my
husband barged through the front door.


He was cold and he instantly walked to where I was seated and soaked in
the soft warm glow emitting from our brick fireplace.  He seemed smug and
confident about his latest neighborhood journey.


Smiling, I merely stated, "Your black neighbor wants you to come over to
his house and explain to him your petition John."


John's heretofore smugness seeped from his ashen and concerned face, as
his mind registered what I had just told him.  He quickly looked at the front
door and I could sense that he had hoped that it had automatically locked.  It
was he, that now started to tremble and shake.  He had seen the physique of our
new black neighbor and it finally registered on his overwrought mind, that he
would not fare well with a confrontation with the mysterious black neighbors.


"I don't feel well........ I think I will retire for the evening," he
managed to utter, as he quickly left the room.


The contempt that I felt for my meek and humbled husband hit a new low,
as I watched him cower from the living room.  As he turned and left, I let my
fingers resume their journey to my swollen and aroused pussy, which needed some
immediate attention.  As the fire warmed my body, my fingers warmed my aching
pussy.  I am not sure if John heard my screech, as I had the most fulfilling
climax since the day of our marriage.


The next morning I awoke and felt a strange premonition filling our
bedroom.  As I dressed, I remembered the strange and dark man who aroused a
deep passionate undercurrent.  His dominant manner and forceful take charge
attitude; and the complete terror that he evoked in my still fearful husband.
Uncharacteristically, I slipped on a small garter belt and snapped my thigh
high silky black hose.  I pulled on a pair of tight black lace panties and
chose to forego my bra.  As I pulled on a white silk blouse, my thoughts
returned to the last evening.  Looking through my closet, I chose to wear a
short black mini skirt.  Although it was a little too tight and had a six inch
slit up one side I felt daring; felt a tinge that I couldn't explain.  To
complete the outfit I pulled on a tight black suit jacket.  As I left the
bedroom, I pulled on a pair of black patent leather pumps with four inch heels.


When I got to the kitchen, my husband John, was anxiously looking out the
window with the shades drawn.  He was unshaven and very nervous.  He had not
slept all night.  As I poured myself a cup of coffee, the phone rang.  I waited
for John to get it, but he just stood by the window and very perturbed;  I
finally reached for the phone.  A dull drab voice on the other end stated
firmly, " Mrs. Anderson you are now three payments behind on your 280 ZX and
unless payment in full is received by next Tuesday we will pick up your car."


Caught off guard I absently mumbled, "But I need our car to get to work."


"Well maybe the car needs to belong to someone who has the ability to pay
for it.  NEXT TUESDAY," came the swift and unforgiving voice on the other end
of the line.


As I put the phone back in the cradle, I felt that the whole world was
closing in on me.  Disgustedly, I turned and walked out the door without
acknowledging my husband, huddled by the window facing our newest neighbors.


As I arrived at my office, I sensed the stifling dread that had quickly
went through the office.  Our company had been acquired two hours earlier and a
facilitator had been dispatched to our office.  Of the nineteen members of my
section, only three would still have their job by five P.M.  The panic that had
spread throughout the office, had lowered the morale to near zero.  My thoughts
swiftly reviewed my dire financial straits and I looked around the office
wondering who would be the three members, that would retain their job.


At exactly 10:00AM, a messenger was dispatched ordering the entire
department to report to a small office and reception area at the end of the
hall.  The facilitator had been given the authority to conduct the exit
interviews and reward the lucky three survivors with a new six month contract.


Dejectedly we all walked the short distance to the drab office at the end
of the hall.  When we all arrived we found that the reception area was void of
all chairs.  As we stood looking at each other, the receptionist started
calling out the names in reverse alphabetic order. Each of us looked into the
shattered faces, as our colleagues emerged broken from the small dark office. A
petite redhead was the first to emerge from the inner sanctum, that had a smile
on her face and we all knew, instinctively, that she was one of the three to
survive the slaughter.  Although, she looked a little rumpled and her make up
was smeared, I think I was the only one who picked up on the small signs.


Since my last name was Anderson, I was next to the last person who
entered the office.  By the time that I entered that dark chamber of gloom,
another pretty girl had been selected to remain.  A blonde slutty looking
receptionist, passed me in the door.  I asked if she was one of the lucky ones
and she softly muttered that she would be informed later in the evening.  Her
unsettled eyes told me that there was a deep forbidding in the chamber that I
was just now entering.


Anxious, and terrified about the loss of the only income that my husband
and I currently had, I meekly walked into the dark office with my head hung
low.  I had been standing for nearly two hours and my legs and back ached from
the nervous ordeal.  When I was standing in front of the metal desk, with the
chipped and broken top, I looked at the huge man sitting behind the desk; a
huge black man.  As my eyes became accustomed to the darkness, I nearly fainted
as I recognized the angry black face as that of my new neighbor.


Feeling faint as a result of the terrifying ordeal today and with the
image of the angry black neighbor etched in my mind I softly asked, "May I sit
down please ?"


Looking up from the files stacked deep on his desk, he simply stated,
"No, you may not."  He then looked into my tired and worried eyes and started
reviewing the files in front of him.  "It appears that you and your husband are
in dire financial situation Mrs. Anderson.  Your home mortgage is two months in
arrears; your car is scheduled to be repossessed next Tuesday and all three of
your credit cards are maxxed out.  Now, did I miss anything ?"


As the huge black facilitator reviewed the pending disaster in mine and
John's life, I started shivering.  "No, I guess you pretty well have it all
down," I stated.


"Do you want to retain your $48,000 job Mrs. Anderson?" came the simple
question.


All I could do was softly mutter, "Yes."


The tension filled the room.  Derek Washington, let a small smile cover
his ruggedly handsome face.  He and I was very much aware of the power that he
held in his hands.  My knees started shaking and I felt dizzy.


"Well Mrs. Anderson, as the proverbial saying goes it appears that your
little white ass is mine.  Take off your coat; and then unbutton your blouse. I
want to see those perky little nipples of yours," came the direct order.


My eyes downcast, I started to mutter "Please.......," but it faded away.
I knew I had no choice but to submit to Derek Washington's command.  As I
unbuttoned the blouse, I became aware of another sensation; the sensation of
deep arousal in my loins.  Moisture coated my black lace panties and my nipples
hardened.  I pulled the tails from my miniskirt and opened the two halves so
the man who held my destiny could see my pretty breasts.  As I looked into his
dark eyes I could tell that he enjoyed the beauty; and the dominance that he
now had over me.


"Take it off," came the simple command.


I let the silk drop to the floor and I stood before him with my small but
firm breasts in full view.  A sense of consuming arousal was smoldering in my
tight firm body as my nipples hardened.  At first I cupped my breasts with my
hands but I slowly let them drop and I could sense a look of admiration from
his intense stare.


"When was the last time you made love to a man ?" Derek questioned.


Standing before the seated  black stallion I started to provide the
answer, "My husband and I ....... "


He abruptly stopped me before I could finish.  "I didn't ask you when you
made love to your husband; I asked you when you made love to a REAL MAN ?"


I could not answer him.  Even on the best of nights I did not consider my
husband a good lover.  I meekly stood before him with my hard nipples pointing
towards my tormentor.


"How big is your husband's cock Mrs. Anderson?" came the next question.


Embarrassed, I meekly answered, "His cock is nearly five inches long...
... when he can get hard."  I do not know why I added the last statement.  I
didn't have to degrade my husband...... but he hadn't satisfied my needs for
months; if not years.


"When was the last time you had a black man pleasure you Mrs. Anderson?"
came the next question.  Derek Washington seemed to mock me emphasizing the
"Mrs." in his questions.  Here I was, a white wife standing with my breasts
bare and my pussy lips twitching before him and his contemptible questions.


"There was only one time; I was only thirteen and a black man tried to
rape me," I answered.


"Did he enter you?" Derek responded.


Head down, I humbly answered, "No, he didn't put his cock in me.  He
jacked himself off on my legs and stomach."


"Good; I want a virgin hole," he stated matter of factly.


As I meekly stood before my inquisitor the intercom beeped and the
receptionist interrupted my interrogation; "Mr. Washington, your son is waiting
to see you."


Desperately I looked around for my missing blouse and instinctively
cupped my breasts.


"Have him come in," Derek simply answered.


He smiled at my sense of shock and embarrassment.  A tall muscular black
man who looked about seventeen, entered the door and casually walked past me
and sat in the only other chair in the room. Amusedly, he looked up at my
startled face; and my small hands trying to hide my breasts from his view.


"Put your hands down Mrs. Anderson.  My son can surely see your pretty
tits, since he is here to fuck you," he stated casually as a large sneer
covered his face.


The simple sentence bore into my distraught mind as I let my arms slide
to my side.  Having two black men; a father and son stare intently at my
exposed breasts made my pussy leak more sticky discharge into the already
soaked black lace panties.


"Give my son a kiss Mrs. Anderson.  I want you to make him feel the
tongue.  Do you understand?" ordered the black father.


I turned and hesitantly put my hands on the armrests of the chair as I
leaned forward and let my tongue probe the son's thick black lips. He parted
his lips and allowed my tongue to probe his oral cavity.  As I wantonly let my
tongue duel with his tongue I felt his finger tips brush against my hard
nipples.  He grasped the sensitive nipples between his finger and thumb and
applied an ever increasing pressure bringing a soft sob from my lips.  I let my
tight body undulate above the seated black boy.


As each of his hands massaged a hard nipple I could feel his feet gently
push against my feet forcing my legs to open.  The tight miniskirt was
stretched to the limit as his feet pressed against the insides of my soles and
the skirt rose on my over heated thighs.  Our tongues continued dueling as my
pussyhole started to throb.


I could feel the moisture continue to build in the crotch of my black
lace panties.  Just as the carnal passion nearly overtook my overheated and
throbbing body, I felt the young black boy's hands leave my distended nipples
and cup the outside of my reddened breasts.  My passion was about to overwhelm
me.  Mentally, I begged for the boys long thin fingers to continue their
passage along my lean and tight sides and I closed my eyes as he must have read
my mind.  The long fingers slowly; so very slowly; slid down my sweat soaked
body and rested on the hem of the tight mini skirt.  I writhed uncontrollably;
desperately trying to tempt the young boy to remove the obstruction, so that
his fingers could play with my throbbing pussy hole.


As I swayed seductively over his seated body, our tongues continued to
probe the other's oral cavity; neither gaining a distinctive advantage.  I
nearly fainted as I felt his long hot fingers play with the button on the side.
I adjusted my swaying in order to give him greater access to my skirt
fastenings; giving my married body to his inquisitive fingers.  I could not
stand his teasing.  As I wantonly tried to seduce this black boy, with his
father seated behind his desk in back of us, smirking while my body flew out of
control.


His fingers finally at long last slid the button out of the tight hole
and the skirt slid apart.  Opening my eyes and looking into his deep sweat
streaked face I begged,  "Please ........."   I am not sure what specifically I
was begging for..... or was I ?


His left hand slid down the inside of my left thigh and rubbed in a small
circular pattern where the top of my hose and my warm thigh flesh merge.  "Oh,
my GOD.  Please... Please!!!!"


The black boy said nothing but continued to gently rub the inside of my
thighs; each circular pattern rising a fraction of inch.  As I continued to
sensuously sway above the black boy; attempting with all my ability to rub
myself against, what had to be his hard black cock, I always came just a
millimeter short.  I then felt his right hand grasp the tab of the zipper on my
skirt and sensuously slide it down my quivering legs.


At nearly the same instant his index finger found my throbbing clit and
he gently caressed the hardened orb, which nearly brought me to a screaming
climax.  As I thrust my pussy against the digit I begged him again, "Please
fuck me.........," I mournfully whimpered.


Just as the words dripped from my lips I heard Derek Washington, Jerome's
Father stand up and sternly ordered; "Get off my son you little whore.  He's
only a teenage boy;  YOU DON'T WANT ME TO HAVE YOU CHARGED WITH STATUTORY RAPE
DO YOU.  NOW GET OFF MY SON."


I frantically looked back over my right shoulder, begging with eyes to
reverse the stern command.  All I could see was Derek Washington's stern and
angry face.


"You better obey my father Mrs. Anderson.  You don't look like a lady
that would fare very well in prison for statutory raping an innocent teen age
boy," the son sneered.


As I awkwardly tried to lift myself off the chair, I felt all my energy
instantly drain from my tired and overwrought body.  I had come within a finger
touch of the most intense orgasm of my life and now it was but a distant
memory.


As I turned to face Derek Washington; my new boss if I still had a job, I
absently grasped my unbuttoned and unzipped skirt and pulled it around my tight
and firm stomach.  I then stood before the most immediately important person in
my shattered life with my breasts bare; and my nipples harden to a point; and
my panties so soaked with my own juices that they were literally running down
the inside of my legs.  My makeup was smeared and my body was trembling from
the near orgasm that was denied me.


"Mrs. Anderson; tomorrow I expect that you and your worthless husband to
host a reception for myself; my wife Raven; and my son, who of course you have
just met.  If you don't remember he is the one that just fingered your little
clit," he mocked.  Derek continued by stating, "You will invite the three other
white couples who signed your husband's petition.  He will wear a tuxedo and be
the server for the invited guests.  You, Mrs. Anderson will wear a slut outfit
of your choosing.  If you select an inappropriate wardrobe, I will spank you in
front of the invited guests."


"Do you have any questions Mrs. Anderson?" he concluded.


My mind was swirling; I could not comprehend anything that has happened
this terrible morning.  I could not understand the intense sexual
transformation that a black boy of only seventeen had taken me. As the intense
thoughts bombarded my overworked and jumbled mind, I finally thought of one
question of utmost importance.  "Do I still have my job Mr. Washington?"


His unfeeling eyes stared at me and he spoke very softly, "The job is
between you and Miss Thornber.  You have the advantage; you will be given the
opportunity to gain the upper hand tomorrow night."


My immediate superior then dropped his head and started putting my file
back together.  I sensed that this meeting was over and I quietly reached for
my blouse and quickly put pulled it on.  I buttoned the front as I headed for
the door.  As I reached for the handle Mr. Washington again spoke; "Leave your
panties with my son Mrs. Anderson."


Shocked at the request but without any alternative, I turned and pulled
my skirt up.  Reaching for the hem line, I pulled the soaked panties over my
hose and high heels.  Once the fragrant panties were free, I walked the short
distance and humiliated, handed the garment to the smiling black boy.  He
immediately shifted the panties to his face, where he inhaled deeply of the wet
and fragrant black lace panties.  "See you tomorrow night Mrs. Anderson.  I
think I will enjoy being your neighbor," he smugly stated.


His arrogance brought another spark to my pussy, but I resisted the urge
to pounce on the young black boy, with his huge organ thrusting against the
front of his jeans.


Ashamed, I turned and hurriedly made my exit.  As I entered the outer
office, I could see the remaining workers stare at my disheveled appearance. As
I walked down the long hallway, my mind tried to comprehend the journey that I
had just embarked on.


How was I going to tell John; but more important could I wait until
tomorrow evening for the promised black cock of the arrogant seventeen year old
son of my new Black Master?


KAREN - CHAPTER 2
                              THE FIRST SUBMISSION
                             ======================


BY ARC LIGHT


As I exited the office of Mr. Derek Washington, my new boss; or at least
the man who now controlled my future, my mind, swirled.  He had forced me to
remove my blouse; kiss his seventeen year old son; and then upon departing made
me remove my soaked panties and make them a gift for the son with the magic
fingers.  Thinking back, I do not really know if the black boy had sparked my
first orgasm in months or merely heated me to the extreme point of sexual
arousal.  The father prevented me from achieving my dream of black cock being
inserted deep into my belly.  But even with all of that said, my journey had
just begun.  I had been ordered by Mr. Washington, my new neighbor, in addition
to my new boss, to prepare a cocktail party for him; his wife; his long cocked
son; my husband and the three white couples in our neighborhood who signed my
husband's petition, asking that the Washingtons' return to their previous
neighborhood.


As these thoughts raced threw my overwrought mind, I could only think of
the magnificent black cock that was nearly mine.  The domination of this black
teenager over my twenty five year old white body was complete.  I adjusted to
each of his moves and the arrogant black bastard mocked me, when I handed him
my soaked panties.  As my mind played back the humiliation and subservience, I
felt a tingle charge my body.


When I walked to where my car was parked, the underground garage was
nearly deserted.  A cold wind blew through the unheated garage. Sliding into
the drivers seat, I was startled when Jerome Washington; the object of my
attentions knocked on the passenger side window.  "Since we are both going to
the same neighborhood, I thought I would ride with you Mrs. Anderson," came the
forthright statement.


I reached over and undid the lock on the door, allowing my jacket front
to fall open and give the black teenager another glimpse of my small but firm
breasts.  Smiling, he easily slid in and made himself comfortable.


As I pulled from the ramp he told me to turn south; the opposite
direction of where our homes were located.  I turned to correct him, but
decided to comply upon looking into his arrogant and self assured face. As we
sped along in the wrong direction, he casually pulled my panties out of his
coat pocket and brought the fabric to his face where he inhaled deeply.  At the
same time, he let his left hand fall to my right knee and innocently caress the
tender flesh hidden below my black silk hose.


Since I did not know what to say after his casual stroking of my body
only minutes ago, I sat quietly as he continued with ever increasing caressing
of my right knee.  As we entered the area of  the black housing projects, his
caressing became more and more forceful until he had my short mini skirt
bunched nearly to my thighs and was stroking  my soft woman flesh above the
stocking tops.  I was having a very difficult time keeping my mind on the
speeding car, as his warm fingers continually searched for the wet opening at
the top of my legs.  My hands were trembling around the steering wheel, as the
sensual stroking continued to reheat my aroused womanhole.


Jerome sat silently in the dark beside me, showing no emotion as he
continued to play with my overheated and aroused body.  On several occasions I
attempted to tell him of the dangerous neighborhood, that we were driving in,
but he merely brought his right index finger to his lips and hushed my
protests.


I  closed my emerald eyes when at long last his long black finger finally
reached my drenched chamber of love.  He continued his gentle stoking, letting
his fingers outline each of my swollen pussy lips and then very gently let it
rub over my tender blood engorged clit. Desperately, I opened my eyes and
pleaded, "Please we must stop.  I'm afraid we will get in an accident.  I can't
endure what you are doing to me...... please...."


Amused, he merely stated, "Continue to drive.  I'll fuck you when I'm
ready..... "


Shivering with arousal, I continued to try and guide my powerful Z car
down the darkened streets of the south side of Chicago.  After what seemed like
an eternity of passionate stroking, Jerome finally allowed his long dark finger
to slip into my wet and willing pussy.  It was instantly coated with my sticky
discharge.  He removed his finger and licked off my drippings, smiling at me as
he reinserted the long finger into my hole.


Abruptly,  he commanded me in a firm voice, "Turn left at the vacant
warehouse and pull into that side door."


Obediently, I maneuvered the sleek black sports car into the vacant
building.  Once we were in the building, he quickly departed and started to
walk to a long stairway leading to what looked like a office at the top.
Looking around at the depressing site, I quickly slid from my side of the car
and followed him, like his little whore, catching up with him at the top of the
stairs.


He opened the door and walked into a dimly lit room.  My eyes tried to
adjust to the darkness; I felt a tremor shoot through my body.  I could not see
anyone but I could sense that we were not alone in the dark and forbidding
room.


"On your hands and knees Mrs. Anderson.  It's time for you to fell my
black dick in your pussy," Jerome ordered.


I started to protest the arrogant order, but felt his strong hands on the
back of my shoulder and felt him as he shoved me to the hard wooden floor. The
black silk hose ripped as my knees were the first to hit the floor.  As I
looked back over my shoulder, I could see the black teenager unbuckle his jeans
and slide them down his hard legs.  What I was unprepared for was the size of
his black man weapon; a full ten inches of solid flesh.  My eyes widen as I
tried to comprehend not only the length but the girth of the solid muscle.  It
was nearly as thick as my wrist and the dark purple head was leaking a small
drop of pre cum.


Unromantically, he dropped to his knees and grabbing the hem of my short
mini skirt pulled it up to my waist.  He then inserted  his knees between my
legs and quickly forced them further apart.  I tried to continue to look over
my shoulder at the arrogant black teenager but a quick and painful slap to my
right ass cheek forced my head forward.


"Do you want a little black cock Mrs. Anderson ?" he questioned.


My pussy stretched to the limits with his knees continuing to force my
legs apart, I merely sobbed.


As he lodged the dark purple head against my opening, I could feel my
pussy wetness coat the huge log.  I could not believe the fullness that had
inserted itself into my pussy; and the only thing that had entered me was the
head of his huge black cock.  I felt his hands grasp my thighs and in one
brutal stroke, he crammed another five inches of solid muscle into my canal.
The scream emitting from my throat, should have wakened the dead.  This black
teen age boy was deeper into my woman chamber than my husband had ever been.


I should have been prepared for the next black cock insertion, as I felt
his strong hands again grasp my upper thighs, the moment before the black pile
driving propelled his huge black cock deep into my womb. Although he had not
yet buried his entire ten inches into my stretched and filled pussy hole, he
had penetrated entirely virgin territory.  Jerome then allowed for my
constricting pussy muscles to push his black flesh out of the taunt cubicle.
The emptiness lasted only seconds, as he reared back once again and reinserted
his dark manhood into my willing body.


After recovering from the initial fullness, my vagina stretched to nearly
accommodate the thrill producing black flesh.  I attempted to adjust to his
every movement but he was always ahead of my reactions.  He seemed to sense
whenever I become accustomed to the large black tube and shifted his weight and
long black cock to achieve maximum insertion into my warm and willing body.
Never in my life had I achieved such sexual pleasure as this black animal had
brought to my aroused sex.


As his hard pounding continued, I had my first orgasm.  Jerome did not
slow down and it was only seconds before he brought on my second; and then
third; and then fourth mind blowing orgasm.  I was screaming for him to stop;
that I couldn't endure another  orgasm.  But rather than stopping he merely
pounded his huge black log deep into my belly.


His endurance was something that I could not comprehend.  My only other
experience was with my own husband; and his pathetic four or five grunting
strokes.  This black boy had the endurance of a stallion.  After my fourth
orgasm I tightened my pussy walls in hopes that it would force his to bust his
nut into my willing womb.  The tightness only forced him to continue his
forceful pounding of my helpless white body.


As my exhausted body dropped to the wooden floor I at long last felt his
release....... The boiling man cum felt like a firehose as it flooded my cunt
hole with its salty discharge.  Only as I felt the salty fluid burn my torn
cunt walls did I realize that his huge organ had more than stretched my
previously under utilized chamber of  love.  His discharge caused my body to
again tremble with release; release that his black cock produced.


I further slumped on the hard wooden floor and I felt him get up and as
he stood over my prone body stroke the remainder of his nut sack over the back
of my head coating my auburn hair with his discharge.


It was only as this point that I realized that we were not alone in the
dark room.  I could hear deep breathing coming from the corner of the room and
heard the footsteps of  two men as they advanced towards us.


"This little white housewife craves black cock.  Why don't you brothers
take your turn with her.  I'll be waiting in the car when you are done," Jerome
stated as he pulled on his jeans and shuffled out the door.


I tried to rise but this terrible day had taken the last of my energy. I
could not even raise to my elbows as  I heard the distinct sounds of  zippers
being released.  Raising my head, I could see one of the two black gang members
sit on his ass and scoot towards my face.  His legs wrapped around my shoulders
and held my face in his huge hands.  "I thinks its about time you sucked on
some Arkansas Black Snake little housewife," he smiled as his semi hard black
cock slapped my cheek.


Frightened, I opened my mouth and his black cock quickly inserted itself
in my parched mouth.  I could feel it harden as my tongue explored its thick
girth.  He pulled my head deeper on the throbbing black organ.


I should have resisted; I should have attempted to escape.  I should have
done a lot of things but the problem was that I craved his thick black cock.
It was no longer a fear but had rapidly turned into a craving.  I craved to be
dominated by these black men.  Before Jerome and his father moved next to our
home I had virtually no contact with black men; now......  in less than a day I
couldn't think about anything but the feel of the hard black meat that was
making my tight firm body quiver at every new assault.


As the first black inserted his cock into my mouth, I could feel the
second one straddle my legs and lay his long cock on my firm ass cheeks.  My
ass cheeks clenched shut trapping the long thin cock between their tender
flesh.  I tried to scoot forward but could not move because of his weight on my
upper thighs; and his black partner who had lodged another several inches into
my throat nearly gagging me.


Although I should have been outraged at this brutal rape, all I could
think of was the intense sexual arousal that these black gang members were
causing.  My pussy hole was still discharging Jerome's black man cum as the
second black man was forcing his thinner black cock into the nearly virgin love
shute.  Although the black cock slipping deep into my belly was at least two
inches longer than Jerome's cock it was much thinner.  My stretched pussy walls
tried to collapse to grip the pleasure giving organ as it slipped forward
through my messy woman hole.


As both the oral and pussy assault was fully underway, I tried to adjust
my weary and bruised body to conform to the huge black cocks blasting their way
into my warm white body.  I pulled myself up on my elbows and reached forward
with my delicate fingers to grasp the egg size testicles of  the shorter black
man who was now raising his ass off the wooden floor in his attempt to lodge
more and more of his rock solid black cock into my throat.  As I gripped the
huge nut sacks I felt him tighten........  and then his long shute blasted its
thick discharge into my willing and eager mouth.  The quantity of  his black
spunk made me nearly choke and I could not keep swallowing enough of his gism
to prevent a large quantity from running out of my slurping lips.


As the gunk dripped from my lips, I heard him order me to "Look up at me
sweet cheeks.  There is nothing prettier than a little white girl with her
mouth full of black cum".


I twisted my head back from my prone position, as I tried to look up at
the smiling black face with two missing front teeth.  When our eyes met I
forced some more of the spunk to slide from my red lips and drop to the dirty
wooden floor.   The black gang member grabbed his still hard cock and stroked
the last vestiges of  life giving sperm out so that it dripped in my hair and
on my face.


During this time that the small man had been orally fucking my face(skull
fucking is what they called it), the second thinner black man was thrusting his
huge black plunger into the deep recesses of my womb.  I could feel the tip of
his woman tamer tingle my cervix, as he tried to insert an ever greater length
into the warm chamber.  As much as I tried to adjust he drug me over the floor.
Finally I was able to raise my firm ass by pulling my knees forward.  This had
an immediate effect on the thrusting black animal who had his long cock buried
deep in my quivering body.


I felt the hard black cock tighten and as he violently gave a final hard
lunge, the black baby juice blasted against my tender womb.  I screamed at the
top of my lungs and the thick black cock lodged between my lips spurted it's
thick gooey baby mixture deep into my throat.  I nearly gagged as the abundant
supply of gism careened down my parched throat. The continual discharge in my
mouth and deep into my womb caused my over wrought white body to continually
climax.


Eventually my two black masters withdrew their still hard cocks from my
body.  Each of the two gang members stroked the excess baby juice on my still
writhing body.  My eyes closed as the two blacks mocked the white wife rolling
on the hard floor.


As I heard the door open and close I let my weary body slip off into a
deep slumber.  My dreams quickly focused on my recent black experience.  Where
would it end.......  or was this just the beginning...........


Karen's Cock Tail Party
                                   Chapter 3
                                  By ARC LIGHT


Karen finally made her way to the waiting black teenager.  She could see
the mocking eyes, as she drove the two of them to their homes; their homes that
stood side by side.


As Karen tried to slide up to her bedroom, as silently as possible, she
heard her husband stir.  Karen felt the black baby juice slide down the inside
of her warm thighs, from her sopping cum filled pussy.  As she entered her
bathroom, her nostrils inhaled the dusky smell of SEX.  The brutal fucking by
the three black studs had filled her womb with sticky goo, which continued to
leak out of her stretched and reddened pussy lips.  She softly stroked the
tender blood engorged labia and let her mind slip back the hour before, as her
nipples hardened at the scene imbedded deeply in her inner mind.  The
continuous long hard black cock imbedded deep in her being.  Karen spread the
lips as she straddled the bathtub and let the man cream drip to the porcelain
base below.  When she was finally convinced that the bulk of the creme had been
removed, she rubbed the sensitive lips with a warm washcloth.


Only then did she rejoin her white boy husband in their martial bed. Her
sleep came rapidly and her mind drifted once again to the hard black cock that
had reached her inner core.


At nearly noon on the next day; SATURDAY, Karen finally awoke.  As she
slowly rose, she remembered what Derek, her new Black Boss had planned for her
and her husband this very evening.  Her mind ached; and she dreaded the next
hour. During the next hour, she would have to tell her husband of their
cocktail plans for this evening.  As she rose the pain shot through her head;
and her body remembered her rough and degrading treatment of only twelve hours
ago.


Her husband, in total oblivion, was quietly having coffee in their dining
room overlooking their immaculate back yard.  He motioned for his wife to take
a seat beside him and poured her a cup of rich black coffee. He could sense
that something was amiss and inquisitively looked into her deep emerald eyes.


After what seemed like an eternity, Karen looked up and softly spoke to
her husband, "Derek,  his wife Raven, and his son Jerome are coming to our home
tonight.  We are also supposed to invite the Joness, Johnsons and Kellys.
John, Mr. Washington expects you to wear your tuxedo and act as the butler."
Karen blurted out the entire scenario, knowing her courage to do so would
evaporate if she hesitated.


Looking at her husband, John, she could see the shock in his face. Karen
paused, then continued, "If we don't do as he says, I will lose my job. John,
if I lose my job after you have lost your job, we will lose our home and
everything we have."


John silently contemplated what his beautiful wife had just told him. He
wanted to argue; to curse his new black neighbors; to show his manhood.
Unfortunately, however, he too realized the dire financial situation he and his
wife were facing.  Reluctantly, he rose, and meekly spoke, "I will go make
arrangements for our guests."


Karen spent the afternoon shaking her headache and cleaning their
beautiful home.  She thought that if she could keep busy, she would not have to
think about the activities that she was sure the Derek Washington had planned
for this evening.


About two hours before the guests were to arrive, Karen retreated to her
bath and took a long warm bubble bath.  Taking her razor she scraped her pussy
mound clean and then removed the stubble from her long beautiful legs. At long
last, she dried her tight body and prepared herself for the ordeal to follow.


She finally worked her way down the long stairway.  Karen caught the awe
of the gathered guests.  Her long legs were clothed in white silk hose; her
bare breasts were straining the tight white satin blouse.  Her short skirt
cradled her tight ass.  Her husband stood at the base of the stairs and was
clad in his tuxedo as ordered.


When she reached the living room, she looked around and could feel the
forbidding mood in the room.  Each of the three guest couples were nervously
fidgeting awaiting the arrival of the new Black Family in the neighborhood. The
three white wives were conservatively dressed.  All three had either skirts or
business suits on and nervously sipped on their drinks.


Their husbands' were very much in despair as they gulped their drinks;
hoping to reduce their anxiety and stress.


Although the Washingtons were scheduled to arrive at 8:00 PM, it was
nearly 10:30 PM before the doorbell rang.


Karen's husband, John, slowly walked to the door and ushered his new
neighbors into the living room.


The Washingtons entered as royalty.  Raven, the stunningly beautiful
wife was totally clad in black leather.  Her vest was pulled tight against her
more than ample unfettered breasts.  The black leather mini skirt was only
several inches lower that her black lace covered woman hood.  Her legs were
clad in knee high leather boots.


As the attention was on Raven, the two gang members who had fucked Karen
only one night ago, made their way from the back door.  They were clad in black
leather jackets ordained with prominent gang insignia. Wasting no time, they
cuffed one of the husband's necks and pulled another one to his feet.  The
quick brutal movement caught the docile white neighbors off guard.


Derek Washington took charge of the intense situation. "Each of the white
boy husbands will retire to the guest bedroom with the two black gentlemen. DO
IT, NOW !!!"


As each of the husbands looked to the other for comfort; courage (?); or
merely reassurance; they came up lacking.  It only took the stare of the large
and menacing Derek Washington to cause action.  When each had reached their
feet. they were roughly shoved forward and into the first floor bedroom. Even
though John tried to re-establish some kind of order, he too was pushed along
like frightened white boy.


Although none of the husbands had seen any weapons, the mere presence of
the black gang members was enough to instill a dreaded fear in their over
worked imagination.  Once they were in the small bedroom the largest of the two
black gang members gave the husband's their next order, "Strip.  Now!!!!,
or......."


The assembled frightened men did not wait for further elaboration of the
order and grudgingly started to disrobe, leaving their clothing in heaps by
their feet.


Back in the living room the three white women guests were in a total
state of fright.  They meekly huddled together on the sofa nervously fidgeting,
their eyes wide with terror.


Derek Washington slowly walked over to the sofa.  Standing in front of
the three seated wives, he pointed to Mrs. Jane Kelley, a stunning petite
redhead.  She was clad in a dark blue business suit.  He pointed his long index
finger and took one step back as Jane stood up trembling.  The black giant took
the petite redhead's face in his large hands and slowly caressed her beautiful
face.  Lowering his face, he let his tongue slip out and lick Jane's trembling
lips.  He continued his probing against the red painted lips and at long last
they parted and he let his thick tongue taste the warm oral cavity.  Her mouth
was sweet and his probing was relentless.


While probing her oral cavity, he let his hands drop to the trembling
tight breasts covered by the dark blue jacket.  After what seemed an eternity
Jane felt another set of hands grope her tight ass cheeks.  Derek's wife,
Raven, had slipped behind the trembling beauty and was openly fondling the
muscular mounds of flesh, covered by her skirt and slip.


Jane felt her nipples harden; and felt her feminine dew start to form in
the deep recess of her red lined pussy lips.  She closed her eyes...........
She hoped that her inner need would not be visible to the black man and his
amazon wife who were openly fondling her many charms.


"Have you ever had a Black Man, Mrs. Kelley ?" questioned the black
giant.


Her eyes downcast, Jane meekly moaned, "No .... "


Jerome, the seventeen year old son had moved behind the sofa and
whispered into Mrs. Jones ear.  "Come with me to the kitchen."


Mrs. Amber Jones, a five foot seven inch blonde with a page boy haircut,
desperately looked to the other women for support.  The other women, just as
apprehensive as Amber nervously kept their eyes downcast. Jerome wrapped his
hand around the nape of Amber's neck and pulled her upright. Although she did
not want to rise, she meekly followed the seventeen year old black boy to the
kitchen.  She tried to look back to the other white wives but could not escape
the grip of the black hand on the nape of her neck.


When the two entered the brightly lit white kitchen, Jerome pushed the
young wife forward.  She was facing the cabinets when Jerome spoke, "Do not
turn around.  Do as I say and you will only receive pleasure; Not Pain."


Amber, already near hysteria, complied completely with the black
teenager.  Jerome inched behind the trembling woman and Amber felt herself
become even more terrified as Jerome looped the black blindfold over her
forehead.  "Please ....." was her only  utterance.


Jerome tied the blindfold; tight.  He then let his hands follow the arms
of his terrified plaything.  When he reached Amber's wrists he snapped the
handcuffs.  The click was sharp and distinct and he felt Amber jump.  He pushed
up against the quivering young white housewife.  "Grab me.  Feel my strength
Mrs. Jones," Jerome ordered.


The housewife reached back and her hands rapidly found the growing bulge
in Jeremy's black leather jeans.  She gasped as her hands relayed the size of
the man organ that she was grasping.  She could feel the long organ pulse as it
rapidly filled with blood.  Jerome inched forward one more step and planted his
steel hard cock between her still covered ass cheeks.  Another gasp escaped her
lips as she could feel the hard organ between her ass globes.


Jerome's hands encircled the beautiful blonde and his fingertips pinched
her tight nipples.  She never wore a bra and the hard fingers rolled the
nipples between them as they became blood engorged and hard. As the brutal
caressing continued Amber pushed against Jerome; attempting to have more of his
large organ implant itself in her ass cheeks.  Her panties were moist and Amber
felt herself generate more of her lubricating fluid.  Her husband was a mere
four inches and it was very seldom that he was skilled enough to bring her to
climax.  Her mind raced, hoping that this black teenager could reach her inner
depths and bring her to orgasm.


She continued to thrust hoping that tonight she would achieve from this
black teenager, what her husband was totally unable to provide.


"You can't fuck me with your clothes on Mrs. Jones. Do you want me to
remove your clothes ?" Jerome innocently asked.  His mocking tone cut through
the innocent wife like a knife.


Softy, Mrs. Amber Jones begged her tormentor, "Please take off my
clothes."


Sensing his victory Jerome wanted more.  "Beg me to fuck you."


Her mind was totally distraught.  It was a mere ten minutes ago that she
had been brought to this antiseptic kitchen.  Brought to this room by an
arrogant black teenager who she was terrified  of.  And now.......  she was
ready to beg for this arrogant black teenager to stick his long hard cock into
her married chamber of love.  Her inner being where only her husband's
insignificant manhood had entered.


The words were softly spoken; the surrender complete.  "Please.......
Please fuck me."


Jerome's fingers dropped from Amber's hardened nipples and rested on her
waist.  His fingers sought out and found the belt buckle.  Amber inhaled as she
felt the buckle being pulled free.  Her eyes closed even under the blindfold as
she felt the button being freed in the waist band of her skirt. Her lips opened
and her tongue caressed them as she felt the strong hands tug down the tight
skirt.  When she felt the skirt hit her feet, she unconsciously backed against
the hard black man weapon that so excited her.


Back in the small bedroom her husband, Fred, had just meekly stripped for
the two dominant black gang members.  Before this night he would have seemed to
be a very macho man.  One prone to boasting on how masculine he was; he was now
meekly disrobing in front of the two blacks. He was terrified even though no
weapons were ever presented.  The dominant matter that the gang members had
exhibited was enough to totally intimidate the four white husbands. Although he
was still young Fred had a row of flab around his waist.  His manhood; or what
he considered his manhood was a mere four inches.  Even that diminutive size
had now retreated further given the circumstances.


A dog collar was attached to the flabby neck and a small silver chain
snapped to the ring in the collar.  His hands were fastened with silver
handcuffs.


The large black gave the intimidated husband one simple order, "You are
not to speak."


The black then pulled the large but flabby husband out the door and
paraded him by the shocked wives in the living room.  Mrs. Kelley, of course,
was still being fondled by Derek and his wife, Raven.  However Mrs. Johnson and
Karen merely stared at the humbled husband as he was pulled through the living
room by the chain attached to the dog collar on his neck.  Fred Jones eyes were
downcast and his wrists clasped together by the silver handcuffs.


He finally looked up when he was dragged into the brightly lit kitchen.
His eyes bulged as he stared at his beautiful blonde wife pushing against a
lanky teenage boy.  She wore a blindfold and her wrists, like his were clasped
behind her.  He could tell from her moans that she was aroused; aroused and her
pussy dripping with love fluid.


The black took the chain and fastened it to the base of the leg on the
kitchen table.  It only allowed for approximately eighteen inches leeway and
Fred had to strain his neck to watch his wife back against the black teenager.
He could tell that she was extremely aroused by her undulating thrusting
against the black teenager.  His eyes bulged and he groaned as he attempted to
look at his aroused wife and her frantic attempts to entice the black teen age
boy into burying his long hard black cock deep into her precious woman chamber.


Amber, still looking away from the door, begged Jerome to fuck her,
"Please, I need a cock so bad.  Please .......... " she sensuously whimpered.


Her husband, semi prone on the kitchen floor less than ten feet away
listened to his loving sensuous wife beg for the black teenager to fuck her. He
felt rage, helplessness, and as he glanced down to his naked torso an
unbelievable hardness in his cock.  His cock, although small, was harder than
he could ever remember.  It's hardness seemed to stretch the tight skin to the
limit.  He looked up, begging with his eyes for his wife to not subjugate
herself to her carnal needs and let the black teen age boy bury his black cock
deep in her womb.  He and his beautiful blonde wife had never had sexual
intercourse without him wearing a condom to prevent an unwanted pregnancy. They
could not afford the lavish lifestyle they were accustomed to with a newly born
child.  Try as he could, he could not silently communicate his desires to his
overheated wife.


Amber continued to rub against the amused black.  Jerome put his hands on
the writhing ass cheeks and asked Mrs. Amber Jones a mocking question, "How am
I going to fuck a little white bitch if she has her panty hose on ?"


Amber, totally consumed by lust meekly begged, "Please take my pantyhose
off.  I need your hot cock so bad........."


Jerome, pushing his plaything to the limit, mockingly inserted his finger
and thumb into the top of the dark pantyhose and deliberately pulled the
covering document down, inch by painful inch.


"Oh God, please...... don't torture me like this.  I need your cock so
bad," begged the submissive housewife.


Jerome inserted his powerful hands on both sides of the seamed panty hose
and ripped the frail garment into two pieces.  He tore them down to the crotch
and separated the two torn segments.  The decisive action startled the aroused
young housewife and she briefly pulled away. Jerome quickly followed her slow
retreat and inserted his fingers into the delicate white satin panties and
repeated his action of only moments before.  The panties were quickly shredded
leaving Amber's swollen pink pussy lips to the intense glare of both her
mentally beaten husband and her new black lover.


Jerome, unzipped his jeans and allowed his nine inch uncircumcised cock
to spring forward.  The massive log hit the top of Amber's quivering ass cheeks
and startled the aroused white wife.  "Reach back and rub the head of my cock
into that messy wet hole of yours, little whore," Jerome ordered.


Amber reached back with her handcuffed hands and grabbed the large black
cock, with the menacing purple head. Rubbing the massive log along her brown
fur lined hole.  After several pleasurable strokes, Amber softly moaned,
"Please, you must put on a condom.  I am very near my period and you mustn't
fuck me without protection."


Jerome said nothing;  his long black cock was growing longer and harder
with each gentle stroke from Amber's delicate hands.  Her tight pussy chamber
was excreting a sticky lake of lubricant and he enjoyed the wet sensation on
the head of his cock.  The sticky lubricant made the purple head shine, as he
looked down at the beautiful white wife bent at the waist.


She again begged, "Please.....   You must put a condom on. You will make
me pregnant if you don't........  Oh my God, please ..... " she agonizingly
begged.


As she continued her pleading and begging  she was also continuing to rub
the large black cock against her rock hard beacon of pleasure. Every time the
purple head was rubbed against the blood engorged clit of pleasure a little
squeal escaped her distraught lips.  Her manipulation of the large cock was
bringing her closer to the point of no return.


Jerome had fucked many white wives in his seventeen years.  He understood
that the more a little white bitch begs for something the less chance she is to
receive it.


As Amber continued to writhe in her awkward position Jerome continues his
mental domination, "Does the little white bitch want a little black baby juice.
My black cum must be the most potent spunk in the entire city.  I've already
made three babies in little white whores. Don't you want a little black sperm
to soak your womb ?"


The tormented young housewife was going out of her mind with the ongoing
sexual pleasure that the black cock was generating. "NOOOOOOOOOO....... Please
don't fuck me without a rubber.   YOU mustn't. I can't become pregnant....."


Jerome slapped the delicate white handcuffed hands and took the black log
in his fist.  He inserted the head of the massive black cock at the entrance of
the leaking and swollen chamber of love.  Although he only permitted the tip of
the head of the cock to insert itself in the warm tunnel, Amber had her first
orgasm.  She screamed the first of her releases and the loud shrill sound
echoed throughout the house.


Fred, his eyes bulging, felt the man cum drip from the end of his four
inch manhood.  He looked quickly down to see the large puddle on the floor
directly below his still rock hard white boy cock.  Feeling a warm serene
sensation overcome his body, he quickly returned his gaze to the sight
unfolding before his very eyes a mere ten feet away.


Jerome allowed Amber to push another inch of the cock into her tight and
inviting pussy.  He brutally slapped her ass and softly commanded her, "I want
you to embed my cock into your belly.  You disappoint me and I force fuck your
ass until you won't be able to shit for a week.  Now do me little whore."


Mrs. Amber Jones needed no command to have her constricting young cunt to
seek out it's pleasure level.  She pushed her pussy against the partially
embedded black log and each pleasurable inch sought to complete her task.  As
she become accustomed to each new inch, she rapidly forced another inch to push
it's way forward.  Jerome merely stood and allowed the aroused white tramp to
insert his cock deep into her belly.  When she was within two or three inches
of  having the full length buried in her woman hole, Jerome placed his hands on
Amber's hips and in one savage thrust implanted the full length into her wet
and willing womb.


Amber's scream could have awaken the dead.  She collapsed to her knees
with Jerome following her down to the floor; his long black cock still buried
to the hilt in the white wife's clenching pussy hole.  His sperm splashed
against her womb and brought a series of continuous and constant climaxes.
Eventually her tired body slipped to a prone position with Jerome continuing to
follow the writhing young woman with his black cock still implanted in her now
stretched and leaking hole.


"Please, remove your cock.  It's leaking sperm.... You will make me
pregnant.  Please take it out...." begged the young housewife.


Jerome ignored her pleas and continued to let her inner womb soak up his
sperm deep in her woman chamber.  "I want my black spunk to soak your pussy
walls.  When I'M ready I will remove my cock from your little pussy," he
responded.


Amber's husband, Fred, continued to observe the humiliating scene of
seduction from his awkward and painful submissive position.  The puddle of his
sperm had grown larger and at long last it had started to soften. His mouth was
dry and he was distraught at the sequence of the events that had occurred in
the last several hours.


Does anyone want to know what happens to the other wives???
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Mrs. Amber Jones continued to struggle with Jerome's long black cock
lodged in her tight and slippery pussy chamber. At long last her taut legs
started to muscle spasm and she slowly slipped to the anaseptic white kitchen
floor.  As she slid to the floor, with her eyes still blindfolded and her
wrists clasped together with the silver plated handcuffs, Jerome's semi rigid
black cock slipped out.  As he stood above the beautiful blonde wife, he
stroked his shrinking cock coating the torn and shredded black pantyhose.  The
white gunk contrasted with the sheer leg covering.


Fred, still chained to the table leg, frantically looked over to his
exhausted wife and felt yet another surge in his spent cock.  The black
teenager's copious sperm was running down his wife's thighs and coating the
tattered pantyhose.


Back in the guestroom the remaining three  husbands were standing
nervously; completely naked.  Each had modestly put their hands over their
shriveled manhood's and were staring at the floor.  The two black gangmembers
were sharing humorous references to there undersized white cocks.


At the very moment when the three husbands felt the most humiliated, the
door burst open and in walked the ravishing and stunning Raven.  The statuquese
black domitrix strode in and looked in each frightened face in turn. Once she
reached the end of the line, she turned and in a deep voice gave the first of
many commands, "Put your hands behind your head and interlace your fingers."


Each of the husbands looked at the stern face and rather hesitantly
obeyed the command.........


Raven stood in front of John......... her host.  Looking into his eyes,
she reached down and grabbed his shriveled cock and nut sack in her leather
encased hand.  As she squeezed, a small tear ran down John's cheek.


"What's wrong little man ?  Haven't you ever had a woman play with your
LITTLE TOY ? questioned the leather clad beauty.


John tried to speak.......... but all that came out was a little peep.


"No wonder your wife wanted black cock so bad.  You do know that she
begged to be fucked by my son don't you little boy ?" continued the
questioning.


With his hands interlaced behind his head and his cock and nuts firmly in
the grasp of the black domitrix, all John could do was meekly moan, "No...."


"Your little whore tried to get my son to fuck her stinky tight pussy in
my husband's office.  But he wouldn't fuck the little bitch there.... He took
her to the warehouse where she not only fucked him but these two brothers that
have been keeping you company," mocked the black woman.


The two other white husbands were becoming very uneasy at the verbal
castration given to John, their host. Fidgeting they prayed their ordeal would
not be as brutal.


Raven, after what seemed an eternity, walked to the next husband, Seymour
Kelly, an upstart attorney with one of the most prestigious law firms in the
city.  His reddish hair was swept back and his cock, even under this mental
torture showed the beginnings of hardness.


When Raven grasped his manhood, she smiled as her eyes met his.  "The
pretty little red haired plaything must be yours.  When I left the living room
my husband Derek was playing with her.  Once she has a few drinks she becomes
very passionate, doesn't she ?"


Seymour merely bit his lip.  The warm contact was causing his cock to
throb and harden even more.


"The way your wife was kissing my husband she looked like she wanted
cock;  Haven't you been taking care of your little wife?" mocked the
intimidating Raven.


"My wife has never cheated on me.  She would resist your husband,
ESPECIALLY if he is black," returned Seymour's scornful retort.


"I like you little red haired man.  You are the only white boy in here
with a set of nuts.  I may let you lick my pussy......" Raven commented as she
gave his hard cock a forceful squeeze.


Raven turned and stood in front of the last man, George Johnson, husband
of Suzanne Johnson.  He was noticeably sobbing and jumped as Raven grasped his
shriveled cock.


"Well, little man.  You seem to be the stud of the group," laughed Raven.


"On your knees........  Lick my boots little man," commanded Raven.


The frightened lawyer dropped to his knees immediately.  He hesitated
which of course was the worst thing he could have done.  Raven's leather clad
had slapped the side of his head causing him great pain in his left ear.  He
immediately dropped his face to the shiny black boot and extended his tongue in
obedience.


"Yes little man.  I think you might have gotten the point," mocked the
beautiful leather clad black wife.


Raven allowed George to continue his tonguing.  He eventually summoned
the courage to travel from the tip to the top of the foot; to the ankle; to the
lower calf; to the top of the knee high boot.  As he reached the top of the
boot, he felt the left boot tip slip between his legs and scrape the bottom of
his nut sack.  His diminutive little cock hardened as a surge of blood filled
the veins.  He gently placed his hands on the nylon covered leg and continued
his tonguing journey up the delightful kneecap.  Becoming bold at his
subservient performance, his tongue traveled another inch up the firm and
delightful thigh. Raven's shiny left boot continued to roughly caress his ever
hardening white boy cock.


"Hey little boy.  Has your wife ever had the privilege of fucking a
street Niger?" questioned the black beauty.


Stunned by the question Mr. George Johnson, Esquire peeped out an
unconvincing, "No......"


"I bet these two black boys can take your wife to one of the bedrooms
upstairs and bury their dirty black cocks into your little white wife's belly
within thirty minutes," continued Raven.


Her mocking question caused the little white cock to drip a drop of pre
cum on Raven's shiny boot.  Seeing the immediate response from her little white
boy she continued the taunting.  "Do you want to make a friendly little wager
white boy ?"


George, hoping to ignore the ridiculing black bitch continued tonguing
the soft delightful thigh.  His hope was that the black goddess would become as
aroused as his hardening cock.  The shiny leather tip had caused his cock to
stretch the tight white penile skin to the limit.  It was becoming nearly
painful; but painful in a way he had hoped that it would never end.


"I will bet you that my black members can have both of their cocks buried
in your wife's tight little pussy within thirty minutes.  If I win I get to
watch them butt fuck you; if your little tramp remains faithful you get to lick
my pussy.  Whatcha say white boy.........  Do you think your little susie two
shoes wife can resist a man with a real cock.... not  a little white boy cock
like yours?" questioned Raven.....


George, tried to sort out his humiliations.  He prayed that his wife
would remain faithful....... but what if she didn't? As he kneeled before the
most sexually exciting woman in his entire life, he wanted nothing else in this
world to sink his tongue in her black lace covered dew box.


If he was wrong about Suzanne the consequences were too horrible to
contemplate.  Being sodimized by some black street gang member.............. no
doubt in front of the entire gathered neighborhood.


As his tortured mind tried to analyze the dreaded options, the tormenting
black leather boot lifted his nut sack and forced more of his sticky pre cum on
the boot.  This time however it did not retreat but continued the exquisite
contact. The pleasure was driving George mad, as he could think of nothing but
the sensuous touch of leather on his blood engorged testicles.


Taking the bait, he finally looked up at the standing black goddess and
stuttering accepted the challenge....."My wife cannot be seduced by some
fucking street nigger."


His choice of words drew an intense stare from the two seated black gang
members.  The flash of hatred soon dissipated into a plan for a fitting
revenge.  Both the short and tall gang members let their thoughts race to the
five foot four inch 104 lb brunette seated alone in the living room.


During the lifetime that her husband had been absent, the petite and
anxious beauty had been sitting on the sofa; alone since Amber had been dragged
off by the arrogant seventeen year old son to be savagely fucked from behind in
the kitchen. Although Suzanne had not seen the coupling, she had heard her best
friend scream for the black dick to be buried deep.


Only five feet away her other friend, Jane Kelley had allowed Derek to
openly fondle and grope her many charms. The two adulterers were now seated in
an oversized recliner. Derek had his hand up Jane's skirt and was sensuously
caressing the warm upper thighs........ the naked flesh above the nylon dark
borders.  As his hand burnt the tender flesh, he continued to bury his tongue
deep into Jane's wet and warm oral cavity.


Suzanne, normally a teetotaler, had nervously downed five double scotches
in the last hour.  Her eyes were becoming glassy and she struggled to retain
conscious in the surreal world evolving around her.  Her mind could not fathom
the bizarre developments of this last hour.  The total wantonness of her best
friend......... the complete domination by the new black neighbor........ the
total and complete capitulation of her husband and the other four white
husbands....... the absolute sexual domination of the five blacks......
and..............  and the strange over powering feelings of arousal within her
tight compact body.  Her red lace satin panties were totally soaked. Mrs.
Suzanne Johnson tightly clenched her long beautiful legs together for fear,
that the wet stain would become visible to the vile animals that were in total
and complete domination of the assembled white couples.


Something caught Suzanne's attention and through glazed and unfocussed
eyes, she looked towards the doorway where her husband was being held captive.
Her eyes immediately focused on the large and forbidding (for her husband)
erection that jutted from his stomach.  Suzanne could never recall such
firmness; such hardness from her usually limp husband.  Blinking, she tried to
focus her stinging eyes and saw her husband being pulled back into the room by
the statuesque leather clad black wife.  As he faded from the doorway, the
smaller of the two black gang members appeared and walked towards the sofa
where she was seated.  Suzanne immediately dropped her eyes to the floor in
front of where she was seated.


It seemed an eternity before the black combat boots appeared in her line
of sight on the floor in front of her.  She slowly looked up into the black
face that had a horrible knife scar running from his ear to his chin.  He had a
large gold nose ring and his smiling front teeth were all gold.  She
trembled.............. the huge muscles only partially covered by the black
leather jacket frightened the previously sheltered housewife.


"May I have this dance,"  resonated from deep within the black leather
jacket.


Looking up, for the first time this evening, Susan heard the low jazz
background music enveloping the room.  She tried to focus on the hideously
scarred face and broke eye contact when she softly murmured, "I don't think my
husband would approve."


Harsh laughter erupted from her tormentor.  "Your husband don't have no
say......"  With that brief observation he held out his huge hand for me to
grasp.


"Please, I want to go home.." I begged.


"Don't make me ask again," growled the impatient muscular black.  He
pulled off the black leather jacket and threw it on the floor.


Through hazy eyes I looked up... not believing the vision.  The black's
massive pectorals looked like concrete blocks; his muscular arms were larger
than my legs. His stomach was a series of steel bands.  The baseball bat in his
tight blue jeans reached nearly halfway to his knee.


When he extended his hand again, I heard only a low growl.  I extended my
hand and it was engulfed in his huge black paw.  I felt myself slowly pulled
up.  As I turned my head I saw George standing naked in the doorway with a look
of disbelief on his face.  His cock was still rock hard and throbbing; the
black goddess was whispering into his ear.


The black embraced me and the effect of the strong liquor made me very
unsteady.  I felt myself being pulled into the rock solid body of the gang
member.  His rock solid prod pushed against my sopping pussy and belly.  I
draped my arms over his shoulders for balance.......... or at least that's how
I tried to trick my mind.


I couldn't say we were dancing as much as we were grinding against each
other.  The black had has muscular fingers on my tight ass cheeks and was
constantly pulling me against the hardening black cock.  Trying to regain my
senses, I tried to pull away only to find myself pulled closer to the hard
black body and the hard black..........


My pussy juices were literally running down my hose..... as my mind short
circuited with the intense pleasurable feelings. It was now I who was rubbing
against the hard mass between the black's legs.  I tried to raise up on my tip
toes to rub the top of my pussy.... my burning clit against the hard black
cock.


"I'm going to let your husband watch when I fuck you," snarled the black
into my ear.


"Nooooooo....." I managed to sob..


As I continued to rub against the black ever more frantically, he reached
into his pocket and pulled a capsule out. He slowly brought the capsule to my
face.... as a Cobra entices it's victims with it's dance.  Unable to comprehend
his motion, I lazily looked into his sneering face as he broke open the Crystal
meth capsule and planted his muscular hand over my nostrils.  I immediately
tried to struggle but he held me firmly against his solid body as the escaping
gas catapulted throughout my distraught body.


Desperately, I tried to break free but each second elapsed and shortly I
felt the drug coat my mind.  It felt as if my entire body was having an orgasm.
I looked at the grotesque black face and forced my tongue into his foul
smelling mouth. My arms returned to his muscular shoulders and I again felt his
hands return to their  place on my ass.  I felt the hem of my skirt being
pulled up and the cool air coating my asscheeks as he lowered my red sating
panties.  I had remembered to put my panties on last so they would not
interfere with the garter and hose that I had worn to tease my husband with.


George Johnson, Attorney for Con Ed, looked on helplessly as the black
slowly but deliberately stripped his petite wife in front of his eyes.  He had
observed her obvious surrender when she buried her tongue into his mouth and
pulled him closer.  George felt the leather glove grasp his cock and gently
massage the head between the fingers and thumb.


Raven whispered into his ear, "Your wife looks like a little slut to me.
What did it take her; ........three minutes to beg to be fucked by a street
nigger?"


George desperately wanted to refute the ridiculing statement but he
couldn't refute the fact that his wife was slowly being stripped before his
very eyes.  The black evening dress had now found it's way to the pile of her
discarded clothes near her feet.  Her only clothing now was the black seamed
stockings suspended by the thin black garter belt and her five inch spiked
heels.


"Go wait for me in the bedroom...." came the order.


As Suzanne passed her husband on the way to the stairs leading to the
master bedroom, he could see the dazed and unbelieving look in her glassy eyes.
Although she looked directly at him it was as if he didn't exist.  His hard
cock was being milked by Raven's long fingers as he defeatedly looked after his
sensuous wife.  The gentle stroking on the sensitive glans was causing the
cuckold husband a great deal of anxiety and he brought his knees together to
avoid the inevitable.


As the black passed before him he sneered, "I hope she can take a real
cock.  After tonight you will be but a memory for my white bitch..."


"Nooooooooo..... " came the mournful sob.  His tormented cock sprayed the
carpet with it's discharge as the tender manipulations of his black mistress
finally achieved her insulting climax.


"Follow me white boy.  We can watch your sweet wife finally get what she
deserves," Raven commented as she led George down the hall by his now rapidly
deflating manhood.


The two arrived at the door shortly after the black gang member had
entered.   George and Raven stood just outside the master bedroom doorway.


"Spread those lips..... I want to see if you are wide enough for a man's
cock little whore.."


Suzanne, her pupils like saucers, delicately pried the wet and sticky
pussy lips apart.  She observed her own manipulations of her sex and allowed
herself the pleasure of dragging her fingers along the hooded clit protecting
her dripping, gaping hole.  Her actions brings a soft moan and she anxiously
looks to her new lover for her next command.


"Does my little pussy whore want a black cock to fill her hole ?" comes
the ridiculing mimic.


Seductively the petite brunette wife looks at the mocking black with her
smiling eyes.  "Cum fill my pussy with that black log of yours."  Suzanne then
spreads her legs and gripping her swollen lips pulls them even further apart.


The sexual invitation is too much for the now naked and rock hard black.
He saunters the few steps to the bed with the wife's eyes transfixed on his
black manhood.  Reaching the bed he knee walks between the inviting thighs of
the petite brunette housewife. Gripping the hard black cock he mashes the head
against the sensitive clit bringing a squeal of pleasure from Suzanne.


"Does my lady want her cock ?" ridicules the black.


Panting the housewife desperately begs, "Please, don't tease me.  I need
you so baddddd......"


The conquest is complete...  Suzanne must have her black fix..  Her mind
has been over ridden by the crystal meth and the black cock teasing her
throbbing sex.  She scoots down on the bed hoping to lodge the large male organ
deep within her belly.  The strategy fails as the black moves back to avoid the
insertion...  HE is the one in charge and it is more fun to torment the
dishonored wife than fuck her.


George is standing by the door when he feels the leathered finger caress
his asscheek and probe his anal chute. The forcefulness of the assault drops
him to his knees.  The leather coated finger follows his flight and he feels
the finger again probe; but this time it is firmly lodged into his chute. The
unlubricated finger is ripping the tender muscle as it is forced deeper into
his ass.  George looks up as the muscular black continues his mocking
domination of his sex crazed spouse.


"I'll give you a little black cock, if I can mark you as my little fuck
bitch Mrs. Johnson," comes the ridiculing offer.


Suzanne's mind has passed the layer of reason and finally snaps
completely,"Mark me........I'm your little white fuck bitch..... Oh God
Please....... I can't stand it any more....Please Oh God.....  GIVE ME YOUR
NIGGER COCK YOU BASTARD..........."


As the black cock is driven home a hideous smile covers Suzanne's
tormentor's face.  A leather covered finger is also driven home in a dry anal
chute.  The muscles and flesh are ripped apart by Raven's disregard of George's
twin defeats.


George listens and watches as his beautiful wife spreads herself for the
deep and severe pounding of the large powerful cock deeply imbedded in her
tender and stretched married love chamber.  Her total surrender has broken him
and the brutal anal rape has ripped his ass apart.


"Here comes a little black baby juice honey lips...." the black screams.


Suzanne stretching her long legs grips the back of his thighs with her
ankles and pulls the pumping black bastard deeper into her aching and ravished
hole.  The black raises on his knees and in one furious lunge buries the long
cock to his balls in Suzanne's stretched pussy.  The blast scalds the wife's
inner chamber and she feels the copious sperm lash against her sensitive and
burning loins.  Her receptacle of lust cannot handle the scalding discharge and
the sticky goo drips out of her stretched and swollen lips.


The black has planted his lips on the wife's flawless neck and has sucked
a silver dollar hickey on her neck.  The sucking was pleasurable to the
distraught wife and the black laughs at the hideous scar.  He pulls out and
sits on the edge of the bed for a brief moment.


Looking down at the violated husband, he smiles before rising.  The
cuckold husband is kneeling in front of a puddle of white boy spunk.  It is not
a large puddle and his shriveled little cock has retreated leaving only the
head visible.


George's trance is broken when the black kicks him in the face.  "Clean
me...  Your wife's drippings make me itch white boy."


Raven kneels down beside her plaything and inserts the finger deeper,
"You probably won't fit in your wife anymore. She has had a real man and I
don't think you will measure up ever again.."


The black slaps George's face with his still rock hard cock.  The sperm
rope attaches to his face and he defeatedly looks into the conqueror's
unforgiving face.  The black cock slips effortlessly into his dry mouth, where
he obediently cleans the weapon.  He can taste his wife who is still writhing
on the bed only five feet away.  As he gobbles the spunk from the black cock he
wonders if Suzanne is lost forever................
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At long last George completes his task.  The Black is satisfied by his
oral cleaning from the white boy attorney. George is pushed back on his
haunches and awkwardly watches the black depart...


Raven, kneels down and whispers into his ear, "Your little tramp is still
writhing on the bed like the little whore she is white boy.  The little bitch
needs to be spanked by a birch seedling.  Or aren't you man enough to take care
of your little tramp ?"


George, humiliated, with the black's cum rope dripping down his chin,
awkwardly sits up.  He rises and approaches the bed, where his  wife is still
writhing in the throes of her orgasm nearly ten minutes past.  She opens her
glazed eyes as George crawls on the bed.  She smiles at her husband, her make
up smeared and streaked.  She looks like a freshly fucked whore to her angry
husband.


George extends his hand as if to slap her senseless, when his beautiful
wife spreads her nylon covered legs.  He looks down and sees the abundant
pearly white spunk coat her reddened thighs.  He drops his hand and stares at
the escaping cream coating his wife's warm tender thighs.


Suzanne smiles up at her husband and slurring her words speaks to her
husband, "George I really had an orgasm this time.  Where did my lover go ?"


Her irate and insanely jealous husband grabbed the beautiful brunette by
the shoulders and in one brutal movement turned her on her stomach.  Seeing a
tie on the bed post he wrapped the tie around her delicate neck.  As he twisted
the two ends together Suzanne pulled herself up by her knees.  The movement
pressed her tight asscheeks directly against George's thrice spent shriveled
cock.  The contact however sent a power surge throughout the tender head and
George immediately felt his male organ harden and become coated with the sticky
discharge flowing from his wife's stretched and gaping pussy chamber.


As he tightens his wife's noose, he feels his spent and deflated cock
spring to life and as Suzanne struggles the now semi-rigid male organ lodges
itself in her sticky and sperm soaked hole.  Suzanne, feeling another
electrical spark generate from her overused crack gives one mighty heave and
embedded her husband's rapidly hardening cock deep within her belly.


The forceful thrust embedded George Johnson completely and burning
himself while at the same time twisting the tightening cord around his wife's
neck.  Suzanne struggled trying to loosen the tie and force oxygen into her
starved lungs. Her drug overdosed mind quickly reasoned that her only salvation
against her insanely jealous husband was to give him pleasure............. and
pleasure was the asset that she could dispense.


She tightened her pussy and gave any inhumane thrust to capture her
husband's now rigid cock.  As she felt the sperm shoot co mingle with her black
lovers sperm the lack of oxygen blasted another electrical jolt to her frayed
mind.  As she climaxed, she squeezed the pumping cock of her husband with the
force of a vice.  The husband and wife collapsed on the cum and sweat drenched
bed and Suzanne felt the tie loosen so ever slightly and gasped for the oxygen
so desperately needed by her brain.


Observing the bizarre spectacle from the end of the bed Raven, the
leather clad black wife, felt her own hole coat itself with her womanly dew.
This night had drained many nut sacks and the entire room smelled of sex.  As
she gently rubbed the outside of her black leather skirt her mind drifted back
to the red haired obstinate white boy attorney in the guest room downstairs.
"There was something about him that she couldn't put together in her mind." Not
only had he been the one to actually behave like a man he was also the one who
actually had a respectable cock.  Although it was only seven inches long it had
responded to her brutal stroking.  And there was something............
something else that she couldn't explain.......... something that she couldn't
put together in her overheated mind.  "What was it ????  What was it that was
so different ??"


Raven had humiliated so many white boys; but what was it with Seymour
Kelley.


With her panties soaked with her excitement Raven turned and slowly
walked out the bedroom door, leaving the Johnson's in their post climatic heavy
breathing.  Although her husband Derek, possessed a more than impressive ten
inch ebony rock hard cock, there were times; in fact most of the time, that he
failed to light her fuse.  Raven's hooded pleasure was sort of off center and
many times the bludgeoning black rod failed to ignite the fuse and left her
still craving satisfaction.


When she reentered the guest room off the living room both Seymour and
her host John were still standing with their hands interlaced behind their
heads with the menacing tall black gang member taunting them.  Instantly, Raven
looked down at Seymour's white boy cock and stared at it's still rock hard
stature.  She couldn't believe it.  It had been nearly forty five minutes and
his cock was still hard.  As she stared at the impressive seven inch structure,
she noticed what was different. The cock had a right twist and there was
something else.  The cock was circumcised of course, but there was
something......... Finally Raven remembered when she was brutally fondling the
white boy cock.  The head...... the swollen purple head.  The back of the white
boy's cock head had a noticeable lip.  The lip was nearly a half inch
protrusion above the rest of the folded skin.  Her mind tried to grasp what she
was observing.


Uneasy with her discovery, she looked at the puzzled look on the black
gang member.  "Take our host to the living room.  His wife is the only unfucked
wife.  See if you can help her out.  I'm sure she is need of something other
then Mr. Shrivel here.


Slapping John along side his head, the black exits the room.  As he does,
Raven turns towards Seymour again.  He has a smirk on his face which unsettles
Raven.


"Why are you smiling white boy?   You smile at me and I'll give you an
enema with a fire hose," Raven mocks.


The threat does not diminish the smile.  In fact the smile becomes wider
and Seymour drops his hands.  Grabbing his rigid white boy cock he then mocks
Raven, "Come suck me you black bitch!!!"


A shot of anger consumes Raven and she closes the several feet separating
them.  But rather than slapping his face she becomes mesmerized by his dancing
eyes.


"Yes you black bitch..... You know don't you...... You know that I can
satisfy that terrible ache between your black thighs.  I told you to suck
me.... NOW DO IT.."  Seymour softly lets the orders flow from his lips.  He
realizes that if his gamble doesn't work, he could very well be in intensive
care... or the morgue within the next hour.


Raven, totally unprepared to receive an order for sexual subservience, is
dumbfounded.  It is Raven who gives orders of degradation; not obey such an
order.   She wants to slap the smirking face; to call in her husband to beat
the white boy senseless.... she wants to remain in control.


Her mind cannot comprehend, when she drops to her knees in front of the
mocking red haired attorney.  Gently, she cradles the large egg sized nuts and
the still rigid uplifted cock.


"Put your mouth on me Raven.  You better coat the head if you don't want
it to hurt when I enter you," the ridiculing continued.


Raven crept closer and opening her thick lips licked the head of the
white cock.  She let her tongue probe the lip on it's head and pushed the skin
away.  She felt Seymour tense as the pleasure reached his brain.  Obsessed with
her task, she cradled the nuts gently and continued to suck the head of the
white cock tenderly.  She was skilled at this task; her husband Derek had
trained her.  The white boy cock was not as thick and she was able to suck
nearly the entire length into her throat.


Raven felt complimented when Seymour again spoke, "You suck good for a
black bitch.  I'm going to enjoy our afternoons together.  There is nothing
like a black wench on her knees giving her master a passionate sucking."


"You have made me hard.  Give me your panties and walk over to the sofa.
I want to watch your ass wiggle..." defied Seymour.


Raven obediently rose and pulling up her black leather skirt pulled her
black lace panties down.  Wanting to tease the white boy she pulled her panties
off very slowly.... very slowly. Seymour was intrigued by the wiry black pussy
hair.  The curly hair had a springy feel as he caressed the coarse hair, when
the panties had reached the top of Raven's hose.  Seymour let his finger search
for Raven's clit and looked in her eyes when he found it.  the clit was lower
than normal and was just a micrometer off center.  Yes, thought Seymour, this
bitch will appreciate his white cock.


With her panties at the top of her thighs, Raven brings her hands to
Seymour's face and leans forward to bury her tongue in his mouth.  Seymour
backs up slightly making Raven come to him.  He allows her tongue in his mouth
and duels with the extended tip of her tongue.  It has a salty taste from
sucking on his cock and he is intrigued with her swaying body.  She tries to
rub against him and he backs away.


"Go to the couch and spread yourself for me," he orders.


Raven reaches down to complete the removal of her black lace panties but
Seymour slaps her hands.  "You had a chance to remove your panties and didn't
take advantage of that opportunity.  Go to the couch; I will be along to fuck
you," ridicules the white boy attorney.


Another flash of anger.  Raven is not a whore and she resents being
treated like one.  Raven is a woman with her secretions dripping down her nylon
covered legs and she turns and shuffles to the sofa; the panties restricting
her movements. Once she is in front of the sofa, she lets herself fall and as
she falls she tries to spread her legs.  The black panties restrict the
spreading of her long legs and she becomes frustrated.


Seymour casually looks at the black beauty.  Still clad in her black
leather outfit; the micro mini black leather skirt; the black vest barely
covering her large but firm breasts; her legs covered in black hose and knee
high black leather boots. Seymour can tell that she is trying to part her legs
to obey his order but cannot do so because of the restricting black lace
panties.  He walks over to where she is spread for him.  She attempts to spread
her legs more but the back of the sofa and the restricting panties won't allow
her seducer greater access.


Raven raises her legs and Seymour kneels in front of the delicious
opening.  Raven, looks down at the menacing white boy cock with the slight
right bend and suddenly realizes it is not sheathed.  "Oh my god.  Please
stop... I am not on the pill.  You must cover yourself.  I can't have a white
man deposit his sperm in me."


Ignoring her pleas he grabs each of her boot covered calves in his hands
and in one brutal thrust buries the head into her chamber.  The head rubs
Raven's sensitive clit and she screams.  Another inch is forced in and Raven
shifts, hoping to adjust.  Seymour pulls his cock out and the lip of his head
scrapes the sensitive pleasure bud from the reverse side and causes another
scream and Raven's first orgasm.  She grabs at Seymour chest and begs, "Please
slower....... Oh My God!!!"


Seymour sets the pace, not the bitch he is fucking and reinserts his
white boy cock into the pink opening.  The head again rubs the clit and Raven
digs her hands into his shoulders. She is still wearing her leather gloves and
cannot get a good grasp.  Desperately, she again tries to adjust to the cock
causing her stress....  Again she fails.. The cock is pulled back out and the
lip lodges itself against her hooded clit until at long last it breaks free
causing another massive orgasm for the heavy breathing black housewife.  Never
has she felt these electrical jolts to her slit.  She begs.............. "Oh my
God, Have Mercy..................."


The white cock again plunges deep into the writhing black goddess. Raven
is spasmastically thrashing around as Seymour again pulls out all but the head
of his cock.  The electrical volts roll back the black leather coated wench.
Seymour rips the black leather vest open and grabbing the hard nipples in his
fingers twists cruelly.  Another surge is transported throughout Raven's
charged body.


Seymour, always one step ahead, commences his normal rhythm.  His tense
asscheeks bury his cock deep into the pink opening.  The ravished black pussy
grips his cock like a glove.  He feels pleasure as the coarse black hairs catch
his fine red prick hairs.  The primeval screams are now non stop.  They
reverberate throughout the house and everyone looks towards the open door. Only
Derek recognizes his wife's screams.... And he cannot believe it.  How can a
white boy be bringing HIS wife to pleasure.


Tears are freely flowing from Raven's wide open eyes as she tremors from
constant orgasms.  Seymour does not allow her to recover from her last climax
until he is igniting her next one.  The white cock is attacking the swollen
clit with each stroke.  Raven buries her ass deep into the sofa cushions
attempting to retreat from the pile driving thrusts.  Seymour anxiously follows
her retreating black ass and buries his cock even deeper. Raven, her breasts
heaving from her heavy breathing again begs the white boy. "Please oh dear God
Stop.....I can't stand it anymore.  My clit is being rubbed raw by your cock."


Her legs are slowly being forced ever higher as Seymour wants to bury
more of his white boy seven inches into the tight black glove.  The heels of
the knee high black leather boots are touching the gaudy ear rings on Raven's
ears.  Raven can see only black as she starts to pass out.  The pain; the
pleasure is too great.  Her constant climaxing body is not allowed to recover;
not for a second as the next orgasm blasts forth.


Raven's scream is nearly inaudible because it is so high pitched.  The
cruel white fingers continue to grip and pull at her sensitive nipples.  They
are blood engorged and nearly bleeding as Seymour continues to pound at the
helpless black bitch.


"Are you ready.... Are you ready for some white boy spunk you black bitch
???" smirks Seymour.


Raven can't answer.............


The scalding pent up discharge blasts Raven's outer lips.  The salt
encapsulated spunk coats the raw and tender clit. Seymour has pulled his cock
out nearly all the way so he can soak the clit.  The discharge covers the super
sensitive woman pleasure giver and causes Raven to suffer another orgasm.  Her
head throbs at the pleasure.  She struggles to pull the white cock from her
chamber but Seymour's superior position allows him the control.  Control of the
writhing and dominated black plaything.


"Beg me to release your pussy bitch!!" mocks Seymour.


Raven, her throat parched, struggled with the words, and the energy to
speak them.  "Please, NO MORE.  I can't take your cock anymore.  You rubbed me
raw........... Please OH GOD take your cock out."


The begging of the black wench was music to Seymours ears.  The bitch was
now his..... his and his beautiful wife's.  The Kelley's enjoyed, shall we say
an interesting sex life.


Seymour pulled out and stroked his cock free on the last jizm on the hose
of his latest conquest.  Only then did he realize the audience standing in the
door way.  It appeared that the entire guest list had gathered when they heard
the pitiful screaming of Raven.  Derek stood with his hand covering Seymour's
wife's breast.  Her clothing were in disarray but it appeared that she had not
yet been mounted by the huge black who had demanded this gathering. Seymour had
a slight smile as he imagined what was going through the black husband's
enraged mind.  Here was his dominant black wife fucked to oblivion by a small
white boy cock.


"Timing is everything" ran through Seymour's contented mind.  After
emptying the last vestiges of his spunk on the waiting thighs of his Derek's
wife he rose and gathered up his clothes.  Walking to the door he grabs his
smiling wife by the arm and drags her along with him.  Derek stood, mouth open
trying to adjust to the very reversed situation.  Heretofore it was the white
wives who had succumbed to his black colleagues and their long and powerful
cocks.  How could it be that his own wife was sensuously moaning her last
trembling orgasm, coated in white boy jizm.


Derek heard the door open and quickly turned to see the backs of the
Kelley's making their rapid departure.  To those standing near the large black
supervisor the heat generated from his forbidding rage became apparent.  The
revenge would be sharp......... and quick.
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I am not sure how to start...  Normally I am a very shy person and am
quite frankly embarrassed about what I am going to share with you. Currently I
am a sophomore at UCLA majoring in Pre Med. Most people; especially men
consider me attractive and I have never had problems attracting and holding the
attention of male suitors.


In high school I was in the "right" cliques and was very popular even
though I am very shy. I lost my virginity in high school to a sweet boy; my
true love. However I always envisioned that there was something more... I
climax quite readily and am easily excited. "Jim" was the usual inexperienced
high school boy and really tried hard to insure that I reached orgasm.


However there was something missing; some overwhelming excitement that I
felt that we lacked together. The one time that this missing link come together
was after a basketball game. Jim was on the team; he wasn't the star but he was
one of the better players. Our team was playing against a team from the inner
city; it was an all black team. Their team was bigger; stronger; and more
cocky. They knew they were good and enjoyed humiliating our smaller; slower
team. By the start of the fourth quarter they were really regaling in making
our team look inferior.


I remember one black boy in particular. He was probably the best player
on the team and on more than one occasion as he passed by where us cheerleaders
were seated he smiled and told us how we should be cheering for the "real men"
not the "little boys" on our team. Although his mocking made me angry I found
myself looking at first his hot body; and then......... at the bulge in his
short tight shorts. His long thick manhood was very noticeable. It seemed to
strain against the sweat soaked bright red material of his trunks.


After the game Jim was upset and when we parked he was very aggressive;
almost brutal. As he angrily drove his typical white boy penis into my tight
little slit I closed my eyes and envisioned that I was being taken by the
muscular black boy who had mocked us. With each stroke I imagined his long
thick black cock filling my tender little hole....... My intense orgasm caught
Jim offguard; he thought that it was his lovemaking that had caused me to lose
total control but......... I never told him the reason of my passion.


After our senior year Jim headed for one of the IVY league schools out
East and I chose to enroll in Pre Med at UCLA. My Freshman year was uneventful.
I usually had a date every week-end but never really found anyone that I cared
for. In the back of my mind I kept wondering..... Would it be different with a
black man?


Being very shy I really didn't know how to pursue my fantasy. My
classload was heavy and I devoted most of my time to those studies.


However during the Spring Quarter I chose to take a general studies class
entitled Art Appreciation; a duck class that would not require much attention
on my part. The class was given in a large amphitheater type classroom that
seated approximately 300 students. I was assigned a seat in the second row and
was surprised to see a muscular black athlete take his seat directly in front
of and below mine. He looked familiar........ His head was cleanly shaven; he
was about six feet four inches and 180 lbs of solid black granite. He was not
especially handsome but there was something about him..........


About the second week he arrived late and quickly took his seat. He
placed his books on the floor in front of him and as he fumbled for his
notebook he turned and looked in my direction. My eyes caught his eyes for the
briefest of moments until he lowered his line of sight..... I felt his dark
forbidding eyes burn into my thighs.... He was looking up my short mini skirt;
my mind raced... And then; I slowly spread my legs. I do not know why I allowed
myself to do such a wanton act... normally I am not such a brazen tease but
this simple act felt exciting. The black boy continued to stare from his
twisted position and as he stared I shamelessly opened my legs even wider. As
my mind tried to reconcile my sluttish behavior I felt my nipples harden....
moisture was forming in my panties which were snug against my pouting swollen
pussy lips.


The scene lasted only several seconds but seemed to last an eternity.
Finally at long last the Professor told "Mr. Bettis" that the masterpieces were
being displayed on the overhead projector. He arrogantly told the Professor
that not all of the "Master Pieces" were in front of him. The crude remark
brought laughter through out the large classroom but turned my face a bright
crimson.


The sixty minute class always drug on forever; but this afternoon the
ordeal seemed to last an eternity. As the end of the hour mercifully came to an
end I started dreading on how I would escape the muscular black man's expected
advances. I gathered my books and held them against my small (34B) but firm
breasts and nearly leaped from my seat as the bored Professor announced the end
of the class.


As I reached the end of the row in which I was sitting the smiling black
boy was waiting for me. My face again became flushed; the hardness in my
nipples returned. I looked down at the floor and was going to try and scoot by
the patient smiling black boy.... He had a gold cap that seemed to reflect
across the entire room...


"Would you like to have a coke with me," he quietly asked. His voice was
gentle; I expected a deep gruff voice.


With my face beet red I desperately tried to engineer an acceptable
excuse.... without success. I merely nodded my acceptance with my heart racing.
I continued to look down at the floor as I felt his long black muscular arm
confidently encircle my soft shoulders. As we walked from the crowded classroom
I could see many of the other girls giving me an annoying look. Even at UCLA
race mixing was not very well accepted.


He directed our direction by his forceful arm. I had thought that we were
going to the Union Center but we walked by the door.... He was a man of few
words... We exchanged the usual flat pleasantries but nothing more meaningful.
"Where are we going?" I innocently asked.


Smiling; he answered my direct question. "I thought w would go to IT..."


The uneasiness that I felt increased and I felt a twinge of ..... fear
(?) anxiety (?) or some other unknown emotion. IT was a local club.. but it was
patronized by the black population on campus. White people; or should I say
white boys were not welcomed. I continued down the paved walk with the strong
muscular arm of Jerome T Bettis firmly in control. My nipples were still hard
and I felt a dampness in my panties. I am sure that Jerome could sense my
trepidation.... As we walked along he let his bare arm slide from my shoulder
and find a comfortable niche around my slim waist. When we were only a block
from the entrance to the rather run down lounge I felt the strong black hand
drop another several inches until it was firmly lodged on my jiggling ass
cheek. With each step the strong fingers cradled my tight little butt. My
panties were now totally soaked.


As we entered IT my eyes struggled to adjust to the dim light. Jerome
guided me to a corner table in the back of the lounge. As we walked through the
dark dingy bar I felt Jerome's hands continue to explore my tight little
behind. My nipples were hard; my tight little slit continued to leak it's
precious lubricant. I felt uneasy as we silently slide across the lounge. I
took a seat and Jerome went to get a "coke" for us.


My eyes started adjusting to the dim light and I could make out the other
patrons of the bar. However..... it appeared I was the only white person in the
bar. There appeared to be about fifteen people; mostly black males in the bar.
The juke box belted out a deep slow rhythm and blues song. I sit quietly in the
corner booth; wondering how I came to be in this situation. My mind tried to
reason.... could it be that I craved black cock so much that I allowed myself
to be in this rather vulnerable situation.


As Jerome walked back to our table I felt myself shiver.


**********


My eyes had become accustomed to the dark environment. It seemed as if
all the black men in the dimly lit bar were totally focused on me... I felt
apprehension as the dark faces seemed to enjoy my trepidation. As Jerome
returned to the booth and slid athletically beside me I slid to be closer to
the person who I was hoping would be my protector. He smiled as he felt my soft
body slide against his hard frame.


He placed the drink in front of me. Nervously I reached for it and took a
large gulp.... The fiery liquid burned my throat and I turned to Jerome with a
puzzled look on my face.


"It's called a shotgun.... It will relax you Kathy.." was the simple
statement.


I was going to ask the contents but decided that maybe I didn't want to
know. I took another sip and could tell that there was a great deal of alcohol
in the large glass. Jerome was content to merely watch me consume the drink....
The drink seemed to ease my tenseness.... I don't usually drink and the high
content of alcohol was having a calming effect. I let myself fall against
Jerome's hard body. I could see his gold tooth shining as he smiled at my soft
body pushing against him.


He dropped his hand to my knee and leaned over to kiss me. I tried to
lean back.... This was progressing far too rapidly. My mind swirled from the
high potency "shotgun" and tried to lean back against the booth. The thick
purple lips followed my retreat until they brushed against them. I twisted my
head and put my small delicate hands against the hard muscular chest. It was
like trying to hold back an avalanche. The persistent lips pressed against mine
and I felt the thick tongue lick my lips.... Jerome's tongue was persistent and
as I squirmed around I felt his fingers brush against my hard nipple. The
sudden shock caused my lips to part and he immediately took advantage of the
small but vulnerable opportunity.


The thick tongue slipped into my warm wet mouth and explored my teeth and
inner mouth. Jerome's persistent tongue filled my mouth and his strong fingers
were casually playing with my now rock hard nipple. His fingers and thumb were
rolling the tender orb causing the already hard nipple to thrust proudly
against the lacy bra covering my small but firm breast. His other hand was
slowly making it's way up the inside of my bare thigh. I finally managed to
break free and sob, "Please.... Don't......"


The smile returned. "You don't have to beg... YET.."


My body was betraying me.... I felt the first signs of arousal as
Jerome's warm hand continued it's journey up my overheated thigh. I clenched my
legs tighter together... Here I was being fondled and groped by a muscular
black man in a black bar less than an hour after my college class.


Jerome was amused by my action.... His hand continued up my overheated
thighs... I turned towards my black tormentor and meekly sobbed, "Please....
Please don't..."


Jerome laughed heartily.  His strong hard inched up to nearly the leg
band of my panties. I felt my pussy leak more of it's sticky lubricant. I
closed my eyes... My stomach had a nervous excitement. It extended to my
swollen lips and hard nipples.


With my legs firmly clenched Jerome leaned over and kissed me again. I
tried to resist... really I did. But the persistent probing tongue buried
itself into my warm wet mouth. I felt it again intimately explore my teeth; my
tongue. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the cushion of the
booth; Jerome's fingers were cruelly twisting my now red and aching nipple; his
other hand brushing near my leaking pussy. As Jerome continued kissing me I
felt the cushion sag on my left side. Another black man; one of Jerome's
friends had taken a seat at our table. The table where a white girl was being
groped and fondled by a muscular black man. His friend's hand instantly found
my burning skin above my knee and rapidly slid up my thigh. I now had two warm
hands gently caressing my thighs... The harder I clenched my thighs the more
difficult it became to maintain my composure. The hands felt so good...... With
Jerome's persistent tongue exciting me I struggled to maintain control...
control of the rapidly deteriorating situation.... control of my own battered
sexual arousal..


Jerome pulled his tongue from my mouth. He gently licked my lips and
leaned back; without removing his hands. "Are you a Virgin Kathy?" he asked.


My mind tried to focus. I did not want to discuss anything sexual with
Jerome; or his friend. But...... with my overheated body approaching orgasm I
couldn't let go of the passion I was feeling. "I.... ah.... I'm not a Virgin."


"Has a black man taken your sweet little pussy Kathy?" he questioned.


My mind was tormented. I wanted the two black men to quit fondling me....
or did I?


Looking into his amused face I managed to mutter, "No.... I have not had
sex with a black man," I honestly answered.


"Well you are still a Virgin then. A white woman is not really a woman
until she has been taken by a black man. Until a black man has stretched her
little tight pussy and left his seed. Are you on the pill Kathy?" he asked.


Until this simple question was asked I had not even thought about the
consequences...... Turning to face the arrogantly smiling face I merely
muttered, "No...."


The simple answer brought another round of chortles from the two black
men who were casually pawing my sensitive nipples. Their hands were still
stroking my upper thighs causing me great consternation.


Jerome finally responded..... "Well, maybe I just be leaving you with a
potent shot deep in your little pussy," the simple statement bringing him
another hearty laugh.


"Please.. I must be going," I pleaded.


I felt Jerome's friend nibble on my right ear. I was terribly anxious.
The situation was totally out of control. I was aroused... terribly aroused. My
sweet honey dew was now flowing freely into my panties and I couldn't stop
quivering as the two black men continued to stroke my body. I could see the
other black patrons... smiles on their faces. They were waiting for the next
act of the play.


Jerome's friend; Rob softly whispered into my ear. "Relax those long
legs.... Let me feel that tight little white pussy. I'll make you feel good.."


His fingers continued to twist my right nipple; gathering up the tender
little button in the white lacy bra. "Oh God.... This felt so good," I
thought..


My legs started to hurt; the tenseness and the gentle stroking from the
two black men were taking it's toll. Closing my eyes I let my head fall against
the back of the booth; and my legs opened just slightly. The small relaxation
of my tight legs was all the opening that the two black men needed. They
immediately started stroking the outside of my swollen pussy lips. With each
stroke my legs opened wider..... They took their black hands and pulled my legs
apart so that they could rub the outside of my now soaked pussy. Jerome found
my protruding clit and gently rubbed the hard wet pleasure giver.


The two black men smiled as I moaned from the pleasure they were bringing
me. I started to slide down in the booth when I felt a black finger wedge
itself into the legband of my panties. I tried to scoot away from the menacing
finger but as soon as I did I felt Jerome find the top of my panties and try to
tug them down. As I sit panting from the pleasure the two men were bringing me
I heard the other patrons mock "the slutty white girl being fingered by the two
brothers."


And then......the fingertip rubbed the ragged pussy lips. It became
immediately soaked with my now sopping pussy. The finger played with the
outside of my lips until it moved inward and embedded itself in my sloppy hole.
I gasped and opened my eyes briefly to see the mocking black faces. They knew
that I had passed the point of refusing their future demands. I was
theirs........ they knew it..... and I knew it. I had in less than one hour
became their white slut. I understood that they would soon be sticking their
hard black cocks deep into my belly... and that I would not resist.


Rod sawed his index finger in and out and the pleasurable sensation
consumed me.... I tried to resist... to regain control of my body. My first
orgasm brought a scream to my throat.... and laughter throughout the now
crowded bar. As my body stopped thrashing around I felt Rod's finger rub my
juice across my lips. I let my tongue lick the creamy discharge from his
finger... he then fucked my mouth with the finger. I submissively sucked the
finger and opened my eyes directly looking at the black man as he humbled me.
His eyes were bright.... they were ridiculing the white slut that he had just
brought to orgasm.


My short mini skirt had ridden up my thighs and was bunched around my
waist. I had slid down in the booth and now pulled myself up to a sitting
position.


The two black men leaned back.


Jerome finally spoke; "Go get us a drink Kathy."


My mind quickly refocussed... I remembered that I had not brought any
money with me to class. "I ah... don't have any money..."


The simple statement brought laughter to my two black tormentors. "Don't
worry.... Now go get us three drinks. Make them strong..." Jerome ordered.


Jerome slid his legs to one side as I rose. Looking around the bar most
of the eyes of the entirely black crowd were on me as I rose and patted down my
short skirt. My pussy was still wet and gushy as I tried to step over Jerome's
legs. As I raised my leg I felt his persistent hand find my upper thigh. His
hand rose until it was again nestled against the crotch of my panties. I stood
silently for several seconds until I pulled my other leg free and walked the
short distance to the bar. All of the leering half drunk faces were watching my
every step.


Shyly I stood at the bar while the 320 lb; 6'6" bartender ignored me. My
eyes inventoried each of the twenty black men with hungry looks around the bar.
My shyness... and the wanton finger fucking that I had just endured made me
want to dig a hole and crawl in.


At long last the burley big gutted bartender sauntered over. "Want
something sweet cheeks?" he sneered.


"May I have three drinks," I meekly asked.


The large black man merely stared at me. I felt my face become beet red.
My panties were still wet..... I felt terribly out of place.. I knew that I was
going to be black bred this evening.... The thought brought my nipples to
hardness once again.


Finally..... the bartender turned and made the drinks that I ordered.
Upon returning he stood staring at me... "That will be $ 6.00...."


He could see my startled look. I stood meekly in front of this huge black
man...... with every black face staring at the disheveled blonde.... the white
woman who had no money. After an awkward silence I finally softly spoke, "I....
ah. I don't have any money..."


I stood staring into the forbidding black face. I felt my bladder almost
loose control. My legs started to shake..


"What do you have little lady... What do you have that is worth the price
of the drinks that you ordered?" he asked sternly.


"I ah..... I'm not sure..." I meekly sobbed.


A drunk sitting next to where I was standing make a suggestion, "Make her
give you her little lacy panties Ben."


I nearly collapsed as I heard the fateful words. The huge black man
standing in front of me nodded his head in understanding.  Looking down to my
trembling frame he gave me the simple order; "Your Panties !!!"


The command was loud enough for nearly all the patrons to hear. I shook
my head as I felt the crowd inching forward. I was about to beg.... but there
was pity in the menacing black face.


I turned to search for the door... No...


I turned to find Jerome.... but his smiling face told me that there would
be no sympathy.... no reprieve. He, like the entire black audience wanted my
submission... my total surrender. With my legs trembling... trepidation
overcoming my heretofore stable life.... I let my gaze fall to the floor.


The order was repeated.... "I want your panties white girl... And I WANT
THEM NOW.!!!" The order was simple... I really had no options.


With every leering eye glued to my sleek frame I reached down and gently
pulled up the hem of my skirt. Totally embarrassed I felt my fingers find the
elastic top of my white lacy panties. I gently pulled them down over my
partially shaved pussy... Raising one leg I pulled them off my foot and then
repeated the process. As I handed the damp cloth to the leering bartender a
roar erupted from the bar. The bartender made me lean forward and deliver the
precious protection to his huge black hand. When he had retrieved them he
brought them to his face and inhaled deeply......


My submission would continue....... I had passed the threshold and there
was no turning back. I picked up the tray and turned to deliver the drinks to
the laughing black men who would shortly bury their huge black cocks into my
soft white body.


Kathy Chapter 2 - The Trip Continues
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


I walked trembling back to the table where Jerome and Rod sit with deep
smiles on their black faces. My hands shook as I tried to steady the small
round tray containing the three drinks. I could feel the eyes of the black
patrons follow my every step.... Unconsciously I let my tight little ass sway
even more. The tight mini skirt formed each shivering cheek... I could feel my
entire body blush.... There were other emotions...emotions that I could not
understand. When I had meekly removed my panties and handed them to the huge
black bartender I felt humiliation streak throughout my body.... "Was my
submissive character this close to the surface?"


Another emotion seemed to consume me. I felt a tightness in my stomach...
my enflamed pussy lips screamed for relief.... my hard nipples ached from their
hardness. I needed relief... the finger fucking that Rod administered on my
nearly Virgin like slit provided temporary relief... BUT.... I needed the real
thing. I needed; no I craved the long black manhood that sit so casually at the
booth in the rear of the bar. As I approached the final few steps my eyes
dropped to the crotches of the two young black athletes. Both of the black
boys; NO... both of the black MEN had impressive bulges. Their black cocks were
pressing against the fabric of their jeans. I unconsciously licked my lips.. I
could feel myself becoming wetter with each step.


When I reached the table I stood submissively before the two black
boys..... Neither of them spoke... I became anxious as I stood before my two
potential lovers. My hands were still shaking; the tray seemed like it weighed
a ton with the three large drinks. I could feel my hard nipples press against
my lace bra....


After what seemed an eternity Jerome leaned forward. His right hand
reached out and rested on the inside of my right kneecap. I pulled my legs
together trying to keep them tight. Although I craved for relief I did not want
the second black man to finger me.... It's too bad that Jerome did not share my
same desire.


I felt his hand slowly travel up the inside of my thigh. Quickly I looked
around the dimly lit bar and could still see that nearly every black face was
focused on me; the sole white person in the bar. I swallowed hard as the black
hand continued to slowly; gently ride up the inside of my hot thigh. The small
tray was shaking so hard that the glasses were rattling against each other.


Jerome looked up into my eyes....... "Do I have to tell you?" he simply
asked.


I looked into his dark forbidding eyes...... "Please.." I meekly
muttered.


A smile covered his face; his white teeth shining in the little light
that there was in the bar. "I told you Kathy...... You don't have to beg.. YET
!"


My whole body was now shaking. I could barely hold the tray of drinks.
Looking down I could see Jerome's black hand disappear under my short skirt.
The color contrast of his black hand on my tanned thighs was visually
appealing.... He looked up; his eyes burning into mine. I wanted to resist....
Really.... I wanted to resist; but I couldn't.... My legs slowly spread... His
hand remained immobile; gently caressing my upper thigh. When I had spread for
the black boy I silently stood watching the black hand.


When Jerome felt that I had opened myself to him completely the black
hand moved another several inches.... it was hidden from view. It was beneath
my mini skirt... Only I could feel it's gentle movement. The other patrons
could only image where the black fingers were... or at least at first.


The black fingers didn't stay motionless for long as they searched for
and found the outer lips of my swollen pussy. I don't shave myself; but I do
keep light blonde hair trimmed...


I heard myself gasp as the tip of his index finger found my protruding
clit. My clit, when swollen sticks out nearly like a small cock. It is.... how
can I explain.... IT is very sensitive. The smallest caress brings me great
pleasure. And Great Pleasure was what Jerome's inquisitive finger tip was
producing for his white slut plaything. I clamped my eyes shut as the tip
brushed against the hooded pleasure point. My teeth clamped against my
tongue..... I didn't want the black patrons to hear me scream from the
Pleasure.... Scream from the Arousal.....


It had taken only minutes for Jerome to bring my tormented body to this
heightened state of arousal.... of DESIRE. His finger continued to brush
against my hardened clit.... with each touch an electric shock shot through my
body.


The drunk or near drunk patrons enjoyed my torment. All eyes were glued
on my swaying body..... This fact that I was keenly aware of made my arousal
even more intense. I needed Jerome's black cock deep in my belly..... but his
fingers were continually stroking my fire....


With my eyes still tightly clamped shut I felt his thumb grasp the top of
my clit while his index finger continued softly rubbing the tender
underside.... The tray was violently shaking.... While he humbled me his other
fingers slipped into my steaming chute.... He stroked my clit while he sawed
his other fingers in and out of my now sopping tight slit.. The first of the
drinks crashed to the floor while I nearly lost consciousness. The PLEASURE was
too intense...... I nearly bit my tongue in half as he now violently probed my
inner chute of love.. I was on the brink of orgasm when Rod reached over and
retrieved one of the drinks before the tray and remaining drink crashed to the
floor. I screamed.... and then screamed again as Jerome continued to bring me
to climax with his hidden hand. His hand was buried nearly past the second
finger joints into my burning pussy.....


"OH GOD..... OH GOD HAVE MERCY...... PLEASE... OH GOD PLEASE...." I
screamed at the top of my lungs. I fell against the table and then fell to my
knees in front of the black boy with the wet soppy fingers..... The patrons
roared their approval.... Approval of a black brother finger fucking a snotty
white girl to orgasm.


I looked into the smiling black face. In nearly slow motion he raised his
hand and wiped the sticky goo on my cheeks and lips. I kneeled in front of him
allowing him to dominate my after climax. He exerted total domination..... and
I accepted his control.


"It's now time..... Beg ME...." he ordered.


I was still in the aftermath of my second orgasm... my second climax
generated by long black fingers of two distinct and separate black boys.... I
struggled to get my mind to focus. To focus on Jerome's order.


"Please fuck me...." I softly begged.


The smile widened. "Louder... I want my friends to hear you beg..."


"PLEASE FUCK ME JEROME....." I timidly complied.


"Louder... I want you to beg me Louder..." he repeated his order.


Embarrassed; Humbled...... With my juices sliding down the inside of my
overheated thighs I nearly screamed his desire; "PLEASE FUCK ME... FUCK ME WITH
YOUR LONG BLACK COCK..."


I could hear the mocking laughter... the catcalls of the black patrons...
They relished the conquest of a white girl. And I fulfilled their deepest
fantasies.... Their deepest fantasies.. AND MY deepest fantasies. My
submissiveness had now taken over my thought process... My pussy hungered for
black cock.. Nothing was too outrageous for me to do to comply with his
dictate.


He rose... wiped his hand across my face and slowly walked to the door.
Brushing my long blonde hair from my face I too rose, and timidly followed the
black muscular asscheeks to the door. I forced my eyes to burn into Jerome's
muscular shoulders... I could not allow myself to look at the many leering
black faces. The faces of the black women were even more intense than the black
males. But one thing was for certain.... They all knew that I was going to
shortly be writhing on the end of Jerome's black woman trainer.


The bright light of late evening caused me to clamp my eyes shut as we
exited the dimly lit bar. I quickly caught up with Jerome. I could feel my
juices as the sticky fluid dripped down my inner thighs. Turning, he arrogantly
asked, "Where is Your car?"


Trying to keep up with his fast pace I merely pointed to the student
parking lot. He turned and he and I quickly walked to the lot..... When I
pointed out my nearly new bright red caviler he slid into the passenger seat.
Somewhat puzzled I slipped behind the wheel; started the car and pulled into
the heavy traffic. He gave me instructions to his apartment rather rapidly and
I sped along..... excitement at the dark adventure keeping my body anxious...
Jerome, his large frame filling up the bucket seat leaned back and looked over
at me with his dark eyes...


I was nervous... anxious as we drove along. We rode in silence..... It
allowed me to regain some of my composure. My mind swirled.... but my body was
still yearning for what I was sure would be mine..... All I could visualize was
the long black cock straining in Jerome's tight jeans.


With his eyes inventorying my entire body I felt self conscious.
Nervously I squirmed in my seat.


"Unbutton your blouse Kathy," came the next simple command.


I laughed nervously and looked into the stern black face. Stuttering, I
answered Jerome, "But it is still light.... People might see.... my
breasts...."


Jerome laughed.. Turning to face me again, "Kathy, that is what I want. I
want people to see your breasts... Unbutton your blouse..."


I was very nervous.. But there was something else... I was very wet...
The tingling that starts in my stomach and travels to my wet pussy had started
again. From deep in the pit of my stomach I felt butterflies... From my inner
most sex I felt....... Arousal. Deep trembling Arousal.


As Jerome continued to stare at me I raised my left hand and pushed the
small button through the opening. I felt his eyes burning into my overheated
body. The second button popped free... and then the third. I turned my face
until I was staring into the dark, dark forbidding eyes. I pleaded with my eyes
for mercy... I guess it was mercy. Whatever it was it did not bring a reprieve.


"You have two more buttons. Undo them....I want your blouse completely
open..." Jerome ordered.


I hesitated.. hoping.... pleading for even a temporary reprieve from the
simple directions.


"If you unbutton your blouse I will let you to leave your skirt on..
But.... if you disrespect me you will regret it," Jerome commented.


The traffic flow had slowed as we had pulled off onto a side street. I
could now see the drivers of the other vehicles very clearly. My hand returned
to the buttons... first the fourth and then the button that was below the
waistband of my mini skirt. When the last button was completely undone I looked
again at my master..... Yes... He was now the master of my destiny. I could not
disobey him; no matter what perverse order he gave me.


"Pull the blouse out of your skirt. I want it open and flowing in the
breeze," he simply stated.


He was asking me to expose myself. Expose myself to complete strangers as
we whipped down the side streets of Los Angeles. There was nothing I could do
but to Obey...


I pulled the blouse from my skirt and the wind immediately separated the
two free halves. The cool air caused my nipples to harden.. I felt Jerome reach
over and looked down as his strong black hand unclasp the front of my bra... As
the two parts separated my small 32b breasts were completely exposed to the
many people on the street. My breasts are extremely sensitive and the total
humiliation of being exposed to anyone wishing to look at our car as we sped
along was like a narcotic. I could feel a red blush cover my entire body.


Fortunately.... Jerome's home was only two blocks from the point where I
was totally exposed for all to see.


The home was small... and sort of run down. I pulled into the drive way
as instructed and shut off the car. I sit facing forward; my bra hanging
uselessly at my sides; my white blouse completely unbuttoned and free from my
skirt. Jerome was in no hurry.... I watched his black hand as he cupped my
small breasts; first the left and then the right. He weighed each tender bundle
of firm flesh and let his finger and thumb tease the hard red nipple. The
gentle pleasure that he was bringing me warmed my still damp pussy.


The gentle caress' lasted for nearly fifteen minutes. It was now dusk but
there was still enough light for his neighbors to observe his casual stroking
of my white breasts. I laid my head against the head rest and let the gentle
touching heat my body. This last afternoon had caused my sexual furnace to be
lit and constantly on full throttle.


At long last the black hand left my white skin.


Jerome casually got out and walked to the front door. I quickly
followed.... I needed; I craved my fix...


Jerome walked into the front room and sit on the sofa....


I stood humbly before him...


He had turned the lights on in the small house.


Suddenly I heard sounds coming from the kitchen off the living room. I
turned in time to see a huge black man fill the doorway. My eyes quickly
adjusted to the bright light and I recognized the huge man filling up the
entire doorway. The black man was the bartender from the bar... all 320
pounds... He looked even more menacing now than he was at the bar. I looked
into his face..... a hideous scar covered his entire right side. He was
evidently in a knife fight and the scar was deep and had a different shade than
his normal dark black skin. He had never been a handsome man.... His face had a
vicious look... His six foot six inch frame dwarfed my five foot seven inch;
118 pound petite body.


I felt my body start to tremble again.. But this time it was not from
arousal... it was from deep dark fear.


Turning I looked to Jerome for protection.... He had his ever present
smile....


"Eric and I want to see your body... Show us that little tight body I
have been playing with for the last several hours Kathy...." his voice was like
sweet syrup..


I could see Eric's leering face in the door frame. I didn't want to
become naked with Eric in the house. I had thought that I would be making mad
passionate love to Jerome...... But...


Without any options I slid the blouse from my shoulders. I felt it drop
to the floor. Pulling my arms forward I let the unclasped bra fall to the
floor. It rested on Jerome's sneakers. I brought my hands to cover my small;
blushing 32b breasts.


Jerome spoke......"The skirt Kathy... I don't think you need the skirt do
you?"


I pleaded with my would be lover with my eyes... I had dreamed of making
love to Jerome... Of having his manhood buried deep in my tight and succulent
womanhood... But.. this I did not anticipate. I could not comprehend why he
wanted the huge black man to be present.. Unless.......


As my mind raced with the uncertainties I slowly dropped my arms and felt
my fingers push the button through the eyelet. I felt the waistband loosen and
undid the wrap around mini skirt. As my last covering dropped from my body I
felt another wave of blushing skin cover my now totally naked body. I finally
looked up from the floor and seen Jerome's dancing eyes... Jerome.... Was
Pleased.. The thought brought a warm feeling over me... And then I remembered
Eric. I turned my face and looked into his bright red leering eyes. The look
terrified me.... It was not a look of love but of pure unadulterated lust...


As I watched the huge black man started stripping... He pulled his shirt
off revealing layers of flab around his waist.. He still had a muscular frame
under his fat... and then. He unbuckled his slacks and let them fall to the
floor... He was wearing boxer shorts and his manhood; although only semi erect
pushed against the cotton fabric... He smiled as he seen me gasp. He couldn't
be that big I reasoned..... and then my eyes became transfixed on the huge
black pole pushing against the front of his boxer shorts. My mind tried to
compare his manhood with my boyfriend.... but there was no comparison.. There
was no comparison to anything that I had experienced in my limited sexual
history.


As I stared at his manhood I felt my arousal return. I felt a fire slowly
developing in my soft fleece lined slit.... I stared intently as he inserted
his large hands into the waist of the boxer shorts.... Unceremoniously he drug
the shorts down his thighs.. The black cock sprang forward.. It was like him...
HUGE. It must have been nearly twelve inches long.. and six inches thick. It
looked as if it belonged on a donkey.. Eric could sense my fear. He seemed to
thrive on my terror.... He stood silently as I let my eyes travel up and down
on the huge black manhood. Absently, I let my hands fall to my hard protruding
little clit.. My fingers gingerly rubbed the little orb as I continued to stare
at the magnificent manhood. He spread his legs making the huge steel rod
continue to grow and harden... I licked my lips as I saw the huge black man
smile.


As much as I was aroused there would be no way that his manhood would be
able to lodge itself into my small and seldom used pussy. It was... it was too
large.


Like an insect drawn to the fire I slowly walked the few steps over the
leering huge black giant. Looking intently into his eyes I dropped to my knees
and knee walked the last few feet. I looked up at the huge black man with the
monstrous black cock from my subservient position on the floor. Staring
intently I stretched my delicate mouth and captured the first two inches of
hard manhood between my lips. I could not fathom the size and the thickness. My
only other oral experiences had been with my white boyfriend and he was .....
very small in comparison. He was probably "average" but the man standing
dominantly over my kneeling body was a "real man...."


Eric didn't wrap his hands around my neck; he was content for me to grip
his manhood in my small hand and slowly feed the mammoth cock into my warm wet
mouth; an inch at a time. I struggled to open my mouth wider to accept an even
greater segment of the huge cock.... but I could barely get the entire purple
head between my lips before I started to gag. Eric started swaying slowly in
front of me allowing another small portion of the black cock to slide between
my lips. I lowered my fingers to his swaying nut sack and gently massaged the
egg size testicles. Eric moaned as my gentle motion caused him pleasure... I
could not imagine the reservoir of sperm boiling in the soft man organs.... but
I knew that I would shortly find out.


After several minutes of my sensual sucking on his huge manhood Eric slid
down the wall and came to a rest on his naked asscheeks. He spread his legs as
he slid down and my attached mouth followed the motion as he lowered himself to
the hard wooden floors. I continued to milk the huge steel rod with my sucking
mouth. I pushed against the underside with my tongue; I could feel the
throbbing veins filling with blood. Each second brought another massive twitch
to the huge black organ deeply imbedded in my stretched mouth.


When Eric had slid to the floor and my hungry mouth had followed his
throbbing black organ it had the effect of raising my tight asscheeks making
them a very desireable target. As I labored over Eric's cock I suddenly felt
hands encircle my hips..... My mind tried to reason.... tried to understand...


The tip of Jerome's black cock touched my inner thigh coating it with
it's wet pre cum.... I wiggled my ass to attract his attention; but that was
unnecessary.. I felt the tip play with my wet slit. He ran the tip up and down
my pussy; teasing me unmercifully. My pussy coated the black cock with it's
sticky fluid.... My syrup coated his cock.. At first he would allow the head to
implant itself between my tight little womanhood... but then he would quickly
withdraw it; making me moan from pleasure. I started to pull my mouth from
Eric's cock but Eric would have none of that. I felt his strong hands grip the
back of my neck; and he pulled me roughly forward forcing more of the hard
black cock in my throat. At the same time I felt Jerome's manhood bury itself
deeper. Jerome was not completely imbedded in me yet...


I moaned.... a deep guttural moan... I was receiving pleasure from both
my mouth and the cock completely filling my swollen pussy. I had never been
this full... in either my mouth of my pussy. My prior sexual experiences had
not prepared me for this exquisite sexual fulfilling. I bucked against the cock
filling my pussy; and sucked an ever greater portion of the cock filling my
mouth. I could barely breathe... the long thick black cock filling my airwave
and pushing against my nose... Jerome's cock was now sawing into my tight and
nearly virginal young pussy.....


Jerome reached around my shoulder and gripped my nipple. He twisted the
hard red nipple... I would have screamed if my mouth was not so completely
filled with Eric's manhood. I thrust my hips back seeking more of Jerome's
wonderful cock... The two black man enjoyed my sweet white body. They worked on
my sexual need like experts... They knew what I wanted.. what I craved.... what
I had fantasized about for years.


I was the first to climax..... My first orgasm nearly consumed me... AND
THEN.... Eric was the first. I felt his huge nut sack fill... and then it
seemed to explode; first in my hands... and then the hot sperm exploded in my
mouth. I tried to swallow Eric's gift but there was simply too much. Too much
hard sperm... It started dripping out the side of my mouth....


Jerome took nearly a minute longer .... but his blast was far more
intense. He was the one with his long black cock buried into my tight pussy....
my pussy that was clenching his rock solid cock. I felt myself tense... tighten
along his entire shaft. He wanted me... and I wanted him... I needed him.. I
needed his strong black cock to deposit it's fertile seed.


I was not on birth control....... Never in a hundred years had I thought
that I would be receiving a black man's sperm. I felt his seed fill my
chamber.. the hot scalding sperm caused my second total climax.... Both black
men kept their long organs imbedded in my writhing body for nearly ten minutes.
Only when the black cocks soften did they allow them to slide out. Both of the
cocks were removed at the same time and as they came out I felt the warm sticky
sperm flow from both my mouth... and my clenching pussy. The sperm coated my
soft fleece.... I collapsed on the floor.... Both men squeezed the remnants of
their depleted testicles on my blushing naked body.....


Kathy's Addiction
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As the three of us slowly recovered Jerome took me by the hand and led me
to his bedroom. When we reached his bed he planted his thick lips on my red and
bruised breasts. As he suckled my sore and tender breasts I felt the stirrings
in my stretched little pussy. He laid down on the bed and instructed me to suck
him to erection which I eagerly did....


For the next two times he allowed me to ride his magnificent black cock
to climax.... Although my tender little slit was terribly stretched and sore
from his large thick cock I was able to control somewhat how deep he entered
me... during the second time Eric came into the room and wanted to fuck me
after Jerome was finished. However Jerome told him that I was not yet stretched
enough to accommodate his twelve inch thick black cock....


The third time that Jerome fucked me he rolled me on my back and pushed
my legs back... my ankles were wrapped around my ears as he brutally planted
his black manhood deep... I felt the tip of his hard cock punish my super
sensitive cervix.. I don't know if the electrical shock was a result of
pain.... or pleasure. Jerome pummeled my sensitive womb as he used his muscular
pile hammer ass to reach my most innermost domain.


When he finally deposited his seed deep inside me I screamed his name...
I think my shrill squeal woke the dead. As the last gurgle emitted from my
parched throat I looked wearily from the bed to see the giant black shadow....
Eric stood standing next to the bed with a leering smile on his face.


"It's time......" he growled.


Jerome started to object... but thought better of his impetuousness as he
looked into the lust covered face of his friend.


Eric reached out and grabbed the back of my sweat soaked blonde hair. He
roughly pulled my face forward and I opened my mouth in self defense. He buried
his erect black organ nearly six inches to my straining mouth. As I tried to
retreat he readjusted his hands to gain better leverage as he fed his long
black cock down my throat. I nearly gagged...... and in a brief instance my
throat seemed to adjust to the huge obstruction buried deep within it.... As I
relaxed I felt him feed more and more of his hard black cock to me. I couldn't
believe that I was taking so much of his manhood... Each time I tried to pull
back he gripped the back of my neck and fed me more of his immense cock.....


Eric was very aroused. He had watched as Jerome fucked me to near
exhaustion three times within the last two hours. He had observed every
position... every touch... every caress... And Now.. He reasoned; it was his
turn. His turn to fill my body; albeit my mouth; with his hot scalding sperm.
At least if I was to become pregnant because of my night of submission I would
be carrying Jerome's black bastard; not the mutant offspring of the ugly huge
black bear of a man who was fucking my parched throat.


I could tell when Eric was ready to fill me with his seed.... His black
balls tightened and he let his head spring back as his fertile spunk was
sprayed deep in my throat. I nearly gagged on the thick creme. His syrup seemed
to churn down my throat forever.... With each spurt he pulled my face forward;
keeping his cock firmly lodged in my throat. And then...... at long last he
slowly drug his cock from my lips. My lips were coated with the thick creme...
his contribution to my night of submission. As he took one step back I fell
face forward off the bed. I landed in a heap by the side of the bed. Both of
the black men laughed at my exhaustion.


I let my eyes fall shut and drifted into a fitful sleep. I am not sure
how long I was out. I finally stirred from the cold damp air across my nude
sperm coated body. The two men's spunk coated nearly every inch of my totally
exhausted body. I wanted to rise but it seemed as if all the muscles in my
overworked body screamed at my every movement.


At long last I pulled myself to a sitting position. I sit spread eagle at
the side of the bed. As I tried to regain a small degree of reality I felt
Jerome's now slimy sperm flow freely from my sore and stretched little slit. I
looked down as his spent discharge formed a pool by my swollen lips. I sit
quietly for nearly twenty minutes as I tried to clear the fog from my
overwrought mind. Both of the black men slept soundly... they slept soundly
after busting their huge testicles full of fertile black sperm in my petite
white body. Quietly I rose and gathered what was left of my clothes. I pulled
the clothes over my tired body. Everywhere I looked my white skin was covered
with dark hickeys.... with red stretch marks..... and entirely covered with
dried mancum.


Gently I opened the door and made my way to my car. Every step I took I
felt my body react sharply. My muscles ached with each step. My poor pussy was
swollen and stretched and I gingerly took each step one at a time. I finally
made it to my car and slid behind the wheel. As quietly as I could I started my
car and pulled it from the driveway of Jerome's house. It was still dark; only
3:30 AM... there were few cars on the street and I quickly drove back to my
apartment which I shared with two other girls.


Pulling my clean white sheets around my fatigued body I finally fell into
a deep sleep. I did not wake until nearly noon the next day.... Slowly;
gingerly I made it to the bathroom. Every step I took my muscles screamed for
relief. My tender little pussy was so sore... so stretched from the aggressive
intercourse with my new lover.... I questioned if I could endure going out with
Jerome again. I was just so sore...


The warm soothing water of my bath brought me back to life...


As I laid in the bathtub I started recalling the pleasure that Jerome...
and Eric had given me the previous evening. I have always been submissive by
nature; but never to this extent. Even after the fact I found it hard to
comprehend that I have given myself so completely to the two black men. My hand
tenderly caressed my fleece lined lips. With the warm water soothing my
stretched little hole I separated the two lips and allowed the water to cleanse
my inner being. My inner being which had been filled over and over with fertile
black seed. I could not stop remembering the domineering manner that Jerome had
used to capture my entire soul....


I allowed myself the pleasure of the warm soothing bath. As I felt
completely cleansed my mind focused on the ultimate gift I could give my new
lover.... I dried my body... The warm water and time had taken the ache from my
muscles. Lifting my leg to the counter I snipped my blonde peach fuzz into a
small bowl... I retrieved an envelope and deposited the blonde hair from my
most private part.


After I dressed I went to an exclusive jewelry store in the large mall
near the campus. Carefully I looked at the expensive gold cases... and then
picked the most expensive. It was circular and had a diameter of only two and
half inches. Embarrassed I asked the clerk with the mysterious smile if she
could engrave my name; Kathy on the expensive little container. The clerk told
me I could pick up the gold container later that day. I busied myself at the
mall... I found myself looking at the black studs as they arrogantly walked by
the bench where I was sitting.


As my mind drifted my eyes focused on a small group of black boys
congregating by the sports shop. I felt embarrassed as I looked at the small
group of the black boys... They were only thirteen or fourteen.. and yet my
still sore pussy was twitching as I stared at their tight jeans.... and their
developing manhoods.... I couldn't be thinking about such young boys... Could
I????


Thankfully time had lapsed and when I looked at my watch it was time to
retrieve my secret container. When I picked up the small gold canister I
smiled..... IT was perfect. It was going to be the perfect gift for my...... my
black lover. The man who had planted his seed deep in my womb less than twenty
four hours before. Smiling I hurriedly exited the mall.... As I walked by the
large congregation of the black boys I could see they were taking inventory of
my braless chest... My hips swayed even more than usual as I passed in front of
the leering black faces.


When I returned to my apartment I carefully found the envelope containing
my blonde fleece and deposited the little wisps of hair into the beautiful gold
container.


After my afternoon classes I walked to the assembly hall.... I was hoping
that I could find Jerome... and give him my special gift. I entered the hall
from one of the upper levels and could hear that the basketball practice was
still underway. The bouncing ball; the heavy breathing; the screams of the
offense and defense. My eyes quickly focused on the bare chested muscular black
man who was forcefully directing the offense. The sweat glistened off his hard
body..... His muscles rippled with each forceful movement. I quietly took a
seat in the second tier of seats.... As I gently sit down I allowed my short to
ride up my thighs. I smiled as I smoothed the short skirt... Underneath the
short skirt I had put on nylons suspended by a thin black garter belt....
Jerome would be pleased.... and it pleased me to please him.....


After five minutes Jerome noticed me... along with the other nine
players. It was hard for them to not notice the tall blonde with the long legs
and short skirt. It made each of the players to push that much harder... trying
to impress me. Little did they know that the only player that I cared for was
the confident black forward who was always one step ahead of the other lead
footed players.


Finally the assistant coach blew the final whistle. The team was ordered
to "Run the Bleachers" which of course was the last strenuous activity of
practice. The team whooping their war cries ran the gauntlet. When the ordeal
was finally completed Jerome confidently walked towards me. Several of his
teammates tagged along wanting to be introduced to the blonde with the long
legs... and hard unfettered nipples.


I felt tingly as Jerome approached. Butterflies floated in my stomach....
My legs became weak. Jerome was so confident; I could see it in his face and in
his movements. My eyes could not return his confident glare.


Jerome merely walked directly to me and reaching down put his hand on my
chin and lifted my lips to meet his. His tongue searched for my warm mouth...
and found it. When he pulled back I could see the startled looks on the faces
of the other players.... especially the white ones.


Jerome's hand casually fell to my right breast and his sweat soaked hand
coated the outside of my white blouse. I should have pushed his hand away... I
should have but the confident black man caused me intense pleasure. I can't
really explain it but I was his white slut.... I would and did everything he
wanted.


My hand dropped to my purse hanging from my shoulder. I pulled out the
small gold case.... "This is for you Jerome," I quietly spoke.


Rather than simply open my gold gift he looked at his friends and
motioned them to come over to where we were standing... "Please... this is
personal Jerome," I pleaded.


Jerome ignored my simple request....


"Come here guys.... Let's see what Kathy wants to give me...."


The nine players; curious about the small gift in Jerome's hand casually
walked to where we were standing. I started to tremble.... embarrassment was
overtaking my humiliated mind..


"Please Jerome..... The gift was meant for you.. For you in Private..."


Jerome ignored my pleading...


When his teammates were gathered around they all stood staring at the
small gold case in Jerome's black hand. Smiling he twisted the top of the case
easily opening the delicate little trinket... He opened it and smiled....
Turning his face to me he gently asked, "Why Kathy... what do we have
here....."


My knees nearly buckled. I was standing in the middle of Jerome's
teammates with my pussy hairs in a small gold container in his large black
hands.


My lips seemed to quiver... I couldn't answer. I couldn't speak.. I
dropped my eyes to the floor...


"Tell my teammates what you have given me Kathy... Tell them ....
Now...."


Jerome's order was direct. I could tell by the tone that he was not going
to let me escape... escape the humiliation that he wanted me to feel...


I finally had the courage to look into Jerome's dark eyes. "I shaved
myself .... I shaved myself for you Jerome," I blurted out. I did not know how
to describe my gift any differently....


Blushing all over I quickly looked at the bewildered faces surrounding
me.. Many of the basketball players had their mouths gaping open; all had
puzzled looks covering their faces. The white boys on the team were the ones
that were the most shocked. The black teammates had wide grins... another white
girl had succumbed to the black mystique.... And I did surrender.. Fully and
Completely. My sore stretched pussy would confirm my surrender...


And........ standing before the ten players I felt myself craving my
black lover again. Even after he had embarrassed me..... My nipples were again
rock hard.... I felt the now familiar craving deep within my slit....


Jerome reached out with his sweaty palm and cradled my small breast.
"Wait for me while I take a shower....." He squeezed my tender breast as he
walked away.. I was truly his....... As he walked away I could see him fondling
the small gold case holding my pussy shavings.......


Kathy's Gift to Jerome
                                   CHAPTER 4
                                       BY
                                   ARC LIGHT


As I stood watching Jerome and his teammates walk towards the locker room
I felt a tingling in my shaved pussy. The fact that Jerome had humbled me
before his teammates made my excitement that much more intense. My nipples were
still hard; his cradling of my small breasts had added to my humbled status. I
wished that I did not crave his black manhood; his forceful lovemaking. The
submission that he had made me endure.... and accept made the bonding that much
more profound.


I had wished that I had worn panties.. my tight little slit was leaking
it's self made lubricant and nothing was capturing the precious discharge. I
stood waiting for Jerome to shower.... My mind tried to project what
embarrassment that Jerome would force upon me when he returned. The unknown
made my stomach tighten with excitement. My nervousness was causing my shaved
pubic area to tingle with excitement... with arousal. The one thing that was
certain was that Jerome would highlight my submissiveness when he returned;
with his teammates eagerly tagging along.


After what seemed an eternity I watched as the basketball team members
exited the locker room door. As Jerome pushed his way through the heavy door I
was amazed that he was alone; that none of his teammates were hanging with him.
I was relieved..... maybe my expected mortification was not to be........


He wrapped his muscular arm around my shoulders and led me out the arena
door. "Where is your car parked?" he asked.


I pointed to one of the parking places in the third row under a large
maple tree. It was shielded from the semi-warm temperature. We happily walked
to the car and Jerome went to the passenger side; opened the door and entered.
I was somewhat surprised as I expected him to slide behind the wheel... It did
not take long for me to discover his reason.


I slipped behind the wheel and inserted the key into the ignition. Before
I turned the switch I felt his hand on my fingers. Looking into his smiling
face I knew that he had an agenda that would indeed cause me some major
consternation.


"I thought maybe a quick blow job would relax me..."


Somewhat startled by the direct question I slowly shook my head; my
blonde hair swinging back and forth.... Jerome looked into my puzzled face and
smiled..... As I watched he lowered his hand to his jeans... I was mesmerized;
like a bird watching a snake.. He confidently unbuttoned the top button on his
jeans... he then waited as I finally looked up to his smiling face. His hand
then found the clip on the zipper and slowly pulled it down... My tongue licked
my lips as he slowly; teasingly; lowered the zipper. I could not take my eyes
from the slow strip job he was performing. I could tell that he understood the
effect he was having on me. My breathing was deeper; more rapid.


At long last the zipper was finally completely pulled down. Jerome then
turned to face me as he pulled the flaps apart.... The long thick black cock
flopped out.. As I stared at the semi hard manhood I nervously squirmed in my
seat.. It was still daylight... and we were in the middle part of the arena
parking lot. There were students casually walking through the parking lot.....
Tearing my eyes from the now twitching black manhood I hurriedly looked
around... There were just too many people.. I couldn't... I shouldn't..... I
again turned my gaze to his smiling face... His bright white teeth shone
brightly; his eyes dancing. He knew... He knew that I would not be able to
resist. Jerome was not going to have to order me to suck him... He knew that my
resistance was crumbling.


My mind continued to race... I couldn't have turned into such a slut in
only two days could I? My upbringing; my shyness; my status on campus. And
now..... my tight shaved slit was wetting itself as I contemplated going down
on his hard twitching cock. For the briefest of moments my mind flashed to
Rick; my white boyfriend. I had not called him since I had met and been seduced
by Jerome... But then...... my eyes refocused on the perfect black cock
specimen directly in front of my face.


Jerome grabbed his manhood with his muscular fist. He stroked the black
cock and a dribble of pre cum appeared on the end. It seemed to be glued to the
dark purple head.. I was drawn closer and closer to the web... I tried to
resist. Really I did.


I felt myself slide down from the waist and attach my wet red covered
lips to the tip of his throbbing penis. My tongue found the slimy pre cum and
licked it clean. I concentrated on the tip of his cock.... slaving away to
provide him pleasure. By the reaction of Jerome's throbbing manhood my
tenderness was achieving the desired results. I let my tongue lick the
underside of his black prong and with each tender caress it seemed to grow in
my mouth. I had to adjust my position in order to accommodate more of the
hardening cock in my stretched mouth... I let my teeth graze the hood of his
pussy pleasing manhood.... with each gentle scrape I felt him fill more of my
mouth. I tried to relax my throat so that he could thrust the long hard cudgel
further down my mouth.. and he did. The fullness caused my small mouth and
throat to expand with the black mass worming it's way down my mouth.


What I didn't realize was that my action was attracting an audience.
Several of Jerome's teammates had casually walked up to the car and were
observing Jerome and me... with my mouth wrapped around his hard black cock. I
was not even aware of the boys standing around the car as I slaved on Jerome's
hardening steel rod. I tried to breathe through my nose but I couldn't get
enough air. Almost gagging I pulled my mouth off the menacing black cudgel and
then I saw the now large group of boys... My eyes traveled back and forth along
the neat row of faces.. some had stern angry looks; others had simply puzzled
looks; but all the faces had some expression on them.


I felt my face blush a deep crimson. Here I was in the middle of the
parking lot with my mouth engorged with Jerome's black cock while his teammates
were casually watching my wanton display of lust. Jerome could see my
embarrassment and was smiling.... he had just rose another peg in his friends
mind. Having a pretty white coed suck him off in such a public place. Although
I was mortified at being caught.. another sensation was forming deep within my
trembling body. My nipples were so hard it was painful; and the familiar
lubricant was literally dripping from my swollen pussy lips. Since I had shaven
myself for Jerome there was no peach fuzz to catch the dripping feminine dew..
I couldn't look but I knew the back of my wrap around mini skirt had to be
soaked.


As my shameful lust was being discussed on the outside of my car I felt
Jerome's strong hand grip the back of my neck and slowly but firmly guide my
quivering lips back to his throbbing black manhood. The hard organ glistened
with my saliva and his dripping pre cum. At first I wanted to resist; but the
firmness of his hand and the fact that I would not have to face the many faces
gave me some relief. The last face I seen as I was guided to my task was that
of Todd. Todd was my boyfriend's best friend and he had a disgusted; wrathful
expression...


My lips opened immediately as I allowed the black ramrod to be inserted
four or five inches immediately. Jerome kept his hand on the back of my neck;
he didn't want me to leave my task of pleasing him until I was finished.
Knowing that there was a crowd that was growing by the minute I sucked Jerome's
cock with all of my recently acquired talents. I strove to please him... to
have his cock fill my mouth with his fertile black seed. At least this time I
would not have the fear of him impregnating my sore womb...


Keeping his left hand firmly around the back of my neck he grabbed the
base of his cock with his right hand and started slowly stroking the long thick
provider of black babies. Time was lost as I slaved over his cock; I could feel
when he was approaching climax... he raised his muscular ass cheeks from the
seat and pushed my face even harder on the probe lodged in my mouth. The first
blast seared the top of my mouth..... but the next several eruptions contained
a far greater quantity of sticky discharge. I struggled to swallow all of his
cum but the quantity was simply too voluminous. I could feel the slimy strings
hanging from my lips as I tried to suck all of his sperm back into my mouth and
throat.


At long last I felt his hips return to the cushions on the seat. He was
still stroking his black monster and he still kept my face captive with his
left hand. As the minutes slipped by he slowly released the back of my neck...
As I rose from the half prone position that I had endured I could see that none
of the onlookers had left. They were now freely talking among themselves about
the blonde slut giving the black star basketball player the blow job of his
life. Although it was not meant as a compliment it gave me a wicked sense of
pleasure.....


With his stringy sperm still dripping from my lips I quietly pleaded "May
we leave.... please...?"


Jerome took his time in answering...


He finally gave me permission... I quickly started my car and we raced
out of the parking lot. The last face that I remembered was that of Todd. It
was red and angry and I knew that my boyfriend Rick was going to know of my
transgression very shortly.


I drove aimlessly around the campus drive; as I didn't have any pre
planned route. I was very uncomfortable. Besides the sperm continuing to drip
from my lips on my tight white blouse I was sitting in a pool of my own
drippings. After nearly five minutes of driving in the cool air I had finally
calmed my fragile nerves. As my life was returning to some stage of normalness
I felt Jerome's strong hand rest on the inside of my kneecap.. I felt myself
shudder immediately as I knew it would not merely rest there.


Jerome had a tender touch for such a muscular man. His fingers slowly
crept up the inside of my leg. I tried to shift towards the door but there was
no place to go. The gentle circular motion was very intoxicating after my oral
ministrations on his long cock.... It had aroused me.. inflamed my heretofore
sexually dormant body... Jerome could tell that he was having a serious effect
on me. As his hand disappeared under my short mini skirt I started weaving the
car.... I couldn't concentrate on my driving as he was driving his large
muscular hand towards my steaming little slit. When the inquisitive fingers
reached the top of my hose and caressed my burning upper thighs I thought that
I would pass out.


Jerome looked over at my tormented body and laughed. He could see my deep
breathing; my heaving chest; my diluted pupils... the yearning that only he had
ignited....


With his hand still at the top of my hose and my short skirt bunched
around my waist he leaned over and kissed the side of my neck. His hand then
inched forward... excruciatingly slow until it reached my opening. I
involuntarily spread myself..... He of course could sense my surrender. I had
demonstrated my submissive nature to him on numerous occasions during these
last two days. I was his slut; and he knew it....


His talented index finger gently probed at my opening. It was soon
covered with my moisture.... As he inched it in only slightly I felt myself
close my eyes...


Just as sudden as the finger was buried to the first joint I felt the
sudden and complete thump of my car careening against the curb. The sharp
abruptness quickly shot adrenaline through my now aroused and helpless body. I
slammed on the brakes and the quick motion through Jerome against the dash. I
was fearful that the crash had injured him but as he returned to the seat he
was laughing hysterically. Looking around he spied the Union only a block
away....


"Let's go get a coke before you kill us," he suggested.


With my mind overwrought by the near accident... and my near orgasm I
simply nodded my agreement.


He quickly jumped out followed by my unsteady exit from the car. Only
after I was fully out of the car and smoothing my short skirt over my nylon
covered legs did I realize how wet I actually was. The cool breeze blew across
my tight little ass...... and the large wet spot....


"Jerome.... I better stay here..." I offered.


"Come.... I want to show you to someone..." came the simple command.


The thought crossed my mind of refusing to follow his direction...... but
it was quickly rejected. He wouldn't let me stay with the car. He wanted to
play with me some more.... to show me off. To show off his little white slut...
with the telltale signs of his black seed dried on her chin; and staining her
tight blouse. Humbly I walked to where he was impatiently standing and felt his
arms confidently capture my shoulders. As we walked down the sidewalk I could
see many of the white boys and girls smugly look at the muscular black man and
the tall but petite white girl cowering beside him......


We entered the Union at the evening dinner hour. There were hundreds of
people milling about and talking with their friends about the travails of the
day... As we walked along the long hall I could see my three roommates at the
far end...... Dread swept through my body..... I realized that they would never
accept the vision... the reality of my being with a black man... I started to
slow down and Jerome tightened his grip. He too had seen my roommates and
nudged me forward...


"Please me..... or your roommates will learn how big of a slut you really
are Kathy..." came the dark forbidding statement.


As we inched ever closer to the three girls I felt like I was going to
lose control of my bladder... With every step I felt a tremendous anxiety float
over my entire body...


When we were merely forty feet away one of them turned and saw us..... My
bladder strained as I saw at first the puzzled look and then the look seemed to
change. Mary turned to my other two roommates and nervously spoke....


And then.......


KATHY GETS TAKEN BY TASHA
                                   CHAPTER 5
                                       BY
                                   ARC LIGHT


Jerome casually removed his strong hand from around my shoulders as we
approached my roommates. All three of my girlfriends had turned as we
approached. Each of them had an inquisitive look on their face. Here was I,
with a black man unexpectedly walking down the hall of the Union. When we
stopped I squeezed my legs together; my nervousness about meeting my roommates
with a black boy next to me nearly caused me to pee down my legs. I was
terribly anxious... terribly nervous. I did not know what my roommates were
thinking.


Finally Mary spoke, "Why Kathy, who is your new friend?"


With my voice quivering, I introduced Jerome to the three girls, "Jerome,
I would like you to meet Mary, Jennifer and Michelle. Jerome is a star forward
on the basketball team."


Each of my friends, merely nodded nervously to Jerome. They were not used
to being around a black boy. His color I think scared each of them....


Jerome then looked intensely into my eyes. I was afraid that he was going
to humble me; make me exhibit my submissiveness to him. Humiliate me in front
of my friends. I licked my lips and my tongue tasted the salty tang of his
dried sperm. I could sense that he was going to make me exhibit myself; or
worse....


I trembled slightly as I felt my bladder seem to suddenly fill to
capacity. I was afraid that I would lose control right here in the middle of
the student union. Jerome made me wait for what seemed an eternity before he
spoke. I think I know what a condemned man feels the moments before the
electricity shoots through his veins.


I was staring intently at Jerome when he finally spoke... "Well, I want
to thank you for sharing your Chemistry notes Kathy." He then turned facing my
three roommates, "Girls, It was nice meeting you.."


Jerome then turned and blended into the large number of students walking
down the hall. As he walked away I felt for the first time a gentle serene
relief. Turning to my friends I shyly smiled....


Michelle was the first to speak, "Well you know what they say Kathy..
Once you've had black meat you will never be satisfied with poor LITTLE Rick."
She emphasized the word Little...... Each of the other girls nervously laughed.


I ignored her question... I didn't want to have to answer any questions
about "Jerome.."


We chatted for several minutes and I finally told my friends that I had
to go study for my Chemistry test.. Michelle gave me the funniest look as I
turned and slowly walked away. As I came to a restroom I stepped inside and
quickly took the first stall... I pulled my short skirt up and sit down. My
skirt was still showing the damp wet stain from my earlier arousal. I looked
down at my bald pussy... it was glistening with my moisture... I dropped my
hand and separated my two swollen lips.. They were red and my little button was
protruding.. Gently I stroked my little clit.. it gave me instant pleasure. The
self abuse caused my body to shiver as the pleasure spread rapidly through my
aroused sex organs. With each stroke my pussy hole leaked an ever greater
quantity of lubricant. Closing my eyes I let my index finger find and explore
the now steamy little slit..... I was nearly there..... but there was a rush of
activity outside the stall door and I felt it no longer safe to masturbate
myself to orgasm in such a public place. I let my overheated body cool... and
then the warm yellow stream drained into the white porcelain... Cleaning myself
I finally emerged from the stall and after washing my sticky hands pushed my
way outside the now crowded restroom....


Uneasy and tense I decided to return to my car. I quickly walked through
the student union and noticed several admiring glances.. Most girls do not
dress to arouse; and my short wrap around mini skirt; hose attached by a thin
garter and no panty lines were attracting many lustful glances. I enjoyed the
attention; even though my normal shy behavior made the attention somewhat
embarrassing.


When I reached the outer doors the cool evening breeze felt good. I
quickly walked to where I had parked my car and as I approached I seen Jerome's
lean frame casually sitting on the fender... I felt a twinge of apprehension..
I was not sure if I was relieved or .....


"I chose to not embarrass you... this time. Next time I expect you to
acknowledge me as your Master... Do you understand Kathy?"


Trembling......I softly whispered, "I understand..."


Turning briskly he opened the driver's side door and allowed me to slide
in. As I pulled my legs behind the wheel I intentionally allowed my short skirt
to ride up. Jerome took several seconds before he closed the door... he was
taking in my pretty legs... The skirt had not risen to show the top of my hose
but it nearly so.... Inwardly I was pleased to tease him. I could see that by
exposing my sweet thighs it was having an effect on the bulge in his tight
jeans.


He walked to the passenger side of my car and eased gracefully into the
seat beside me. I felt his presence without turning.


Starting the car I pulled out into the main drag and headed South...
After several blocks he instructed me to drive to his house. Apprehensively I
took the next turn. I wanted to decline but....... I knew that would not be
allowed.


Several minutes later we pulled up to his house. He got out and walked to
the front door. I slowly followed him; half expecting the huge Eric to be
waiting for us. As I took each step I felt the soreness return... My pussy was
still sore from the breeding that Jerome had administered to me the night
before. Even though I was sore I felt the familiar tingling in my stomach
return.. With each step I knew that I was that much closer to another night of
wanton debauchery. I was Jerome's little white plaything; I wouldn't (couldn't)
refuse his advances.


Jerome entered first and without turning on the lights to the living room
walked to the kitchen. I stepped into the living room and waited for him to
return and turn on the lights. I was not that familiar with his house.... and I
inwardly was afraid that the huge Eric might be lurking in the dark. Although I
was enraptured with the possibility of another night with Jerome I dreaded
being with Eric.... He was.... he was too large. I had trouble accepting
Jerome's manhood but Eric's huge member was permanently hurt my tight little
passage.


As my eyes adjusted to the darkness I took several tentative steps into
the darken room. I could see Jerome making drinks in the kitchen and I stood
silently in the middle of the living room waiting for his return. Suddenly I
heard the front door slam shut and the lights flashed on... The suddenness of
the two actions caused me to become temporarily startled and I turned to face
the door. Standing in front of the door was a light colored black girl. She
stood nearly six feet tall and was completely clothed in black leather. Her
legs was encased in knee high black leather boots... she had a leather mini
skirt and jacket to match... Her shining black hair was straight and reached
her shoulders...


But what caused me the most trepidation was the stern forceful look
covering her face. There was no expression... Her eyes glared at me and she had
just the lightest of make up on. She took several steps towards me... Startled
I backed up and stumbled backwards over the end table in front of the sofa..
the sofa where I first was introduced to Jerome's long black cock. From my
prone position on the living room floor the black girl looked even more
menacing. I think she could sense my fear as I saw the faintest of smiles creep
across her face....


Jerome entered the living room with three drinks in his hands... "Well, I
see that you have met Tasha, Kathy. I told her that you would be coming over
this evening. She was dying to meet you.."


I was still on my back in the middle of the living room looking up at the
two tall muscular blacks... Tasha walked over to where I was. Looking down she
sternly ordered, "Get UP..."


A sense of dread quickly rushed over me.. I slowly got to my feet and was
standing only one foot in front of the black girl. Although I am tall at five
feet seven inches the black girl was far taller; she had to be at least six
feet tall.. Tasha was a beautiful girl. Her skin was perfect; and her body.
Well proportioned; lean; and muscular. She had a tight waist and at least 36C
breasts which were proudly thrusting out against the black leather jacket. I
could not tell if she was wearing a bra or not. I was very uneasy..
apprehensive. Jerome had obviously invited her to his home but WHY?


"Eric told me that you fucked my boyfriend. Did you spread those precious
little white legs for Jerome?" she harshly demanded.


I felt my body stiffen at the stern question. I turned towards Jerome
unsure of my response.


Tasha's delicate hand reached out and cradling my cheek turned my face
back to her intense glare. "I asked you a question white girl. Did you let
Jerome sink his black cock into your little girl pussy?" The second question
was even more demanding than the first had been.


With my chin in her black hand I returned her glare but quickly had to
divert my eyes to the floor. I could not stand to look into her intense dark
eyes. I felt her hand gently but firmly tighten on my chin. There would be no
reprieve. I could see out of the side of eyes that Jerome was enjoying my
humbling situation.


"Jerome and I made love last night..." I meekly responded.


I could see a twinge of anger coat the pretty black face..... but it
passed. Another cruel smile emerged.. Her white teeth like the rest of her were
perfect... "You and Jerome made love..." she snickered. "You mean that Jerome
fucked his little white tramp don't you Kathy?"


Trembling I said nothing. The last thing that I wanted to do was to
provoke the menacing black girl.


With my chin still in her hand she turned to Jerome. "Was she good
Jerome... Was her little pussy tight... Tell Me Jerome."


Jerome casually took a long sip of his drink. Looking up to his black
girlfriend he smiled, and then answered her question. "Kathy has a very tight
pussy. I could feel it milk my cock as I fucked the little white girl. She
seems to have fallen in love with my black cock. I haven't taken her brown
cherry.... YET... Maybe tonight..??"


The casual answer seemed to outrage the black girl. I felt her hand
tighten... but then relax. Her hand slipped away and casually brushed against
the front of my blouse. As the back of her hand ran across my nipple I felt the
little bud harden immediately. She then turned to face Jerome who had a big
smile on his face. Tasha then spied the small gold container on the table next
to Jerome. She took the several steps and picked the shining container up.
Curious, she looked at Jerome and then read the name on the small circular
container; Kathy.....


Turning she walked back to where I was stolidly standing before my newest
tormentor. I had the familiar tingling in my stomach... and the tingling raced
toward my damp womanhood. I felt anxious and tense as Tasha walked towards me
again....


"Did you give this to Jerome?" Tasha asked me.


She could read my distress.... I was feeling very, very nervous. Tasha
was in charge; totally in charge. She seemed to derive her energy from my
consternation. The more weakness that I showed the more dominant she became.


"I asked you a question white girl..."


Trembling I tried to answer Tasha's simple question. "I gave the gold
case to Jerome."


Smiling at my timid response she coyly caressed the gold case between her
manicured fingers. She brought the case to her lips and kissed the case
sensously..


"What's in the case white girl?"


My eyes dropped.. I looked at Jerome anxiously. I wanted him to
intervene. Intervene before Tasha became angrier.. I dreaded the next several
minutes. My fear shot through my taught body.


"I asked you what's in the case white girl," the second question being
sterner than the first.


My head hanging low I softly muttered, " I shaved myself for Jerome...
My..... my shavings are in the case."


Tasha twisted the case open.... She looked at the wispy blonde hair and
then looked into my face. "Show me," she ordered.


I felt myself tremble. Anxiously I looked over to Jerome who sit
smiling.... He was not going to offer me a reprieve....


I turned back to Tasha... "You best start minding your betters or you
will feel my hand on your hot little white ass.. Show me... show me where you
shaved yourself for my lover."


With Tasha's stern eyes burning into my frightened face I realized that
time had run out... I was afraid.. so afraid of this dominant beautiful black
girl. She had totally dominated me... and I was afraid what was to be...


My shaking hands fell to the hem of my short mini skirt. I slowly pulled
the dress up and with trepidation spread my legs. I turned my head so that I
would have to look into Tasha's intense burning eyes. She had a smile and was
licking her lips... I started to lower the short skirt.... Tasha's head swung
from side to side... "No, no little white girl.. I want to see that precious
little slit.. I want to see where you shaved yourself for my man."


I was forced to continue holding my skirt up...


Tasha brought her finger to my lips... She inserted it into my mouth and
I instinctively sucked on it. She sawed it in and out several times until it
was completely wet. Pulling it from my mouth she then lowered the wet finger to
my slit... She put it on my protruding clit first.. gently at first and then
with a little more passion; a little more assertiveness. The finger of the
black girl was arousing me... it was making me feel warm.. it was a strange
sensation to feel a woman's touch; a woman's domination of my nearly virginal
body..


The finger continued to rub my most private part... Tasha had done this
before.. she knew where to rub; how hard to rub... her fingers pinched the hard
little knob bringing a gasp from my now parched throat. I wanted her fingers to
dominate me.. to bring me to climax... I felt embarrassed standing in front of
Jerome being fingered by his woman. The fact that he was watching me being
fingered... being brought to a climax made the sensations even more intense. I
felt my clit throb with pleasure; Tasha was an expert.


And then as suddenly as she started she stopped.. The absence of pleasure
startled me. My eyes searched Tasha's dancing eyes... I silently pleaded with
her to finish me....


"Please..... Please don't leave me like this.. I was close... so close.."


Tasha's hands found the buttons on my blouse... Each of the buttons were
slowly slipped through the eyelets. I arched my hips but Tasha was too far
distant for me to gain contact... to gain friction for my hungry little slit.


When the buttons were completely undone she reached between the two
halves of my blouse and softly cradled my small little breast. She cradled my
small breasts as one would with an uncooked egg; very gentle... She then leaned
over and softly kissed my lips. I eagerly thrust my tongue against her
intruding wet probing flesh. As my tongue dueled with hers I felt something
strange.... My tongue had found her gold tongue stud.. I licked the protrusion;
curious of it's purpose.


I tried to push my body against hers... but she carefully kept her
distance. She was the one playing with me; she didn't want to lose her
advantage... her dominant advantage. I was the one being stripped... I was the
one holding my skirt to my waist... I craved release.


Tasha's gentle caressing of my aching little titty caused my pussy to
fill with wetness. Her tongue was teasing me...


Abruptly Tasha ceased her seduction... She walked over to where Jerome
was seated. As she sit beside her man she turned back to me... "Strip White
Girl... I want to feel your tongue..."


I stood with my skirt around my waist; my blouse totally unbuttoned.. My
nipples were demanding attention.... my slit was sloppy from my syrup... I felt
ashamed by my craving.. Tasha and Jerome smiled as they watched me unbutton my
skirt and fall to the floor....


TASHA IS TONGUED
                                   CHAPTER 6
                                       BY
                                   ARC LIGHT


As my skirt fell to the floor I felt a deep blush cover my body. Three
days ago I was a "normal" college sophomore at UCLA majoring in Pre Med.... And
here three days later I was slowing shedding my clothes...


My antagonist; Tasha Cantral was the black girlfriend of the man who had
recently seduced me.. Jerome T Bettis had not taken my cherry... well that is
not exactly correct either. I have been with boys (as opposed to men) before
and they have entered me.. But Jerome has filled me completely. His long black
cock has reached places that the other boys had only hoped. His magnificent
black cock probed my cervix... he has completely filled my love chamber... and
my mouth... I have no doubt that my one truly virgin crevice will soon be
visited by his manhood.


But back to the present. Here I stand stripping in front of the two black
lovers. Jerome had seduced me two nights ago and had thoroughly introduced me
to black sexing... Earlier to day he had taught me to please him.... orally. I
sucked his cock while he had his teammates observe my complete submission... He
had brought me back to his house for what I had hoped would be a repeat
performance of our first night together. Instead I had walked in to find his
girlfriend, Tasha. Tasha was a tall black girl with a perfect body... What made
it very scary for me was at first the complete surprise... and her attire.


Tasha was totally outfitted in black leather... Black leather jacket;
short black leather mini skirt; black leather knee high boots with four inch
heels. Her legs were covered with black nylons.... And another thing..... When
she had kissed me my tongue felt a gold stud in the middle of her tongue... She
was forceful; dominant; and there was no question who was in charge..


Such an understatement....


I pulled my blouse apart and let the white silk fall to the floor... I
had not wore a bra and I felt my nipples harden as I stood before Jerome and
Tasha in only my hose and garter. The lights in the living room seemed extra
ordinarily bright.... Embarrassed, I turned to face the two seated black
lovers. Dread filled me as I silently stood before them... Tasha pointed her
index finger to the sky and bent in towards her motioning me to join them. I
was hesitant...


My eyes then caught her dark eyes.. they seem to be sparkling. "Come here
white girl..."


I was offended that Tasha did not use my name... Kathy. White Girl
sounded so impersonal; so.....


As the cool night air filled the living room my nipples seemed to
protrude even more... I have never been with a girl before and the prospect of
what was to come frightened me. The fact that Jerome had been with me the night
before I am sure made Tasha angry... and I was sure that her anger would be
taken out on me. With no options I slowly shuffled to the where Tasha and
Jerome were seated... I stood facing them with my eyes staring at the floor.


Tasha put one of her long arms around the smiling Jerome... "Well lookee
here.. look at the little white girl. Her little Lilly white skin; all perfect
without a blemish.. And look at that bald little pussy... It looks mighty
delightful; all tight and shaved.."


I stood perfectly still as Tasha inventoried my nearly naked body. As she
started talking about my little pussy I tighten my legs. I felt self
conscious.. I was naked and the two black lovers were still fully clothed..


Tasha turned to her lover and nestled his neck. She then turned back to
me and with a mischievous smile on her face. I could tell that she had some
diabolical plan for me.


"Little white girl I want you to spread those long white legs for
Jerome.. Come on; spread those pretty long legs..." Tasha ordered.


Pleadingly I looked at Jerome but he merely smiled. He enjoyed my
predicament; he enjoyed seeing his latest conquest standing before him in only
her hose and garter.. trembling at an unknown fear at the hands of his black
girlfriend. Tasha was enjoying my dread.


"Well come on white girl.... spread those long white legs of yours...
Let's see what we got.. Let's see what Jerome stuck his long hard cock in.. You
weren't shy about spreading your legs the other night now were you?" Tasha
continued to mock me.


Nervously I finally let my feet drift apart.. I spread my legs about
shoulder length and stood looking down at the two leering black faces. As my
legs parted I felt my semi moist lips pull apart. I was sticky; not yet wet but
somewhat excited about my current situation. I could tell by their expressions
that they appreciated the lips guarding my most treasured prize as they were
slowly pulled apart.


My breathing became labored. I could feel my chest; my small but firm
breasts heave with each breath that I took. I knew that Tasha would guide me on
the next part of my journey.


"Are you still sore? I could tell that your movements are very
careful.... Did my man Jerome stretch you... Make that tight little pussy of
yours ache with each step?" Tasha asked.


Tasha knew my secret. She knew that my tightness was stretched by
Jerome's manhood; she knew that after only two days that I still needed rest...
But we both knew that Tasha would not allow my poor stretched pussy to have
that stillness.


"Play with yourself white girl.. I want you to make yourself wet.. Play
with your little slit... Play with your little slit in front of my man.. MY MAN
white girl.." Tasha mocked.


All of my life I have been shy; awkwardly so. I am easily embarrassed..
and now, this total stranger was ordering me to finger myself for her
pleasure... for her pleasure in front of my new lover. The man who had totally
satisfied me; who had buried his long black cock deep in my most private
places.


I knew that I could try and resist.. but she was too dominant. Although
she had not threatened me; she had not laid a hand on me; I was totally under
her spell. I did not have the power to resist her dictates. I was Hers�... just
like the last two days I was Jerome's... Jerome's little white plaything and
now Tasha's little white girl..


I lowered my hands and my fingertip went directly to the top of my mound.
As I gently grazed myself I felt a familiar stirring deep within me. Standing
before my black lover; fingering myself gave me a deep perverse arousal. I
closed my eyes as my other fingers joined my self arousal.. my arousal ordered
by Tasha... My clit protrudes.. it was easy to locate and I massaged the hard
little orb ever more frantically.... I was getting very close before I dipped
my other hand into my now sopping hole. The sticky juices were binding my two
lips together... I slouched as I felt myself getting closer and closer..... I
felt embarrassed to cum before the two seated black lovers..


I am sure that I was a spectacle standing nearly naked; frantically
stroking myself to near orgasm... I wanted relief; I didn't care that my lack
of control was bringing a haughty satisfaction to the black girl who had
ordered me to fuck myself with my hands before them.


"OH GOD.... OH GODDD.... I'M CLOSE...." I screamed as the pleasure
enveloped me..... I worked even more diligently to bring myself a blazing
climax... I had to CUM... no matter what the price; no matter how deep the
embarrassment. I was so close I started pinching my clit...rolling the oily
little knob between my fingers. And then... it happened. My climax was
powerful... It was overwhelming. As I felt the first measure of pleasure power
through my taut body I screamed again.... I screamed my fulfillment of pleasure
before I dropped to my knees still frantically stroking myself. As my pleasure
continued I slowly let the moments pass......


Finally at long last.... after the last tingles of excitement passed I
looked up... I could tell that Tasha found my wanton display of lust arousing.
Her eyes were wide.. her mouth open.


I turned my eyes towards Jerome.... He had found my self manipulation
exciting too... his long cock was bulging... Inwardly I smiled... I knew that I
would again this evening be pleasured by my black lover...


"You did good Kathy..." was his simple praise.


With my eyes half closed from the orgasm I looked at the two amused
lovers... amused that I had fingered myself before them.... demonstrated my
wantonness and submission to Jerome; my black lover... I could tell that Tasha
was nearly as excited as Jerome, with his huge black cock thrusting against his
tight jeans..


As my eyes raised I looked directly into his intense glare... "Are you
mine Kathy? Are you truly mine...?" was his simple soft question.


With my body slowly recovering from my self induced orgasm I merely
nodded.... and with an almost soft sob I answered his simple question, "I'm
yours Jerome... You own me.. You Own my body...."


There..... now I have acknowledged my submission.. in thought; deed and
word... I rested on my knees as Jerome decided my next act of devotion to him..


While I was surrendering my last vestiges of dignity I could see Tasha's
aroused and intense dark eyes take inventory of my nearly naked body...


Tasha slowly spread her long boot encased legs... slowly... so very
slowly. Both Jerome and I were mesmerized by the subtle but direct act.. We
both understood what my next sacrifice was to be... Tasha was wet; she was
ready.... she was ready for my tongue to suck her soaked black lace panties.
With her dominating mannerisms there would be not mercy; not refusal on my
part... I stared at the dark nylon covered legs as they parted; as they showed
the way to my next level of submission.... I could not look the pretty black
girl in the face.. I did not want her to see my arousal...


I had not experienced a lesbian experience in my 19 years... but tonight
I was to become the pet of Jerome's real girlfriend.. Pleading with my eyes I
finally looked up to Jerome's now stern face.... "Do it Kathy.... make Tasha
feel your tongue..."


The command was simple... direct. My black lover wanted me to fill his
girlfriend's pink pussy with my tongue... the tongue that I had used to clean
his magnificent cock of his sperm and my lubricating syrup only the night
before... and several hours ago in the Arena Parking Lot while he wantonly
displayed my act of devotion to his teammates....


Maybe I could have resisted.... but the long legs drew me to their vortex
like a magnet. I scooted along the hardwood floor on my knees... As I inched
forward I observed Tasha's legs part even wider so that I would have no
obstructions in finding her pleasure bud... As my arms brushed against the
black knee high leather boots I felt them slightly tighten... tighten to
confine me between her muscular thighs.. Tasha reached down and pulled the hem
of her black leather mini skirt up her tight thighs... she wanted nothing to
prevent my tongue in finding her now wet and glistening target...


I was consumed by the musky odor... the wetness of the black lace
panties. Tasha let her head fall back as she felt my hands at top of her hose
tops.... I found the garter clasp and played with it.... not allowing the
smooth silk escape the tight clasp.... I heard Tasha moan... She was becoming
aroused.... at just the anticipation of my subservient tongue licking her
innermost treasure. As I licked my lips I heard another moan emit from her
thick lips.... She was arousing herself with each second that I was between her
legs... I could see her hard little clit protrude against the black lace
panties... I could see the crotch wetness increase with every gentle thrust...
Tasha Cantral was ready... she was ready for my tongue... her body screamed for
my tongue.


But as aroused as the black beauty was she had the discipline to not grip
my ears and pull me in deep against her womanly pleasures... I admired her self
control. If I was her I would have been frantically pulling my long blonde hair
deep between the leaking crevice; and thrusting my hips to completely bury the
soft delicate tongue into the steaming slit.... Since I was given permission to
stroke myself to orgasm before my latest task I was able to resist the
temptation of a quick and dirty tonguing of my nemesis.


Tasha was now bucking her hips off the sofa trying to entice me to
pleasure her... I enjoyed her torment... All three of us knew that she would be
the recipient of my tongue... of whatever she wanted from my beautiful body....
But at least this moment in time I was the one in total control of her sexual
cravings.... I enjoyed immensely that feeling of power; of control.. I could
imagine how Jerome thrived on this very same emotion as I slaved to receive his
attention.


"DO ME you little pussy slut... Lick my panties.. I want you to taste my
juices first.." Tasha commanded.


I realized that the game was nearly up.... I had pushed the teasing to
the limit and now Tasha demanded payment... payment in full..... I let my
dainty little tongue dart out and stroke the outside of Tasha�s wet black
panties. She squirmed as her over sensitive labia felt the tip of my tongue..
the black lace did not provide the black slut any reprieve... As she pushed her
hips deep into the sofa I continued to lick the crotch of her panties.. her
juices were freely flowing now. She was far along the journey of her
pleasure... I again enjoyed the domination of teasing her overheated loins. I
let my exploring tongue lick up her crotch until I felt her hard little button.
She squirmed... she screamed as I brutally attached the hyper sensitive little
bud. She was nearly home and I had not yet stuck my tongue into her pussy... I
continued to play with her clit... I sucked the hard little button between my
teeth and slowly but gently ground against her fully developed protruding clit.
She again screamed and I felt her strong legs encase my shoulders... Rather
than pull my face forward she was trying to push my shoulders away and allow
her throbbing sex organ a brief second to relax against my ongoing onslaught...
As much as she pushed against my shoulders I held my subservient position
nestled between her boot encased long legs. She screamed again... she pleaded
with Jerome to make me stop... for just a second so she could recover... Jerome
said and did nothing... he enjoyed the show. His black girlfriend was
tightening her firm grip around my waist with her long legs.. she was pleading
with me to "be gentle".. she was trying to push me away with her arms.. all the
while her long black hair was being thrashed around her face in the intense
pleasure I was bringing her...


I readjusted my grip on her throbbing little bud.... At first she thought
I was showing her mercy... but as I gently rubbed my teeth against the delicate
little flesh she again started bucking... and begging for compassion...


Her lubricants were now freely spilling out of her soaked and partially
torn lace panties. The liquid pleasure was dripping down the inside of the
legband of her panties... it coated my now burning chin and face with it�s
salty solution.  As I glanced up I seen Jerome�s muscular black hand had
slipped between the two halves of her leather jacket and were cruelly pinching
her hard black nipples. This latest assault was causing the beautiful black
girl almost incomprehensible pleasure. At one point I was afraid that she would
pass out.... I didn�t want that..... I wanted her to feel the intense pleasure
I was allowing her... Yes... I was the one bringing the pleasure to her
NOW..... She was the wanton slut.. the slut craving release.


As her breathing became so labored that I was afraid that she would start
hyperventilating I punched the tip of my tongue against her red swollen clit
and lubricated the tender morsel between my still firmly entrenched teeth. She
could no longer resist my torment...


"OHHHHH YOU FUCKING WHITE BITCH..... OF GODDDD.. YOU FUCKING BITCH....."
she screamed at the top of her voice.. it became almost shrill as the pleasure
enveloped her entire writhing body.... She craved final relief..... I gave the
black bitch what she wanted.


She had started out my mistress.... she ended thrashing about on the sofa
with my tongue and teeth bringing her; her most intense orgasm... Her eyes were
glassy..... her throat parched... she finally relaxed the muscles in her legs
and allowed me to fall back on my haunches as I stared at the aftermath glow
which I had created.....


It was only at this point that I looked at her boyfriend... my black
master... The front of his jeans still contained the huge bulge.. but now....
it was sticky with his discharge... In addition to pleasing his black
girlfriend I had busted his nut..... I smiled as the last two episodes in my
life reverberated through my tired but serene body.. My nipples; ached from the
hardness.... from the arousal.. Although Tasha�s pussy continued to leak ever
greater wetness from the now shredded black lace panties I could feel my
moisture as it dripped along the inside of my thighs.... A smile came to my
face as I let myself fall backwards on the hard wooden floor.......


I was confident that when Tasha recovered.......... as I let my tired
mind slowly drift off....


Kathy Gets Fingered
                                   Chapter 7
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


Tasha's sweet creme coated my lips..... the pleasant honey like dew
tasted like... like what it was; hot passionate sex... discharge from a
beautiful black girl. I closed my eyes. The scenes of the last several hours
replayed themselves in my tired brain.... I could see myself bending over
Jerome's lap and sucking his man fluid into my mouth while his teammates
watched my wanton, lustful display. Minutes later Tasha had ordered me to
strip.... and stroke my clit until the first returned... my lubricant was still
dripping down the inside of my thighs.... and then only minutes ago I had
sucked on Tasha's precious little lovebox until she screamed her pleasure as
she pulled my face against her wiry haired panty covered pussy slit. As her
boot covered legs forced my submission I twisted her hard protruding little
clit between my teeth until she could no longer stand it. After her orgasm I
turned my gaze to Jerome... and his sperm socked jeans... He, like his woman
had cum while I made a wanton display of my submissive needs.....


As my mind drifted I felt my long blonde hair being pulled up and
back.... Slowly I opened my eyes as the two inch collar was wrapped around my
delicate neck.. I brought my hands up as I felt the buckle being pulled tight..
I started to speak as I felt Jerome's strong fingers being inserted between my
neck and the leather collar... I was pulled up... naked with the exception of
my garter and hose and slowly walked towards the bedroom. As we entered he
reached for the light switch..... I heard the click a second before the small
dingy room was bathed in bright light.... Squinting I felt myself being pulled
towards the bed. When my knees hit the end Jerome pulled up on the collar
forcing me to climb on the bed.... I started knee walking towards the head of
the bed and then......


The smiling black face was very visible in the open uncurtained window..
The white teeth visible because of the large smile on the young face... I
immediately covered my small breasts with my hands...


"Put your hands to your sides Kathy.. My nephew hasn't seen any white
tits before... Before the night he has left us he is going to see a lot more of
you.... Besides....... You like exposing your tight little body; Don't You ?"
came Jerome's mocking but true observation.


I wanted to rebuke him... but I felt my sopping tight passage start to
leak.. It was still wet from when I fingered myself... By Jerome forcing me to
stand naked before his young nephew it was causing my already overheated sex to
produce more of my slippery sex lubricant. As I watched the smiling young boy's
hand disappear down the front of his pants Jerome brought a black blindfold
over my face and blocked out the bright light. I was on HIS bed..... on my hose
covered legs.... My hands were at my side... I had not been given permission by
Jerome to cover myself.


He gently pushed my shoulders and I fell face forward on the dirty
sheets... I could smell our sex sweat from last week-end. I laid motionless as
I strained to hear Jerome as he walked around the bed.


"Roll over...." was his simple command.


I obeyed... I kept my legs tight as I felt his eyes as they followed my
aroused body. I lifted my hips slightly... just barely noticeable.. I smiled as
I hoped that I was pleasing my man.....


"Open your legs......" was Jerome's simple command.


I let my legs fall open.. I laid very still.. my breathing was heavy and
I felt my breasts... my hard nipples as the cool night air swept across my
tight little body from the open window. I tried to block the young black face
from my tormented mind... I was sure he was still there... his little hand
massaging his manhood. Secretly I was aroused by the fact that the young black
boy was aroused by my tight hard white body.


"Wider... Open those long legs wider..." Jerome's next order was far more
demanding.


Not wanting to anger my black lover I spread my legs... I felt the cool
air as it bathed my leaking little hole... My wetness was warm but the room was
cool; almost cold.


I heard something..... I do not remember the sound.


And then I felt a fingertip... coated with some slick lubricant.. K-Y
jelly? I did not know for sure... but it felt TOO good as the fingertip quickly
found my protruding red clit and gently massaged the aroused little penis like
organ.... I immediately tightened my legs...


Jerome's response was quick and angry....." Open your legs white girl...
I told you to open yourself.... "


I had to force myself to comply... I wanted the pleasure of tightness...
tightness around the fabulous finger that was bringing me pleasure... I had to
exert myself to open my legs... and my pussy to the unseen black faces... the
young boy's face was still burned into my memory.... He was sooo young....


The finger continued massaging my little but angry clit.... I knew it was
hard and red... I had masturbated with my small vibrator to know the feeling...
to know how my most private sex organ looked when it was aroused.


"Oh Godddddddd..... " I screamed as another finger inserted itself into
my wet passage while the first finger continued to tease my clit.......


I started to tighten my long pretty legs.....


"Kathy... You little bitch I told you to keep yourself open..... You best
not disobey me you little tramp or I'll stop.... You wouldn't want that would
you.... you little tramp?" Jerome mocked.


Struggling I again opened my long legs.... I could feel the hose stretch
tight and I willed my legs open... The pleasure was so intense.... I softly
moaned..... I couldn't stop moaning as the two fingers casually had their way
with my trembling and shaking body.... I raised my hips to insert more of the
second finger into my now soaked hole.... I could feel myself wet the bed under
my tight ass cheeks. The Pleasure..... the pleasure wouldn't subside.... with
each second it became more and more intense...


"Oh Goddddd.... please.... please.... please...." I begged.... begged for
the final release that the fingers were denying me.


I again started to tighten my legs.... The fingers ceased bringing me
pleasure. I humped my hips against them but the magic digits would not
reciprocate... I was now constantly moaning... begging.... pleading...
cajoling..... the unseen black fingers to finish me..


"I won't tell you again Kathy.... Spread those white legs... I want to
see your bald red pussy.... I want to see the need in your twisted pretty
face.... Spread White Girl," continued the mocking order.


With total concentration I again opened my legs.... I felt myself quiver
with excitement.. I licked my red lips as I forced my legs open......


"Wider White Girl..... Open those pretty little legs for your Nigger
lover Kathy.... Open...." he mocked me....


His domination was complete. There was nothing I could do but comply with
his instructions... I again spread myself for my unseen lover... the black
blindfold completely cut off all light. My tongue coated my lips and then bit
down... the pleasure... or the anticipation of pleasure was totally consuming.
My subservience was total.... I would comply with whatever command that Jerome
ordered.


"Oh Jesus.... Ohhhhhhhhh" I screamed as the fingers returned to their
task.. This time however there were no preliminaries...


I felt my clit being rolled between the thick thumb and index finger...
There was no let up.... the pleasure... pain? was constant. I couldn't make my
mind differentiate between the two sensations.  The other finger returned to
inserting it's long length into my wet passage. Like the other digits it was
forceful..... The finger insertion was complete... it buried itself to the
second joint and started a rapid sawing action....


As the pleasure became almost unbearable I started to bring my hands into
the pleasure producing activity.... but before they reached my sex organs I
forced them to fall to the soiled sheets and frantically clutch the dirty
linen... My head was thrashing back and forth and my constant moaning was
becoming very loud... very distinct... No one could mistake my begging.... I
wanted relief.... sex relief...


"Oh Goddddd.... please Jerome... Don't continue to torture me.... Let me
tighten my legs... PLEASE...OH GOD HAVE MERCY.... PLEASE... PLEASE LET ME
TIGHTEN MY LEGS...." I Pleaded.... I implored the unseen black fingers bringing
me unbearable pleasure.


"Wider White Girl..... I want those pretty white legs spread wider..."
Jerome ordered....


I shook my blindfolded face.... "No... No Dear God... Please...." I
nearly screamed.


"Spread your legs... Spread yourself for ME.... Spread those long pretty
white legs Kathy..." the order was taunting; ridiculing....


As much as I wanted my pleasure... my climax I obeyed Jerome... I obeyed
my black lover....


I didn't think I could spread myself any further... And the fingers
continued their duties... their manipulation of my pleasure.


"Only a bitch in heat would be so wanton.... Are you a Bitch in Heat
Kathy?" came the continuing mocking questions.


The fingers... oh god the fingers.... My clit must have been enlarged to
twice it's normal size. I had never felt so intense as I did now as the fingers
continued to tease and torment my oily little orb of pleasure. My throat was
parched from my pleading.. my begging for final relief.


I felt the first twinge of my orgasm..... The fingers could also feel the
tightening of my elastic little pussy...


"Keep yourself open for my pleasure Kathy.... You do not have MY
permission to tighten your legs... those pretty white legs..."


The practiced fingers continued to draw my final pleasure closer.... They
were now brutal with their manipulation... My clit was hard... it was wet... I
was wondering if the wetness was my lubricant or if they had draw blood with
their almost fanatical pinching.....


With each second I was drawn closer to my all consuming orgasm..... And
then thick lips found my hard nipples... I felt sharp teeth fasten themselves
on my rock hard nipples... It was the final straw.....


"YOU BLACK BASTARD YOU..... OH FUCK YOU..... OH......OH MY GODDDDDD....."
I bucked my hips against the fingers..... I was over the edge... there was no
slowing down... nothing to stop my complete orgasm....


Always before I had to have my legs tight when I climaxed... but
tonight... tonight with my black lover he had manipulated my body with only his
fingers... never allowing me to tighten my legs....


It seemed that instantly my mind and body seemed to reach total
exhaustion. With the blindfold still in place I closed my eyes and felt my
tired aching muscles relax.... I felt myself drift off as the fingers gently
slowed their stroking and finally extracted themselves from my now sweat soaked
body...


Total relief... total satisfaction..... my mind swirled but I was too
exhausted to think... I merely let my tired body sink into the wet mattress..
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Miranda's Dark Journey
Miranda's Dark Journey
                                   Chapter 1
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


Miranda Barnes was startled by the heavy clanking sound as the heavy
metal door was slammed open...  Standing in her Dade County Orange Jump Suit;
her wrists shackled the heavy leather belt around her waist; her dainty ankles
secured by the silver chain allowing her steps to be almost babylike.  She
shuffled forward with the other three women prisoners...  She had not been
allowed to shower for the last three days... the three days since the stern
black judge had sentenced the 19 year old Pre Med student to ten years in the
Florida State Penal System....


When the door swung open the bright light hurt her eyes.  Miranda had not
been able to sleep in the strange and brutal environment of the Dade County
Women's Lock Up. The sounds; the screams; the constant sobbing and crying of
the innocent and not so innocent young women had taken a toll on her previously
serene life.  Born to upper income parents she was not prepared for the
brutality that she witnessed.


Humbled, Miranda shuffled along the bright yellow line. Nervously she
looked around... and then she saw the pretty blonde that was her lover... and
her betrayer.  Standing against the Plexiglas window of the skywalk directly
over the enclosed transport area she could see the sobbing beautiful face...
Miranda stared at her lover...  her eyes then caught the blank face of Rick; a
boy that she had given her tight young body to on numerous occasions.  She did
not love Rick... she allowed him the pleasure of her body but she felt nothing
for him. Miranda watched as he put his arm around her beautiful roommate... the
pretty Jennifer.  The pretty Jennifer that had packed sixteen ounces of pure
white cocaine in her overnight bag....


The trial was rapid..... and there was no defense.. There was a plea
bargain... TEN YEARS at the George W Bush Correctional Facility for Women...
Miranda should have felt hatred for the sobbing pretty blonde girl... but at
this moment she felt only numbness.


Miranda watched as Rick pulled the crying beauty from the window and lead
her away from the skywalk.....


Miranda's eyes were becoming accustomed to the bright Florida Sunshine...
she searched for the one man that she had truly given her perfect body to....
the one man that she surrendered her mind and soul...


Mike had spent only one evening with the beautiful Miranda....  one night
that lasted forever.  She felt herself tingle between her legs...  Mike had
known everything about her... about her strong sexual needs...  He had brutally
twisted her hard little nipples when they entered the penthouse suite....  He
had stripped her petite body and pushed her against the windows overlooking the
courtyard....  While she writhed in pleasure he had manipulated her twitching
clit....  Skillfully; masterfully he manipulated the oily little orb of
pleasure...  She screamed her release..... the first release of many that
eventful night...


After her exhausted body recovered she was carried to the bed by the tall
muscular stranger...  He spread her long pretty legs and brought his lips and
tongue to savor her leaking tight little slit... Miranda writhed in pleasure as
Mike schooled her in the pleasure of true escastcy..  As her hips bucked
against the talented tonguing she was receiving Mike brought her to her third
total orgasm in less than an hour...  After her nearly exhausted body recovered
from her last climax she felt her legs being spread....


She opened her eyes as the tall muscular man knee walked to her
entrance....  His manhood was hard and he played with her tender flaps..... She
didn't think she was capable of another orgasm...  The large thick head tickled
her overworked clit and she tried to scoot away...  It was not to be as she
felt him enter her wet passage...  His hard cock slid in...... he only allowed
Miranda an inch of his manhood.  Mike was far more talented than any of her
previous lovers..  He was gentle and kind; but at the same time he was forceful
and dominant. His thick manhood filled her nerve lined passage and he pushed
forward.  Miranda screamed her acceptance of his conquest....


Miranda's mind was refocussed by the large black hand pushing her
forward...  "Move your sorry ass convict," was the brutal order.  Miranda
recalled were she was.... on her way for ten long years of being Jenny's
lover...


Miranda could not turn and look at the skyway in back of her...  If she
had she would have seen the tanned masculine face staring at his lover.  He had
only sampled her charms one time......  in his mind he had loved her for
months...  Tears formed in his eyes and slowly fell over his cheeks.  He did
not wipe them away....


The large black man; his aide de camp was puzzled; almost startled.  He
had served the large muscular man for nearly three decades.  Their relationship
started in the mountains of a far away and forgotten land.  Never... never had
he seen tears in his leader's dark green eyes.  Even when the man had held
young boys; new to battle; and near death had the man shown such emotion.....
and now....


Frank.... by his many years of faithful service inherently knew that he
should remain silent.  He complied.....  As he looked down into the courtyard
he observed the petite blonde girl as she was shoved forcefully into the small
transport vehicle. He did not know the girl..... he did not know of the
relationship between Mike and her... but something was very wrong... very wrong
indeed.  He would be told... in due course..  and when that knowledge was clear
he would make the faithful master whole....


With the tears still in his eyes Mike turned... and with his posture
erect and proud walked briskly down the hallway of the federal building.  Frank
followed him at a respectful distance. Neither man spoke....


The two FBI agents that had shepherded the railroading of the beautiful
young coed made the mistake of stepping out of their office the same instance
the muscular man passed...  The collusion was decisive..... both FBI special
agents were drenched by the hot coffee each had been transporting.


"Who the hell...." was the beginning of the question.


The hard steely green eyes bore into the two arrogant agents.  At first
they were forceful; macho.......  As the two agents returned the hard glare
their faces suddenly became ashen....  There was no question who was the MAN
and who were the little boys pretending to be men...  Each of the armed men
looked briefly to their waist.... they had their weapons at the ready....
However both men instinctively knew that the man standing in front of them
would not need a weapon......


As Mike continued to stare at the two Federal Agents responsible for the
conviction of his lover the two agents felt a pangs of fear travel throughout
their bodies.   The larger of the two agents felt his knees shake.... the
smaller agent felt his bladder suddenly become full....


The black man; following Mike was the first to speak......"You best
apologize," he simply spoke..


The two FBI agents acknowledged the simplicity of the suggestion.....
"Excuse me," the larger of the two men muttered.


Mike did not respond.... after another minute of intense glaring at the
two little men he turned sharply and continued walking down the hallway.....


The two men then turned to the black who was sneering at them....  "You
did good... at least now you will be able to continue eating solid food...  If
you had not apologized for being assholes your next meal would be eaten through
a straw....." Frank laughed heartily and then turned to follow his officer;
protecting his six....


Charley Tango Niner; his call sign of long ago and far away set his usual
rapid pace.  There was retribution to be meted out.... his lover had been
wronged and he was not one to leave a debt unpaid.........


Miranda now seated in the dark cold interior of the van looked at the
other three inmates being transported.  The girl directly across from her was
almost beautiful.  She had fair skin; long blonde hair.. and intense blue eyes.
She was lean and her small but perfect breasts could be seen jutting against
the tight orange jump suit.  As Miranda continued to stare she could tell the
young girl's anxiety.. of her nervousness..  She was constantly fidgeting....
Although Miranda did not know all of the signs of drug withdrawal she did
recognize the first signs... and the young girl was definitely exhibiting the
preliminary signals of drug withdrawal.


The girl was making Miranda nervous and she turned to look at the pretty
black girl sitting next to the pretty blonde. Their eyes met at the same
time.....  "White girl you  best be getting ready.... you be getting special
treatment at Bush Academy for girls," she laughed...  Miranda's stomach felt a
nervousness... it tensed...


Miranda looked at her pretty brown eyes and she focused on the gold nose
ring...


Tasha again found Miranda's eyes....  "You will be given to Miss Elie....
Miss Elie will like you....  She likes a little spark in her new playtoys...."


Miranda had a puzzled look on her face.....  a questioning look.....


Tasha knew the puzzled look..  She had seen it many times before..  Tasha
was not new to the George W Bush Correction Facility for Women..  in fact she
was nearly a permanent resident; and she was only twenty five years old.


"The total population is nearly four hundred inmates... Over two hundred
inmates are members of "The Crips"....  Miss Elie is.... shall we say the head
mistress.  Probably three fourths of the population are black.... another fifty
or so are Latino... and my little pet; the rest are little white girls like
you....  They are the ones that are the playthings.... they are trained to
be... well, shall I say, the slaves of the plantation.  You best learn to be
real cooperative....  If you are they may not cut that pretty little face of
yours... or worse," Tasha smiled...  she already knew the fate of the two white
girls being transported to Florida's State Penitentiary for women.


The fourth passenger was a small petite Cuban girl... Her skin was
dark.... and her eyes showed the fear that she felt. Fear that was quickly
transported to Miranda's overwrought young mind....


It was only three months ago when she had been a Pre Med student... in
the arms of her pretty blonde lover.  Miranda closed her eyes and retrieved the
pleasure of Jennifer's tender lips... she recalled the nights that the two had
spent in her bed... She tingled at the thought of her delicate little tongue
touching her sensitive little bud of pleasure......


"Hey white bitch...." Tasha interrupted her moment of pleasure.....


She opened her eyes and turned her face to the black girl...


"If you give your little white tail to me....  I'll make sure that Miss
Elie will not be too harsh when she initiates you.. Your tender little white
ass will still feel the belt... but if you pledge your pussy to me I will make
sure that you will not endure the broom handle...." Tasha smiled.  She cold
tell that the conversation was frightening not only Miranda; but also the
shaking white girl seated next to her.


Miranda felt herself tremble.....  she knew that the black girl was
telling her the truth....


The journey was nearly three hours long.... the poor suspension of the
van... the cold musky air and the dread of what the girls would endure when
they arrived at the state prison took a dreadful toll on the four girls.  None
of them had showered during the last three days and they  could smell
themselves.....  their hair was oily and stringy and they felt demoralized...


The van pulled down the long road leading to the gate of the George W
Bush State Correctional Facility for women.  It was late afternoon and there
was a lump in each of their throats.


Word spread throughout the exercise yard that the new fish were arriving
and there was a great rush to the chain length fence as the van slowly pulled
in....  The women; mostly black pushed against the fence to see the unlucky
creatures emerge from the back door.


A large muscular black woman slowly walked towards the fence...  the
gathered inmates quickly made room.  She was near the door leading to the
induction room......


The door of the van was pulled open and a stern black guard looked in at
the frightened women.  Even Tasha felt the wave of terror careen about in the
small van.....  The first night was the longest..... and she felt sorry for the
two white girls. They would suffer the greatest indignities....  nothing in
their pampered lives had prepared them for the next twenty four hours....


Each of the women were roughly pulled out of the van. Their hands were
still firmly attached to the leather waist band; their ankles still encased in
the silver chain of the ankle chains. When all four had been pulled from the
van they were ordered to walk the last hundred yards to the induction building.
As they started the first catcalls emerged from the gathered throng.... the
cruel references to the ordeals that awaited them were unnerving to the
frightened women....


"Hey white cheeks.... your ass will be mine....." an ugly scar faced
black inmate screamed directly into Miranda's face. Miranda did not look but
stared directly ahead..... the young white girl named Susan was noticeably
shaking... the terror was nearly incapacitating to the four young women.


At long last the four had covered the one hundred yards and stood
silently in front of the door leading into the induction room.  Miranda was
impatient.... she wanted to escape; even if temporarily the lurking eyes... and
the unkind comments...


However.... it was not to be.  The four young women were subjected to
minute after minute of verbal abuse until..... there was a deadening silence
that overtook the compound.  It was Erie... the suddenness..... and the calm
still that sort of floated over the entire area.  Miranda finally looked to her
right and seen the black faces part.... allowing a large muscular black woman
to slowly walk forward.  She had large firm breasts and her blue workshirt was
pulled from her waist and tied in a knot below her unhaltered breasts.  She had
intense dark eyes that seemed to burn through anything that she focused her
glare on.... "Miss Elie" slowly sauntered forward... the inmates quickly making
a path...  When she was at the fence she looked directly into Miranda's
eyes.....  Slowly she parted her thick lips and let her long pointed tongue
slip out and coat the red coated lips....


As the two stared at each other Miss Elie finally spoke....."Maybe you
and me can go out on a date tonight..  if you are not busy....."


The simple statement brought a soft roar from the several hundred
gathered inmates....  Miranda merely stared blankly into the uncaring and
glaring faces...


A loud clank signaled the opening of the door to the induction center and
Miranda quickly turned and sauntered along with the other young women....


Once inside the large door slammed shut....  the significance of which
finally sunk in Miranda's clouded mind. The large black man who escorted the
women stepped in front and in a booming voice informed the women of their
current situation.  "My name is Sgt. Merrick...... remember my name. From this
point on you will address me as Sgt. Merrick... I am your only friend in this
shithole....  You will be given a full body search; a shower; and then be
incorporated into the general populace....You best be minding me...." the
orders were stern. There was no question among the four women who was now in
compete control.  They were truly in a prison.....


Miranda was second in line.  She watched a female CO (Correction Officer)
unlock each of the locks on her wrists and ankles.  She moved like a robot....
each of the women rubbed their raw and bruised wrists and ankles.


"Strip......" was Sgt. Merrick's stern and direct order.


Self consciously Miranda and the other women slowly unzipped their orange
jump suits and let them fall to the floor. Miranda could feel Sgt. Merrick's
dark eyes explore her tight body as she reached around to unclasp her bra...
She looked up as the bra slipped from her small breasts...  Sgt. Merrick's eyes
were sparkling as the tender little buttons became visible... Miranda tried to
put the eyes out of her mind as she pulled her pretty lace panties down her
legs....  She did not look at the large black man but merely returned to an
upright position and looked directly ahead...


Susan; the petite little blonde was the first in line.  She had stripped
everything but her black panties....  She was trembling.  Miranda could not
tell from her shivering and shaking if it was from fear.... from the drug
withdrawal..... or??


As the four young women stood silently looking forward Sgt. Merrick
walked in front of Susan.  He towered over the small blonde....  A smile crept
over his face as he saw the frightened girl start to shake....  He reached out
his large black hand and covered her naked breast..  he squeezed gently and
felt her tremble even more....


"Inmate....  you are going to have a hard time...  It looks like you need
a little fix to relieve that knawing deep down in your little tummy...  Do you
want ole Sgt. Merrick to get you a little fix....?"


The petite blonde looked anxiously into his face... she was too
frightened to speak..


"All you have to do is tell me that I'm now your little sugar daddy...
How about it Inmate?  Do you want ole Sgt. Merrick to take care of all your
needs?"


Susan tried to speak... but her parched throat and overwhelming fear
prevented any sound to squeak out.


Sgt. Merrick was amused at her trembling young body... He reasoned that
she would be easy.. He felt a tightness in his long black cock....


"Take those panties off Inmate...  I'm going to have to check those sweet
little holes of yours... we wouldn't want any of those bad drugs to enter our
little bit of heaven would we Inmate?"


Susan's trembling body nearly collapsed.  Her delicate fingers finally
reached the hem of her panties and slowly pulled the pretty black panties off
her hips.  Miranda noticed something...... as the black lace slid from her
tight little buns the tattoo became visible....  Miranda's tired mind read the
inscription within the red circle......"Property of the Street Man".........
Miranda's mind wandered... she did not know the significance.


Sgt. Merrick pulled Susan forward to an exam gurney and pushed her
forward.....  It was at this point that he seen the clear and distinct tattoo.
His laughter filled the antiseptic room.....   "Well sweet cheeks... it looks
like you know something about a Black Master don't you?" he questioned.


The petite blonde started sobbing....


Sgt. Merrick felt the tight little tattooed ass cheek.  He rubbed his
hand  over the painted surface.  He held out his right hand and another CO
pulled on a rubber latex glove...  Holding out his index finger the CO squeezed
a dab of K-Y jelly....  The small blonde continued to shiver as Sgt. Merrick
grabbed her left knee and pulled it up on the hospital gurney....  When he had
accomplished the simple task he inserted his finger between her tight little
ass cheeks.  The small girl shuddered at the insertion and grabbed the edge of
the gurney.


"I asked you a question little girl.....  Were you owned by a black
master on the outside..?"


Susan finally found her voice.....  "Street Man was my master... "


Sgt. Merrick allowed his finger to slowly saw in and out of the tight
little chute...  He enjoyed the squirming little blonde... But he had the next
ten years to enjoy her tight little body...  He finished his simple example of
who was in charge and allowed the small girl to slowly pad over to the wall.
She stood shaking with her small hands trying to cover her breasts and shaven
pussy....


Miranda.... beautiful Miranda stood silently.....


Sgt. Merrick allowed a clean glove to be pulled over his large black
hand; a small amount of lubricant was applied on his index finger.  Walking
over he stood towering over Miranda's petite frame..


Looking down at the trembling beauty he softly spoke... Use your
fingers.... open that hair covered little slit for me...


With trembling fingers she held herself open as the cold lubricant rubbed
the top of her sex... It found the hiding little sex organ and very gently...
very softly he stroked her sex....  She quivered but dared not move.  It took
only a few moments for her clit to harden... The gentleness of the finger was
surprising... Miranda closed her eyes....  Holding her two lips wide she
accepted the first sexual contact for nearly three months... She struggled with
her emotions...  but finally she felt herself start to respond...  The
finger... the finger was causing her intense pleasure in this barren place....
She subtly brought her legs together to tighten the finger against her now
protruding oily clit. A soft moan escaped her lips......


Sgt. Merrick's other hand found Miranda's firm breasts.. He teased the
nipple.... it quickly hardened.  Miranda closed her eyes... the pleasure... the
deep pleasure being produced by the finger....  Miranda opened her eyes and
looked at the large black hand completely covering her tight little breast...
the contrast caused her to leak lubricant in the pleasure producing hand....


Miranda's orgasm came swiftly....  The months of absentince finally
caught up.....  Miranda did not allow herself the verbal release but she held
the intense pleasure inside as she tighten her thighs around the finger... it
was captive to her tight thighs....  Sgt. Merrick smiled at the quick orgasm he
brought the young pretty blonde vixen.  She like the young junkie would soon be
treated to more pleasures.....


As Miranda's climax  subsided Sgt. Merrick pulled his finger from her
tight little pussy...  He looked deeply into her eyes.... and smiled.


The black girl and Latino girl were given similar treatment.  Only Tasha
had known what to expect and gave herself freely to the familiar finger of Sgt.
Merrick...  His white teeth shone brightly as he recalled the young tight body
of the black prostitute.  She had many memories of his long thick black cock
that she would only be too pleased to share with the other three girls.


After the examination the four young women continued their journey down
the long hallway......
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Missy Crutcher
Missy Crutcher
                                   Chapter 1
                                       By
                                   Arc Light


Michelle Crutcher was a beautiful young woman. Long black hair, a pretty
face, large pillow soft breasts, a small nipped in waist, round hips,
protruding buttocks, long and shapely legs. Missy's green eyes and perfect
smile where a testament to her upper class breeding and upbringing. Her father
was a city councilman in a large southern metropolitan city. Her mother had
been a beauty queen and had been nationally know.


Missy's childhood had been one of privilege. Exclusive private schools
had sheltered her from the undesirable elements in our society. Now, she has
just graduated from one of the ivy league colleges. Her father has pulled some
strings to get Missy a high paying position with a local construction firm.


Missy had been apalled to find that there was not sufficient minority
representation in the constuction crews. Her liberal professors and teachers
had taught her that such a situation was the result of racism and should not be
tolerated. She campaigned dilligently until the board of directors relented and
gave the order to lay off some of the work force so that more minority workers
could be hired. Missy celebrated that night with her friends that had also
attended the exclusive private schools.


Two weeks later, Missy decided to visit one of the construction sites.
Naturally, she chose the site where the new minority personel were working on a
new office building. Since she had been instrumental in their hiring, she
thought that they would be grateful and would shower her with respect.


She had worn some of her designer clothing, having never actually gone to
a construction site before, she did not know that she was not appropriately
dressed. A red flimsy blouse made of raw silk, a black leather mini skirt,
black silk pantyhose and black high heel shoes with ankle straps buckled around
her slim ankles. Little did she realize how a constuction crew, especialy an
all black constuction crew, would react to such a seductive combination.


When Missy parked her shiny new BMW in the parking lot and walked into
the building, some of the hardhat black men were yelling down compliments and
whistling at her from the upper floor windows where they had spent most of the
day. She thought it was all in fun as she smiled and waved. The boss on the
site was Dolbron Johnson. He had been an errand boy before Missy had insisted
that the new black workers had special needs and therefore required a
supervisor that was also black. He was tall, muscular and appreciated a pretty
woman. He was all smiles as he escorted Missy into the crowded elevator.


Missy was almost crushed as she stood in the middle of a dozen large
black men. Being only average height, Missy began to feel intimidated until she
realized that she was only showing prejudice. And that was some thing that
Missy would never allow herself to do. Mr Johnson was facing her and she could
feel his member becoming excited as she was pressed up against him. Missy tried
to back away, but only managed to come into contact with the front of the very
large black man who was standing behind her. Immediately, she could tell that
he was also sexually aroused as his over sized member was rubbed across her
upper buttocks and lower back. Missy began to feel trapped as the two men
deliberately began to rub themselves against her.


Missy looked up to see the numbers slowly changing as the elevator passed
each floor. All the other eyes in the crowded elevator were on her. There were
twelve black cocks that were hardening as Missy was trapped between the foreman
and one of the workmen. As much as she tried to ignore what they were doing,
her nipples had become hard from being flattened against Dolbron's chest. Missy
was also very aware of the enormous bulges in the trousers that were pressed
against her flat belly and rounded buttocks.


Involuntarily, Missy's breathing had quickened and her heart was now
racing. She looked up into Mr. Johnson's smiling dark face and felt a flush
travel down the length of her young and almost virginal body. She let out a
gasp as she felt someone's hand cupping one of her large breasts. When she
looked to see to whom the hand belonged, she saw a tall thin grinning black man
with  extremely dark skin. That is when she finally noticed the lustful looks
on the dozen faces surrounding her. Missy was about to protest the liberties
being taken when another hand cupped her other breast.


Someone pushed the stop button on the elevator. Missy felt the elevator
stop moving immediately. Just as she opened her mouth to object, Dolbron leaned
down and covered her soft kissable lips with his own. Missy's hands came up and
pushed on his chest. This left her body unprotected. Twelve pairs of dark hands
were reaching for her, prodding, fondling and massaging her sexy white body.


Missy tore her lips from Dolbron's and exclaimed, "Stop! Stop this
immediately or I will report you." Most of the construction workers only
snickered as they continued to fondle of her young nubile body.


Dolbron Johnson had come into contact with spoiled little white rich
bitches before. He asked, "What's the matter? Are you prejudiced?" Missy had
been taught that to be prejudiced was the worst thing that anyone could be and
was shocked to think that she, herself, could be considered prejudiced. Dolbron
took advantage of Missy's confused state of mind and resumed kissing the
beautiful young white woman. When he inserted his tongue into her mouth, Missy
opened her lips wider. To do otherwise may have been a sign of prejudice.


Rough hands were pulling her clothing. Missy felt the buttons being
popped loose on her expensive designer silk blouse as it was practically ripped
open. Her fronthook brasserie was made of black satin and lace. the side zipper
on her black leather skirt was pulled down and in only seconds, she was left
standing in a crowded elevator in her bra, black silk pantyhose and high heel
shoes. The pantyhose were nude to the waist and she wore no panties underneath.
Missy knew that things had gotten out of control, but, she did not know how to
get out of her situation without appearing to be prejudiced.


In college, Missy had a boy friend. She had chosen him because he was so
sensitive and understanding. They had spent some time in bed together and she
was no longer a virgin, but, she was completely unprepared for what was
happening now. Poor little Missy had always lived a sheltered life.


So many hands were carressing her body. Missy once more tried to voice a
protest. As she pulled away from Dolbron, the man behind her ran his hands up
and gripped her large breasts through her satin and lace brassiere cups. He
pulled her back onto his hard black cock. The silk covering over Missy's
shapely bottom gave him a thrill as she squirmed against him in an attempt to
get away.


Missy turned her head to plead with the large man behind her to please
release her, but his lips covered hers and his long tongue snaked into her
mouth, silencing her before she could say anything. Dolbron took advantage of
the situation and unhooked the front of Missy's sexy brassiere.


Three hands had already been thrust into the top of Missy's pantyhose.
Missy felt her vagina begin to moisten as the hands of three different men
began to play with her slit. Dolbron did not have enough room left in the top
of Missy's pantyhose to reach down and get a little white girl stinky on his
fingers. Not to be left out, Dolbron spread Missy's legs, reached under the
crotch of her silk tights and gripped the seam in his large black muscular
hands and ripped it down the middle. Now, Missy's black silk pantyhose were,
for all practical purposes, crotchless.


Missy's emotions were now completely out of control. She squirmed to pull
away from one set of hands only to find another set waiting for her sexy body.
The poor girl could not help the responses that her healthy body was
experiencing as it opened up to the black fingers being inserted into her now
sopping wet pussy. Her nipples were standing at attention as the many different
hands twisted and pinched them. Dolbron could tell from her reactions that she
was ready for her first black cock breeding session to begin.


Dolbron Johnson unzipped his pants and pulled out his nine inch ebony
cock. "Pick her up and set her down on my cock." Hands seemed to come from
everywhere as they lifted Missy up into the air. Strong black hands spread her
thighs and gripped her ankles and pulled them out to the side. Dolbron simply
had to stand there as Missy was positioned over the his long hard black cock.
Missy had gotten a glimpse of it and she realized that it was much bigger than
the five inches that her white boy friend had.


Missy gasped when the huge domed head of Mr Johnson's huge cock came in
contact with her wet pussy. The hands supporting her let her settle down on
Dolbron's hard cock. Her weight caused her to slowly sink down on the big black
cock. The grinning faces surrounding her meant that the black men were all
enjoying the sight of the little rich white girl being converted into a black
cock loving slut.


Missy could tell that Dolbron's penis was bigger that her boy friend's as
it stretched her pussy. But, then, as she sank lower and lower, she realized
just how long the black cock was as it went past the point where her boy
friend's little white penis had stopped. The head of the huge cock was against
the opening of Missy's womb before her spread open slit let her clitoris make
contact with Dolbron's course pubic hair. Missy"s little belly was stuffed full
of black cock as the hands began to lift her up and down.


Missy's arms went around Dolbron's neck as she was being bounced up and
down on his cock. The other men placed her long legs around Dolbron's waist and
she locked her ankles to hold on. Several extra pairs of hands continued to
roam around her shapely body as she rode up and down on the black shiny pole.
The tall black man behind her had placed his hands under her buttocks and had
ripped her pantyhose almost all the way up the back. this exposed the crack of
Missy's ass to his roving fingers. He picked up some of Missy's pussy juice on
one of his fingers and slowly inserted it into her defenseless rectum.  Missy
let out a squeal.


A tube of astro glide was passed to the black man behind Missy. Just as
Missy was cuming around the huge black cock in her pussy, another black cock
was being slowly shoved up her virginal butt. Luckily, even though the cock was
almost nine inches long, it was thin. Her orgasm helped her overcome the pain
of her first experience with anal sex. Within minutes, she was being pulled
back and forth on the two black cocks. Missy experienced a series of orgasms
that were far more mind blowing than she had ever before known.


Dolbron came in her pussy. His big cock sprayed the inside of her womb
with potent black semen. Missy almost fainted from her own orgasm! The helping
hands held her up in the air as Dolbron pulled his wet cock from her
permanently stretched pussy. The tall thin black man stepped into postion and
quickly fed his ten inch black cock into Missy's leaking cunt.


Missy was held up in the air as the blackmen took turns stroking their
cocks in and out of her abused vagina and anus. Of course, some became too
excited from watching the beautiful young white girl being trained to love
black cock, and shot their cum onto Missy's body. By the time she limped out to
her car to drive home, she had been covered with six loads of semen as well as
being filled with black cock by each and every one of the workers.


The potent black cum leaked out of Missy's permanently widened vagina and
rectum staining her leather mini skirt and the seat covers of her BMW. It was
while she was waiting for at a traffic light that Missy remembered that it had
been over a month since she and her boy friend had had sex and that she had not
been taking her birth control pills. She also realized that she was in the
middle of her fertile period.


The sexual satisfaction that still pulsed through her body prevented her
from panicking. Besides, she was supposed to meet Dolbron for a date this
Friday night. As far as her possible pregnancy, she would worry about that
tomorrow. After all, tomorrow is another day.
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Misty Bannister, a twenty six year old classic uppity bitch, is well on
the fast track in one of the fastest growing insurance companies in the
country.  She is only one level below the vice presidency of the company and is
in charge of over thirty women employees, in the stress filled claims
department.  Misty is five foot seven inches with long cascading blonde hair
that reaches just below her shoulders. She has a firm tight body that she
constantly pushes to the limit.  She is very aggressive at the handball court
and even much more so at the office. As an aggressive woman's libber she takes
no prisoners, especially the weaker male sex.


Her husband, a thin, fairly frail, accountant is also considered upwardly
mobile and has rapidly moved up the partnership scale of the prestigious firm.
The two yuppies have an income over $150,000 per year and want for nothing.
The two have a two year old daughter, and the husband at least wonders how the
miracle could have occurred, as Misty allows him the pleasure of her body only
on the rarest of occasions.  Although married only five years, their sex live
for the last year consisted of only three eventful entries.


Even though Misty does not share her many obvious charms, she does put on
the show.  Her elegant conservative business apparel is discretely cut to allow
even the casual observer an outstanding view of her long firm legs; and her
more than ample breasts.  The skirts are always just a tad tight and emphasizes
her tight tummy and supple thighs.


As she arrives at work on Monday morning, she is asked to come to the
corporate personnel office where she sees a large muscular black applicant
sitting outside the Personnel Vice President's office.  She is wearing a dark
blue suit, with a mid length skirt cut almost up to her firm ass cheeks in the
back.  What is not shown is the dark black seemed hose held up by a small black
garter belt. Her partially shaved love mound is covered by black lace panties
and her bra is made of the same material.


Walking past the applicant without even a minimal acknowledgment, she
quickly sits down and briskly asks the vice president; "You called the meeting,
and I'm a busy person.  What do you want?"


The equally direct personnel vice president shoots right back, "The top
floor says we are to hire a minority black assistant manager.  You're the one
we picked to break him in.  He's sitting outside."


With the door still open Misty blurts out, "Why do I have to take the
shiftless blacks.  Everyone knows they are lazy and can't learn how to do
anything."


Amused by how upset the "Lib" is at having to take the drogue outside his
office, he is almost joyful when he informs the callous young woman, "You're
the one.  You want to travel the fast track, you have to solve the problems
presented by the first floor.  You may leave now," finishes the vice president.
He is almost overjoyed by making the young arrogant woman be in charge with
"Jerome".  What only the VP knew was that Jerome was recently released on
parole after serving three years at Joilet State Prison for aggravated criminal
sexual assault.


Jerome was sitting outside the large office and could hear the entire
discussion. The nose in the air arrogance of the division manager was something
that he put in proper perspective.  Three years in Joilet State Prison made
Jerome a very patient man.  He had learned to control his almost animalistic
rage and had already cataloged the offensive attack.


As Misty filed past Jerome she motioned for him to follow her.  She kept
a fast pace and he obediently followed the shapely torso as it slid down the
hallway.  Stopping abruptly she turned and faced the unshaven black.  "You are
my charge and I expect you to be a hard worker.  We have many young women in
our section and I expect you to keep your distance.  None of them needs the
likes of you."  With that speech under her tight black lace bra she turned and
continued back to her department.  When there she showed Jerome where to sit
and told him to start studying the company personnel manual.  He arrogantly
threw the manual on the desk and stretched back in the comfortable chair in his
cubicle.


The department was separated by removable partitions and it made it
difficult to communicate with the various members of the department. Shortly
one of the women started having a problem with another co- worker.  Unable to
rapidly get to the two quarreling employees, Misty simply stepped up on the
standard office swivel chair.  Although unladylike and unprofessional Misty
thought the dispute would be resolved very shortly if she could get to the root
of the problem.  Being very careful climbing up, she succeeded in standing on
the chair and kept her balance by holding to the top of the divider.  The
action caught the eye of Jerome and he silently stepped behind the scolding
young supervisor.


As Misty was pompously scolding the two offending workers she felt a huge
warm hand creep up the back of her skirt.  The suddenness of the contact, and
the unexpected sensation caught the frigid young woman completely off guard.
Jerome silently and confidently continued to caress the back of the tight and
very desirable legs.  As his hand traveled up her leg, he became amused by the
fact that Misty's heretofore authoritative voice became very high pitched as he
continued his sensual stroking.  Misty became very flushed and the two scolded
employees could not understand the deep crimson complexion that the woman was
becoming directly above her.  Her eyes became glossed over and she was having a
great deal of trouble in keeping her concentration.


One of the Vice Presidents had overheard the heated reprimands and came
over to see what was going on.  Just at the precise moment that he appeared,
Jeromes long thin fingers had reached the top of the black seamed stockings.
As he used a gentle circular motion, Misty was having a very difficult time
maintaining her balance.  When she started to speak to the inquisitive Vice
President, Jerome let his fingers cross the crevice between the two succulent
ass cheeks.  As his fingers slid over the pleasant orbs they briefly grazed the
now aroused oily nub of Misty's blood engorged clit.  Jerome could feel the
sudden intake of breath as Misty tried to ignore the very sensuous caressing.
The Vice President could not ascertain what Misty's problem was but continued
to stand in front of her looking up into her face.


Once Jerome found the little orb he was fascinated at the sensations he
generated and continued to lightly rub the little hooded erection. His actions
were producing an ever increasing flow of dew that was starting to literally
drip down the long firm legs of his tormented captive.  As his gentle stroking
continued Misty became more and more agitated; the helpless feeling of standing
on a swivel chair with two angry employees and facing one of the most important
men in the company.  A man that could advance her career very significantly.
Faced with this situation she was rapidly approaching a mind exploding orgasm;
an orgasm brought on by a street wise young black man.  A black man who had his
long fingers manipulating her agitated clitoris; and who she despised.  Why
couldn't her clumsy husband ever produce the same sensations she wondered
silently.


Sensing that the situation was under control and not understanding
Misty's dazed look, he turned and went back to his office.  The two workers, at
least temporarily at peace went back to their duties.


Jerome knew the white princess was nearing her climax when he chose to
cease the expert manipulation.  He turned and walked back to his small cubicle.
The removal of the exquisite fingers exploiting her inner most sensations
caused Misty to gasp.  She was so close and now it was over.  She had not
allowed her wimp husband to even try to satisfy her passionate needs, since he
was so totally inept at providing her pleasure.  Gaining her composure she
climbed off the swivel chair and headed to the cubicle where the insolent black
had resumed his nearly reclining position in the chair and had not bothered to
even open the manual he was supposed to be studying.


"Come with me you black bastard.  I want to talk to you before I call
security to have you arrested for assaulting me," she commanded.


The black followed the outraged manager to the large corporate board
meeting room at the end of the hall.  Slamming the door she asked, "Who in the
hell do you think you are and how dare you lay your black hands on me.  Give me
one reason I shouldn't call the police on you right now," she demanded.


"How long has it been since a real man fucked you?" the Black asked.


Startled at his continuing insolence she mumbled, "That is surely not the
business of some black son of a bitch like you.  You have lade your hands on me
and you are going to be severely punished."


Sneering at the nearly hysterical young white wife, he answered his own
question, "I bet your sorry ass husband has a four inch cock and has never
brought you to orgasm.  I bet the limp dick couldn't fuck you right if his life
depended on it.  The way you gripped my finger tells me that you really want a
real man, a man that has a dick big enough to reach deep into that wet sloppy
pussy of yours."


Misty's resistance was starting to fade.  Everything the black had said
was correct; especially that she needed a good fucking.  Her husband made love
like a bowl of jelly.  When he did get his dick semi hard he barely dribbled
out when he had completed his task.  "I have not made love to my husband for
nearly four months," Misty stated matter of factly, looking down at the floor.
"It has been nearly a year since my last orgasm," she continued.  Once the
words escaped her sensuous lips she couldn't understand why she had told this
abrasive black man her most intimate details.


With a look of scorn for the privileged white princes before him, he
slowly lowered his hands to his waist.  Her eyes followed the movement and she
could not believe the size of the huge bulge pushing against the tight dress
pants.  He silently massaged the huge woman pleasing black cock.  He kept
looking up to see that Misty's eyes were trained on his subtle movements and
that she was absent mindedly licking her bright red lips.


After allowing his huge black organ to become hard and long he slowly
slid the zipper down.  Her eyes followed his every move and she could barely
keep from fainting.  Half heartedly she asserted her meek protest, "Don't you
dare undo your zipper."


Smiling at her subservience, he continued the opening of his trousers.
After the zipper was completely down he reached in and brought his twelve inch
manhood into full view for the electrified young white woman.  He lingered a
moment before slowly walking towards the confused and excited supervisor.  She
unconsciously backed up against the mammoth walnut conference table.  Staring
at the menacing figure slowly walking towards her.


When he was nearly touching the young woman he paused and simply stated,
"Take my manhood in your hand."


Looking into his intense eyes she quietly sobbed, "Please, Please let me
go."


The sneer returned and he repeated his order in a more forceful manner,
"Take my BLACK MANHOOD in your hand.  It won't tear your hand."


Misty continued to try and back up against the table rubbing the back of
her thighs raw.  She couldn't take her eyes off the twelve inches of dark black
cock that was merely inches away from her.  Finally looking into his sneering
face she pleaded once again, "Please, Please.  Please I can't."  However even
as she was begging her black captor she was reaching out her hand for the
bewitching black manhood.  Staring at the pulsating black cock she could not
believe the hardness or throbbing sensation to her petite fingers.  As she
brought her other hand down to increase the pressure on the throbbing member
the cock sprang to an even greater degree of attention.  At first she slowly
stroked the hard man meat unable to comprehend the length, the hardness, the
throbbing. After a short while she started milking the hard manhood fascinated
by the difference in the hard manhood she had in her hand and the puny little
sausage possessed by her husband.  Each second that elapsed increased her
fascination and her stroking momentum.


The black merely chuckled at the sight of the high and mighty white
princess violently stroking his black manhood.  As his spewing of black seed
neared he moved closer to the cock stroking young white woman. The pre cum
dripped from the huge eye in front of the massive weapon and fell on her skirt.
Unnoticed by the excited young woman she continued her stroking of the black
manhood until it spewed its massive quantity of black seed on the front of her
dark blue dress.  Misty could not stop stroking the black manweapon and it
continued to spew vast quantities of black seed down the front of her dress.
She finally drained the last small quantity and it fell onto her black spiked
heels.


By this point Misty was totally out of breath and near her own orgasm.
The totally bizarre circumstances had taken Misty completely away from reality.
All she wanted was to continue the stroking of the black woman pleasure device;
nothing else mattered.  Finally Jerome backs up and reinserts his manweapon
into his pants.


Turning he started to walk away and just before reaching the door he
turned and faced Misty.  "I want your panties, take them off and give them to
me."


Misty turned to face him and was about to say something, but hesitated
and then reached down to pull up the hem of her long skirt. As the skirt was
pulled up Jerome was very impressed by the long perfectly proportioned legs
encased by the black satin hose held up by the black garter belt.  Placing her
slender cum coated fingers into the top of her black silk panties she slides
them down and daintily steps out of them.


Jerome makes Misty walk to him and hand him her panties.  She does not
look into his eyes but keeps her head bowed and looking to the floor.  Jerome
lifts the delicate covering to his nose and inhales deeply. The panties are
very moist and he knows that he has taken the young white bitch down the first
leg of her journey into total black submission.


Misty, still looking down at the floor meekly asks, "When can I meet you
again."


Jerome, now firmly in control merely smirk, and walks away.  As he walks
out the conference room door he arrogantly tucks the panties in his shirt
pocket.  The Vice President unconsciously steers to the side of the black man
but notices the black lace panties that he tucked into his shirt pocket.


Entering the conference room he seems the resident prick tease Misty.
However this time she does not look like the normal bitch he expects.


Looking at her he sees the huge cum stain on the front of her dress as
she is absently staring to the floor.  The black seed is slowly dripping down
her skirt and sticking at the hem before dropping in a long stream to the
floor.  Without looking up she quickly leaves the room without speaking.


Later in the day Misty learns that the upper management staff of the
insurance company is scheduled to attend a week-end retreat at Pere Marquette
State Park.  The lodge has capacity for only forty couples and the insurance
company reserves the entire lodge.  The only invited guests are the senior
management team and their spouses.


Daniel Bannister III and his wife Misty arrive early at the lodge and
obtain a room with a balcony over looking the small motel pool and whirlpool.
For the last week he has desperately attempted to secure a sexual encounter
with his frigid wife.  All of his attempts were futile which made him that much
more frustrated.  The company has scheduled a banquet for the first evening and
Misty dresses in  one of her sexiest, shortest and tightest micro mini skirts.
The white satin blouse covers only her beautiful breasts as she decides to not
wear any tit holders.  As she smoothed the black silk hose over her beautiful
legs her husband moans; from lack of sex and from the visual impact of his near
perfect wife.


She arrives at the dinner and unexpectantly Jerome enters the banquet
room and takes a seat next to the sexiest creature at the conference.  Although
he is not invited to the conference none of the white boy executives have the
courage to ask him to leave.  As the speakers begin Jerome lets his right hand
drop to Misty's beautiful upper thigh.  The contact sears through Misty like a
red hot poker.  She has a too vivid memory about the magic fingers of her
assistant manager. Each of the self important vice presidents had to take five
minutes to discuss their own importance with the gathered bored audience.
During this hot aired ordeal another heat was developing at a fast pace.


Jerome's magic fingers started at the dimpled knee and was moving
agonizingly slow up to the vortex of pleasure.  The slow meticulous circular
stroking was generating a heated moisture from the succulent lips of joy.  The
pussy dew that was forming was soaking her black lace panties.  As each
agonizing second ticked off, the droning of the speakers had intensified the
internal fire building to a crescendo of unfulfilled passion.  Poor Misty was
having a very difficult time in maintaining her composure as Jerome continued
his methodical sensual caressing.  After an eternity his finger reached the hem
of the micro mini black leather skirt.  As his fingers tried to push the
resisting tight leather up higher, Misty did everything she could to resist the
rise of the extraordinary short leather skirt.  It was very difficult for the
lady executive to keep her concentration and not allow the burning rage in her
overheated loins to show to the many assembled company dignitaries.  It was
made more difficult because of the sexual energy she had generated by her
arrival in the short skirt covering the body desired by every man and half the
women gathered in the large meeting hall.


The constant pressure exerted by Jerome's large hand and inquisitive
fingers finally achieved his desired objective.  Shifting uncomfortably in her
chair allowed the tight skirt to be forced up the long and delightful limbs of
her delightfully body. Once this shifting was accomplished Misty knew her agony
would be intensified as the fingers inevitably continued their journey to her
overheated and seldom used receptacle for male lust.


The index finger has found its objective at last.  The throbbing hooded
clit was in a constant state of anxiety and became even more so by the gentle
stroking of its outer layers of skin through the sheer black lace panties. "Oh
God, please stop," she urged her black tormentor.


A large smile surfaced on Jerome's handsome black face and he became even
more direct in his stroking.  As his white princess was squirming in her seat,
he shifted his strategy and let his finger slip along the inner leg of the
increasingly soaked panties.  As his probing finger inserted itself into the
moist cavity poor Misty threw her head back with her eyes rolling back into her
sockets.  "Please have mercy, I can't stand it anymore.  You are going to make
me pass out.  Please, Please stop....... I can't stand it," moaned the
tormented young white wife.


Abruptly standing up, Jerome ordered the near climaxing executive, "Come
with me Mrs. Bannister."


As the two people leave it disrupts the entire proceedings.  One of the
departing distractions is an uninvited black assistant manager; the other is
the most attractive lady in the entire company.  Besides the obvious
displeasure of having someone so lowly in the corporate structure even be at
the event, the other major concern, is why the most beautiful creature at the
meeting is leaving with the Black.  The vice president in charge of marketing
can't keep his eyes off the departing beauty, as he continues to stumble
through his disjointed presentation.


On the way back to Misty's room they pass through the huge great room of
the rustic motel/lodge.  About half way through Jerome stops and turns towards
the trailing vixen.  "I want your panties.  You should not be wearing any
panties in the presence of a BLACK MASTER."


Still unsettled by the near orgasm and the humiliation of leaving the
banquet room followed by the curious eyes, Misty could not comprehend what
Jerome was asking.  Looking around she could see several dozen people in the
great room relaxing prior to supper.  As she looked around the room it appeared
that every person in the room was looking at her sexy body.  Her eyes then
caught the demanding eyes of the black man who had shamed her in front of her
many colleagues.  She started to protest, but the intense stare from Jerome
convinced her to do as she was ordered.  As gracefully as she could, she pulled
the short skirt high enough to allow her fingers to drag down the lace pussy
mound covering.  Her face turned a fire engine red as she looked at the hostile
eyes watching her every move.


Dying of shame she meekly handed the damp black lace to her master.


It was she who quickly walked to the long hall.  She wanted to
desperately put the humiliating experience as far away as possible. Hurrying
down the hall she reached her room and stood at the door.


Jerome walked leisurely down the hall.  He was amused at the outraged
honkies offended by his domination of the white fuck bitch. When he reached the
door where she was impatiently standing, he slapped her across the face.
"Don't ever walk away from me again. Don't you want my BLACK DICK?" questioned
the white princess tormentor.


With her eyes tearing, she meekly nodded her head.


Turning she put the key in the lock and held the door for her black fuck
master to enter first.  He walked to the sofa and sat down.


Following him she walked up to where he was seated and stood before him.
Her black leather micro mini skirt was shining in the subdued lighting.  She
softly swayed to the quiet music in the background.  Her actions was turning
herself on.  She urgently needed to be sexed.  Her self induced abstention for
the last four months was finally taking its toil.  The degradation that she
just endured would be worth it if only she could find her needed release.


She moved to him and straddled his sitting body.  By placing her legs on
both sides of his muscular thighs her leather skirt was forced up. Bringing her
pouting lips to his large thick lips she started sucking. Very shortly he
opened his mouth and her tongue rapidly found the opening.  Passionately she
tried to evoke a response from the largely immobile muscular black.


Her hips began a motion of their own trying to encourage the massive bulk
of his mammoth cock to harden.  Her pussy lips, already lubricated, found their
natural fold straddling the ever increasing bulge. The dew coated lips were
dripping their sweet smelling liquid on the outside of his dress pants.


Jerome casually sat back allowing his newest white bitch to work herself
up.  Her rapidly swaying hips began a motion of their own desperately trying to
evoke a response from the throbbing black member.  His trousers were becoming
soaked by the constant thrusting of the blonde's aroused sex.


As she was nearing her womanly release her husband, Daniel Bannister III
drunkenly barged into the room.  His bloodshot eyes quickly focused on his
succulent wife writhing in sexual passion above a muscular black.  The same
black that he was told, had degraded his wife in the great room by forcing her
to remove her black panties and turn the prize over to him like some cheap
tramp.


The unexpected noise of the door opening startled Misty and for the first
time since entering her motel room she returned to reality.  Here was her
cuckold husband staring in rage from the end of the sofa.


Daniel was so horror struck he couldn't mutter a word.  He just stared at
the adulteress scene unfolding before his blood shot and alcohol infected mind.


Misty, deprived of her second orgasm in a matter of minutes, climbed off
her black stud.  She backed away from the sofa and stood looking at her enraged
husband.  The rage was so intense he couldn't get the words out.


Jerome, undaunted by the intrusion, carefully and in a calculated way
rose to his feet and walked the several feet to directly in front of the
enraged white husband. Staring into the inflamed face of the vengeful husband
Jerome forcefully stated the obvious, "Your tramp of a wife wanted a real man,
not some limp dicked white boy.  She hasn't thought of you as a man for years.
If you had a cock rather than some worthless little white appendage maybe your
wife would give you the time of day. Strip those clothes off before I beat you
senseless."
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In one micro second, the harmed husband went from a fit of rage to one of
total fear.  Here was a muscular black man, who had just totally degraded his
wife in public demanding that he strip.  He had started with all intentions of
beating the black for sexing his wife.  That rage had evaporated and now he
stood before the menacing black with fear running down his spine.  He quickly
looked at the door but knew he could never reach it.


Misty, originally staring at the floor out of shame now observed her
frighten and bullied husband cowering before his black master.  "You have no
right to take my wife," was all the subjugated husband could whine.


"I told you to strip you white piece of shit.  I play with your wife's
pussy in front of one hundred people; make her give me her panties in the
middle of the largest room in this motel and bring her back to your room to
fuck the little white bitch and all you can do is whine you wimp ass mother
fucker.  Get your god damn clothes off or I'll break you into so many pieces
you'll never walk again," shouted the agitated black.  All Jerome could feel
was total loathing for such a pitiful white boy.


The fear level has increased to the rich, powerful, and pussy deprived,
Daniel Bannister III.  He meekly unbuttons his shirt and lets it drop to the
floor.  He then unbuckles his pants and lets them slide to the floor.  Taking
his shoes off with the hems of his pants he stands in only his T shirt, briefs
and socks.


"Don't stop now.  I want your tramp wife to see what a work of art she is
married to.  Strip your briefs off; put your hands behind your back," demands
the dominant black.


Unable to look the black in the face, Daniel takes the T shirt and socks
off and then as an act of final subrogation slides his jockey briefs down his
legs.  Putting his hands behind his back, he stares at the floor thankful that
the black has not beat him.


Misty, nervously fidgets, partly out of dread and partly out of loathing.
Her husband, completely dominated is trembling in fear in front of their black
master.


Jerome, now in complete domination tells Daniel, "I'm going to fuck that
tramp bitch until she can't walk.  Have you taken her in the ass yet?"


Eyes still downcast, Daniel meekly responds, "No.  My wife has not had
sex with me for several months."


"Do you want me to fuck your wife?" questions Jerome.


Daniel, still staring to the floor does not know what to answer.  His
beautiful wife is trembling only feet from where he is.  Finally, his eyes
still downcast, he mutters; "Yes."


Misty is very torn emotionally at this point.  She craves for the black
cock that she has only held.  Her husband has been totally shamed, totally
broken by this muscular black man.  Her pussy juices are still flowing down her
legs and smearing the dark black silk hose.


"Strip your tramp wife for a black man to fuck," orders Jerome.


Head hung down, Daniel trods to where his wife is still standing. He is
unable to look his beautiful wife in the face, as he starts unbuttoning her
satin blouse. As he reaches the last button ,he unhooks the front button of her
black leather mini skirt.  He slowly unzips the skirt and tugs the tight
fitting skirt down off the tight buttocks of his wife.  He stoops to pull the
skirt away from her long legs.  Walking around her, he unhooks her black lace
bra and gently eases it down over her shoulders.


As he reaches for the hook on the garter belt the black master speaks,
"Don't remove the hose and garter.  I like the feel of them on my black cock
when I fuck white bitches."


"Beg me to fuck your wife white boy!" continues Jerome.


Unable to avoid the ultimate humiliation and degradation, Daniel finally
looks up to Jerome, "Please sex my wife."


Amused by the final victory Jerome walks over to where the man and wife
are standing and looks directly into Misty's face.  "Your husband has given me
your fine white body.  Now it's your turn.  Do you want my black cock ?"


Returning the gaze Misty looks into her black fuck master's eyes and
quietly answers, "I want your black cock, master."


"Go get the bitch's dildo white boy," commands Jerome.


Daniel without hesitating rushes to Misty's overnight case and brings
back Misty's small purse size dildo.  While retrieving the requested item he
also sees that she hasn't taken her birth control pill and brings it along to.
Reaching his wife he extends his hand with the birth control pill and tells his
wife, "You better take your pill," while he hands his black master the small
dildo.


Jerome stares at Misty and sternly warns her, "White bitches do not take
birth control when they are with black men.  I intend to give you a black
bastard.  Lose the pill."


Misty lets the pill drop to the floor.  She is starting to have a great
deal of apprehension, especially about giving birth to Jeromes black bastard.
"While your husband shows his servitude to his black master you are to prepare
your asshole for me," orders Jerome. Misty hesitantly takes the small dildo and
gently inserts the tip into her anus.


While she is starting to prepare her never before used asshole Jerome
orders the white boy, "You can remove my clothes prior to preparing my cock for
your wife," Jerome orders.


Daniel subserviently removes Jerome's clothing paying extra special
attention to Jerome's boxer shorts.  The huge black organ has grown as the
domination to the two white yuppies have progressed.  As he slips the shorts
down Jerome's muscular legs Jerome roughly grabs both his ears and tells the
white boy, "If I am to fuck your white bitch wife I want my black cock hard.
You will lick it until its hard enough to force its way up your wife's ass."


Daniel, already in a kneeling position, takes the rapidly hardening black
manhood into his mouth and sucks the head.  Jerome stands above the subjugated
white boy and enjoys his subservience as his dick becomes hard in the white
husband's mouth.


Misty observes the proceedings from her half bent position, as she tries
to maintain the small dildo in her ass.  Seeing her husband on his knees before
her black lover, her pussy continues to gush a stream of dew down her black
silk covered legs.


When Jerome feels that he is sufficiently hard, he orders Daniel to bring
his wife to him.  She knee crawls to her black master.  He proceeds to give her
next order, "Get down on all fours."


She assumes the position with her white boy husband next to her. She
continues to hold the dildo in her relaxed ass.  Jerome places himself behind
her upturned ass and brings his black cock to rest on her upper ass.  Looking
into Daniel's face he gives the next command, "Put my black cock  in your
wife's ass you fucking wimp."


Unable to not obey, unable to comprehend the grotesque turn of events,
that changed this week-end from a week-end of martial sexual bliss, to a night
of complete subjagation and domination by the muscular black stud kneeling over
his beautiful blonde wife, whose tight ass was thrust upward.  The black's huge
cock rested on his white wife's firm ass cheeks.


Daniel, gently removed the whirring small vibrator from his wife's
beautiful thrashing asshole.  As the small dildo gently slid out the small
wrinkled opening, Misty let out a low moan and thrust her ass cheeks against
the twelve inch black cock resting between the two firm cheeks.


Mournfully looking at the huge black master resting on his knees behind
his prone wife, he seemed to beg with his eyes to save his wife's virgin anal
opening.  Finding no compassion from the dominating look, poor Daniel lowered
the head of the huge black weapon to the small pouting orifice.  As he gently
places the enormous black cock head at the entrance of tight pleasure.  At this
instance his wife looks back up at her husband.  She could anticipate the
intense initial pain as the huge black manhood was forced into the minuscule
entrance.  The black FUCK master showed no mercy as his first pile driving
thrust buried four inches of the pole into the tight opening.  The scream
escaping from Misty's dainty throat was primeval.


"Oh, my god. Please stop, I can't take you.  You are too large.  You are
ripping my poor ass apart," begs the beautiful white wife.


The pleading brought an immediate response, but not the one hoped for by
the beautiful Misty and her shocked husband, who had backed away and was
sitting on his haunches several feet away.  Jerome used the mournful entreating
to lodge an additional four inches into the quaking asshole.


The additional thrust nearly caused the overheated blonde to pass out.
The pain was intense and she could feel the membranes of her anal canal stretch
and tear.


The warm wet fluid only caused Jerome to thrust deeper; this last time
the final four inches of his baseball bat size cock.  Misty could barely
breathe and was screaming at the top of her lungs.  Her white boy husband
huddled in the corner, could not stand to hear her mournful pleadings.  Burying
his head in his arms, he tried to block out the animalistic mourning.


As the black FUCK master finally reached the maximum depth he allowed his
dark dong to slide out a few inches only to be rammed to the base a few seconds
later.  This action, providing a small relief at first, followed by another
massive thrust caused Misty's pretty head to swing back and forth trying to
keep up with the rapidly changing sensations.  After several minutes the
combination stroking and thrusting was bringing the young white wife to a new
plateau of unbelievable pleasure.  Over the last two days she came within
orgasm on three separate occasions only to be cheated at the last possible
second.


She would have given her life to have the pleasure giving black cock to
be lodged in her dew dripping cunt lips.  Be that was not to be, as the
sensation of the constant begging of the white woman coupled with the tight
intensity of her constricting asshole brought about the huge explosion of black
seed into Misty's torn and throbbing asshole.  As the huge black cock spewed
forth its warm and salty fluid Misty involuntarily constricted her anal
sphincter and sucked more of the burning fluid into her being.  The spewing and
thrusting went on for what Misty felt was a hour.  Finally finished, but with
his huge black cock still rock hard, Jerome ordered the white boy to crawl over
to him, "Come and take my black cock out of your wife's asshole, Asshole."


Raising himself to a kneeling position Daniel knee crawled to where his
wife, still on all fours, with Jerome's black cock was still lodged into her
petite ass.  The black seed was mingled by thin strands of blood and was
dripping down her perfect black silk hose encased legs.  She had a constant
whimper; again she had not achieved her long sought after orgasm.


Daniel took the black cock delicately and eased it out of the tight
opening.  As it sprang free a massive quantity of black seed surged forth
drenching her hose encased legs.  The sudden departure of the huge log caused
Misty to collapse on the carpet covered floor in the dark motel room.  Although
physically exhausted she was also seeking her long denied release.


Jerome slapped Misty's firm ass cheeks swiftly and with great force. "Get
your white ass up and pay homage to my black manhood.  Misty, her eyes tearing
brought her tired and painful body to a sitting position and reached for the
ravishing black cock.  Quickly and expertly, she licked the head and body of
the still rock hard black cock.  Trying to clean the entire length she licked
the entire length; and then started on the base twisting into position so she
could clean the entire pleasure giving organ.


Daniel, the white boy husband, remained seated on his haunches and felt
the first pangs of subservience.  He was embarrassed by the actions of his
wanton adulteress wife.  His stare was finally broken when Jerome ordered him
to retrieve two of his best ties from the closet.


Upon his return, Jerome drug the still cock licking wife by the hair and
unceremoniously threw her on the bed.  "Tie the bitch's arm to the headboard.
I will be back in a minute," ordered Jerome to the cuckholed white boy.


Complying with the order Daniel firmly ties each of his wife's hands to
the headboard.  Once he complied with his black master's order he stood back
and looked at his sweat covered cheating wife.  His small white cock stood at
attention, looking at his beautiful white wife spread wide waiting for her
black lover to return.  In an instant he climbed before his widely sprayed wife
and was a quick thrust away from driving his four and half inches into his
wife's dripping  marriage womb.  In the split second before the excruciating
pain signals reached his brain, Daniel thought that he would finally be able to
perform his martial duties on his cock starved wife.


Jerome had came from the bathroom and immediately saw that the worthless
white boy was going to prod his newest white fuck bitch.  He glided over to the
bed and placed his huge hand around the small but rock hard cock and nut sack.
Ripping the two useless white boy organs up and back he pulled Misty's husband
off the bed and deposited him violently against the wall wedged between the bed
and the wall with numerous abrasions on his forehead and his male organs nearly
ripped from their sockets.  The pain from his organs was only matched by the
massive throbbing forehead.  In a brief instance he passed into a deep
unconsciousness.


Misty, shocked by the brutal treatment of her husband was about to say
something when she noticed that her black fuck master's huge cock was again
rock hard.  As he slipped between her widely spayed legs she could only pray
that her orgasm was to be induced by the black seed spewing manweapon.


Her hopes were increased as he gently nudged the cuntal opening with the
fist sized head of his black cock.  As he positioned the massive organ at the
opening Misty slid down eagerly encasing the pleasure giving instrument.  As
hard as she struggled to slide down she became terrified when she realized that
despite her efforts only the head and first two inches of the cock had found
her flooded cunt chamber.  Struggling beyond her capacity she could not move
lower on the bed as her hands were firmly tied to the headboard.


"Please Master, Please Enter Me!  I need my release so bad.  Please,
Please, Please FUCK ME.  FUCK ME NOW.  I CAN'T LIVE WITHOUT YOUR BLACK COCK,"
screamed the young white division manager.


Jerome was more than content to allow the head of his rock hard black
cock to be continually stroked by the wet and constricting cunt lips of his
latest inductee into BLACK POWER.  Jerome was more than able to keep his cock
hard for hours at a time and this is torment that he planned for his latest
conquest.


Misty continued her efforts at enticing the huge log to be inserted into
her deeper recesses, albeit without success.  Her sweat covered body was
constantly in a state of near exhaustion.  It was only several deep black
strokes away from total orgasm; an orgasm that Jerome would not allow to
happen.


As the hours passed, her constant wailing; pleading; begging; imploring
only made Jerome resist the temptation to end the white bitch's torture.  Every
time she could no longer thrust her clinched hips against his organ he gave her
a inch; and as she reacted to the pleasure derived he would pull back and wait
another few seconds for the exhaustion to set in.  Her body was nearly drenched
from the exertion she expended attempting to achieve her essential release.
Sweat from her body and the body of her master continually dripped down the
swollen cuntal lips and slid into her damaged and bruised asshole.  As the
salty liquid dripped into the crinkled opening it brought a dull ache. The
nerve endings and blood vessels had many tears; nothing that would cause
permanent injuries but enough to cause constant torment.


The constant pleading for her black lover to finish her droned on and on
in her husband's head.  For several hours all he could hear from his wedged and
uncomfortable position besides the bed were his wife begging her black master
for more and more cock.  Her pleadings went unheeded for the pleasure was never
given.


At the point of total surrender; the point of her mind sliding into never
ending  begging for black cock Jerome asked her in a very soft voice, "Do you
want your husband to go get my three black brothers at the lounge?"


As her mind searched for release all she could understand was the
question asking if she wanted more black cock.  "God yes; I have to cum.
Please fuck me black master.  Please give me your seed."


Rewarding his newest fuck bitch for the right answer he allowed her
another two inches which were totally engulfed into the warm wet pussy canal.


Ordering white boy up Jerome give him his latest instructions,"I have
three black brothers in the motel lounge.  Your wife wants more black meat for
her smelly pussy.  Go get the Bro's and bring back some bottles of whiskey."


Daniel, his head still throbbing did not move.  At least he didn't move
until Jerome smashed his head against the wall with a quick thrust. Misty's
husband reluctantly got up and started putting on his pants. "You wear a towel;
and you best be respectful to my friends.  I'm going to ask what them if you
were respectful."


Daniel Bannister III clad in only a towel around his waist made his way
to the motel lounge.  He was extremely thankful that there was only a handful
of people in the lounge.  Walking up to the three large black men he meekly
asks, "My wife Misty would like for you to come to her room."


"Does your wife want to fuck some real men; some black men, the largest
of the trio nearly shouts."


Daniel, embarrassed beyond comprehension about his appearance, and
totally unprepared for the question meekly responds, "My wife wants you to fuck
her."


Amused, another one of the blacks asks the next question, "I know your
wife wants to be black fucked but what I wonder is do you want black men to
fuck your white wife?"


Standing in the middle of the lounge, totally humiliated by the perverse
questioning Daniel submits even further; "I would like you to fuck my wife."


The other patrons of the lounge were all from the insurance company
convention and smugly thought to themselves that Misty Bannister was finally
receiving her just reward for being such a prick tease.


Daniel meekly led the group of three black men back to the room were his
beautiful white wife was now being black sexed by her black fuck master.  When
the four men entered the room Jerome had again brought poor Misty to the brink
of orgasm by allowing her the feel of an additional several inches of black
manhood.


When his black trainers arrive he abruptly pulls completely out leaving
poor Misty in a state of near mental breakdown.  For the last five hours Jerome
has brought her to the brink only to leave her one stroke short.  Her mind is
starting to leave reality along with her physically exhausted body.


Daniel meekly stands to the side and is ordered to retrieve his sex
ravaged wife.  "Untie your wife and introduce her to my friends," orders
Jerome.


Daniel knows not to show the slightest signs of disobedience and rushes
to the bed to untie Misty's scraped and cut wrists.  Not fully understanding
her release, Daniel helps his wife to her feet and guides her to where the
blacks are gathered.


"Introduce your wife to my friends you rancid little worm," mocks Jerome.


Standing in front of the largest and meanest black Daniel formally
introduces his wife; "Sir, I would like for you to meet my wife, Misty
Bannister."


Jerome instructs Daniel on the proper protocol now that his wife has been
formally introduced to black sexing; "When a black man enters a room the white
fuck bitches are to tongue kiss their superiors and spread their legs if so
ordered.  Your wife is to never again wear either panties or bra in the
presence of a black man."


Misty, understanding her new role of black sexing immediately moves
forward and as she puts her arms around the mean looking black inserts her
tongue into his pungent oral cavity.  Gracefully she slides against him and
starts dry fucking him.  Entertained by his newest friend he allows the white
insurance executive to facilitate his erection.


After becoming hard he allows the still unsatisfied woman to make her
introductions to the other two guests.


During the next three hours Misty is constantly fucked by the four black
men.  Never is there a second that she is not being entered by a black cock.
The black seed is deposited deep and often and after each has entered her
precious white body the second, third, and fourth black sexing follow.


At 8:00 AM the desk clerk makes his wake up call announcing that the
insurance conference breakfast will start at 8:30 AM.


Misty, her black silk hose shredded, her cunt tunnel litterly flowing
with black seed is barely conscious.  Her mind has drifted between a constant
orgasm for the last three hours.  Her ravished body is consumed beyond
exhaustion.  She is barely functional when Jerome slaps her reddened ass cheeks
and informs her, "Get your sorry ass ready for the meeting.  It's one I am
looking forward to."


As Misty struggles to rise Jerome heads for the shower.  He has been able
to achieve several hours sleep since turning over the black sexing duties to
his bro's.  Grabbing Daniel by the back of the neck he drags him into the
shower to wash his back, balls, and black cock.


When he comes out with Misty's husband drying his back, Misty attempts to
rise on very shaky legs.  Struggling to maintain her balance she guides herself
to the bathroom.  Before reaching the shower, Jerome forces her down in front
of the make up mirror.  "You don't have time to shower or wash your face.  Put
on some makeup and dress.  I'm ready to go to the breakfast with your
colleagues and friends."


Misty's face as with the rest of her ravished and bruised body is in
total disarray.  Her mascara, lipstick and eye shadow from the previous evening
are more than ruined.  The constant sexual activity along with the face
ejaculations have smeared her face beyond repair.  Parts of the black seeding
is caked to her hair and face.  At point of collapse, she tries to smear on a
fresh coat of lipstick and brushes on a small layer of rouge attempting to
camouflage some of the more noticeable streaking. After thirty hours without
sleep she has bags and dark shadows under her emerald eyes.  Looking into the
mirror she resembles a ghost; a ghost that was constantly black sexed for the
last twelve hours.


Pulling on the damaged white sating blouses missing half of it's buttons
she pulls on her black leather micro mini skirt.  Trying to disguise her torn
and ripped hose she pulls on black leather knee high boots.  As she heads for
the door, she looks at the mirror and barely recognizes the little white whore
about to follow her black pimp to a breakfast designed solely to scorch her
soul.


Before exiting the room Jerome takes her bright red lipstick, pulls her
blouse apart and literally paints her nipples a bright red.  Upon pulling the
blouse together the bright red nipples are very visible.  She must them tongue
kiss each of her black sex partners before making the journey of her life down
the long hall following her new BLACK OWNER.
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The NBA Must Wait
The NBA Must Wait
                                       by
                                   ARC LIGHT


Jerome Washington, Six Foot Eight inch center of the Southern Alabama
screaming eagles was just coming off an unprecedented ten game scoring and
rebounding record season.  The arrogant, obnoxious superstar also considered
himself very much the stud on the southern campus. Alumni, teaching staff and
of course the coeds of the school held him in great regard.  He had put the
small school in limelight; and that had put himself in the spotlight.


The stud had caught the eye of the wife of the ever successful coach
also.  Mrs. Fisher was the sultry and typical southern lady of elegance on the
surface.  Under the surface; under the covers Mrs. Fisher was the hottest woman
on the campus.  Besides her husband there were many in the small community that
on various occasions received pleasures from the beautiful blond vixen.


On this hot summer night her husband was attending one of the many alumni
get together to ask for and receive generous sums of money to pay for the
pampered athletes under his control.  Although many of the alumni did not
appreciate the color of the athletes; the success they exhibited on the
basketball court and the national attention that success brought the small
southern school made up for their short term displeasure's.


The huge black walked up the door expecting to see his coach and his
weekly "allowance" that he and two other stars felt they were entitled to.
After punching the doorbell with a short right jab he assumed the stance of the
typical street wise black.  When Mrs. Fisher opened the door it took "Mr.
Arrogant" by surprise.  The delightful Mrs. Fisher was attired in a short white
dress which stopped four inches above her tanned perfect legs. The top of the
dress revealed the beginnings of a white lace bra that barely held her ample
charms.  Her proud lips were coated with a fire engine red lipstick and her
tongue seemed to play with the lips as she asked the cock sure athlete; "Yes."


Jerome, his eyes travelling from top to bottom, and then back again could
barely suppress his pleasure at seeming such a succulent sight.  His dick had
already started to harden as he slurred; "I'm here to get my weekly allowance
from your old man, ma'am."


Janet let her tongue play with the beautiful lips before asking the
arrogant and surly superstar into her home, "Won't you please come in.  My
husband is not home yet but I would be happy to get you something cold; for
this hot summer night."


The black slid in with an easy glide thinking to himself how perfect the
coach's wife looked and how good she would look on her knees servicing his
manhood; her dark green eyes searching for his ever erect cock.


As Janet walked away his eyes followed each step; a hardness suddenly
overcoming his crotch.  The gentle swaying of her perfect ass, the long legs
covered by white silk hose, the six inch black patent leather pumps were all
having a very intoxicating effect on the star of the most dominant basketball
team in the southern part of the United States.


The black settled down in a cushioned easy chair waiting for the white
southern lady to return with his drink.  She walked back into the room, her
high heels making a distinctive knock on the hard tile floors as she came
towards the leisurely lounging black.  His eyes met hers as she handed him the
large iced tea glass.  She then turned and settled herself on the sofa facing
the black, letting her long beautiful legs slide apart.  Sipping her iced tea
she looked over the glass to the confident stud facing her with a sneer on his
face.


"My husband tells me that you are quite good.  Are you as good as he
thinks you are?" asking the question so that he will give the man an extra
degree of confidence.


"There are many who say that I am very good.  Course most of them saying
that are the young white coeds on campus," brags the black man as he leisurely
sips his iced tea.  "Maybe you would want to see how good I really am?" asks
the stud.


Janet says nothing but sensuously lets her legs fall further apart.  As
he stares at the beautiful legs his eyes follows the silken thighs up the long
legs until he can see the white wisp of panties at the top of the silken hose.


Janet notices that there is a definite rise in the hard cock of her
guest. The athlete is only wearing red sweat pants with nothing underneath and
the tempting sight that she is allowing him to observe is having a very
profound effect on his virile manhood.  Janet lets her legs drift one final
time exposing the white triangle of silk cloth before violently jumping to her
feet and covering the several feet separating the two catching the black
totally off guard.


"Who the hell do you think you are you insolent nigger!!" shouts the
young beauty.


Caught offguard, and then becoming enraged at the insult the black starts
to get up.  Anticipating his move the housewife uses her leverage and pushes
the athlete back down to the chair.


"What do you think my husband would think if he came home and seen one of
his team spread out in his easy chair with a ten inch hard on with his wife.  I
think what he would think is to throw your black ass off his team.  It would be
a shame if you couldn't continue; there wouldn't be that big chance with the
NBA if your black ass is charged with attempted rape. Attempted Rape by a
nigger of a respectable white woman in Southern Alabama.  Why your black ass
would be black balled forever.  You wouldn't be allowed to wash jock straps.
What do you think of that big man?"


Taken totally off guard the black is totally taken aback; he was not used
to being talked to in this matter, especially by a white bitch like the one
hovering over him.  All he could manage was, "I'm sorry ma'am."


"Sorry isn't good enough black boy.  What I think you need is a little
old fashioned punishment" coldly stated the white housewife.


"Get that sweatshirt off and stand up when I'm talking to you, you
insolent bastard," continued the coach's wife.


Although Jerome was extremely mad he was smart enough to know that what
the irate housewife was yelling at him was true.  If he was caught alone in the
house of the beautiful white woman his dreams of a NBA contract would be long
gone.  Therefore he meekly replied to her orders shedding the red sweatshirt
and standing before the petite white woman with his bare chest showing and the
tight hard stomach pointing to the extended probe directly below the drawstring
of his sweatpants.


She moved up to him looking his straight in the eyes.  She took her
fingers and squeezed his hard breasts causing tears to come to his eyes. "You
like looking at my legs; at my breasts, don't you black boy?"


Avoiding the white vamp's eyes Jerome mutters, "Yes Ma'am."


"You would like for me to unbutton my blouse wouldn't you black boy?"
"How about if I took my skirt off so you can see my garter and hose. Would you
like to see my panties?  The way your mouth is watering I bet you would like to
stick that long tongue between my pussy lips.  I bet you would like to suck on
my hard little nipples wouldn't you black boy?"  The beautiful white women was
enjoying humiliating the dominant black basketball star. Here he was standing
bare chested in front of her with his nine inch cock sticking straight out
making a tent out of his red sweatpants.


As the humiliated and frustrated black stood at attention before the
tormenting white beauty she stepped forward and let her hands drop to his cock.
The petite manicured hands firmly stroked the rock hard cock as she sneered
into his face; knowing he would not; could not do anything but stand and endure
the pleasure she was giving him.


After what seemed an eternity she turned and sexily strutted away from
Jerome as he looked hungrily after her.  She then abruptly turned and walked
back towards the cowered basketball player and slipped her fingers into the
waistband and dragged the pants to his ankles.  Looking him in the eyes she
placed her next demand; "There is a pair of handcuffs on the desk by the front
door.  Go get them.  I might let you service me; but I'm the one that will
remain in control."


The huge black started to reach down and pull up his pants.  Before he
could stoop over the next order came, "Don't pull up your pants black boy.  You
shuffle to the front door with them around your ankles.  It makes you look like
the clown that we both know you are.  Now get your ass in motion or I'll take
the belt to your black ass."


Jerome shuffled to the desk by the front door with his sweatpants binding
against his ankles.  Jerome knew he looked like a complete idiot shuffling to
the desk and then back again, all the while his rock hard nine inch cock
swaying with each step.


He finally completed the journey and humbly handed the handcuffs to the
smirking blonde honeypot.


"Turn around and put your hands behind your back."


The black did as he was told, but not without a great deal of
apprehension.  He realized that with each step he was getting into deeper and
deeper trouble.  He was now wishing that he had not came over to the sexy
coach's wife's home;  at least not alone.


As she secured the black's hands she bent over and pulled the extra large
dog collar from the night stand by the easy chair.  Before the black could
comprehend what was happening the blonde had put the collar around his neck. He
started to say something but then looked at his sorry situation.  Here he was,
standing with his shirt off; his pants around his ankles; his cock standing at
attention with his hands handcuffed behind him and a dog collar around his
neck.  Jerome Washington was in deep shit and he knew it.


As he silently contemplated his situation the blonde reached up and
attached a chain to the dog collar and started walking to the formal dining
room pulling the helpless black man along behind her.  He could hardly keep up
with his pants binding around his ankles.


Although it was only a short distance he was breathing hard by the time
he was next to the dining room table.


"Mount the table you piece of shit.  You give me any lip from your
insolent mouth and I'll break every tooth out of your miserable mouth" came the
direct order from the temptress.


With great awkwardness Jerome managed to climb on the dining room table.
Once on the table the blonde beauty pulled the chain towards the floor and
attached it to the leg of the table forcing his face over the side of the
table.  His black ass shined in the light as it was pointing up in a very
venerable position.


Mrs. Fisher stood in front of the helpless black and slowly started
unbuttoning her blouse.  Sensuously she let her fingers slide each button out
of the  button hole smiling at Jerome as each one slipped out of its
constricting holder.


As she finally reached the last button hole that wasn't tucked into the
tight skirt she pulled the blouse apart showing the lacy bra.  She let her
hands dance over the tight bra rubbing her tight hard nipples between the
fingers. Closing her eyes as she manipulated her nipples she let the pleasure
engulf her tight body as she rocked back and forth with each wave of pleasure.


The self manipulation was having an equally telling effect on poor Jerome
as he stared at the beautiful sight standing but feet away from him. Straining
his neck so that his eyes could take in all the beauty unfolding before him he
felt the rock hard manhood tighten even more.


"Do you want me to take off my skirt?" questioned the young woman.


"Oh god, please.  You are so beautiful.  I'm going to come just watching
you.  Please take your skirt off.  I have to see your lovehole," moaned the
agonizing bound black.


Laughing at the helpless creature before her Janet pulled the blouse from
the constricting skirt.  Gently swaying with her own emotions she seductively
pulled the tight skirt over her firm hips, leaving the black to stare at her
garter belt, hose and lacy underwear.  Letting his tongue slip from his mouth
he tried to scoot forward so that he could taste the honey pot only inches
away.  Her tight hard stomach, her beautiful love box, her long tanned legs
encased in silk was something that Jerome was having a hard time controlling.


Janet stepped out of the skirt and leaving the blouse on walked to the
other end of the table.  Straining to follow her with his eyes Jerome failed as
he couldn't turn his head.


In an instance he again felt the soft touch of the dancing fingers as she
softly took his manhood again in her hands.  She gently stroked the long hard
cock and the pleasure that it was sending to Jerome's over heated and taxed
mind was beyond his wildest dream.


"Tell me about your last bus trip home Jerome.  I heard that you had
quite a ride" questioned the blonde housewife and she continued to stroke his
nine inch cock from the base to the tip.


Unable to focus his overheated mind the memory of the bus trip slowly
came back to him.  It was a very enjoyable trip as he had enjoyed the tight
pussy of a virgin cheerleader in the back of the bus while his teammates
watched with envy.


"Tell me about your last trip Jerome.  You're not too modest are you.  I
heard that you were quite the stud" probed the coach's wife.


"We made the white boys on the team ride back on the equipment bus. There
was the rest of us; nine brothers with a brother driving the bus. One of the
cheerleaders had come to congratulate me on the game and the bus started back
before she could get off.  I took her to the back of the bus; told her it would
be more quiet back there." Jerome stated.


Janet's hardened her grip as she continued to stroke his rock hard cock.
"Don't be modest.  Did she want to go to the back with you?" Janet continued to
question.


"No.  She was very scared.  She was alone among us brothers.  She was
very scared and wanted to get back to her bus but it had already started back
to the campus.  One of the brothers had a quart of Jack Daniels and was pouring
her triple shots with coke to calm her down," Jerome continued.


"Did you kiss her?  Did you stroke her breasts?  Did you play with her
pussy?  Come on Jerome, you can tell me" Janet asked.


"After she had drank two or three drinks she was getting very tipsy. She
could hardly keep her eyes open.  I started to kiss her on the lips but she
struggled; she didn't want me to kiss her.  She kept trying to slide away from
me but there was no where to go.  I had my arm around her and was playing with
her nipple through her blue cheerleader's vest.  She was getting more and more
scared as I French kissed her.  She didn't like me putting my tongue into her
mouth.  She didn't like my fingers pinching her nipples but I didn't care.  I
was going to fuck her and there was nothing she could do about it.  The
brothers thought it funny the way she struggled to get away from me.  All of
them was gathered around looking at me play with her.  They liked it as much as
I did."


Jerome was getting very aroused telling the white woman about his
conquest; and by the fact that Janet's magic fingers were having a very decided
effect on his cock.  Janet's other hand was stroking and squeezing the golf
ball size nuts of the star while the other was rapidly stroking the length of
the rock hard cock.


"Tell me about Jennifer's pussy, Stud?"


Unable to think, but still wanting to impress the woman with his dick in
her hands Jerome continued; "I was getting more and more aroused as she
struggled against me.  She kept trying to turn her head away and I was getting
mad at the bitch.  I unbuttoned her vest against her will.  She tried to stop
my hands; she tried to pull them away but I was too strong.  When I got her
vest unbuttoned I pulled her bra down and viciously pinched her nipples.  It
brought tears to her eyes but all the brothers were really eating it up.  I
told her to kiss me or I would twist her nipples off.  Although she didn't want
to she turned her face towards me and I stuck my tongue in her mouth. She
stopped trying to resist but I could tell she still didn't want me to kiss her.
After several minutes she started swaying against me; I think she was getting
aroused.  After several more minutes I reached down and rubbed my hand along
her leg.  She tried to grab me hand but I wouldn't let her.


I started rubbing my hand against her blue cheerleader panties. She
didn't like it but there wasn't anything she could do.  I was too strong for
her."


Jerome was trying to concentrate on his story of conquest but Janets
petite hand was bringing him rapidly towards his needed release.


"Don't stop now stud.  It sounds like its getting interesting.  Did you
like stroking her pussy.  What was Jennifer's pussy like?" Janet asked.


Jerome was a little disturbed that Mrs. Janet Fisher knew his victim's
name but the braggart in him wanted to continue.  He wanted to tell this white
bitch how he stuck it in poor Jennifer's virgin cunt.


"As I was sucking on her tongue I let my hand stroke the inside of her
thighs.  She tried to keep them tight but I was persistent.  I was stronger;
and she was drunker.  Besides I could tell her resistance was weakening.
Eventually her thighs drifted apart.  When I felt her surrender I slipped my
finger in her panties and started stroking her pussy lips.  She kept saying no;
that I should stop.  Jerome wasn't about to stop when I could feel that tight
pussy.  After a short time I inserted my finger into her canal.  That's when I
discovered that this little brunette bitch was still a virgin.  Once I found
her little hymen intact there was no way that bitch wasn't going to get my
black dick.  She was squirming; trying to get away from me but I stuck my
tongue down her throat and my finger up her cunt."


"After a long time she was too tired to struggle any more and I pulled
her blue panties down her legs.  I pulled them over her tennis shoes while she
was moaning that she wanted me to stop.  I laughed in the bitch's face. Her
pussy was going to get my black dick and there was nothing she could do to stop
it.  All the brothers were egging me on; telling me to stick the bitch.  As I
climbed over her she tried to force herself into the seat.  I used my knees to
pry her legs apart and she started screaming for me to stop.  As I put the end
of my cock into the opening of her precious pussy she was begging me to stop. I
enjoyed being in control of the bitch; I inched my cock into her a little at a
time.  She was sobbing and crying and I stopped when my cock rubbed up against
her precious hymen.  I just let it rub against the precious barrier while she
tried to pull away from me.  The more she pulled away the more I put pressure
on.  After what seemed an eternity for me she started swaying her hips and
sucking my tongue.  I knew I had the bitch when she started enjoying my love
muscle.  At that moment I buried my dick to the hilt and she screamed like she
had just been stabbed.  The warm blood coating my dick sent me in orbit.  I
looked down and her blood was running out her cunt and I thrust like I was
driving a pile hammer.  On every movement that my dick struck her cervix she
screamed.  I fucked that bitch for over twenty minutes as my bro's  shouted at
the bitch to fuck me.  They weren't very kind in their remarks; the bitch was
trying.  After long last I let the bitch have my come.  It exploded in her cunt
and she was soaked by discharge.  She kept fucking me long after I was spent;
kept begging me to make her cum.  I laughed at the bitch.  I got mine.  She
struggled to throw her hips to capture my cock; wrapped her legs around me; but
when I'm done I'm done."


"As I pulled out the blood and cum flowed from her ravaged cunt," bragged
Jerome; conqueror of virgins.


"What happened next Black Boy?" mocked the coach's white wife.


"When I pulled out I looked at the other bro's.  As soon as I stepped
away another brother climbed on the bucking bitch.  After he had shot his load
the next in line fucked her.  By the end of the trip all nine of the players
and the bro driving the bus had fucked the bitch silly.  After each got off
they made her drink some more whiskey to keep her drunk," Jerome continued to
brag.


Janet continued the long hard strokes on his dick; and massaged the
massive cum filled balls with her left hand.  She knew that he thought he was
something with the way he was bragging about the ravishing of the young and
innocent virgin.  What Janet knew and the black braggart didn't was going to
change his whole life very shortly.


"You are almost there, please go on.  I want you to tell me how you and
the blacks on the team shoved it to the white virgin.  Tell me more Jerome, you
big stud," coaxed Janet.


"After the last one fucked the little cheerleader we all started over.  I
don't remember how many fucked the little bitch twice; I do know that the cum
was literally flowing from her cunt by the time we got back to the campus.  I
told the bitch I was keeping her blue cheerleader panties so I could remember
her cherry by.  What the snotty bitch didn't know was that the bro's video
taped her entire cherry breaking.  She was so drunk and tired she didn't even
know why the lights were always so bright," continued Jerome as he rushed
forward in his orgasm.


Janet again questioned the arrogant bastard, "What happen when you got
back at campus?"


"That was the best part of the trip.  We let her leave the bus first. She
got out the same time that the equipment bus with the white boys got there.
They just stood there looking at the cheerleader stumbling out of the bus. Her
make up was all smeared and the cum and cherry blood was streaked and running
down her legs.  She could barely stand and as she was trying to walk away I
called for her to stop and come to me.  She was totally humiliated but she came
back to the door of the bus.  I told her that I wanted her blue bra to go with
her panties in from of the white boys on the team. Although she protested and
begged to not have to give it to me I told her she didn't have any options.  I
made her take off her blue cheerleading vest and take her bra off in front of
the white boys and the bros still on the bus. The domination was complete; the
degradation was complete.  The bitch was mine forever," continued the black son
of a bitch.


As he finished his story Janet stuck her tongue up his ass and gripped
his huge black dick with both hands; the pent up cum shot out the end of the
massive black club.  Janet had put a dish under his dick and the dish caught
most of the man cum as it squirted almost forever in the dish. Jerome's
pleasure was complete; his orgasm had shuttered throughout his entire body.  He
couldn't stop trembling.  The manjuice continued to shoot from his black cock.
He had never experienced  a tongue up his ass; especially by such a beautiful
woman as the coach's wife.  The pleasure was such that his mind couldn't
comprehend his good luck, or at least what he thought was his good luck.  What
he still realized was that he was naked except for the sweatpants around his
ankles and that his neck was still tied to the leg of the table.


As his eyes again refocused he looked up.  Although he could not raise
his eyes his eyes focused on a pair of black leather knee high boots; black
hose extending upward to a thigh high black leather skirt.  His dog collar
would not allow his eyes to get above the bottom of the leather skirt.


As he tried to look up Janet grabbed him by his now limp cock and pulled
him over the edge of the table.  He struggled to regain his breath as the dog
collar and chair nearly strangled him as he fell over the edge of the table. He
rapidly scooted back against the table leg to relieve the pressure on his neck.
From his prone position he looked up.  The startled expression on his face
amused the leather clad vixen.  The petite brunette decked out in a complete
leather sneered down at the prone struggling black.


Jerome's face turned to a mask of fear as he realized that the beautiful
leatherclad vixen standing above him was the petite cheerleader that he had
just spoken about.  He looked at the two women towering above him and attempted
to regain control of the situation.  Unfortunately for the star basketball
player his hands were still shackled; his legs were effectively bound and he
was still attached to the table leg by the chain and dog collar.


"Spread your legs you black piece of shit" came the short and curt
command from Brenda, the leather clad cheerleader.


Wanting to become insolent; but knowing that he was in a very
uncommanding position he pulled his legs apart.  Although his ankles were still
attached he did manage to spread his long legs.  Kneeling down the brunette
produced a large bowie knife.  The sharp knife slit through the red sweatpants
like they were butter.  The terror in Jerome's eyes said it all. He was at the
mercy of  the two beautiful white women; and they had complete control.


When she stood again the same command was uttered; "Spread your legs."


Trembling, he slid his legs apart.  As he did she stepped between them
forcing them further apart by the sharp toed leather boots.  The muscles in his
legs ached as his legs were forced apart at an extreme angle. As he kept his
eyes focused on the vixen standing between his naked thighs Janet walked around
his backside.  In the next moment she emptied the dish with his white sticky
cum over his bald head.  As the gooey liquid dripped down his face the two
women laughed at the ludicrous site.  As Jerome started contemplating his
situation Brenda drove the toe of her boot deep between his legs.  The pain was
instaneous and massive.  He started to look up again and she kicked him again.
He tried to move but couldn't. The third kick was even more vicious and drove
his nuts deep into his being.  At that point he passed out.


He awoke as a bucket of cold water was thrown in his face.  He tried to
orient himself; it was difficult.  He was hanging by his feet; his feet
separated by a five foot long steel bar.  He was completely naked and the floor
was mud and dirt.  It appeared that he was in the basement of some older home.
Trying to regain his sense of equilibrium his eyes finally caught sight of the
black leather boots as they made their way across the dirt floor.


"My boots are dirty.  Clean them black boy" Brenda stated as she raised
her legs so that the boots would be level with Jerome's face.


Having no alternative he stuck his tongue out and started cleaning the
boots.  She turned and walked away; the back of her black nylons and tight
black leather skirt causing a slight hardening of his long black cock.


When Brenda reached the door to Jerome's make shift dungeon Janet
appeared in red leather hot pants and a white blouse opened  to the middle of
her beautiful tight stomach.  She wore no bra and she and Brenda embraced in a
deep French kiss; each tongue dueling with the other.  They held each other
tight and explored each other's tight and succulent bodies. As they rubbed
against each other Janet grabbed Brenda, the smaller of the two beautiful women
and pulled her tight against the inseparable bodies. They continued to tongue
each other while using their hands to excite each other.


All Jerome could do was observe.  His inverted position caused the blood
to run to his head and he was feeling faint.  After an eternity both woman
looked over at the suspended black athlete and smiled.  His large cock had
started to harden and they walked to where he was tied to the steel bar.  Janet
went around the back of him while Brenda walked up to where he was straining to
see the Lesbian love scene.


Jerome's head was at the same level as Brenda's fiery cunt.  All that
separated the two was the leather skirt.  When Brenda was directly in front of
him she coyly asked, "Would you like to suck my Pussy Black Boy?"


Jerome, fighting to remain conscious, merely shook his head.


Brenda, ever so slowly tugged the tight black leather skirt up. Jerome's
eyes became very focused and he anxiously awaited the beautiful sight that was
nearing his sight of vision.  As the black leather crept up the succulent legs
the partially shaved pussy lips came into view.  They were even more delightful
than Jerome remembered them in his memory bank the night that he raped the then
innocent young white woman.


When Brenda had pulled the skirt high enough for the black to begin his
tongue bath she stepped forward and instantly the black's tongue darted forward
to taste the delicacy awaiting it.  The fragrance was fresh and the dew tasted
like honey.  The black eagerly sucked on the tender young pussy lips.


Behind the licking black Janet had taken a small dildo from the back
pocket of her red leather hot pants and slowly inserted the tip into the
asshole of the hanging arrogant black man.  Jerome was startled at first but
slowly the gentle insertion brought an unknown pleasure to the big man on
campus.


What Jerome could not see was the acto knife that Brenda had hidden in
her bra.  She took the razor sharp knife from its sheath and handed the deadly
hobby knife to her lover, the vivacious Janet Fisher, Wife of the most winning
coach in the South.  After handing the knife to her lover she grabbed the long
black shaft that was at her eye level and slowly stroked the massive weapon
that took her maidenhood.  As the large club became hard she put the tip
between her pert and proud lips and sensuously kissed the massive organ.  The
sensation was almost more than the hanging black could stand.  His head
throbbed from the invert position and the sensations of his cock being stroked,
kissed and sucked along with the whirring dildo in his ass was bringing the
heretofore insolent black to a near orgasm.  As the pleasure increased he
sucked harder on the moistening pussy lips and the rock hard clit guarding the
precious passageway.


As the organ became blood engorged Brenda retrieved the acto Knife and
rubbed the sharpened tip along the hard cock.  Jerome could not identify the
pleasurable sensation at first; the upright position had caused him untold
anguish.


Brenda continued to rub the razor sharp knife along the shaft.  The sharp
tip was breaking the outer layer of skin and a thin line of blood flowed from
the small and thin cut.  Once she had traveled the entire length of the nine
inch cock she started back at the base and continued to drag the knife the
entire distance letting it slide over the thick layer of skin before preceding
to the tip.  The tip was far smoother and Jerome started screaming in agony as
the blade cut small incisions into the sensitive head of the massive man
weapon.


As Jerome continued to scream Brenda stepped closer so that her cunt
could muffle the screams of agony while she continued her task of filiating the
cock of the man who had taken her womanhood.


Her accomplice; the sensuous Mrs. Janet Fisher had replaced the small
pleasure giving dildo with a massive dildo with sharp steel studs on it. She
did not slowly insert the larger dildo but drove it home in one quick sharp
movement.


Jerome had never felt such pain.  Jerome was never before in the position
of being on the receiving end of such treatment.  The agony continued until the
blood was streaming down the chest of the severely wounded man.  At this point
the blade was being inserted about one eighth of an inch; the agony unbearable.


On the moment that Jerome lost consciousness Brenda reached her orgasm
from the screaming and biting prisoner of her revenge.


Stepping backwards Brenda collapsed in the dirt and mud and fell backward
into the muck.  Her legs had grown weary from the orgasm and the tautness while
she completed her revenge; and was rewarded by the orgasm that she so
desperately sought.


Mrs. Janet Fisher looked over the crushed testicles of their victim at
the beautiful brunette laying in the dirt and the mud in front of the swaying
black man; or at least what used to be a man.


Janet was aroused at the petite brunette dressed in black leather.  The
skirt pulled up to her waist exposing the neatly shaved pussy framed by dark
hose and garter belt.  The black leather boots pulled up nearly to her breasts.


The night was young; and so was Brenda.


Jerome was found outside the teams dorm the next morning.  He dropped out
of school and was never seen again around the classic Southern Campus.


Mrs. Janet Fisher still has season tickets.  She is partial to the
cheerleaders.
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The Probation Officer
The Probation Officer
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Jackie Thurman, one of the senior County Probation Officers pulled her
long brunette hair back and wrapped in a bright red elastic band.  The thirty
five year mother of two still had her award winning high school body.  The
tall, five foot six inch beauty still had the eye turning measurements of
34B-23-34 with long sensuous legs and a tight little butt.  She rubbed the
sensitive little orbs of the pencil size nipples on her small but perfect
little breasts and sighed as the delectable little buds hardened and sent a
sharp spark of electricity through her tight body.


If only......... her police man husband could satisfy her needs.  If
only.....


Jackie felt her pussy flaps moisten; and felt the shivers of pleasure
travel throughout her body.  Her husband, Steve, tried. He was a good
husband..... but....  The pleasure that Jackie needed; that Jackie longed
for...was missing.  When Steve tried to insert his under sized and usually limp
male organ into her wet and willing body he failed.


Looking at herself in the mirror Jackie felt a longing. Jackie let her
delicate fingers drop to her swollen lips and gently rub the fur lined slit.
Her practiced fingers found the elongated little clit and she gasped as she
manipulated the swollen organ.


"Oh God," she thought.  "Why oh Why !!!"  Why couldn't Steve satisfy her
womanly needs.  Her deep yearning for sexual pleasure.


As she softly stroked herself she wondered aloud how her two children had
been conceived.  It must have been a horrible accident; she could not remember
the last orgasm that was caused by her overworked but devoted husband.


She slowly opened her eyes and gazed at her bright green eyes in the full
length mirror which had captured her tantalizing vision.  Her eyes followed her
sleek tanned lines... from her pouting lips...to her firm and perfect breasts
topped by the still erect rock hard nipples..... to her puffy pussy lips
protruding from beneath her fur lined find covering.  Her gaze dropped more to
the perfectly formed thighs and calves of her long legs.  The clock's hand
rapidly advanced to eight in the morning and she blew herself a kiss in the
mirror as she dropped to the edge of the bed to pull on her white thong
panties.  She then pulled on the sheer panty hose and encased her perfect gems
in the tight half bra. Mischievously she pulled the top of the half bra down
and allowed the hard nipples to protrude.


A smile again formed on her face.  "At least she would be able to tease
the lowlifes at the County Probation Office.  And then there was the usual
thugs and human dredges that she enjoyed dropping a few notches," she thought
to herself.  As she inventoried her thoughts about the days' activity her mind
focused on her most recent case.  A "street nigger" named Salam Ali, a sixteen
year old muscled high school football player.  Her mind brought up a picture of
a six foot six inch, 230 pound block of solid granite.  He had been charged by
a petite sixteen year cheerleader with aggravated criminal sexual assault.  The
small girl had been picked up by a squad car near the infamous "Garrett Housing
projects".  Jackie visually recalled the photographs of the "alleged" rape
victim.  Her tender body was  covered with red marks and bruises; and her
tender little hole was shown with the leaking manfluid dripping down her tender
little thighs.


Jackie quickly replaced the vision of the pictures with the need to pull
on her white silk blouse.  The tight silky cloth caressed the tender nipples.
She then pulled on short tight navy skirt.  The short skirt came to three
inches above her dimpled knees.  She then applied a bright red lipstick and
hurried out the door. Another dreaded day had arrived and she had to go service
the dregs under her control.


As she arrived at the bustling county office building most of the males
sucked in the vision of the beauty as she sauntered down the hallway on her
three inch spiked black patent heels. Although she was a vision of beauty she
was also know as "The Bitch From Hell" within the tight confines of the County
Building. She had the well earned reputation of being a true bitch with not
only the probationers that were assigned to her but also her co- workers.  The
men in the department had been ripped apart by her sharp tongue and the women
could not stand the beauty and the tantalizing hold over everyone in he office.


Jackie shuffled the files on her desk.  Her secretary entered and
informed her that "Jim" the only deputized Probation Officer called in sick.
"Damn," screamed Jackie.  The two Probation Officers were scheduled to make a
home visits to Salam Ali to collect a urine sample; and to insure that the
monitoring bracelet around his ankle was still functioning.


"Well, I'll call Mr. Ali and tell him that you won't be able to make it,"
commented the secretary.


Jackie thought a minute.  "No, I will make the visit. Maybe the little
asshole needs a lesson in humility," she told the secretary.  She then looked
at the office secretary and noticed the frightened look in her eyes.


Although the look unsettled Jackie she quickly became involved in the
routine of the office.  The morning hours flew by as she ran roughshod over her
co-workers and probationers.  The clock finally closed on at four o'clock and
Jackie realized she should leave for the home visit.  On the way out the door
she picked up a sixteen ounce urine specimen container and the key to the ankle
bracelet.


As her sleek car sped towards the dark and forbidding ten story housing
project her mind was racing.  She started fretting, "Maybe I shouldn't come to
this black animal's apartment," she thought to herself.  She then reasoned that
his mother would probably be there this late in the afternoon and then her mind
became more at ease.


Upon entering the graffiti stained  building with garbage and debris
strewn about she quickly made her way to the staircase.  Ignoring the catcalls
and crude remarks made by the winos and other riffraff that the housing project
attracted she hurried to the top floor and her destiny......


She finally pushed the non functioning door open with all her strength
she looked down the dingy hallway.  Apartment 1030 was the last apartment down
the dark hallway.  Although she always was in control of the situation she now
had second reservations about making the home visit alone.... she should have
waited until tomorrow until the male probation officer could have accompanied
her to this cess pool of humanity.


Jackie quietly knocked on the heavy metal door.  After several minutes
she became upset; Salam was under court order to be in this location.  He would
have his probation revoked if he wasn't on the other side of this door.  At
long last she wrapped her delicate hand around the door knob and turned.  It
opened easily and Jackie let herself in the nearly dark room.  It took several
minutes before her eyes became accustomed to the dim light in the corner
apartment.


"Whatcaha you want honkey bitch?" came the deep male voice.


The sudden question startled Jackie but she quickly recovered.


"Look you little monster you best be shutting that insolent mouth.  One
call from me and you will be in the county jail within the hour.  Show
yourself; NOW !!!" came the decisive order from the petite Probation Officer.


Salam walked into the light.  Jackie felt a small tremor travel her body
as the huge black of black granite appeared before her.  The muscled black
teenager wore only a pair of tight white gym shorts.  His bare hairless muscled
chest glistened with a small covering of sweat.  Jackie's eyes inventoried the
massive black teenager standing before her small frame.


She stood in front of her case file and she felt a shiver run down her
back and her voice broke, "I've come to watch you provide a urine sample".  She
had hoped that the humiliating statement would gain her the advantage.


A sneer covered his handsome face and he walked to the petite woman and
stood only a foot away from the now noticeably trembling officer of the court.
"Shore, There is nothing I would rather do than piss in front of a PROBATION
OFFICER," he mocked the shivering young mother of two.


Salam's huge paw reached out and took the container from the delicate
white fingers.  His dark forbidding eyes burned into the frightened emerald
eyes of the married white wife.  Slowly, he turned and walked towards the
bathroom.  Once inside he kicked the door partially shut.


Jackie, trembling, followed her charge.  Once she reached the bathroom
door she nudged it open.  Salam was standing by the stool and his face turned
towards the open door.


"I must see you fill the container," she meekly offered.


A ridiculing smirk formed across the rapist face.  "I can't get the lid
of the container off.  Could you help me?" he scoffed.


Jackie, angry at the arrogant young tough, pushed her way into the small
bathroom.  She grabbed the specimen container and ripped the lid off the jar.
Only at that point did she realize that Salam had backed up and was now between
her and the door. An icy chill ran up her spine as she looked up into the
menacing dark eyes.


"If you want me to pee in your little cup you best be pulling down my gym
shorts, Miss Thurman," he ridiculed.


"No....... " slipped from her throat as a mere sob.


The large black hands cupped Jackie's chin and he looked into her now
petrified eyes.  "Take my trunks off.........." was the simple order.


Jackie tried to shake her head but the large black hand held her chin in
place.  "I want to leave....." she whispered.


"You came to my home for a jar of piss.....and a jar of piss you will
receive," Salam laughed.


"If I have to tell you again you will regret the consequences Mrs.
Thurman...." mocked the huge black.


Salam then moved so that he was directly in front of the young wife.  "Do
it now..... or I'll have to paddle that little tight ass of yours.  NOW !!!!"


Jackie's trembling fingers slowly reached towards the waist band of the
tight short gym trunks.  His black rippled stomach muscles were warm to the
touch.  Her eyes were downcast as she softly inserted the delicate fingers into
the elastic waistband.  Her breathing was becoming irregular as she felt the
fingers tug the waist band down.  She forced herself to not look up into what
she knew was the mocking dark eyes of her tormentor. After the first inch of
two the trunks became very tight against the muscled ass cheeks of the black
athlete.  As she reached behind him to pull the trunks downward she was pressed
against the hard black body.  His sweat glistened body soaked the white silk
blouse and caused Jackie's nipples to harden.


Mrs. Jackie Thurman was not prepared for the next sight. Her only
experience with the male organ was that of her husband and he was........ not
overly endowed.


As she pulled the white trunks downward the Salam's massive black muscle
was slowly uncovered.  The contrast of the white cloth against the purple
headed black monster was uncovered inch by tantalizing inch.  Jackie could not
comprehend the size of the gargantuan black muscle.  The uncovering took the
distraught young wife nearly two minutes to accomplish.  As the white trunks
dropped to the floor Jackie could only stare at the now throbbing black organ.


Salam again cupped Jackie's delicate chin in his grasp and lowered his
lips to hers.  Jackie  was caught off guard......again. She felt the wet tongue
caress her lips and then felt the tip insert itself into her warm oral cavity.
Her eyes instinctively closed as she felt Salam's strong tongue lick her teeth
and duel with her tongue.  Just as quickly as it inserted itself  it retreated
and only then did she open her eyes.


The face of her tormentor was a blank mask; void of emotion.  "You want
me to fill the jar; you hold it.  Put your hand on me and squeeze the piss from
my cock," was the calm order.


Jackie shook her head.  "Please don't make me....." she begged.


"If I have to repeat your instructions once more I will cane your tight
ass until you can't sit.  Don't think about disobeying me Miss Probation
Officer," Salam mocked.


With her emotions conflicting with her instincts she tried to shake her
head again.  But when she looked into the dark eyes she instinctively reached
out for the large black organ.  As her delicate fingers tried to find their way
around the girth of the large muscle she was amazed at it's warmth...... and
it's thickness.  She held the specimen container near the large purple head and
felt the first blast of urine splash against the container.  She was amazed at
the amount of fluid flowing into the container.  When the flow stopped she
again looked up; her face reaching only to the bottom of his hard pectorals.


"Squeeze the last drops out," Salam commanded.


Jackie, her head swimming, grasped the purple head and squeezed the
remaining drops from the end of the organ.


She tried to regain control...... control was power.  Jackie always
controlled the situation and was thus ALWAYS was the person in power.  She put
the container on the lip of the sink and quickly sidestepped the large black
athlete and almost made it to the door.  As she almost made her escape she felt
the strong black hand grasp the back of her hair and jerked her to the floor.
She found herself on her back staring up at the horse sized Dick and balls of
her "case".  From her prone position the huge black cock seemed almost surreal.


"I will tell you when you are done......."  came Salam's simple comment.


Jackie struggled to turn around.  With her legs under herself she was
pulled up the long black body until her face was directly in front of the
magnificent black cock.


"If you suck good......... You may be able to walk out under your own
power," came the  sinister statement.


Jackie's emotions had see sawed from total terror to total fascination
for the last hour.  Looking up at the hardening black monster she realized that
her options had ceased when she had entered the dark and dingy apartment.  It
took one more forceful tug on the back of her hair to bring her face in contact
with the still dripping organ of lust.  Her lips parted, and
......................she tasted the musky dark manorgan.  At first she could
hardly get her lips around even the dark purple head.  But as the organ was
coated with her saliva the entry became much easier.  She nearly gagged on the
black cock as Salam pulled her face deeper on the ever hardening manhood..


Time became inconsequential........  Mrs. Jackie Thurman's only goal was
to feel the hot liquid blast deep into her throat.  Her hands sought out the
large testicles hanging below the now angry black cock.  As her fingers
massaged the tender testicles Jackie felt the massive ass cheeks tighten
until.........the hot blast of man cum scorched her throat and she struggled to
swallow each blast of the hot liquid.  When the last tightening had subsided
Salam pulled his black cock from Jackie's pouting lips and stroked the last
several spurts on the pretty face of his Probation Officer.  Jackie did nothing
as the sticky strings slid across her face before dripping off her chin and
onto her expensive white silk blouse.


Salam stepped across the squatting white wife until he was straddling her
confused body.  "Clean my nuts....... and then rim my asshole with that tender
pointed tongue....."


Jackie wanted to say no.  She wanted to rise and run from this dirty
apartment.  She wanted for time to run backwards...... Mrs. Jackie Thurman
wanted a lot.  But Mrs. Jackie Thurman pushed herself up so that her head was
directly beneath the swollen nut sack of the sixteen year old boy that she had
just sucked to climax.  Her tongue darted out and she bathed the testicles and
when she heard the teenager start to growl she closed her eyes and drove her
delicate tongue into the dark recesses of his black asshole.  The salty taste
attacked her senses... but she continued to thrust her tongue deep....


Time again evaporated.


Jackie was lost in her submissive behavior.....  Her next conscious
remembrance was when the second blast of hot sperm covered her face.  This
discharge was thick........ and it was entirely deposited directly on her
upturned face.  Through her tears she could see his ridiculing smile and she
made no attempt to wipe the sticky discharge from her pretty face.  The rope
like strings of black cum slowly dripped from her chin to her blouse where the
wetness caused her nipples to remain hard.  As she pitifully looked up at the
sixteen year old boy who had so dominated her during these last several hours
she let her hand drop to her tortured and unfulfilled pussy.  The wetness of
the crotch of her pantyhose surprised her as she unconsciously stroked her lips
through the nylon covered pussy.


Salam leaned against the door frame of the bathroom and looked down at
his Probation Officer.  "How long have you been married Mrs. Thurman?" he
questioned.


The question caught Jackie offguard.  "It is none of your business.." she
quickly answered.  When she looked up Jackie realized that she shouldn't have
been so harsh.  She could see the fire in the brooding brown eyes.


"Insolent bitches get their asses spanked.  I've warned you about that
before haven't I?" answered Salam.


"With my cum streaking down your face you look like a street whore.  I
believe that a married mother of two should have more dignity....... or at
least know acknowledge her transgressions.  Shouldn't she Mrs. Thurman?"


Before Jackie could react the agile football player closed the short
distance and pulled the lithe brunette beauty across his lap.  The quick
movement caught Jackie by surprise and she tried to look up over her shoulder.
By the time she adjusted to her new subservient position the first slap had
landed.  Although it was shielded by her navy skirt, pantyhose and panties it
still sent a sharp electrical spark to her confused brain.  The next slap found
her second cheek; and then the third and then...........


Jackie tried to shield her burning ass from the constant slaps but the
sharp blows continued to rain down.  The asscheeks were turning a bright
crimson under the constant and persistent barrage against the unprotected firm
ass cheeks.  Jackie begged for the blows to stop but Salam continued the
punishment.  Mrs. Jackie Thurman's redemption was still in the future; and the
hard blows continued to rain down.


Jackie started crying as the spanking continued.  Her ass was becoming
raw under the skirt and pantyhose covering. "Please, have mercy...... I have
sucked your cock....Please stop spanking me......Please...." begged the young
wife.


Salam finally relented.  He shoved the sobbing wife off his naked lap and
onto the dirty carpet below..  As the tears coated the wife's cum coated face
she pleaded with her bright emerald eyes for salvation.


"Get up..... Go to the window.  I want my neighbors to see the white slut
that sucks my hard black cock," came the humiliating command.


Jackie contemplated disobeying the arrogant black teenager.  However when
she  hesitated she looked up as the huge block of black granite rose and
stroked his semi-limp cock of it's pent-up cum.  A rope string of black cum
dripped from the still huge black pole and fell on Jackie's navy skirt.  The
skirt was already sporting a huge cum stain in the middle of the skirt where it
had come into contact with the cock while she was receiving her deserved
spanking.  Jackie quickly rose and walked to the large windows facing the
cluttered and debris strewn courtyard below. She stepped up on a ledge and
looked at the three buildings surrounding the courtyard.  The other housing
complexes were identical to the one she was standing.  Only about a third of
the windows  were lit; and she could make the occupants of those windows very
well.


She was partially startled when Salam turned on the lights to the
apartment where she was standing.  "Don't turn around.  I want my neighbors to
see a married white slut; with my cum running down her face.  UNBUTTON YOUR
BLOUSE; I want them to see your concealed charms....." came the direct brutal
order.


"Please don't make me do that.  Haven't you shamed me enough?" questioned
Jackie.


"You best be doing what I tell you.  You want another whooping Mrs.
Thurman?" came the simple and direct response.


Jackie understood that the black teenager had no reason to be ease her
embarrassment.  Her delicate fingers unbuttoned each button in her expensive
white silk blouse.  Once they were all free she dropped her hands to her sides.
The blouse fell open but was still partially tucked into the navy mini skirt.


"Pull the blouse out of your skirt Mrs. Thurman....." came the next
anticipated command..


Jackie pulled the blouse out of the skirt and let the delicate fabric
slide from her shoulders.  The lacy half bra did not cover her protruding and
erect nipples.  Salam smiled as he saw the reflection in the window.


"Do you finger yourself?" questioned Salam.


Jackie thought for a minute.  "Should she tell the black teenager the
truth?  What he think less of her?" she contemplated.


Smiling Mrs. Jackie Thurman knew the answer.  "I have needs.  And yes,
Salam I  play with my clit......My husband can't satisfy my needs and I bring
myself off," she softly told her tormentor.


"Pull the bottom of your skirt up....And finger yourself," Salam
commanded.


Jackie hesitated and was rewarded with another hard swift swat on her
tender ass.  The warning was respected and Jackie pulled up her skirt.  Holding
the skirt with her left hand she stroked herself with her right index finger.
The tender movement brought a pleasurable sensation that soothed the tender red
ass cheeks.  She continued the gentle stroking of her swollen clit through her
panty hose and thong panties.  The simple stroking gave her pleasure.


She then felt the large hands massage the tender ass cheeks.  Jackie felt
herself wince as each hand encompassed a tender ass cheek.


"Hold your skirt up with both hands," was the simple command.


Although Jackie did not want to cease the gentle stroking she obeyed the
black teenage boy.  The burning in her firm little butt told her of the
consequences.


As she pulled the navy blue cum stained mini skirt up she looked out at
the increasing number of windows filled with light in the three adjacent public
housing buildings.  She felt ashamed standing in the young toughs window; her
half bra barely covering her small firm breasts.....and holding her skirt up to
her waist.  The boy's sticky cum was starting to dry on Jackie's beautiful
face.


Jackie suddenly felt the strong hands grasp the top of her pantyhose.  As
the thumbs inserted themselves at her hips she gasped.  The sheer pantyhose
were slowly pulled down over her sleek hips.  He left the pantyhose at her
knees and returned his hands to the white lace thong panties.  The fingers were
inserted into the waist band; he heard the gasp from Jackie's throat.  He felt
her trembling thighs.  The panties were dragged down to her knees to rest atop
the pantyhose.


Jackie stood shivering in the window as she felt the strong finger insert
itself into the soft crevice of her tight butt cheeks.  The index finger
outlined the crack and slipped to her moist pussy folds.  He sawed his finger
back and forth and shortly it was soaked with the delicate creme of her inner
lips.  Salam felt the sharp intake of breath; and then let the finger slip
between the folds.


"How long have you been married Mrs. Thurman?" questioned the black
teenager.


Jackie's mind was swirling with conflicting emotions; she was unprepared
for the simple question.  It was dark; and she was standing in front of a
picture window where everyone in the public housing project could see her.
"I've been married for ten years," she meekly answered.


The long black finger found her clit........... she jerked forward at the
rough manipulation.  "Please let me go home Salam," she pleaded.


Salam grabbed the sensitive bud between his finger and thumb and squeezed
the erect little bud.  "From now on you address me as 'Daddy', " Salam ordered.


"It was a totally ridiculous request," thought the poor tormented wife.
The request was quickly tempered by another squeeze and Jackie nearly dropped
to her knees.


"Spread your legs Mrs. Thurman," ordered Salam.


Jackie tried to spread her beautiful legs but the binding pantyhose
restricted her movements.  "Yes Daddy......."


The sensual stroking was causing the young wife extreme anxiety.  The
pleasure was becoming almost unbearable.  She started gently swaying with the
in and out movements of the hard fingers.  Closing her eyes she tried to forget
her predicament..........


She then felt the warm wet tongue on her red and tender ass.  The gentle
kisses; the knowing manipulation of her elongated clit; and the increasingly
rapid thrusting of the black fingers were bringing the young wife to orgasm.


Jackie continued swaying with the rhythm of the insertion of black index
finger.  Salam could feel the powerful orgasm building  and abruptly removed
his fingers.


Jackie could not understand why the pleasure giving fingers were removed.
Opening her eyes she pleaded with the black teen age boy......."Oh God, PLEASE
DADDY, finish me. Don't leave me like this !!!"


"Give me your Wedding Ring...." ordered the young black rapist.


The order.... the command..... caught the young tormented housewife
completely offguard.  "NO..... Please no...I can't give you my wedding
ring......"


"I want your wedding ring.  If you are a good fuck I will return it,"
mocked Salam.  To emphasize his command he slapped the tender ass cheeks.  When
Jackie didn't respond she was given another.... and another swift slap.


Jackie's tender cheeks could not stand the brutal slap. They were already
raw from the previous spanking.  After the fourth or fifth slap she again
pleaded with the teen age probationer. "Please Daddy.  You don't know what you
are asking for.  I can't give you my wedding ring....It symbolizes my love and
devotion for......"


The next series of slaps again brought tears streaming down Jackie's Cum
Coated cheeks.  It took only another three slaps until Mrs. Jackie Thurman
dropped the hem of her skirt to pull her wedding ring off her finger.  With
tears in her eyes she turned and faced the arrogant young street tough.


"Put the symbol of your love on my necklace pretty lady," continued the
mocking command.


It was at this point that Jackie noticed the necklace with four or five
wedding rings dangling from it's length.  "Please........" came the pitiful
sob.


Salam lifted his hand and quickly found the leaking pussy lips of his
latest conquest.  He allowed his hands to outline the outside of the folds and
search for the tender bud of life.  "Do what I tell you.  Maybe I'll give you a
mercy fuck... "


Her emotions overtaking her ability to reason she undid the gold clasp
and slipped the thin gold band onto the necklace. The ring quickly slid to join
the other five wedding bands.


"Recite the giving of the wedding band Mrs. Thurman," the young tough
ordered.  He chuckled; his conquest was complete.


"Please don't make me.... I can't betray my husband like that," she
begged.


"Doesn't my cheating little wife want a mercy fuck....You've seen my
cock.  Don't you want it inserted into your little hole?" the black continued.


The conquest was truly completed.  Jackie could not stand any more
torment and anguish.  She needed relief.  She needed cock..Long Black Hard
Cock.  And she needed it now.  "With this ring I thee wed............" she
softly sobbed.


Salam quickly rewarded his little cheating wife.  The right index finger
returned to its soft stroking of her tender and agitated clit.  She willingly
tried to spread her legs more but the constricting pantyhose again bound her
knees in place.  The torment caused her to plead with her "Daddy".  "Fuck me
you Black Bastard. Don't make me wait any longer".


The anguish felt by the cheating wife was complete.  She needed; NO, She
craved the pleasure giving long black cock. Salam, now completely in control,
took his time.  He wanted to savor the moment of conquest.  Licking his slips a
smile enveloped his handsome face.


His fingers continued to manipulate the sensitive blood engorged clit.
With each gentle caress he felt the white wife tremble with pleasure.  "Yes, "
he thought, "My little white Probation Officer will get her reward".


For the briefest of moments Jackie contemplated her dilemma.  Here she
was, a heretofore faithful loving wife and mother.  But now..... but now she
was standing if front of a ten floor window in the most dangerous and
demoralizing housing project in the city.  She imagined the prying eyes of the
tenants and could see the stroking of their black cocks........


Another gentle caress...........


"Oh God, how could she stand such pleasure?" she thought.


"Down on your knees.....  Mrs. Thurman...." came the simple order.


Jackie reopened her eyes and looked into the confident and mocking dark
brown eyes of her teenage tormentor.  His conquest..... her submission was
complete.  "At least I none of the prying eyes will see my shame...." thought
the young wife.


Jackie meekly submitted and dropped to her bare knees.


"Stick your Lilly white ass up Mrs. Thurman....  You do want your little
pussy stuffed don't you Mrs. Thurman?" questioned Salam.  He enjoyed
emphasizing the "Mrs." in his commands.  He was very confident for a fourteen
year kid.


Jackie, her swollen lips coated with her creme meekly obtained her
seducer.  She lowered her pretty face to the dirty carpet.  The smell nearly
gagged her; but she felt her need as it leaked down the inside of her legs.
After nearly a minute she became agitated as Salam merely stood behind her
swaying tight ass.  She scooted back trying to obtain contact with the pleasure
giving black tool.


Salam observed her subtle movement and instinctively retreated.  He
wanted to make the desirable young wife beg for his cock.  And Beg she
would......


Jackie, nearly exhausted from the emotional surrender to the young black
gang member continued to scoot backwards in an attempt to lodge the long hard
black organ into her wet and willing chamber of pleasure.  As the black
maneuvered to evade the leaking pleasure hole Jackie became even more
frustrated.  Her scooting backwards had ripped the knees of her pantyhose which
were still binding her legs together.


"Please Salam......... Please have mercy.  I need you so much......Please
give me pleasure.....PLEASEEEEEE," begged the tormented young wife.


For her begging she received another vicious slap across her redden and
bruised tight ass cheeks.  As the pain rapidly reached her tormented brain she
again consciously lowered her head even more and arched her delightful ass
cheeks in the direction of the elusive hard black cock.


Salam, again, with a big smile covering his face, knee walked the two
paces separating the two would be lovers.  He placed his hard black cock on the
reddened ass and let it slide along the red cheeks.


Jackie, her mind comprehending that her pleasure was near twisted her
tight ass so that her seeping hole was finally in contact with the black cock
lunged backwards until the first five inches was firmly imbedded in her tight
pussy chamber.  The fullness excited her...... and she pushed backwards hoping
to embed even more cock into her seeping hot hole.  The man weapon was nearly
too large.....even with her more than ample lubrication.  Screaming she again
pushed backwards; her lust now completely out of control.


Salam, content to merely being an observer of the ravishment of the
beautiful white wife held his ground as the unfaithful wife ground herself on
to his massive black log.


It took Jackie nearly five minutes to finally feel the tip of the black
cock push against her cervix.  Although it brought a sharp pain it also brought
immense pleasure to finally feel the entire length of hard black cock.  Saliva
dripped from her lips as she begged for the teenage thug to impale her even
more......"Please, Fuck Me you black bastard !!!!" she screamed.


At long last Salam made his move and brutally positioned the long hard
cock into a unforgiving and unyielding cavity of his latest conquest.  The hard
black buttocks of the brutal gang member propelled the long shaft into the
tender inner recesses of Jackie's womanhood.  The longer Salam impaled the
tender pussy folds the harder and faster his lean body thrust.  The two lovers
were beyond the point of retreat.


Jackie was the first to reach her mountaintop.  Her climax was as hard
and brutal as the black cock impaling her tender cuntal muscles....  The orgasm
was quick...decisive and overwhelmed the young beautiful wife.  It consumed her
entire body as she sought total release.......


Salam felt his mastery overtake the bucking young wife. As his probation
officer tried to extract every single millimeter of cock length he felt his
large testicles fill with hot discharge.  As Jackie's tight cunt muscles
squeezed his black tube...........the tube filled her chamber with red hot
black seed.


Jackie screamed her release........


Salam finally felt the last blast of seed spurt from the end of his cock.
The abundant scalding cum exploded around the tight opening where he had buried
his black manhood.  He fell on top of the now quiet lean white body of the
beautiful wife.  The weight of the teenager forced Jackie's tender breasts
against the hard and unforgiving floor.


Her breathing was irregular and she felt like she was suffocating with
the large muscular man on top of her.  The two lovers lay quietly for nearly
ten minutes as the black seed flowed from her tender and abused chamber.  At
long last Salam's manhood softened...and another stream of sticky fluid flowed
from the swollen lips of Jackie's womanhood.


Salam pulled himself up and squeezed the remaining trapped fertile seed
on the back of the delightful thighs of his plaything.  "This bitch was
his......" was his only conscious thought.


Once he was on his knees he slid to the stain coated coach.  It took
nearly twenty minutes for Jackie to regain her breath and............. her
senses.  She tried to quickly analyze what had happened these past several
hours.  She felt the black seed drip from her treasure.  The seed had started
to dry in her peach fuzz covering.  It matted the sparse cuntal hair and felt
sticky on her thighs.


Mrs. Jackie Thurman wanted desperately to dress and escape.  She knew
that this would not be possible.  Mrs. Jackie Thurman was now the plaything for
a fourteen year old black gang member and her life was decidedly much more
complicated.  Her mind traversed to the moment when she surrendered her
treasured wedding ring............  "How was she to explain this loss to her
devoted husband?" her mind searched for an acceptable answer.


As her mind swirled for answers, or at least acceptable logic she felt
Salam's bare foot kick her tender ass muscles.


Jackie turned and looked up at the black youth.  He looked even larger
sitting on the sofa with herself in the prone position.  Her eyes searched his
for even the smallest degree of compassion.  There was none......


"Clean me Bitch," was the only response.


Jackie, instinctively comprehending the direct and brutal order pulled
her tired and aching body up to a sitting position. Once her body adjusted to
the new position Salam slowly opened his legs.  The man organ, although semi
limp, was still awesome. Jackie could not comprehend how the large prod was
able to bury itself into her small tender pussy.  Mrs. Jackie Thurman did not
allow herself the pleasure of reducing the kinks and pains in her tight body to
disappear.  She crawled between the open legs and buried her face into the warm
and wet crotch.  The salty taste burned her tender lips.  Jackie felt the
muscular legs and thighs tighten around her petite body and draw her ever more
into the musky entrapment.  The only thing she could do was to open her mouth
and swallow the large black cock.  Her tongue cleaned each crevice and toyed
with the large vein on top of the man weapon.


After she had cleaned her new master she leaned back.


The sharp shrill sound of the door bell jolted her to consciousness.


"My friends are here.  Go answer the door you little whore," ordered the
arrogant black cocksman.


Mrs. Jackie Thurman pulled the shredded pantyhose from her feet and
looked forlornly at the black gang member....


Her mind comprehended that her ordeal was just beginning......not
ending........


***************************************************
If you would like to read more of Arc Light's excellent stories
then please visit the Arc Light Archive at:
     http://www.darkwanderer.net/alight.html
Enjoy!!!
***************************************************
If you enjoyed this story then please visit my site.
If you have a story you would like to posted on my
site please email it to:
darkwanderer@darkwanderer.net
***************************************************


Randy Ballard's Domination


Randy Ballard's Domination


by Arc Light


Randy Ballard is the Vice Lord of the BLACK GANGSTER ELITES.  However, he
is currently serving a thirty year sentence for first degree murder, at the
Jacksonville (IL) Correctional Center for Men.  For all practical purposes, he
controls the prison and all the inhabitants within the cold gray walls.


Of the inmate population, nearly three fourths are under his direct and
brutal control.  The remaining twenty five per cent of the white boy prisoners
are so fearful of his harsh and brutal commands, that they make every effort to
avoid all contacts with the BGE'S.


The other people in the prison consist of the guards, who are even more
intimidated.  They have never questioned the authority of Randy and the BGE's,
since the first day he arrived.  The first day found nine of the three hundred
guards admitted to the hospital with serious wounds.  Since that day of wrath,
the warden and the guards have effectively turned day to day control over to
Randy and his fellow black thugs.


Randy is constantly surrounded by six of the most cruel and unmerciful
members of his gang.  On the first day of April, he is in the weight yard
strengthening his already over powering massive body. At six foot six inches,
he is a tower of pure and unrelenting muscle. Very seldom did he have to exert
direct control, as he allowed his inner guard to inflict whatever punishment
that needed to be meted out.


As he finished his work out routine, he was leisurely observing the
parking lot.  As the most beautiful creature that god ever created sensuously
slides up the long walk way to the main gate.  As she entered, virtually ever
male eye in the compound observed the perfect beauty. Her high chiseled cheeks
were framed by shoulder length blonde hair. Her deep blue eyes rested on each
side of a perfect nose.  Her sensuous mouth hid perfect white teeth.  Her face
was the face, that demanded to be on the cover of every magazine in the
country.  The perfect body of the young woman, should have been the sole entry
in every men's magazine for six months.  Her most striking feature was that of
her long and perfect legs.  The gathered throng could only guess the pleasures
below the stylishly cut short sun dress.


When "Missy" reached the guard shack, her husband of only six months
rushed out to retrieve his lunch sack, before every inmate in this cruel place
shot off in there prison work pants.  Pecking his beautiful wife on the cheek,
he could only gaze as she scampered back down the long walk way.  The obscene
catcalls from the gathered human debris followed the young girl back to her
car.  Although she was upset and angered by the animal like behavior, she
extracted a small degree of revenge as she slowly slid behind the wheel of her
sleek camaro.  Since the car was parked perpendicular to the chain length
fence, she allowed her short dress to ride up her long and graceful legs.  Once
seated on the bucket seat, she pulled up the short dress even more and let her
lips form a mocking smile as she slowly closed the door and sped off leaving
gravel flying behind the back tires.


As Randy turned to his cronies, he muttered "That little white bitch will
be in the stable by this time next week."


He then ordered the inner circle of thugs to obtain the name and travel
pattern of the white boy husband, a junior guard named John Jones.  Within the
hour, Randy was reviewing the guard pattern of the unsuspecting young husband.
Within the second hour, the unfortunate guard was on his knees, in front of
Randy, fearing for his life.  The inner circle of guards had captured the young
man on his routine pattern directly outside the shower area by the gym.  It
took only two of them, to bring him to his knees with several brutal punches.
Once on the ground, one guard produced a jagged homemade knife, which he put
directly against his neck.  The other black thug grabbed his dark mane of hair,
so that he could look directly up into the unforgiving eyes of Randy Ballard,
his new master and mentor.


"Well, you little piece of shit.  I can't think of any reason that you
should remain among the living, can you?" questioned Randy.


"Oh God Please.  Don't kill me, please don't kill me," begged the
unfortunate John.


Upon a nod from Randy, the huge black with the jagged knife started
inserting the blade into the soft neck flesh.


"Please, please don't kill me.  I'll do anything to stay alive, but
please don't kill me," pleaded the now bleeding white guard.


Mocking the pleading guard, Randy scratches his chin.  "Well, well white
boy.  I wonder what you have that would interest me?" Smiling at his gathered
ensemble, he continues, "Maybe that little piece of white trash that you are
married to, would want to save your miserable life.  What do you think white
boy?"


With the jagged knife continuing to cause his skin to rupture and bleed,
John quickly made the decision to save his own miserable live at the expected
expense of his beautiful wife.


"I'll let my wife be with you, but please, for god's sake don't kill
me.", continued the begging prison guard.


While the black master was considering the possibilities, his assembled
inner guard had unbuckled his belt and pulled his prison uniform pants down to
his knees.  The most vicious of the enforcers had firmly grabbed the testicles
and manweapon in his huge black hand and produced another homemade jagged edge
knife, which he placed against the shriveled white boy cock.


"Tomorrow the do gooder ladies of the prison guard auxiliary group is due
to save us poor misguided creatures.  I expect your little white tramp to be
among that group, you dig asshole?" ordered the Vice Lord.


As the jagged blade punctured his flaccid white cock, the guard would
agree to anything.  "Oh god please.  I will do anything you say. Missy will be
here.  I will bring her to you but I beg you don't let them cut me any more!"
whimpered the white boy guard.


Looking down at the cowering white boy guard, Randy decided to add
another ingredient of domination.  "When your white tramp comes to get bred by
a black master, she best look like the whore she is.  I want the bitch to be
wearing black leather mini skirt, garter and hose, and knee high boots.  She
best not be wearing any panties or bra,they will just get in the way when I
breed her with my black cock," smirks the Vice Lord.


As his eyes tear, John agrees to the humiliating conditions.


To prove once again who the master is, Randy nodded and the two knife
tenders made their point once again.  The knife at the throat slashed a half
moon three inch slit in the left cheek of the guard, while the razor sharp
homemade knife menacing his cock, made a surgical slash along the side of his
shriveled cock.  The slash went from the base to the head of his precious
manhood.  Although the wound was not deep, it was excruciatingly painful.  What
John did not know was that both of the jagged blades were treated with human
excrement, which would cause both wounds to be infected within hours.  Before
leaving the bleeding guard, he was treated to a savage kick from behind, which
drove his nut sack into his body.  As he lay writhing on the hard concrete
floor, his tormentors walked arrogantly away.


Unable to face his fellow guards, who would mock him for being so
careless in allowing himself to be caught and tortured by the inmates, he
carefully wrapped his now bleeding and swollen manhood in his handkerchief.
Wiping the blood from the incision in his cheek, he quickly found a bandage
from a nearby first aid kit.  The balance of his shift was spent in a daze.
Only when he was on his way home to be with his precious Missy, did he
contemplate how he was going to break the dreaded news to his beautiful wife.


When he walked into their new home, his wife was shocked at the vicious
looking slash, which by now was dreadfully infected.  After trying to clean the
visible wound, she nearly fainted when her beloved John told her the second
part of his misery.  Devastated, Missy tried to come up with a saving solution.
She suggested that they flee the city and reestablish their life thousands of
miles away.  When her husband explained the reach of the national gang, she
desperately told her husband to turn the chieftain over to the warden.
Laughing, he told his frightened wife that neither of them would live out the
day, if he tried to take "legal" action against the gang overlord.


Despondent over her anticipated rape, Missy fell into a fitful slumber.
Awakening the next morning, she resolved that she would have to comply with her
husband's pleading.  At the fitful moment, when she was slipping into the
whorish looking attire, she finally lost her remaining shreds of respect for
her sobbing husband.


As she slipped the white silk blouse on, she could feel her pert nipples
thrust against the tight material.  Looking in the mirror, she became
embarrassed at her sluttish appearance.  The black leather mini shirt, was
extremely short and extremely tight.  It molded against her perfect body.  The
young housewife felt naked without her lace panties and bra.  At the last
minute, she slipped on a pair of sheer white lace panties.  Although, it was
against the expressed wishes of the gang overlord, Missy felt she needed at
least a shred of decency, if she was to enter, the debauchery that her husband
had landed her in.


As they drove up to the drive way, in front of the main gate, he could
feel the stares of not only the inmates, but also of his fellow guards.  As the
two entered the compound, John could see the astounded stare of the warden, as
he meekly explained that his wife was joining the prison guards women's
auxiliary.  He hurriedly escorted his wife to the main set of classrooms.


He had been instructed to present his wife to Randy Ballard, Vice Lord of
the BGE'S at Classroom D.  Unknown to him and the other prison staff, Classroom
D had been specially modified to accommodate the carnal needs of the BGE'S. The
four monitoring cameras had their lens removed and replaced by a sophisticated
laser photograph of the room at the four different camera angles. When the
bleary eyed monitoring guards viewed the room, all they could see was a vacant
classroom.


The room was a very distinct classroom, but not one where standard
classes were taught.  The classroom was modified to accommodate the initiation
of the white wives of the prison guards and staff.  In the closet, was the
latest tattoo and piercing equipment.  In addition, every available bondage
device was hanging from the over flowing closet.  Several dirty cum coated
mattresses were laying along the side of the room and there was a solitary
chair directly in the center of the room.


When John and his young wife Missy reached Classroom D, he meekly tapped
on the door.  Randy heard the meek tapping, but decided to make the young white
wife wait to be serviced, serviced like a mare waiting for her stallion to
mount her.


John continued his meek tapping, increasing the tempo and loudness, while
anxiously looking around for any of his fellow guards.


Finally, the huge black appeared at the door and filled the over sized
door frame with his massive body.  He was bare chested and his muscled hairy
black chest bristled with his massive pectorals.  He was wearing only a small
pair of gray cotton gym shorts.  His muscled stomach is tight and seems to
point towards his large unrestricted black manhood.  He wore no shoes and much
to the chagrin of his frightened quarry, he wore no supporter under the skimpy
shorts.  His massive nine inch black cock was already thrusting against the
thin material.


Missy's bright blue eyes fell to the thrusting bulge, which appeared to
the petite girl like a mammoth log.  She was nearly in shock at the huge black
cock thrusting against the cotton shorts.


John, terribly apprehensive now that the time had come, meekly introduced
his lovely wife, "Mr. Ballard, this is my wife, Missy."


Missy, terribly conscious of her attire, submissively held out her small
hand.  Expecting the black giant to shake her hand, she held her hand outward
while Randy Ballard mockingly stared at the yuppie couple.  Amused, he merely
stared at the frightened young housewife.


After a seemingly eternity, Missy let her hand ball to her side, while
her bright blue eyes dropped to the floor.


"So this is the piece of white trash you brought me to fuck," questioned
Randy.


Shocked at the brutal statement, John merely nods.


Wanting to further humiliate the prison guard, Randy arrogantly reaches
out and fondles Missy's breast, in front of her tremblingly husband.  Missy,
her eyes still downcast, stood quietly while the huge black giant continued his
stroking of the tender breast meat.


"Have you ever had a real man, you little bitch?" asks Randy, his fingers
pinching the hardening nipples.


"I've only been with my husband," sobs Missy.


Randy couldn't tell if the sob indicated submission to him or disdain for
her nervous white boy husband.


"Yes, I think that I'm going to like sticking my black cock up your tight
white cunt.  Once you have been privileged with black cock you won't go back to
that wimp ass piece of shit you're married to," continued Randy.


John could only meekly stand near the door and look at his shoes.  The
twitching of his infected cock, hurt tremendously as it tried to harden, as his
beautiful young wife was fondled and humiliated in front of him.


Brutally pinching her nipples, Randy gives his first order; "Suck my toes
you piece of white trash!"


Missy, trembling at the fondling and at the fear over taking her young
body.  Fear of discovery by another guard, fear of her growing excitement, fear
of the huge black manipulating her arousal by his forceful fingers.  Seeing no
options, the beautiful Missy drops to her knees and lets her tongue slip out of
her red coated lips.  She touches the toes with her petite tongue.  The total
humiliation is causing her white lace panties to become soaked.  The arousal at
her total submission is causing all sorts of wondrous feeling throughout her
tight body.


After what seems an eternity to John, Randy Ballard finally speaks, "I
best be taking your wife inside now, for her first real fucking.  I plan to
warm up this little frigid bitch of a wife that you have given me.  After
today, she will be put in my stable of bitches on the outside to whore for me
and the BGE'S.  You won't be minding if your precious little wife starts
whoring for me, will you white boy?"


John, stuttering tried to say something. but nothing came out.


Randy slaps the white boy guard across the lips and asks the question
again, "You don't care if I turn your little tramp of a wife out to walk the
streets for me do you white boy?"


Trembling, with tears running down his cheeks meekly sobs, "No."


Randy, looking down at the cowering wife at his feet, gives his next
order, "You best be getting in the classroom.   I might even open up that
Hershey highway of yours.  Would you like me to stick my black cock up that
tight little ass of yours?"


Terrified, Missy says nothing, but rises and enters the room where her
ordeal is to begin.


Before entering the room, Randy turns back to the sobbing John and
instructs him, "You stand guard at the door.  I don't want anyone interrupting
me, while I fuck your wife.  She looks like she will really enjoy me sticking
my black cock up her love channel.  When I'm through with your wife, she will
be a woman, not a little piece of fluff waiting for you to come home."


Randy slams the door and pushes Missy towards the center of the room and
the lone single chair.  "Go sit in the chair," orders the Vice Lord.


Missy slowly walks to the center of the room and sits down in the chair
facing the huge black giant.  She modestly keeps her long boot and nylon
covered legs tightly together.  Her white silk blouse is half open from the
ruthless fondling of only moments before.  She stares at the black, who sits on
a bench near a table.


"After I breed you today, I will expect you to obey me.  I will want you
to seduce some of the other guard's wives into the BGE'S. You will also bring
pleasure to the rest of my inner staff here at the prison.  Do you understand
what is required of you, Mrs. Jones?"


"Yes," came the meek reply.


"When you address me in the future you will address me as Mr. Ballard,"
ordered the Vice Lord.


"Yes, Mr. Ballard," replies the young white wife.


"Spread those long legs Mrs. Jones.  Lets see what charms you have to
give me," orders the seducer.


Hesitantly, Mrs. Missy Jones lets her long legs come apart.  The tight
black leather mini skirt rides up her thighs, as the legs open up. She stares
into the dark brown eyes of her tormentor, as she spreads the divine gams
further apart.  She is feeding off the intenseness of the dark eyes, as they
take in the pleasure of the beautiful sight unfolding before him.


As the legs continue to spread, he can see the wisp of the darker bands
of nylon on her upper thighs.  The white lace panties soaked by her woman fluid
become an even greater arousing vision.  Usually, the black destroyer of white
virgin woman holes, would be distraught at the sight of pussy covering.
However, the sight of the darker wet stains was erotic even to the ultimate
sexual animal, Mr. Randy Ballard.


"I want to see you spread those pink pussy lips.  Do it without taking
the panties off," orders Randy.


Closing her eyes, Missy inserts her long lean fingers into the legs of
her panties.  As she pulls the panties aside, she sensuously caresses the blood
engorged pussy lips.  She sensuously rubs up and down and outer lips.  She
allows her fingers to touch the hooded nubbin of pleasure.  As her fingernail
scraps the sensitive love button she allows a soft moan to escape her lips.  As
each pleasurable sensation reaches her brain, the frantic fingers increase in
intensity their pleasure producing friction.


"Stand up and strip.  I don't think you will need any of those clothes
for the rest of the afternoon," ordered Randy.


Shocked out of her near fulfillment, Missy stands up and pulls the tight
leather skirt down.  Looking over to the amused seated Black Master, she slowly
finishes unbuttoning the white silk blouse and lets it slip off of her
shoulders and fall to the floor.  Standing before the Black Master in only her
garter, hose, black knee high boots and white lace panties, she looks into her
Master's dark eyes.


The Black Vice Lord rises and slips his huge fingers into the gray cotton
gym shorts and slowly tugs the tight fitting shorts over his muscled thighs.
Missy observing every movement, is awestruck when the shorts expose the ten
inch Black Manhood in all its glory.  The massive love muscle is only partially
erect and is starting to point out at a right angle from the washboard muscled
stomach.  As she continues to observe the disrobing, her fleece covered love
channel starts producing the sweet smelling dew, that starts to resoak her
white panties.


When Randy has let the shorts fall to the floor, he points his index
finger at the young beauty and motions for her to come to him, "Bring me your
white panties," he orders.


As she starts to walk over to him Mr. Randy Ballard shakes his head,
"Don't walk, crawl to your Black Master."


Aroused, humiliated and desperate for release, Missy drops to her hands
and knees,  and crawls over to the seated Black Giant.


When she reaches her destination, he motions for her to stand. When she
is standing, facing her tormentor, he smiles and finally speaks, "I want you to
hand me your panties.  The pretty white panties that your husband bought you,
the panties that are wet with your drippings."


Gracefully, the blonde hair dropping nearly to her small but firm
breasts, she bends at her waist, and slips the clinging panties over her knees
and down the hose and boot covered legs.  When the task is completed, she
raises her hand and releases her white lace panties to the huge Black paw.


The Black Vice Lord brings the fragrant cloth to his nose and deeply
inhales the pleasing essence.  Although, he is still seated, he is looking
almost directly in the deep blue eyes.  Looking at her perfect breasts, her
long flowing blonde hair and her perfect legs, his cock continues to harden.
Putting the panties on the seat next to him, he asks her a simple question,
"When was the last time your wimp husband fucked you?"


"My husband and I made love three nights ago," Missy softly replies.


"Does he satisfy you, with that little white boy cock of his?" continues
Randy.


"I don't reach climax every time we make love," responds Missy sadly.


Randy Ballard rises and walks around the now trembling woman.  When he is
behind her, he reaches out and rubs her firm ass cheeks.  "Has your white boy
wimp taken your ass yet?"


Shocked, Missy quickly answers, "No.  I am too small there.  It would
hurt too much."


Still standing behind the petite blonde white housewife, and still
stroking the firm ass of his next conquest, he matter of fact states, "Before
you leave me today, you will not have your ass cherry.  If you please me, I
will lubricate my black cock before I enter you.  If you displease me, I will
bludgeon my Black Cock into your useless body, in one stroke."


Missy says nothing, but stands silently, waiting the next haunting
question that she is sure will come.


"After I breed you today, I will mark you, so that everyone knows that
you belong to me.  You will have to start whoring for me, starting tomorrow.
Have you ever worked the streets?" questions Randy Ballard, Vice Lord of the
Black Gangster Elites.


Shocked by his latest question and comment she angrily replies, "I have
never been a whore.  I won't be a whore for you!"


Controlling his anger, Randy softly whispers into the trembling
housewife's ear; "After I fuck you in your ass today, tomorrow night you will
start working the street for me.  You disobey me in word, deed or thought and I
will take a knife and peel your pretty face off. If that chicken shit husband
is terrified of me, how do you think a little tramp like you can stand up to
me?"


Poor Missy, standing in the middle of a large classroom, stripped down to
only garter, hose and black boots, trembles as she contemplates her next
response.  Her beloved husband of only six months is standing guard on the
outside of the door, while a huge black man is pawing her firm ass, threatening
to impale her with his ten inch rock solid Black Cock.  "Please don't fuck me
in the ass.  You will hurt me.  You are too large.  Please," Missy submissively
sobs.


Randy lowers his hand from the firm ass cheeks and inserts his finger
into her moist woman hole.  As the digit inserts itself, Missy is caught off
guard. At first she instinctively clenches her legs together. However, after a
few moments, the searching digit starts to bring the young woman the pleasure
that has been missing from her marriage bed.  She softly moans, as the finger
gently scrapes her hooded clit.  As the insertion continues Missy closes her
eyes and allows her long lean legs to part ever so slightly.


Randy catches the guarded parting of her legs and rewards her by
inserting a second finger.  The rapid thrusting coats, his hand with Missy's
precious lubricant.  Missy opens her legs wider, as she eagerly thrusts against
the intruding fingers giving her pleasure.  As the fingers continue the
thrusting, Missy bends over and drops to her knees. She begins moaning louder
and louder, as the pleasure giving fingers bring her to a screaming orgasm.
As the intense pleasure overwhelms her pent-up desires ,she writhes on the
floor as the spasms overtake her tight body.


"Oh God, you bring me such pleasure.  Don't stop, please don't stop.  It
feels sooooooooo good!" screams Missy.


Randy leaves his fingers in the clenching pussy, as the young wife is
prone on the hard tile floor.  As Missy's orgasm subsides, he lets his fingers
slip out.  He walks to the cabinet, at the end of the room and brings back a
full tube of K-Y jelly.  Missy does not see him walk to the cabinet, she is
recovering from her first true orgasm in months.  Unknown to her husband John,
he has not been able to bring his vivacious wife to a fulfilling orgasm since
their marriage night.  The orgasm that the Black Master has brought to the
beautiful Missy was so intense ,she was still trembling five minutes after
climax.


"Have you ever had a man? A real Man? A Black Man that can bring your
pleasure?" questions Randy.


Still laying face down on the tile floor Missy answers truthfully, "I
have never been with a Black Man.  I have thought about making love to a Black
Man. When John told me of his predicament I was at first shocked, but deep
inside I wanted to go through with the rape or the pleasure.  You have brought
me pleasure."


As she lay on the hard tile floor, she felts the sticky K-Y jelly being
squeezed out of the tube and onto her perfect firm ass cheeks. The pleasure
giving fingers, began a circular motion and rubs the cold sticky fluid on her
perfect and firm ass cheeks.  He seems to be lulling the young housewife, with
his gentle and soft caresses.  Missy suspects the ordeal that awaits her, as
the gentle motion continues. She starts to become anxious, as the fingers began
to dip in the crevice between the two mounds.  Her wrinkled brown eye clutchs,
as the persistent index finger sought entrance to her last virgin chamber.  The
swaying hips try to provide an escape valve, but the Black Master was not to be
distracted from his final goal.


The initial penetration of the elastic ring was uncomfortable, but not
painful, for the gently swaying Missy.  Randy's finger is unforgiving and
continues to insert itself deeper and deeper in the tight dark chamber.  Missy
starts becoming more fearful as the finger became more and more determined in
it's goal of free and unrestricted access to the virgin chamber.


Finally, Missy begs for the probing to stop, "Please Mr. Dillard.  Don't
fuck me in my ass.  I'm scared that you will hurt me, scared that your black
cock is too large.  Please, let me suck you instead."


The Black Master had his goal and it was not merely her warm lips wrapped
around his Black Cock.  His goal, and one that was not to be denied him was
complete domination of the beautiful white wife of a white boy guard, and that
domination was to take the form of deep Black Cock Anal Insertion.


"Raise yourself on your hands and knees.  You're about to become a real
woman.  You resist me and I'll black strap that lily white ass of yours until
you won't be able to sit for a week.  Do you want your ass Black Strapped
little Tramp?"


Trembling uncontrollably, Missy answers with a broken voice, "No please
don't beat me.  I'm afraid you will hurt me.  Please fuck my pussy with your
black cock.  I can take you there, you will tear my poor asshole."


Even as she begs for redemption, however, she raises herself to her hands
and knees.  Trying to entice her tormentor, she sensuously sways her ass,
hoping against hope, that he will reconsider and sink his manhood between her
sopping and clenching pussy lips.


Randy Ballard squeezes an ample supply of the jelly into his hand and
lubricates his ten inches of hard Black Manhood.  Stroking himself with the
slippery jelly, he brings his black manhood into an even greater hardness.
Randy knows that hardness is what it will take, to sink the log into the tight
chamber winking at him, as Missy continues to sway her cheeks.


At first, he lays the black log on top of the cheeks.  He wants his newest
inductee to anticipate the entry into her most sacred chamber.  Poor, poor
Missy was fearful of the insertion of the manhood.  She had hoped to lodge the
cock into her pussy, in hopes of making it so pleasurable for the black
convict, as to seduce him to the pleasure of her womanhood.


Her hope was soon dashed, as she felt the huge purple head rub against the
wrinkled winking brown eye of her dark chamber.  As Randy Ballard, became more
insistent of entry, she tried to knee walk away.  Her efforts were for naught
as Randy grabbed her by her sleek hips and in one brutal thrust buried half of
the length into the tight chamber.  Her anal muscles screamed against the
intrusion, as Randy rapidly began the forceful thrusting, attempting admission
of more and more of his black muscle.


After the first brutal thrust, poor Missy was merely attempting to adjust
to the tremendous pressure, the fullness of the black cock filling her tight
asshole.


What seemed so horrible at first, began to subside as the pleasure
overtook the pain, as her sphincter muscle became accustomed to the huge black
cock.  The fullness coupled with the friction started to bring pleasure for the
young housewife.


Although many blood vessels had been ruptured and were coating the
thrusting black love muscle, Missy was beginning to seek the pleasure that was
rapidly overtaking her tight body.


As Randy continued cramming his muscle into the tight asshole, he reached
around with his right hand and pinched her hard nipple between his finger and
thumb.  This one simple move created another mind shattering orgasm for the
young woman.  She had very few orgasms in her young life.  This was her first
orgasm reached by anal intercourse.


The screaming of his young white wife, could be heard by John Jones, the
prison guard just outside the door.  The door that he was guarding; the door
which separated the ravishment of his wife by the most vicious black criminal
in the Illinois penal system.  The ravishment brought on by his fear; fear for
his life.  He tried to block out the screams but couldn't.  He realized that
his life and the life of his beautiful wife would never be the same.  For some
reason he felt his own less than ample white cock start to harden.  As it
harden, he felt the pain of the infected slash as the pus began to ooze into
his underpants.


Randy let his own huge muscled body fall to the floor, following Missy's
decline to the hard surface.  He let his black cock fill her ruptured anal
canal, as it softened inside her asshole.  After a short respite, he pulled
himself up and let his large black cock slip from its tight chamber.  As the
cock slipped from its chamber, the white cum mixed with strings of blood flowed
down Missy's beautiful thighs.  The sticky mancum soaked the top dark bands of
her hose.


Missy felt the black cock leave her tight constricting asshole and the
liquid departing her damaged anal canal.  She felt very drained from the last
two pleasure producing ordeals.  The intenseness of her breeding session nearly
overwhelmed her mind, along with her body.


Randy raised himself to his knees and grabbed the beautiful long blonde
hair, "Clean my black cock little tramp."


Missy brushed her hair from her eyes and looked up at the still menacing
long black cock.  All she saw was the one eyed purple head, as she let her
tongue snake out of her dark red coated lips and caress the purple head, which
is still leaking cum.  She tongues the head, trying to clean all the spunk, off
the still semi hard black cock. Laboriously, she cleans the entire black cock
with her precious tongue. She savors the taste, especially the taste of the cum
mixed with her blood.  She realizes that this Black Man has brought her to
sexual fulfillment.  Although the thought of becoming one of his whores is
abhorrent to her upbringing, she realizes that she will do anything to continue
to receive the rewards of his black cock.


As she finishes tonguing his black cock, he wipes the rest of the scum in
her flowing blonde hair.  Before rising, he batters the pleasure giving
instrument against her cheeks.


Randy Ballard walks to the door and opens it.  He is still totally naked
and watches John Jones reaction as he urgently looks into the vacant classroom
and immediately sees his nearly naked young wife sitting on the hard white
tile floor.  She is sitting on her ass with her legs brought up to her chin.
He can see the cum dripping from her ravished asshole and forming a puddle on
the clean white floor. Looking into her eyes he sees a look of satisfaction, a
look of pure sexual release, of inner calm.


"Your wife's asshole was tight but I managed to stick my BLACK COCK to the
limit.  She squealed like a stuck pig but I finally made her a woman, something
you will never be able to accomplish, with that four inch noodle you have
between your legs.  Did you hear her scream when I stuck it to her?", mocked
the Black Master.


John Jones had no response.  He could not take his eyes off of his
beautiful wife, her look of satisfaction, as the black cum was dripping from
her ass.  His deep dark thoughts, is that he would have given anything to watch
the ravishment of his wife fucking or more properly being fucked by the huge
naked black man standing next to him.  He was brought back to reality when his
face was slapped by the inmate.


"I have several friends who want to meet your wife.  They are waiting in
Classroom B down the hall.  Go get them, your wife is waiting," orders Randy to
the dumbfounded white boy guard.


His mind shattered, the guard absent mindly walked down the long hall to
escort three more black inmates, who were going to have sexual intercourse with
his precious wife.  Upon arriving at the proper classroom he knocked and
shortly the three black inmates came to the door and preceded to walk towards
the room, containing the beauty that they breed this afternoon.


Although none of the three had more than the basic intelligence of the
common criminal, they made up for it in the physique of the street gang.  Each
of the three were highly muscled and each had physical scars of battles past.
One, named Big Foot was six foot eight inches and weighed over 320 pounds.
While not all muscle, a good portion was and what wasn't was made up for by the
brutality of his thought process.  He was currently serving thirty years for
the criminal sexual assault.  Although he contended the young blonde sought out
his company, the District Attorney for Northern California chose to prosecute
anyway.


"Does your wife fuck black men very often white boy?" mocked Big Sam.


Correction Officer John Jones did not answer.  He knew, or thought he knew
the answer.  After today the answer would obviously be totally different.


"When I stick your wife with my Black Dick she's going to have my black
seed drip from her ears.  After I stretch her delicate little pussy she won't
even be able to feel that pathetic little cock of your's guard man," Big Sam
continued.


John Jones continued to look straight forward.  What could he do?  Admit
that his wife now craved black cock?  Admit that she had just been ass fucked
by the most vicious prisoner in the prison?  There was no answer, and what John
Jones feared the most was that Big Foot was in fact right in his analysis.
What if his precious Missy's love box was stretched by the hard Black Cock that
she would be receiving.  His inadequate manhood could never measure up to these
black cocks.  At the moment all his cock could do is throb from the ragged slit
and infected outer skin.  Even as they walked down the hallway the puss and
blood were soaking his uniform pants having coated his underwear.


When the four reached the door of Classroom D, the inmates waited for the
guard to open the door.  One final humiliation, having the white boy guard open
the door to allow the three black convicts the opportunity to black seed his
precious white wife.


While John was on his journey to retrieve the next black servicing
participants, Randy Ballard had told poor Missy her next duties.  She was
informed that when the three black inmates entered the room, she was to walk to
each one and deep tongue each one in turn.  She was also told to rub her
precious petite body against the hard bodies of the entering inmates.  Her
final instruction was that she was to humiliate her white boy husband.  She was
to describe in detail her desire and longing for the black cocks that she was
about to receive. She was to praise them for their sexual ability, and degrade
her inadequate husband.  If she failed in her assignment, her white boy husband
would be the next example of Black Gangster Elite vengeance. The sexually
stimulated wife was anxiously awaiting her next love partners, but she did not
want to inflict more emotional damage on her husband.  It seemed, correctly,
however that she had no choice.


When the trio entered, Randy Ballard, ordered the white guard to man the
door, on the inside this time.  He wanted to totally break the guard, by
forcing him to watch the degradation of his wife, as she was bred by the
assembled Black Cast.


Missy had taken the brief interlude to straighten her now torn hose and
brush her hair.  She applied a fresh coat of dark red lipstick but could not
repair the mascara and other makeup.  Her first fucking had badly smeared the
excessive make up and the smeared look, made her look more like a street whore
at the end of the night, rather than the privileged white housewife.  She was
still wearing the knee high black leather boots, Randy Ballard liked boots and
Randy always got what Randy wanted.


The black trio of vicious inmates stopped about half way into the room and
Missy walked over to welcome them to their new playpen. The first in line,
naturally, was Big Foot.  Poor Missy had to stand on her tip toes to reach his
mouth.  Smiling into the scarred face she closed her eyes and slid her tongue
into his deep oral cavity.  His foul breath caused by his rotting teeth almost
made her gag but she forced herself to tongue fuck the monster while rubbing
her body against his massive frame.  As she finished, she looked over at her
astounded husband and smirked, "If only you were a real man.  These are the
only men that I plan to get this fine white body.  Maybe if you take notes you
won't be so useless in the future."


Missy quickly moved to the second black, much smaller in height but
massively muscled.  His shoulders and arms were rock hard as a result of five
years of five hour per day weight lifting.  As Missy inserted her delicate
tongue, he planted his hands on her ravished ass cheeks and pulled the young
woman brutally forward against his solid body.  By the end of her tonguing,
Missy's cock absent pussy was starting to throb from anticipation.


The third black to receive the cool and sweet tasting tongue was nearly
the ugliest human alive.  His face, burned by acid in an inter gang battle was
hideously deformed.  Missy closing her eyes, inserted her tongue into the
twisted oral cavity and rubbed her tight body against the hard build of the
black convict.


As she backed away, she noticed that Randy Ballard had brought two dirty
mattresses to the center of the room.  The black inmates finished undressing
and Missy sensuously walked over to the mattresses and laid down, spreading her
long legs in an enticing inducement.


"I want you to watch John.  I want you to see how a real man takes care of
his lady.  These black men are going to pleasure me, something that you could
never do," cruelly mocked Missy.


John merely stood at the door, transfixed by the tongueing that his wife
had just performed on the vicious hardened criminals.  As she spread her long
perfect legs, inviting the blacks to black service her, his white cock
painfully sprang to attention.  He said nothing.  There was nothing to say.


Big Foot pushed his smaller companions to the side.  He planned to be the
first and no one objected.  He walked to the mattress and straddled Missy's
chest in order for her to be able to suck his long black cock to rigidness.  He
lost no time with niceties, as he shoved his cock into the delicate white wife.
As Missy struggled with the length of the large cock the second black crawled
between Missy's widespread legs and let his tongue do the talking.  His long
tongue snaked into sopping pussy folds and quickly brought a gushing response
from the aroused Mrs. Missy Jones.


When his cock was hard and rigid Big Foot  pulled out of the delicate
mouth and asked Mrs. Jones the obvious question, "You want my black cock little
tramp?"


Wanting the large pleasure giver in her aroused woman hole and mindful of
her orders, she used her sexiest voice, and made sure that her husband could
hear her response, "Please give me your black cock. I have not had any cock as
magnificence as yours.  Please fill my hole."


Big Foot needed no further invitation, as he shoved the licking black from
her entrance.  As he knee walked into position Missy struggled to spread her
long legs even more.  Since she was petite and since he was huge, even her best
effort could not achieve what she desired.  Before inserting his huge black
cock into her seeping hole, he took both booted ankles in his hands and forced
them wider.  Missy felt as if she was a wishbone.


At the moment of entry she forgot about the stretched leg muscles and did
everything to accommodate the massive black log. Even her sopping pussy was not
prepared for the fullness and length that followed.  As he brutally entered the
small woman, she screamed as the massive log was buried to the hilt in one
savage thrust.  As she opened her mouth to scream a second time,  she found
that the scarred black had planted his face over her mouth and was savagely
kissing the struggling woman.  The muscled black had taken her sensitive
nipples between his index finger and thumb and was pinching the abused tip
causing a great bruising.


It took only minutes for Missy's third orgasm of the day to occur.  Her
climax preceded Big Foot's who merely continued to pound the precious pussy
into submission.  By the time he flooded her fuck chamber, poor Missy had
orgasmed no less than four times.


As rapidly as Big Foot pulled his massive black log from her love chamber,
Missy was pleading with another black to take his place.


Her husband stood silently by the door observing the total abandonment of
his previously virginal wife.  As she climaxed a second time, his own cock
spewed forth a rocket shot of sperm against his prison uniform pants.  His
orgasm occurred without John even touching his bleeding and infected cock meat.


The muscled black was the second to deposit his black seed into the
precious chamber of lust, previously owned by Mrs. Missy Jones. Missy seemed to
orgasm constantly, as the Blacks continued to take turns making her swollen and
red pussy hole the recipient of black seed.  While his underlings were having
their way with the little white tramp, Randy was carefully recording each
sexual release.  He also dutifully took picture after picture, making sure to
include close ups of the sperm splattered face of their latest guest fuckee.


Randy was the last to deposit his fourth load, this one in the willing
mouth of the beautiful white housewife.  As she licked the final drippings from
the end of his black cock, Randy made one last mocking gesture to the white
prison guard, "Tomorrow your little tramp of a wife is starting to whore for
me.  You'll need to take her to the black reindeer club.  She won't need to
wear any panties; the black boys down at the club will become impatient if she
does.  Right white boy?"


As John Jones looked at his beautiful wife, with a constant stream of cum
running out of her swollen cunt and down her face, he knew that his precious
wife was lost forever.  He should be ashamed, but the wet cum stain on the
front of his prison uniform, was the result of the most intense orgasm that he
had ever had.  Even at this stage of his wife's degradation, he was wondering
if he would be able to watch, the activities at the club the next night.  The
thought brought another surge of hardness to his tormented cock.
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Sandy's Day in Church
Sandy's Day in Church
                                       By
                                   Arc Light


Sandy Jenkins and her husband Jim had attended the small Baptist church
for all their lives.  They had been married in the church only four years ago;
four years of a very frustrating and unsatisfying marriage for the beautiful
blonde wife of only twenty four.  Her husband is impressively endowed with a
nearly four inch manhood.  And that manhood cannot reach the deep womb of the
passionate and unfulfilled young wife.


However, this Sunday will change the couple forever. As Sandy dresses for
church, she wickedly pulls the white silk hose up her long tanned legs and
snaps them to the thin white garter belt.  Seductively, she smiles at her
devoted and doting husband and feels the beginnings of her deep and unrelenting
frustration, as she observes his under powered manhood start to stiffen and
form a small and unimpressive tent in the front of his white boxer shorts.


Sandy turns, and pulls the white silk blouse over her small but perfect
pear shaped breasts.  Her nipples harden; but she knows deep down that even if
her husband attempts to satisfy her needs she will remain unfulfilled,
frustrated, and have the deep simmering anger fester deep inside her tight
perfect body.


Jim rises and covers the short distance between them. He reaches around
her back and gently caresses her tight nipples. Quickly, Sandy grabs his hands
and harshly reprimands her now aroused husband, "Don't.  You will only fail
again and shoot that disgusting dribble in me.  Besides we will be late for
church."


Rebuffed; Again; Jim angrily turns and walks back to the closet, where he
selects his well worn suit to accompany his beautiful wife to the small Baptist
church.


The two sit silently as their car slowly makes it to the church on this
beautiful sunny spring day.  Fighting boredom, they trudge to the pew where
they always sit.  The white congregation in the middle class suburb of Biloxi,
Mississippi are mostly bored.  However, that boredom is nearly always broken
when Sandy Hunter makes her way down the long aisle.  Her sexy walk, and her
short white summer dress catch nearly everyone's attention; both men and women
alike.


The young seemingly perfect couple absently wait for the Minister to
arrive, to deliver another one of his exceedingly boring and useless sermons.
Just as the Minister arrives, a young powerfully black man takes a seat next to
the petite young housewife.  At first she is startled; normally her husband and
her have the second pew to themselves as everyone else is too embarrassed to
sit with them.


The young black, however, is not too embarrassed.  In fact, as he sits
down, he drips of supreme arrogance.  He brazenly looks at the white silk
covered knees and six inches of delightful thigh flesh of the stunning
housewife.  Unconsciously, she draws closer to her previously useless husband.
The action is noticeable and Jerome, the young black man smiles at the
surprised housewife.  She returns his smile with a smirk and raises her nose,
as she turns towards the stuttering dribble from the bored Minister.


Sandy has heard the rumors about the arrogant Black. She has heard about
the three white wives that he has "had his way with".  In fact, one of the
women, who is in her church circle, confided in Sandy how the black seduced
her; or more correctly forcefully implanted his seed deep within her willing
womb.  The two women had talked on many occasions..... primarily about the fact
that their own husbands were totally unable to arouse passion; unable to even
marginally complete their husbandly duties.  What stuck in Sandy's overwrought
mind was the fact that her friend had described in great and loving detail the
passion; no the unbridled raw lust that the black had unleashed on her ravished
body.


Her friend had told her that the black had called her at work; and
"ordered" her to go shopping for erotic lingerie and meet him at one of the
seedier hotels in the black section of Biloxi.  Tearfully, her friend had told
her that although it was against everything she believed in.......... she had
succumbed.  Succumbed to the large and powerful black cock and the domineering
black master who owned it.  Succumbed to the pleasure and escastcy that the
masterful cocksman had pleasured her with.  She related to Sandy that the black
had totally conquered her; and made her his black cum slut.  She could not
resist his pleasure giving appendage.......


Sandy was shocked when her white married friend described in detail the
debauchery that she was forced to endure at the hands of her black master.  Her
black master had totally captured her mind, thoughts and tight white body.  She
had told Sandy of last week-end when she was forced to dress a total fuck slut
and accompany her black master to Birmington where she was the entertainment
for nearly a dozen of the black's business associates.


When Sandy felt she could no longer be shocked her friend had dropped the
next bombshell.  Sandy was told that her friend's husband was forced to act as
the maid when the black came to visit...... to wear a bow tie...... and nothing
else. After the black has filled his wife with black creme, he is then ordered
to drop to his knees; clean the black weapon; and then suck his wife's pussy
chamber of the ample deposit of the black's discharge.


As the sermon drags on the Black continues to brazenly stare at the young
beauty and Sandy becomes overly self conscious.  She fidgets and the squirming
pushes the already short skirt higher and higher exposing more of her
delightful warm flesh.  She feels her nipples harden and her breathing becomes
more and more labored.  She allows her tongue to caress her lips and her eyes
drop to the black's dark loose trousers.  Startled, she can see the outline of
his long hard cock creeping down his inner thigh reaching ever downward.


Sandy gasps as her mind estimates the girth and length of the huge man
weapon.  "It must be nearly eleven inches in length and the size of her
forearm," she imagined.


Sandy could feel her outer lips become dew coated.  Her white satin
panties were becoming soaked and she suddenly felt light headed.  And then...
......... her eyes made contact with the black man.  He caught her in the act
of staring at his crotch and her face became emerged in a deep crimson blush.


Sandy quickly looks away......  As she consciously avoids eye contact
with the black; her eyes catch the intense stare of her friend and her husband
from across the church.  She can see the frightened and anxious eyes and then
quickly look away when she gains eye contact......... Sandy's emotions are
racing.  Can she secretly crave the long black weapon only an arm's length
away.


How could she ever face her husband again if she allowed her carnal needs
to take precedent over her marriage vows?  How?


As her mind raced; as her emotions seemed to over power her; as her pussy
lips became coated with their sweet smelling coating she had made the decision.


Although her decision had been made she had not reconciled how she was
going to implement it.  She had to be careful; although her husband could not
satisfy her needs with his undersized and under powered white boy penis she did
not want to cause him pain.  She was certain that he could never cope with
another man .......... especially a virile black man to enter his precious
wife.


She continued to struggle with the conflicts racing throughout her mind;
and throughout her overheated body. Turning her head to face the black, she let
her tongue slip between her brightly coated lips.  When their eyes met she
lowered them to her lap.  Knowing that the black's eyes had followed hers, she
innocently parted her tightly clasped knees and allowed the short white summer
dress to rise even more, exposing the tender white silk thighs.  She felt warm
on this cool spring day as she continued to tease the muscular black man only
ten inches away. She felt her chamber start leaking its precious fluid and felt
as she was rapidly approaching a mind shattering climax and then...


Mercifully, the sermon finally concluded.


As several of Jim's co-workers workers filed past, Jim whispered in
Sandy's ear that he needed to talk to a colleague. Sandy, realizing what he had
just told her, tried to grab him as he rose.  Her reflexes were far too slow in
her aroused and agitated state.


She fell back in the pew feeling totally abandoned.  As she dejectedly
turned, the black had slid over and was nearly touching her overheated body.
"Lose the wimp.  I'll wait for you in my car; it's around back........."


She silently stared at his dark and menacing face attempting to
understand what he had just told her. As she tried to comprehend what she had
just been told, she feels his strong hand grasp her breast and give it a firm
feel.  Smiling, Jerome, turns and walks out of the church.  His open fondling
was not seen by anyone other than Sandy, and her friend, who sits quivering in
the pew looking at the arrogant black walk down the aisle.


Sandy desperately longs for sensible reasoning to return to her aroused
body and overwrought mind.  She sinks back into the hard wooden pew and
searches for her husband who is totally absorbed in conversation with one of
his business colleagues.  Sensible reasoning loses out to hot passion.


Sandy gracefully pulls her tight desirable body up and smoothes her
scrunched up tight white dress.  She walks down the aisle of the crowded church
searching for an excuse to tell her husband.  As she walked up the aisle she
noticed that her friend had already hurriedly left.


"Jim, I am going with Phyllis and Andy.  I will be home before supper.
Love......" she softly told her husband.


Jim merely nodded, not paying any more attention today than was normal.
He was too self absorbed in his own importance to notice his wife quickly
depart out the back door.


The sun was bright and warm as she exited the back door.  Sandy quickly
reached for her sun glasses to cut the glare and mercifully seen the black
seated in his 1967 White  Mustang Convertible.  The engine was running and she
walked to the passenger side with a puzzled look on her face.  "What was she
doing, she continually asked herself?  How could she leave a place of worship
and plan to commit adultery with this arrogant black?"


Standing by the door, she looked at the black as if to ask why he wasn't
getting out to open the door as her husband Jim would do.


"GIT IN," came the response.


The arrogant attitude cut thought the charade.  This wasn't a
date.............  This was pure unadulterated dominance; a trait that the
black was a master at.  He broke the white women from the  very first moment.
He understood that once his black cock had tunneled it's long hard thickness
into the tight and yielding womanhood that the illusion of  romance  would be
over.


Hesitantly Sandy reached for the door handle; pulled the door open and
slid into the white leather bucket seat.  As she made her entrance her dress
rose up her long silk covered thighs but she made no attempt at pulling the
cloth of the skirt down. Thinking to herself that she would play with the black
to enact a small degree of revenge for his recent slight, she embarked on a
very dangerous game.  A game where the black had never lost.......... A game in
which Sandy had never before played.


The car sped away..............


The black smiled.  Yes........  This was the one.  The one that he was
searching for..................


The warm wind blew through Sandy's long blonde hair and she felt alive as
the car sped through the open countryside. Neither of the two spoke for nearly
ten minutes.


The black was the first.  Turning he gave his first command, "Unbutton
the top three buttons of your dress."


Sandy quickly digested the command.  And then smiling she nimbly undid
the top three buttons, and when completed parted her dimpled knees just
slightly.  Turning to the black she almost mockingly stated, "Did you think
that I wouldn't?"


Sandy felt daring as she toyed with the black.  What she didn't
understand is that you don't toy with a Cobra.  A dangerous Cobra that is about
to spring.


The black looked at the beautiful white wife seated next to him.  The
wind was playing havoc with her dress and he observed the small but perky
breasts and nipples.  The white silk bra was tight against the hardening
nipples.  The blood was running into the tips and causing them to become rock
hard against the smooth cloth.


"Where are we going?" Sandy finally asks.


"I'm taking you to the lake.  It's where I take teasing white wives to
give them their first taste of black cock." the black answers matter-of-factly.


The sharpness and directness of the answer catches Sandy by surprise. She
leans back in the comfortable leather seat and quietly contemplates what she
has set in motion.


The sleek car finally arrives at the remote section of the tree shaded
lake and slides to a complete halt.  The black opens his door and starts
walking to the water's edge.


Sandy, suddenly tense and agitated meekly follows the blacks lead.  As
she approaches the black, she has buttoned up her dress and regaining her sense
of morality quietly speaks, "I've changed my mind.  I want you to take me back
to the church.  I will have my husband pick me up there."


Not turning to face the beautiful wife, Jerome merely gives his next
command, "Take your dress off.  I am ready to fuck you now bitch !"


"I guess you didn't hear me.  I am ordering you to take me back to the
church.  I have no intention of having sex with you.  You will do what I tell
you or I'll call my husband and I assure you, you will regret it, when he meets
up with you. Do you understand?" Sandy arrogantly commands.


The rage is boiling in Jerome as he hears his latest acquisition give HIM
orders.  Controlling his anger, he quickly turns and spins placing himself
between the car and Sandy.  The rapid movement startles Sandy and she stumbles
into the cold water of the lake's edge.  She is still wearing her white four
inch heels and the water comes up to her calves.  Jerome walks one menacing
step towards Sandy, who backs up even more with the water coming to nearly to
her knees.  The water is extremely cold and she starts shivering; desperately
wanting to exit the cold lake.  Her heels dig into the soft sand bottom.  She
has quickly determined that the upper hand has shifted; and not to her favor.


"I told you to strip your dress off.  I want to see that pasty white body
of  yours before I plant my seed," reiterates the black master.  As he finishes
his command, he unbuckles his think black leather belt.


Sandy begs with her eyes.  Her lips tremble from the cold............ Her
lips tremble from the anticipation.


Her delicate fingers find the eyelet of the button hole and gently slip
the button from its secure place.  Each button in turn is unfastened.  After
several minutes the dress falls open from it's own weight.


The black feels a quick hardening as he sucks in the beauty of the
trembling white wife in the cold lake water.  The coldness has caused her
nipples to harden even more and goose pimples coat her tight and firm body.
Jerome steps back and with his index finger motions for her to exit the lake.


Her eyes lowered Sandy makes her way the several feet to the dry warm
sand.  She is only six inches away from the muscular black and feels his
muscular hands slide the dress from her thin shoulders.  The dress falls to the
sand and Sandy keeps her eyes lowered.............  She cannot look the black
master in the eyes.


"You disobeyed me.  Get on your hands and knees.  You will be punished
for your indiscretion........." orders the black..


Sandy starts to protest; but then meekly turns and drops to her knees.
She hears the belt being pulled from it's loops. Although she is still looking
at the ground, she can sense as Jerome falls to his knees behind her.  She
feels his hands grip her at the waist.........  His thumbs and finger insert
itself in her white satin panties.................  The panties are slowly; so
very slowly are dragged down her tight butt.


"Are you ready?" the black questions.


Sandy's mind reels;  "Is she ready for what?  A brutal beating?  The deep
insertion of black cock?  Or?????


"Yes," came the meek response.


Jerome shifts..........  The first smack is on Sandy's precious right ass
cheek.  Jerome uses his hand.  The punishment spanking takes nearly ten minutes
and when completed Sandy's tight ass buns are a bright crimson.  There are
small cuts and bruises and Sandy is begging for the punishment to stop.


"Don't ever question my orders again Mrs. Jenkins," came the casual
directive.


Without thinking Sandy quickly answers, "I won't Master."  After the
response Sandy's mind reacts; "Master?" How could that response been so
immediate?


Sandy turns and sees that the Black is completely naked. Her eyes quickly
focus on the huge manhood; only partially erect but reaching half way down his
leg.  She gasps as she contemplates the size when the manhood becomes truly
angry.


Jerome senses the fear; the anticipation of the young white housewife.
His anger has subsided and now he craves the next chapter of the book of
domination.


"Suck IT," the order is direct and there is no room for mistake.


Still awestruck, Sandy rises to her knees and lovingly cradles the huge
black cock.  Her fingers find the peach size nuts hanging below the long black
hardening cock.  She brings the purple head to her lips and sucks the large
organ into her mouth. Her tongue finds the pre cum and licks it off.  As the
tip is inserted into her warm oral chamber, her tongue caresses each part as
she pays homage to the black manhood.


Sandy feels the tip grow within her mouth.  Jerome merely stands with his
legs apart and allows the young housewife to lovingly suck his hard black
manhood deeper and deeper into her wet and warm oral crevice.  Her delicate
fingers lovingly caress his nut sack bringing them to a boil.


"You will swallow.  Do not let any juice escape.  When I shoot you will
look into my eyes.  I want to see your pretty married face when I fill your
mouth with my spunk," came the now undisputed command.


Sandy had no intention of letting the spunk escape.  She increased her
suction and her hands tightened on the large black nut sacks.  The eruption
came suddenly and violently and she strained to keep all the precious man fluid
to herself.  As soon as the first blast hit the back of her throat, she
obediently looked up from her knees into the mocking face of her new owner.  As
each scorching blast pelted her throat her eyes grew larger and she frantically
sucked harder.  At long last the discharge was complete and she momentarily
fell back on her haunches only to be reminded of her raw and tender ass cheeks.
She rebounded quickly and grasped the muscular black by the back of his thighs.


Sandy had released her mouth from the woman pleasing black cock but it
still dripped it's sticky rope like spunk.  The end of the rope caught Sandy's
face and as she fell away the string of man cum followed her face.


Jerome looked down admirably to his latest conquest. The white housewife
with her face streaked with cum was ready to start her training.  He stroked
his cock of the last vestiges of emission and let the spunk fall on Sandy's
contorted face.


"Are you on birth control Mrs. Jenkins?" Jerome softly asked.


"The pill makes me sick.  I make my husband wear a condom," Sandy
honestly answers.


"You are now mine.  You will not allow him to fuck you with his pathetic
little white boy cock.  If he follows my dictates I may allow him to clean you
after I  service you.  Do you understand?" questions Jerome.


Sandy, kneeling in the warm sand with her pussy lips throbbing silently
nods her head.


Sandy looks up to her master and pleadingly begs, "Will you fuck me
Master?"


A large sneer envelops Jerome's face.  "Not today........ I will call you
when I feel like it.  I have a date with Phyllis later this afternoon. Andy
needs another session in humility and I promised Phyllis a reward..............
For You."


After Jerome dressed, he slowly walked back to his car with Sandy
obediently following her master.  She has forfeited her bra and panties.
Discretely, she has removed her white silk hose.  The tears would be a give
away..........  Her mind is rapidly contemplating how to tell
Jim.................


Sandy Returns Home - Chapter 2
                                       By
                                   ARC LIGHT


Sandy slides in beside Jerome and starts to button her dress.  Jerome
turns his stare to the beautiful white housewife and the stern look alone
forces Sandy to drop her hands to her side. The top three buttons of the white
summer dress remain open and exposes her small pert breasts to the Black's dark
eyes.  The cool spring day has caused the nipples to harden and Sandy squirms
uncomfortably in the white leather seat.  Her ass cheeks still burn from the
harsh spanking she received at the hands of the black.  Her mind vows to not
disobey him again, as she tries to find a comfortable position.


The ride along the country lanes is silent.  Jerome does not want to be
bothered with idle prattle and Sandy tries to adjust to the new rules of her
life.  Never in her twenty four years has she ever been totally dominated by a
man; especially one of color.  Absently, she turns and takes in his six foot
four inch solid muscular body.  Her gaze then drops to his lap; under his loose
fitting dress pants, rests the black monster that has only invaded her mouth.
Her mind recalls the huge hard black steel rod as it forced it's way down her
delicate throat and discharged a seemingly unending torrent of hot man creme.


Her mind drifts away and in the next instant it appears that she had
arrived at her house.  Her hands unconsciously come to the top of her dress and
then she remembered the black's admonishment.  She lets her hands fall to her
side and she makes her way to the front door.  She could feel her neighbor's
eyes follow each step as the black casually followed along behind her.  When
she reached the door, she opened it and stepped inside the lavish great room.


Her husband, sitting in a large chair become somewhat befuddled.  His
beautiful wife stepped into the room with her dress partially undone with her
bare breasts thrusting against the cloth and making their charms known.  Only
after several moments, did he see Jerome behind his wife and he suddenly arose
and walked over to where they stood.


"What the hell is going on Sandy?" questioned the irate husband.  He was
still in his puzzled state and could not comprehend the current situation.


"It's really quite simple.  I saw your wife at church and concluded that
she needed a real man; since you were such a dip shit it was really very easy
to make your wife mine," stated Jerome matter-of-factly.


Rage boiled within Jim and he closed the distance between himself and the
large muscular black.  "I have a mind to give your black ass a thorough
thrashing you fucking prick," he stated, as he waved his fist.


Jerome, merely stared through his dark eyes at the irate husband.
Unbeknownst to the people in the small suburb, Jerome had a Masters Degree in
Psychology and realized he was quickly gaining an advantage over the irate and
humiliated husband.


Jim came to a sudden halt when Jerome refused to give ground.  He
realized that his five foot eleven inch, one hundred sixty pound frame would
not fare well against Jerome's six feet four inch two hundred frame of iron.
Rather meekly, given the circumstances, he then sort of whimpered, "I want you
to leave my house."


Jerome became amused at the rapid developments and moved quickly to gain
dominance over the now frightened husband.


"I was going over to Phyliss' and Andy's this evening but I think I might
stay here and breed Sandy.  That is if you don't mind me sticking my cock deep
into your wife's belly MR. JENKINS?" Jerome stated in a mocking attitude.


"I, .............  Please just leave.......... I want you to leave
now....." continued the broken husband.


"Take down your pants," countered Jerome.


Jerome could tell by the frightened hallow looks in the husband's eyes
that he was broken.  He wanted to continue while Sandy was present; while she
was present to observe the total deflation of her husband.


Sandy, anxious and tense merely stood to the side of her husband; and her
new black lover.  Jim has always been over bearing and boastful and now, face
to face with a muscular black man was backing down.  Not only, was he backing
down but Sandy could detect the fear and trepidation in his shattered voice.


"You were told to remove your pants white boy," continued Jerome. Turning
to the trembling man's wife, he made a simple statement, "Show you husband what
happens when he disobeys me."


Her eyes wide, and her mouth gaping, Sandy slowly turns and with her back
to the two men bends and the waist and grabs the hem of her short dress. As she
bends her reddened and swollen ass cheeks leap into view.  Even though it has
been several hours since her spanking, her beautiful ass still shines bright
red from her disobedience.


Jim, the husband is in a total state of shock.  He tries to focus his
mind on what has transpired in the last few moments. He feels the black grasp
his belt and start to unclasp the buckle. Immediately his hands grasp the
larger and stronger hands of the black.


Jerome merely looks into his face and Jim's hands slide away.  The black
continues to roughly undo the belt.  When the belt is pulled from it's loops,
he reaches for the clasp and roughly pulls the eyelet apart and unzips the
shivering husband.  Once the zipper has been pulled down the pants fall to the
floor.  Only then does Jim look into the Black's face.


"Take your underpants off," comes the direct and complete command.


"I, ah..........." Jim hesitates and stammers.


Jerome bores down with his intense stare and the broken white husband
meekly pulls down the white briefs.  He lets them fall to the bunched up suit
pants around his ankle.


"Put your hands behind your back and clasp them.  You put them in front
of you without my permission and I will break every finger you fucking wimp."
orders Jerome.


Jim meekly complies like a terrified rabbit and absently looks over to
Sandy whose face has a mask of horror.  The complete dominance; complete
degradation of her husband in so short a time has totally overwhelmed the
nearly naked wife.


The white husband's attention is again gained when the black fills his
hand with the shriveled and shrinking manhood hanging between his legs.  The
sudden and harsh contact brings a little tear to his eyes.


"No wonder your wife needs a man.  You don't have enough manhood to
tickle a six year old girl."  Jerome then looks over at the distraught wife,
"When was the last time this little boy satisfied you?"


Sandy, her voice trembling merely sobs, "Jim has had a hard time keeping
himself hard........" her voice quietly fades.


"Little boy, you best keep out of my way," Jerome states; and reiterates
his order by forcefully squeezing the sensitive but completely flaccid white
organ.


"Listen up.... both of you.  I plan to move in here with you two so that
I can properly breed the mare," Jerome states in a forceful voice. Looking at
Jim, who is on his tiptoes trying to relieve the strain on his scrotum, Jerome
asks the simple question, "You don't mind if a breed your wife do you white
boy?"


Jim, about to lose control of his bladder quietly sobs the obvious
answer, "No..........."


"When you speak to me you will address me as Daddy," simply states the
dominating black man.


Still firmly in control of the husband's jewels, Jerome turns and gives
Sandy her next instructions, "Go clean yourself. Put on something sexy and come
to me when you are ready to have my bury my cock in that tight pussy of yours."


Sandy, glances quickly at her husband and turns to leave.  She hurriedly
makes her way up to the martial bedroom to comply with her instructions.


Both of the men's eyes follow the sexy creature as she makes her
departure.  Disgustedly, Jerome looks into the husband's face and releasing his
grip on the man's cock and nuts, leisurely walks over to the sofa and
gracefully spreads his large muscular body into it's deep cushions.


Jim doesn't turn but meekly asks his captor, "I have to pee.  May  I go
to the bathroom?"


Amused, and wanting to continue the drama, Jerome forcefully answers,
"No.  You have to pee, you do it where you stand."


The husband merely tightens his groin muscles and stands in the middle of
the room in agony.


"Your wife sucks cock like a pro.  I may put her out on the street after
I get tired of her.  By the way Jim, have you ever fucked her in the ass?"
continues the black tormentor.


Facing away from his tormentor and looking at the stairs Jim merely
answers a sobbing, "No...... "


"I bet your wife's ass is tighter than a garden hose.  After I get her
tight little pussy stretched I'll stick her with my woman trainer.  It's
obvious that the little noodle you pack would never bother her.  Why would a
woman as pretty as your wife stick with such a fucking loser like you wimp ass
?" comments Jerome.


The constant humiliation brings moisture to the eyes of the grown man.
His mind reels at the onslaught.  His bladder begs for relieve but he continues
to strain to hold it in.


After what seems an eternity Sandy yells from the up stairs bedroom, "I'm
coming down."


As the beautiful wife makes her way gracefully down the stairs she
captures the attention of both of the men.  Her husband, straining to control
his bladder, has a look of disbelief on his face.  His eyes are wide open as he
captures the total beauty of his wife.  She is clad in a black leather mini
skirt with dark hose.  Her legs are covered with her black four inch knee high
boots and she is wearing a short black leather vest exposing her tight rippled
stomach.  She has over applied her make up and her lips are painted a bright
red.


Sandy does not make eye contact with her husband but walks by him and
stands in front of her black master who is sitting on the sofa.  She does not
look down but continues to look straight ahead.


"Spread....... " was his only word.


Sandy obediently spreads her legs still looking straight forward.  The
black leans forward and places his large hand on the inside of her ankle.  His
hand slowly made it's way up the inside of her leg.  He takes his time and lets
his hand go up and down the inside of the thigh; his fingers resting on the lip
of the leather boots.  As they travel up her tight leg he feels the soft
texture of the expensive hose.  A gasp escapes Sandy's lips as she feels the
strong forceful finger make contact with her warm flesh above the tops of her
hose.


Her tongue coats her lips when the finger rubs the throbbing orb. Jerome
smiles; his new plaything had not worn panties.  Yes, Mrs. Sandy Jenkins will
be very trainable.  She is complying with his wishes and he has yet to mount
her.  Once she enjoys his long black cock she will be his forever.


Sandy lets her eyes close as the black man manipulates her sensitive love
bud.  Her juices start to flow and coat his fingers.


"Go tell your husband that I am going to fuck you," Jerome orders.


"Yes, Daddy," she softly answers.


Sandy turns and walks the short distance.  She feels her creme slide down
her inner leg.  When she is directly behind her husband she meekly states,
"Jerome and I are going to make love."  Wickedly she then adds, "You don't mind
do you?"


Jim, her husband merely trembles.  His bladder is about to burst and his
beautiful and sexy wife had just told him that she was going to make love to a
black man she had met only eight hours before.  What troubled Jim even more was
his meek and cowardly stance when the black had walked into his home and not
only taken over his domicile......... but also His Wife.


Sandy then turned and returned to her place before her new owner.  The
black rose from the couch and cradled the pretty face in his large black hand.
He slid his tongue from his thick lips and inserted it in Sandy's warm and wet
oral cavity. His tongue dueled with hers and he kept up the teasing for several
minutes.  Sandy rubbed her tight body against his hard black frame and tried to
entice his large powerful organ to emerge.


Jim stood painfully at attention facing the other direction. He could
hear the initial stirrings of arousal and it made it doubly painful.


Jerome lowered Sandy down on the sofa and ran his hand up her crumpled
leather mini skirt.  She opened her legs and his fingers again found the
steaming pussy hole beckoning him to pleasure the aroused white housewife.


The black manipulated the blood engorged orb and Sandy gasped at the
pleasure the black home wrecker was creating.  The large black index finger
found it's way deep into her sloppy hole and he delighted in making her squirm
as she moaned under his talented hand.


Sandy clutched the broad powerful shoulders and pulled the black onto her
prone body.  Her tongue rapidly found it's way into his cavernous mouth and she
teased his tongue.  She felt him slide his pants down his powerful thighs and
her mind exploded with memories only  a few short hours old.  She remembered
sucking the head of the monster cock until it exploded deep into her belly.


Sandy squirmed against the black tempting him with her tight body and
encouraging him to enter her; to provide  her never before experienced
pleasure.  She tried to look at the mammoth organ as it grazed against her
nylon covered thigh. The monster left it's rope like substance coating her
thigh from his pre cum drippings.


"God....... Please take me," begged the open and willing housewife.  Her
pleadings ripped at the soul of her tormented husband only ten feet away.


"Please fuck me Daddy.......... Pleassssseeeeeee," came her tormented
moaning.


Jerome needed no encouragement.  His long black cock was rock solid and
he was a master at it's use.  He roughly spread the delightful nylon covered
legs and with one hand rubbed the dark purple tip against the sopping chamber
beckoning it for pleasure.  Jerome roughly caressed the elongated clit and
Sandy's moaning became almost continual.


She had surrendered to her black master and all she could think of was is
the large black cock head probing the outer defenses of her pussy.
"Daddy....... I want it..... Please OH GOD, give it to me............"


Her tormented husband could stand no more.  His bladder near rupturing
finally broke free and emptied his entire inventory down his legs.  The urine
coated his pants and socks and he felt totally broken.  Finally, he fell to his
knees in his own debris with his wife begging, now pleading for the black to
skewer her lovely white body.


Jerome finally tired of the desperate woman and in one brutal and
unforgiving instance buried his eleven inch rod of black steel deep into her
tight pussy chamber.  She could not adjust quickly enough to the unforgiving
rod and she desperately tried to claw her way away from the brutal implantation
of the black pole.  Jerome gave her no quarter and with a jack hammer, ass
pounded his cock deep into her womb.


After what seemed like an eternity to the married housewife, her stuffed
pussy chamber was becoming sufficiently lubricated and accepting to the
invading black prong.


As Jerome grabbed Sandy by the shoulders and pulled her back against his
hard body it implanted his cock deeper into the tight pussy hole.  A blood
curdling scream escaped Sandy's throat and she attempted to spread her long
legs wider but the sofa cushions prevented this self protecting mechanism.  The
unrelenting black cock pushed against her cervix and she screamed again.  Sandy
could not determine if it was pleasure or ........... pain.  She struggled
desperately to adjust to the brutal fucking but every time she shifted Jerome
implanted the huge cock deep within her.  Her fingers tore at the black's
muscular shoulders and she drew blood.


The black man relished the scratches and thrust his hips forcefully
between the widely splayed boot covered legs.  His balls thumped against her
still raw and tender ass cheeks.  The constant friction and the unrelenting
assault finally wore down the  young housewife.  She could not keep up with the
brutal insertion of the black cock and she finally collapsed and laid against
the sofa and merely accepted each now pleasure filled thrust of black meat.


"I plan to bury my seed deep in your womb you little bitch," Jerome
finally screamed.  As he spoke, his huge nut sack discharged it's scrotum full
of black seed deep into Sandy's willing womb.


His discharge brought about the immediate and never ending orgasm so long
sought by the voluptuous housewife.  Her constant scream and body shudders,
marked that she had finally reached her climax.


The orgasm was not lost on the kneeling and broken white boy husband. He
had never brought his wife to such a climax.  As he swayed on his knees, he
looked down at his four inch cock and observed that it too had deposited it's
seed in his piss soaked clothing.


Jerome let his body cover the wife and he rested.  The sudden shift of
weight caused Sandy to push against his massive pectorals.  "Daddy,  please,
you are very heavy...."


"I will get up after my seed has soaked your pussy.  I want this to be a
successful breeding.  I want you to carry my baby, you little whore," Jerome
answers.


Up until this point Sandy had not considered that she might get pregnant.
The thought brought a startled gasp.  "Oh, my God.  I can't carry a Black Baby,
not in Southern Mississippi."  The thought reverberated around her numb mind
and sex soaked body.


Jerome, at long last pulled himself out of the tight cunt. Even though it
had been stretched it still gripped his long thick cock like a glove.  As soon
as he pulled out, his white seed flowed over Sandy's swollen pussy lips. The
sticky fluid coated the blonde hair covering the pussy lips.  Jerome removed
his pants and pulled off his shirt as he walked to the kneeling white boy
husband.


"Your wife was good on her first mating session.  I will be moving into
your bedroom.  I have to break her pussy in.....My cock is too big for it and
it will take some time to stretch it so it can accommodate a REAL COCK. When
I'm done you can remove your clothes.  You will sleep in the basement from now
on.  Do you have any questions Mr. Jenkins?"


The humiliated husband still stared down at the floor. He thought about
how broken he must look.  Even with the humiliation and degradation he only had
one question, "May I watch your next breeding session Daddy?"


Smiling at the submissive husband he looked back at the sex satisfied
wife on the sofa.  Her boot covered  legs were widely splayed and Jerome's
thick spunk was oozing out of her stretched pussy channel.  Her breathing was
still heavy and her eyes were closed.  Her lipstick was smeared over her cheeks
and a contented smile appeared on her face.


Mrs. Sandy Jenkins and her wimp husband were now his as well.  Although
his black cock felt a spark of excitement he turned and walked up the long
stairway.  A long warm shower would soothe the tears on his shoulder.  Yes,
Mrs. Sandy Jenkins could turn on when she had a long black cock wedged between
her legs.  This next week that he  allocated to breed the pretty wife would be
very satisfying indeed.


DO YOU WANT MORE OF MRS. SANDY JENKINS??????


LET ME HEAR YOUR SUGGESTIONS ON THE NEXT CHAPTER......


***************************************************
If you would like to read more of Arc Light's excellent stories
then please visit the Arc Light Archive at:
     http://www.darkwanderer.net/alight.html
Enjoy!!!
***************************************************
If you enjoyed this story then please visit my site.
If you have a story you would like to posted on my
site please email it to:
darkwanderer@darkwanderer.net
***************************************************


Shelly's First Six Months - Part I
Shelly's First Six Months - Part I
                                       by
               Arc Light's Version of Al Penman's Story of Shelly


Memo: When Al Penman wrote his story of My Wife - My Neighbor's Sex Slave Arc
Light communicated with him and wrote an alternate version of Al's story. The
two author's worked closely together changing ideas and critiques. Al Penman
then dropped out of the net.... to resurface.... and then to disappear again.
This story was written with his help, guidance and critique...... He inspired
Arc Light in his first writings.... and Arc Light appreciates his tender
guidance....


My wife Shelly began her journey of submission in a rather innocent way.
In fact I'm partly responsible for my wife's introduction to the man
responsible for my wife's total submission.


It started innocently enough; or so I thought. My wife and I live in a
very quiet suburb. My job as a manager in a computer company allows us to lead
a very comfortable lifestyle. Shelly has never had to work; although she has
taken several non paying jobs at our church.


Our next door Dave is a very sought after professor of history. He is
also in very good shape. Although handsome, athletic and dashing he also
pocesses another very desireable feature. He is the owner of a very impressive
nine inch thick cock. Not only does he own such an impressive woman trainer; he
uses the monster on a rather regular basis. Prior to my wife's initial
introduction his home was filled by eager and willing coeds from his
university. In fact, I'm afraid that what first attracted my wife's attention;
is the continuous and frequent young coeds turning up at his front door.


Although he was not overtly flagrant of his breeding practices the loud
moans and whimpers of satisfaction travelling from his opened window during the
quiet summer evenings made their way to our bed. Unfortunately those sounds
were not being repeated in our bed. On my infrequent attempts at sexual
satisfaction I found more often than not a very cold shoulder. When I was able
to achieve arousal from my quiet and passive lovemate the sexual act was
completed quickly. Although my sweet Shelly became expert at faking her orgasm
the satisfaction was primarily mine and not Shelly's.


Dave's second bedroom was directly across from the kitchen sink. He had
set the bedroom up as an exercise room and had the latest equipment. Normally
every morning around 08:30 AM after returning from his morning jog he spent the
next hour working his upper body. Since there was no curtains in his exercise
room my wife found herself constantly at the kitchen sink watching the lean
specimen work out. His sweat covered pecks glistened off the soft covering of
upper body hair. On several occasions I had noticed that my sexually repressed
wife rub herself against the hard counter tops. As her eyes shut, she sensously
swayed against the hard surface until a serene calm came across her pretty
face.


On a particularily hot Sunday evening in August I asked if Dave would
join us for a cook out. I was surprised that he eagerly accepted and was
equally surprised that my sweet wife had became very agitated. Obviously I was
unaware of the burning conflicts in my wife of nearly twenty years and brushed
the comments aside.


During the evening each of us had far too much to drink. I spent most of
my time outside cooking the butterfly pork chops while Dave and my wife set the
table and enertained themselves inside.


I later discovered the extent of the enertainment........


After setting the table Shelly asked Dave to sit on the sofa. As he
lowered his muscular body Shelly started to sit in the easy chair next to the
sofa. As she started to lower herself in the chair Dave patted the sofa next to
him and insisted she sit next to him. Although uncomfortable with the situation
she gracefully lowered herself next to the muscular professor.


He confidently let his arm slide around her petite shoulders and the two
briefly discussed the insignificant current events of the day. The tone of the
conversation quickly changed as Dave started his first move of seduction. He
whispered how mature and beautiful my 40 year old wife was. How she was far
more enchanting than the dim witted blonde bimbos that filled his several
mandatory classes.


Shelly blushed; and tried to scoot away. However the steel tight arms
held her in place as his warn lips brushed against her perfect neck. He quietly
licked her neck while her body was in a total blush. She could feel her pencil
eraser sized nipples hardened against the cotton blouse. Prior to his arrival
Shelly had removed her bra and slipped on a tight cotton shirt that she tied
just under her still firm breasts. The tight white tennis shorts were the only
cloth covering her hair lined tunnel of pleasure.


She disparately tried to unentangle herself from this potentially
embarrassing position as I was less than fifty feet away in ignorant bliss on
the deck preparing our feast.


Dave, however was preparing his feast for the evening. Poor Shelly
quietly sobbed while his right fingers grazed against the aroused and hardening
right nipple. As she started to turn to remind him where he was his warm left
hand found her bare left thigh and started it's agonizingly slow journey up
Shelly's tight thigh.


As Shelly's red painted lips softly opened to speak Dave's searching
tongue softly caressed the pouting lips and silently slipped into Shelly's warm
and inviting mouth. Shelly met the oral intruder and slightly turning, placed
her arms around the broad and muscular shoulders as her tongue dueled with the
invading tongue. Her soft moans increased as she felt the long fingers continue
their journey up her now heated thighs until they reached the vortex of her
love. Shelly nearly fainted as the index finger brushed against the hooded
pleasure giver separated only by a thin wisp of her cotton shorts.


Her searching tongue buried itself in Dave's mouth as he continued his
stroking of her burning pussy lips. Her moans continued and she thrust herself
against her tormentor as her sex produced a large quantity of woman creme
coating the crotch of her tight shorts.


My wife of twenty years was rapidly approaching her first orgasm of the
night when I stumbled into the kitchen. Although I had no idea about the sexual
excursion rapidly accelerating only feet from where I entered I managed to
stumble and drop several utensils alerting the passionate couple. Shelly jumped
up in near hysteria while Dave amusedly lifted himself up and walked out to the
kitchen allowing his plaything to gather her wits and rearrange her distraught
appearance.


In total ignorance I welcomed Dave as he approached the refrigerator and
retrieved another set of beers for each of us. My wife Shelly followed in
several minutes and something seemed out of place but at the time I could not
readily ascertain the burning ember that would envelop us all in the coming
weeks and months.


As we each set down for our meal I noticed that Dave had deliberately sit
very close; much more than normal to my distraught wife. As the meal and the
alcohol continued I provided most of the conversation while the other two
members of the small intimate party contented themselves to an occasional
acknowledgment.


As I rambled on the searching fingers of our guest continued on their
quest. As they softly caressed my wife's swollen pussy lips I could tell that
my wife's face seemed very flush; but from my alcoholic state I was unable to
determine the problem. Shortly thereafter I excused myself and started to clean
the table. As I turned on the water I heard my wife moan loudly; her first of
several orgasms that evening. However when I returned to the dining room she
was merely leaning against the back of her chair; her eyes closed. In looking
at Dave he had a very suspicious smile on his face and immediately jumped up
and offered to help me clean the table. My wife excused herself and eventually
returned to the living room to sit on the sofa while Dave and I completed the
task of cleaning the dining room.


Feeling the effects of the excessive alcohol I excused myself and
stumbled up to Shelly's and my bed. Shelly said that she would be up as soon as
she showed our guest out. As soon as my head hit the pillow I was out like a
log.


Shelly walked Dave to the door but he gently closed the heavy door and
asked Shelly to get him an after dinner brandy. Although apprehensive and
nervous she hesitantly walked to the bar and produced a small sniffer of
brandy. Nervously she handed the sniffer to Dave... As he drew the glass to his
lips he casually ordered, "Take your blouse off. I want to see your little
titties."


My wife was at first shocked and anxiously looked towards the stairs to
our bedroom.  Looking into Dave's eyes she meekly replied, "Please you must
leave. I have never been unfaithful to my husband."


A quick sliver of anger shot through Dave's mind. He was not accustomed
to receiving "no" for an answer.


Controlling his anger he again gave his order, "Remove your blouse. Don't
make me tell you again. If I can finger you to climax I can see your breasts."


Shelly could sense the change in atmosphere. Lowering her eyes she slowly
unbuttoned the three buttons holding the tied blouse together. Still looking to
the floor she untied the tails of the blouse and quietly let the wrinkled
blouse fall from her shoulders. Only then did she look towards Dave.


Dave could sense his victory. He lost no time in giving his next command,
"Lose the shorts."


Totally submissive now Shelly unbuttoned the top button and unzipped the
tight shorts and let them fall to the floor. Modestly she returned her gaze to
the floor. No man other than I had ever seen her naked. I had taken her
virginity nearly twenty years ago on our wedding day.


Dave walked the few steps separating his latest conquest and whispered
his next command, "Spread yourself for me."


Obediently Shelly spread her long tanned legs. She could not look Dave in
the face.  Her alcohol fogged brain was rapidly becoming sober as her mind
raced; What was she doing? She could not answer the internal question.


Amused, Dave lowered his right index finger and rubbed the tip against
the wet pussy folds of my wife. The two mounds were molded together as Shelly's
woman creme coated each of the two swollen hair covered lips. A smile appeared
on Dave's face as his finger felt the moisture coating his finger. He brought
the digit to my wife's lips and applied the wet coating over her red lipstick.
Her head was still lowered.


"Only a true slut would be standing naked in front of a man she had just
met," stated Dave. Mockingly he continued stating the obvious; "Are you a
slut?"


Searching for words, for a justification of her situation she meekly
sobbed, "I am a slut."


"Do you fuck anybody but your husband, little slut?" questioned Dave.


"No," was her meek reply.


"From now on the only cock you will allow in your holes will be mine; (
and ominously), those men I chose to let fuck your worthless body," was the
firm reply.


Although humiliated, Shelly meekly looked up and begged, "Will you fuck
me now?"


Laughing at my wife's subservience he gave his cruel answer, "You have
not earned the right to be fucked. I don't have class until noon tomorrow.
After Al goes to work you may come to my home. Dress appropriately. I may fuck
you."


Dave then turned and walked the few steps to his home leaving my wife
standing naked in the living room with her wetness streaming down her long
tanned legs. Humiliated and not understanding the total control that the
Professor of History had over her she quietly joined me in our martial bed.


Shelly's First Six Months - Part II
                                  By Arc Light
                      (See Acknowledgment Prior to Part 1)


As I slept peacefully through the long dark to another day of corporate
intrigue.


However, the intrigue that my heretofore faithful wife was planning was
beyond my comprehension. Tonight poor Shelly tossed and turned the entire
evening. She had never cheated on me and tonight was a truly mind altering
experience for my beautiful wife.


The next morning I woke and went through the twenty year ritual of
shower, shave and bodily functions. As I straightened my tie I noticed my
Shelly spending an extraordinary amount of time in front of her make up
dresser. She seemed to be putting on an extra heavy amount of make up for so
early in the morning. Thinking no more about it I headed out the door as I had
for the last twenty years and sped away poking through her closet she picked
out the clothes that I especially bought for her for our long forgotten
week-end fantasy get away. Sitting at her night table she pulled on the sheer
black seamed hose; carefully hooking the tops to the garter clasps at the top.
Pushing her 34B firm breasts together with a wonder bra she admired herself in
the mirror. For a lady of 40 years old she still could turn a man's eye.


The next stop at her closet brought out a tight, short black leather mini
skirt. Putting on a white silk blouse she gingerly tucked the blouse into the
leather skirt. She then pulled out a pair of four inch black patent heels which
she carefully slipped on her delicate feet.  Brushing her light brown hair over
her shoulders she caught herself in the full length mirror and subtly smiled to
herself. "Yes; she has dressed appropriately," she thought to herself.


Before she her inner conscience reminded her that she was married;
married for twenty years; she hurried down the stairs and rapidly walked the
few steps to Dave's front door.


Softly knocking on the heavy door she nervously looked around the sleepy
neighborhood. Luckily for my horny wife there were no neighbors enjoying their
morning walks. Becoming anxious she finally stopped knocking and twisted the
gold door knob letting herself into the spacious room of the Professor that
lived next door.


The Professor was leisurely lounging on the sofa. He was stark naked and
when he saw my beautiful Shelly his nine inch cock started hardening. He
however realized that he had no choice but to resist his arousal if he was to
completely mold the sexy and eager housewife that had presented herself to him
as his prize; his prize pussy.


The Professor effortlessly rose and walked to where my wife was
transfixed to his rapidly hardening beautiful cock. He could sense her
uneasiness; her anxiety and her trepidation. She trembled as he approached.


"I see that you have dressed like a little whore. Do you dress like a
tramp every morning Mrs. Penman?" questioned the Professor.


"I dress this way only for my mentor," she quickly retorted.


Amused at the quick response Dave put his hands on my wife's shoulders
and gently turned her to face the door. Picking up a black scarf he wrapped the
silk cloth around my wife's blue eyes. Tying the blindfold in the back he let
his hands fall drop to my wife's hard nipples and gently caress the ends. A
soft moan escaped her painted red lips.


Backing away from the alluring Shelly the Professor slipped into an easy
chair.


"Turn around; tell me what you think your husband would think of his wife
if he could see her," questioned Dave.


Shelly slowly turned and faced his voice. She was visibly trembling and
could not contemplate what I would have thought. She quietly moaned, "I'm not
sure. He still trust me."


"When I make you mine I will mark you. Everyone will know that you are my
little whore. Does that worry you?" continues the Professor's questioning.


Deprived of her sight my wife stood trembling in front of a man she
barely knew; a man who had confidently told her that he was going to mark her;
mark her as his whore. As the last thought echoed throughout her brain she felt
the first dampness in the black silk panties drip from her tunnel of pleasure.
Irregardless of how she felt; she realized that there was no retreat. She had
irrevocably passed the point of no return. Her tight body was becoming more
aroused by the second. She could not be deprived of Dave's magnificent prick
this morning. She had endured in anguish all night waiting to be with Dave;
anticipating the nine inch cock drilling into her moistening pussy. Her rock
hard nipples thrust against the silk blouse, reaching out to be caressed by his
strong hands.


"Unbutton your blouse," came the simple order.


Shelly immediately allowed her fingers to separate the buttons from the
eyelet's on her silk blouse. When the buttons were undone she pulled apart the
blouse exposing her black bra covered breasts. The nipples were peaking out
above the top of the bra and her tongue teased her lips enticingly. She
sensously swayed her hips attempting to encourage a response from Dave.


As Shelly's mind was fighting to make sense of her current situation Dave
gave his next command. "Remove your blouse."


Shelly, still blindfolded pulled the blouse from the waist band of the
tight leather mini skirt. Unbuttoning the sleeves she lets the silk garment
fall to the floor. Here, was my wife standing in front of her new lover; her
blouse by her feet; her eyes blindfolded; and her sweet pussy dripping precious
woman fluid.


She did not hear Dave get up and walk to my dear Shelly. When he reached
out and caressed her hard nipples she let out a small gasp. However, she stood
completely still and let her acquaintance of less than 24 hours manipulate her
breasts. Even though blindfolded she closed her eyes as she felt the woman dew
drip from her aroused woman hole. The sticky fluid formed in the black lace
panties and unconsciously she let her long beautiful legs slowly open. Her
master, Dave noticed the subtle movement. He had initiated many women into his
lair and he was amused how easy he had captured the passionate affection and
wiliness to humiliate herself as he had my dear wife Shelly.


As he continued his near brutal hard manipulation of Shelly's breasts the
doorbell broke the silence. Catching Shelly by complete surprise she turned her
head and instantly realized her blindfold still blocked her vision. Dave
retraced the several steps back to his easy chair and gave my wife her next
order; "Remove your blindfold and show my guest in."


Apprehensively Shelly removed her blindfold and let it drop to where her
blouse was crumpled at her feet. Slowly she walked to the door and taking a big
breath opened the heavy oak door. As the door swung open she looked up to the
giant waiting on the far side of the door. Mike Dunbar, professor of the
Forestry Department, was a giant of a man. Standing nearly six foot eight
inches high he weighed nearly two hundred seventy pounds and not a single pound
was fat. His blond hair, blue eyes and huge muscles had broken many a coeds
heart.


"Well, well. What do we have here?" questioned Mike as he looked past my
partially clad wife into the living room and the seated and smug colleague.


Dave gracefully rose and walked the short distance to the door and smiled
at his colleague. "I would like to introduce you to Mrs. Al Penman. She is my
next door neighbor and she came over this morning to receive an early morning
fucking," he stated matter of factly.


The embarrassment that my poor wife felt was nearly overwhelming. Her
entire body blushed at such a harsh statement. As she meekly stood between the
two large men Mike showed himself in and tweaked her elongated nipples as he
brushed by the mortified wife.


Dave, noticing the morbid embarrassment that my wife was feeling gave her
his next command. "When a guest enters my home I expect you to greet him. Give
Mike one of your famous tongue kisses to welcome him to my home Mrs. Penman."
He emphasized the Mrs. Penman realizing the knife that he was putting into my
heretofore faithful wife.


Shelly understood that she had no alternatives. She encased his muscular
shoulders with her lean arms and pulled her tight body against his massive
frame as she inserted her sweet tasting tongue into his oral chamber. He
allowed her tongue to explore his mouth while he reached behind the older woman
and firmly placed his hands on her taunt asscheeks. He pulled my wife forward
against his massive hardening cock. Shelly could instantly feel the rock solid
man muscle as he tightened his grip on her leather covered ass cheeks.


After several minutes of the passionate kissing Shelly felt his strong
hands on her shoulders and she opened her eyes to see a leering Mike Dunbar. He
slowly pushed my wife to her knees and she desperately looked up into Dave's
sparkling eyes.


"Do It !" came the simple command from her lover.


Hesitantly she reached for the large belt buckle and once removed she
expertly unbuttoned the one button on the blue jeans. As she unzipped the Levis
Mike smugly looked down at my wife on her knees with her dark blue eyes looking
pleadingly for compassion. Her eyes refocused as the huge log flopped out
hitting her heavily made up face. The shaft was nearly eight inches long and
was as thick as her forearm.


"I expect you to swallow Mrs. Penman," mocks the forester as he smiles at
Dave who has assumed a comfortable position allowing him a full view of his
newest plaything.


She wrapped her delicate lips around the huge log and stretching her
mouth was able to barely get in the thick head. Struggling she used both hands
and finally was able to force her lips around the huge purple club.


Mike, enjoying the efforts of the struggling wife turned to his friend.
"How did such a delightful morsel cum your way?" he questioned.


Dave, also enjoying the efforts of my struggling wife to force more of
the man cock into her warm and willing mouth recanted the story. "I was simply
invited over for supper last night. As I sit on the sofa the good Mrs. Penman
wanted to play vixen so I started caressing those tightlittle breasts. When I
kissed her I started fingering her tight little cunt. It was so tight that her
shit head of a husband must not fuck her once a month. The little tramp must
have cum five times during the evening; and all I ever did was finger fuck her
little twat. Her husband got drunk and finally left to go to bed. When he went
to bed I fingered her some more and when I left told the little bitch I may
fuck her if she looked presentable enough. And, so now you know how the good
Mrs. Al Penman came to be on her knees sucking your dick."


My poor Shelly, on her knees in front of the giant felt humiliated by the
coarse dialogue outlining her journey into submission. Although mortified;
there was another emotion racing throughout her aroused body. That emotion was
pent up and complete sexual abandonment.  Although she should feel disgraced
and ashamed my wife's only desire was for the two assembled men to totally
ravish her aching body. As her story of disgrace was discussed between the two
enthralled men she sucked the long hard cock for all she was worth. The feeling
of the hard manhood drove her on and each time she fondled the hard weapon she
felt the flow of her feminine dew coat her panties and run down the inside of
her thighs.


As her oral lovemaking continued she felt Mike start to thrust against
her eager mouth and tensed as he grabbed the back of her head and pulled it
forward lodging another two inches of the hard log into her mouth.


Spreading her legs for greater balance she sucked on the huge cock until
she felt the final shudder immediately before her mouth become engorged with an
enormous discharge of salty man cum. Attempting to swallow the warm liquid she
gulped the fluid down as the pressure on the back of her head increased even
more. Try as she might the sticky fluid found its escape and dripped down the
side of her mouth falling in sticky streams to the top of her lace covered
breasts. As she felt the warm liquid coat her nipples and continue it's journey
down her tight stomach she felt her own cunt spasm and allow her own orgasm
explode.


As she fell backwards, coming to rest on her firm tight asscheeks she
allowed the sweet sensation to encompass her total body. She could not explain
how she could have suck a tremendous climax and have not even touched her
dripping pussy. Her eyes closed and the two men smiled at each other. Yes,
Dave's newest addition to lust would work very well for their many planned and
unplanned excursions down a long and dark road of total subservience for my
beautiful and passionate wife.


After what seemed an eternity Dave finally spoke, "Mike and I want
breakfast. Go fix it and lose the fucking skirt. You won't need it the rest of
the day."


As Shelly pulled herself up her hands were already reaching for the
button and zipper to the black leather mini skirt. Walking past the two men
Shelly could not bring herself to look into their dancing eyes. She could not
understand herself what has drawn her to the menacing Dave but she knows that
her first lesson would certainly lead her to more and more degradation. Her
mind could not only accept that but actually coveted the next step in her
journey.


The two men's eyes followed my wife as she stepped out of the mini skirt
and made her way to the kitchen. Her tight buns and supple figure were already
tightening the hard cocks of the two men. Yes; they would enjoy the rest of the
day.


TO BE CONTINUED.


Shelly's First Six Months - Part III
                                  By Arc Light
                      ( See Acknowledgment Before Part 1 )


As Dave's and Mike's eyes followed the firm black lace covered buttocks
of my wife to the kitchen each had a surge of hardness in their massive man
organs. Even though Mike had just received a world class blow job his long cock
pushed against his blue jeans. After several minutes the men joined my semi
nude wife in the kitchen as she prepared their breakfast.


When finished Shelly carefully placed the plate of ham and eggs in front
of Mike first since he was the guest. As she leaned over the table she felt
Dave's confident hands caress her tight ass. Trying to ignore the pleasurable
sensation she stepped away to retrieve Dave's breakfast. For her action she
received a hard punishing slap against her lace covered ass cheeks.


"Don't ever walk away from me when I am playing with you. Do you
understand Mrs. Penman?" stated Dave harshly.


All my wife could do was acknowledge her mistake, "I'm sorry," as she
handed Dave his meal.  Shelly was completely embarrassed by her situation.
Before last night she had been the perfect and faithful wife; less than twenty
four hours later she was standing nearly naked in front of two men she barely
knew; one of which she had just given a blow job.


As she lost herself in the self absorbed questions she received another
slap on her reddened ass cheeks. "Come here and spread for me," ordered Dave.


Embarrassed my wife meekly presented herself and looking towards the
floor gently spread her long tanned legs. Dave, temporarily leaving his
breakfast let his fingers start at her left knee and let his hand slowly creep
up her black hose covered leg. His hand moved at an agonizingly slow pace as he
felt his married plaything tremble at his every touch. Amused he let the
fingers retrace their journey several times before finally brushing the blood
engorged pussy lips. A soft moan escaped her lips as Shelly felt the fingers
brush against the hard little orb. As her sex throbbed she felt the
reappearance of woman dew coat the crotch of her black lace panties.  Her eyes
closed and she continued to subtlety widen her stance to allow greater access
to her pussy hole.


Mike, amused at the gross fondling of the married housewife, finally had
to excuse himself. "Although you have been a gracious hose my dear friend I
must be getting to my class." As he rose he took Shelly's chin in his huge paw
and gave her a deep passionate tongue kiss. Forcing himself to break the kiss
he looked into her deep blue eyes and gave my wife a subtle good bye, "I have a
large number of senior foresters coming to my cabin next week; maybe I will
borrow you from my friend Dave."


Mike then turned and left winking at Dave who continued to fondle my
wife's dripping pussy. When the door closed behind his fellow colleague Dave
let his strong hand travel to my wife's reddened and tender asscheeks. As his
index finger snuck into the deep crevice he asked my wife another humiliating
question, "Has your wimp of a husband fucked you in your ass?"


Unnerved by the absence of the pleasure giving digit against her pouting
pussy lips she became unsettled by the direct question. "My husband has never
taken me there. I am too tight; I'm afraid that it would hurt me too much."


"So you are still cherry in your asshole my dear Mrs. Penman?" continued
the questioning Dave.


"Please ...... Don't ask me again. Please fuck me with your magnificent
cock," pleaded my aroused wife.


Rising, Dave looked into my wife's eyes, "I am going to work out. Come to
me in forty five minutes and you may rub me down. Maybe you will even get
lucky," mocked my wife's new master.


When Dave got to his mini gym he exercised like a man possessed;
straining each muscle group. Shortly he was covered in a deep wet sweat and he
continued to push. Promptly, forty five minutes later my dear Shelly gently
knocked at the door.


"I'm not ready yet. Wait in the hall; when I'm ready to fuck you I will
call you," came the punishing order. Shelly, her pussy continuing to drip
waited in the hall like a mare waiting for a stallion to mount her. Her psychic
had been shattered ever since arriving. Desperately she wanted Dave's long and
powerful nine inch cock. She craved the magnificent organ; she would humble
herself; prostitute herself; anything if she could have her pussy filled by the
imposing monster.


Dave made the married housewife tremble at the door waiting for the
opportunity to enter the room. As he cooled down from the work out he let his
mind drift; seeking more and more ways to mold the waiting married woman into
his total sex plaything. Finally, his cock aching he called to Shelly; "You may
enter."


Hurriedly my wife entered the work out room and walked to the long bench
where Dave was sitting; stark naked with his handsome cock hanging over the
side of the bench. "How small is your husband's manhood?" questioned Dave.


Shelly was again caught unaware. Thinking that she was entering the room
to be pleasured by her new lover he forced her to recall her infidelity. "Al's
cock is a little over four inches."


My wife was mocked by the laughter of her lover. "No wonder you want my
cock.  Your husband must be hung like a pencil," he continued to ridicule


Shelly started to come to the defense of my manhood; but decided that her
need superseded the defense of my manhood. She merely lowered her eyes and
stared at Dave's large cock.


Dave, knew that he had made his point with the married tramp eagerly
eyeing his man weapon. He turned on the bench and laid flat on his stomach.
Bringing his feet to rest on the twenty four inch wide board he gave his next
order to my dripping wife, "You may give me a rub down now."


Shelly straddled the bench which was about three feet off the ground. She
placed her knees on both sides of his sweat covered ass and started rubbing the
massive shoulder muscles. Her fingers kneaded the muscles bringing a relaxed
serene calm to my wife's lover. As he let his mind drift he gave her the next
degrading order, "Mrs. Penman. KISS MY ASS."


My wife was again caught totally unprepared for the order. She hesitated;
unsure of her reaction.


Dave, angered at the hesitation again gave the order, "Mrs. Penman, you
can caress my ass with your tongue or you can get your cheating ass out of my
house. Whatever you choose to do; do it now."


Broken, Shelly slid down the sweat covered legs and gently kissed one
asscheek and then let her lips skip to the second muscled buttock. She was glad
she could not see Dave's sneering face as she continued to kiss the muscled
cheeks.


"Now Mrs. Penman; use your tongue. Make me feel it," came the next
obvious degrading command.


Shelly, my wife of twenty years, lowered her head and sticking out the
tip of her tongue found the wrinkled winking eye of her lover's muscle. She did
not hesitate; she knew that hesitation would bring rebuke and further
humiliation. After entering the dark chamber Dave let his muscles relax as my
wife's tongue penetrated deeper and deeper. As she felt Dave become accustomed
to her searching tongue she gently reached beneath the thrusting ass and let
her fingers encase the solid love muscle. At first she could not comprehend the
hardness; the thickness of his muscular cock. She could feel the throbbing
veins on the outer surface as she buried her tongue deep into his asshole. As
she continued thrusting her face against the sweat soaked masculine ass cheeks
she stroked the never ending length of nine inch solid manhood.  She felt his
strong legs envelop her shoulders and pull her deeper and deeper into the dark
passage. Dave's loud almost primal release deposited a never ending discharge
on the varnished bench. After what seemed an eternity he released his legs from
the backs of her shoulders and gracefully twisted around and sit facing my
prone wife.


She looked up from the bench into his eyes; her make up and hair in
shambles. Her long hair was falling in her face.


"Lick it up. I may give you what you want if you beg me for it,"
continued the dominant order.


Totally broken Shelly crawled the short distance to the massive blob of
man cum and looking into Dave's eyes thrust her tongue forward and licked up
the discharge from the varnished bench. Dave, amazed at my wife's total
subservience, watched in awe as she licked every drop of his discharge. As her
tongue darted out for another load she looked up to his dark eyes; teasing him
with every movement.


The effect of seeing this married tramp, prone before his out stretched
legs lick his discharge at his command caused his cock to harden rapidly. By
the time my wife had finished her latest humiliating order his cock was again
at full erection.


"Please fuck me. I have obeyed you," begged my dear Shelly to her new
lover.


Dave scooted forward and inserted his index finger into Shelly's now
soaked and dripping black lace panties. As he easily inserted his finger up to
the first knuckle into her moist pussy my wife nearly passed out. The pleasure
that resulted from the simple finger fucking nearly short circuited Shelly's
fragile being.


Dave then laid back on the bench and gave his mare the next order. "Pull
your panties to the side. You may impale your twitching pussy on my cock; BUT
ONLY TO THE LENGTH OF YOUR WIMP HUSBAND. WHEN YOU HAVE RECEIVED THE COCK THAT
YOU NORMALLY RECEIVE YOU MUST TELL ME. Do you understand Mrs. Penman?" came the
brutal stipulation.


Like the mare in the field all my Shelly could understand was that at
long last she was to receive the beautiful cock of her new lover. Eagerly she
knee walked along the bench and when she reached her lover she pulled the
sopping black lace panties to one side and gently; very gently inserted the
dark purple head of the thick and long cock into the opening of her sex.


The hardness; the thickness was unlike her prior fucking by me; her
husband of two decades. Unfortunately my hardness was fleeting at times. My
humble four inches were the most I could insert............


As each inch was carefully folded into her eager pussy she could feel the
throbbing manhood as the blood surged through the thick veins. My dear Shelly
was totally filled; unlike anytime in our twenty years of marriage.


As she moaned and pleaded for her lover to be gentle he continually
thrusted when she was trying to adjust to the huge club being force fed into
her delicate and burning woman tunnel. At long last; the insertion equaled four
inches; albeit four inches of rock solid thick manhood.


"Have we reached the point where your shithead husband could reach Mrs.
Penman?" questioned Dave.


In total arousal Shelly could only moan; "Oh God Yes. You are as deep as
Al could ever reach. Please I need more ........... More, Dear God More...... "
Shelly continued to beg for more of her lover's cock.


Dave had given my wife what she craved but if she wanted more of the
golden rod she would have to pay for it with her tight body...... and her total
soul.


"I will give you more Mrs. Penman. But you will give me more. You will
give me your last remaining cherry.... You will give me your brown cherry. You
sweet little ass... Refuse me and I'll send your sorry ass home to Mr.
Shithead," Dave stated as he humbled my begging wife.


"Oh god. Please not that. I will give you my soul. But you would KILL ME
with your huge cock. Please..... Please God not that. Don't fuck me in my ass;
I could never take you," begged my distraught wife.


As she continued to beg she attempted to insert more of Dave's cock into
her tight pussy chamber. However Dave, like always was one step ahead of my
writhing wife. He placed his muscular hands on her hips and firmly held her
hips; not allowing her to thrust her cock filled pussy down on his huge cudgel.


Frantically, desperately Shelly attempted at greater insertion of man
cock. As the limited insertion became impossible to increase Shelly lowered her
tear stained face into Dave's leering face and simply nodded.


Dave, relishing his total and complete victory wanted still more from my
frantic wife.


"Beg me to fuck your brown cherry hole. Beg me to stick my cock up your
ass."


Looking into his eyes she responded with her sultry voice; "Please, you
may take my cherry asshole. Please, anything you wish. But fuck me NOW. I NEED
YOUR COCK SO BAD. PLEASE FUCK MEEEEEEEE......."


With total subservience achieved Dave removed his hands from Shelly's
hips and pulled her heaving thighs down on his massive cock in one stroke. The
animalistic scream from my wife nearly broke the windows. As her pussy
struggled to adjust to the complete insertion of nine fantastic inches into her
pussy chamber she grabbed Dave's face and pulled him to her breasts. Dave's
mouth opened immediately and sucked the blood engorged nipples into his mouth.
His teeth scraped against the hard nipples and Shelly could feel the skin being
scraped as she felt his cockhead touch the outer folds of her cervix. No man
had ever entered my wife this deep, especially her husband.


The pleasure was nearly unbearable for my wife as she bucked against the
pleasure producing steel rod. The first of several orgasms hit my Shelly as
Dave thrust his muscle bound buttocks off the bench and lifted the consumed
housewife off the bench. During his final thrust he bit down on the tender and
scraped nipple and brought blood to his lips.  As my wife spasmed above him his
second blast of man cum coated her torn pussy chute. The salty liquid burned
the bruised and stretched pussy hole. Dave then laid back on the bench and
allowed Shelly to continue to milk her next three orgasms on the now deflating
manhood.


Eventually.... an eternity later Shelly slid down his muscular body and
laid on the floor next to her lover. When her pussy allowed the manhood to
escape the black lace panties snapped back over the stretched opening and
caught the massive discharge of white sticky man cum.


When Dave had regained his wind he sit up and brought his legs over the
edge of the bench. "Clean Me." was the simple and direct order.


My poor exhausted wife drug her sore and exhausted body to a sitting
position. She felt Dave's hands around the back of her head and allowed her
face to be drug to the still dripping cock head. Once he smeared the discharge
on her face she opened her lips to lick the organ clean. Once she accomplished
her task she looked up for her next command.


"You will not change your panties. When I get back from class I want to
smell you. I want to smell your juices. For the rest of the day every time you
leak my fluid you will remember that you belong to me. Tonight, I will take
your brown cherry. Then you will truly be mine," Dave continued.


My wife, on her haunches with Dave's cum staining her beautiful face
merely acknowledged his last testament. As Dave finished dressing and walked
out his front door my wife could feel his cum dripping out the sides of her
black lace panties. She felt her ass tighten as she feared the taking of her
brown cherry. It would be terribly tight; but the reward of giving her cherry
to her lover would make it worth it.


TO BE CONTINUED..TAKING OF THE CHERRY
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The Stratford Inn - The Interview & First Surrender
The Stratford Inn - The Interview & First Surrender
                                       By
                                   Arc Light


(This is a parody)


The Stratford Inn, a small inn in Northern Vermont is operated by a
middle aged writer and his wife; Dick & JoAnna Louden.  Dick is a "How To"
writer for a New York Publishing House and JoAnna is a restless, sexually
frustrated beauty saddled with her rather dull and lifeless mate for life.


Assisting them in their task of operating the vacation inn are Stephanie;
a vivacious; Vanderbilt educated rich beauty who is mulling her way through
life until her extremely rich and doting parents exit their life.  Her current,
constant companion is Michael, the program manager of a local radio station
which also has Dick as a commentator on the joys of living in Vermont.
Michael, is a pompous sole who's total existence is based on providing short
term personal pleasure to himself; and when he is generous to Stephanie.


The second helper of the Inn is, or more properly, has been, George, who
recently suffered a Stroke.  He served as the handy man for the Inn for nearly
forty years until he was forced to become a resident of a Nursing Home.


We find ourselves in the middle of a heated discussion with JoAnna and
Dick concerning finding a replacement for the handyman.


"I think we need someone with a little more life than George exhibited,"
JoAnna hammers home a point to her constantly over wrought husband Dick.


Desperately trying to return to his overdue book on "How to build
Bookshelves" Dick finally surrenders.  "Look, Honey, if you want to hire
another handyman to help around the Inn I am totally in favor of it.  It's just
that I don't have the time right now.  Bernie, my editor has called me three
times this week begging me to send him my rough manuscript.  Could you handle
the hiring of the new handyman?"


Frustrated by her husband's lack of interest she finally agrees to his
putting the burden of hiring a replacement to George on her shoulders.
Flipping her long brown shoulder length hair over her shoulders she stomps out
of her husband's den.  "I will hire a handyman and I don't want you to throw a
tissie on who I select."


Dick, who is just as frustrated perks up his nose but says nothing.
Thinking silently to himself; "Finally I can get back to my book.  JoAnna will
probably hire some doting old fool like George but who cares at this point."


JoAnna carefully writes out the qualifications she is seeking and drops
the classified add off to the small community's only paper.  For the first
three days she hears nothing but on the morning of the fourth day she receives
a call from George Burns.  "Great she thinks as she listens to the deep voice
on the other end of the line.  Not only is my only applicant another George;
but another ancient specimen of a man......"  Reluctantly the enticing middle
age woman agrees to meet the applicant that afternoon while her husband is
doing his weekly television program.


When her husband leaves she asks Stephanie to watch the front desk and
leisurely takes a long bubble bath.  She ties her long brown hair in bun and
fills the tub with soothing warm water.  She lets herself relax in the tub and
gently inserts a long red tipped index finger into her womanly crevice and rubs
her little bud of pleasure.  Slowly she increases the pleasure on the little
hooded bud of life and starts arching her hips to meet the pleasurable
sensations.  She closes her dark emerald eyes and looses herself in her ongoing
fantasy.


"She has just emerged from the hotel bathroom and is totally naked. Her
lover appears from the dark corner of the room and wraps his long muscular arms
around her soft tender shoulders.  Their lips meet and she feels his forceful
tongue bury itself in her warm and inviting mouth.  He effortlessly cradles her
tight body in his arms and carries her over the king size bed where he
carefully lays her in the middle.  As he slips on the bed she can see his
manhood; long and hard as it comes closer and.........."


"JoAnna, your handyman applicant is here and are you going to be in for a
big surprise," calls out Stephanie from the hall.


The shrill high pitched voice pierces her ears like an icepick and JoAnna
forces her eyes open.  She was so very close to reaching her orgasm.  For the
last several years her only climaxes have been from her fingers; and her toys.
Frustrated she thinks aloud; why couldn't he have come on time and not thirty
minutes early.  Reluctantly she pulls herself to a standing position and
admires her tight bubble coated body in the full length mirror on the door to
her bathroom.  Even at age forty her body was young and firm.  She and Dick
never had children; another one of Dick's problems she smirked.  Not only could
he not maintain an erection he could not conceive children.  He could not even
bring pleasure to his wife and it was an ongoing source of martial friction.


She admired her body in the mirror.  Her breasts were not large but they
were perfect and were topped with rock hard nipples the size of small erasers.
The nipples were hard as she felt a shiver envelop her body as the cool air
passed over her wet body.  Her tight stomach was clenched and the effect made
her womanly lips even more pronounced.  Directly above the pouting red lips was
a small fleece like covering that JoAnna religiously trimmed to a magnificent
triangle.


As she toweled off her long lean body an evil thought shot through her
mind.  "Well, if the inconsiderate handyman applicant wanted to ruin her needed
release she might as well have her way with the old geezer.  She quickly
discarded the slacks and top that she originally had laid out to conduct the
interview in.  Pulling open her lingerie drawer she slipped a pair of thigh
high black hose over her long and perfectly mucked legs.  She snapped the
garter clasps to the top and pulled on a pair of french cut black lace panties.
Before preceding she modeled for herself in the full length mirror.  A half cut
black bra was added to the ensemble and she smiled to herself.  If nothing else
the old geezer would be going home with a lump in his pants.  The thought
brought a smiled to her lips which she carefully applied a high gloss red
paint.  The lips along with a dark mascara created the image she was seeking.
Looking carefully through her well stocked closer she finally selected a black
leather mini skirt; white silk blouse and black leather vest.


"Yes," she thought, "This outfit will make the dead rise.."


One final glance to the mirror and she sauntered to the door and the long
walk down the winding staircase.  She traverse the steps with grace and poise
and searching the great room could find no one waiting for her.


Upon reaching the bottom she glanced over to the shocked face of
Stephanie.  "My god, JoAnna where are you going in THAT outfit........  That's
an outfit for a night on the town, not one to interview some lowly
servant....." Finally, Stephanie started to giggle.


"You don't know what you've done JoAnna," again chimed Stephanie.


Irritated by the younger and snobbish girl JoAnna finally asked, "Where
is the old geezer?"


Stephanie, her mouth still aghast merely pointed to the seclusion of the
dining room.


"I do not want to be disturbed Stephanie !" JoAnna firmly stated.


Smiling cockily, Stephanie snickered,  "Believe me, JoAnna, I have no
intention of disturbing you and the handyman.."


Her anger barely under control, JoAnna turned on her four inch black
patent leather heels and swung open the french doors leading to the dining
room. Her face reddened immediately; seated at the main table was a huge
muscular black man.  He let his dark eyes take in the black leather clad beauty
and at long last gracefully rose and offered his large black hand.  "I'm George
Burns, Mrs. Louden."


Her eyes followed his hand and she trembled slightly as her delicate hand
was engulfed by he large black hand.  The contrast of the black hand absorbing
her hand allowed a second tremor to consume her tight lean body.


"I'm pleased to meet you," she softly murmured.  "Won't you take a seat,
please,"


George was amused that his effect had on the brunette beauty.  Her choice
of an interview outfit puzzled him but he hoped that it was the prelude of
something more exciting.  He had quickly envisioned a multitude of interesting
possibilities.  He was further pleased that his appearance has so unsettled his
interviewer.


As JoAnna settled into the chair next to him he was treated to an expanse
of the dark band of hose covering her upper thigh.  He was pleased that she did
not embarrassingly tug at the too short black leather skirt, but merely let the
hem stay where it fell.  He let his dark eyes inventory the rest of her
delightful outfit; he let his eyes rest on her hardened nipples and finally
pulled his stare away from the delightful sight.


Annoyed by the black's insolent stare JoAnna tried to regain her
composure.  "I guess you came to apply for the handyman's job?  Do you have any
qualifications?"


"Well, MRS.  Louden, I have served four years in the Seabees.  I rose to
the rank of gunnery sergeant before discharge.  I have enrolled at the
University in Montplier in Industrial Technology.  I do believe that I can
handle any problem that might arise here at the Inn....."


JoAnna was caught off guard.  His emphasis on "MRS." catapulted her back
to the reality of the situation.  Before he had even started outlining his
background she was prepared to state, "I don't think you are what we are
looking for her at the Stratford."  What she knew was that a Black Man was not
what anyone in Vermont was prepared for.


Her mind quickly refocused when he completed his qualifications.  "I'm
not sure if we can use you Mr. Burns............." she managed to mumble.


"On the contrary, MRS.  Louden, I think I have all the qualifications to
satisfy you completely,"came the self assured response.  As he finished his
statement he slowly slid his long legs apart and JoAnna let her gaze fall on
the lap of the arrogant black man only a foot away from her.  Her gaze became
transfixed to the huge black bulge running down the inside of his tight blue
jeans. Her mind reasoned, "It can't be that long; or that hard...."


JoAnna's breathing became more rapid as she returned her gaze to his
dancing dark eyes.


"If you will give me the opportunity I am sure that I can insure that you
are well satisfied with my performance, MRS.  Louden," continued the near
mocking rejoinder.


JoAnna felt her temperature rise.  She could not remove the huge bulge
from her mind.  He couldn't be that well endowed, no man could.  She mentally
compared the solid mass of muscle to her husband's five inches of normally
shriveled manhood.


At what seemed an eternity JoAnna finally regained her composure.  "I
will have to discuss your qualifications with my husband Mr. Burns.  I,
ah.........." her thoughts drifted.


"I will leave my Resume' with your desk clerk.  It has my phone number on
it if there is anything you have a question about.  Please, don't get up, I can
show myself out," he confidently replied.


JoAnna was thankful for his courtesy.  Her weak legs would not have
permitted her to stand.  As she heard the french doors close behind her she
felt moisture drip from her panties.  She closed her eyes and mentally focused
on the dew forming between her lips.  "My god," she thought, "I feel as if I
have just had an orgasm..........."  She remained seated for several minutes
desperately trying to compose herself.


As George left the room his eyes were drawn to the haughty blonde haired
desk clerk.  Although she was very pretty George could also tell that there was
one thing that she was sold on; herself.  He approached her and she raised her
nose in the air with a haughty attitude.


"Please leave my Resume' where Mrs.  Louden can find it," came the simple
request.


"I doubt that she will be needing it, Mr. Burns," she smugly replied.


As he turned from the snotty bitch he envisioned how the aristocratic
young snob's face would look like when he had his long black cock stuffed up
between her asscheeks.  The vision brought a smile to his face.......


.................................


When Dick returned later that afternoon he was in his usual bad mood.
Michael had once again scheduled a completely inconsequential guest for his
"Vermont Today" program.  His anger spilled over to his wife who was patiently,
almost absentmindedly sitting in his den.  He ranted and raved about Michael
for nearly ten minutes and then finally acknowledged JoAnna.


"I've only had one applicant for the handyman's job; but I am not sure he
would work out here.  He is......... different...." JoAnna softly commented.
Her mind drifted to the afternoon...She had replaced her soaked panties but
couldn't remove the sight of George's long hard pole from her mind.


"Look, JoAnna.  Surely you can at least make some decisions around here.
I have my book to write; a radio show to manage; and the finances of our inn.
Hire him; or don't.  It doesn't matter to me," Dick continued.


JoAnna quietly rose and left leaving Dick to wonder about the vacant
stare in his beautiful wife's eyes.  She went to the phone at the front desk
and dialed the number at the top of the resume'.  When the other end of the
line came to life she quietly announced herself and stated, "I would like for
you to start tomorrow.  I think I can use your services."


It is a good thing that JoAnna could not hear the smirk on the other end
of the line.  George quietly acknowledged the job.  He would meet her at 10:00
AM in the morning.  As JoAnna hung the phone up George let his mind drift. His
new employer was truly a beautiful woman who seemed to need a lot more than a
mere handyman.


George arrived at the designated time and was delighted find the mistress
of the house waiting for him.  She had a tight white cotton blouse and even
tighter blue jeans.  She filled out both articles of clothing very well.
Nervously she showed him the way to his apartment above the garage.  He
followed her closely up the long stairway and his eyes were on the same plane
as JoAnna's delightful ass cheeks.  He could not ascertain any panty lines and
made the quick analysis that she chose not to wear panties this day.  She
opened the door and George had to gently nudge her in as he carried his large
navy duffel bag and another large suitcase.  As he brushed against her tight
body he heard a slight gasp.


Dropping the two items on the floor he turned as she proceeded to show
him the rather large room with accompanying bath.  When she opened the door to
the large walk in closet he was directly behind her and when she turned she ran
in to his large muscular chest.  Flustered she backed away and looked into his
smiling face.


Blushing she asked him to follow her so that she could show him the
balance of the inn.  Obediently he followed the red faced wife down the stairs,
through the kitchen, dining room and up the stairs to the inn's guest rooms.
Letting her mind relax she rattled off the names of the rooms as she showed
each to her new handyman.  As she started to return to the stairs George
matter-of- factly asked what the rooms to the right of the stairs were.


"That is the Dick's and my apartment.  I don't believe you will have
anything to fix in there.," JoAnna rather sternly stated.


Ignoring her comment George walked over to the door and let himself in.
"I think there might be a lot to fix in there," he reflected


Upset, JoAnna angrily followed her new employee into her living quarters.
Since Stephanie was again manning the front desk she quickly closed the door.
She had no intention of letting her maid over hear her rebuke of the arrogant
new employee.


"You have did an excellent job on decorating.  Your apartment is a
reflection of you; beautiful and intense.  I especially like this king size
four poster bed.  I can only assume that you and your husband make appropriate
use of it...." George commented.


JoAnna was not used to such arrogance.  Her face reddened even more as
George sit down on the edge of the perfectly made up bed.  She became even more
furious when he patted the bed next to him, motioning for her to join him.


She pulled back her open hand and moved one step in front of him.  The
large black man easily caught the hand and with his right hand wrapped it
around the denim clad ass cheek and pulled the furious woman forward.  "I don't
think you want to hit me.  I think that you have been waiting a long time for a
real man to be on your bed..........I think that we are going to become very
close JoAnna......."


With her right hand firmly restrained and George's large black hand
gently caressing her tight ass JoAnna meekly stated, "My husband Dick is
directly below us......."  JoAnna was not quite sure why she offered the
information to the black man who was enjoying the current situation.


"I believe your husband would be in the way right now, don't you JoAnna,"
came the casual reply.


As the black hand moved up her ass and under her white blouse JoAnna
meekly sobbed, "Please.............  Don't."


George was amused by the slight resistance.  The trembling wife standing
before him was valiantly trying to save the sanctity of her marriage vows but
was losing the battle to her raw lust.


When George's nimble and trained fingers reached the bra clasp it quickly
parted allowing her small but firm and tight breasts to sag just slightly
toward George's admiring face.


"No, Dear God....You must stop.  I am a married woman and Dick is just
downstairs.  He could come up any minute," pleaded JoAnna.


Hearing a woman plead had always been an aphrodisiac for George. The more
a woman pleaded the harder George got; and JoAnna's begging was bringing his
manhood to full attention.  He let his right hand disentangle itself from
JoAnna's right hand and maneuvered both of his hands to reach the soft woman
flesh at the same time.  JoAnna let her hands fall to her side and silently
sobbed as she felt the strong fingers massage her nipples to a rock hard state.
Her magnificent body was swaying with the rhythm that George had established.


Suddenly she felt the cool air caress her hard nipples and she realized
that somehow George had managed to unbutton her blouse from the inside.  She
felt the burning fingers float down her hard stomach and attach themselves to
the button of her blue jeans.  Quickly her hands grasp at his strong hands.
Looking down for the first time she was awestruck by the contrast of her
delicate white hands struggling with his large muscular black hands as they
slid the button from the eyelet.  "No, you mustn't............  Oh dear God,
stop before it is too late," she pleaded.


Her delicate fingers were no match for his strong hands.  Once the button
was through the eyelet JoAnna felt the fingers attach themselves to the zipper.
The sound of the zipper being drawn downward was like a shrill scream. JoAnna
had lost a losing battle and she let her hands again fall to her sides.  The
strong hands them inserted themselves into the waist of the tight jeans and
slowly; so very slowly drew the material to the floor.


George deliberately exaggerated the removal of the jeans.  He
was.............. making a point with the married white woman.  She had begged
him to stop..... it would be a short time before she was begging for his large
black cock to be buried in her deepest chamber.


When the jeans were around her ankles she submissively raised one and
then the other leg allowing the offending garment to be removed.  As she raised
her left leg she felt the fingers travel up her over heated thighs.  They
finally stopped when they reached her sloppy woman folds.  The stripping of her
body these last few minutes had caused her succulent pussy chamber to produce
it's lubricating dew.  The fingers played with the outside of her lips and
nudged against her hooded clit.  A gasp escaped her throat.  Her eyes were
tightly shut as she enjoyed the pleasure.


George's fingertips were becoming coated.  He knew he  had to stop.......
He didn't want to get her off with his fingers..... this time anyway.


When his fingers stopped the gentle sensuous massage JoAnna momentarily
regained her senses.  "The door.....it isn't locked......"


George ignored the word of warning.  In an unhurried and controlled
matter he rose from his seated position on the martial bed of his employers.
JoAnna stepped back and when his full six foot three inch frame was before her
she looked into his dark and forbidding eyes.


"It won't work if only one of us is naked," he mocked.


Still shivering from the adrenaline rush JoAnna let her hands busy
themselves by removing the denim work shirt.  When she stripped the shirt from
George's broad shoulders she again looked into his eyes.  As she was pleading
with her eyes her hands grasped the large belt buckle and snapped it apart.
Her eyes still staring directly into his she unbuttoned the jeans.  The zipper
was next and she too took her time sliding  the metal sheath down the metal
tongs.  Her hands reached around his tight waist and she tugged the jeans down.
When the reached his ankles he stepped out of the legs.  He, like his married
conquest was not wearing any under wear.


As he stared down at the surrounding wife he softly spoke, "I want your
mouth on me."


JoAnna shook her head, her eyes still transfixed on her black handyman.


George spread his legs shoulder width and looked down into the angelic
face framed by her brunette waves.  "Kiss the head; then lick the underside."


JoAnna again shook her head but when the large black hands reached her
shoulders she was already bending her knees.  She had never submitted orally to
Dick, her husband, but she was here on her knees in front of her new black
employee.  When she reached her knees she looked up with pleading eyes; moist
with tears.


"Do It !" was the simple command.


Only at this point did she look at the huge organ.  It was standing out
perpendicular to the hard rippled stomach.  It was nearly ten inches long; and
was nearly as thick as her wrist.  It was rock solid and she could see the
veins pumping blood to the black penis.  Its huge purple head was already
dripping it's first supply of precum and she quickly licked the rope like
substance from it's snake like opening.  Her hands tried to encircle the black
log but found it difficult to accomplish.  She seemed an expert but had denied
her husband Dick of this very pleasure.


When she again cleaned the pre cum from the end of the plum sized purple
head she again pleadingly looked up the rippled stomach and hard chest. "Kiss
the head; then you may commence licking the shaft," came the firm but absolute
command.


With her emotions running amok she closed her eyes and allowed her tongue
to explore the large purple head.  The taste was not unpleasant and she could
feel the vibrance of the long hard black cock as she continued her oral
caressing.


With her eyes closed her mind drifted to the realization that here was
Mrs.  JoAnna Louden, naked; on her knees sucking on her Black Handyman's long
hard black cock.  She was in her and her husband's bedroom and the door was
unlocked.  Dick Louden was only fifty feet away, directly below them.  Her
noisy and spoiled maid, Stephanie was at the front desk only a short staircase
away.  Her heart throbbing as she continued the oral sexing of her black
handyman she would surely die if either of the two would  walk the short
distance and walk into her bedroom.


JoAnna felt her hands try to encircle the large black cock and let her
tongue gently lick the bottom of the never ending shaft.  When her tongue
reached the junction with the egg sized testicles George finally spoke, "Lower
and deeper Mrs.  Louden."


The realization of the command shot through JoAnna's mind.  "No..... he
couldn't mean .............."


"Put your tongue in me Mrs.  Louden......DO IT NOW!!!!" came the firm and
direct command.


As if in a daze JoAnna put her delicate left hand around George's nut
sack and lifted it out of the line of sight.  As she stared at the man mouth
black organs from her knees her eyes caught the shiny golden wedding band on
her left ring finger.  Momentarily she froze and then slowly leaned forward
extending her tongue.  The taste was salty at first and her oral manipulations
caused the black cock to twinge and harden even more.  After several seconds
she again buried her tongue into the tight anal chamber of the man she had
known less than twenty four hours.


It was only a minute but the pleasure was beyond what George could
endure.  Abruptly he reached down and drug Mr. JoAnna Louden up by her arm
pits.  When she was totally upright he buried his tongue in her warm oral
cavity. The forceful action caused JoAnna to wrap her arms around his broad
shoulders and duel with his tongue.  As they tongued each other JoAnna could
feel his long cock slide up her stomach and touch the bottom of her tender
breasts.  Her rock hard nipples pushed against George's massive chest.


Ever so gently he took the passionate wife in his strong arms and picked
her up.  His tongue never left her willing mouth and he licked at the tender
rose colored lips.  He gently laid the beautiful woman on the bed and pulled
himself on top.


Finally opening her eyes JoAnna softly spoke, "Please you must use a
condom.  I am not on birth control pills since my husband is infertile."
JoAnna did not continue the sentence; there was no need in explaining that Dick
could rarely if ever maintain an erection.


Her Black Lover's comment was simple and direct, "I do not use rubbers."


JoAnna's mind flashed to overdrive; this was her most fertile time of the
month.  George HAD to use a rubber.  She could not allow herself to become
pregnant.......... especially by a black man.


She reached up and kissed him softly on the mouth.  "Please, Mr. Burns,
you must use a rubber.  If you don't I could get pregnant.........Please, "she
softly begged.


George was amused by her referring to him as Mr. Burns; He pulled himself
up into the front leaning rest position and slowly lowered his tight hard body.
His long black cock just barely touched the top of JoAnna's gushing pussy hole.
He felt her quiver at the touch.  He lowered himself again and let the head of
his cock rest at the entrance to her leaking hole.


"No you mustn't.................I cannot allow you to enter me.  You will
make me pregnant." she again pleaded.


George raised his body by flexing his powerful arms.  JoAnna was writhing
below him.  Although her mouth told him NO..................... her delightful
hard body was telling him the answer he sought.


He knew that she would not be able to resist his cock.  He had counted on
it from the first time  he met the desirable and sexy wife.  He lowered himself
once again and shifted slightly when his cock touched JoAnna's pussy.  The
small shift allowed the head of the long black cock to lodge itself at the
opening of the sopping woman channel.


JoAnna's animal like gasp told George the battle was over.  The beautiful
Mrs.  JoAnna Louden had just surrendered.  George had every intention of making
his victory complete and final.  He rose again on the strength of his arms and
was holding himself six inches above the distraught and panting housewife.


Her face soaked with sweat JoAnna finally moaned, "Don't leave me like
this.  Oh God, I can't stand it....."


"Do you want my unsheathed cock MRS.  Louden?" came the simple question.


Unable to control her lust JoAnna submissively answered, "Yes, please
Fuck Me.  Don't torture me any more....."


"If you want my Black Cock you will have to be the one to fuck me," came
the simple reply.


With her black lover hovering above her in the front leaning rest
position she looked up with a quizzical look on her face.  Finally....... She
wrapped her arms around George's muscular shoulders and neck and wrapped each
of her legs around his upraised thighs.  The seemingly awkward position
positioned her delicate but sopping pussy lips directly forward of the
delightful black cock.  JoAnna slowly lowered her body down until the purple
tipped black cock was at the entrance of her cringing hole.  Once the hard tip
edged it's way into her chamber JoAnna gripped the massive thighs of her lover
and lowered her body completely on the hard ten inch black cock.  The black
cock filled her tight cuntal lips to the maximum and stretched the delicate
outer layers of skin.  As the cock invaded her total being JoAnna shrieked with
her first orgasm.  She had never felt so full and so excited.


Only after her first climax did George start his slow and steady
rheumatic pumping of his long proud black prod.  With each practiced stroke his
new plaything grasped.  "Yes," he thought.  "The only way to conquer a new
white wife is to fuck her on her husband's bed; while he is but a mere fifty
yards away."


JoAnna clenched his shoulders three more times when she passed the
threshold of pleasure.  Her bright red fingernails ripped his back as she
gasped; her legs reaffirmed their grip on his thighs as the two lovers
continued their lovemaking supported solely by George's muscular arms.  The two
lovers fucked passionately without JoAnna's back ever hitting the bed sheets
below.


The continual suction of JoAnna's inner pussy muscles finally had their
cumulative effect on George's will power.  Cementing his complete domination of
his newest employer he softly asked, "Do you want my Black Seed in your
precious little pussy, Mrs.  Louden?"


Her face tensed as she felt the muscular black man start to tense.  Her
mind could not rationally reason as she moaned, "Fill me ............  On God
you Black Bastard fill me with your seed..........."


When George finally heard the words of final surrender he tensed and in
one brutal lunge filled the waiting receptacle of his lust.  JoAnna, her
muscles clenching the hard organ felt the volcanic semen splash against her
womb.  She started to relax but the scalding discharge kept coming......and
coming.  Her total chamber of love was filled to capacity and some of the
precious fluid started to drip out along the sides of her severely stretched
outer lips.  She still held on as if her life depended on it.


After another minute of holding the passionate wife off  the bed George
gently lowered the two lovers to the cold white sheets.  He did however keep
his weight off the passionate wife with his elbows and his knees.  His cock,
still hard remained however in its tight cave.


It took several more minutes for JoAnna to recover from her first real
orgasm.  She could not believe the intense pleasure that had just overtaken her
senses; and her body.  Only after another brief interlude where her breathing
returned to normal did she again realize where she was and what she had done.


"George, We must get up.  Both Stephanie and my husband are only a few
yards away," JoAnna cautioned.


George looked into the tense and excited face but did nothing to rise. In
fact he allowed more of his sweat soaked body to cover her white firm flesh.


JoAnna brought her arms against the massive black pectorals and applied
pleasure, but................... at the same time she felt the hard black cock
still embedded in her pussy start to harden.  Her face became tense with a
quizzical expression.  "You can't be ready again?  It takes Dick at least a day
and then........" her question drifted off.


George smiled and allowed the frightened wife to bring his cock back to
it's always hard and ready state.  As JoAnna struggled under his dead weight
the long pleasure giving organ again forced it's way deeper.  This time George
had leverage with his knees and he was going to bury his cock deep.  Mrs.
JoAnna Louden would feel all of his cock in her this time.  As George began his
deep cock penetration of her tight pussy JoAnna heard footsteps on the long
staircase. Her fingernails ripped once again into the muscular black shoulders.
George looked down and smiled into the frightened contorted face.


"Please, we must stop........ It could be my husband..." pleaded JoAnna.


George looked down in the deep emerald eyes and buried his cock deeper
bring a low moan to his latest conquest.  "I don't care..." was the simple
response.


JoAnna calculated each step and finally grasp for air when the door to
her husband's bedroom did not spring open.  She closed her eyes and waited for
the next orgasm only a few thrusts away.  JoAnna did not have to beg for her
second black seeding.  The black baby syrup filled her chamber as before; and
as before the white sticky discharge seeped out of the tightly filled crevice.


This time George pulled himself up and looking into JoAnna's emerald eyes
made a simple request, "Clean Me..."


At first JoAnna did not know what her black lover was saying.  She then
looked down at the cum and pussy coated black cock still leaking it's cream and
started to shake her head.  When she again looked up into the stern face she
knew there was no refusing her lover (her new sex master?).  She raised up and
George knee walked to where his hips were directly in front of JoAnna's sweat
soaked face.  Her perfectly applied make up was a mess and as George gripped
his black cock another discharge of man cum coated her face.  Closing her eyes
she obediently sucked and licked the lover's fluids from the offered cock.  As
she finished her cleaning of his black cock George reached down between her
splayed legs and scooped up two fingerfuls of mancum that was leaking out her
pussy chamber.  Bringing the fingers to her face he merely coated her lips.
JoAnna submissively looked into his dark and forbidding eyes as he continued
his applying the gooey substance to her face.


After George had dressed JoAnna started to rise from the bed.  Pulling
her legs over the edge she started to the bathroom.  "I don't want you to
shower. Put on the same cloths that you had before I fucked you; only loose the
bra," came the simple order.  His sperm was flowing down JoAnna's inner leg.
Turning once again she saw her image in the full length mirror.  Her eyes were
immediately drawn to the huge discoloration on the left side of her neck.  She
had not realized that George had sucked on her neck but the large light brown
discoloration was very apparent in the light of the room.  She raised her had
hoping the mark could be wiped away; but alas it was etched into the soft
tender flesh of her neck.


Turning, George merely walked to the door and opened it, leaving JoAnna
still completely naked by the bed.  "I will let you know when I wish to see you
again," came the arrogant statement.


Her nipples chilled by the cooling down of her over heated body and with
a black man's cum dripping down the inside of her legs Mrs.  JoAnna Louden
quietly sobbed.


The Stratford Inn - Stephanie Takes Charge
                                  by Arc Light


(This is a parody)


JoAnna looks towards the bath.  She must at least wash her face and comb
her hair.  Having made the decision she walks to the bath and cleans herself.
Looking between her legs she debates and then............ walks back into the
master bedroom.  Picking up her blouse she puts on without putting on her
bra........  She had no panties before her seduction and she does not put on
any before pulling the tight blue jeans over her hips.  George's cum is still
leaking and she ignores what she knows the consequences will be.  She puts on
her three inch heels and walks to the front desk.  Keeping her eyes downcast
she meekly looks around the great room before turning and facing the smirking
face of Stephanie.


Stephanie is standing behind the counter and has her blonde framed head
cocked to one side.  A smirk covers her face.  "JoAnna, you look so.........
disheveled.  I hope nothing is the matter.  Is the new handyMAN working out?"
she innocently asks.


Turning her head slightly so that she does not have to look into the
scolding cold blue eyes JoAnna softly speaks, "Yes, I believe he will work out
well."


As she approaches the front counter to review the morning mail Stephanie
again innocently purrs, "Gee JoAnna, what is that smell?"


Consciously JoAnna feels the black sperm drip from between her lips but
pretends she doesn't heard the mocking question.


Enjoying her verbal humiliation of the older woman; and her employer
Stephanie continues her torture.  "Has Dick inspected the new handyman and
found him able to do the job he was hired to do?"


JoAnna, becoming very self conscious of the continuing interrogation with
Dick only a door away tried to end the questioning.  "Dick wanted ME to chose
our new employee.  And yes, I think he is able to do anything that is asked of
him."


Stephanie feels his ice pick point becoming dull asks another mocking
question, loud enough for Dick to hear, "What exactly is his duties JoAnna?"


A flash of anger swells in JoAnna's throat as Dick stumbles over the door
mat to his writing den.  "Well, hi JoAnna.  How is our new handyman working
out?" Dick innocently asks.


JoAnna quickly turns to the den doorway and casually brings her left hand
to cover the hickey that she tried to hide with her long brown hair.  "He is
doing fine," was her simple response.


Stephanie, barely hiding her shit eating smile, again enters the
conversation, "Yes, JoAnna has been giving him the grand tour.  She even showed
him the owner's quarters just in case anything was broke in there."


Dick, a puzzled look on his face merely  shook his head and re-entered
his little space in the world.


JoAnna shot darts are her younger, possibly prettier tormentor and
turning, walks towards the dining room where she slams the door.  Still
breathing fire she does not see George sitting in the corner drinking a cup of
coffee.


"It's good that you minded me.  It will make everything a lot
easier......" came the remark from the corner.


The brief statement startled JoAnna and lowered her blood pressure.
George got up and walking to the startled wife  took her chin in his large
black hand and gave her a small kiss.  He brushed aside her hair and smiled at
the large brown discoloration on her neck.  He then merely walked through the
kitchen door and back to the garage.


Still standing shocked at his appearance she heard the french doors of
the dining room swing open.  Turning she again found herself in front of her
nemesis, Stephanie.  "I don't think I appreciate your snide remarks young
lady," she spurted at the young lithe blonde.


Ignoring the little tiff Stephanie merely walked by the taller woman and
sit down at the main table.  "Bring me a cup of coffee; one sugar, two
creams..."


JoAnna, an emotional basket case, resisted the urge to slap her young
employee across the face.  Resisting the temptation she felt an inner twinge
and walked over to where the pot was located and placed in front of the blonde
who was sitting on one of her folded legs.


"JoAnna, I feel that there are some things that need to change around
here," Stephanie offered.  "Before you embarrass us both, you had better sit
down.  Unless, of course, you would want Dick to ask about the wet stain in the
crotch of your blue jeans."


JoAnna's eyes dropped to her stained and wet crotch.  She meekly sit down
next to Stephanie who was rapidly gaining the upper hand in the continual
struggle for female dominance at the Stratford.


"There, that is much better.  You see JoAnna, Michael is like a Rooster
with a continual hard on.  He always wants to "Do IT" and it messes up my make
up; my hair.  Why he even had the audacity to think that I would suck on his
little pee pee.  That would never do; it would mess up my lip gloss, Don't you
think JoAnna?  "


JoAnna, completely shocked by the candid conversation Stephanie was
having about her boyfriend, Michael, she started to reply.....


"Well, JoAnna, what I was thinking, that since you obviously like to suck
on cocks; even filthy black cocks, you wouldn't mind if I had you take that
disgusting chore over for me with Michael," continued Stephanie.


JoAnna, her face in a mask of surreal shock, merely shook her head.


"I know what you are thinking JoAnna.  It's true that you are much older;
not nearly as pretty; but hay, you could fill Michael's more primeval urges,"
Stephanie decided.


JoAnna was finally astounded to the point to make a reply to the
ridiculous suggestion that she take over the sexual chores of Stephanie to her
man child boyfriend, Michael.  "How dare you suggest that I become intimate
with that little twit Michael!!!"


Just as Stephanie was about to reply Dick walked in with his usual dumb
witted look on his face in search of coffee.  Playing towards her new audience
Stephanie continued, "Dick do you care if JoAnna comes out and plays with
Michael and I tonight?"


JoAnna, a guilty look on her face turns towards her newly arrived
husband.


Dick, just as shocked at the question, turns towards his beautiful wife.
"YOU want to go PLAY with Stephanie and Michael?"


As JoAnna starts to answer she feels Stephanie's toe glide up her leg
into her moist crotch.  Since she is facing away from Dick he can't see the
painted toenails as they tease the moist denim.  "Dick, I think it would be
fun.  You wouldn't care if I went out with them would you?" she unconvincingly
asks.


Dick, shaking his head in utter disbelief simply states, "No, if you want
to go out with the wonder kids it's your choice."  Retrieving his coffee he
makes a speedy retreat hoping that he is not included on the kiddy excursion of
life.


Stephanie gets up, and sternly remarks, "Wise choice Nigger Lover." She
sways her lean hips as she makes her departure.  "Be ready at seven; Michael
will want a long time with his new plaything."


JoAnna quietly sobs, not knowing what she has placed in motion with her
lust this last twenty four hours.


Later in the afternoon JoAnna is called to Stephanie's room.
Apprehensively she meekly knocks on the heavy oak door.  When she is given
permission to enter she slides into the room attired in the same blue jeans and
white cotton blouse.  Stephanie is resting on the bed clad in a tight black
half bra; black garter and hose.  She is sipping her customary late afternoon
Martini.


"I think our little evening will be immense fun, Don't you JoAnna,"
Stephanie continues her mocking statements.


JoAnna submissively stands before her tormentor awaiting her next
indignation.


"Michael wants you to dress like a little school girl.  I think it will
be funny to see the pompous Little Goody Two Shoes to be lowered a peg or two.
Tonight I want you to fix your hair in two pony tails; and wear my Jr. High
School girls uniform.  It may be a little tight for you since you have a little
more hip than I do but I think it will be real hoot" laughingly stated JoAnna's
tormentor.


Two hours later JoAnna came down the staircase with Stephanie close
behind.  She was dressed in a extra tight white cotton blouse; plaid school
girl skirt that was both too tight and too short; white knee socks and black
patent buckle shoes.  Her long brunette hair was tied in two pony tails and she
was devoid of a shred of make up.  Her large brown hickey was in plain sight
and her nipples were pushing against the soft white cotton.


Dick's mouth dropped open and he tried to speak.  No words came out.


Stephanie, was dressed in her usual fashionable self.  Her above the knee
light blue suit was a perfect fit for the hour glass shape Stephanie
maintained.  Her make up; hair; and nails were as always immaculate.  Amused at
the shock on Dick's face Stephanie continued her little saga.


"Michael and me are taking your wife to a costume party.  Each couple is
supposed to bring someone who is a throwback in time.  With JoAnna's advanced
age we thought she should go back to school.  Whatcha Think Dickey Boy?"
Stephanie beamed.


"JoAnna?  Are you going out like that?  And with Michael & Stephanie?"
questioned JoAnna's doting husband.


JoAnna, standing in her ridiculous outfit on the staircase, tried to come
up with a convincing answer.  Before she could speak however Michael made his
usual ditty entrance.


"Oh JO JO, you look precious," chortled the boy wonder.


Without letting Dick make another statement JoAnna was grabbed by the
hand and was skipped to the door by the dimwit Michael.  Stephanie followed
behind and smiling back at Dick whispered, "We'll have your little girl home by
curfew...."


JoAnna's next humiliation  occurred when they reached Michael's 280 ZX;
the perfect sports car built for two.  She was told to sit on the counsel and
not to make a pest of herself.  With the tall brunette it was quite an awkward
fit; even if she wasn't clothed in Stephanie's too tight Jr. high school skirt
and blouse.


Mercifully the journey to Michael's apartment was short.  When she was
finally allowed out of the small sports car her muscles ached from the
confining space.  She tried to hurry up the apartment's entrance but Michael
and Stephanie's leisurely pace insured that Michael's neighbors would enjoy
JoAnna's misery.


JoAnna arrived red faced and humiliated.  She was followed by the two
giggling yuppies who were awash in their little escapade.  JoAnna turned and
was about to say something to the inconsiderate and callous spoiled and
pampered "perfect couple" but refrained.  Stephanie still held the upper hand.
She couldn't permit Dick to learn of her infidelity with her black handyman.


Stephanie, her face smiling, turned to Michael.  "Tell your little girl
to raise her little school girl skirt."


Upon hearing the comment JoAnna's face blushed.  She looked with pleading
eyes to her young tormentor.


Giggling his little chortle Michael made the demand, "OK JO JO, let me
see what my naughty little girl has under her skirt,."


Eyes downcast JoAnna grabbed the hem of her skirt.  As she pulled the
skirt up her tanned thighs her little trimmed bush came into view.  Stephanie
had made JoAnna douche and clean the vestiges of George before allowing her to
dress.


Michael, his little rat face, smiling from ear to ear chortled again.
"Oh punky pooh, this is going to be such a great night.  Thank you for giving
me JoAnna to play with."


"Michael, go sit on the sofa.  Your naughty little girl is going to crawl
over and suck on your little pee pee.  She got such a lot of practice on black
dick this morning  didn't you JoAnna?" Stephanie questioned.


Ignoring the question, but not the order the humiliated thirty nine year
old wife dropped to her knees and slowly knee walked to where the bespectacled
Michael sat.  When she reached him the heretofore sexually inexperienced wife
looked up into Michael's giggling face and put her hands on his belt.  "Oh
Stephanie, this is going to be so great," he beamed.


JoAnna continued to remove Michael's pants and with deep embarrassment
pulled them down to his ankles.  She looked at his fire engine red jockey
briefs and then into his darting eyes.  He reminded her of a six year boy with
his first tricycle.


"Don't stop now JoAnna.  Take Michael's briefs down; you know that you
can't suck him until they are down," Stephanie ordered.  She had taken a seat
across from her dim witted boyfriend and gracefully crossed her nylon encased
legs.  She reached up for Michael's fraternity paddle that was hanging on the
wall.


The red jockey briefs were slowly pulled down revealing a less than man
size cock.  Although her husband Dick had only an average five inch penis; poor
Michael barely had a four inch prong.  It looked so small to JoAnna who had
only ten hours before been pleasured by George's ten inch black manhood.  As
Michael spun his head back and forth JoAnna started giggling at the small
penis. She felt the hem of her short skirt being raised from behind and just as
suddenly the large wooden paddle hammered her tender ass cheek.


"Don't you make fun of Michael you old bitch," Stephanie screamed as the
paddle continued it's harsh treatment of her tender behind.  The painful blows
wiped the humor from JoAnna's face.  "You best be putting that black sucking
mouth on my Michael, or you will regret it," Stephanie continued.


As the tears swelled in JoAnna's emerald eyes she put her mouth on the
less than manly cock head and slowly sucked.  Stephanie, standing to her rear
smiled at the submission of the older and broken woman.  The fact that JoAnna
had been her boss and made her do those tasks below her status made the victory
that much more sweet.  She even felt the first stirring deep in her pussy folds
of the scene occurring before her very eyes.  Although Michael was far less
than the perfect lover at least he obediently served her many sexual desires;
albeit more with his tongue that with the pathetic little organ that JoAnna was
sucking into her mouth.


The activities that were being forced on the helpless JoAnna had diverted
everyone's attention away from the unlocked front door.  It came as a complete
surprise when a deep voice boomed out, "What the hell are you two little
maggots doing to Mrs.  Louden?"


The suddenness of the question caught everyone by surprise; especially
Michael who had his head back and his eyes closed receiving the pleasure of
JoAnna's tender oral caresses.  Stephanie, startled, turned, and as she did
drop the hard wooden fraternity paddle to the floor.  Her delicate hand covered
her mouth.


"Michael, tell him to leave," she finally blurted out.


Michael, who sit spread eagled, a frightened look on his face, his pants
wrapped around his ankles and his manhood at full attention, finally meekly
squeaked, "I want you to leave."


George, his massive black frame looming above the two beautiful people
merely glared at the frightened Michael with his dark brooding eyes. Michael,
unable to return the stare spinelessly lowered his head.  Stephanie, seeing
that her "protector" had meekly surrendered his rights as owner of his richly
decorated apartment, turned, her nose pointed to the sky and headed to the
door.  Her action brought a quick decisive response, "Where the hell you think
you are going little Princess?" retorted George.


Finally realizing the dynamics of the situation Stephanie froze in her
tracks, and starting to shake merely stood dumbfounded in the middle of the
room.


"It looks like you two children are playing with my new toy.  I believe
that you have made a big mistake."  Looking at the cowering Michael, he sternly
orders, "Go stand in the corner, facing the wall, wonder boy!"


Michael, his manhood rapidly deflating, starts to whine, "But this is my
apartment."


The blazing eyes of the black handyman quickly causes Michael to rise and
start to pull up his trousers.  "Leave your pants where they are.  Shuffle to
the corner before I find another use for this paddle, frat boy," comes the
commanding order from George.  Michael, his pants wrapped around his ankles
humbly shuffles to the corner.  "Make your nose touch the wall; I want to make
sure you can see it.," continues the marching order.  Michael, his glasses
falling to the tip of his nose and his hair messed up places his nose against
the wall.


George then turns to the little princess Stephanie, who is cowering in
next to JoAnna.  JoAnna finally has a smile on her face in anticipation of
Stephanie's upcoming repentance.


"I don't like anyone playing with my toys little Princess.  I think maybe
you and wimpy need to be taught a little lesson.  You have too much clothes on,
maybe you should get more comfortable little Princess," commented George as he
took a seat in a large easy chair.


Trying to regain control of her rapidly changing situation Stephanie
threw her long blonde head back and looking at the large muscular black man
cooed in her most flirting manner, "Really, George, I don't think you want to
do anything that you will regret in the light of the day."  Forming her most
enticing smile she batted her eyes at the seated black handyman.


"Ask JoAnna to unbutton your suit jacket.  When she does kiss her on the
mouth little Princess," mocked the seated black.


Taken back by George's next escalating demand Stephanie quickly analyzed
her deteriorating circumstances.  She quickly looked around the room for some
pity and after looking at Michael's ridiculous stance in the corner focused on
JoAnna's smiling face.  The tables had rapidly turned and Stephanie was humbled
by the rapid turn of events.  Facing reality, she softly  spoke, "JoAnna, will
you help me with my jacket?"


JoAnna, her ass cheeks  still burning by the fraternity paddle, rejoiced
in the rapid turn of events.  "Why, certainly I will help you remove your
clothing."


Stephanie, her fingers trembling, undid the buttons on the expensive
light blue jacket.  Turning she allowed JoAnna to pull the garment from her
arms. She then turned around again to face her lowly tormentors.


"Aren't you forgetting something Stephanie," JoAnna smilingly asks.


Her dark blue eyes, wide with fright, Stephanie offers her lips to the
older woman.


"Don't forget the tongue, little Princess," George reminds the snotty
yuppie.


JoAnna makes the petite blonde move the two steps separating them and
then makes her stand on her tip toes to be able to kiss the older brunette
beauty.  Although she is initially  repulsed by the actual act itself she
enjoys the rapid change of domination.


Stephanie on the other hand fills another twinge of dew coat her precious
lips.  She has always been the dominant person; this rapid change has forced a
new dynamic in her persona.  She steps back from JoAnna on rather wobbly legs.


"For our little game I don't believe you will be needing your blouse,
Princess," continues the firm and direct command.


The apprehension increases for young Stephanie as she pleadingly looks to
the seated black.  She starts to plead but the uncompromising eyes tells her of
her fate.  Turning to JoAnna, who is again smiling, Stephanie again makes her
simple request, "Will you help me with my blouse?"


As soon as Stephanie asks the question, JoAnna's long warm fingers are
working at releasing the buttons.  She gloats as each button is removed from
the white silk blouse.  Stephanie  drops her arms to the side as her employer
gleefully performs her task.  When the last button is unclasped Jo Annaroughly
pulls the tails of the blouse from the light blue skirt.  JoAnna, facing the
helpless creature from the front pushes the blouse down her arms effectively
binding her arms.


JoAnna, herself becoming intoxicated with the ongoing humiliation of her
maid softly cups each of Stephanie's black lace covered breasts.  Looking
towards her black lover she mockingly comments, "Stephanie sure has small
little breasts doesn't she.."


Stephanie meekly stands before the older, taller woman and endures the
mocking remark.  The nipples of her 34b breasts spring to life at the gentle
caressing.  JoAnna realizes that the remark about Stephanie's small breasts cut
her more than if she would have applied the hard wooden paddle against her
tender alabaster buttocks.  She was reviling in the discomfort and revenge that
she was inflicting on the pampered little rich girl.


JoAnna let her hands fall from Stephanie's black lace encased breasts and
travel down her tight stomach, resting just above her black garter.  She then
looked at George and seen his frown so stepped behind the sobbing Stephanie and
removed her white silk blouse.  mischarge she unclasped the small eyelet
holding the black lace bra holding Stephanie's small but perfect breasts.
Stephanie gasped as she felt the cool air flowing over her heated nipples.
They quickly hardened much to the pleasure of George and JoAnna.  Stephanie
remained silent and still as she felt JoAnna's hand search for the button to
her powder blue short skirt.  As the button slipped it's way through the small
eyelet she felt her last shred of clothing fall to the floor.  Her long tight
thighs and beautiful legs were displayed to her two tormentors.


Michael, his nose still touching the wall in the corner of the room could
sense that something had dramatically changed; sensing the sudden quietness in
the room.  However, his brief concern for his Princess quickly  subsided when
he whined, "My back is killing me...  Can I take my nose away from the wall.
Pretty pleaseeeeeee....."


George, looking over to the nimwit started laughing.  Here he was sitting
in the middle of Michael's  apartment; having his plaything strip and humiliate
his finance; and this man among men was bemoaning the fact that his back hurt.
In a bemused voice George merely stated the obvious, "No Michael. Keep your
nose to the wall of your will have far greater things to ruin your evening than
your back aching."


Turning in his chair he retrieved a small awol bag and produced two pairs
of black subdued handcuffs.  He threw the menacing objects to JoAnna and gave
her his instructions.  "Clasp one end around Stephanie's  left wrist and right
ankle; the second pair around her right wrist and left ankle."  As he spoke
George could see the look of dread and fear in the petite blonde's frightened
eyes.


Stephanie managed a soft plea; "Please don't bind my hands......."


The plea went unanswered as JoAnna enjoyed binding the little bitch that
had heretofore reviled in humiliating her.  As she clasped the second cuff
around Stephanie's black silk covered  ankle; directly above her black patent
leather four inch heels she looked back to the large black man seated but a few
feet away.


As George pulled his large muscular body up and out of the chair he gave
his next instruction to his plaything; "JoAnna, find me a pair of scissors."
JoAnna gracefully rose and started towards Michael's study with a smile on her
face.


Stephanie, her petite frame bound, looked up from her position on her
knees.  She still had her garter; black silk hose; and black panties on but she
felt completely naked.  The six foot four inch muscular black man looked
immense at her position on the thick white shag carpet.  She felt another
coating of feminine dew coat her pussy lips.  George walked slowly around the
little rich white girl for several minutes.  This subtlety caused Stephanie an
even greater anxiety than if he had brutally attacked her small frame.  At long
last he knelt down next to the quivering young woman.  He let his large
muscular black fingers find the small hard nipples and gently massaged them.
Stephanie became even more disconcerted at the gentleness of the huge black
man.  He was amused at the anxiety and tension he was causing for the young
socialite.  After a several minutes of gentle caress of the tender breast meat
he slowly; very slowly let his hand drift downwards.  He could feel the tight
abdominal muscles constrict as his hand gently rubbed the hard stomach.  He let
his long fingers gently caress the ridge of the thin garter belt and looked
into Stephanie's blue eyes.  He could sense the tension behind the wide eyes
and let his fingers continue their feather lite massage.


JoAnna returned from the study with  a pair of office scissors and walked
up behind the two concentrating antagonist.  George looked up and with his left
hand retrieved the scissors.  Stephanie merely looked at the simple movement
with questioning eyes.  She was aroused and her pussy was producing an ever
greater quantity of woman juice, soaking her black panties.  She was not afraid
that this black handyman would cause her harm; she was afraid that the visible
bulge in his jeans would be far too large for her passageway.


As she was looking at his left hand retrieve the scissors George's right
hand dropped to the outside of the now soaked black lace panties.  Again, his
gentleness surprised Stephanie as he softly stroked the outer lips of her
overheated and damp pussy mound.  She closed her eyes and allowed herself the
please of the gentle caress.


"I think we should shear this little rich girl's blonde head; don't you
JoAnna?" George questioned.


Stephanie's eyes shot open with a look of panic.  "Oh dear God, you
wouldn't..... Oh please, nooooooooooooo....."


George gently inserted his large black hand into the tight black lace
panties and found the small tight opening.  As his index outlined the light fur
covered slit he felt his hand being bathed in rich woman creme.  "I think this
little girl needs a little Humility in her pampered life.  What would be better
than shaving her head; making her bald`" George continued.  As he spoke he
clipped a small sniglet from her long shoulder length blonde hair.  As the
shrill sound of the scissors severing the blonde hair George's right hand
received another copious fluid coating.


"Michael, God's sake please stop this torture..." the blonde goddess
implored.


Michael, his nose still planted against the wall, his trousers and
underwear still around his ankles anxiously bemoaned, "Stephanie, George won't
allow me to take me nose away from the wall and my back is really starting to
hurt."


George, his face only inches away from Stephanie's tear soaked; mascara
stained face; has discovered Stephanie's real fear.  Leaning closer he soft
whispers, "The restraints have set you free haven't they little princess?" His
question is answered by a bewildered look and another coating of feminine dew.
Stephanie's mind is reeling; but her body is feeling pleasure that she has
never felt before with her limp dicked and upper crust suitors.


George allows his digit to traverse another several inches into
Stephanie's lubricated passageway and then
suddenly...................................


"You haven't given yourself to a man have you my dear?" comes the
ridiculing question.


JoAnna, standing behind the two kneeling participants in the battle of
domination feels her mouth drop open.  "Stephanie.....
You're................... a VIRGIN?"


George smiles while Stephanie tenses her body.  The tears continue to
drop coating her breasts with their moisture.  George feels the tight
passageway grip his fingers; trying to expel their presence from the treasured
virginal passageway of Miss Stephanie Vandoclaven.  The tightening of her pussy
muscles however is having the opposite effect on the now blushing young maiden.
George see saws his black fingers in and out of the plump pussy lips hidden by
the black lace panties.  Stephanie; her hands and ankles still severely bound
together rocks against the pussy cream coated fingers.


Her first real orgasm reverberates deep inside her tight and desirable
body.  Stephanie had never allowed herself to experience the pleasure of sexual
release.  Many times her suitors had attempted to sample the obvious charms of
the rich young maiden; but all had been rebuked.


They had all been rebuked until George had captured the young beauty by
force of arms.  George continued to frig the hooded pleasure button as he felt
Stephanie shudder with her all encompassing climax.  She strained against the
handcuffs and raised and lowered her hips as she captured each pleasure filled
moment of her first orgasm.  It had taken twenty six years to reach this
plateau.


JoAnna, still clad in her ridiculously short and tight school girl attire
gently rubbed herself as she too was awestruck by the intensity of her maid's
first orgasm.  Each of the participants in the little drama realized it would
not be the last of Stephanie's orgasms this long fall night.


As Stephanie exhausted herself on his strong manipulating fingers George
allowed the young girl to fall to rest on her side; still firmly bound by his
black handcuffs.  He observed the heavy breathing as it finally subsided.
Looking up at JoAnna he motioned with her with his right index finger.  As she
dropped to her knees by his side he ran the creme coated finger along her lips.
Looking into his dark eyes she opened her mouth and allowed her tongue to clean
the sticky fingers.  She, like the still writhing young socialite at her feet
was ready for the long black cock bulging in George's jeans.


Stratford Inn - Stephanie's First Black Experience
                                  by Arc Light


(This is a parody)


George allowed Stephanie to recover from her first orgasm before
beginning her next plateau of pleasure.  While she was recovering in her bound
position by his feet he had JoAnna remove his jeans.  JoAnna of course thought
that she was going to be the recipient of his black lust.  She religiously
removed his jeans and allowed his long black cock to spring from it's
confinement. Although this was only her second experience with a black man she;
like the undulating Stephanie in front of her was rapidly becoming addicted to
the black dominant lover that had roared into their lives less than twenty four
hours ago.


She lovingly caressed the long black organ in her delicate fingers and
looked lustily into his face.  He slowly rose and JoAnna instinctively assumed
her subservient position on her knees in preparation of making the organ ready.
She was disappointed as he turned and now, totally naked kneeled in front of
Stephanie's face.  He laid the hard black organ on Stephanie's cheeks and
smiled when her eyes opened and immediately turned to fright as she looked at
the huge purple head draped across her tear stained cheeks.  Quickly jerking
back she drug the long black manhood across her cheek.  Since the ten inch
length was longer than she could retreat her face the purple head ended it's
journey at her precious lips.  As she opened her mouth in fright George
shifted his muscular torso forward lodging the first two inches into the warm
and wet oral opening.  As Stephanie again tried to retreat her restraints
restricted her movements and another inch was forced into the startled
princess' mouth.


JoAnna, recovering from her denial of the black pleasure maker had moved
around the prone Stephanie and bringing her left hand forward started massaging
the red tipped nipples of her uppity maid.  Lowering her head to Stephanie's
ears she softly whispered; "Suck my lover's black cock you little whore.  At
least now you have a real cock to suck; not like Michael's that you were
forcing me to suck,."


The pleasurable sensations caused by JoAnna's gentle fondling of her
tender nipples and her humiliation by the words of the woman she sought to
dominate caused the sexual tension to return to her overworked mind.  George
had settled into a gentle but forceful rocking motion allowing an even greater
amount of black cock to find it's way down the throat of the petite blonde
submissive.


"You'll have to swallow when George gives you his black seed; I wouldn't
want the little Princess to gag on the thick gooey cum," mocked JoAnna, only
inches away from Stephanie's little dainty ears.


The large black cock was becoming lodged in her throat and Stephanie was
struggling to keep up with the ever increasing large black cock in her mouth.
Her frightened eyes searched for mercy from above.  As she felt the black cock
pulse in her mouth JoAnna started pinching her sensitive and swollen nipples.
The tautness of the nipples coupled with her bound position was causing her
young body to ache; ache with desire.  This was her first oral experience; she
had never allowed her many suitors the pleasure of her mouth; or any other of
her precious little openings.  She was; at least in her own mind far too good
to allow any of the meek creatures that provided her with gifts, wealth and
stature to allow them any sexual pleasure.  Her mind raced trying to make sense
of her current situation; bound in her best lingerie; with a long black cock
forcing it's way down her throat.  Although the mental scene in her mind should
have been disheartening it was just the opposite.  Although her oral
ministrations was having the desired effects on the black handyman she was also
beginning to feel the stirring deep inside her still sopping loins.  The harsh
manipulations of her nipples by her older adversary was also increasing her
pleasure.  The harder the delicate fingers applied themselves to her sensitive
nipples the greater Stephanie's pleasure.


JoAnna feeling the petite blonde start to undulate under her harsh
manipulations leaned forward once again to cause the uppity blonde more
distress.  "After he ejaculates in your mouth; he will take that little cherry
of yours.  Can you imagine how you will feel when he sticks his long black cock
into your dainty little pussy."


The graphic description of her deflowering caused poor Stephanie another
twang of remorse.  "This can't be happening to me," thought the cock impaled
young socialite.  As the dreaded thought swirled about her confused mind she
felt George tense and then.............. her oral chamber was filled with a
copious load of thick, gooey, mancum.  Desperately the heiress to the social
register swallowed hoping to prevent gagging on the thick discharge.  Try as
she might she felt the gooey white cum spill out from her lips.  The milky
white substance coated her lips and chin and she redoubled her efforts to suck
the sweet tasting discharge down her throat.  As she felt the second load shoot
from the hard black cock she felt herself coat her outer pussy lips with
lubricant.  She could not reason why she was reacting to the domination but
every new torture was filling her with pleasure.


After the last of his discharge was funneled down Stephanie's willing
throat he removed his man log.  Stopping only inches from her cum soaked lips
he gave his next order, "Clean me."  JoAnna looked up from her kneeling
position; it had only been earlier that day when she was the recipient of the
direct command.  She looked down at the groveling Stephanie in time for her to
see the pink cum coated tongue reach out and caress the underside of the long
and still hard black cock.  Stephanie, like JoAnna before her paid homage to
the organ that was to bring her even more pleasure on this long eventful night.
As Stephanie continued her tonguing of George's long hard cock JoAnna looked
over the man/boy with his nose still attached to the wall.


JoAnna walked over to the arrogant little yippie and forcefully grabbed
his now limp and shrunken organ.  "It's too bad you are not a real man; maybe
then you could have taken Stephanie's precious Cherry.  Do you want me to ask
George if you could watch while he takes your finance's precious little strap
of skin?"


Michael, his face to the wall, his pants at his ankles, meekly asks, "Do
you think he would?"  His cock hardens at the comment.  He is not certain if it
was because of the comment; or because of JoAnna's warm hand around his
manhood.


After allowing Stephanie to lick the underside of his nut sack George
reaches  for the pocket of his jeans.  Retrieving the key from the pocket he
unclasps the handcuffs allowing the long perfect limbs of Stephanie
Vanderclaven to reduce the ache in her thighs and calves.  She turns over and
stretches both her arms and her legs.  She is on her back facing her black
conqueror and raising her left leg brings it up over his shoulder so that she
is now spread eagle before his naked body.  With her pouty face she looks
deeply into his forbidding dark eyes and encourages him to sample more of her
obvious charms.  George looks down the long limbs to the juncture her being.
The black lace panties are soaked; and the moisture is running down her lips to
her brown wrinkle.


George rises; and slowly walks over to where JoAnna is stroking Michael's
under worked penis.  He knows that Stephanie will not leave; she is now his;
like the lovely JoAnna.


Placing his large hand next to Michael's head against the wall he leans
forward.  "What kind of man are you to allow someone to enter your apartment;
strip your finance; and then have her suck him dry?"


"But you would have hurt me," whines the frightened Michael.


"Have I touched you yet, you little wimp?" counters George.


The simple question causes the distraught yippie another twinge of
remorse.  "But I was AFRAID that you would," was his whiny  reply.  His cock
continues to harden due to........... JoAnna's tender stroking
and................. his vision of petite Stephanie receiving George's long
black cock.  Michael could not separate the two pleasures from his overwrought
mind. Stephanie, only on the rarest occasions used her delicate fingers to
bring him to climax and then when he shot his load disgustedly pulled back her
hand to insure that none of the sticky mancum would touch her finger s.
JoAnna, with an evil smile on her face and her hair still in the pigtails
continued stroking his adequate but skinny manhood until........  "Oh God, he
thought...I was almost there and the evil bitch stopped." With a hurt look on
his face he turned to look behind his back to see JoAnna's sneer.


The aches finally driven from her twisted young body Stephanie gracefully
lifts herself up and walks over to the trio near the wall.  Although her fianc
is being humbled she ignores his consternation and rubs her petite body against
her new black lover.  She enjoys the feel of his wet body against hers;
something that only yesterday would cause her pert little nose to raise into
the sky in disgust.  George ignores her petite body being thrust against his
tall muscular one.  Once the surrender has occurred he can enjoy his conquests
at his leisure.  He has all night to sample the tight body so willingly offered
him.


"JoAnna and I need a drink; make it a strong one," comes George simple
request.


Stephanie, miffed at the simple order, pulls herself from her black
conqueror and seductively walks over to the well stocked liquor cabinet.  As is
her usual trait she swings her tight bottom, attempting to gain the approval of
the black handyman who ignores her efforts.  Even though she is miffed she
prepares the drinks; all three of them.  In JoAnna's drink she places an extra
shot and half of scotch; she wants her only competition to drop out of the
evening activities rapidly.  As she swishes back to the trio her small breasts
bounce with each step. She is alive with the awakening of her tight body.  Her
nipples are still hard and sensitive.  She is still clad in her black garter
belt with black silk hose; and her precious virginal chamber covered with the
sopping black lace panties.  Her make up is amiss but her body feels alive for
the first time.


She carefully gives JoAnna her laced drink and daintily lifts George's
ice filled glass to his lips.  He takes a large sip and smiles at the newly
submissive plaything.  The simple gesture brings satisfaction to the scheming
little minx. She, and the others ignore poor Michael still standing with his
nose to the wall and his manhood at full attention.  Neither of the two women
are much impressed with the sobbing little man.


Stephanie gives her new lover another sip of the precious alcohol and
follows with a kiss.  She is standing on her toes in her black patent pumps and
has to reach to allow her tongue to slip between George's thick lips.  Her
submissive attitude pleases her new master.


After her passionate deep tongue kiss she lets her eyes fall to the semi
erect black manhood.  Although it has been only minutes since depositing his
load into Stephanie's willing mouth  the long black pole is showing life again.
Stephanie records this amazing attribute; she hopes that it will please her in
the future.


George looks around and then quietly asks, "Where is the bedroom?"


A gleam in her eye Stephanie quickly points to the bedroom.  She then
turns and with her and George's drink in her hand sways towards the inviting
room.  She is conscious of George's eyes following her swaying tight asscheeks.
She is glad that she picked out the seductive ensemble; albeit to originally
teach the pompous JoAnna her place in the world of Stephanie.


As George follows the petite seductive blonde he calmly tells JoAnna;
"Bring the wimp along."  JoAnna, her evil smile intact, grabs Michael by his
rock hard manhood and drags him along at a pace far more rapid than his pants
bound ankles  would allow.


Upon entering the lavish seduction den designed by Michael; Stephanie
turned and putting her tanned arms around George's massive neck.  Pulling
herself against the naked black handyman she closed her eyes and let her tongue
find his willing mouth.  As her tongue dueled with George' she provocatively
pulled her petite frame against his muscular chest and rippled stomach.  Her
perfect but small breasts hit him squarely in the stomach and he teased the
awakened nymph by rising slightly on his toes bringing his hard man muscle to
the underside of the exquisite breast meat.  The hard and still somewhat slimy
black cock tickled the sensitive little orbs and Stephanie redoubled her
efforts to please her lover.  As she swayed against the black giant she felt
her cherry chamber twitch; it was now just a matter of time before she finally
became a woman.


Sensing her urgency George brought his hands to her shoulders and gave a
slight push sending the small woman child sprawling on the bed.  She squinted
her eyes at the slight and looked up to see him turn and pull JoAnna into his
hard body.  jealously shot through her soul as her newly found lover pulled the
older woman into his hard body.  JoAnna, releasing the diminutive man muscle
jutting from Michael allowed herself to be drawn into George's solid frame.
She met his tongue with hers and allowed her arms to circle his thick
shoulders.  As he kissed the beautiful JoAnna his hands found the buttons on
the tight white cotton blouse and start to remove the bothersome blouse.
JoAnna does not resist and pulls her hips closer to the manhood that is
exciting her. George quickly achieves his goal and removes the blouse; and then
attacks Stephanie's school girl skirt that the older woman was forced to wear.
It too is quickly discarded and the thirty nine year beauty is standing in her
knee high socks struggling to maintain the passion level set by her new black
master.


Grabbing her arms he lowers them; "Take those ridiculous knee socks and
shoes off," he orders JoAnna.  She quickly reaches down and removes the black
school shoes and white knee high socks.  A little unsteady because of the laced
drink that she quickly consumed she falls against the bed.  Her head is
swirling; she is not used to alcohol and the strong drink has effected her
motor skills.  Michael is meekly standing just inside the door.  He cannot
believe the size of the black manhood jutting from the hard rippled stomach.
Equally unbelievable would be the possibility that the black manhood would fit
it his finance's tight and virgin woman channel.  As he contemplated the
eventuality he could see his beloved seductively writhing on the bed angry
because her nemesis, JoAnna was receiving the attention of her black stud.


George walked into the living room and returned with the scissors that he
had given Stephanie a mini haircut.  He walked over to the bed and was amused
by Stephanie's look of horror.  She scooted up on the king size bed frightened
that her golden locks were the target of the smiling black man. However when
George reached the bed and slipped the head of the scissors in the leg band of
the french cut panties.  Two quick snips and they were shredded. George
inserting his finger into the bottom pulled the useless covering down the long
sensuous black silk covered legs.  He then reached down and pulled the nearly
intoxicated JoAnna from her seated position next to the bed.  Her blurry eyes
tried to focus as she pulled herself on the bed.


"Get the little snotty bitch ready for me," George forcefully stated.


"I'm..... not that kind of ........," JoAnna tried to say the words.


George merely grabbed the back of JoAnna's neck and pushed her towards
the tight unused chamber of the petite Stephanie.  As George finished the
movement he observed the frightened look on Stephanie's face as she firs felt
the warm moist tongue on her outer sex lips.  After a few seconds the shock
wore off  and the pleasure increased.  JoAnna, her mind swirling about her and
totally naked was complying with the forceful request of her black master. Even
with her blurred mind JoAnna knew that "No" was not an appropriate response to
her master.  She let her tongue move slowly over the rigid hooded clit
protecting her inner masterpiece of womanhood.  Even as she felt Stephanie's
hand grip the back of her head and pull her deeper between the widely spread
thighs she smiled to herself................ "The snotty rich kid is going to
receive more than she can take." she quietly thought.


She redoubled her efforts and let the tip of her moist tongue lick the
hard little nub of her clitoris.  The gentle licking brought an immediate
response from the nimble blonde maid.  JoAnna heard the slight gasp as she
again dragged her tongue across the hard little erection.  JoAnna then dropped
her tongue to the wet little pussy chute and licked the two swollen lips.  The
constant shifting of priorities kept the writhing Stephanie offguard and unsure
of the pleasures she was being treated to.  JoAnna felt the gushing of
additional pussy juice lubricating the tight and never before used pleasure
chute.


George looked on at the mini struggle between the two vixens.  He
understood that the older woman wanted to tease and taunt the younger and
snobby rich girl.  He enjoyed the dual occurring between the two women who
would come to worship his long black cock.


Michael, standing near the edge of the bed merely looked on in
fascination at the lesbian sex show.  Stephanie had never allowed him the
pleasure of her body and he found a sweet satisfaction in the fact that JoAnna
was making his little princess squirm.  He looked down over his hairless chest
and stomach to his rigid four inches of steel.  He wished that he would be the
one to initiate his finance to the joys of sexual coupling.  He felt an
emptiness as his gaze turned to the muscular black man with the ten inch log
that would be given the task.  He should..........challenge the black.....  He
should..... but he knew he wouldn't.  His lack of courage caused him a moment
of pain.......


JoAnna's tongue lashing of the swollen and leaking pussy chamber of her
nemesis continued for what seemed an eternity for the small blonde writhing
before the man who was to take her virginity.  Finally.... mercifully....
George felt that the young vixen was prepared.  He slapped the naked asscheeks
of JoAnna and motioned for her to climb from the bed.


Startled by the harsh slap of her tender buns JoAnna quickly slid from
the bed.  As she rose on her arms and knees she looked into the twisted and
tense face of the beautiful blonde girl.  She knew that her sexual initiation
was but moments away.  She could feel her own pussy channel produce the first
signs of dew....


George knee walked between the splayed legs of the young blonde beauty
and slapped the inner thighs.  "Spread your legs... The time is near for you to
be black sexed," came the direct and brutal statement.


Stephanie opened her eyes and looked at the muscular giant knee walking
his way to between her long black silk encased legs.  She lowered her eyes and
caught her first glance of the long black cock hanging between his legs. Miss
Stephanie Vanderclaven at this point realized the dreaded insertion was
near........ and at long last became frightened.  She softly moaned, "No
please...... You will hurt my little cunny......."


George was aroused by the look of terror in his latest plaything's deep
blue eyes.  "Yes, this was the moment that made the seduction complete," he
thought.


"Put your feet on my shoulders little princess.  It's time you were
introduced to a real man," he mockingly sneered.


Stephanie shook her head but could not speak.


"I won't tell you again.  Put those precious little feet on my shoulders
or I'll find another little orifice for you to accept my manhood," the mocking
continued.


With a great deal of apprehension Stephanie gently raised her black
patent leather spiked heels and placed them on the shoulders of the black
giant. George turned his head and gently kissed one of the delicate ankles.
The feel of black silk on his face aroused him.  He slowly pushed his thighs
forward bringing his hard black cock into contact with Stephanie's precious
little opening.  The initial contact caused her distress and she tried to
retreat....... without success. George let his cock head tease the small
opening.


As George was causing Miss Stephanie Vanderclaven a great deal of
apprehension he looked over at the pathetic Michael who was standing just
inside the door.  He was slowly stroking his little penis with his tongue
hanging from his mouth.


"Get your hands away from yourself you little faggot.  Come over
here..... I have something that I want you to do to make yourself useful," was
the mocking order.


Michael immediately removed his hands and walked the few short steps to
the bed.  His head bowed he waited for the next instructions.


"Since you are not man enough to take your finance's cherry I want you to
stick my black cock into her little pussy....." George ordered.


Hesitantly Michael lowered his hands......  Looking directly into the
frightened face of Stephanie he gripped the large menacing black cock.  Still
looking into his finance's  unbelieving eyes he slowly inserted the dark purple
head into the leaking channel.  The head became lubricated and he nudged the
long pole into the tight opening with a great gentleness.  Even the careful
manipulation was causing his beautiful blonde finance a great fullness.  She
tried to squirm away from her first black breeding but George gripped her long
legs around his face.


He then turned to Michael and quietly spoke, "Do you want me to breed
your finance with my black cock, Michael.  Do you want to see this log thrust
into the delicate little opening of Stephanie?  Do you want me to make your
finance a real woman????"   The sneer across his face was unbearable for the
trembling Michael.
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Let me take a brief moment to introduce myself..... and tell you of my
shame.  My name is Mrs. Barbara Jones.  I am 35 years old; married to a rather
submissive man named Jim and teach Jr. High math.  I also serve as the
department head.  I do not have what is considered a knock out body but I can
turn a man's head when I dress to please.  I weigh 119 pounds; my measurements
are 34B-23-34; spread over five feet six inches.   I have light brown hair and
I wear it in a semi- page boy type hairdo which nearly reaches the nape of my
neck.   My best assets are two long legs which I like to show;  and a tight
muscled ass; and I enjoy teasing the weaker sex.... or so I thought.


Jim and I were married after college.  I started teaching Jr. High math
and Jim started with a Big Six accounting firm.  The school  in which I started
was in a changing neighborhood.  When I started it was a lower middle class
white neighborhood; it is now about 20% black and the neighborhood is much
rougher.


I am not certain how to explain how my seduction occurred.  I have always
been a rather meek teacher. Because of my  timid disposition many of the male
students saw this as an opportunity to take advantage of me.  While I was never
subjected to any physical abuse there was more than one occasion where they
ignored my commands; and mocked my attempts at bringing order to a chaotic
classroom.


And then............  It was a bright fall day.  My husband Jim, who I am
sure loves me, started having more and more instances of premature ejaculation.
Week after week and then month after month I was left behind.  Jim, with his
woefully inadequate little manhood tried to satisfy me but failed.... and
failed and failed.  I was becoming extremely frustrated and the sexual tension
in my tight body was reaching the breaking point.  After another failed
lovemaking session with my husband the night before I dressed to feel like a
sexy woman under my usual drab outerwear.   It was totally out of character for
me.   I carefully smoothed the sheer beige covered nylons before attaching them
to the garter clasps.  Pulling on a pair of white lace panties I looked at my
still firm and desirable figure in the full length mirror.  My useless husband
had already departed and I stared at my still desirable body.  Yes, I thought,
today I was going to tease one of the bored and lifeless teachers at my school
unmercifully.


Although my breasts are small they are tight and firm.  A rock hard
nipple adorns each of the mouth size perfect breasts.  Although probably not
needed I slipped on a matching white lace half bra.  I then searched my closet
and picked out a dark blue skirt that ended just above my knees.  A lacy white
(to tight) blouse completed the ensemble.   I pulled on the blue blazer as I
stepped into my usual heelless drab shoes.  "This day was going to be special,"
I thought as I headed for the door.  Little did I know how special.


Although sexually tense from  the pathetic performance of my underendowed
husband the night before, the first three periods had flown by.  As the fourth
period started the assistant high school principal appeared at the door with an
arrogant looking black student.  The fourteen year old student looked like he
belonged in high school; not the eighth grade.  As he stood in the door way he
had a sneer on his young mouth and his eyes traveled up and down my body.  I
visibly squirmed at his insolent stare.  My legs felt weak as I approached the
two waiting males.


"Mrs. Jones, this is Jerome Washington.  He has transferred from his
previous school and is being placed in our care.   Although he has extremely
high test scores in both math and science he has a total disrespect for his
teachers.   DO not put up with any back talk from this young man...." came the
stern order.


Taking my cue from the assistant principal I briefly turned to the new
student and pointed to a seat in the first row.  "Sit in the front row.  I do
not expect any trouble from you," I sternly ordered.  Although I used my
harshest tone I am sure that he  heard  my voice quiver.  As the last words
left my red coated lips I felt the stern glare from his brooding eyes as they
burned deep into my brain.


The assistant principal turned and disappeared in the well lighted hall.
As I turned I felt my already wobbly legs turn to rubber.  I made it to my desk
and sat on the edge.  Avoiding Jerome's eyes I continued my lecture on multiple
equations.  Although this was my worst class it was not for the most part
disruptive.  As I struggled my eyes finally found there way to the front seat
of the first row.  Jerome was slouched in his seat and was rubbing the front of
his tight jeans............... ..........rubbing an obvious oversize bulge.  My
train of thought was lost.... and my mouth agape.   I struggled to regain my
composure but could see that all the students were delighted at my indecision.


Mercifully the bell rang and a low roar erupted from the classroom.  Most
of the students were headed towards the door when I yelled out their homework
assignments for the following Monday.  As the last student casually walked out
of the classroom I turned and nearly walked into the arrogant new black
student. My emerald eyes and his dark eyes met and I quickly dropped my gaze to
the floor.   With an indifferent attitude he brushed against my tense body and
shuffled to the door.  When he reached the door he pulled it shut and
............ twisted the inside lock.  The metallic mechanism slammed shut and
seemed to echo throughout the room.


When he turned his face was covered with a scornful scowl.  "I didn't
want us to be interrupted.  It will take us a few moments for you to understand
what I expect of you."


I am sure that he could see me start to tremble. I looked towards the
door but knew that I had no hope of  reaching it as he was standing directly in
the way.


I slowly backed up until I was against the window seal.  He slowly walked
towards me.  He was only fourteen; but he was taller than me.  My eyes
inventoried the hard body as he approached.  His steps seemed as they were in
slow motion.  At long last he was standing directly in front of me; his hard
brown eyes burning into me.  He casually reached out and his callused hand
caressed my cheek.  I grabbed his large hand with my petite hand but he
continued to gently rub my cheek.  His index finger touched my lips and rubbed
my bright red lip gloss into his finger.  My eyes locked onto my
tormentor's....... he could sense my fear and apprehension.


His finger became insistent; he wanted to insert the substitute cock into
my mouth.  Staring into his forbidding eyes I tried to shake my head.  The
sneer reappeared and as a tear dripped on my cheek the finger was inserted into
my warm oral chamber.  "Suck my finger....It will not stretch your mouth,"
Jerome ordered.


My tongue found the ridges of his finger and as I looked into his face I
could see his mocking smirk.  He had won; and won rather easily the first test
of strength. I felt my nipples tingle and then harden.  My feminine dew was
coating my lace panties.  As I sucked on his finger he ridiculed me more, "You
suck good teach.  I be giving you something else to suck on if you're a good
little bitch".


I cowered against the hard window seal.  I was totally
frightened............but my panties were becoming soaked.


I'm sure he heard me whimper as I felt his left hand drop to my chest.
His fingers searched for my nipple.  When he found the nipple he increased the
pressure between his thumb and forefinger.  My nipple hardened and the pressure
increased..  He wanted me to feel the pain...He wanted me to acknowledge his
domination.  Another set of tears ran from my eyes. Here I was; a thirty five
year old teacher; shoved against the wall with a fourteen year old black
student savagely twisting my right nipple while forcing me to suck his right
index finger.


The smirk widened as he spoke, "Unbutton your blouse you little slut".


I tried to shake my head no but with his finger in my mouth I couldn't
shake my head.


The fingers tightened around my blood engorged nipple.  My eyes continued
to tear.


"No, Please......." I managed to mutter.


"Unbutton the blouse bitch......" came the quick reply.


The fear and dread were consuming me.  I prayed for someone to come to
the door..... but even if they did they would think that I had merely went to
the cafeteria.


My rock hard nipple was being cruelly twisted between Jerome's hard
fingers.  My eyes begged him to stop the torment but his fingers continued to
tighten around my savaged nipple.  His finger dueled with my tongue and his
eyes.................mocked me for my weakness.


"I guess that you will have to be punished for disobeying me.  You will
come to learn that when I give you an order your only response is complete and
instant submission,"  he calmly stated.


He dislodged his finger and grabbed me by the nape of my neck and pushed
down so that I was bent at the waist.  He then walked me the few steps over the
edge of my desk.


I could only manage a weak, "Please..." before he brushed the books and
paper onto the floor and pushed me face down on the hard surface.  The edge of
the desk caught me about waist high.


Jerome then walked to the chalkboard in back of the desk.  I should have
tried to run for the door but I was petrified with fear.  The tears were still
running down my face and falling on the hard desktop.  I avoided looking at the
black youth as he walked back around the desk.  He was directly behind me and I
was noticeably trembling with dread.


"I expect you to obey me.  You have displeased me.  Do you have anything
you wish to say?" he questioned.


Although, on hindsight, I am sure I should have taken control of the
rapidly deteriorating situation.  I was a thirty five year old teacher that
allowed a fourteen year old black youth to fondle me; insert his vile finger
into my mouth and drape me over my own desk as if I was an old worn out coat.


Unfortunately........ the facts were that I was trembling in total
submission.  I was never a strong person......I was always afraid.... of my
father; of my husband.... of the Principal.... and now......Totally Terrified
of a fourteen year old muscular black boy.


So.....when he asked if I had anything to say I meekly sobbed, "I'm
sorry.."


His cutting laugh tore throughout my soul.  He was mocking me.  His
laughter was ridiculing me.


"Lift the hem of your skirt.  It's time for your spanking, " he brusquely
ordered.


"No... My God NO!" I nearly screamed.


The first stroke from the hard yardstick burned through my dark blue
skirt to my tender asscheeks.  The second stroke concentrated on only the left
cheek.  The next several landed at random and set my ass on fire. What had
previously been only a few isolated tears became a torrent.  I gripped the edge
of the desk with my hands knowing out of instinct to not protect my now
reddened and painful ass.


Mercifully the spanking stopped.  I waited several minutes as I heard his
heavy breathing behind me.


"Lift the hem of your skirt Teach.  I am not through with you yet.  I
suggest you do not make me angry or you will regret it..." came the follow up
command.


I tried to conceive the words that would allow me to escape this terrible
nightmare.


No words formed and I felt my hands leave the side of the desk and make
their torturous journey to the hem of my blue skirt.  Sobbing I grasped the
bottom hem and slowly pulled the skirt up and over my bruised and burning
behind.  Only at this instance had I remembered that my burning ass was covered
by the white lace panties I had put on only a few short hours ago.  My
humiliation grew deeper.  Maybe it was good that I was face down on the desk.
At least Jerome Washington could not see my blushing crimson face.


It took my tormentor several minutes.... I am sure he was merely taking
in what must have been a delightful vision.  My redden asscheeks covered by my
white lace panties with my firm upper thighs stretched across the desk; all at
High Noon at Madison Jr. High School.


His first touch was a gentle caress as his fingertips slowly slid across
the tight panties.  My cheeks were burning but the cool touch soothed the
tender skin.  The fingers slowly...so slowly dropped.  I nearly fainted when
Jerome's index finger outlined the legs of my panties.  At first it was only
the tip that snuck under the edge.  He removed the exploring finger and I felt
the heat return to my face.


"Spread yourself for me Mrs. Jones..."


Still sobbing I timidly muttered, "Please no..Please have mercy..."


"You best not disobey me twice in one day Barbara......," came the quiet
threat.  "May I call you Barbara," he continued to mock.


The last question was almost comical.  Here I was, a thirty five year old
teacher, freshly spanked, holding her skirt to her waist, with her fourteen
year old student stroking her tender asscheeks.


"If you leave now I won't report anything that has happened," I softly
pleaded.


"I can see that you need more discipline.  You will receive the training
that you need but I am telling you that you best spread those long legs or you
will spend the next week wishing you had," he sharply ordered.


I felt my legs slowly open.  It was almost an unconscious thought.  I was
now completely open to his dark forbidding eyes; and his probing fingers.


The next sensation was gentle.


Cupping his fingers he rubbed them over the crotch of my tight panties.
I heard the smooth mocking laughter.


"A teacher of your stature.......  Mrs. Jones. You should be ashamed.
Standing in front of one of your young students with your hem pulled up around
your waist, and your pussy leaking like a faucet.  What would the members of
the school board think of such a wanton display of sexual misconduct?"


I could only screech, "But you made me," before the next torrent of tears
covered my mascara and rouge streaked face.


His long black index finger then found the leg of my panties and busied
itself in the search of my wet tunnel.  Jerome tormented me as the finger made
it's way around my swollen lower lips.  The tip of his finger caressed my blood
engorged elongated clit and he felt my shudder.  A soft moan escaped my lips.
I wished that I was stronger..........


"The little bitch likes her clit stroked doesn't she?" he questioned.


I was beyond lying.  I was beyond the absurdity of my current dilemma.
What I desired was the black finger to resume it's gentle probing of my wet and
warm sex.


I again begged........"Please.." was my simple request.


Jerome Washington, a fourteen year old black student understood my humble
request.


"What do you want Mrs. Jones.  Do you want the big bad nigger boy to
leave....... Or do you want me to stroke your soaking pussy some more?"


"Please make me....Make it Happen," I pleaded.


The finger returned to my clit.  It brutally rubbed the clit and two
other fingers wormed their way to my sopping chamber.  The fingers slid deep
and I spread my legs as far as I could.  As the fingers probed my inner most
sanctum I thrust my hips back to encase as much as the pleasure producing
digits as possible.


Although it seemed like an eternity, the all encompassing orgasm consumed
my body.  Screaming I throw myself against the strong fingers that were
invading my body and roughly stroking my hardened clit.  Nothing mattered
except..........my final release.


Mercifully my body accepted the climax.  The fingers continued probing
until I collapsed on the floor in front of my desk.  Jerome backed up several
steps and allowed by exhausted body to sink to the dirty, dusty hardwood floor.


Another eternity passed while I struggled to regain my bearing.  Slumped
facing the desk I slowly lowered my breathing and opened my eyes.  I tried to
focus on the clock above my desk and a pang of fear ran through my body.  In
only twelve minutes my classroom would again be full.......


I twisted myself around and looked up at the smirking black youth.  My
eyes refocussed and then I saw IT.  He had taken his hard black cock from his
jeans.....  The penis looked like a giant cucumber compared to my husbands';
the only previous penis that I had seen.


"It's my turn....Open wide Teach," came the frightening command.


I shook my head...."No, I can't.  My students will be back in ten
minutes.  You must leave....I have to clean myself up," I begged.  I pleaded.


"You best hurry then.  Unless you want them to come in and have a seat
while you suck my cock.  What do you prefer Mrs. Jones?"


My mind was racing...  I had to.........


My tongue caressed the dark purple tip and my lips grasped the long thick
cock.  I tried to look at the frosted window panes to my door as I sucked the
black cock.  The only time that I had sucked my husband's diminutive organ was
when I had gotten drunk.


I felt the strong hands grab my ears.  HE pulled me forward and more of
the huge cock was forced down my throat.  I nearly gagged...my breathing was
becoming ragged.  I forced myself to relax my throat muscles as the black cock
forced it's way deeper and deeper into my throat.


"Grip my nuts...play with them and I will give you your reward Mrs.
Jones," came the ridiculing order.


Desperately I reached for the egg size testicles hanging below his
massive cock.  I gently squeezed the soft organs and I felt his grip tighten on
my ears.  The black cock was crammed even deeper to burning throat and I felt
his testicles draw up and then.............


The scalding torrent of black cum ricocheted against the back of my
throat.  I struggled to suck the volumous discharge down and into my stomach.
The salty black cum coated my throat.  I started choking but the black youth
continued to have a stranglehold on my ears.  My wide eyes pleaded for relief
but I saw only pure dominance as I looked up over his still hard black cock.


The organ slowly softened and at long last it slipped out from my lips.
A rope like string of his black seed stretched from my sore jaws to the purple
tip of his cock as I again slipped back to the dirty wooden floor. I closed my
eyes and tried to regain my senses as the clock ticked on.  When I reopened my
eyes he had closed the two feet that we were apart and was squeezing the
remaining fertile man cream from the tip of his beautiful cock.  I watched as
if in slow motion the slimy discharge dripped onto my blouse and skirt. When
the last string had fallen the sudden thud of a knock reverberated throughout
the empty classroom.


My eyes shot to the door...... Panic spread throughout my body.


I jumped up.... and started pulling my skirt down.  Smoothing the
wrinkled material I hurriedly brushed my hair with my sticky cum coated hands.
Panic was nearly consuming me as I looked desperately to the door and
possible.... no, probable disgrace.  I glanced towards the instigator of my
problems and his sneering face cut me again to the quick.


I hurriedly walked towards the door and was nearly there.


"I want your panties Teach," came the next command.


I shook my head.  I couldn't speak and time was rapidly running out.


"You can give me your panties now.....or you can give them to me when
your students come in for their Trig...  It's your choice."


I desperately looked again at the door.  It would only be seconds before
one of  the administrators arrived and opened the door and........


Stepping to the side of the door I hurriedly pulled my cum stained blue
skirt up and pulled down the soaked panties.  Holding them delicately in my
fingers I retraced my steps to the arrogant black student.  He took my panties
and brought them to his face.  Making a production of the simple act he inhaled
deeply and a smile covered his face.  "Mrs. Jones... Your Pussy smells
delightful.."


Humiliated further I turned and without turning back made it to the door
and unclasped the metal lock just as the assistant principal was inserting his
key into the outside lock.  The opening of the door caught him by surprise and
he had a startled look on his face.  He then looked past me to see the muscular
black student standing by the window.


Befuddled he muttered, "Mrs. Jones, you know that it is against school
policy to have your door locked with a student in your room...."  It was at
this point when he noticed my disheveled appearance.


Standing before the stern looking superior I felt my dew coated pussy
start to leak.......and coat the tops of my nylons.  I could only imagine what
my tear stained face looked like.  I prayed that I was able to swallow the
intense discharge from Jerome.  As the administrator turned to leave he noticed
the wet stain on my blouse and skirt.


Mercifully the students then separated the two of us and pushed into the
room.  I backed up and only then did I detect the pungent odor of sex as I
watched the assistant principal walk down the hall.


I fell against the wall and closed my eyes.  The shrill sound of the bell
rang out and I reopened my eyes to see my seducer directly in front of me.


"I will wait for you after school.  You can take me home Mrs.
Jones......."


My pussy leaked some more fluid as the fourteen year old black student
walked out of my class.


The Teacher's Next Lesson - Chapter 2
                                       by
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As I sat behind my hard wooden desk I wondered if my nightmare had just
ended or.......just began.  As I recalled the day's events my pussy quivered as
my feminine dew coated the back of my skirt.  The sun was starting to drop on
this warm Autumn day.


My mind recalled the moment when his large black cock filled my mouth...
"Oh God," I thought.  How can I be thinking of this fourteen year old kid when
I should be heading home to my husband and our perfect little life.  The
seconds ticked on.  "I should leave....I should leave....but......."


"I must tell him that I will report him if he shows up..I must remove him
from thoughts."  However as my mind reasoned what I should do I heard the knob
start to turn.  My heart started racing.  My mind suddenly went blank and I
felt the slickness between my thighs as I pulled my legs together.


Jerome casually walked to the front of the desk.  I could not look
up..... I continued to stare at the desk; I could not look Jerome in the face.
I felt myself start shivering...but my sex was still leaking it's sticky creme.


"It's time to go, but first I want your bra.  Your tits are so small you
shouldn't even need it.  No one will notice...will they?" his comments cut.


I hesitated...I couldn't start shivering but I couldn't answer the
fourteen year old standing before me.


"Mrs. Jones.  You are starting off on the wrong foot again.  When I tell
you to do something ........YOU DO IT. You do not ignore me..  DO YOU
UNDERSTAND?" came the stern question.


I didn't want to answer.  How could I answer.  A thirty five year old
teacher; married.  The department head of the Jr. High School. I wish I had
been stronger, but I have not ever been very strong.  I haven't been able to
stand up to anyone with authority...even a fourteen year old black student.


I had not looked up but I could tell Jerome was becoming impatient by the
way he was shifting his weight back and forth in front of my desk.  I tried to
look up and plead with him to leave me alone.....


I couldn't face the boy who had fingered me to climax only three hours
previously.  I could not face the boy (man?) who forced me to suck his long
black cock and squeeze his balls until he shot his scalding hot cum down my
throat.  I could not face the black boy who forced me to give him my panties
and he had so dominated me during lunch hour.


He started to speak again but I had already reached for the buttons on my
blouse.  My blue blazer was already unbuttoned and I found the buttons easily.
My fingers trembled as I tried to dislodge the buttons.  I still could not look
up.  At long last the blouse was unbuttoned.  It was still tucked into my
skirt.


"Pull the blouse apart....  I want to see your little titties. I want to
see the little nubs of your nipples.  They felt real hard when I was playing
with them this afternoon," Jerome casually ordered.


Trembling, I pulled the sides of the blouse apart.  I still could not
face my tormentor.  I looked down and saw the small goosebumps cover my
breasts.  My nipples hardened....and my pussy continued to flow.  I was afraid
that the woman creme would stain my skirt.


"Take your bra off.  You won't need it any more tonight.  I already have
a plan; for you, Jim and I ."


The mention of my husband's name caught me off guard.  It was the first
mention of my husband; how did this boy know of him.  I felt a twinge of  guilt
as I sat half naked before this black boy who wanted me to give him my bra.


I finally looked up..."Jim must never know about today. Promise me you
won't tell him...Please," I begged.


"The Bra...NOW," was his only response.


I was unsteady as I unhooked the front clasp.  I then pulled the straps
through the sleeves of my blouse.  My eyes were downcast as I held my most
intimate undergarment to the smiling black boy.


"Come with me.  You need a new wardrobe.  Tonight you are going to be my
date..."


I slowly got up and followed the arrogant teenager to the door.  I
carefully rebuttoned my blouse.  Quietly I followed the teenage boy down the
long hallway.  We exited the school building and I meekly followed behind the
black stud.  When we arrived at my station wagon he slid in the passenger side
and patiently waited until I slid behind the wheel.


"Downtown," was the short order.


Uncertain of the black teenager's attention I slowly followed his
directions.  I was very apprehensive about the destination of our journey
but.......


When we reached the downtown he had me pull into the parking lot of
Victoria's Secret.  My heart froze...I had never bought anything from this
chain.....I had never even ventured in.


When we entered the young sales clerk sort of snickered.  She came up to
us; a thirty five year old math teacher and a young muscular black student.
"The more conservative section of the store is over this way Ma'am," she softly
smiled.


"My woman don't need any more conservative clothing.  She has all the
conservative clothing she needs for the rest of her life.  My woman needs
something that will make my dick hard," Jerome countered.


I stood mortified with my eyes downcast as the smile evaporated from the
young saleslady.  It took her several moments for her to regain her composure
before she softly spoke, "Please come this way.  I believe there is something
that may be of interest you in this department."


When we came to the leather goods department I looked around red faced.
Jerome, my fourteen year black student, casually walked around the displays.
Picking up what he thought was my size he held out his large black hands.  "Try
these on.  I'll tell you if they fit the agenda," he arrogantly stated.


Shamefaced I took the offered garments and hurried to the dressing room.
Once in the privacy of the room I tried to regain my composure as I leaned
against the dressing room door.  After several minutes I heard his large fist
beat on the door wanting me to appear.


I finally looked down at the clothing that Jerome had picked out.  My
heart again fluttered, and my mind raced.  I slowly unbuttoned my blouse once
more; and slid my navy blue skirt to the floor.  Once I had put on the selected
items I quietly opened the door and stepped out.  I watched Jerome's reaction
and was pleased by his broad smile.  I felt good about the reaction and lifted
my face to see the sales clerk who had a cocky smirk on her face.  She knew,
like I, that the clothing selected could only mean one thing.  My nipples
hardened and I felt my swishy lower lips again produce their feminine dew. The
tight leather pushed against my sensitive clit.  "Yes...........I had passed my
Master's inspection...and I would receive my reward," I thought.


The sales clerk turned to the cock black teenager and asked if everything
was satisfactory.


Jerome, his white teeth gleaming simply stated, "Yes my mousy little
teacher caused my black bone to get real, real hard.  Mrs. Jones, you best go
pay for your new purchases...."


I was glad to return to the dressing room and place my new purchases in
the appropriate bags.  As I slipped the nylons over my legs I noticed the
stains at the top of the hose but the far more noticeable stain was that on my
navy blue skirt.  Jerome's sticky cum had coated not only the front but the
back of the skirt.  I tried to scrape the crusty discharge off but it wouldn't
come off.  As I slipped my cum coated white blouse on I felt nasty when it
rubbed against my bare nipples.  Jerome had retained not only my panties but my
half bra and it made me feel more naked that if I had nothing on.  Pulling on
my flats I reached for the door handle.


Jerome was impatient to go so I hurried behind him out the door with my
many purchases in my overloaded arms.


When we reached the car he immediately wanted to drive to my house.  I
quickly checked my watch.  Jim, my husband would be home within the next hour.
"Please couldn't I drop you somewhere," I meekly pleaded.


I felt his warm hand rest on my right knee.  It then started sliding
towards my upper thigh.  "Please.....I'm trying to drive.  I'm afraid
that..that...." The warm hand continued it's journey.  Upward....upward until
it reached the top of my nylons.  I nearly passed out when the hand reached my
bare skin above my nylons.  The fingers played with the garter clasp and
occasionally ventured towards my leaking pussy folds.  My cum coated skirt was
nearly bunched around my hips.  My mind tried to focus on the fast moving
traffic when I felt the warm hand retreat.  I allowed my mind one moment of
relief.....and then I felt the long strong fingers clasp the top button on my
blouse.


"Please....Not while I'm driving.  Everyone will see," I pleaded.


"Exactly...I like to show off my woman," stated the arrogant black
teenager.


My eyes burned ahead as the car sped on it's journey.  I dared not look
at the traffic on either side of me in the four lanes of traffic.  After what
seemed an eternity the blouse was completely unbuttoned.  I was nearly lifted
off the seat as Jerome pulled the tail of the shirt from my skirt.  When the
tail was completely pulled out he carefully separated the two sides of the
tight blouse.  My small but firm breasts were then available for the world to
see.  As we sped down the freeway I glanced down to see my hardened red tipped
nipples totally exposed and my blue skirt bunched up to my waist.  I could have
died from humiliation and dread but thankfully my exit was at hand.


I was glad the sun had set as I drove the last several blocks to Mr. and
Mrs. Jim Jones upper middle class home in the suburbs.  My one piece of good
fortune was that there were no neighbors visible in the deserted streets.  My
disheveled appearance coupled with a black teen age boy at my side would have
caused many of my nosy neighbors to take note.


The car was quickly parked in the garage and the door hurriedly closed.
I then turned to Jerome, "My husband Jim will be home within the next fifteen
minutes.  Please have mercy and leave.  I'm afraid that......" I sobbed on, not
knowing what to say.


"I am glad that your husband will be home shortly.  There is something
that he and I will have to discuss.  From now on I will be the only one fucking
you.  He will have to come to grips with his new status," he arrogantly stated.


I felt a twinge of fear.  "How could my thirty five year old husband
accept such a brash statement from a fourteen year old black youth?" my mind
questioned.


When we entered my martial home he brushed me aside and flopped down on
our large leather sectional.  "Bring me a drink...A Strong Drink !!" he
ordered.


I was mentally and physically exhausted.  My body made him and I two
double scotches and I reached out with his drink.  As my arm extended he
grabbed my wrist and pulled me to his side on the huge leather sectional.
"Enjoy your drink with me.  Your husband will be home shortly and we'll resolve
who your fuck partner will be from now on," Jerome continued.


He placed his right arm around my shoulder and his hand rested on my
right breast.  He casually teased my sensitive nipple and was enjoying my
trepidation.


I was the first to recognize the sound of the garage door opener.  I
visualized each of my husband's steps as he approached the kitchen door located
directly next to our three car garage.  The kitchen door opened; footsteps
crossed the kitchen floor and then as I meekly looked up saw my husband's face
as he first gazed on my black lover and me sitting on the leather sectional.  I
will never forget his stunned face as he focused on the black hand teasing my
hardened nipple; my blouse completely open and laid back; my cum coated navy
skirt.......and  the shocked look on my face.


The next instance I recognized the anger envelop his five foot seven inch
165 pound frame.  He was momentarily speechless as his mind digested the scene
in front of him.


"What in the Sam Hell is going on here Mary?" he nearly screamed.


"This is Jerome Washington, Jim.  He is one of my students," I meekly
blurted out.  As the words left my mouth I realized how completely stupid it
must have sounded.


"Black Boy You Had Better Unhand My WIFE or you are in for the beating of
your life," screamed my now irrational husband.


Jerome merely shifted his hand and cupped my overheated breast.  He
played with it as if it was a bowl of jello.  He then bent his head and licked
the side of my face with his long coarse tongue.


Turning to Jim he sneered up at my irate husband.  "From now on I will be
the black bastard fucking your wife.  If you want to play macho man you best be
doing it now, asshole..."


During the short sequence Jim had taken inventory of the muscular black
youth.  Although Jim was nearly three times his age he was not nearly as
strong; tall; or big.  If there was to be a fight it would be short, quick and
over, with my husband laying in a bloody heap.


Jim's mannerism immediately softened.  Anger is one thing....Reality is
quite another.  "I want you to leave..Now !" was Jim's next more milder
approach.


"Get yourself a drink.  You can Watch," Jerome haughtily replied.


Jim moved one step closer until he saw Jerome flinch his hardened body.
He then backed up to the wet bar next to the kitchen.  He turned, and made a
strong triple scotch before returning to the living room.  He meekly sat down
in an easy chair to the far side of the leather sectional.


When Jim turned Jerome lowered his face to mine and gently probed by
trembling lips with his tongue.  Unable to comprehend the events of the last
several minutes my lips parted and the long wet tongue was dueling with mine.
His tongue explored my warm and wet oral cavity and I tried to keep up with
it's delicate probing.


Jerome had placed his empty glass on the cushion next to where he was
seated and his left hand returned to my left knee.  I pulled back when I felt
the warm hand make it's first contact.   I had pulled my skirt down to my knees
when I had first sit down but the black hand found the hem and was slowly
raising it as the hand snaked it's way up my thigh.  "Please don't,"  I moaned.


My soft rebuke had no effect as I felt the hand slide further and further
up my nylon covered leg.  I felt the skirt start to rise but was helpless to do
anything to prevent the exposure of my upper thigh.  Jerome's right hand was
still rubbing the underside of my right breast and his insistent tongue was
still causing me great consternation.


I finally pulled my lips away and with both my hands pulled his hand away
from my upper thigh.  Fearfully I looked towards my husband.  His eyes were
wide and his mouth hung half open.


Jerome then turned and looked at Jim also.


"Well Jim Boy I guess you and I have to decide who's going to fuck this
little tramp aren't we?" Jerome mockingly questioned.


My husbands mind must have went blank.  He didn't say anything....his
stare was vacant........and his manhood stood at attention in his dress
trousers.


"I'm going to fuck Mrs. Jones now, Jim.  If you are going to be an
asshole I'll ask you to leave.  If you behave yourself you may stay...." Jerome
continued.


I sat shocked, next to the fourteen year old black youth who had just
made the most incredulous statement that I ever heard.  I sat begging with my
heart that my husband would stand up for me...for our marriage...for his self
respect.


Jim finally regained some degree of consciousness.  "I want you to leave
my home..." he finally muttered.


Jerome turned to me and softly commanded, "My drink needs a refill.  Be
quick about it..."


Uncomprehending this totally dreadful play unfolding in front of my
husband and me I heavily lifted myself up and walked to the wet bar.  As I
passed my husband, Jim, I looked down at his manhood standing rigidly at
attention.  It was the first sustained erection he had had in the last five
months.  I refilled both Jerome's glass and mine and demurely walked back to
the arrogant black youth.


"I'm going to fuck Mary.  If you don't want to watch you can leave.  If
you want to stay and watch a Black Man fuck your wife you best not try to
interfere.  You Got ME...Jimmy?" he stated.


Jimmy, his head down, meekly pleaded with Jerome, "I can't let you fuck
my wife.  I will call the police.."


I was standing timidly in front of Jerome.


"Mary tell your husband what you did this afternoon during your lunch
hour?" Jerome commanded.


I felt my face and body blush.  "Please, Jerome, Don't make me ....
please don't make me..."


Jim had a puzzled look on his drawn face.


Jerome rose from his seated position and placed his large frame directly
behind me.  I felt him grasp the shoulders of my blouse and gently slide them
down my arms.  His strong arms then encased my shivering body and his fingers
slid down my sides.  I felt his finger momentarily fumble with the clasp on my
skirt.  The relief was only seconds in length as he finally achieved his goal
and I felt my skirt fall to my ankles.  I had already discarded the flat shoes
so I stood before my husband completely naked except for a thin garter belt and
hose.


"Look at your husband and tell him what you did to me in your classroom
during lunch hour," Jerome again commanded.


I looked up but had a difficult time looking into my husband's devastated
eyes.  "I got on my knees and I sucked Jerome's cock to orgasm," I sobbingly
reported.


"That's right JIMBO...  Your little meek wife dropped to her knees in
front of me and sucked my black cock.  When I was close she squeezed my nuts so
that I could deposit all my nasty nigger cum in her sweet little mouth...
Whatcha think of that JIMBO?" Jerome mocked.


Looking at my husband I could tell he was completely shattered.  He tried
to speak but no words came forth.


"Tell JimBo what you gave to me as a gift right before the assistant
Principal opened your locked door Mrs. Jones," the mocking voice continued.


As I looked up at my shattered husband I felt sharp spark flow throughout
my tight body.  "Jim, I gave Jerome my panties.  He made me take my panties off
and give them to him.  I barely had time to hand him my panties before the
assistant Principal had put his key in my door," I simply stated. I could feel
my pussy continue to lubricate.  My confession was starting to light my fire...
to bring that pleasant and long lasting glow back to my deprived cunt.


"How about after school Mrs. Jones.  What gift did you convey to me then
?" Jerome continued.


Jerome's use of Mrs. before my name was used to deflate my already
shattered ego.  But it also achieved another purpose.  My sloppy pussy was
lubricating for the inevitable fucking that was in store for this prim and
proper school marm.


"Jim, after school Jerome came to my room.  He made me give him my bra.
When we got to my car he made me unbutton my blouse so that everyone on the
freeway could see my bare titties...Jim He Made Me Do All Those Nasty Things,"
I sobbed.


As I looked at my husband all I could find no compassion in his face..But
I could see the ever growing and hardening cock, tenting from his trousers.  IT
looked like it was about to explode.


"You see JIMBO... Your precious little wife committed second degree
criminal assault on a poor defenseless fourteen year old abused youth," Jerome
laughed.  "Do you still want to call the police.  Well Go Ahead.... Let's see
how your precious little cheesecake would fare in the dark, dank, confines of
County Lock Up.  I bet her teaching career would get a real big boost too,
don't you JIMBO.  Maybe you could call the assistant Principal and see what he
would have to say about the appearance of the little tramp when he unlocked her
locked  classroom door.  Well JIMBO whatcha have to say now?" he concluded.


Jim sat silently slumped in the easy chair.  A broken man he meekly
sipped his now empty drink.  His raging hard on twitched as he looked up at his
nearly nude timid wife and the large black teen age tough that was mocking both
of them.


Jerome turned me around to face him.  I kicked the blue skirt away and
stared into his dark eyes.  "Take my clothes off Mrs. Jones," he ordered.


I carefully removed his shirt over his broad and muscular shoulders.  I
let my hands run across his massive pectorals and his rippled stomach.  My
delicate fingers grasped the large belt buckle and I had to pull hard to
disengage the pin.  I pulled the belt from the loops and then returned to the
button of the jeans.  I felt Jerome inhale as I eased the button from the
eyelet and then I looked up into his stern face.  For a youth of only fourteen
his face showed a hardness of  a man twice his age.  Standing on my tip toes I
offered my lips to his.....


My delicate fingers grasped the tab of the zipper and I let him tongue me
as the zipper was pulled down.  Although I am a tall woman I came to only his
chest.  When the zipper was pulled down as far as it would go I inserted my
hands in the jeans and worked them back over his massive buttocks.  The jeans
feel easily to the floor once they were pulled over the muscular black ass
cheeks.


As the jeans slid down I felt the slimy hard black cock plop against my
firm stomach.   The pre cum coated my stomach and the hard cock felt as solid
as a two by four.  I swooned as I felt the man weapon thump against my petite
body.  His strong hands returned to my breasts and he forcefully manipulated
the sensitive tips to his advantage.  It took only seconds for the nipples to
harden....  It took less time for my pussy to completely engulf itself with my
sweet woman lubricant.  I had been sloppy from the first moment at lunch...I
was now awash with pussy juice flooding my chamber in anticipation of a real
man sticking his hard cock deep into my belly.


I felt I couldn't wait and I dropped to my knees.  My eager mouth found
the tip of the hard black cock and I eagerly inserted the leaking tube of black
flesh into my willing and warm mouth.  My tongue caressed the tip...and then
traveled the length, or at least what I could suck into my mouth.


Jerome stood above me and was watching my husband's reaction to my wanton
display of lust.  "Stroke yourself Jim..After I fuck your wife you can suck her
out.  YOU ARE NOT ALLOWED TO FUCK HER ANYMORE......." he ordered.


The words cut deeply but I was not craving words..I was craving hard
black cock and nothing was going to derail my needs...not at this point.


My tongue lavished it's saliva and caresses on the hard black tube.  I
craved Jerome's cock.  I adored it's throbbing and twitching veins.....


"On the Couch..." was his simple command.


I instantly obeyed.  I scooted around his muscular frame and settled on
the edge of the cushion.  I hungrily looked up to him; pleading with my eyes.
"Please put on a condom...," I meekly begged.


"Spread yourself ......I want to see that tight little pussy.  I could
barely get my fingers into your wife's pussy this afternoon Jim.  I could tell
that you couldn't be satisfying your wife if she was so tight....  When I fuck
her Jim it will be fucking a Virgin cause you sure in the hell haven't hurt her
little pussy one damn bit.." he mocked my husband.


He slapped my thighs and I stretched my legs further.  It hurt to spread
my legs so much but I had to....Jerome's cock was so very large.  "Please don't
fuck me without a condom. It's my fertile period and I am not on any
protection," I continued to beg.


"I told you to spread..  How am I going to stick my black cock into Jim's
wife little cunt hole if she doesn't spread her Lilly white legs for me?"
questioned Jerome.


I was intently staring at the large black teen age boy as he mocked my
husband.  He then knee walked between my legs and I scooted further down on the
cushions of the sofa so that I could wrap my legs around his muscular thighs.


I felt the tip of the hot poker as it inched it's way forward.  It
scraped my upper thighs leaving a trail of ropelike pre cum dripping on the
black leather sofa cushions.  My mind swirled with need, and also the fear of
having his fertile black seed deposit a black bastard deep into my womb....


My husband Jim was slumped down in the easy chair watching as Jerome was
preparing my cunt for his huge black cock.  His mouth was open and drool
dripped from his lips.  His hand was frantically stroking his now exposed cock.


I felt the tip finally reach the entrance of my sopping hole and it felt
like a huge log.  Momentarily I had second thoughts and started to scoot back
on the cushions, but Jerome's strong hands gripped my waist and pulled me back
down.  My terrified eyes burned into his dark forbidding slits and I felt the
tip lodge itself at the outermost opening.  My creme lubricated the tip and
Jerome inserted the first inch.  I heard myself let out a mournful screech.
Jerome forced the second inch in and then slowly withdrew.  I looked down at
the contrast of my pasty white stomach and the dark black cock.  The tip was
wet from my excretions and I pleaded with Jerome with my eyes to end this
ravishment.


He smiled as his hips lurched forward and impaled my stretched love
chamber on the end of his black cock.  I tried to adjust to the feeling of
intense fullness when I felt another lunge.....and another two inches of solid
black cock found it's way deep into my stretched womanhood.  He allowed his
cock to slip back an inch before he pushed forward again.  As he thrust his
muscular buttocks forward his strong arms pulled my waist to him.


Sweat was dripping from my face and body.  Although it had previously
felt cold and damp in my living room the place was now an inferno.  I tried to
lift my hips to reduce the pressure and as soon as my legs forced my hips up I
was filled with another section of black tube.  The pressure was intense; I had
never been as full as I was at that moment.  My poor underendowed husband, even
when erect could never fill even half of what this fourteen year Black Boy was
managing.


I pleaded once again, "You mustn't cum in me.  Please.... Oh God
Please...."


Jerome, his face strained, merely smirked.  "You little pussy is going to
have all the little black sperm it can hold.  I fuck bareback...I am not a
little wimp ass white boy.........I hope I knock your white ass up.  You'll
have something to talk about with your little white school teachers Mary.." he
mocked.


His vision of knocking up his Jr. High Math teacher caused him to become
even more excited.  He could no longer control himself and he pile drove his
black cock to my inner most depth.  At the same time the muscular arms grabbed
my waist and brutally forced my whole body towards the thrusting black log.  At
that moment in time I thought that he had split me in full. My entire soul was
being impaled on the long thick black cock.  I screamed in agony as it felt
like my hips were ripped from their sockets and my poor tender white pussy was
stuffed with a donkey sized black cock.


As rapidly as the impalement occurred a split second later the black pole
was retracted.....and then the pile driving ass loaded my pussy again..... and
again....and again...  The see sawing action was achieving his goal.  The
intenseness, the relaxation, was allowing my ravished body to respond to him.
To respond to his total conquest of my body and soul.


I could do nothing except lay there and accept the pain..... and the
pleasure of his magnificent black cock.  He dispensed both with ease.  One
moment I could hardly breathe from the intense fullness... the next moment I
was wrapping my calves around his muscular ass cheeks begging him to impale
me.......To IMPALE me on his splendid black manhood.  As each second roared by
I heard a constant throbbing in my head as I clenched at the man/beast that was
rapidly bringing me to total and complete release.  I could not stop.. I could
not breathe... I could not wait for the magic moment that was so very close.


The first orgasm washed through my entire body.  Every nerve..every fiber
was totally consumed with the pleasure and mind numbing sensations as the
feeling spread throughout my body.  Panting to regain my breath I tried to keep
up with Jerome.  He had not stopped but had actually increased his powerful
thrusts.


I looked down at the vortex between my obscenely splayed legs and could
see the huge black cock going in and out of my grotesquely stretched cunt.
Every time the black  tube was thrust forward I could see my lower stomach rise
from the insertion.  There was nothing that I could do but to grip the
magnificent black animal with my legs.  I pulled him forward and fought when he
tried to pull his cock from between my legs.


The second climax was much more serene that the earthquake of the first.
But my second orgasm did not slow down the brutally fucking teenager.  I lost
count after the fifth multiple orgasm and possibly lost consciousness. Finally
at long last I heard a tremendous gasp and felt his muscular body fall across
mine.  The torrent of black seed seemed to flood the inner recesses of my
panting body.


The scalding sperm ricocheted throughout my stuffed pussy and coated not
only my thighs but dripped down my cheeks and flooded my wrinkled ass hole. The
devastation was complete.  It took me several minutes to regain any sense of
where I was or what had actually happened.


At long last I looked up to see my husband crouched against the front of
the chair he was sitting in.  His limp reddened cock was shriveled and the
front of his pants showed the rewards of his discharge.  His glasses were cock
eyed on his face and he had a far away look in his eyes.


Reprieve was to be short lived.


When Jerome had recovered from his nut busting he rolled off my exhausted
and depleted body.  My body was cum coated and everywhere was a bright red
spotlch where my black boy had pinched me during our violet lovemaking journey.
His white colored voluminous sperm was continuing to flow from my stretched and
hurting pussy folds.  It had drenched the hairlined slit and had puddled
beneath the cushions where I lay in a half prone position.


"Hey faggott, Get Your Sorry Ass over here," he shouted at my husband.


The order brought Jim out of her stupor.  He wearily shook his head.
Jerome rose up and walked over to my slumped over husband.  Reaching down he
grabbed him by one of his large ears and started pulling Jim back to the sofa
with him.  Jim struggled with the muscular black youth but could not disengage
his firm grip on his ear which was nearly twisted off.


Once Jerome returned to the sofa he fell into it's deep recesses.  "Your
wife sucked me clean faggott...Now it's your turn."


Jim immediately turned pale and started to turn and crawl away.  Jerome
raised up and in one brutal slap him my husband across the ears bringing stars
to his eyes..  Jim was now totally terrified and again tried to crawl away.
The muscular black youth merely grabbed him by the ankle and pulled my
struggling husband back to the leather sofa.  Once he had him drug back he
again slapped him on the side of the head; again the blow landed on Jim's other
ear.  Jim brought his hands and arms up and begged, "Please don't hit me
again....Please..."


Jerome relaxed and laid against the back of the sofa.  "I told you to
suck my cock like your wife.  Do it or I'll give you another dose."


My husband didn't need another dose.  He humbly crawled to the edge of
the sofa and pulled himself up.  He was looking directly at the still semi hard
black tube that had just ravished his wife.  Jerome grabbed him by the back of
the head and pulled him sharply forward.


Jim immediately opened his mouth and was rewarded by the insertion of
Jerome's black cock.  He feverishly sucked the black sperm and my womanly
coating from the large much used black man weapon.  It took my husband nearly
five minutes to thoroughly clean the black manhood.  Smiling Jerome raised his
leg and pulled it back to his chest...."Now Rim me....."


Jim did not instantly recognize the order but with the black puckered
asshole only inches away from his wet shiny face he finally comprehended the
dreaded order.  He started to shake his head.....but the intense glare from the
muscled black teenager finally registered; again.  Jerome smiled when he felt
my husband's tongue slide up his chute.  His left hand found the back of his
head and with his fingers firmly planted in the slick hair he pulled Jim
forward until he was totally buried in his black ass.  The submission lasted
nearly five minutes and finally Jim was kicked away.


I laid totally still as my husband was made to pay for his
submissiveness. He had not defended me against my terrible assault and I felt
no mercy for him as he labored to lick my student's pungent asshole.  My body
ached from my head to my tender stretched pussy hole.  Jerome's seed continued
to flow from my swollen lips.  I could not comprehend how much sperm had been
planted in my heretofore seldom used womanhood.  I tried to shift positions but
each movement brought pain to my stretched muscles... and my stretched cunt.


When Jim had been kicked away I turned my head and looked at my Jr. High
Student.  His icy stare confirmed my fears that this would not be the end of my
or my husband's servitude to our new Black Master.


My husband laid at my feet after cleaning my Black Lover's cock and
asshole.  I tried to shift my tired body and every muscle seemed to ache.  My
teen age lover had twisted my body in such angles that each of my muscle groups
screamed for relief.  My pussy, full of Jerome's mammoth discharge was still
leaking down my thighs and coating my asshole, even after nearly an hour of his
brutal lovemaking.


Jerome shifted and slid to the edge of the sofa cushions. "Hey Jimbo, how
you going to like a little black baby bastard running around this nice home.
In another nine months your wife is going to spread her legs and my black baby
will drop out. How you going to like that you limp dicked little faggot?"


Jim, totally broken looked up at his tormentor and meekly shook his head.
"No.....I can't accept that...," he quietly murmured.


"Well White Boy, I suggest you suck my sperm out of my new pussy...."
Jerome mocked.


My husband, Jim, was totally mesmerized by the black teen age boy that
had taken his wife..  He looked around unbelieving the last several hours.  He
had watched his heretofore meek, mild, mousy wife become a sexual vixen at the
end of a fourteen year old black boy.  He had witnessed his own decline in
masculinity.....being forced to clean the black cock that had totally
captivated his wife.  Of being forced to suck the seducer's wrinkled asshole.
Of being kicked on the floor like a junk yard dog.  And last....of being mocked
by the black intruder after he probably impregnated his wife.


This last conscious thought finally brought him to some small sense of
reality.  He crawled between my legs and gently spread them.  Even this gentle
movement strained already overworked muscles.  I looked down to the man who I
had loved; but who I now loathed.  He had permitted this fourteen year old
youth to savagely fuck me.........  Gathering my remaining strength I reached
behind his wet scalp and pulled his face towards my tender and stretched slit.
The initial contact felt soothing.  His soft wet tongue caressed my swollen
pussy lips caused me pleasure.  I felt the tip of his tongue snake into my
chamber searching for Jerome's seed and spread my legs.  I was still wearing my
hose and I enjoyed the erotic scene with my doting husband sucking my pussy
with my nylon covered legs wrapped around his head.


Jim was a man on a mission.  He kept trying to insert his wet tongue
deeper and deeper; attempting to secure more of the salty sperm left by my
teenage black boy lover.  As he scrunched up against my overworked thighs I
continually tried to spread my legs further and further to allow him greater
and greater access.  I was rewarded by his warm tongue as it dove deeper and
deeper into my wet recesses.   I felt his tongue scoop out the boy's discharge
and I heard him suck it down his throat.


Out of the corner of my eye I seen the teen ager slowly get up and move
around to the back of my husband.  I watched his face as he put his finger to
his lip and motioned for me to keep silent.  I obeyed the boy with the long
hard black cock.


When he was directly behind my husband he motioned for me to raise my
legs and insert them over my husband's shoulders.  Although I did not
immediately realize what he was asking I complied without hesitation.  As I
interlocked my nylon covered legs over my husband's shoulder it had the
pleasurable effect in driving his face deeper into my steaming crevice.  It
also accomplished another function......it effectively immobilized him.. He
could not dislodge my legs..........


My husband started squirming when he felt Jerome reach around his waist
and unbuckle his belt.  He kept struggling harder and harder to break free
but...... my legs held him firm. His struggling excited me as his face was
ground ever deeper into my now aroused clit.  I could not see his face...only
feel his futile struggles.


Jerome had a large smile as he unbuttoned the dress slacks and started
pulling them down over Jim's lean waist. Each of Jerome's movements caused my
husband greater and greater anxiety.  He desperately wanted to be free so that
he could resist what we both knew was coming.  The black teenager ungraciously
ripped the slacks from his thighs and legs; letting his knees hit the hard
floor.  Jim had only his jockey shorts covering his small treasures now.  They
were still wet from when he was masturbating after watching me being ravished
by my black lover.


My husband started screaming when he felt Jerome's strong hands grab his
shorts and slowly pull them down over his ass cheeks.  As the screaming
continued I pulled his face brutally forward with my strong legs.  The leverage
I had; my legs being wrapped around his soft shoulders was complete. Although
his legs thrashed around his upper torso was completely at my mercy.  I
smiled........My underendowed and under powered husband was about to experience
what I had enjoyed in my stretched little cunt.


After he removed the jockey shorts Jerome turned and walked to the
bathroom.  When he returned he had a sly smile on his face.  He carried a tube
of  K-Y jelly in his hand and again motioned for me to remain silent.  A smile
appeared on my face as he smeared the clear liquid on his right index finger.
I felt my husband flinch as he felt the digit insert itself into his tight
unyielding anus.  Jerome continued smiling as he sawed in and out of Jim's ass
with his slime coated finger.


My husband continued to thrash around until.......  His submission like
mine was quick and decisive.  His pleasure level however was not like mine.  He
struggled until my black lover had finished.....and left his seed buried deep
within his bowels. As Jerome finished I finally unlocked my legs and allowed my
husband to slump to the floor in front of my pussy.  His vacant stare told me
of his surrender.


Jerome got up and marched off to the bathroom. Shortly I heard the shower
running and saw steam flowing from the open door.  I let my eyes close and
drifted off to a light slumber.  I drifted off  hearing my husband Jim, sob
softly at my nylon covered feet.


When Jerome returned he softly stroked my brow.  "Go make our bed."


I looked up with a puzzled look.


"From now on I will be sleeping in your bed with you. Your husband can
sleep on a rug near the door.  I want him to hear when I pleasure you.  Now
Go..."


Jim, his eyes distant, meekly shook his head.


I pulled my weary body off the leather sofa and followed my black teen
age lover's orders.  I returned and stood in the door completely naked when I
had completed the tasks that he had assigned.


"You can watch if you want.  I am sure you will hear when I bust my nut
in your wife again tonight..." Jerome told my husband who meekly nodded.


I drifted off to sleep first but was awaken approximately three hours
later.  Jerome was sucking on my distended breasts. He sucked the hard nipples
into his mouth and roughly bit the tips.  It brought a sharp pain but it also
brought .........arousal. By the time he mounted me I was wet.  Even though my
pussy was wet and ready his size again intimidated me.  The large black cock
slipped into my small and sore pussy and after fucking me intensely for nearly
thirty minutes he deposited his virile black seed deep in my womb.  I seemed to
be on a never ending cycle of intense orgasms since this tall muscular black
youth walked into my life.


After squeezing his the last of his seed on my tired and exhausted body
Jerome rose and walked to the door.  "Clean your wife.  If you hurry you can
suck my cum from her pussy.  If you fail your mousy little wife will be
carrying my baby....Do IT....Now !!"


My husband timidly pulled himself off the rug where he was asleep and
crawled to our martial bed.  His tongue found my hole and sucked Jerome's seed
from it's outer reaches.  It then forced it's way deeper into my chamber.  I
could tell he was able to retrieve some of the thick fluid.  He continued until
he had cleaned me thoroughly.  Groggily he pulled himself off our bed and
returned to his rug.


I felt the springs creak as Jerome laid back down and quickly fell off
into slumber.


Jerome took me two more times on this first night of my surrender.  Each
time my husband Jim was forced to clean my chute of his virile seed.  As I
drifted off to slumber after my last servicing my thoughts were of the coming
day.  What more could possibly be in store for my husband and I?


WHAT???????


Daddy Meats Teacher - Chapter 3
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


The first signal of a new day was when my eyes finally opened.  It was
nearly 11:00 AM and neither my teen age lover nor my husband had yet stirred.
My body although rested still ached from the sexual breeding that I had
undergone during the last twenty four hours.  I raised my head and my muscles
sent me their signal; they were sore and each movement must be performed on a
slow motion basis.


I slowly made it to the shower off  the master bedroom. As I felt the
warm water coat my body I lathered my small but firm breasts and slowly rubbed
the soap over my well used sex. The warm water, soap suds and peaceful moments
relaxed my tender and sore body.


When I finished I pulled on one of my husband's white dress shirts.  I
thought momentarily about putting on a pair of panties and bra but then felt
that my new lover would not approve.  I therefore exited the bathroom in only
my husband's shirt.  When I re-entered the bedroom I saw the first movements of
Jerome on my martial bed.  I walked over and straddled his muscular body.  He
was laying face down and I forcefully gave him a soothing back rub.  After
several minutes he rolled over and pulled me to him and gave him a full mouth
kiss.  He then pushed me aside.  "I like bacon and eggs..."


Jumping from the bed he started for the bathroom but my husband had just
woke up.  Jerome turned and walked to my husband.  "I think you best do some
yardwork Jimmy.  I have a party planned for tonight and I want your yard
looking real fine."


Jim, his head still fogged with early morning grogginess, tried to
comprehend how the arrogant black teen age boy had taken over his wife; his
home; his very existence.    "I need to take a quick shower," he mumbled,
rubbing his red eyes.


"No, you best do what I tell you, when I tell you to do it.  Pull your
white shirt over your jockey shorts," Jerome ordered.


Jim started to object.....but reason again prevailed.  The black
teenager's muscular nude body was still far too much for his to challenge.   He
pulled on the white dress shirt that was crumpled by the sofa.


"Put your wing tips and black socks on.  That should make a good
combination," Jerome smiled.


Although he complied with the humiliating orders he was less than
pleased.  After tying his wing tips he meekly walked out to the garage where
the rakes were.


As my husband timidly shuffled out the kitchen door Jerome returned to my
side.  He confidently put his large black hand on my ass cheeks and whispered
in my ear, "I have a surprise for you later this morning."


After I fixed my lover's breakfast I was ready to start the dishes when I
heard the front door bell ring..  I started to turn and put something on but
Jerome pointed to the door.  "Get the Door...." was the brief but direct
command.


As I walked towards the front door I did manage to button all but the top
three buttons on my husband's shirt.  I was not expecting anyone this Saturday
morning.  When I swung the door open I was totally shocked.  Filling the entire
door frame was one of the largest men I had ever seen.  He had a wide smile on
his handsome black face.  He wore a sleeveless shirt and his biceps rippled.
The shirt ended just below his massive pectorals and showed his rippled
stomach.  He wore tight blue jean cut-offs and tennis shoes.


I tried to analyze his age.  He was not old but he had many years put on
his lean frame.


I was just about to speak when I heard Jerome speak from behind nearly
nude frame.  "Daddy, Come On In."


The large, six foot six inch black man brushed by me and the two black
men embraced.  I glanced towards the front of our house and saw my ridiculous
looking husband with a rake in his hands.  Wearing only his dress shirt; jockey
shorts and dark socks with his wing tip dress shoes he looked like a complete
idiot.   The expression on his overwrought face looked like a man in total
dispair.


I slowly turned to see the new man that had walked into my home; and into
my life.  The door was still completely open and my husband Jim was observing
the latest events in his life.


Jerome turned to me and said this is my father.  You will address him as
"Daddy" cause Mary he is one bad dude. Daddy walked up to me and took full
inventory in his intense eyes.  "So this is your little meek teacher," he said
to his son.


As he stood next to me I was awed by the rippling muscles in his arms and
shoulders.  His arms were larger than my legs and he looked like he appeared
straight from a bodybuilder's magazine.  He cupped my chin and lifted my face
until I was staring into his burning intense eyes.  "You best please me.  My
son tells me for a meek little bitch you fuck to please.  Is that correct Teach
?" he asked.


With my head held back and the intense burning eyes melting my already
fragile being I could not speak.  Out of the corner of my eyes I could see my
husband Jim forlornly looking at the scene in front of him.  Here was his
rather tall meek wife standing in front of a Six Foot Six Inch Muscular Black
man clothed in only a white dress shirt.  I am sure that my husband could see
my trembling body as I tried to answer the tall intruder who had invaded our
lives.


"It doesn't look like you have much in the tit department. I like to tit
fuck my new bitches; so you better find other ways to please me Mrs.
Jones......: Daddy continued.


His overpowering strength radiated to my lean trembling body.  He could
break me into with a flick of his powerful arms.


His intense eyes continued to burn into my soul.  "I like what I see in
your face Mrs. Jones.  I see fear and I feed on that emotion.  I have spent the
last ten years of my live in Joiliet State Prison and I have seen a lot of
fear.  Once you have fear instilled you get what you what...." he continued.


My voice started trembling, " What......what is it that you want?"


His laughter broke the immediate tension.  His hands fell to the top of
my open shirt.  His massive grip slowly but powerfully ripped the resisting
buttons from the starched white cloth.  He slowly and deliberately ripped the
shirt open one button at a time; the buttons flying throughout the entrance
hallway.  His objective was for him to exhibit his strength and with each
button sent flying he accomplished his goal.


In merely seconds I was standing nearly naked before his gazing eyes.
His strong hands reached around me and with each hand on the back of the collar
shredded the resisting cloth. Once the shirt was in two pieces it merely fell
from my shoulders.  My nipples hardened ......... from the early morning chill
or the intense situation; I do not know.  I felt myself moisten and...........


Daddy stood before me and didn't speak for nearly two minutes.  He merely
inhaled my fear and dread.  "Have you fucked this little meek teacher in the
ass yet son?" he finally asked.


Jerome stood smiling to our left.  "No Daddy....I thought you may wish to
break her in.  I'm sure she is cherry.  The little teacher hadn't had a real
man until Friday night.  Her limp dick husband sure hadn't hurt her pussy hole
at all.  It was like fucking the little bitch for the first time."


The older black man again turned and burned his intense eyes deep into my
soul.  "Has anyone taken your ass yet Mrs. Jones?" he calmly asked.


I felt like melting.....standing naked in front of a muscular six foot
six inch black block of granite and having him question my most intimate
encounters.  "No one has ever fucked my ass," I meekly answered.


"Put your hands on me," Daddy ordered.


I hesitated.  I was shivering........ I knew that he would make me.


"Put your hands on the black cock that will but your ass cherry Mary,"
Daddy again ordered.


His command was stern.  Hesitantly, I allowed my hands to find the front
of his cut-offs.  He heard me gasp as my small hands outlined the large hard
black cock through the denim fabric.  My mouth fell open and I heard him and
Jerome laugh at my discomfort.


"Milk IT...... Milk my black cock Teacher," he ordered.


My small hands ran on both sides of the denim covered cock.  I looked up
and seen that he was smiling at my discomfort.  He was enjoying my
apprehension; my fear.  His cock was TOO BIG.  It would never fit into my soft
body.


"You will squeal when I take your ass cherry.  I may let you experience
the fullness in your Pussy first.  Jerome.....How many times have you bred the
little bitch?" he casually asked.


"I've taken my Teacher five times since Friday.  She could barely take my
cock the first time but I've stretched her little hole since the first time.
Her limp dicked husband must be hung like a noodle.  Her little pussy gripped
my cock like a glove.  She felt like she was a twelve year old virgin when I
first fucked her.  She learned to spread her long legs after I first buried
cock deep in her womb though," Jerome callously answered his twenty eight year
old father.


I was frantically stroking "Daddy's" long hard cock.  I was hoping he
would blow his first load in his shorts.  It would give me a brief moment of
respite.


He looked deep into my eyes.  I could not stand his intense glare.  I
started shaking......


He slowly walked around behind me.  "Put your hands on your knees Mary,"
he softly commanded.


I complied with his order.  "Please.......don't hurt me," I quietly
begged.


Standing behind me I heard him stick his index finger in his wet mouth
and coated it with his saliva.  He took his time...............  I didn't want
to feel his finger; but I knew what was coming.


"Turn your head to the left Mrs. Jones.  Let me know what you see lover,"
he quietly asked.


Turning to the open door I looked out my front sidewalk.  Standing with
the rake in his hand and his tongue hanging out was my husband Jim.  He was
still in his ridiculous black socks; wingtips; jockey shorts and white dress
shirt.  His little cock was at attention and he had a defeated look on his
face.


"My husband is watching us Daddy...Please let Jerome shut the door," I
softly pleaded from my half bent over stance.


"Tell me about his little white boy cock Mary.  Tell me about your
husband's cock.  Has he ever been able to satisfy your needs?" Daddy asked.


"His cock is hard Daddy.......no," I softly spoke.


I felt the saliva coated finger tease my tightly clenched little wrinkled
asshole.  I flinched but didn't step forward.  I knew that punishment would
follow if I resisted his crude domination of my tight lean body.


"Your ass is tighter than Bob.  He was my white boy cellmate for three
years.  When the guard brought him to the cell for the first time he was
crying.  I made him get down on his knees and suck me within ten minutes he was
thrown into my cell.  He sucked me every night for three years.  I made him
whore for me with the other brothers.....but he got a shot of the hot dose.
He died within nine months of aids but I still made him suck me as his teeth
were falling out......I would suggest that you not resist me Mrs. Jones.  Now
reach back and spread your ass cheeks."


With my eyes tearing I reached back and pulled my cheeks apart.  I pulled
them wide and I felt his finger lodge into my nether opening.  At first it was
only the finger tip; and then the first knuckle; and then.........  The finger
hurt.....


He pulled his finger out and walked around to directly face me again.  I
was afraid he would take my ass on the floor directly in front of the front
door with my husband watching.


"Does your fear excite you Mary?" Daddy questioned.


"No....you frighten me....Please, leave me and my husband...." I sobbed..


"Spread....." Daddy ordered.


I lowered my head and spread my legs wide apart.  I brought my hands to
cover my hardened nipples.


His strong dark fingers ran along the outside of my lower lips.  A small
moan escaped my lips.  The sensation felt good...the release of my tension
relaxed my suddenly cold body. I turned my eyes to the door and seen my
husband, Jim with his little manhood twitching on the front lawn. I tried to
understand what emotions must be going through his mind with his naked wife in
the middle of the front door; and a huge black man probing her sex while his
fourteen year old black son stands by idly watching.  Fortunately I did not
have additional time to comprehend my husband's emotions.


As his fingers traveled back and forth along my squishy slit he allowed
his fingertips to sink between the folds.  He brought his wet fingers to my
lips and allowed my moisture to soak my lips.  My tongue snaked out and tasted
the honey like substance.  Daddy was pleased.


He continued to excite me with his fingers but made certain that he not
bring me to climax.  I knew that this was merely the first stage of his
domination........and my submission. After all, his son had already filled me
with black cum.  It was now his Daddy's turn.


"Do you want to suck me first?" was his simple question.


I looked up.....into his forbidding eyes.  My lips moaned "Yes" as I slid
down on my knees.


He carefully and slowly undid his belt....and the button holding the
tight denim shorts....and slowly drew the zipper down.  I was merely an
observer from my subservient position at his feet.  When the shorts slid down
his muscle bound thighs his black manhood flopped out.


The purple head dripped a large pre cum drop which I quickly sucked in my
mouth.  His black cock was nearly too thick for me to get my mouth open wide
enough.  I tried...I nearly dislocated my jaw trying to suck the huge man organ
into my mouth.  Even with my saliva coating the tip I could barely get the
first two inches in my mouth.  My tongue bathed the black cock.  I brought my
small hands up to cradle the huge balls dangling before the magnificent black
manhood.


Jerome walked to the front door and giving Jim an angry nod, slammed the
door.


I slaved at pleasing Daddy.  My mind raced; if I can't get his black cock
in my mouth how could I get the huge organ in my pussy or...............how in
God's Name could he bury himself in my................ass.


However at this moment Daddy was not worrying about my fears...  His
black cock discharge caught me off guard.  He walked forward and I fell back on
my ass as His Black Cannon blasted his hot spunk deep into my throat.  I tried
to swallow but there was too much white cum.  It blasted out my mouth and was
running down my chin.  I humbly looked up at the massive black man smiling
above me.


He stroked himself emptying his pet up spunk on my face and hair.  As he
looked down he could see my wet and slopping pussy streaking the hardwood
floor.


"Get Ready....I'll be in to fuck you in a minute.  Lay face down on your
bed......" Daddy ordered.


With glazed eyes I walked towards my husband's bedroom.  I swayed my ass
cheeks provocatively as I walked across the room.  In hindsight it was probable
foolish.....Daddy still had more than one load ready to be leashed on my
sexually charged body.


Before Daddy arrived I had put clean white sheets on the bed.  Jerome and
I had coated the previous ones with load after load of creme.  I stepped up on
the bed and kneewalked to it's center.  I then laid face down and waited.


Jerome was the first to enter the room.  His cock was charged but he was
to obientantly wait his turn with me.  The black blindfold was the first thing
to rob me of my sight.  Jerome pulled it tight and I moaned.  I pulled back my
right hand when he grabbed it and pulled it to the corner of the king size bed.
I heard the metal clasp close before I felt the cold stainless steel handcuff
to steal my partial freedom of movement.


Jerome then walked to the foot of the bed and sharply pulled my left
ankle down before clasping my dainty ankle to the foot of the bed.  As each of
my limbs were secured the overwhelming fear returned.


A sharp slap brought a burning sensation to my left ass cheek.  "Raise
your ass Teacher..." Jerome commanded.


I raised my stomach and buttocks and felt a fluffy pillow being shoved
under my torso.


I then felt the bed springs creak as Daddy's weight made the lower bed
sag.  The K-Y jelly coated his finger.  He was gentle.......  the sensation of
the slippery lubricant made the insertion easier.


There was no reason for Daddy to  hasten his conquest.  I was bound and
open for him and he casually took his time.  I could feel his dripping man
organ coat my thighs.  It took him a great deal of time to be able to work his
index finger into my bowels.  The second finger felt like it was an easier
task....and finally his third finger pried my anus open and coated it's tender
chute was the lubricant.  The sensations were not unpleasant.  I felt my body
sway with his gentle manipulation of my most private place.


As the lubricant dripped to my soaked cunt chamber the fingers had
loosened my wrinkled opening.


"Beg me Miss Mary.   Beg me to make you a woman," Daddy softly requested.


I was nearly in a trance as I swayed against the thick black fingers
lodged in my ass.  "Take me Daddy......Make me a woman..." I begged.


Daddy's purple tipped black cock was coated with the K-Y jelly.  He
merely rested the tip at first but then gently rubbed the head against my
opening.  I shoved my ass up as the tip slid over the opening.


Raising up he angled the black destroyer against my small puckered
opening.  He groaned and I screamed as the second assault found it's mark.  As
each inch was inserted He allowed me to adjust my ravished body.


My constant moans.....pleads .......and screams drove his assault on my
tender little asshole.  I was helpless as he took me......He coated my bowels
with his seed.  He did not retract his cock until a long period had passed
where my stretched rectum muscles milked his huge black cock.  I could feel my
muscles suck the fertile black seed from his huge nut sacks.


His simple question at the end of the ass breeding session was simple,
"Are you mine......"


I screamed my response, "Oh God Daddy....YES!!! YES111 OH GOD
YESSSSSSSSSSSS........."


His mind cataloged my surrender.  He fell on top on my body and his cock
stayed lodged in my bowels.  We slept in the early morning sunshine; with my
hands and  ankles strapped to the bed and with Daddy laying prone over my
exhausted body and..............his long black cock still lodged firmly in my
bowels.


The Teacher's First Day Back - Chapter 4
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Monday morning came early.  Jerome and his father, "Daddy" had left
around two in the morning.  Each had shared my husband's bed with me and each
had deposited a volumous load of black sperm deep in my womb before they
showered and left.  Naturally, neither had used a condom and kept referring to
the black baby that they had lodged deep in my belly.


As I showered and dressed I kept remembering my "orders" on how Jerome
expected me to look at school.  I was no longer permitted to wear low shoes;
nor long skirts.  Jerome told me that unless he could place his huge hand
between the hem of my skirt and the top of my knee he would be forced to give
me another caning at school.  I could not tell if he was serious but I did not
take any chances.  Although I had very little sleep from my first black
breeding on Friday night through Sunday night I managed to pull my tired body
and sore pussy up an hour earlier then normal so that I could adjust the hem on
my skirt.  As I raised the hem on the skirt I made extra sure that I had
complied with his measurement standard.


As I pulled the long black hose over my firm tanned legs I made a mental
note of his dictate on my lingerie; or really the lack of the items that I
would need to put on.  I was not permitted to wear panties or bra (because my
breasts were too small to require one).  I clasped the top of the shimmering
black hose to the garter clasp and sighed.  I did not look forward to facing
either Jerome; the other students or especially the assistant principal.  I
remember the look on the assistant principal's face as he unlocked the door to
my classroom immediately after I surrendered my panties to Jerome.  He looked
at my cum stained skirt and blouse and I am sure that he comprehended what had
happened.


My husband Jim was still asleep on the sofa as I exited the front door.
Although I had been sexually used nearly a dozen times over the week-end it was
my husband Jim that was the spouse suffering from abuse.  Both Jerome and his
father had ridiculed and shamed my husband throughout the week- end.  They
repeatedly asked how a man could allow two black studs; one a "mere" boy of
fourteen to fill his wife's  body with black seed; never asking (begging) that
they use condoms.  My husband was then forced (?); to tongue suck my swollen
and battered love hole until the jism was completely removed. Although this
further humiliation should have shamed him even more I watched as his small
cock was always dripping his cum as he serviced my sore body.


As I timidly walked down the long hallway the sound of my three inch
spiked heels snapped on the hard tile flooring.  I was conscious of the male
heads whipping to catch a glimpse of me as I swiftly walked down the hall.  I
felt my small breasts sway with each step and I am sure the sight of my firm
legs now on display in my short black skirt caught their attention.  When I
finally arrived at my room I closed the door and stood nearly out of breath.
The show that I had performed had caused my sore little pussy to become sloppy
with my creme.  I had never before felt such exhilaration from teasing the
students and staff of this upper middle class Junior High School.  Although
most of the students (with the exception of Jerome) were merely boys their
hormones were now running at full speed.


Fortunately, the first four classes went by without any difficulty.
Although most of my students were behaved and did not cause me any
distractions.  I could tell from the looks on their rosy cheeks (and bulging
crotches) that they liked the "New Mrs. Jones" Jr. High Math Teacher.


During the last class of the day I kept noticing that Sasha Cantral was
smiling at me.  The smile and the implications made me very uneasy.  Sasha was
the fifteen year old girl friend of Jerome.  Although she should have been in
high school her parents had taken her out of school the previous year to travel
with them around the world.  In addition to being obscenely wealthy Sasha
should have been a model for the top agency in New York.  She had a long lean
lithe body; perfect 34B breasts; tight waist and long, long legs.  She was a
black girl; or should I say partially black girl.  Her biological  father was
obviously Black but her mother was another beautiful long legged blonde
knockout.  Her white parents, both extremely wealthy, had many rumors
circulated about their open and unabetted swinging lifestyle.  Her mother, only
thirty eight years old is seen constantly in the prescence of muscular black
body builders.


Sasha, was her usual fashion show piece, this Monday afternoon.  She had
a long sleeved silk blouse; black leather vest and mini skirt and knee high
black leather boots covering her firm calves.  Although I hoped it was only my
imagination Sasha seemed to enjoy slowly spreading her long booted legs and
"flashing" me during the long, rather boring class period.. Although I always
immediately looked away she continued to show her devious smile whenever I
glanced her way.  By the end of the class period I was noticeably shaken by her
continued wantonness.


To my great relief the last bell of the day screamed throughout the
school halls and the vast majority of the students bolted for the door ignoring
my shouted homework assignments for the following day.  One of my smartest
students; a near genius; stopped by my desk.  His name was Rupert and he was
small, wore thick glasses and was considered a "geek" by his classmates.


Rupert started to ask me about one of the problems that he was having
trouble with when the large metal door to my class slammed shut with a crash.
The sudden crash caused both of us to look towards the door.  Standing with her
long legs wide apart was Sasha with an evil grin on her face.


"Did you notice what I was showing you during class Mrs. Jones?" she
sneered angrily.


Caught by surprise I merely shook my head puzzled by the question.  Poor
Rupert stood my side even more lost than was I.  He seemed frightened by the
forceful mannerisms of the black beauty.


"Maybe then I should show you again.....It may refresh your memory, Mrs.
Jones?" Sasha continued.


I stood silently in a trance at the question and also at the tone coming
from Sasha.  My eyes quickly focused on the black leather hem of her mini skirt
as she slowly pulled the skirt to her waist.  My nipples hardened against the
fabric of my blouse as I watched the sexy young girl expose herself to me and
to my poor student.  I am confident that Rupert was never privileged to such a
display in his young sheltered life; or at least by such a vixen as Sasha
Cantral.


As the leather skirt was pulled up further I finally seen the object of
her mockery.  As her young tight thighs crept into view the bottom of her
panties........black lace panties became visible.  The crotch of the panties
were pulled tight separating Sasha's budding pussy mound.  At the moment that
the top of the panties and Sasha's tight rippled lower stomach came into view
poor Rupert dropped his books to the floor temporarily distracting me from the
self styled strip show being put on by the half black beauty standing by the
door.


Sasha laughed at the bug eyed; drooling little boy.  His pants showed his
pleasure but even his manhood was something that he would be ridiculed in his
later years.


"Do you recognize anything now TEACH," she arrogantly asked.


Embarrassed, my eyes downcast I meekly responded, "Yes.....I..." my voice
faded.


"I normally don't wear panties Mrs. Jones....But today after lunch Jerome
fucked me in the back seat of your car.  He deposited such a load of spunk that
I needed something to keep if from leaking from my little pussy.  You know how
Jerome stretches pussy don't you Mary?" Sasha continued her questioning.


I started to answer but my attention was focused on poor little Rupert.
This confrontation was going to be at my expense and I didn't want one of my
prize students witnessing my humiliation.  "May Rupert please leave.  Then you
and I can have a more rationale conversation," I meekly begged.


Sasha's harsh laugh ended my dream of this horrible situation continuing
in a rationale dialog.  "Does the little man want to go," Sasha smiled at poor
Rupert.


Although the boy was fourteen he had no intention of leaving the room
that he could only dream about.  He couldn't speak so he merely shook his head.


"Well TEACH !!!  It doesn't look as if Rupert wants to leave us.  I think
the little geek likes looking at my .....oh excuse me; at YOUR black panties.
I bet he would even enjoy looking at what the little panties are
covering....Don't you Mrs. Jones?" Sasha continued her ridiculing domination.


My nipples ached because of their hardness.  My sore and swollen pussy
lips were starting to moisten at the domination of the beautiful Sasha.  I
wanted to run out the door....the door that she had slammed and was guarding
albeit with her leather skirt pulled to her waist.  The last four days were
more than I could endure.......The sexual submissiveness that I had bowed down
to was totally consuming my ability to reason.


I could not understand why such a wanton display by the beautiful black
girl covered in black leather had so excited me.  My eyes fell to the floor and
then traveled along her long legs, over the knee high leather boots to the
vortex of  her sex. Her perfect body was summoning me to worship her perfect
body.  I did not get long to explore the few possibilities that I could extract
myself from this sexually charged classroom.  The only hope (?) was that the
janitor would be making his rounds. However that hope was soon swept from my
mind..........  I could not afford another adult to find me alone in the
classroom with two students...One displaying her beautiful body and the other
drooling from the undescrible pleasure that he was experiencing.  I glanced
down his short squat body and seen his little penis bouncing uncontrollably up
and down; without him even touching it.


"I'm done with your panties Mary...... All you have to do is come and get
them....."Sasha smiled.


I hesitated.... Maybe....Somehow I could extract myself from the coming
nightmare...Somehow; Someway?


I didn't get the time necessary to allow this possibility to bear fruit.


"Come and get your panties, Mrs. Jones.   You come now and I won't have
to spank your little pussy.  Jerome told me that he had to spank your white ass
to get you to suck him last Friday...I won't have to spank you will I Mrs.
Jones?" Sasha asked.


I should have been strong.  I should have acted like the thirty five year
old teacher that I was.  But......the only words softly spoken were, "You won't
have to spank me....."


I took the first step when the harsh stare cut through my bewildered
body.  "You Crawl to me.....I want you to crawl....and then you can have your
little black panties Teacher..." Sasha's dominating voice commanded.


For some reason I looked back to Rupert whose tongue was now hanging out.
He was panting and his little manhood continued to bounce up and down in his
loose fitting dockers.


I dropped to my knees on the dirty wooden floor.  I realized that the ten
feet to the door would shred the shimmering black hose that I so carefully
smoothed over my tight firm legs this morning.  This morning seemed so long
ago.  I slowly but deliberately crawled on my hands and knees to the mocking
black beauty so close....but so far.


The time stood still but I finally reached the point where the pointed
boot toes were directly in front of my downcast face.  I slightly raised on my
knees and started to reach the waist of the panties when I felt my hand harshly
slapped.  "Use your mouth and teeth to pull them down...." Sasha commanded.


The further indignation caused my already sloppy pussy chamber to become
even wetter.  I could hardly comprehend my arousal, but one thing was cocksure,
my pussy was full of my woman creme and my nipples were rigid against my
blouse.


Closing my eyes I moved my face towards the point where I estimated the
waist band of the black panties were.  I felt Sasha's warm skin on my lips as I
explored for the elastic strip.  I felt Sasha shiver as I extended my tongue in
order to allow my lips to gain leverage on the tight panties.  It took several
attempts to secure a firm grip on the panties.......and it was awkward trying
to dislodge the panties.  I struggled and finally drug the soaked black lace
panties down several inches but they were binding on her firm ass cheeks.
Loosing ground when I allowed my lips to surrender the waist band I crawled
behind the gently laughing young girl.  Sasha held the hem of the leather mini
skirt while I engineered three or four inches downward pull on her hot ass
cheeks.  I had to maneuver four times in order to drag the panties to her upper
thighs.  I was thankful that when I had achieved that small victory I was able
to pull the black panties over the tops of her knee high boots and down to her
ankles.  She graciously raised her feet to allow me to pull the panties off the
black leather boots.


After finally completing the arduous task I was kneeling on my shredded
hose with the panties in my mouth looking up at her smiling face.


"Very good.....  I like a teacher that follows instructions," she mocked.


"Even better I like a teacher that will kiss my ass.......And you are the
teacher that I've selected.  I want you to crawl around behind me and I want to
feel your dainty little tongue deep in my little wrinkled hole....Make it feel
good......" Sasha purred.


I let the black panties fall from my lips..  Looking up into her dark
eyes I slowly shook my head.  I was not expecting the sharp slap to the side of
my face.  It felt as if my face was on fire....when I recovered from the first
slap the left side of my face was rewarded with the same harsh and cruel
therapy.


"YOU....DO NOT TELL ME WHAT YOU ARE NOT GOING TO DO......YOU WILL KISS MY
ASS OR YOU WILL BE GOING DIRECTLY TO COUNTY LOCK UP YOU PERVERTED SLUT!"
screamed the black teenage domintrix standing over my now trembling frame.


My mind raced.......but there were no answers only further humiliation.
I crawled on my shredded stockings behind the screaming bitch.  She parted her
legs and allowed me greater access to her tight black ass.  I leaned forward
and pushed my tongue through my lips.  My face still burned horribly but I
found Sasha's hot center.  It had a dew like moisture that I quickly sucked
into my mouth.  I gently probed at first and then forcefully tried to stick my
tongue deep into her inner being.  She stepped forward and I had to grip her
lithe young thighs as I continued my work on her now spread anus.  I felt her
tense as my tongue burrowed it's way deep into her bowels.  I pleasured the
black leather coated domintrix as she ground her ass against my face.


The beautiful black teen age girl continued shuddering as I slaved at
providing her pleasure.....deep in her asshole.  I felt the leather mini skirt
fall around my face and then I felt  her delicate hands reach behind her and
grab my ears as she bent her knees and pulled my face forward. I could not
catch my breath as my entire face was buried between her twitching twin moons.
I felt her tense as her orgasm exploded.  I felt moisture in my mouth but I
could not determine where it came from.  She held my face captive for several
minutes before she collapsed  to her knees in front of me.  I fell back on my
buttocks and grasped for air.  Neither of us spoke for nearly five minutes and
I finally looked up and seen her smiling face....her beautiful smiling face.


I then looked beyond her seated frame to the front of my desk.  Poor
Rupert was slumped down in the front with his eyes bugged out; a shocked look
on his face and a dark wet spot on the front of his dockers.  He was nearly
prone...only his head held him against the desk.


All sound had been erased during my forced anal tonguing of my dominating
black vixen.  My ears now focused on the clinking of wheels down the hall way.
The janitor was finally making his rounds....he would be here in another ten
minutes of so...


When I again looked at Sasha she had her right index finger motioning me
forward.  "Jerome left his load in my pussy....I want you to clean it
out......"


My eyes dropped to her tight pussy chamber.  The outsides of her lips
were a light colored brown but she had spread the lips so that the bright pink
core was now winking at me.  The chamber where Jerome had left his seed was now
dripping down to coat her asshole......where my tongue had been only minutes
ago.


Nervously I twisted back to the unlocked door...."The janitor will be
here shortly.  We don't have time...Please.....Oh God..Please....Not Again...."
I pleaded.


"You suck Jerome's Black Seed from my pussy or I'll make you suck off the
Janitor when he comes in.  He's Black too you know," Sasha continued mocking my
untenable situation.


I had no time to waste......Sasha raised herself to a wooden chair and I
crawled to her feet once again.  She gracefully pulled her leather skirt up
once again to allow me access to her leaking pussy hole.  My tongue dove for
the moist center and was rewarded by an ample supply of my black lover's runny
white sperm.  I lapped at Sasha's hole trying to suck the precious fluid deep
into my stomach......


"Finger yourself while you suck me.  Rupert wants to see what a pussy
looks like on an older woman," Sasha ordered.


With my face buried in Sasha's wet hole I nearly forgot about Rupert
sprawled in his dazed position by my desk a dozen yards away.  I hurriedly
pulled my own skirt up to the point where I could rub my throbbing lower lips.
The pleasure felt good and my fingers were quickly lubricated.  As I tasted my
lover's spunk coat my throat my fingers quickly found my slit.......The little
orb that was becoming hard at my pussy's opening twitched violently every time
my finger grazed it's little hood.


"Suck me you demented slut," screamed my tormentor......my
mistress.......my black bitch.....


Sasha did not need to command what my tongue was willingly accomplishing.
My tongue paid homage to her tight little slit...the slit containing my black
lover's five hour old sperm. The salty taste of his sperm and the generous
discharge from the writhing black bitch in the chair over me ignited my own
delayed arousal.  With each mouthful of  slimy sex fluid my own clit begged for
release.


Sasha's powerful little hands again gripped my painfully twisted ears and
pulled my deep into her chamber.  I felt her leather boots encircle my
shoulders and pull me forward even deeper into her steaming lurching cunt.
With each tongue stroke I felt her strong boot covered legs pull me forward
another fraction of an inch until I could be pulled no further.  My frantic
hand was becoming nearly numb as I frantically stroked my own
chute...hoping...begging for release.


My tired and aroused body was the first to explode.  As my orgasm
enveloped me I screamed into the pussy that I had been commanded to suck clean.
I felt my teeth grip her little throbbing clit and her powerful legs pounded my
shoulders and hips as they attempted to draw me closer to her climax.  My teeth
bit into her super sensitive tissue as her legs continued to batter my bruised
body.


As my climax continued I felt another sensation....Another body next to
mine.  Rupert, with his pants around his ankles had crawled over and was
hunching my thighs like a little puppy dog......  His virgin little penis
emptied it's white syrup on my leg after the third or fourth stroke and he
shyly crawled off to sit by the door.  His watery spunk slid down the outside
of my shimmering black hose.  The warm wetness felt good and I coated my
fingers with the slimy virgin cum.


Sasha had opened her eyes long enough to observe the little eunuch blow
his pitiful little load.  The site of pure innocence plunged Sasha over the
threshold.  Her body shuddered and I refused to release my hold on her tender
and now abused little clitoris.  As her body jerked from side to side I
reattached my teeth to the tender little nubbin and held on for dear life.  She
begged me to release her clit......Tears streamed from her eyes as she
continued to climax continuously.  As each volcano exploded in her tight
leather covered body I twisted the little orb and another climax emerged.  I
was getting my revenge for her domination but my revenge was giving her a
greater reward than she had ever experienced.


At long last, totally exhausted, Sasha collapsed and fell from the hard
wooden chair.  As she fell I showed mercy and released my teeth from her now
swollen and distended little clit. She sprawled on the hard wooden floor on her
back with her legs obscenely spread and her breath coming with enormous
exertions.


Sound again returned to my brain and I could tell that the janitor was
merely one door down.  Hurriedly I crawled to the door and turned the metal
lock the instant before he bumped into the metal structure.  From my sitting
position directly in front of the door I could see his angry black face through
the oblique rippled glass.  He lunged against the door and when it failed to
open cursed and went down the hall slamming his cart against the already abused
walls.


As I regained my breath I looked over and watched Sasha breathing
heavily......trying to allow her sleek body the joy of regaining equilibrium.
The beautiful body captured my full attention...the knee high boots covering
the widely spread perfect legs...the black leather mini skirt twisted above her
waist.... the black leather vest nearly ripped open..showing her heaving
pointed breasts...


Her curly black pussy hair was coated with her creme.....Sasha moved her
hands to her ravished little clit and gasped aloud as she gently caressed the
abused woman organ.


With my senses returning I slowly stood up and looked out the opaque
window in my door.  I twisted the lock again and started to open the door when
Sasha again spoke, "Before you leave.....Put your panties on.  Jerome will ask
you about them when he breeds you tonight..."


I avoided eye contact as I reached down and picked up the damp panties.
As I separated the legs my eyes locked on to the large stain in the crotch.
"Was the stain mine or .........was the stain Sasha's noon time reward from my
Black Lover.?"


I pulled the panties tightly against my fragile womanhood.  The creme
that was still embedded in the crotch of the panties coated my outer lips.


As I departed I noticed poor Rupert.  This late afternoon question to his
Math Teacher would provide him wet dreams for the rest of his life.  He looked
distraught....no doubt at his little puppy dog performance.  Looking down I
tried to soothe the boy genius... "Your time will come Rupert...Don't
rush....."


As I started to close the door on Sasha and Rupert Sasha had one last
parting comment, "Jerome and Daddy plan to visit you tonight.  Make sure that
you clean yourself............"


I slowly walked down the long hallway.  Looking down to my black hose I
smiled at the runs in the delicate lingerie. "Poor Jim," I thought.  "I know he
would not believe who took my body this afternoon......"


As I drove home I was tense.......If Jerome and "Daddy" bred me again
tonight would I be able to escape this never ending cycle of Black Lust?  Or
would I want  to?
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TERROR IN THE COUNTRY
TERROR IN THE COUNTRY
                                       BY
                                   ARC LIGHT


Bob Hardy and his wife Gretchen had just arrived at their hideaway cabin
next to Shawnee National Forest in Southern Illinois.  The cabin was secluded
and no expense was spared in the decor and furnishings.  The two had just had a
baby four weeks ago and this was their first getaway without the young child.


Bob was one of the landed gentry from the small community where they came
from and Gretchen was the thing of beauty for the community to behold.  Bob was
of slight build and had always been pampered and received the best that the
privileged class could lay before his well manicured feet.


Gretchen, a small petite brunette, with deep green eyes and a near
perfect body had regained her beautiful proportions after the child birth.  She
had chosen to breast feed her new child and brought a breast pump to the cabin
to continue the process.


Although her husband wanted to begin their lovemaking during this get
away Gretchen would have nothing to do with him. In fact


Gretchen had again started to take birth control pills again; and like
many wives had a "constant headache."


Unknown to the young couple in the luxurious cabin only a short distance
away two criminals were surveying their next score.


Malcom, six feet eight inches of pure black muscle and Sona, six feet
four inches of black beauty knew they had to drop from sight.  Several law
enforcement agencies were desperately looking for the pair for a brutal murder
and robbery in the Windy City of Chicago.


The two chose to sleep in the van that they had stolen during their
escape and make their move to the luxury neighborhood which was only a few
hundred yards away.


As the sun rose at dawn through the trees Gretchen pulls her long lean
body to the edge of the bed.  The movement awakens her sleeping partner who
reaches for his lovely wife.  Grabbing her by the leg he tries to drag her back
into the warm covers of their bed.


"Bob, leave me alone.  You know it is too soon to make love.  Don't get
your love muscle worked up because I don't intend to make love to you," states
Gretchen matter of factly as she continues her journey.


As the lovely vision leaves the room Bob mutters under his breath,
"Fucking Bitch."


Gretchen showers and precedes to start breakfast as her husband finishes
his shower and comes into the kitchen with only the wet towel wrapped around
his lean torso.


Just as Bob enters the kitchen area there is a hard knock on the door
which startles both of the beautiful people.


Both wonder who in the world would be calling at their secluded cabin.
It was over fifteen miles from the nearest highway.  Gretchen wearing her
husband's white dress shirt and loose fitting blue jeans walks over to the
door.  Looking through the window she sees the largest black man she has ever
seen.  Although apprehensive she quietly opened the door.


"Yes, may I help you?" she offers.


Pushing the door open he saunters in and looks around.  Bob starts to
come into the living room from the kitchen and has a worried look on his face.


"Please, may I help you with something?" Gretchen again offers.


Ignoring her offer he continues to look around the expensively decorated
cabin.  He walks over to the kitchen and looks at the bacon and eggs cooking on
the stove.  "I'm hungary, finish cooking breakfast." the huge black orders.


"Just a damn minute here.  Who the hell do you think you are?" questions
the suddenly angry Bob.


The black turns and walks toward Bob coming to stop directly in front of
him.  Looking down at the five foot eleven inch shivering half naked man his
lips turn up in a mean sneer. Bob who is quickly losing his nerve starts to
look up but as the fear spreads throughout his body silently lets his eyes
focus on the huge mans chest and they continue the journey to the floor.


Malcom quickly realizes that he has suddenly achieved the advantage over
his shivering opponent.  He steps closer and the once questioning Bob steps
back keeping his eyes to the ground.


"What's wrong yuppie.  You don't seem quite so self assured." taunts
Malcom.


Bob continues to back up and turns his face even more downward, fearful
of the situation that is developing.


The black backhands him across the face cutting his lip and causing him
to cower even more against the kitchen wall.  The sudden violence against her
husband causes Gretchen to grasp bringing her hands to her face.  She looks
towards the door but makes no move to escape.


As Bob rubs his split lip he sobs, "Please don't hit me again."


"Why would I want to hit a little pussy like you?" Malcom laughs.


The huge Black takes another step towards the defeated man and places his
huge paw on the man's nipple twisting it viciously.  He laughs as Bob tries to
back away even more but is even now against the kitchen wall.  "Don't play hard
to get honkey.  I be giving you something you can tell all your friends about"
the black continues to taunt.


"I told you I'm hungary Bitch.  You best be getting to the stove to fill
my belly or I find something else to do" he orders as he looks towards the
terrified young wife.  Gretchen hurriedly walks to the stove and fixes the now
nearly burnt bacon.  She is too terrified to look back over her shoulder to see
what humiliation her husband is being forced to endure.


The whimpering young attorney is reaching the limits of his ability to
cope as the huge black lets his right hand slowly drop down his tight stomach
to wear the towel is tied together in front.  "No.  Please" is all he can
manage.


The huge hand unties the loosely fitting towel and it drops to the floor
leaving Bob standing naked in front of the huge tormenting black intruder.  His
hand continues to drop and he firmly grasps Bob's cock in his hand giving it a
tight squeeze. A loud laugh comes from his lips; "You don't have much of a
manhood do you honkey?."  Grasping Bob's shrivelled cock even tighter he asks
the question again looking right into Bob's terrified eyes; "Well, Do You?"


"No" comes the meek reply.


The Black grabs the terrified attorney by the shoulder and swings him
around.  Pulling a pair of handcuffs he quickly puts the yuppies hands into the
constricting device and shoves him against the wall.  He then walks around the
table and arranges two chairs so that they are against the wall and about three
feet apart.


"Up on the chairs asshole" he commands Bob.


Bob awkwardly steps up on the chairs and as he starts to stand upright
the black kicks the chairs even further apart causing the relatively short man
to be spreadeagled even more.


Laughing Malcom turns back to the beautiful Gretchen who has completed
the bacon and eggs.  She is too terrified to turn and look at the ordeal her
husband is being forced to endure.


Malcom walks around the to other side of the table and throws his huge
leg over the chair as he sits down.  While seated he is still as tall as the
petite young housewife. Quietly she scrapes the bacon and eggs onto the plate
of her tormentor.  She is careful to not look into his eyes and she feels she
would totally break down.


"Get me some coffee, ofay" he snorts at his terrified captive.


Gretchen turns and brings the coffee pot and pours the tormentor a cup of
coffee.


"Cream?" he orders.


"I'm sorry, we don't have any" she silently mumbles.


Looking offended he stands up causing the chair to fall to the floor.  He
turns and faces the terrified young wife.


She tries to look at his face but can't bring herself to accomplish a
seemingly simple task.  She trembles standing before him looking at the
ludicrous site of her husband standing spreadeagled on two chairs with his
hands handcuffed behind him.


The huge black man looks down at the terrified rich white housewife.  He
places the fingers of his huge hand on the top button of the shirt and starts
to undo the constricting device. Gretchen is still holding the coffee pot and
starts trembling as the fingers manipulate the button from the hole.  "Please,
No. No. No. No." she softly moans.


The first button is undone and the long thick fingers slide down to the
next button and hole.  Gretchen continues to softly moan while the buttons are
undone, one by one.  Her arm becomes tired as she still holds the coffee pot.


After a seemingly eternity the shirt is finally open from the top to the
bottom.  The Black uses his hands to open the shirt and pushes the sleeves back
on Gretchen's arms.  Gretchen is wearing a white lace bra and Malcom massages
each of the nipples in turn with his huge hands causing the swollen nipples to
start dripping their precious supply of white discharge.  As he continues his
skillful manipulation of the breasts through the lace of the frilly bra he
becomes amused at the distress he is causing his beautiful captive.


He reaches into the white fabric and gently tugs a perfectly proportioned
breast over the top of the frilly confines of the bra.  As he massages the orb
it continues to drip an ever abundant supply of life giving nutrition.  Malcom
pulls the frightened and humiliated wife over to the table and continues to
milk the pert milk engorged breasts.  As he reaches the table he bends the wife
towards the waiting cup of coffee and massages a steady flow of fluid from the
breast.


Even after milking a more than ample supply of fluid from the breast the
black continues to milk and massage the orb until a steady stream is filling
the cup to overflow.


Reaching for an eight once glass he gives the humiliated housewife
another command; "Fill the glass up" he mocks.


"I can't," protests Gretchen.


"You don't got any choice sweet cheeks" taunts the smirking Black.


Totally humiliated Gretchen puts the pot down and starts to milk each of
her breasts vainly trying to fill the large glass. As she labors to fulfill the
blacks last order he casually starts eating the breakfast she originally fixed
for her husband who is standing spreadeagled above the two participants in the
blacks ongoing game of domination.


As she stoops over the glass trying to make every drop fulfill the
impossible task he reaches up and pulls the shirt from her arms one at a time.
The bra is the next item removed. Gretchen is concentrating on the last order
given trying to not think of the next humiliation that she is sure will come
shortly.


A tinge of fear runs through her as the black reaches around her stomach
and searches for the button on the loose fitting blue jeans.  She inhales and
the long fingers search for their goal.  Tears start clouding her eyes as she
forces from her mind the Black's next goal, the next humiliation that he is
contemplating on making her endure.


Malcom finally reaches his goal and unbuttons the jeans. He then slowly
drags the zipper downward and it reaches its southernmost point the jean flop
open.  He gently tugs the jeans over the succulent hips and thighs of the
beautiful young white woman.


"Please, I've just had a baby.  I'm not yet healed. Please, stop.  Don't
make me do anything more" begs the young Gretchen as she steps out of the
jeans.  Gretchen backs away from Malcom and keeps her eyes pointed downward in
shame.


"The panties ofay" comes the direct command.


"No.  Have Mercy.  My pussy is still so sore and you would rip my
stitches" begs Mrs. Hardy.


"I told you to lose the panties.  Don't make me tell you again you
snivelling bitch" confirms Malcom.


With downcast eyes Gretchen puts her thumbs in the panties and lets them
slide down the long beautiful gams of their owner. She stands before her
tormentor with her panties in her hands and her succulent breasts continuing to
ooze her milky discharge.  The clear fluid drips downs her flat tummy into the
sparsely covered lovemound that she is so terrified will be ravaged.


"Bring them to daddy little ofay" Malcom continues to mock.


Gretchen slowly shuffles the two or three paces to the huge black and
hands her precious white french cut silk panties to the black.  The black takes
the panties and runs the soft fabric over his four day old beard and deeply
inhales the fragrant scent.


Throwing the panties on the table he inserts his legs between her knees
and slowly opens his legs forcing Gretchen to spread her legs at the same time.
Terrified to the point of tears she again begs the black man who is forcing her
legs apart, "Please, God, don't do this.  You will tear me apart."


Enjoying the domination that he is exerting over the two white captives
the Black pours some honey found on the table into a bowl and dips his right
index finger into the bowl.


He gently inserts the honey coated finger into the tight slit of Gretchen
and massages the blood engorged clit being careful to not insert the finger up
the precious canal.  As he continually rubs the clit, reapplying the slick
honey syrup every few minutes Grechen is becoming more and more aroused; while
fearing that if she loses control she will be torn apart by the Black's massive
manweapon.


Grechen is slowly losing control of the gently swaying hips as the Black
continues his sensousal massaging of her love button.  The humiliated husband
stares in fascination as he watches a stranger finger fuck his wife before his
eyes while he stands above the two participants in his ludicrous position.  As
he becomes absorbed in the black's hands massaging the clit of his near perfect
wife the door of the get away cabin swings open.


Sona, Sister Sona, sensuously sways towards the participants in the
kitchen of the luxurious cabin.  She is amused at the husband's ridiculous
position trying to maintain his balance.  She is immediately aware of the hard
on the white yuppie is sporting; and of the delicate features and light hair
covering his nude body.


The petite wife does not notice the tall and dominant black beauty enter
her home.  She is completely absorbed by the magic finger massaging her blood
engorged clit.  Sister Sona walks up behind the gently swaying woman and
casually looks over her shoulder while the wife continues to sway back and
forth; her legs on the outside of the black giant seated at the table.


Sister Sona walks around the table until she is directly in front of Bob.
She reaches out with her right hand and grabs the rock hard cock.  She milks
the hard cock trying to get a reaction from the shivering pampered white man.
The massaging has the desired effect until she grabs the cock and pulls the
terrified man from the chair.  He tumbles awkwardly on the floor and Sister
Sona mocks him.  "Get up you piece of shit."


He struggles to his feet and she leads him directly behind his swaying
wife.  "Tell the Little White Princess to kiss Malcom.  Tell the bitch to use
her tongue to excite him; you worthless bastard." orders Sona.


Looking at his excited wife Bob utters, "Please Grechen, kiss the black
man.  Stick your tongue in him.  I don't want to get hurt" pleads Bob.


Grechen who is nearing her orgasm due to the continual and constant
gentle motion of the Black Man's finger  totally disgusted by the obscene
behavior of her spoiled husband.  He would have her degrade herself just to
insure that he would not be hurt.


Her mind swaying because of the events of the last hour bends towards the
smiling black man, closes her eyes and lets her tongue gently slide from her
brightly colored lips.  The Black leans back and lets the lips, the tongue find
the cavern of his mouth.  He enjoys the gentle probing of her tongue.


As the tongue seeks out his mouth he increases the tempo of his stroking
of her hardened clit.  Her hips gyrate at an ever faster pace as the his finger
and her tongue reach the point of orgasm at the same time.


She screams her release as a warm fluid floods over his hand and is mixed
with the honey.  As she falls across his now nearly prone body his hands reach
up to cup the tight ass of his latest victim.  He has won the first battle of
her being and he knows that his pleasure is only a short time away.  She wraps
her arms around his broad shoulders and raises up to give him another deep
french kiss for the pleasure that he has bestowed on her pleasure seeking body.


Bob watches in unbelief as his wife continues to kiss and writhe on the
hard tight body of the black man who has invaded his home.


Sister Sona laughs in his face.  "Your wife seems to like what Malcom has
to offer.  Not that little twig of yours.  Look at how your sperm drips from
the end like it doesn't have the manhood to thrust into a woman's pussy.  You
fucking wimp.  I think I'm going to turn you into a lady.   Then you wouldn't
have to act like a man.  You could lay back and have Malcom stick his long
black dick into your miserable body.  Would you like that Bobbie?"


Bob (now Bobbie) can do nothing but hang his head and drop his eyes to
the floor. He becomes confused because his dick starts to harden again as
Sister Sona humiliates him even more.


Sister Sona picks Grechen's white lacy panties from the table and places
the garment on Bobbie head like a hat.


Sister Sona undoes a dog collar she has around her boot and secures the
collar around her latest plaything.  She then undoes her belt and inserts the
end through an eyelet in the collar.


"Bobbie and I are going upstairs.  He has to shave the hair off his body
before I can start my conversion.  We'll be back later.  I think you will like
what I have to show you" stated matter of factly Sister Sona.
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Trish Sagat
Trish Sagat
                                  Chapter One
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


Trish Sagat looked out over the crowded Freshman High School English
class...  The majority of the students were poor; black; and did not want to be
here.  But for that matter Trish did not want to be her either.


Mrs. Thomas Sagat had just left her husband of five years....  The couple
fortunately did not have any children and it was Trish's spoiled personality
that had caused the split.  She was in love with her own beauty... and cared
for only her self. Her former husband; courtesy of the Judge captivated by
Trish's beauty will be paying dearly over the years for the moments of pleasure
he was able to steal from the self absorbed beauty.


Trish gazed over the class and quickly picked out the worst of the
trouble makers....  Jimmy Washington,  a muscular black boy had the attention
of most of the class; especially his female classmates; the black ones as well
as the white girls who lusted after his muscular body.  He was going to be
trouble.. the talk in the teacher's lounge had labeled him as the largest drug
dealer in the school; a reputation well earned.  Most of the teachers and
administrators treated the brutal young man with very tender loving care....


Trish decided that the best course of action would be to let the young
black student disrupt her class... she was not prepared to reprimand him at
this stage of her fledging career at the new school.  And there was another
reason; a hidden reason.  Trish had moved back home with her divorced mother
and her older spoiled brother.  There was the reason.... her brother was
totally addicted to crack.  Her mother had funded his addiction so far; another
woman that benefited from a good divorce lawyer and a sympathetic judge.


She loved her brother... not as much as she loved herself but she
promised her mother that she would try and locate another source of her
brother's drugs; one which hopefully would be less expensive.  Nothing in her
pampered well to do background had ever prepared her for this; to ask a black
punk drug dealer for drugs.....


As her class mercifully ended Trish in her most demanding voice announced
to the class....  "Jimmy Washington.. you have been disruptive in this class.
You will stay after class and we will discuss your behavior."


The stern voice and the direct matter at which she addressed the subject
caught the entire class offguard; especially Jimmy.  Rather than be concerned
with the five foot seven inch; twenty-eight year old blonde beauty Jimmy merely
stared intently at the pretty teacher.....


After the students had left the room she walked to the door which she
shut securely.  Nervously she turned to the smug black face intently staring at
her.  Her voice seemed high and shrill when she first spoke, "Jimmy.....  I
have heard that you may have something that my brother needs very badly.."


Jimmy's face turned away from his stern "kiss my ass" look to a
semi-puzzled inquisitive look...  "What be it that you wanting pretty teacher?"
he responded.


Trish was nervously fidgeting...wringing her pretty hands and looking at
the floor...  "My brother... is addicted to crack..  Until my mother and I can
get him into a treatment program I need to purchase some...." she nearly
whispered.


The revelation of the pretty teacher changed Jimmy's attitude changed
completely.  He slouched further into his seat and let his eyes inventory the
pretty teacher standing nervously before him.  She wore a conservative blue
skirt that came to her knees... a white cotton blouse that was just barely too
tight and three inch black heels...  Although her breasts were not large he
could tell they were firm and defied gravity....  He could tell something else
about the teacher... a trait that he had quickly picked up in his years on the
street.  He sensed her fear... her dread...  "This little white woman is going
to be on the end of my black cock...." was the one thought that swirled through
his mind...


"Well Teach... Let me put it this way...  I guess I could find what yo
brother be needing... if you are on the level.." he stated looking at the
fidgeting blonde teacher.


"Uh.....  Do you have it on you?" she asked.


Laughing he wondered if the new blonde teacher had any sense.  "No
Teach... I don't like it a whole lot when the security guards frisk me...  Tell
you what...  Meet me in the boiler room at 4:30 after everybody bugs...  I'll
have what you need... You best be having $ 50.00...  Dig?"


The tense teacher merely shook her head...  The price was considerably
less that what her mother had been paying... She stood silently as Jimmy walked
by her and casually brushed his hard muscled arm against her tender white
breast.. He smiled as he continued his journey out the vacant room. His
thoughts turned to the soft breast that he rubbed up against..... "Yes.. this
be some fine split tail...  I be enjoying this afternoon..."


The rest of the day passed slowly..  apprehension nearly paralyzed the
young teacher.  But at long last the last bell of the day rang and the students
and teachers quickly departed the building....  Trish sat quietly at her desk
watching the second hand slowly force the time to the 4:25..  She rose and
walked down the deserted halls until she was at the boiler room door.  Looking
around she saw no one and this simple fact caused another wave of fear travel
through her trembling body. She slowly pushed open the large metal door and
walked forward.  The room was dimly lit and she tried to adjust her eyes to the
stark room....  She stood at the plateau and tried to focus...  At long last
she found a dark figure standing in the corner.  "Jimmy.... Is that You?" she
questioned....


The dark figure merely stood silently not speaking.


Trish found her nipples harden as the tenseness of her predicament nearly
overcame her.  She slowly walked one step forward and again called out,
"Jimmy... is that you?"


The dark figure finally walked forward into the dingy light...  Jimmy's
muscular frame was quickly visible under his black leather jacket.  "Come here
Teach," he arrogantly spoke in his dark forbidding tone...


Trish felt her muscles tighten... but she had no choice. Her brother
needed his fix... and she wanted to escape this dark chamber as soon as
possible.  She felt her three inch black patent leather heels click against the
metal grating as she slowly walked to the handrail.  Carefully she walked down
the seven or eight metal steps; fear congregating in her throat.  She hoped
that she would be able to go through with the purchase..


At long last she was nervously standing before the black high school
Freshman....  He enjoyed her terror; he thrived on the anxiety exhibited by the
pretty blonde teacher...


"You wearing a wire teach?" he asked...


"A wire?" Trish answered somewhat puzzled.


"Yeah, Teach... a wire... a recorder...  You look way to pure and
innocent to really want to score a cube of crack Teach....   Before we go on...
I will have to pat you down... Just to make sure you ain't got no wire...
Understand?"


Trish finally understood what the black boy was referring to... he
thought that she might be working for the police and trying to set him up...
Nervously she answered, "Yes.... I guess I understand..."


Jimmy was amused....  He walked the several steps and casually put his
hand on her left breast...  He felt her gasp... but she did not pull away....
"I be enjoying this little white bitch," he thought to himself.  His hand then
followed the white lacy bra to the other center of pleasure...  He casually
cradled the tender soft breast...  Trish's deep emerald eyes closed as the
teenage black boy continued to "pat her down...."  she felt her nipples
harden... and she felt the beginnings of dew form between her long pretty white
legs....


"Turn around and put your hands on the workbench," Jimmy ordered.


Trish although apprehensive meekly complied.


Jimmy allowed another moment to pass before reaching his large black hand
down to her knee...  He then slowly; almost agonizingly slowly slid his hand up
the inside of her skirt...  He pulled the skirt up with his hand and looked
down at the back of Trish's beautiful nylon covered thighs... Jimmy enjoyed the
warm satin touch of the pretty white thighs....  She wore pantyhose which Jimmy
didn't like but he enjoyed the touch.... and he enjoyed her trembling as he
casually stroked her warm thighs.  As his black hand became unseen under her
skirt he felt her skin become even more heated...  He knew that when his finger
brushed against the panty covered pussy lips he would feel moisture... and he
wasn't disappointed.  Jimmy's index finger lingered at her opening.....  he
brushed the tip against her hardening little clit... He felt the terrorized
young teacher as she tensed at his casual inspection...


When his hand was removed he could still see the heavy breathing of the
teacher.... the teacher that was here alone with him this afternoon...  He
enjoyed her fear... he fed on her fear....


He stood watching the tight ass of the pretty teacher... Finally she rose
and after catching her breath she reached for her purse... "You said the crack
would be fifty dollars?" she quietly asked.


Jimmy had pulled a small mirror and was casually cutting up some coke....
Trish observed what he was doing... she had seen the sequence in the movies but
had never actually seen any up close...


After completing his task he turned to Trish....  "You have to prove to
me you ain't the pigs...."  He took a small straw and indicated to her that she
should suck the white powder into her nostrils....  Trish hesitated... looking
into Jimmy's stern face..


"I've never.... please don't make me..." she innocently pleaded..


Jimmy's face was a black mask of mastery...  there would be no
reprieve... no resistance tolerated by the black drug dealer.


Sensing that she had no options... Trish meekly stepped forward and
sucked the white powder deep into her brain... the mixture was highly potent
and she felt the wave of euphoria consume her being...  She floated... carefree
in the boiler room with the black teen age boy... her new dealer.  As she
floated in space she felt his black hands again rubbed  her chest... and fell
to her tight tummy...  Trish stood silently as the pleasant sensations
enveloped her body.. and her mind..


Jimmy enjoyed his new plaything.  She would be useful for him....   He
would enjoy sticking his long black cock up her tender and seldom used little
chamber of lust... but not today. There would be plenty of time to capture the
pretty blonde teacher that was slowly drifting in a pleasure zone made possible
by the potent chemical that she just inhaled....


As she came back to earth he handed her the crack so desperately craved
by her junkie brother.  He brushed her long blonde hair from her face...  "When
you need more... you tell me..."  He then turned and quickly walked out the
door.  Trish was still flying.... the coke was potent...  She sit on a dirty
chair and allowed her mind to slowly return to normal.


During the next two weeks she met Jimmy on at least five occasions...  On
each occasion he made her inhale her coke... and on each occasion he stroked
her internal fires.  He did not breed her... there would be time for that.  He
wanted to make her "need" her fix...just as her junkie brother did.  He could
tell her resistance was fading.. she was not addicted after merely five times
but she was becoming far easier to pursuade......  On three occasions Jimmy had
a colleague record the transaction... and the pretty teacher as she leaned
forward to indulge her new hobby.....


Several days later Trish's brother begged her for another fix... she
reluctantly agreed to provide her brother a temporary relief to his pain...
When she discreetly handed Jimmy a note he nodded his understanding...  At four
thirty however another black student was at her door....  "Jimmy wants for you
to meet him at his apartment...  it's in the project... here be the
address...."


Trish was understandably distressed at the new and potentially dangerous
change of address for her drug deal... She looked into the smirking black face;
and then remembered the tortured pleas of her brother...


The black student smiled.... and then offered his assistance.  "I could
take you to see Jimmy.  After you make your buy I'll bring you back..."


Trish weighed the proposal.  She did not want to go the another location;
especially the black projects.  It would be dark several hours from now and she
knew a white woman in that neighborhood would be very vulnerable...  However
she did not want to drive to some unknown occasion completely alone.  Neither
of the options were palatable and she cursed Jimmy under her breath.  "Damn
him.... why can't he just come to the school and make it easy on me?"


However Jimmy's and Trish's objectives were diametrically opposed....
Jimmy had plans of his own... Tonight was the night that the innocent blue eyed
teacher was to be introduced to his long hard cock....


Trish's Submission
                                  Chapter Two
                                       by
                                   Arc Light


"You will bring me back here to the school?" Trish innocently asked
Jimmy's waiting accomplice..


"Yes Maam..  Soon as you buy Jimmy's drugs I bring you right back," he
promised....


Trish made a very fateful decision...  a decision that she would soon
regret...


She followed the young black boy to his beat up car... and slid into the
dirty seat beside him... He smiled as he watched her short white skirt ride up
her delightful thighs showing him some pretty thigh....  Although they were
covered by Trish's pantyhose her pretty legs brought a big smile to the young
black boy....  He suspected with good reason that tonight was the night that
the pretty blonde teacher would be introduced to black cock....


His smile covered his face as he sped towards the dark hole called the
Projects......  Trish observed the smiling quiet boy...  She felt apprehensive
as he so callously looked at her legs.  Self consciously she tugged at the too
short skirt...


Her apprehension did not subside when she first saw the run down
buildings of "The Project."  Trish had never seen a more depressing location.
It looked like it more appropriately belonged in some third world country.
Trash littered the barren ground that surrounded the dull concrete buildings
where it appeared that at least one third of the windows were broken...  As she
followed the small black boy she nearly had to run; which was very difficult in
her four inch heels.  The boy was enjoying the pace that he was making the
teacher match...  Running up the four flights of stairs in heels caused Trish
to be completely winded when at long last she was standing in front of a heavy
steel door....  "Jimmy be there..." stated the smiling black boy.  He then
turned and gave a secret knock... then opened the door and waving in arm in a
mock salute ushered the heavy breathing and fear laden women into the small
apartment.


As the door swung open the first sensation that nearly overcame the young
blonde teacher was the unique and unpleasant smell of her new environment.  As
with most public housing projects the firs item to fail in the plumbing and
room smelled of that defect.  Jimmy was casually sitting on a dirty sofa
opposite the door.


Trish was startled as the heavy metal door slammed behind her....  She
was noticeably frightened at the depressing circumstance that had carried her
here.  She stood with her small purse clutched before her...  She wore a short,
tight white skirt; white cotton blouse....For some reason that fully escaped
her at this moment she also chose to wear an underwire push up bra; and thong
panties...  Her pantyhose  were pulled tight and highlighted her long pretty
legs; especially with the short white skirt.


Trish's fear and trepidation increased with each second that passed.
Jimmy fed on her unease... on her mental terror.


"Show me what you brought me Teach," was his casual comment....


Trish fumbled in her purse until she found the crisp fifty dollar bill.
Not knowing what to do she placed her offering on a broken end table where
Jimmy had placed his Nike Covered feet.


Jimmy made a dramatic gesture of looking at the offered money....  "It
ain't enough teach... not this time," were the harsh brutal words....


Trish started noticeably fidgeting....  The fear was an ingredient... but
she also found that her body had become accustomed to a noseful of coke to ease
her anxiety during these moments in the transaction..  She felt herself
continually shift her weight from one foot to the other.  "I..uh....  don't
know what you mean Jimmy...  Can I have my line... to sort of help me a little"
she nervously asked...


Jimmy had a stern mask covering his black face... there was not the usual
friendly banter...  "Coke cost money.... YOU got any more money Teach?"


Trish was becoming very uneasy at the dramatically changing scenario that
was developing...  Fidgeting in her purse she found another twenty three
dollars....


Jimmy merely held his hand out as Trish obediently handed over her last
twenty three dollars...  she meekly then stepped back...  Jimmy looked at the
rumpled bills...  He then looked up at the obviously frightened teacher and put
on his "mean" mask....  "I don't go no coke teach... but I have something that
you will like even better...  but first.... its time I see those little white
titties that you have been teasing me with."


Trish's delicate hands immediately went to her chest.... dropping her
purse to the floor....  "No... No Jimmy...  I told you....  I won't tolerate
you touching me.. or.... or....."  her voice trembled as she tried to instill
some small measure of authority back into the deteriorating situation facing
her....


Jimmy reached into his jean pockets and retrieved an eight inch knife
which he flicked open....  Without looking up he started cleaning his
fingernails....  "Teach; you ain't got many options.  And all of them are
bad...  You either lose the blouse and bra and show me your pretty little
titties or you turn your Lilly white ass and get the hell out of my
apartment....  The school is just four miles due South...  I'm sure a smart
white girl like yourself will have no trouble walking home...  You best be
making yo decision...  you don't have much time...."


The words slammed into the pretty white teacher like a truck load of
bricks....  The options were quickly analyzed..... there were no options.  Both
Trish and Jimmy understood that.....  At the same moment of recognition of that
cold brutal fact Trish also remembered that she was no longer on any type of
birth control...  She understood; vividly that Jimmy was planning on fucking
her....  she tried to reason that there may be a chance that he would not breed
her.... but the self delusion was short lived....


Jimmy could see the anxiety in his prey.... and understood that when your
victim is at her weakest you pounce... allowing for no reprieve... no delay in
her surrender. "You best be making your decision... Either lose your blouse and
bra or get your bony ass out my apartment....  Either way you DO IT NOW...."


With fright showing across her pretty face Trish slowly unbuttoned her
white cotton blouse...  with each button undone she sensed that her submission
was traveling far faster than her ability to cope....  She pulled her blouse
from her skirt and finished the last button.  She looked down at her tormentor
who was still casually cleaning his fingernails with the long vicious knife.
Without waiting for the words she let the blouse drop from her shoulders to the
dirty hard floor at her feet.... With her breathing becoming labored she
unsnapped her bra and bringing her shoulders together let the protective
covering join the blouse.  Instinctively she covered her small firm 34 B
breasts with her delicate fingers....


When she looked down Jimmy was casually waving the knife back and
forth...."Move the hands bitch....."


Trish felt her face blush as she let her arms fall to her side.  She
stared at the window.... and the late afternoon sun... she could not bear to
look into the smirking black face of her ....... tormentor.......


"Do you know what be happening tonight Teach?" Jimmy asked..


"I.... uh.....I think I can guess....." was her whispered answer....


Her hesitation... her soft answer confirmed to Jimmy that her fear...
fear of what was to come was instilled into her mind....  Jimmy thrived on the
moment that conquest was his... and both he and Trish understood that Trish had
just surrendered...


"When be the last time you were bred white girl?" he callously asked....


The question had it's intended effect.  Trish knew she was about to
submit either willingly or by force to Jimmy's growing black manhood....  "My
husband and I made love about two months ago right before I left him..." she
honestly answered.


A smile crept over the black face.....  "Two months without any cock...
I guess you might be needing a little nigger cock to make your little pussy
feel right again," he mocked....


Trish could say nothing... she continued to fidget... her drug need
starting to appear....


"Sit on that chair... Put yo pretty long white legs on the arm rests...."
came the next sharp order....


The order was humiliating for a shy young wife... but there was no play
in refusal...  Jimmy had never been violent... but he had never been this close
to fucking the innocent white wife either...  Lust can turn ugly at a moments
notice...


Submissively Trish obeyed the black teen age boy... She seated herself
and then raised her long legs so that they rested on the arm rests on both side
of her...  She knew that the position was obscene but she also could see the
lustful glare in the dark eyes of her tormentor.....  His black cock was
starting to tent the front of his jeans....


By raising her legs the short white skirt was pushed back to her waist...
Her panty and pantyhose covered crush was visible to the lustful black eyes of
the black drug dealer.... He slowly rose and picking something up from the sofa
kicked the end table aside.  The violent action startled Trish.... but she
meekly remained spread and open for the black boy....


He fell to the floor before the widely spread white legs of his latest
plaything..... his teacher...  He roughly pinched the nylon together on her
upper left thigh causing her to flinch..... he then rapidly slashed with his
knife and ripped the nude covered nylon... causing it to run down her pretty
leg.....  Trish gasped at the suddenness of the action and stared with
frightened eyes at the black boy kneeling before her widely splayed legs....


Jimmy let the knife caress her pouting and wet crotch....  "Was your man
good...  did he make you feel good when he took you?"


The frightened teacher meekly shook her head... small tears were running
down her cheeks...  the simplicity of his conquest was building the boy's self
confidence.  Here spread before him was his white teacher; a woman at least
twelve years his senior....  he felt his long black cock harden....  his pre
cum had already soaked the front of his jeans...  He could see by the stainless
steel blade that Trish's precious lubricant was also freely soaking her crotch
covering.


From seemingly nowhere Jimmy raised a hypodermic needle filled with a
dull brownish orange fluid...  He pushed the plunger forcing a drop of the
fluid to exit the sharp tip....  Trish stared in terror at the needle...


"Please Jimmy... oh God NO...NO..." she pleaded....


He placed the tip of the needle at the torn opening of her pantyhose.....
Before pressing the sharp tip into her white flesh Jimmy looked up in the
terror stricken face of the pretty blonde teacher... Her eyes were wide...


"Do you want me to fuck you Teach...  Tell me bitch " he asked.


Trish tried to focus.....  the words would not form... her mind returned
to the fact that she was not on birth control.. but she also could feel her
soaked panties....  she wanted the long black cock offered by the black
teenager... she just didn't want to become pregnant.....


Both Trish and Jimmy watched as the needle was pressed against the soft
white skin....  Trish felt pressure... and then the sharp tip bit the skin...
a droplet of her red blood forming near the puncture point.....  The fluid
pumped into her vein was immediate....  Trish felt a warm feeling overwhelm her
tired and frighten mind....  the fluid brought a gentle calmness that allowed
her to relax.... to rest her blonde head against the back of the dirty
chair.....


Jimmy looked up into her face as he continued to pump the addictive and
potent drug into the white teacher's vein.... he could sense the temporary
serenity that came over the pretty teacher....  He also understood the craving
that her body would shortly require...  The heroin would make the pretty
teacher his little plaything for a long time.... or at least until he got tired
of planting his seed into her tight little slit.


As the last of the fluid was extracted from the small opening in the
needle he reached up and tenderly stroked her opening....  Self consciously she
spread herself to enjoy the gentle caress... it brought pleasure to her
neglected little pussy....  she softly moaned as he continued to play with her
leaking little opening....  He pulled the needle from the white skin and seen
her red blood immediately start to close the puncture....


Her mind seemed to drift.... she was riding on a drug induced cloud but
it felt relaxing...  she opened her legs wider when she felt the black fingers
gently probe against her pantyhose covered little pussy... the sensation felt
pleasant and she wished she did not have the obstruction.  Her hips pushed up
to enjoy the finger brushing against her now protruding little clit....  A soft
moan escaped her throat....


Her tortured mind tried to focuss as Jimmy raised the stainless steel
blade to her leaking slit...  She moaned but offered no resistence.


Her legs were widely splayed on the arm rests and her panty hose and
panty covered crotch was pulled tight.  The blade softly probed as Trish's
anxious eyes widened with horror....  The nylon separated and ran down her long
legs... She gasped as the blade separed her panties.. the two flaps being
ripped apart....  As the cloth separated her precious fluid spilled
out....coating the stainless steel blade....


Horror tried to spread through her mind.... but the brown fluid streaking
through her body generated a gentle serenity......  Jimmy allowed the tip of
the knife to touch her throbbing slit and in that instance a massive shot of
pleasure travelled throughout Trish's body.....  Her leaking cyclinder pushed
it's honey like substance from her clenching chute.


Jimmy realized it was time to breed the older white woman.....  She was
ready.  There would be no resistence as he buried his long black pole into her
weeping little chamber....


He wanted her to antisipate the breeding...  He slowly rose and let his
jeans slide down his muscular thighs.  He could see her blue eyes focus on his
manhood...  She was his...  she would have been his without the herion....  but
he smiled.  It was a nice touch... with the addiction that would take only days
she would spread for him at will; she would spread for whomever he chose to
breed her....


His long thick black cock was ready....


He knee walked between her widely spread legs.  He allowed her just the
tip....  Trish squeeled as the pleasure of his thick organ pressed against her
nerve laden chamber....


Jimmy could see her need... he could feel her need as her pussy muscles
clenched the head of his cock.  He allowed the desparate teacher another two
inches and she tried to back up... but there was no where to go.  Jimmy did not
permit any further retreat.... the next pile driving thrust was his entire ten
inches... He heard the squeel.. the deep moan emitting from her throat...


Trish tried to raise up to meet the franctic black cock that established
it's own power driving rhythum.  The constant pounding caused her intense
pleasure....  Jimmy smiled as he felt her need... her clenching pussy muscles
sucked his sperm to the tip......  Trish desparately wrapped her legs around
his muscular black buttocks and pulled him forward; deep into her being....
Her head was thrashing about.... at the moment her first orgasm arrived...
arrived via the black scalding sperm deposited deep in her womb.....


Jimmy continued to pump his black cock until the pretty drug laden
teacher had reached her second... her third mind shattering climax.....  He
allowed his cock to remain wedged in her tight hole prohibiting any of her
fertile sperm to escape...  The warm chamber continued to clench and throb
insuring that his manhood remained hard......


Trish eventually drifted off into a drug induced slumber.....  Only then
did Jimmy allow his black cock slip out of the warm pussy........


He looked at her pretty face.  She was now his... bought and paid
for.....  It was a good investment.
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