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He had seen the new face in the Travis Air Force Base Gym for over a week; a young woman, blond and fairly tall, and wearing tight, white yoga pants, working out with weights.


Later he saw her, wearing business attire, getting in her car, a new Toyota Camry, in the parking lot outside the gym. Nobody spoke to her, and she was known as the Base Commander's daughter.


He was a black man, not quite sixty, but in good shape and tone, and had a son of twenty at UCLA. His wife had passed away two years ago. He had married late, before retiring from the Air Force, and have not been with a woman since her death. He had never cheated on his wife, despite his attraction to other women, and probably for that reason he wanted to meet the woman in the gym.


If, thought Greg, if she is here without a husband or a friend, it would be nice to get to know her. But she carried about an aloof attitude and paid him no attention, not even a fleeing glance. Despite his smiles and pleasant greetings, it seemed to him that she was bitter toward him. He could understand it, after all, he was an old black man. Why would a model blond in her early twenties show interest in him? Her expression, her gait, her dress, told him that she would not waste her time with the likes of him. The chances of making her acquaintance are extremely limited, Greg Whitney told himself. It will take some great deal of ingenuity.


 


Nadia—whose real name is Nadine Smith, but everyone called her Nadia since she was twelve—was an over achiever. The only child of an Air Force one-star General, she attended high school at a prestigious private school in Napa, California. Fortunate for Nadia, her father had always managed to spend the majority of his career at Travis Air Force Base. After high school she went to college at UC Davis and received a degree in Marketing. Upon graduation, she was hired by a major Drug Company as a pharmaceutical representative, quickly earning a six-figure salary. Her groom to be, Captain Robert Miller, was the Public Affairs Officer at Travis AFB. Bob was a few years older than her. After her third date with him she knew he was the man she would love forever and ever. Her choice in a husband made her father, the Travis Base Commander, happy. He had always wanted her to attend the Air Force Academy. Her mother wanted her to be a model and actress. Both parents were pleased with her career direction and choice of husband.


Nadia Smith had a full schedule ahead of her every weekday. She put on slight make-up and got ready for the gym at six-fifteen while the coffee was brewing. She always tried to get her exercise out of the way in the morning at the base gym. Rain or shine, weekday or weekend, Nadia's internal workout clock started at six-thirty every morning. Workout came first, that was the rule.


An older black man came her way. She had noticed him looking her over the past few weeks. Before he could give her a nod of greeting, Nadia turned and moved toward the weights. She began exercising with light dumbbells.


She slanted him a look as she lifted the dumbbells. He was in good shape for an older man. Inwardly she frowned at his poor choice of workout attire. His shorts were extremely baggy.  That must have been in style thirty years ago, she thought.


“You sure are in great shape,” he said. “I'm Greg. I see you here all the time. If you ever need a workout partner? Just hit me up.”


“I’m Nadia.” Not directly looking at him, she continued with the dumbbells. When she finished her reps she extended her hand. “Thanks for the offer.”


She found her little hand engulfed by his large hand. He seemed to hold it longer than the established greeting time. “I still have it you know.”


She laughed, thinking how audacious of him to think she would work out with him. She decided to play with the old fart by giving him a show.


Before his astonished eyes, she bent over, doing an exercise with her back bent at the waist. Just look at him, so tall and–yes, and not bashful about standing back and looking at her ass. And surprisingly, confident. He seemed to be on his way to doing and being just what he set out to do, which is try and seduce me. What an old fool! Well no harm for him looking at the menu and fantasizing.


“What is it you still got?”


Greg laughed. “Mojo. I still got the Mojo! I’m single and available. How about you?”


She knew a pickup line when she heard one. “Why a man in your shape don’t have a wife or girlfriend?” She began doing stand up curls with the fifteen pound dumbbells.


“My wife passed a few years ago. Just me and my fish.”


She shifted her gaze his way when he mentioned his wife. There was sincerity in her eyes. “I'm sorry,” she replied, and wanting to change the subject she answered his question. “I am getting married next week. We're going to Waikiki for our honeymoon.”


“I am happy for you. I really am. Congratulations.”


“Thanks.”


“I guess I'll hit the steam room. See you.”


He raced to the locker room, had a quick steam and showered. He sat in a chair in the lobby that faced the parking lot. From there he could watch Nadia walk out the gym, dressed in professional attire, and see how she walked, knowing he would be watching.
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Over the next few days she exchanged pleasantries with Greg. She said what needed to be said and went about her workouts. She found it flattering that he showed interest in her. Usually, because of her model like looks, men were intimidated by her and never so much as talked to her.


It was just awkward timing that her gaze shifted to the mirror and she spotted him watching her do hip flexions on a mat. She saw what looked like a bulge in his shorts but she turned her head in embarrassment. She moved to the bench press, her favorite exercise.


Nadia loved the bench press because the exercise firmed up her 36-inch breasts. She couldn't make up her mind which she liked better, the flat bench or incline. She was on her third set of flat bench with a heavy weight when she found herself straining halfway through a repetition.


Greg rushed over to the Olympic Bar to prevent it from crushing her chest. “You got it! Keep pushing!” he yelled, as he slowly picked up on the bar.


Nadia froze as she looked up his shorts at the most beautiful piece of manhood she had ever seen. She lost strength in her arms--a big black cock was before her eyes, after all—and saw the eye of the uncircumcised cock as if it was looking at her. Then, as if controlled by a force outside herself, her nostrils flared and she opened her mouth in awe. The cock was twitching and growing in size. She began to pant.


At last the weigh bar was placed back on the rack. Greg said, “Great job! Just holler if you need a spot.”


Laying there on the bench her face and hands felt numb. She couldn't believe what had just happened—what she had just saw. Getting up, a wave of faintness came over her. She quickly moved into the woman's private bathroom and locked the door. Remembering the view from the bench, the wave of faintness came over her again. She slumped down to the floor, sitting in the corner with her knees bent up. She was drenched in her crotch area.


She eased her hand into her yoga pants, between her legs, and delved her fingers over her clit. Her orgasm was immediate. Squeezing her eyes shut only made her focus more on Greg’s cock. Her breath came in labored huffs, as she tried to keep from vocalizing her pleasure. She waited for her breathing to return to normal, finally her heart rate calmed. Nadia didn't want to move, but knew she had to get ready for work.


Leaving the gym, she smiled at Greg, showing her teeth and dimples, for once. “Look forward to seeing you tomorrow,” she said, and swayed her hips more than usual.


 


The next day, in the gym.


Nadia came in the weight room. She moved to her usual spot, but when Greg glanced at her wearing hot pants and a cut-off tee shirt with no bra his excitement grew. His cock hardened and he knew that for him there was no one in the whole world that excited him more; she was lost in her sexiness, the model blond that would soon be married and on her honeymoon in Hawaii. He thought and fantasized.


“Hi Nadia,” Greg said. “My, do you look hot! You are going to distract me from my workout.”


“Oh, stop it,” she said, coming in close to him and squeezing his bicep.


Greg felt her breast touching his arm. Putting his hand on her elbow, he said, “I’ll leave you alone so you get a good workout.” He noticed her nipples were now protruding like pointed erasers through her tee shirt.


Nadia smiled and managed to touch him again with her breasts. “I enjoy your company.” She was only kidding, but as soon as the words were out her mouth, she was afraid it might be true. Because it didn't sound like she was kidding. No more than her dress and body language told him what she really wanted to see again.


To her relief, Greg laughed. Then said, “No problem, Nadia. Just get me when you want a spot.”


She seemed to feel the suggestion of the depth in which she might fall. He seemed to be saying, what you think of as a peak, a small well, is actually an ocean. 


This made her think that lust has no bottom. It is as numberless as pebbles on the beach. She went over to the mats to warm up on her back with hip flexion and leg raises.


She watched him through the corner of her eye. It was the thought of getting a peak that occupied her mind and caused her to become soaked in her crotch. The moisture was even falling down the side of her thighs. She found she could see it in her imagination: thick and black.


I suppose I could have a little peak before getting married, she thought. Despite it not being her chest day, she moved over to the bench and set it up for incline press. Might as well get a close-up. What harm from a little random voyeurism?


After doing warm-up with a light weight, Nadia arched her eyebrows. “Mind if I can get a spot?”


“Sure, my pleasure,” Greg replied. He stood on two foot extensions attached to the bench rack.


Smiling a little, she laid back on the incline and stared up Greg's loose shorts. His semi-erection butted above her, pointing directly inches from her face. The massive cock moved side to side as Greg positioned himself on the bench rack. The pretty cock head was half visible in its uncircumcised sheaf, and she could see the veins along the thick girth. Her clit tingled with excitement as she panted, pretending to breath hard in preparation for the lift. She arched her back so she could get lift on the bar, then pushed up, lifting the heavy weight. She gasped, a sign of utter satisfaction from seeing the thick, black meat, not from having lifted the heavy weight.


There was no getting away from it, her reaction was a sudden sexual boost—She loved knowing she got a peak, and from then on, she could remember the sight over and over.


“Thanks,” she panted. “That was my fix for today.”


“Will you be here tomorrow?”


“Tomorrow is my big day. My wedding! I may come early for a quickie. I have tons of things to do.”


“I'll be here to help you with your fix.”


“She grinned at that, “I like the spot.”


Nadia quickly left the weight room. She only wanted to sit where she had yesterday, with her head against the wall and her eyes shut so she could bring herself to an orgasm.
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Nadia awoke at five o’clock to the smell of fresh coffee. Today was a day she knew she would cherish—Her wedding day. Rising early gave her an advantage over the busy day before her. At that moment Nadia knew she was astride the hours before marriage. Feeling excited and frisky, she wore an even more skimpy outfit to the gym than the previous day. Her excitement was temporarily crushed when she saw the health food drink shop outside the base closed. She forgot that they planned on installing a new freezer today. She would have to get her morning nutrition elsewhere.


She was the only one in the gym. With a sigh, she stretched, feeling her joints pop and her muscles ache deliciously as she raised her arms upwards. For some strange reason she was disappointed that Greg was not at the gym.


Just the thought of him spotting her on the bench got her all hot and bothered, though. She already felt a wetness in her loins as she pictured the view from the incline bench out in her mind. She was doing her exercises on the mat when Greg appeared. Her heart gave a little leap. She couldn't help noticing that he was dressed in sweats, not the loose fitting shorts.


“You're stunning on your wedding day!” He allowed his eyes to travel from her face, down, down her neck, to her heaving chest, and down to her legs.


“Are you ready?” she asked.


“Ready?”


“Yes, I want a workout partner. You are good at taking me to a higher level. You can be my . . . how do you say? My trainer.”


As his eyes settled on the beautiful curves of her hips and the way her chest heaved as she nervously talked, his cock came to life.


“Sure,” he replied. An idea came to his mind and he wondered just how far he could get with her. “Today is my light squat and biceps day. How does that sound?”


“Sure, that will work. I just want to make sure that . . .”


“Nadia,” he said stopping her. “Let's get going. You have me excited!”


Her cheeks flamed. It was the suggestive tone of his voice. She noticed how the outline of his cock hung in his sweats. She found it distracting but at the same time, oddly erotic.


She followed him to the squat rack, and the two of them did warm-up reps. They took turns with a light weight. When Greg put a heavier weight on the bar Nadia spotted him by wrapping her arms around his chest. She bent when he did, her pointy breast on his back, and pulled up on his chest. Her heart soared when she felt his chest.


When her turn came he moved behind her and held her waist. When his cock nudged in the crack of her ass, a fissure of electricity jolted through her.


“Good job, Nadia. Great lift,” he said as he finally stepped back.


She clenched her jaw and leveled a glare at him, trying to keep her exposure. She had never experienced such a highly sexually charged man that so quickly left her in a panty soaking puddle. She had to sit down.


“What's wrong?”


“I’m weak. And with all the events of today before me? It's stressful. Do you know my favorite health food store is closed? The one where I get my morning protein shake,” she said.


She knew she was making excuses because the most appalling thing was part of her curiosity. Not about what he wanted, the cat was out of the bag, but about what she wanted.


He began to rub the back of her neck. He could sense her giving in and relaxing.


“That feels good, Greg. You know, I think we will have to pick-up training after my honeymoon.”


“That's fine. But how about you follow me to my place. I make a wicked protein shake. I’m sure it'll be like nothing you ever tasted.”


After taking her eyes off the bulge in his sweats, she looked up and gave her answer.
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She had a tiny glimmer of what may happen as she entered his house, and everything inside her yearned for new excitement. She'd told herself she’d accept the drink—the choice would be hers—but the glimmer lit inside her like a flame.


“Please make yourself at home. Go ahead and sit down in the living room while I prepare,” he leaned closer, taking her by the hand and led her into the living room. Her heart fluttered at his closeness and her mouth went dry. “I think I can help you this morning. Fill the void, so to say, with your nutritional needs.”


He looked into her blue eyes for a few seconds and she felt herself get lost in their depths. She couldn't help but think he was suggesting something far different from what he said at the gym. Or was he?


“I know you are trying to help and I appreciate it, but I can't stay long.” Her nipples protruded in response to her gaze and he definitely noticed, looking more than satisfied at her response.


“I’ll be right back,” he said, leaving the living room.


Suddenly she began to feel guilty.  I shouldn't be here, she thought. Here I am, dressed in barely no clothes, sitting in an old black man's home. I'm getting married today and have a great soon to be husband. He is more than I could ever dream of in every aspect. The reality hit her like a freight train, but she had a curiosity, like an itch that had to be scratched, that would not leave her.


She was sitting back in the couch trying her best to put aside her guilt and look as relaxed as possible when Greg made his way back to the living room. She watched in awe as he walked toward the couch, his body glistening with water, and a fluffy blue towel hung loosely around his waist. She saw the imprint of his huge cock pressed against the soft cotton. Her pussy began to pulsate, the thumping reverberating with her hyperventilating.


“I noticed you enjoyed looking at my cock. Would you like a better look before you tie the knot?”


She placed one hand on his and nodded. Not knowing it, she moved the other hand to her shorts, unbuttoning them. As her fingers ran across his abs, he dropped the towel.


Nadia began to salivate as her eyes roamed over the uncircumcised cock. Her breast began to swell with her breathing and her panties became liquid silk.


“Oh, my god!” She whispered, forgetting everything about her wedding. She instinctively reached out for his cock. “Wow!” She took it in both hands and lifted it up. It was so big; it was even heavy to lift. She had never seen an uncircumcised cock. She found it looked delicious, a sexy black club stood before her face. “Please, let me suck your cock, Greg,” she begged in a voice she didn't recognize, it was so heavy with lust that she would have sworn was not her own.


“It is yours to suck whenever you want,” he replied.


She smiled and locked up at him with her blue eyes. “Thank you,” she said, as if she had just been given the gift of a lifetime. She exposed the head and kissed it. “Mmm. . .” She said, tasting the precum. This only fueled her excitement as she tried to suck more precum from the tip. She had never tasted or swallowed a man's cum before, but now had an insatiable desire for the cream this cock would put in her mouth. Just the copious amount of pre-cum from Greg was more than her fiancé’s entire ejaculation. She was so amazed how the foreskin moved over the head. When it did she swallowed more and more black meat. Only the head of the extremely large cock was able to fit inside her mouth, but she pushed herself, there was something inside of her that wanted to swallow it all. She wanted to choke on black cock. Nadia placed her hands on the back of Greg's ass and pulled him in, choking as she took in more cock in a rhythm with her bobbing head.


She took the black cock out of her mouth and began to lick lovingly around the sides of it. It gleaned from her spit. She lifted it up and allowed it to lay on top of her face.


“I love it! It’s bigger than my face,” she giggled with the thick slab of cock covering her face. “Is this where I get my protein shake?” she smiled and resumed sucking her new toy.


“Not till I fuck you,” he said, pushing her gently off his cock and to the couch. She had managed to slip off her shorts. He got on his knees, and stared at the most perfect woman he had ever seen as he slowly rolled the G-string over her hips, and to her feet. To her surprise he smelled the G-String, moaning to let her know the meal he planned. He looked between her spread legs and saw the trail of juice leading to the floor.


Nadia laid on her back on the couch, spread her legs wide, and Greg messaged her clit in circles with his forefinger until she was about to climax. When her body began to convulse in orgasm, he quickly covered her hot pussy with his mouth, and sucked enthusiastically on her clit. She came within seconds and her honey spilled into his mouth.


Greg raised his head from between her legs and kissed her, while at the same time maneuvering his huge cock at her opening. She was so engrossed in the most erotic kiss of her life, tasting her own flavor, when he rammed the monster cock into her pink folds. A deafening scream broke from her lips as he held her ass and pushed deeper, sending her into a continuous orgasm.


He began to thrust in and out of her tight pussy, and whatever guilt she had disappeared as he pounded her into what had to be heaven. Her entire body climaxed with each thrust. She writhed and moaned under him, as their bodies became one, creating a fire that could easily be started again with a slight spark.


“I can’t last baby,” he whispered in her ear while pushing deep into her pussy.


Knowing she would soon get what she craved, her muscles began to clench around his huge cock, her breath came out in spurts, every muscle in her body tensed, and her toes curled.


“I . . . I . . . want my protein shake!” She barely got the words out.


“Here it is,” he said, and increased his thrusts.


Pulling out of her pussy, he glided smoothly to her open mouth, her tongue extended, and thick cum shot to the back of her throat. She grabbed his cock with both hands, it twitched again, and dumped even more of his hot juice on her tongue. She swished it around like mouthwash before swallowing, milked his cock quickly, and cum shot from the tip, as he emptied himself into her mouth. Taking the tip of his cock in her lips, she rubbed cum on her lips as it twitched lightly. The warm fluid, thick and milky gave her a satisfaction—she fell asleep.


 


A part of her smirked at the predicament that she found herself in. She had done things she never done with another man, and she wanted to do more. “I need to get going, Greg. Thanks for the shake! It was delicious.” She reached into her purse and pulled out her cellular phone. “Can you give me your cell number?”


“Of course. You can call me anytime, day or night. No drama, games, or bullshit. Just protein shakes. I hope you enjoy your honeymoon.” He made contact with her blue eyes and smiled. There was something in her eyes that were different. He couldn't place it.


Either returning the smile or catching the thought behind it, Nadia's lips parted over her perfect teeth and she nodded. “I'll see you when I get back from Hawaii . . . at the gym, I mean.”
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In Hawaii, on her honeymoon, Nadia promised herself not to think about black cock. She felt bad that she had treated an old black man with a type of lust she never had with her new husband, Bob. Granted, their sex was outrageous, but little did Bob know, that all she thought about while having sex with him was sucking on Greg's cock. And the internet did not help. She had found a few interracial porn sites that she frequented when the time was right. These thoughts in her head provided fuel for multiple orgasms when with Bob. Was she addicted? But who wouldn't be addicted to something that brought such pleasure? She thought. She supposed alcoholics and drug addicts made similar promises to themselves about their alcohol or dope, didn't they?  It seemed like the thoughts entered her mind randomly throughout the day, except when she was around black men, and then the thoughts never left her head. She became weakened like the alcoholic with a drink before him. Like when she and Bob went to a secluded part of the beach away from the Waikiki crowd.


They were laying in the sand watching the water and relaxing. Bob was engrossed in a new thriller paperback. She noticed the two black men in Speedo’s, midway to their knees, walking toward her. Both of them were black as coal, in dynamite shape, and she could make out the outline of their limp cocks in the swim suits. Both were build like rugby players. She surmised from the “high and tight" haircuts that they were marines. Oh my god, she thought, remembering that she was scheduled to visit the military bases in Hawaii in four weeks. Her pharmaceutical company was trying to secure a contract on a new drug with the military. Try as she may to stop the thoughts, she couldn't, the fantasies began swirling in her head.


She sat up, leaning on her elbows, and gave them a clear indication that she noticed them. It was easy to disguise her intentions because of the huge dark glasses she wore. But the two men saw her raise her knees and widen her legs as they drew closer. They saw her momentarily move the sunglasses off her nose and look at them with her blue eyes as if to say, I am taking special interest in you. Bob did not notice anything. They stopped in the sand eight feet in front of them and began preparing their towels so they could lay in the sand. Bob finally noticed the two. He smiled and nodded to them. They returned the greeting. Nadia laid back on the towel pillow.


The excitement came to her, and the images of sucking Greg's cock began to build, and all her blood pooled in her loins. She began breathing in small pants. She fought to control it, tried taking deep breaths. She put a towel over her face. She pulled air in—God, she was wet—fought to hold it, slow it before she let it out. Moisture, hot and white, like droplets of cream escaped her thong bikini.


She removed the towel, raised up on her elbows. She needed to look, just a peek and she would lay back down. Bob was on his back with the paperback over his face.


The lust for the men instantly possessed her. She did not know herself. Her own soul seemed suddenly to fly from her body. A nasty streak, fed by recent memories, filled her. Feeling the heat of her hormonal flush, she shifted her legs wider, took a deep breath, and lost control of her black cock impulses.


She moved her hand to her throng, parted it, and exposed her wet pussy. Then she deliberately inserted four fingers!


And all the while the two black men laid on their stomachs and stared directly at her exposed pussy. They looked upon the blond as a black cock slut, and they had to show their manhood.


She found herself more into her deed just because she knew she should not?


This mysterious passion urged her to continue and finally to finish her masturbation in a furious climax. Bob removed the book from his face and sat up.


With moisture in her eyes and in extreme lust, she leaned over and passionately kissed her husband. She kissed him because she knew he loved her and because she felt she had done nothing wrong.


“Now that was nice,” said Bob, “are you having a good time, my lovely wife?” He ran his hand over the side of her face and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Are you hungry?”


“Very!”


Bob noticed the two black men looking at them. He smiled and the two men smiled back—the sort you get when somebody recognizes you. At the same time, the three men stood. Nadia saw the massive erections in their Speedo’s. They approached Bob. She stood too, thinking Bob was ready to go, but seemed to float, as if her legs had just gone somewhere else and her body hung suspended.


She heard words, disjointed, strange to her ear. Did Bob know them?


“Air Force Academy?” The taller of the two asked.


“I kept looking and knew I saw you guys before. That was a good game. If I remember right Navy beat us by one point?” Bob said. “My name’s Bob.” He extended his hand.


“Roger,” the taller of the two said. “I go by Rog.”


“Tillis,” the other man said.


“And this is my new bride, Nadia.”


She noticed they glanced her way, and she noticed their dark eyes checking her out—through her—just as Greg had.


“I was at that game.” She touched Bob's chest and let a smile curve the sides of her lips. “What a small world. Years later you run into Navy Cadets you played basketball with while at the academy.”


“Marines, Nadia, USMC,” Rog said.


“Oops, sorry,” Nadia said, glancing down and noticed their erections had subsided. Still, she found herself looking more at the groins than the faces.


Bob raised his eyebrows. “I am curious what kind of job a commission in the Marines got you?”


“Osprey Pilots,” Tillis replied. “And you?”


“I was trained on the C-17 but am currently on a special assignment as the Public Affairs Officer at Travis.”


“You must have connections,” Rog said.


“Oh, don’t know about that,” he answered, bringing Nadia closer for a hug. “How do you like flying a tiltrotor aircraft?”


“Definitely a challenge is all I can say. Are you in the Air Force too, Nadia?” Rog asked.


“No, I push drugs. That is, I am a pharmaceutical rep for a large drug company,” she said, smiling. She felt her nipples hardening as if they would pop out of her bikini top. But her increased heart rate felt very real as she quickly thought what to say. “I’m actually coming to Kaneohe Bay next month with my company. I'm hoping to secure a contract with the navy.”


“That is where the Marine Corp Air Station is at. It used to be called Kaneohe Marine Air Station,” Tillis said. “The base is gorgeous. I suggest you stay there. The billeting is top-notch and next to the All Ranks Club. The food is great and the price is right.”


“Now, Tillis, she may get more rest off base. The rap music is loud on a Friday night. I think every black marine is there raising hell,” he said, laughing.


“There you go, honey, you have a connection. Why don’t you give them your number? I would feel good with you under marine protection on base,” Bob added.


Nadia fumbled for her cell in her towel. “That sounds like a plan. I dread the tourist crowd. Here is my number.” She stepped closer, between the two, showing them her number while they put it into their cells. They called her.


“Okay, I got yours,” she said, saving their number in her phone.


Tillis put his arm around her waist and drew her into him. “Bob, consider her under protection of the USMC.”


Nadia stood to the side of Tillis. She felt his cock touching her. “Thank you. I look forward to the business trip,” she said, nonchalantly, enjoying the black meat against her side. He was growing erect again. Bob began picking up items left by the towels and putting them in a tote bag. Nadia moved away slightly from Tillis. She managed to drop her hand ever so slightly and slipped it against the black cock . . . aahh, there it is so thick, long, and hard.  She managed another slip and grinned, unable to resist.


Tillis’ generous, sensual lips stretched into a contended smile; he felt a leap of passion unlike anything he had ever felt before.


“Thanks guys. I feel better about Nadia's business trip. Come on, babe, we better get going if we are going to make that lunch special,” Bob said, shaking hands again.


Nadia observed all the cocks seriously from behind her sunglasses; Bob was sporting a full eight inches! Perfect; everyone is going away happy, her face euphoric from how events were taking shape.


“Nadia, why don’t you give these fine pilots, your future Hawaiian Hosts, a good-by kiss,” Bob asked her.


Nadia couldn't resist pleasing her husband. Exaggerating his request, she extended her arms. “Like this, honey?” She asked in her sexiest voice, mocking innocence, teasing as she pushed her lips out to Tillis, teasing her new, wonderful friend.


Bob laughed. Nadia gave them both a wet kiss with her tongue. They departed the beach for a quick clothing change before lunch.


 


Nadia took a deep slug of her wine. The memory of Tillis and Rog was one of the most erotic moments she ever had. And Bob practically handed her over to the two men. This made her close her eyes and give thanks for such a wonderful husband. She was surprised when, while eating lunch, Bob mentioned, a little too excitedly, that black men have large cocks.


She blinked at him in some surprise, and perhaps a little amazed, for she was curious what he knew. She couldn't hold back any longer; her face broke into a huge smile. “Now, how would you know?”


“Shit . . . baby,” he laughed, scrunching face and shoulders with embarrassment, “I couldn't help checking out the black guys in the shower after basketball practice and games. And I'm pretty well endowed myself, as you know.”


“Really? They got your attention? Like over the white guys?” She said, with a hint of curiosity in her voice. “Please, I am fascinated, tell me everything you know for I am very curious on this matter.”


“Well . . . yea, you could say that. You should check it out on the internet. See for yourself.”


She leaned over the table toward him with her elbows resting on the table, her chin in her palms. “Are all blacks circumcised? Did you notice?”


“I think 50/50. I notice the uncircumcised black cocks right away. I always tried to stand in the next urinal when a player with an uncircumcised cock took a whiz. It fascinated me to see the head emerge through the foreskin.”


“What about white guys with uncircumcised cocks? Do they hold your fascination too? It’s okay, honey, I find this interesting. I’ll have to check it out on the internet. Could you help me?”

“Sure. It will be fun.”


They laughed; the tension in the air loosened. Her cell phone buzzed into life. She pulled it out of her purse to read a text message. It was Rog. She read: We are both going to fuck you.


She texted back: Can’t wait. Will suck off every black marine you bring me!


Reply text: You got it!


She deleted the text.


“Business?” Bob asked.


“My daddy,” she laughed, putting the phone back in her purse.


 


Maybe it was the black cock secret Bob shared with Nadia or the beach encounter, who knew, but that night they had the best sex ever. She wanted to ask him more about the showers and basketball, but worried if she pressed to much it would make things worse. Anyways, she was beginning to get a clearer picture of the amazing man she married.


 


And so, when Nadia was on the plane and halfway to California, she said, “Did I tell you I have a black trainer now at the gym?”


Bob fixed her with a glow in his eyes and said, “Oh, how is it working out? Do you want to tell me about him?” He found himself unconsciously excited.


“He’s an older guy. Late fifties, early sixties. Don’t feel threatened, baby, I am taking my workouts to new levels.”


“That is good. I am glad.”


That was when Nadia began to formulate a plan in her head, a training plan for Bob. She wanted to help him fulfill what she thought was his fantasies. She thought about it as she fell asleep. Her assignment would not be finished until he became her prep/clean-up man for an occasional lover.
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Within an hour of getting home, she found it hard to ignore the wetness between her legs. Her sex drive was too strong—too primal. Compelled by something inside her, something she could not control, she found herself sending Greg a Text message. Despite the late hour, Greg responded back immediately to her request for a protein snack. She told Bob she had to work out or she would go crazy. She dressed quickly, trying to ignore the pulsing in her pussy. She put on the same skimpy outfit she wore the day Greg fucked her. When Bob encouraged her to get a good workout with her trainer her heart seemed to beat erratically, but she was not sure if it was from the excitement over Greg or the look in Bob’s eyes. He went on to compliment her outfit and say how it was good the gym stayed open twenty-four hours. “Go,” he said, and smiled with his glowing eyes. “Take your workout to a new level.”


 


She returned from her tryst and found Bob in bed. She removed all her clothes and got into bed.


She mounted his face, and fed him. She was careful and tender, and Nadia thought, passionately, he loves the taste. I’m beginning to understand him.


After making love she slept, thinking about her assignment.






 


Thank you for reading my story. If you enjoyed it, please leave a review. In addition, I am interested where you, the reader, would like to see my stories go. Reviews are a way a reader can communicate the likes, dislikes, and direction he/she would like to see a story develop. This holds true on my other stories.







Special excerpt Tales of Japanese Hotwife





The Secret Hotwife


-1-


 


She didn’t know why she had to look, and no matter how many times she relived that moment, no matter where the fantasies chased her, she never would. The one thing she never did, Yuko thought in the days after she found what she found on her husband’s iPad, was invade Tojo’s privacy.  What a difference her life had become, she would have said, if asked after that peek into the iPad.


Her iPad was going through an upgrade, and there was no way she could get on the internet. Tojo’s iPad was on the table next to the chair where he sat. So she went over to his chair to use his iPad, and that was all it took to change her life. One little step in a different direction and she was falling.


Turning on the iPad, she was surprised to see an email Tojo sent to a person that she assumed was an erotic writer. After reading a few sentences she started feeling dizzy. She was so shocked! Tojo was communicating with an erotica writer. The email was about what he thought was the perfect wife, the ideal wife. She was not that wife. He wanted a wife that teased black men in front of him without his knowing, along with taking it to the next level and having sex with them. Tojo made it clear to the author that humiliation was out of the question, and he desired nothing more than being a prep/cleanup man. She was confused by this prep/cleanup man title. Then a thread of discomfort formed in her midsection, stretching from the middle of her breastbone to the pit of her stomach.


Leave it alone, Yuko. It’s his business, and for your own piece of mind you should let it stay that way.


It was good advice, but she came to far to take it.


“Tojo!” she cried, only it came out in two exasperated syllables (the way it did when he left his keys in the Prius and the car ran all night in the garage), not Tojo but TO-JO! Because she was mad. She opened up his Kindle App to view his books.


The more she saw, the angrier she became. She was surprised to see what looked like many erotica titles. She didn't know he liked erotica. Good maybe I can get some sex tips. More ways to please Tojo? Let me get a taste of what turns him on. To her surprise all the titles were Asian women that sought out sex with black men. The majority of the titles were written by the same author. When she was a few hundred words into My Hotwife she started feeling warm and giddy. She was so shocked! She felt guilty for invading Tojo’s privacy. She paused reading, closed the iPad, and leaned back in his chair. Her brain and loins were at a loggerhead—the brain wanted to lie, refuse to read more, refuse to believe, but her loins had other plans. She opened the iPad and read for another ten minutes. She committed the author to memory.


She thought her marriage was teething on the edge of D-I-V-O-R-C-E because of her conservative no-frills sex she gave her husband. She was already planning on giving Tojo a piece of her mind as she went about work in the kitchen, slamming the cupboards while she prepared dinner. Divorce by porn, she thought. Now that had to be f—


The thought broke off when she decided to finish reading My Hotwife. 


“Not to worry,” a co-worker had once said. Men are adventurous by nature, and many of them liked to experiment with sexual behavior—homosexuality being number one, group sex a close second—or fetish sex: cross dressing, exhibitionism, or tgirls.


Never mind, she told herself, and gave her head a single brisk nod. At least it is only a fantasy of Tojo’s. After all, he is a good husband, provider, and she loved him. Gradually, her anger subsided. She usually bounced around the five stages of anger like a rubber ball, but was already having a moment of acceptance.


Thinking about her husband, Tojo, only brought her joy. Yuko, a Japanese, angelic, and timid young girl, the future husband thoughts she had dreamed about had been fulfilled by Tojo. She loved him very much, and he, for his part, loved her profoundly and let it be seen. He always wanted to show her off with nice clothes, particularly short skirts, heels, and any manner of dress that emphasized her model figure and beauty. She refused to wear the sexy outfits Tojo preferred and opted for conservative business attire. Yuko became seized with the prevailing passion for fashion; and when men looked her over she paid no attention, for it was only Tojo’s eyes that mattered. Together they passed the years in their love nest. She was pleased in being a submissive, obedient wife, always trying to please him. For three years—they had been married in Tokyo—they lived in a special kind of bliss as they both worked at separate Japanese subsidiaries in Silicon Valley. Tojo as a software engineer, and Yuko as a corporate secretary.


Little did she know just how much her life had changed that late-summer afternoon.


 


On returning home that same day Tojo was astounded: Yuko served not the usual dinner, but an exquisite Japanese gourmet. After dinner, she even drank Scotch and gave Tojo multiple orgasms throughout the night. The following day, again the first-class treatment. The third day was the same.


“Yuko,” Tojo said, “what’s the matter with you? Why this burst of generosity, darling? Not that I am complaining.”


Yuko looked at him in surprise. “Humph! I just have this wave of adventure and excitement that has come over me. What do you expect me to do—save it?”


But Yuko knew whatever fantasies her husband had become her own. She never intended to find a darker side of herself with insatiable needs that could never had been met before that day she opened the IPad.
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