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C
 arol worked as a swim instructor on Mondays and Wednesdays from five to seven. She also filled in as a substitute at various times throughout the week depending on her workload at school. Nowhere was she more comfortable, except around animals, than in a swimming pool. She had been on the local swim team since the age of twelve and a life guard at fifteen. The job paid more than minimum wage, helped her parents pay for college, and fit well with her schedule at California University, Davis, where she was in her first year of Veterinarian Studies. That narrow slice of time brought so many highs and joys she couldn’t keep track. She usually taught toddlers or elementary school kids how to swim. She never had an adult as a student before and looked forward to the change.

If she were honest with herself, Carol would never have guessed the older, tall black man, standing with the parents, she had noticed off to the side of the pool under a sun screen awning was her new student for the next six weeks. She thought he showed her more than just a passing interest, and she assumed he was a student’s grandfather. Unknowingly, she met his gazes as she waited for the Head Instructor to introduce the students to their Instructor.

The black man with hair flecked with grey stepped before her and extended his hand. “I’m John,” he said with a smile. “I’m here to learn to swim.”

Carol tilted her head slightly and replied, “Hi, I’m Carol,” she said, grabbing his hand. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“And you too, I hope you are patient,” he said, still holding her hand in the handshake.

“Why is that?” She answered, withdrawing her hand and shrugging her eyebrows.

“I can’t even so much as float.”

“Well, that is why you are here. We will work on floating. Let’s go to ‘our spot’ of the pool,” she practically breathed.

“After you, Carol.” He grinned at her and she walked in front of him, unconsciously putting an extra wiggle in her walk, tuning to look back at him one time on her way to the corner of the pool.


Absolutely gorgeous,
 John thought. From head to toe, Carol was a woman of perfection. From the blond hair twisted into a bun down to her supermodel figure that left nothing to imagination in her red bikini. As he followed her, the harder his heart beat. Never before had he felt such an immediate attraction for a woman. His cock jerked slightly and he had to fight off his excitement. She was a lot to take in.

“Okay, John, tell me about your water history as you get ready to swim.”

He shrugged one shoulder and removed his shirt. “I just never learned to swim. I sink like a rock. My legs weigh me down. As a young man, I joined the Air Force and just stayed away from the water.”

“Do you mind, but out of curiosity how old are you?”

His eyebrows raised.

Carol was embarrassed she asked. It wasn’t until she heard his laugh that she saw his expression.

“Only if you tell me your age.”

His throat cleared, giving her a sign he waited for her response.

Seeing what had to be a huge erection in his swim trunks, she was in a daze. “I’m sorry, I spaced out. I’m twenty-two.”

“I am fifty-four.”

He was years older than her father who she considered old, but the moment his shirt came off, revealing his flat, hard stomach, sculpted abs, and broad chest, the lingering thought of an old man evaporated.

“My gosh! It’s amazing. I would never have guessed it from looking at you. My father is younger than you but looks older.”

“Be easy on your dad now. My son is always telling me I am old. Oh, what age would you have guessed? Curious what your father does for a living to age him, in his daughter’s eyes anyway.”

He leaned back and did some stretching exercises, his hands folded behind his head. She couldn’t help observing his body tone from the movement and soon her eyes were drawn to his semi-erect cock clearly outlined in his trunks. Am I exciting him,
 she thought.

“Forty-five,” she managed to choke out. “No older.”

“Thank you, Carol. You just made my day. What occupation is your father in?”

“He is in the Air Force at Travis. Right now he is over in Korea on a remote assignment but has a guaranteed follow-on back to Travis.”

“I was stationed in Korea. Well, I am sure he looks forward to returning home.”

“You’re not upset that I didn’t go younger?” She asked. There was something in her that wanted to tease him, knowing the effect she was having on him. She had never experienced anything like this before. But she had never stood in a bikini in front of a black bull before either.

“No, I’ll take forty-five,” he replied smiling. “I bet you get your looks from your mom.”

“My mom’s a knockout! She has that Farrah Fawcett look, you know, from Charlie’ Angels.”


“I know,” he said, but was surprised she knew Charlie’s Angels.


Something shifted when she felt a tingling between her legs. She coughed and averted his eyes, while tightening her knees even closer to quell a sudden sense of dripping from her pussy. “I think we better get in the pool and do your assessment.” She stood at the edge of the pool, bent at the waist, paused, and then dove in the pool.

John sat at the edge and eased himself into the water. Once in the water, Carol conducted a series of test determining his level of competency in the water. She had to see his natural buoyancy and had him lie on his back to float. Just like he said, he began to sink.

“John, I’m going to hold your back up and help you float. I want you to relax. Just put your head back and breath,” she instructed.

“Okay.” He tried to do what she told him.

She held her arms under his back to help him float. For a moment she didn’t register that he was talking to her, for she had lost herself so much in her examination of John’s cock through his trunks. She was eye level, a mere foot away, and clearly saw the entire outline through the wet fabric of his brown nylon trunks. The wet nylon clung to the cock as if it were making a mold. As if in an advanced male anatomy class, she studied the veins, the girth, and the length as the specimen laid along his leg to the right. She interpreted his cock between seven to eight inches soft. She could even see the tip—not circumcised—without a distinctive crown and helmet. She felt as if she had been struck by what could only be a tangible force, causing an inward excitement that made her unable at that moment to perceive her surroundings. Instead she just stared at the sight before her—a rare specimen.

Snapping out of her daze she saw John’s gaze on her eyes. She smiled and then bit her bottom lip. A silence grew between them, and although it could only have been mere seconds she still felt it to be a little awkward, like she was caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“Am I floating?” He asked in a vain attempt to continue the conversation—having seen her focus on his man tool.

Carol blinked, as if suddenly breaking from a spell. She pulled her arms away from John. He lost what float he had and stood with both feet on the bottom of the pool.

“I think that was good for the first lesson,” she said, flushed red in her face. She moved to the side of the pool and climbed out. He followed her out.

“John.” She squeezed his arm, smiling an apology. “See you Wednesday. I have to go.” Like Cinderella losing her slipper, Carol scurried to the locker room. Her breath exhaled in a long rush the second she closed the stall door of the latrine.

Oh, my god, he puts me in heat, she realized, as she reached into her bikini to massage her clit. Within seconds, she was rubbing her clit at a frantic pace while rocking her hips into her fingers, reveling in the decadent sensation. She pressed two fingers into her channel, thinking of John’s black cock. She kept her imagination on the sight she saw while helping John float. Her inner muscles clenched around her narrow fingers. Her orgasm burst into a surge of pleasure so hard her vision dimmed.

Now, all she had to do was instruct two toddlers on how to swim.
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A
 t forty-three, Jenny Warburg, was sculpted like a model, sometimes sharp, and fit as a Yoga Instructor.

She had married an Air Force man who had met with her family’s approval, and she still loved him after over twenty years. Her husband had been gone for eight months on a remote assignment, and she trusted him. She had never loved another man. With him she had produced a daughter, Carol, and she was her everyday delight, pride, and joy. Her daughter’s relationship with her was more vital and more sacred than her relationship with her husband. She was so proud she'd produced one bright and beautiful daughter who'd needed so little tending.

Jenny had a brother she loved who was in the Army. And she had a sister she considered a slut at best, who brought a daughter sluttier than her into the world.

The sight of Carol lifted her mood. Whatever hardship in her life, whatever adjustments she made, Carol was a constant that never changed.

Carol caught her mother’s eye and gave her a loving smile. “That was a great lunch, mom.”

“I’m glad you liked it. What are your plans today? Are you going to the pool later or is there no lessons because of the holiday?”

“No lessons because of the holiday, but I’m going to go to the pool to do some bookkeeping and scheduling lessons for the next six week groups. I get a few hours in that way. I can probably get some homework done too.”

“How are the lessons with the older gentleman going?” Jenny moved to the table where Carol sat, rubbed a hand over her daughter’s shoulder.

“Mom, it is so much harder teaching adults than children,” Carol decided. “I consider him a success. He can tread water for a short time and can float on his back. With only one lesson left, I want to focus his ability to float on his back with a recovery to the elementary backstroke. That is, if he falls in the water he can get on his back and make it to the side or something. He is not buoyant at all, too heavy in the legs. Particularly his middle leg.”

“Middle leg?” Jenny asked with a quizzical look, waiting for Carol’s answer.

“He is black,” she answered after a moment. “He is hung like a horse. It’s a shaky think to say, but in my opinion, black men have large cocks.”

“Carol, how would you know his penis size! You’re not sleeping with him, are you?”

“No, of course not. I’m going to be a doctor, mom. I keep it professional. Anyway, when he lays on his back I can see Was the entire outline through the wet trunks.”

She leaned in, surprised by the sudden and very excited gleam in her daughter’s eyes. “Really? You never told me he was black.”

“Please, mom.” She sipped her coffee. “I never thought it was a factor.”

“Okay, changing the subject, I take it you broke up with Dave.”

“Yea. The relationship just wasn’t cutting it for me. I don’t even miss him. He is a nice guy and all but sexually he was a flop. I need to stay streamlined and focused on school. He just didn’t fill what I needed, mom.”

“Well, you are a smart girl. You always have been. I think you have good instincts and just follow them,” she said, deciding to skip the drama. As always, she trusted her daughter.

 

The great thing about being alone, Carol thought, was it gave a person time to focus on the task at hand. After competing the inspections of the AEDs, first aid kits, and litters, she settled the into scheduling for the next session swim lessons. It was good coming to the pool when it was closed because she was accomplishing a lot of work. Soon she was done with scheduling and studying her course on Bovine Diseases.

Carol tossed the book down when she heard a rattle on the locked gate at the pool entrance. Damn, I should have rolled down the metal roll down door.
 She got to her feet and left the office to go to the gate. She saw John standing at the gate in his swim trunks and towel around his neck.

“John, good to see you but there are no lessons today. Martin Luther King Holiday.”

John glanced back, eyes mild. Carol looked gorgeous, he thought. Sharp, smug, and no bikini. “Oh, I forgot all about the holiday. I will not be here on Wednesday, the last day. I am going to Walnut Creek. I guess I was just so focused thinking today was the last lesson.”

“Hmm.” Carol planted a hand on her hip and took a long look at John. Acceptingly, she unlocked the gate, and motioned him to come in. “We can’t swim, but I want to go over out progress and give you some water advice. “Let me roll down the metal door. There might be some others that show up thinking there are lessons.”

“That’s nice of you, Carol. I appreciate it.”

With a short laugh, Carol walked toward the swim office and lounge. She found herself putting an extra wiggle in her hips, like the first time he followed behind her.

“I never thought I was going to get so far with the lessons. Now that they are over, I feel sad but grateful to you for your patience. I can actually tread water somewhat,” he said, leaning in a half sitting position on a narrow sturdy training table.

“You have worked hard. I think you have the beginnings of some water survival skills. You are still weak on your back float, which is a skill that can save your life. That is, should you fall in the water, you immediately get in the position we worked on and do the elementary backstroke to get yourself to the side or shore.”

“You mean like this,” he said, attempting to demonstrate the movement with his arms.


Kind of,
 she thought, wanting to help. “Almost. Why don't you lay back on the training table, and we'll work on stroke?”

He turned slightly then backed himself onto the table, laying flat on his back.

“Okay, good. Now watch my arms as I demonstrate.” She simply pulled her arms up over her hear and went through the stroke demonstration. The shirt she decided to go with was comfortable, yet allowed for a teasing peek of a portion of her firm lower tits.

John found himself looking at the bottom of her tits that were exposed in her cutoff tee-shirt.

Suddenly, there was a silent-and-ready jolt of lust. From her, from him, she was sure.

Carol's throat went dry and she was unable to take her eyes from the growing erection in his trunks as her gaze traveled up and over each inch of the protrusion. She saw his cock make twitching movements and her heart skipped a little beat as she moved closer to his mid-section.

When her eyes finally met John’s, there was a wicked gleam of lust in their bright blue depths. He could see her mouth open, revealing her perfect white teeth highlighted by excessive moisture. Damn, she is drooling,
 he thought.

“I-I'm sorry,” she stammered, finding her voice, flushing red and flashing a smile. She'd been caught staring at his cock, and she knew he knew she liked what she was seeing. “It's . . . It's just that . . .” She found herself becoming weak and her breathing was in small pants.

“Relax. I understand. It is okay,” he said softly. “You probably never seen anything like that. Go ahead. You can touch it. I want to help you. Go ahead.”

She extended her hand and touched the tip of his erection. When she felt the hardness through the trunks, a fissure of electricity jolted through her and she squeezed the cock, feeling the large girth. She bit her lower lip and leveled a smiling glare at the protrusion before her, trying to control her panting. She couldn't handle the sexual charge going through her that left her in a panty soaking puddle.

Her head was swimming and she whispered, “can I?” while indicating she wanted to help slide his trunks off.

“Are you sure you want to go down this road,” he said. “You know the saying, ‘once you go black, you never go back.’ So be clear to me. Is this what you want?”

All Carol thought was her mother's advise, trust your instincts.


“What's wrong, baby. Cat got your tongue?”

“Y-yes, I do,” she breathed, and began pulling his trunks down as he arched up to help.

Seeing the erect ten-inch black cock laying up past his belly button, Carol put her hand over her mouth. She took a shallow breath trying to calm her racing heart. “Oh, my god!”

She moved close to examine the black meat as she petted the long, thick length as if it were an animal. His hard cock was eager for her attention. She picked it up and using both hands she stoked the shaft. She was so amazed by the girth and length; she could not get her small hands around the hard thickness. Placing her elbow on his stomach she compared the black cock to her arm. It was thicker than her arm and almost the length from her elbow to her hand. She was awed by the power, the veins, and strong movements as it twitched. Under her fingers his cock felt like steel. Fascinated by the foreskin moving back and forth, she stared at the exposed head, tipsy and high on endorphins. This made her swallow a groan. The heavily-veined cock stood up thick and long, and the bulbous head gleaned a glossy black color from the pre-cum.

When she didn't move, John gave her a little encouragement, “Go ahead, baby, put it in your mouth. I know you want to.”

She flicked her tongue to the pre-cum and licked it from the tip. This fueled her excitement and she wrapped her lips around the head while stroking with both hands. She thought he was cumming as more pre-cum came out. She held her lips around his shaft, holding him there for a moment, enjoying the taste before slowly moving her lips up and down the length of his cock. She took her lips off the cock to look, milking more clear fluid out. She had never desired cum, but she realized just the copious amounts of pre-cum was more than her ex-boyfriend’s entire ejaculation. Now, she considered the clear fluid an appetizer to the main course, which she began to crave so much it sent her into a frenzy—a feeding frenzy.

John began touching the nipples of her teacup breast as she sucked and slurped on his cock like a starving baby sucking a bottle. Her nipples responded instantly but the far greater response came from her moans and attention she gave to giving him a blowjob. He reached over and played with her ass. He attempted to run his hands inside her shorts. She responded by quickly unsnapping and stepping out of them, along with her panties—a motion done without taking her lips off the object of her desire. She stood with her legs spread wide, sucking cock, and giving John an unspoken invitation to her soaked pussy.

His fingers snaked to her pussy to test how wet she was. Not surprisingly, she was dripping with arousal and he pushed two fingers inside her hot, wet slit, causing her to let out a soft yip. She pushed against his fingers, rubbing her swollen slit against his hand while attempting to find relief. He pushed his fingers into her pulsing heat over and over as she bobbed her head up and down on the black meat. She imagined what it would be like to have his cock in her. Besides the use of her battery operated friend, she had never had an orgasm from a live cock. Soft begging moans escaped her mouth as she stopped sucking cock to get some air and pushed against his fingers.

Easing his fingers out he said, “I want to eat your pussy.”

That was all it took for her to get on the table, her knees between his head and pussy over his face. “It’s yours whenever and however you want it,” she managed to say, dazed and ready to cum.

“You call the shots, baby. I'm here for you.”

He slid his tongue over her slit before diving into her pussy. He had never—in his entire life—tasted such good pussy. He buried his mouth over her tight, little slit.

Carol had an uncontrollable urge to kiss John, to wrap her lips on his and shove her tongue in his mouth. But she is kissing his mouth with her pussy as she gently fucked his mouth. Simultaneously she held one hand on the back of his head while holding the other hand over the head of his cock and occasionally throwing her head back to see her new friend—the black cock. She grinds on his tongue when he buries it in deep, writhing, trying to get more of him in her. She knows what it is she craves to be deep inside her as she looks over her shoulder.

As John swirled his tongue on her clit it doesn't take long for her to let go. She cums hard and he drinks every drop. Carol is a wet sticky mess and moves back, placing her pussy over the black steel.

She rubs the tip of his cock over her pussy lips. She is surprised when it goes in smoothly with ease. She gasped. She slowly moves up and down easily but is only taking half of the cock length.

She watches his face with hot blue eyes, like she knew all along this would happen. Like he knew that she secretly wanted this. She lowered herself, working more cock into her tightness until it was completely lodged inside her. A dark sensation shot through her belly and up her spine, making her cry out as her eyes rolled back. Her orgasm was so intense she had forgotten to breath. She inhaled deeply, whooped it out, and inhaled again. All the way down to her toes, it felt great!

“Look at me, baby,” John said. “I want to see to see your passion, your beauty.” He held his large hands on her hips and helped her with movements.

“I can’t—please, I’m going to pass out from the continuous orgasms, it’s too much,” she said while panting and moaning.

“It’s all right. I’m going to flip you on your back.”

“Don’t take it out.”

“I wouldn’t. Just relax,” he shifted, his hands gripping her buttocks as he flipped her and began stroking in and out of her at a different angle. “Relax now, and enjoy yourself.” His cock’s girth stretching her in ways never done before, and she felt a new gush of wetness that eased the fit and squeezed his hard shaft. “You are taking it all. You’re so soft and wet.” He took in a deep breath. “I can feel you trying to milk my cum.”

John held both her ass cheeks as he pumped in and out of her, his cock working inside her like a smooth, hard piston. All Carol could do was pull the back of his neck into her; she finally got the kiss she so badly wanted. The pleasure drove her wild as she kept her lips locked on his. She writhed under John as he fucked her harder, her hands clamped around his neck and head. She fell into a whirlwind of screaming pleasure as she exploded in climax. Her heart was beating so hard she saw black stars pulsing in front of her eyes, and she felt like she was floating in water. I finally learned to float,
 she thought, float on my back.


John pulled out of her, moved to her open mouth with tongue extended, and pumped his cream onto her tongue, the continuous jets falling like creamy ribbons in and around her mouth.

“Mmm-hmm, my new favorite dish,” she says in-between swallows.

“Anytime baby. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner if you want.”

“Breakfast before school and late night snack after finishing my studies,” she said, her tongue moving around her lips. She was clearly overwhelmed in joy. She understood she wasn’t looking for a happily ever after romance.

The only thing she wanted was John’s big black cock
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T
 here was such a huge change in Carol, in her voice, her laugh, her gestures, but most of all in her attitude. It was as if she was a new woman. She seemed to swallow her mother up with her simple joy of being.

Carol sat at the table, one knee pulled up to her chin, her hand pecking away at a presentation she was preparing on her laptop.


Her ability to focus
 , Jenny thought, that was her gift, and a skill she definitely had worked on since a teen. Now she seemed to have mastered the skill. Why can’t I learn from her instead of letting loneliness haunt my mind.


Carol stopped typing on her laptop and looked at her mom. “Are you okay, mom? I know how hard it must be with dad gone and all.”

“I don’t know. I am frustrated. Maybe it is menopause. I feel all pent up.” She didn’t tell her she was seeing a psychologist that wanted to put her on antidepressants.

“You need to go out, mom. Maybe go dancing or something. All the young guys will hit on you I am sure. Your secret is safe with me.”

“I should take some lessons from you. I don’t know how you manage such a hard workload at UC Davis.” Out of curiosity she pushed deeper. “You have your last lesson this afternoon with that older man. How is that going? With the back float, I mean.”

“He wouldn’t make I tonight. He is going out of town. As for the back float, well, I think he taught me a thing or two about floating on my back,” she replied with a gleam and went back to typing.

Carol's comment immediately set off a red light. What does she mean about floating on her back? No, not her daughter. She couldn't be having sex with a man her age or better. How old did she say he was?
 Knowing the risk, she did not push deeper. She was trying to finish an important project. Let her work. “I am going out. I always wanted to check out the new train station. So I am taking the train into Walnut Creek and going shopping.”

“Awesome! Put on something snappy and have some fun!”

Smiling a little, she nodded at her daughter. “I will. I will go get ready after cleaning up this breakfast mess. Have a good day at school and the pool later.”

When she left her, Carol was working away with laser focus on her laptop.

 

As always, talking with her daughter made her feel better. What she didn't reveal to Carol was the night she had the “middle leg" conversation, she did some research on her IPad. She found a porn site that showed a gorgeous blond sucking on a big black cock. To her surprise, she found herself masturbating as she watched the video. This led to her watching more interracial porn. She could never reveal this to her daughter. Carol was, after all, daddy’s girl. Since a small child, she developed a special bond with her father that even seemed to overshadow her at times. Looking at her watch, she saw she only had a few minutes to get ready if she was to make the early train.

She went to her closet and tugged out her red short dress. She wanted so badly to do her hair up, but that wasn't going to happen now. “I’ll take my daughter’s advice,” she said aloud to herself as she sprayed on some perfume.

On a fluke, from something she saw on the videos, she decided not to wear panties and a bra. Oh, hell, it will be different for sure.
 She slipped the skirt over her head. The dress was shorter than she thought and hugged her curves like a second skin, accentuating her medium pert breasts. She glanced at the mirror and was satisfied at her look. She put on light makeup, and then applied a bright red color to her full lips.

A new look, she thought, a new feel, and new desires.

She heard her daughter leave for school and then left for her shopping trip.

 

The train platform was crowded with commuters, noise, and something that sparked adventure. She felt alive as both men and women checked her out. Holding a nice name brand bag containing only her IPad and small wallet, she pretended not to notice the way men glanced at her—through her—just as the boys had when she was in college.

Maybe none of it was real. Maybe she wasn't real.

When the train came she squeezed in the second car. It was standing room only and she held a ring hanging from a strap. Jenny paused when she saw a tall older black man standing three rings away from her. She tried to resist his dark eyes, but they were his superpower.

He sees her looking at him and smiles. She smiles back. Over the next minute their eyes meet again and again. Jenny feels he can read her thoughts with his hot dark eyes. Like he knows.


Just do it,
 she told herself. Just do it.


She released her grip from the overhead ring and shifted through the people toward him. Try as she might to quell her actions, Jenny couldn't resist the magnetic pull toward him. She pushed against him as she held the same ring as him. Her breast rubbed on his back as her nipples hardened to pointed knobs. He smelled like caramel. Needy, she pushes in more as the smell of caramel engulfed her. She was teetering on the edge between tipsy and drunk. Her inhibitions were gone.

When John saw the blond his initial thought was she has Carol's blue eyes and features. Maybe it was his mind playing tricks on him because after having sex on three occasions in less than two days with Carol, she was all that occupied his mind. On each occasion Carol would finish by sucking him off. He considered himself sexually depleted but the glimmer, the lust, in this blond’s eyes lit him like a torch. Now he felt her tits on his back and could smell her.


For a fiftyish guy with specks of gray hair, not bad,
 Jenny thought, getting so excited that moisture was dripping down her leg. She noticed the muscled torso of an amateur bodybuilder with sculptured shoulders. I cannot believe I am doing this. I am the sexual aggressor.


As her nipples rubbed against his back, John felt a tightening in his loins. He shifted just enough so he was standing at her side, his semi-erect cock hanging down his chinos touching her exposed leg. His focus was the blond in heat that targeted him. He would tease her, watch her, and see where it went.

She felt something touching her leg. Looking down she saw what looked like a round cylinder hanging down to the right along his groin. Oh, my god, it is true what my daughter
 said about black men!
 Something tingled in her pussy like a small orgasm and ran to her lungs as she began breathing in small pants. The hunter was becoming the hunted. Despite it, or maybe because of it, she removed her hand from the ring, changed her position, and turned into the black man.

Jenny closed her eyes a moment, bit down on her lip. John saw her labored breathing from having bit out more than she could chew.

“You have to lean on me. What is your name?”

“Jenny.” She placed her hand on his chest and let it fall down, over his stomach, past his waist, and then over his pant leg and the cylinder which gained size and solidarity as she ran her fingers over it. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed lightly.

Her eyes widened. Her mouth fell open. She actually swayed on her feet, and for a moment John thought she might faint. “That's a nice name, Jenny, now let me help you,” he said, reaching his hands around her waist and pulling her to him. “My name is John.”

“Okay.” She braced into him like he was a tree, breathing hard while moisture escaped her pussy.

John was breathing hard, now. He swallowed and said in a whisper, “You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

“I am?”

“Yes, you are because you want black cock.”

Jenny continued the motion with her hand, no faster, but she pressed harder, and she pushed her body against his.

“Never had black cock,” she murmured.

The train stopped. “I’m sorry.” She met John’s eyes as she stepped out of the train. The crazy frenzied hair was all he saw as the door closed between them.

 

Carol had just gotten back from her two-hour session at the pool. Nothing soothed her better than going out with her mom. Unless it was shopping. Jenny took care of that by offering to buy her new shoes at the branch exchange (BX) on base. Carol needed to return a blouse anyways so a trip to the BX was good. They could grab a bite to eat at the food court.

 

Carol was standing outside the BX waiting for her mom to come back from the bathroom when she saw John.

“John!” She said excitedly, rising on her toes and giving him a light kiss on the cheek.

“Why if it isn't the prettiest girl in the world. Thank you for the kiss. It was sweet.”

“Oh, here comes my mom,” she said. “I want you to meet her.”

Jenny glanced at her daughter standing next to . . . the black man from the train! Her head jerked back, but almost immediately the color rushed back into her face. She sucked in a breath, held her head up and walked over to the man she earlier stalked.

“Mom.” With a laugh, she gave her mother a big smile as she wrapped her arms around John's arm. “My one and only adult swim student,” she told her mother. “Meet John.”

“Jenny,” she said, offering her hand. “A pleasure to meet you. So did my daughter teach you to float?” She asked, indicating with her eyes to keep the “train tryst” a secret.

“Oh, yea, now float I can. She is an excellent instructor,” John said, giving Carol a little smile.

“How was your little trip? I missed you at the pool.”

“Wonderful! I had the most enjoyable train ride of my life,” he replied, giving Jenny the same smile he just gave Carol. “I see where you get your good looks from, Carol.”

Jenny saw the subtle signals—light touch, an enticing glance—that told her it was more than flirtation. And that did surprise her.

Her daughter, she was certain, was fucking John. Carol was so much like herself, except smarter. Still, she was at a loss what to say. Maybe it’s the time to say nothing,
 she thought.

Seeing the look on her mother's face, perhaps because, under it all, they thought so much alike, Carol thought it best to leave her mom alone with John. “Thanks for the compliment. Hey, I am going to go return this blouse before they close.” She gave John a glance that he hoped he read as, see you later tonight.


After Carol was out of sight, John said, “You have a wonderful daughter. I'm sure you are proud.”

“Yes, I am. I would like to discuss my daughter with you at another time and place,” she said sternly.

“Fine,” he replied, writing his number and address on a receipt from his bag.

“Thank you, John,” she said, extending her hand. “I’ll be in touch. I better go help Carol. I have the blouse receipt in my purse.”

 

Maybe people didn’t actually die from depression, Jenny decided, but she didn’t know how they lived with it, either. All she knew was the “train incident” made her feel better. And depression, Jenny reminded herself, was not healthy.

“Oh, why not,” she said to herself out loud. Carol had left for school two hours ago, and Jenny lounged at the dining room table, mauling over a cup of tea. She texted John saying she wanted to discuss her daughter. She wore the same clothes she had worn on the train.

 

She knocked briskly on his door and had her “My daughter" speech ready.

She forgot the speech when John answered. Like Jenny, he wore the same clothes as he had on the train.

“What a pleasant surprise,” John said, taking her hand to draw her inside. “I was just thinking about you when I got your text. Which is why your visit's perfectly timed.”

“Really?” She let him lead her into the kitchen. “What were you thinking?”

“I was wandering about your parting comment on the train. You said you ‘never had black cock.’ Do you remember?” He maneuvered her—it was simply a matter of shifting closer—until her back was to the kitchen counter.

“I suppose.” Jenny sighed and toyed with whether she would finish. “I suppose I will change that. But no strings. No drama. Just black cock.” He edged closer. She leaned back, laying her palms on the counter on both sides of her.

“It's a deal,” he replied, nibbling at her jaw, her throat, and finally locking lips in a passionate mingling of tongues.

She had to lean back toward the counter since her knees were shaking and her heart laboring as if she'd just finished a marathon. “I want . . .” Her words becoming muffled against his mouth. “I want to . . .”

“I’ll take care of you, that is, black cock whenever you want it.” And with those words he lifted her up onto the counter. He touched her legs and she spread them, giving him full access to her pussy. When his tongue found her pussy, she was already hot, already wet.

Passions were swimming now, in a stream of heat. “John, you need to know. My husband was my first. And he was my last. I don't swallow. And I’m . . . God that feels so good,” she said, holding his head above the ears, as he feasted on her pussy.

He couldn't help thinking how she tasted just like Carol.

It seemed natural, and erotic, to give herself to this black man. She pulled his head in as her legs trembled on the edge between demand and orgasm. She began panting and moaning rhythmically as he kept stimulating her clit with his tongue. He circled her clit, making zigzags down to her slit, which he teased with the tip of his tongue. She drew in several quick breaths in preparation for her climax. He pushed her legs wider, giving him more space, and he focused on her clit, making her scream and shudder. Juices, that tasted like Carol's juice, flooded while she threw her head back and screamed.

Like carrying a limp doll, John picked her up and carried her to the couch. He removed his pants and underwear.

John stood naked in front of Jenny. She couldn't believe how impressive and chiseled he looked. The deep black color of his skin enhanced the shape of his muscles, and his cock was huge, solid and thick. She saw it was powerful and eager, throbbing, and ready to satisfy her. Oh, how smart her daughter was
 , she thought.

She quickly fell to her knees. He stepped over to her, his cock inches from her face. He held the back of her head as she willingly welcomed it into her mouth. He began fucking her mouth and pushing in and out until bubbles of spit clobbered all over his cock and drooled down her chin. The copious amount of pre-cum that came out his cock seemed to taste like caramel, and for the first time in her life she craved a man's load. As the black meat filled her mouth, she let out a muffled moan. She began moving both hands in coordinated movements with her mouth over the mighty black cock.

John suddenly pulled his manhood out of her mouth, making a popping sound, and hitting her face. “Alright that's enough. You'll get desert in a minute. I promise. Lay back on the couch,” he said, thinking she had similar skills and tastes as her daughter.

Jenny spread her legs wide open for John, her juices leaking slowly down her inner thighs. He slid his cock easily into her sloppy opening. She let out a groan like an injured animal. He began thrusting his dark length in and out her hungry slit. She began whining, panting, and screaming with pleasure. She felt all the thickness of her first black cock. She met his thrusts with her own as her hair bounced with the movements.

Jenny's eyes rolled back and her body started trembling, and she screamed in bliss. She exploded under him, too stunned by the quick orgasm, too stunned to resist the wild plunging of her own body. She surrendered herself to his sudden kisses.

She watched him as he pulled out of her and moved toward her open mouth, her tongue extended. When a long stream of white cream shot on her tongue Jenny locked her lips around the head and sucked furiously. She began making gulping noises as the liquid escaped out the corners of her lips despite her trying to swallow as much of the massive load as she could. He filled her mouth, and she swallowed it all down like it was her favorite drink. She finally took her lips off the head of the cock and came up for air as if she had been drowning. The red lipstick that once decorated her pink lips was now smeared around her mouth. She used her fingers to scoop up the cum that escaped her mouth. The taste was good
 , she thought, like some sort of caramel drink.


“Can I set up a schedule? I don’t want to interfere with Carol’s schedule. You do understand how busy she is with school and all,” she said, still finding cum on her upper chest and collecting it on her index finger. She licked her finger and then sucked it clean.

“Of course. I understand. Mid-afternoons are best while your daughter is in school. My son is coming up from UCLA in a few weeks. We will have to work around his visit.”

There was more, so much more she wanted to do, to take from him in this first exploration. But there would be many more opportunities.
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B
 y the end of the week, Carol was exhausted, two courses closer to being a doctor, and ready to indulge in her new craving—caramel syrup. Her mother came into the kitchen.

“What are you eating?”

“Caramel Syrup. It is my new craving. You want to try some?”

“Yes!” She answered. “Let me get a spoon.”

The sounds of laughter were high and bright, a mother and daughter joy.

They both thought of the same thing as they licked their spoons—the real reason driving their new craving.
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S
 he 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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