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		Part One: Black Owned Since 1800

		

	
		It was White History month and Hannah Reid knew that today she was going to have to read her term paper in front of the entire class. Hannah was a freshman at South Hills Community College. Since she was Caucasian, most of her tuition was paid for by a minority scholarship.

		Today her golden blonde hair was done up loosely in a top knot with little tendrils clinging to the back of her graceful neck. Hannah wasn't tall, but she had killer legs which she was not afraid to show off. She wore white tennis shoes with pink laces, a pair of cut-off jean shorts that were so short that you could see the bottom of her tight, round ass. And the white T-shirt she wore today had the school's name and slogan emblazoned across the chest: South Hills Community College! Home of the fighting black cocks!

		When Hannah heard Professor Sullivan (their White History teacher: a tall, chesty, red-head with creamy white skin) finally call her name, Hannah was afraid that her poor little heart was going to explode from nerves.

		"Hey yawl," Hannah said in a slightly Southern accent after she got to the podium. She took a few moments to get her papers ready, trying to calm down as much as possible. "Sorry, yawl, I'm just a little nervous."

		The class tittered in reply.

		Hannah looked out at the classroom which had about twenty-five black students and five white students.

		"It's okay, Hannah," said Professor Sullivan. "You're doing great. Just take your time. Only start when you're ready."

		Hannah took a deep breath, exhaled very slowly. "Despite what many people think today," she started, reading from her history report, "white people actually have had some influence on our great nation's history. Yes, it is true that all of our founding fathers were black. Yes, it is true that many of the best jobs today are filled with black men and black women. Yes, it is true that whites generally are less educated than their black counterparts. But thanks to many supportive government programs such as affirmative action, white people today have a much better chance of getting a college education and getting good jobs..."

		Hannah, encouraged by her history teacher, who was one of the few Caucasian teachers on campus, kept reading.

		A few quick moments later she got to the part where she talked about John and Katherine Livingston.

		This was interesting. The Livingston couple was probably the most famous white couple in all of American history. Many well-lettered historians even credited the Livingstons for saving the white race from extinction in our nation's early, formative, barbaric years.

		It was the late 1700's and after years of brutal war between whites and blacks, the physically superior blacks had all but annihilated their adversaries. While there were still whites living in the country, many of them were getting hunted down by parties of black hunters who took pride in "cleansing this country" of their "disgraceful white presence."

		Then one day a party of black hunters came upon John and Katherine Livingston. Normally this would have meant a guaranteed death for both. But John had a trick up his sleeve.

		As the blood-thirsty hunters surrounded his country estate, John came out with his hands up high in the air. Then, before the death squad had time to respond, John immediately dropped his trousers. It was a terribly cold day and John began dancing, doing a sort of goofy jig for the entertainment of his would-be assassins. As soon as the black men saw John dancing around, his shrunken pale-pink genitalia flopping around like a little Vienna sausage, they all broke out into a chorus of laughter. It was a victory for John since his display of submissiveness had convinced them that he didn't need to be killed. Instead John invited the brutes into his house where his beautiful wife was already strutting around in her sexiest negligee.

		That night --most historians agree-- couldn't have been easy for the white couple. John Livingston cooked food and washed the feet of his dark-skinned adversaries. While Katherine Livingston submitted her body to their most primitive cravings. But the next morning, the Livingstons were still alive. They had shown their captors that both races could find a way to live together in residential peace. They had shown that it was important for everyone to know their place. And though they surely didn't realize it at the time, John and Katherine Livingston had created a societal model for co-habitation which would be copied for the next two hundred years of our nation's long and storied history.

		Hannah finished her report just as the bell sounded.

		"Great job!" Professor Sullivan said. "You never disappoint me, Hannah. That's for sure. I can tell that you really did your research."

		"Oh boy, I did!" Hannah said. "Honestly, I find the subject so fascinating. Especially Katherine Livingston. I still can't believe how brave she was. Last night I stayed up until midnight watching a documentary about her on the History Channel."

		"That's funny," Professor Sullivan said. "When I was in college I actually did my dissertation on Katherine Livingston."

		"Wow!" Hannah enthused. "Cool!"

		"Did you ever read her book?"

		"Diary of a Black Baby Maker?" Hannah asked, hoping that she was getting the title correct. The last thing she wanted to do was say something stupid and embarrass herself in front of someone like Professor Sullivan, who Hannah considered something of a role model.

		"That's right," her teacher said. "For those interested in history, there's a lot of great stuff in there. And for those interested --"

		Professor Sullivan broke off, began fanning herself like a woman about to swoon from the vapors.

		Hannah laughed a little. "I heard that it was a pretty sultry read..."

		"The part that gets me is the famous branding chapter, when Katherine is forced to bend over and --"

		"Excuse me Mrs. Sullivan," a deep, male voice rumbled. "May I have a quick word with you?"

		Hannah turned and saw that she was being dwarfed by the frame of a large, imposing black man wearing a gray suit. It was Mr. Pine, the president of the community college.

		Hannah felt that always curious mixture of fear and erotic tingle whenever she saw the hulking man.

		Before entering the education sector, Mr. Pine had once been one of the top college linebackers in the country. He was still in great shape too. A little over six feet tall, massive shoulders, barrel chested, head shaved bald, with a sexy goatee that almost made him seem more like a violent gangster than a school administrator.

		"Yes you may," said Professor Sullivan, her pale Irish cheeks just starting to flush. "You know my door is always open for you, Mr. Pine."

		Hannah knew better than to linger.

		Out in the hallway she entered the river of students, most of them black, who were in transit between classes.

		"Hannah! Hey, Hannah! Hey, it's me! Wait up!"

		Hannah didn't even need to turn around. She would have known that thin, geeky voice from a mile away.

		It was Steven Kelly.

		"Oh hey Steve, what's up?"

		Steven was wearing cargo shorts --and a blue shirt with white and red stripes. He wasn't unattractive. But his sandy blonde hair was already starting to thin and his waistline could have used some trimming. But overall, Steven was a decent-looking guy. "Wow Hannah, do you need something to cover up those shorts?"

		"What? Why? What's wrong with my shorts?" she said, her voice a little vexed already.

		"Um, nothing," he said. "I'm just not sure that you're aware that half your butt-cheeks are hanging out."

		Hannah smiled, rolling her pretty blue eyes. "Um, hello! Like, it's called having style!"

		"Sorry," Steven said, hanging his head low. "I'm sorry."

		They started walking together, both having finished their last class of the day.

		Steven was also one of the few South Hills Community College's white students, though he wasn't on a minority scholarship. Hannah hadn't been very surprised when she learned that Steven was attending the same college as her either. Steven had been in love with her since they were little kids.

		Of course, Hannah liked Steven. She thought he was so funny and sensitive. There were times in her life when she even found herself needing Steven's ear to talk to, or shoulder to cry on. But no matter how hard she tried, she just couldn't feel the same way about Steven that he felt about her. Among their circle of friends, they were simply known as a classic case of: boy likes girl who is way out of boy's league.

		"So how was your day? How did your big report go?" Steven said once they got outside, leaving the noisy hallways.

		"Yeah," Hannah said, "thanks for helping me last night. I'm not sure if I would have finished my report without you."

		"Please," Steven said, "you are basically an expert on American history. You definitely know everything about Katherine Livingston. Hannah, you're like the smartest girl I know!"

		"Ha-ha, yeah right," she said.

		Hannah and Steven were walking under a breezeway that connected the main building from the parking lot. Suddenly they grew very quiet. Up ahead of them there was a group of black guys coming from the college's athletic fields. The black guys were laughing, good-naturedly punching each other in the shoulder, tossing around a football. Some of the black guys were shirtless, openly displaying their naturally ripped physiques. But a few of them were still wearing their football jerseys.

		Without even realizing it, Hannah slowed down a little. Very subtly, she pulled her shoulders back, thrust out her breasts, and began walking in slower, more deliberate fashion while swaying her hips suggestively. Her blonde hair bounced with each step. Her tan legs gleamed in the sunlight.

		Her efforts were not without reward.

		As they passed by, some of the black guys noticed Hannah. The black guys started waving and telling Hannah what a great ass she had. Far from being offended, Hannah felt a strong sense of pride. It was one thing to get a dorky white guy like Steven to fall for her. But it was quite another to get a ripped-as-fuck black dude to check out her booty!

		"Well," Steven said after they were alone again, "I guess I know why you wore those shorts today..."

		Hannah laughed, lightly punching Steven on the shoulder. Her self-confidence was still soaring high. "I have no idea what you're talking about. Those guys were just being friendly. Anyway, you know I'm saving myself for someone else."

		Steven suddenly stopped, grabbed Hannah by the elbow, and looked at her with his big brown puppy dog eyes. "You mean me?"

		Hannah exploded with laughter. Steven's earnestness had caught her off guard and it took her several moments before she could regain a modicum of composure. "No, you silly boy. I'm talking about Jamal Jackson."

		"Oh right," Steven said glumly. "That makes sense. Hot girls always go after the quarterbacks."

		"Aw, don't pout," Hannah said. "You're still my little buddy!"

		"Yeah?" he said hopefully.

		She reached over and tousled his thin blonde hair. "Come on, silly boy. Walk me to my car."

		"Sure."

		But just as they started walking again, Hannah stopped, put her hand up to her mouth. "Oh shit!"

		"What?"

		"I left my friggin' text book in the classroom. What an airhead! Dammit!"

		"I'll walk back with you!" Steven offered right away.

		Hannah muttered another oath before finally turning around.

		"So..." Steven said, obviously working up to something. "We still on for tonight, right? Movie and dinner?"

		"We are," Hannah said. "That is, as long as you know it's not a date."

		"I know, I know."

		"We are just going as friends, Steven."

		"Of course we are," he said with a goofy smile. “I already washed and vacuumed my ride!"

		"Good idea."

		"You ever think that one day you'd be seen driving around in a 2014 Ford Focus? With rims?"

		"Not really," Hannah said.

		"Well, I've been dying to see this movie," he said. "I'm so happy that I get to watch it with you, Hannah."

		"Me too, Steven. It should be fun," she said.

		When they eventually got back to the classroom, Hannah was surprised to find the door handle was locked. Around then she heard the sounds coming from inside the classroom. She immediately recognized Professor Sullivan's voice. It sounded like someone was torturing Hannah's Professor!

		"Hey, what's going on?" Steven said.

		Hannah wasn't sure. She stood on her tippy toes to look through the small glass window at the top of the door.

		"Oh shit, fuck! Right there! Teach me! Teach me!" Professor Sullivan's voice could be heard.

		That's when Hannah saw her professor, her beautiful redheaded mentor. Professor Sullivan was on her hands and knees now. Her khaki skirt was shoved up around her waist and her green thong was pushed over to one of her pale plump butt-cheeks.

		Behind Hannah's professor there was Mr. Pine. He was looking down intently, his expression serious, with sweat just starting to drip off his masculine jaw line. He was still wearing his shirt and tie, but his slacks were down at his ankles. He was firmly gripping Professor Sullivan by her waist as he stroked his hardness in and out of her curvy figure.

		"Don't worry girl," he was saying. "After I'm done with you, you gonna be an expert in Big Black Cock Theory. That's gonna be your class next semester! BBC 101! You just need someone to teach you. You need someone to bang some sense into this juicy white ass!"

		"Teach me, baby! Oh yes! I want to learn!"

		While Professor Sullivan continued getting pounded from behind, she suddenly looked up, locked eyes with Hannah, who was still staring slack-jawed through the glass window. Then Professor Sullivan gave Hannah a shocked look for just one second, before a devilish smile worked its way across her blood-red lips.

		

		

		

		Part Two: The Real Hotwives of Orange County

		

	
		The intoxicating smell of chocolate chip cookies filled the kitchen as Helen Reid --a gorgeous blonde in a white sundress-- rushed for her oven mitts.

		"Oh my! Oh heavens!"

		Technically the cookies were for guests later, but really Helen intended to munch on a few herself as a reward for sticking to her new exercise routine. Lately she'd been doing a mixture of aerobics, pool exercises, light dumbbells for her upper body, and lots of squats that kept her bronze legs soft with just the hint of muscle. The squats had also done miracles for her butt. Once again she was proud to walk around in tight-fitting jeans that showed off her big bouncy bubble butt.

		After saving the cookies just in time, Helen walked over to one of the wall mirrors, lifted the hem of her sundress so that she could check out the fruits of her gym membership. "Not bad, girl! Not too shabby for a forty year-old mother!"

		Satisfied with her curvy backside, Helen walked across the room and turned on the white TV set they kept in the kitchen.

		Fortunately, one of her favorite shows was playing now.

		It was called The Real Hotwives of Orange County.

		The show was pretty trashy, but Helen found herself addicted.

		Essentially the show was about a group of beautiful (but vacuous) white women living in seven-figure homes in Orange County, California. The white women were all married to highly successful office drones, who were also white. Living a life of uncommon privilege (especially for their race) the women were free to spend all day chasing hot black guys, or talking about hot black guys, or comparing new hot black guys to old hot black guys they'd already slept with.

		From Helen's perspective, it was fascinating to see the dynamics of the housewives' relationships. At least, that's how Helen justified watching the show. It was the first show she'd ever seen that really nailed women --how nice and fake they were on the surface, and how conniving and back-stabby they were when nobody was looking.

		One of Helen's favorite episodes was when "Christy" set up "Jessica" by orchestrating a sexual rendezvous between "Jessica" and "another girl."

		What made the infamous "Christy and Jessica" episode so compelling was that the two women had been arch enemies all season. Then in the final episode of the season, pretending that she was doing Jessica a tremendous favor by hooking her up with "another girl" and several "really fine, really hung black NFL players," Christy set a new benchmark for reality TV.

		The cameras caught everything too!

		Jessica was led into the suite of a luxury hotel room where she was made to put on her blindfold. The other girl had her blindfold on already. The four black guys (not NFL players, but still hot, so oh well!) did not have blindfolds on.

		Right away the black guys began working on the two beautiful white women --sometimes fucking them side by side, sometimes having them suck both sides of the same black cock at the same time, and sometimes having them fuck each other with a double-sided dildo. After about an hour of the raunchiest shit seen on Network TV, the black guys finally removed the blindfolds. That was when Jessica saw that the other girl was actually her twenty-one year old daughter, Katelyn!

		Helen was already on her third chocolate chip cookie when her cell phone began to vibrate with a new text. She picked it up. The text was from her twenty-nine year-old personal trainer, Tyrek.

		"Hm, I wonder if he's thought of a new routine he can put me through," Helen thought to herself as she waited for his text to pop up on the screen of her cell phone.

		Even better, Tyrek had sent her a picture he'd just taken in the locker room. The picture was of Tyrek's 10-inch horse cock dangling between his legs. The caption merely said, "Thinking of you, sexy, XXXOOO."

		Not that it took much these days, but Helen could already feel a moistness between her thighs. Tyrek had one of the sexiest bodies she'd ever had the privilege of setting her eyes on. He was 6'2", lean but muscular, with those super-deadly eight-pack abs! Abs for Helen to wash her clothes on! Abs for Helen to grab while he impaled her on that massive horse cock!

		Quickly, she snapped a few pictures of her tits, then went back to the mirror, poked her ass out, and took several booty pics because she knew that Tyrek was an ass man. Then she sent all the pics to his phone with the caption, "Made chocolate chip cookies today. I must be a chocoholic! Teeheehee!"

		Feeling more than a little flustered now, Helen was about to go find one of her black dildos, when she heard the engine of her daughter's car pull into the driveway. A few moments later Hannah was walking through the kitchen door with her backpack on.

		"Hey honey, how was school?"

		"Hey mom," Hannah said. "Everything went well. You know that report I told you about?"

		"The one on Katherine Livingston?" her mother said. "The one who wrote that diary?"

		Both women walked into the living room from the kitchen.

		Hannah dropped her backpack to the floor, before collapsing onto the couch with a heavy sigh. "Oh, have you read it?"

		"Not really," Helen lied, not wanting her daughter to know that Diary of a Black Baby Maker was probably her all-time favorite book.

		"Anyway," Hannah said, "so today I finally turned my report in to my professor. Something tells me that I'm going to get a good grade. Let's just say I have a hunch!"

		Helen smiled and brought her hands together. "Well that sounds fantastic, honey! I'm so glad that you're doing so well in college!" her mother said enthusiastically. "Me and your father couldn't be any prouder if we tried. By the way, there are some fresh chocolate chip cookies in the kitchen. Want some?"

		"Um, no thanks, mom."

		"Oh, what's wrong sweetie?"

		"Who said anything is wrong?"

		"A mother always knows," Helen said, walking towards the couch and sitting down next to her daughter. Arching one of her deftly drawn eyebrows, she asked, "Boy problems?"

		Hannah sulked on the couch for a few moments before answering. "I don't know. Maybe."

		Helen's phone came to life with another text. Angling the screen so that only she could see it, she looked down and immediately smiled the biggest smile.

		It was exactly what she wanted.

		Tyrek had sent her another picture. His giant cock was hard now. Helen could almost smell it as she studied the picture for a few more seconds. The caption he'd written said, "This is your fault. You did this! And I expect you to do something about it, sexy!"

		Helen forced herself to put her phone away so that she could continue having a conversation with her daughter, who seemed to be bothered by something.

		"Mom? Can I ask you something?" Hannah said eventually.

		"As long as you stay away from my age and my weight," Helen said, "you can ask me anything."

		"Please mom," Hannah said, crossing her arms across her chest and rolling her eyes. "First of all I know exactly how old you are. I also know that two weeks ago you got carded for buying wine! Secondly, I know that you're not too worried about your weight ever since you started wearing the same clothes you wore in college. By the way, how is Tyrek doing?"

		Helen saw the playful look in her daughter's eyes, meaning that clearly she knew something was going on between them. Still, she felt like it was her motherly duty to set a good example for her young and impressionable daughter. "He's just my personal trainer dear. That's all. I don't know why you're looking at me that way. I happen to be a married woman."

		Hannah's laugh was instantaneous, like gun-fire. She had to clamp her hand over her mouth before she was ready to form her response. "So you're saying that if I looked at your phone right now, I wouldn't find any incriminating evidence?"

		Helen frowned, self-consciously moving her phone out of the reach of her daughter. "I still love your father, dear. And that's what really counts. We've been married for almost twenty years now. And he knows everything I do."

		"So dad's a cuck?"

		"What?" Helen said, having never heard her daughter use such language before.

		Sensing a small victory, Hannah raised her eyebrows at her mother and said, "What you're telling me is that dad is a cuckold and you are a cuckqueen, probably making Tyrek your bull. Right? I mean, Jesus, I'm not sure why you're so surprised I know about this stuff. I wasn't born yesterday, mom."

		"You always have been very good at observing others," her mother said, having always enjoyed the heady sense of female empowerment she got when someone referred to her a cuckqueen. "I'll give you that."

		"Not to mention that's pretty much the norm for lots of people these days," Hannah said. "I mean, not every white couple is like that. I suppose there are still certain places in America where white guys don't let themselves get cucked by black men."

		"That is certainly true," her mother said. "You are correct. But you'll also notice that those places always have the highest rates of racial violence --usually to the detriment of the white people. Look, I'm not saying that it's completely fair for people like your father. I'm sure that there must be times when it's difficult for him to handle the reality of our world. But life isn't always fair. And on the balance, what we do just works. There are numerous benefits. In places where black men have unencumbered access to white women, there is almost zero incidences of violent disputes."

		"Yeah, yeah," Hannah said, getting a little excited by all this talk. "Like with chimpanzees!"

		"Huh?" said her mother.

		"I was watching this documentary on chimpanzees," Hannah said. "And one of the things they do to keep social harmony is allow the more dominant males access to all the females. The dominant males are called alphas. The non-dominant males are called betas. The betas usually just watch the alphas with the females. A lot of the times, the betas even masturbate. It helps bond individual members and release tension within the group. Ultimately, the chimpanzees are able to function as a group better, which means their chances of long-term survival are better."

		"Well, I've never thought of it that way," her mother said, "but I guess that makes sense. More or less. Speaking of betas, how is your friend Steven? Are you guys still going on a date tonight?"

		"Mom, it's not a date! He just wants to take me out and I said yes. We're only going as friends."

		"Does he know that you're only going as friends?"

		"Of course he does, I've already told him that a thousand times. Besides, Steven knows which boy I have a crush on."

		"Who's that?"

		Now it was Hannah's turn to pull her phone out. After scrolling through a few folders she eventually found a picture of Jamal. It was one of the sexiest pictures she'd ever taken. Jamal was just leaving the football field after a long, hard practice. He was wearing his cleats and football pants, but was shirtless so that you could see his well-developed upper body which was covered in a sheen of sweat, making every rippled muscle glisten under the hot sun. He had a sly grin on his face when Hannah snapped his picture. In his frizzy hair there was an orange pick.

		"I thought you said that you had a crush on a boy," Helen said to her daughter. "That's no boy. That's a man!"

		Hannah looked at her mother with mock outrage. "Mom, don't you even think about it!"

		The two Reid women looked at each other before filling the house with their knowing, female laughter.

		

		

		

		Part Three: Hannah’s Bedroom

		

	
		After Hannah went to her bedroom, she spent a long time thinking about the conversation she'd just had with her mother. It was the first time they'd openly broached the subject of sexuality. Some of the things her mother had said had been absolutely shocking, but on some level Hannah had probably known them all along. More importantly, Hannah interrupted her mother's stunning candor as an acknowledgment of her daughter's own burgeoning womanhood. She was no longer a little kid who needed to be protected by the harsh realities of the world. She was 19 years-old. She had her own womanly needs and desires.

		At the same time, Hannah was absolutely thrilled to hear that her mother was so happy. That part was awesome! Obviously her mother's relationship with Tyrek was a major source of excitement.

		On the other hand, Hannah didn't like to spend too much time contemplating her father's role in the marriage.

		Should her mother had been so open about that?

		Was her mother recklessly using that information as a way of bringing the two Reid women closer?

		Hannah wasn't sure.

		She only knew that hearing about her father's submissive/cuckold status made her feel bad --and she wasn't sure who she felt worse for: her father or herself.

		Privately, Hannah still enjoyed thinking of her father as the great breadwinner who could fix cars and move heavy boxes. An emotional part of her brain still desperately clung to this image of her daddy as a powerful patriarch. Now that she realized he was being openly cucked by a much younger man, she doubted she'd ever be able to look at him the same way.

		Lying in bed, blowing some strands of blonde hair out of her face, her blue eyes drifted towards some of the posters on her walls.

		Next to the billowing pink curtains there were several posters of famous black male models wearing nothing but the tiniest of swim suits. Her favorite poster was of this one model named Dingo. Dingo was a 300 lb. black guy with great abs. On the poster he was wearing these yellow Speedos which barely contained his enormous horse-sized equipment.

		That poster never failed to do the trick for Hannah...

		The thought of being underneath a man as powerful as that was such a turn-on...

		She could even imagine herself nine months later, her white belly swollen with a big, healthy, alpha baby...

		Now, as Hannah slipped one of her hands down the front of her flat, tan tummy, unbuckling the front of her cut-off shorts, before sliding her dainty fingers down the front of her little pink panties, she could still remember the day her parents came home and found her putting posters of sexy black men all over her bedroom walls.

		Only now did her father's morose silence and her mother's knowing grin make sense to her.

		

		

		

		Part Four: Wonder Woman and Cuckboy

		

	
		It was only after Hannah had showered and changed into a new outfit, after Steven arrived in his Ford Focus, and after they had driven across town to the brand-new Cineplex, that Hannah realized the significance of the movie they were going to watch.

		"I am so excited to finally see this dang movie!" Steven was saying as they walked towards the glittery marquee outside the movie theatre. "I literally feel like I have been waiting my whole life to see this movie. Seriously, I'm being serious. This isn't just another super hero movie. To me, this is THE SUPER HERO MOVIE."

		Naturally there was a long line for tickets.

		Steven and Hannah got at the back of the line and waited.

		For the next twenty minutes Steven talked about reading the comics as a kid. He talked about which actors he would have casted, what storylines he would have explored, and what sort of things he was really hoping they wouldn't mess up for purists like him.

		Hannah, who wasn't really that into super hero movies herself, looked over at Steven and smiled. "Thanks for inviting me."

		"There is nobody else I would rather see this movie with," Steven said.

		Then it was finally their turn at the ticket booth. Steven took out his wallet and proudly said, "Two tickets for Wonder Woman and Cuckboy."

		Inside the theatre was packed. Rather surprisingly, the audience was mostly made up of white couples, many who appeared to be on dates.

		After threading their way to the back, Hannah and Steven found a couple of empty seats. Steven was bubbling with excitement. He was talking a mile a minute now. A few times Hannah found herself actually shushing him, or telling him to calm down. Instead of a night on the town with one of her buddies, she was starting to feel like she was babysitting for free.

		"Here we go!" Steven said when they turned down the lights. "Here we go! Here we go! Here we go!"

		Halfway through the film, Hannah began to wonder if Steven had brought her to an adult porno movie. At one point, she even pulled her phone out to check the movie's rating. The movie was only rated R, but that seemed a little lenient.

		Then again --Hannah had to remind herself-- it was 2016.

		The actress who played Wonder Woman was a large-chested brunette beauty who looked vaguely Italian. Hannah had no trouble recognizing Wonder Woman's iconic tiara, metal bracelets, and lasso. But in this film Wonder Woman's skirt had been replaced with a far sexier body suit. The front of the body suit had a red strapless top with gold trim. While the back of the body suit was mostly just her red thong.

		Since Wonder Woman is always the villain in these stories, the first half of the movie was mostly just her and her clumsy boyfriend (Cuckboy, who looked alarmingly similar to Steven) robbing banks; and stealing government secrets to sell on the black market.

		"What do you think?" Steven whispered. "Pretty good, huh?"

		Hannah didn't want to hurt Steven's feelings. So all she said was, "Well, so far I've just spent the last thirty minutes of my life watching this woman shake her big bare ass on the screen. But I mean, I like some of the special effects too."

		"Exactly," Steven said. "I feel sort of bad for Cuckboy though. If you know anything about the comics, then you know he never really gets the girl."

		"I had a feeling," Hannah said.

		The hero of the movie was a black billionaire playboy named Brutas Stone. Although his alter ego was known as The Black Mamba.

		"What do you think of that guy?" Steven asked.

		"He's sort of hot," Hannah said truthfully. "I mean, I wouldn't kick him out of bed."

		Neither did Wonder Woman.

		At one point, Cuckboy and Wonder Woman hatch a plan to kidnap The Black Mamba. But their plan backfires when the sexy black super hero uses Wonder Woman's lasso to tie Cuckboy to a chair while he "extracts information" from his voluptuous enemy.

		While his methods of interrogating Wonder Woman were not exactly the most ethical, they were as relentless as they were effective...

		And so by the end of the movie, The Black Mamba had convinced Wonder Woman to renounce her life of crime and come to work for him as a house maid in his luxurious mansion. Indeed the final shot was of Wonder Woman leaving the bed of Brutus Stone to put on her new skimpy maid's uniform while Cuckboy hilariously falls out of a closet.

		As soon as the lights were turned back on, the movie received a standing ovation.

		

		

		

		Part Five: An Invitation

		

	
		"Oh my God!" Steven said as they poured into the main lobby with the rest of the crowd. "Talk about amazing! I literally could watch that movie again right now! Seriously, if we didn't have dinner plans, I would seriously go watch it again! That movie was friggin' awesome!"

		Hannah was mostly trying not to get crushed by the great swarm of moviegoers around her. "Yeah, it wasn't bad."

		"Wasn't bad?" Steven said incredulously. "Tell me you didn't totally love that movie! I dare you Hannah Reid!"

		"I definitely liked it," she said, carefully measuring out her words. "But I'm a little surprised that you liked it so much."

		"What? Why? What are you talking about, Hannah?"

		"I mean, didn't you think there was sort of this obvious subtext in the movie?" she said.

		"What kind of subtext? You mean like a hidden message?"

		"Sort of," Hannah said. "Only it wasn't really that hidden."

		"Oh!" Steven said, as if he was finally getting it. "You mean all the sex stuff? Naw, they just put that stuff in to spice things up and sell more tickets. I didn’t mind the sex stuff too much. I've seen worse. I just thought the movie was so cool."

		

		Hannah decided not to press the issue.

		A moment later, amongst the great din of the crowd, Hannah heard someone calling her name. At least, she thought she heard her name. So she turned around and was very surprised to see a group of girls smiling and waving in her direction. The group of girls was coming out of the same theater that Hannah and Steven had just been in. Suddenly Hannah's heart leapt and she started squealing with delight.

		It was her friends from high school!

		Becky Thompson, Amanda Lane, Dani Reece, and Alexis Duchamp!

		Hannah couldn't believe it. She hadn't seen her friends since last summer. That was when they all left for different colleges.

		Momentarily forgetting Steven, Hannah ran over to the girls where they proceeded to give each other hugs and jump around in a circle.

		"Hannah Reid! Oh my God! It's so cool to see you again! What are you doing here?" Becky Thompson said.

		"Um, like, watching a movie," Hannah said. "A pretty awesome movie, as it turns out."

		"Us too!" Becky, Amanda, Dani, and Alexis all said together.

		They laughed again.

		Then the girls all tried to start talking at the same time. They were so excited, so bubbly. Only when they realized the problem with simultaneous communication did they stop and collapse into more wild peals of laughter.

		"Becky," Hannah said. "Just so you know, girl, I am loving your hair!"

		Back in high school, Hannah had spent their entire senior year trying to convince Becky Thompson to grow her hair out. She looked amazing now. Becky had that voluminous, naturally shiny chestnut brown hair that most girls envied. Tonight she had it tied up in a pretty green ribbon that matched the iridescent sparkle of her green eyes. Becky was mostly Irish, with flawless ivory skin, generous curves, and a cute little button nose that wrinkled when she laughed, which she seemed to always be doing.

		"So how great was that movie?" Becky said. "I mean, could they have cast a hotter black guy?"

		"My only complaint," Hannah said, "was that they didn't show him shirt-less enough. It's a crime to cover up a work of art like that."

		"Ha-ha, you said it," Becky said. "Well, I have to admit that I'm officially jealous of friggin' Wonder Woman now. I mean, if that's what happens to you if you become a criminal... I can't wait for my life of crime to start!"

		Amanda Lane, a tall, slender, black-haired girl with exceptional cheekbones, said, "I never thought I'd say this, honestly, but I think I'm going to have to start reading more comic books!"

		The girls laughed some more, lost in the moment, completely oblivious to the rest of the world around them.

		Then Becky said, "Hey, isn't that Steven Little? From high school? Why is he standing over there and staring at us? He looks like a pervert."

		"No he doesn't," Amanda said. "You know who he looks like? He looks like Cuckboy!"

		Again the girls laughed, only this time Hannah felt a weird twinge of guilt. "Actually," she said, "he's with me."

		"You guys are on a date?" Becky said, her beautiful pale face covered with undisguised disgust.

		"No! No, no, no!" Hannah said. "Steven's not my date! No way! He's just my little buddy."

		"Oh good," said Becky, Amanda, Dani, and Alexis all at the same time.

		Then Becky grabbed Hannah by the elbow and leaned in. "Hey, you should definitely come with us tonight! We're going to this party!"

		"I don't know..." Hannah balked. "I sort of promised my buddy Steven that we'd go get dinner."

		"Fuck that!" Amanda said. "Come with us, girl! Just bring Cuckboy with you!"

		"There's supposed to be some pretty hot black guys at the party," Becky added, twirling her hair and nodding her eyebrows suggestively. "So if you're hungry, maybe you can get one of them to feed you... If you know what I mean!"

		Hannah looked over at Steven and then back at the girls. "Maybe another time..."

		"Oh really?" said Becky, looking like a professional card shark who was about to play their ace in the hole. "Did I mention that Jamal Jackson was going to be there?"

		

		

		

		Part Six: Shake that Money Maker

		

	
		The party was at someone's house about thirty minutes away. When Steven and Hannah pulled up in the Ford Focus there were already lots of other cars parked along the street. Hannah was excited. The prospect of running into Jamal at a party seemed too good to be true. She'd basically spent the last five years of her life imagining her and Jamal as a couple. She'd imagined their first kiss, their wedding, their beautiful children, and of course all the great sex they would have. On the other hand, Hannah wasn't so insensitive that she didn't realize that her buddy Steven wasn't in the best mood now. He seemed more than a little disappointed that she had changed plans at the last second.

		"What's wrong Steven?"

		"Nothing's wrong," he mumbled, taking the keys out of the ignition.

		"Something's wrong," Hannah said, tilting her head to the side as she continued looking at her crestfallen buddy. "I can tell."

		"... It's nothing. I'm fine," he mumbled.

		Hannah could feel herself start to get annoyed. She hated it when guys acted this way: all wishy-washy and passive-aggressive and feminine. She'd seen this behavior in Steven before. She'd even seen this behavior in her father too.

		Jesus Christ, Hannah thought. Even if I was going to ever sleep with you before, I'm definitely not going to sleep with you now! Grow a pair of fucking balls!

		Taking the proverbial bull by the proverbial horns, she said, "Are you upset that we're going to a party instead of dinner?"

		"No, not really," Steven said. "I mean, maybe a little."

		"If you want..." she said, "you can go get something to eat. Then you can come back. I'll be fine. It's just a silly party."

		"I thought we were going to hang out though?" he whined pathetically.

		"Steven! Seriously? Don't be ridiculous! We are hanging out!"

		"No, I know. I'm sorry. But --" his voice faltered.

		"What is it?" she said, placing an encouraging hand on his shoulder. "You can tell me, I'm here. I'm listening."

		"It's just that last time we went to a party together," Steven said, "I ended up just watching you dance with a bunch of black guys. Though I'm not sure that would be considered dancing. It was more like simulated sex."

		"It's called grinding," Hannah said calmly. "And yes, as a matter of fact, many people consider it to be a form of dancing."

		"They were just mauling you," Steven protested. "Those black guys were just grabbing your ass and bending you over! Like you were a piece of meat!"

		"Stop it, Steven! You're being ridiculous! You're acting like a girl, or something! It's such a turn-off!"

		"I'm sorry," he said, hanging his head low. "I won't bring it up again. Are you mad at me?"

		"No," she said, getting out of the car. "Let's just go to this goddamn party!"

		Steven quickly followed. "Don't be in a bad mood! Hannah! Wait, up! I'm sorry!"

		Hannah was in a bad mood though. There was something about Steven's passive behavior which drove her bonkers. (And dried up her pussy!) But fortunately by the time she was standing in front of the house, her demeanor had changed altogether.

		They were playing rap music and had several kegs on the front porch. Hannah and Steven grabbed some plastic cups and went into the house. Inside the party was in full swing: strobe lights, drunk people, and even a DJ standing behind a turn table.

		Hannah was feeling much better now. Right away she saw some familiar faces too. Becky and the other girls were all dancing with a group of black guys who looked like they were a few years older. When Becky saw Hannah she came over and threw her arms around her friend's neck, her breath sweet from liquor.

		"Oh my God, Hannah! Hannah Reid! Oh my God! You made it! I'm so glad!"

		"I told you we were coming," Hannah said, trying not to spill her beer while Becky let go of her neck. Then she turned to Steven and said, "You remember Becky Thompson, right? She went to our high school."

		Steven --who had always thought Becky Thompson was the 2nd prettiest girl in the school-- blushed uncontrollably. "Oh, right. Hey Becky!"

		Becky gave Steven a polite smile before quickly turning her attention back to Hannah. "I see that you already found the beer."

		Hannah took a long, sweet sip and said, "When in Rome..."

		Becky laughed.

		Then Hannah nodded in the direction of Amanda, Dani, and Alexis. It was a hot scene on the dance floor.

		Amanda had her slender, bare arms wrapped around the neck of a 6'4" black guy wearing baggy jeans and Cowboy's football jersey. While Dani and Alexis were furiously grinding their white asses into the groins of two large Jamaicans who looked like they could have been twins. The black twins had long dreadlocks and kept their big dark hands clamped around the narrow waist of their white girl. Hannah thought they made cute couples. When Alexis bent over to touch the floor, her blue party dress rode up her thighs so that it wasn't hard to see most of her ass-cheeks while she gyrated to the music.

		"GET IT GIRL!" Becky hollered in support. "SHAKE THAT MONEY MAKER!"

		"Looks like someone is having themselves a good time," Hannah noted.

		"Don't worry," Becky said, turning back to Hannah and Steven. "On our way over here we stopped by the gas station and picked up some Magnums. You know, condoms."

		Steven, feeling more than a little awkward now, and trying to contribute something to the conversation, said, "Hey Becky, do you mind if I borrow one of those Magnums?"

		Hannah and Becky exchanged looks of disbelief before they exploded into laughter.

		"What?" Steven said.

		The girls kept laughing, needing another moment to compose themselves.

		"Hey! Guys? What's so funny?" Steven said, visibly hurt by their blunt reaction.

		Hannah was the first to recuperate. Clearly she was trying to be as diplomatic as possible when she said, "You're so funny, Steven. You really crack me up! Whenever I need a good laugh, man, I always know I can count on you."

		Becky wasn't so benevolent though. And so after she managed to pull it together, she looked at Steven, said, "Aw, sorry Stevey boy! I don't think they make Magnums for guys your size!"

		Then, rather cruelly, Becky Thompson squeezed her thumb and pointy finger until there was just a two-inch gap between her fingers. "You need some BDBs instead! Baby Dick Boy condoms!"

		That hurt. That hurt a lot. Poor Steven had never realized that Becky Thompson could be so merciless. He'd always just seen her as this incredibly attractive girl at school. Presently, as Becky continued laughing and making her "small dick" gesture, he told himself that she was too intoxicated to realize how much that might hurt a guy's ego. He even tried to laugh it off too, but he felt slightly humiliated that Becky knew the only condom he could wear was a Baby Dick Boy condom.

		After a while Steven felt his cheeks start to flush red with embarrassment, so he looked away. "Yeah right, Becky! You wish! I don't wear BDBs!"

		Then he thought: But please don't look in my wallet right now...

		Becky kept laughing though, apparently enjoying her "little" joke.

		"Alright you two," Hannah said, feeling like someone needed to be the adult in the situation. She had already spotted a black guy she was going to try and flirt with, but seeing that Steven looked as if he was about to start crying, she changed her mind. "Hey buddy, Steven, do you want to dance?"

		"With me?" he said.

		"Of course, you silly boy!"

		"I'd LOVE TO!"

		They didn't dance too long. After just two or three songs Hannah and Steven decided to take a break. Steven was already tired. Hannah was already bored. So they got a couple more beers and went back inside the house.

		"Hey, Hannah, I'll be right back," Steven said. "Gotta piss!"

		"Too much information," she said, rolling her eyes.

		Steven left.

		Hannah had a little more beer. Then she started bobbing her head to the beat of the music. Everything was going well for Hannah, but everything was far from perfect. Unfortunately, she still hadn't seen any sign of Jamal. As she stood there listening to the music, drinking her keg beer, she was starting to wonder if Becky had merely used Jamal to lure her to the party. That was definitely something Becky Thompson would do.

		At the moment Becky was talking to a few black girls that Hannah didn't recognize.

		Hannah was a little disheartened.

		At the moment all she wanted to do was confront Becky about the whole Jamal situation. But it probably wasn't a good idea for her to march over there and tell some random black girls that the only reason she'd come to the party was to have a chance to hook up with Jamal Jackson.

		Oh, no! While it was certainly true that most black girls didn't feel threatened by white girls, not in a physical sense, and certainly not in a romantic sense --it normally didn't endear you to the hearts of black people to let them know that you were out chasing after hot black men. Especially since white women were known to much more "loose" than black women.

		After waiting for a few moments, Hannah saw her opportunity. Becky had walked back outside. She was standing next to one of the kegs now, her nose buried in the screen of her cell phone.

		"Hey Becky!" Hannah said, approaching. "Great party, huh?"

		"You know it, girl! Where's Cuckboy?"

		"Don't call him that," Hannah said.

		"Why? He looks like Cuckboy. He even sort of acts like Cuckboy."

		"I think you hurt his feelings," Hannah said. "Anyway, he's using the bathroom, or something. I don't know."

		"Cool, cool," Becky said, her fingers working quickly over the keypad as she texted someone.

		Hannah refilled her beer cup. "I saw you talking to those black girls. They looked cool. They were so pretty!"

		"I know, right?" Becky said, still texting someone. "My mom cleans their house. That's how I know them. It's funny, but growing up, she used to bring me some of their hand-me-downs. That's what we were talking about: the good ol' days. They are very cool girls."

		"Awesome!" Hannah said. "Speaking of awesome things, I don't suppose you've seen Jamal anywhere? I mean, no offense, but you did say that he was supposed to be here."

		Becky looked up from her cell phone and broke out into the biggest grin. "Going crazy for some BBC, huh?"

		"I know what that stands for," Hannah said, remembering the first time Becky had used the acronym for Big Black Cock --then jokingly covering Hannah's notebooks, folders, and locker with I Heart BBC stickers. "I just think Jamal is pretty attractive. That's all. I keep seeing him around school now, but we've only talked a few times, never for very long."

		"Well, I wouldn't worry about that."

		"Why not?" Hanna asked.

		"Look behind you girl!"

		Hannah turned. It was like a rap video. All around her there was the heavy thud of party music as she watched Jamal Jackson climb out of a big shiny Lincoln Navigator. Suddenly everything was in slow motion. Jamal was dressed in designer jeans and a bright orange Polo shirt that was stretched over his well-muscled body like a second skin. For jewelry he had several gold chains, one silver chain, and a diamond stud in his left ear. While the hair pick in his medium-sized afro was orange to match his shirt.

		Several other black guys got out of the Lincoln Navigator and started walking behind Jamal, who was talking to someone on his cell phone.

		Hannah felt weak at the knees as the group of black guys passed her by and went inside the house. She didn't even try and say hello to Jamal! She just stood there, as if her mouth didn't work and her feet were glued to the front porch.

		"Wow," said Becky, having just witnessed the entire pathetic scene. "Way to go after what you want!"

		"Sorry," Hannah said, hating how passive and helpless she felt sometimes. "Not all of us are social butterflies. What was I supposed to say? Hey, do you remember me? I'm the crazy white girl who wants to have all your babies? Ha-ha!"

		"You're overthinking it Hannah Reid."

		"I'm sorry."

		"Stop apologizing!"

		"Okay," she said. "Sorry about that."

		Becky rolled her eyes and made a sound of pure exasperation.

		Hannah realized what she'd just done and shrugged her shoulders, her eyes dropping to the ground. "...You know what I mean Becky. I just freeze up when I see Jamal. The boy does things to me."

		"Just go talk to him," Becky said. "Besides, I've heard that Jamal has a thing for white girls. Especially cute blondes. Especially cute blondes with bubble butts!"

		"No way! I wish!" Hannah said. "That's the craziest thing I've ever heard!"

		"It's true though," Becky said. "I promise."

		Hannah thought about it for a moment. "But I always see him with these really amazing-looking black girls. He likes black girls. I don't blame him either. I have seriously never seen Jamal with white girls."

		Becky gave her friend a long, quizzical look before she said, "Oh yeah? Stay here. Just stay here. I'll be right back!"

		Hannah was feeling so nervous that she gulped down the rest of her drink and immediately started to refill the cup with more beer. She was halfway through her next beer when the front door opened again. It was Becky and Steven. Becky's expression was one of absolute delight; while Steven seemed to be mostly confused.

		"I talked to him!" Becky said. "I talked to Jamal!"

		Hannah froze. She looked at Becky, waiting to hear what her friend had to say now.

		"Guess what? He likes you! He said he totally recognized you from school!"

		"No way!" Hannah said, accidently dropping her beer so that it fell and splashed against the wooden slates of the front porch. "What did he say? Exactly?"

		"Well," Becky said, moving in so that she could loudly whisper all the dirty details. "He said that he'd like to "hang out with you" tonight, but unfortunately his ex-girlfriend, Latisha, is supposed to show up."

		"Aw shucks, never mind, I knew it!" Hannah said, feeling a little light-headed and despondent at the same time. "All I wanted was a chance to hang out with Jamal! Maybe a dance or two. Crap! Good things never happen to me!"

		As Hannah said this, she failed to recognized Steven's countenance, which was a mixture of confusion, hurt, and mounting disbelief.

		"Not so fast!" Becky said. "That's why he wants to meet you upstairs. He says that if you go upstairs, there's a bedroom at the very end of the hallway, next to the bathroom. He says that the bedroom is empty now. He wants you to go wait and he'll be up there in like five minutes."

		"Is this a joke? Is this, like, a total prank?" Hannah said, narrowing her eyes as she tried to read the reaction on Becky's face. "Did Jamal really say that he wanted to meet me? Me?"

		If Becky was pranking here, she was doing an amazing job. Because there was not so much a smirk on her face; nor were there traces of irony in her eyes as she continued nodding her head and crossing her heart. "I promise, Hannah. I promise! You know I like to have a good time. But I know how serious you are about Jamal and I would never try to make a joke regarding something so important. You can choose to believe me. Or you can choose to not believe me. But I swear to God that Jamal really does want to see you! I swear to God that Jamal really did say to meet him upstairs! Okay?"

		Hannah didn't respond right away. For a few moments, all she could do was stand there, trying to determine if she was the object of a cruel joke.

		"Well?" said Becky. "You going to stand out here with me and Cuckboy, or are you going to go get some of that prime BBC we both know you need!"

		

		

		

		Part Seven: Hannah Becomes a Magnum Girl

		

	
		Hannah knew that what she was doing was insane. Sitting on the bed, waiting for Jamal, she could hear the throb of house music as the party continued getting larger and louder as the night wore on.

		Currently, Hannah wished that she was a little drunker than she was. Maybe then she wouldn't be so worried and filled with doubts. She'd been waiting for more than five minutes. Now it was closer to twenty minutes. And there was still no sign of Jamal. Any moment Hannah expected that door to burst open up and see Becky come tumbling in to tell her that all of this had been a cruel joke.

		Besides, what did this say about Hannah's self-esteem?

		That she was willing to agree to this situation?

		It had occurred to her already that had someone like Steven told her to go wait in the bedroom (especially while everyone else was dancing and drinking and having a great time) that she would have laughed in his face. Without a question she would have told Steven to go fuck off.

		So what was it about Jamal Jackson that made her act so foolish?

		Was it his handsome profile?

		His rock hard abs?

		His perfectly white smile?

		Or was it something more primal, like Jamal's big feet and big hands --and their great promise of all-consuming physical pleasure?

		At the thought of Jamal's dark muscular body entwining with her own soft white body, Hannah opened her purse again to look at the Magnum condom. Becky had given it to her downstairs.

		Hannah continued staring at the Magnum with some fascination.

		"I'm a Magnum girl," she giddily thought.

		It was funny how only black guys seemed to use Magnums.

		And really, unless you wanted to be a mommy, you had to make sure that black guys wore condoms!

		Hannah still remembered learning all of this stuff in school: The uncomfortable fact was that black men generally packed much larger sex organs. From an evolutionary standpoint, this allowed them three main advantages. First their larger ball sacks contained much more semen than their white counterparts. Secondly, wider penises were better at stimulating females and making them more receptive to receiving male semen. And thirdly, and lastly, a much longer penis allowed black men to deposit semen much closer to the uterus, greatly increasing the chances that the army of squiggly sperm would find their target of healthy eggs.

		Hannah was still absently playing with the Magnum condom when the door to the bedroom swung open.

		The suddenness of the door made her flinch; and she quickly dropped the condom back in her purse.

		A large black man came into the room and closed the door behind him. He was an older man, wearing big brown boots, baggy jeans, a long-sleeve dress shirt, and a black skull cap fitted tightly around the sizeable dome of his head. After he locked the bedroom door he turned and looked across the room where Hannah was rendered motionless on the bed, her big blue eyes widening with burgeoning apprehension.

		He walked across the room and sat down on the bed next to Hannah. They were sitting so close that their thighs and knees were actually touching.

		"Who are you?" she said.

		"I'm Uncle Frank," he said. He was still holding onto a Budweiser beer bottle. He sat the beer bottle on the floor and turned back to look at Hannah again. "What did you just drop in your purse? It's not what I think it is, is it?"

		"... I'm waiting for someone," Hannah said, her voice brittle. "I'm... waiting for Jamal."

		"Naw, he not coming," said Uncle Frank.

		"How do you know? Did you talk to Jamal?"

		"All the time," Uncle Frank said, a large grin growing bigger by the moment. And it wasn't just his smile that was large, rather it seemed like his whole head was large, possibly twice as big as Hannah's. Indeed his forehead seemed slightly too large and his jaw line was like two massive boulders connecting under his dimpled chin.

		Hannah liked masculine men. But in some ways, Uncle Frank seemed perhaps a little too masculine for her taste.

		He said: "Jamal, he be my nephew. He busy. It's okay. No worries. See, that's why he sent me up here to see you. And I sure am glad I did too!"

		Hannah gulped, her eyes dropping to the carpet where she found herself staring at the Budweiser beer bottle. "See me?" Hannah said, not liking how this situation was playing out.

		"You know, see how you be doing," Uncle Frank said. "You look pretty good to me."

		"Oh thanks," Hannah said, too flustered to really know what she was saying at the moment. "I like your skull cap."

		"I bet you do."

		"So you're Jamal's uncle?"

		"That what they tell me."

		"That's cool!"

		"Taught that boy everything he knows," Uncle Frank said, reaching over and leaving his hand on Hannah's quivering thigh. "On and off the field."

		Hannah tried to relax, but there was something about the way Jamal's uncle was looking at her, something about the way he held himself, which told her that he had come up here for more than just talking.

		"How old are you?" she said.

		Uncle Frank laughed hoarsely. "I'm forty-two years-old."

		"I'm nineteen," Hannah said.

		"That's a good age," Uncle Frank said, squeezing her thigh a little harder. Then he reached over and grabbed a few strands of her golden blonde hair. He started playing with her hair, obviously enjoying the silky texture. "I think blondes are so sexy."

		"Oh cool, that's awesome," Hannah said, unsure of what to do as she allowed this strange man to continue playing with her hair. "It's just hair though."

		"I like the contrast," he said. "I ain't got no hair now though. I'm bald as a motherfuckin' cue ball!"

		"Ha-ha!" Hannah said nervously.

		"What's so funny, girl?"

		"Oh, nothing," Hannah said. "I mean, I was just agreeing with you."

		Uncle Frank's hand moved from her hair to her fingers. Then he interlaced their fingers together so that their palms were touching; and Hannah's slender white fingers were entwined with his much bigger fingers.

		"I really like the contrast," he said with a suggestive look in his eyes now.

		"Yeah," she said, staring at their hands pressed together. "It looks like art."

		"You like art?" he said.

		"Sure," she said.

		"Is that what you just dropped into your purse earlier? You were looking at art?"

		"I um..." Hannah felt her face burn with embarrassment. Sitting here, on this strange bed, in this strange house, next to this man who was old enough to be her father, and black enough to hide in the night, she felt completely out of her league. How did things get so warped? Should she have played it safe and stuck with Steven?

		"You ever fuck with black guys?" Uncle Frank asked bluntly.

		Hannah hesitated. She wasn't always too clear on the parlance of people with color. "Fuck with them?"

		"You know," Uncle Frank said, casually shrugging his shoulders. "You ever take some black meat?"

		"Oh... No, no," Hannah admitted. "Not yet."

		"You a virgin?" he asked.

		"Absolutely not."

		"So you fucked with white boys?" he said.

		"A little bit," she said. "I mean, in high school I guess I experimented a little with some of my white friends who were guys. But..."

		"But that's not what you really want..."

		"Maybe..."

		"Let me ax you something," he said. "When you imagine yourself on your wedding day, when you be standing there looking pretty as a picture in your big white dress, and you have that pretty blonde hair all done up, and you're the happiest you ever been: what color is the groom?"

		Hannah took a few moments to think about it. Then she started nodding rather intently. "Definitely black."

		"Thought so," Uncle Frank said, pausing to stare deep into her eyes. "I can always tell."

		"Tell... what?" Hannah said, her breath catching in her throat.

		By now Uncle Frank was leaning in so that their faces were only a few inches apart. His expression was one of lust and hunger. He must have been twice her size --a hulk of a man with coal-black skin, his eyes darkly shining in the dimly-lit bedroom. Hannah's mouth was suddenly very dry. She could feel the heat of Uncle Frank's body radiating off him. Her small pert nose and his big wide nose were almost touching now. Hannah's delicate nostrils flared as the smell of his natural body odor filled her head with all of its primal intensity.

		Just then Hannah's phone started to ring.

		Hannah pulled the pink-encased cell phone from her purse and started laughing. It was Steven. She let it ring a few more times before clicking the cancel button.

		"Who's that?" Uncle Frank said.

		"Just a friend," Hannah said. "One of my buddies. We went to a movie tonight."

		A sly smile flickered across the face of Uncle Frank. He leaned in so that his large, wide lips were but a few inches away from the erogenous zone of her neck. "Now, where were we," he said, sealing those large African lips on the gentle slopes of her slender white throat.

		The physical contact caused Hannah's body to tense up. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. Obviously he knew exactly what he was doing. His kisses along her neck seemed to be strategically placed for maximum arousal.

		"Oh, oh damn! That feels good..."

		"I know it does, baby," Uncle Frank chuckled in a soft way. "Damn you taste fucking good as hell! Don't tell anyone, but I have such a fucking weakness for a pretty white girl. Shit, sometimes I almost think that I prefer white pussy to black pussy."

		"Wait, what?" Hannah said, but a quick second later she'd forgotten her own question --lost in her world of private pleasures that were bubbling to the surface.

		While he continued moving up and down her neck, Uncle Frank used his left hand to intertwine his fingers with Hannah's right hand; her dainty palm completely engulfed by his large grasp.

		Rather deftly he moved his mouth over to hers and for the next couple of minutes they sat there making out on the bed, like a couple of horny teenagers, their tongues exploring one another's mouth for the first time.

		After a while Hannah seemed to come out of it long enough to pull back. Rather anxiously, she said, "You're a good kisser."

		"You are too," Uncle Frank said. "You taste like fucking candy!"

		"I'm sorry," she said. "But... I really like you, but this is all going a bit too fast for me. I wasn't even trying to hook up with a random guy tonight. I'm sorry. But I really have to go."

		"No problem," Uncle Frank said. "I completely understand. If you got to go, then you got to go. Besides, I know that you really have your big blue eyes set on my nephew."

		Hannah looked at the big black man and smiled weakly. She had to admit that she was a little surprised with how not bothered he seemed by her decision to leave. Part of her almost wanted him to put up more of a fight. Part of her almost started wondering if there really was something wrong with her?

		"But before you go..." he said, reaching around her waist and grabbing her pink-encased cell phone from her purse. "I'm just going to put my number in your phone, just in case you change your mind later, okay baby?"

		It wasn't that Uncle Frank wasn't sexy. He was sort of sexy in this really beastly way. But he was still so much older and so much bigger --it was hard for her to ever imagine them as a couple. She wasn't going to change her mind, not ever! Instead, Hannah already knew that this was just a case of going to a party and randomly making-out with a perfect stranger and nothing else. That's all. She probably wouldn't even tell Becky Thompson about it. She definitely wouldn't tell Steven about it!

		"Okay, that's a good idea," she said, watching him struggle to use his big thumbs on her keypad.

		"Now, let's give you something to remember me by," he said.

		"Like what?" she said.

		"Like a picture," he said.

		Before Hannah had time to respond, Uncle Frank had pulled his pants and boxer shorts down. Something big and dark immediately sprang forward and started bobbing in front of him. Apparently all that kissing had made Uncle Frank hard as a rock.

		"Holy shit!" Hannah muttered to herself, blinking her eyes several times.

		He started using her phone to snap pictures of his massive tool.

		Hannah just sat there, too stunned to say a word. She couldn't believe how casual he was about this. If Uncle Frank had any reservations or shyness, he certainly wasn't showing them now. He kept snapping pictures, getting different angles, pulling back so that the whole monstrous appendage was in frame.

		It was definitely the biggest male member Hannah had ever seen in her life. She knew that she should look away, but Hannah couldn't take her eyes off such a large cock.

		It was at least nine inches --with these pulsing veins that reminded her of a Milky Way candy bar. The shaft was a deep chocolate brown, really quite lovely to look at. And the helmet at the end was red-purplish and probably twice as big as anything she'd ever seen in real life. While the base of Uncle Frank's cock must have been as thick as her wrist!

		Jesus!

		Then he was done. Uncle Frank started to hand the cell phone back when he stopped, looking down with a little smile on his big, pillowy lips. "Hey, I got an idea. Let's take a couple of pictures with you holding it? Want to?"

		Hannah was looking up at him and shaking her head. But without meaning to, her right hand was already reaching for the man's impressive genitalia. She heard him let out a satisfied grunt as her dainty fingers wrapped around the pulsing shaft.

		"It's so... warm!" she exclaimed.

		"You like it?"

		She didn't say anything, just continued staring at the sight of her hand gripping this big man's tool.

		"Well, it sure as shit likes you!"

		They both started laughing.

		Uncle Frank took a few more pictures.

		"Now stroke it a little bit," he called down to her. "Don't worry, this don't mean nothing. We just playing girl. We're almost done."

		In her trance-like state, Hannah really only heard him tell her to stroke his cock --and that they were almost done. None of this sounded like too much to ask. After all, they'd just had each other's tongues in each other's mouths.

		"That's good! Good girl! You're really good at that," he commended her. "How does it feel?"

		"Feels good," she said. "Like I'm holding this hot iron rod encased with smooth skin."

		"Hey... You know what would be funny?" he said.

		"What's that?" she said, continuing to stroke his cock.

		"It would be hilarious if you placed the cock over your mouth and then I took a picture. Ha-ha! Then it would almost look like you were sucking on it! That would be hilarious! It would be just for you, of course. The pics would just be on your phone. Want to try?"

		"Sure, why not?"

		He took a step closer, grabbing his cock by the shaft, and used his other hand to snap a few pictures of Hannah's blue eyes staring up at him, her lips nearly touching the thick black shaft.

		"Purse your lips out," he ordered. "Make one of those duck-faces you white girls love to do!"

		Hannah did as he ordered. She pursed her lips out. A moment later she flinched when something heavy brushed across her lips. She could hear her cell phone snap two more pictures as Uncle Frank left his cock resting on the surface of her puckered mouth.

		Uncle Frank was laughing now. "Hey do you know what would be funny?"

		Hannah had to actually reach up and grab his cock and hold it so that she could talk. "What's that?"

		"It would be hilarious if you put the tip of the dick in your mouth and just sort of held it. You don't have to suck it, or nothing. I could take a few pictures. They'd be just for you."

		"I don't have to suck it though, right?" she said hesitantly.

		"Of course not."

		"Oh --"

		Hannah was interrupted. With his hand still holding the base of his cock, Uncle Frank drove the big mushroom head right through the opening between her lips. Then Hannah's eyes popped open a little bit as he pushed a few more inches down her tongue. Then he held his cock like that, taking a couple of photos as he promised.

		Hannah was so relaxed now that she barely noticed when Uncle Frank began subtly moving his hips back and forth, working his cock in and out of her warm, wet mouth.

		"That's my good girl," he said, no longer using her phone to take pictures. Instead he used both of his hands to clamp down on both sides of her pretty blonde head. Just like that he held her still as he fed her some serious dark meat, which she seemed to be enjoying.

		"Damn you look so good like this," he told her. "You got these old man's balls aching! They aching!"

		He increased the tempo some so that Hannah had to struggle to keep up. She soon had long strands of sticky saliva hanging off her chin --some of the saliva connecting her lips to his member.

		"Uh-oh!" Uncle Frank said in mock concern. "Things are starting to get messy down there! Here let me help you."

		Hannah wasn't sure what his idea of help was. Her first inclination was that he was going to give her a break by removing his cock from her mouth; possibly even getting her a towel to clean up her face.

		She was wrong though.

		Instead Uncle Frank's idea of help included re-tightening his grip on her head and neck so that she couldn't move an inch. Then he began thrusting at a more violent pace, ignoring all the gagging and choking sounds she was making as her eyes watered up and she struggled to survive this brutal throat fucking.

		Then, just when she thought she'd had enough, something amazing happened.

		Uncle Frank pulled his cock all the way out of her mouth. There was a loud "pop" sound, followed by Hannah's deep and appreciative gulps of air.

		Physically, she felt worn out already. She was exhausted. She was surprised by how tired she was. During the half a dozen times she'd performed oral sex on a guy, she'd never had half the trouble she was having now.

		Only when she'd managed to recuperate a little, did Uncle Frank step forward again.

		This time though he was much gentler.

		He stepped forward and held his erect tool out, offering it back to Hannah. She looked up at him and they made eye contact for several long seconds. Very slowly, her lips parted once more and she allowed him back inside her mouth. But he wasn't trying to fuck her mouth this time. Instead he told her to look up at him as he slowly pumped his hips back and forth.

		They started to fall into a slow, comfortable rhythm together: the big black man and his beautiful cocksucker.

		Hannah still had drool running down her cheeks, and her eyes were still watery from earlier, but she was more relaxed now. The fact that Uncle Frank seemed to be so pleased with her mouth made her surprisingly happy. In a way she was almost proud of being such a good cocksucker. Here was this man, this very large and powerful man, who could probably have a much more beautiful woman than herself. But he'd chosen her; and she was able to please him in the most womanly fashion possibly.

		Still on her knees, she started to like sucking him --more than she'd ever thought she could've liked sucking a man's dick. She really liked being on her knees. It felt natural now. She liked him towering over her. She liked the way he lovingly stroked the sides of her face and hair. She liked the sensation of his large ebony rod sliding up and down her tongue. She liked the way the tip brushed against the back of her throat for just a split second. She even liked it when he told her to look up at him.

		"Damn you got some pretty eyes," Uncle Frank said. "I love the contrast of seeing my big nigga dick and those sparkling blue eyes."

		"Gggrrrmmph, ggggrrrmmmmph," Hannah said, her little nose nearly touching the rough patch of curly hairs below his waist. The smell emanating from those curly black hairs had at first made her somewhat nauseous, but now she was growing to love it.

		What was happening to her?

		Wasn't oral sex supposed to be just for the guy?

		Why was Hannah feeling more and more turned on?

		Now she felt her tight pussy begin to get wetter as it begged her to spit his cock out and let him insert the fat black monster into her.

		She kept sucking though and a little later Hannah realized that Uncle Frank had leaned forward and begun to caress her ass, pulling up her skirt, grabbing at her lacey black panties as he squeezed her butt-cheeks.

		The attention made Hannah's sucking become even more frenzied as she forced the man's cock down her throat so far that she began to gag again. But this time was different. This time she was purposefully gagging herself. It just felt like the natural thing to do now. Then she pulled her head off and smiled as a strand of sticky saliva dripped from her chin onto the carpet.

		"Take those fucking clothes off!" he barked.

		She stood up and quickly slid out of her shirt and little skirt. Her panties were a mere slip of nothing --a scrap of thin black material that showed off those perfectly rounded hips and that smooth soft kitty that revealed her beautiful womanly "V".

		"You always wear thongs?" he said, as if filling out a survey.

		"Sometimes," she giggled.

		"Good, I like that shit. Especially when a woman has a nice fucking body like you. Especially when they got some meat on those booty cheeks!"

		He pushed her back on the bed.

		As she lay there, spreading her legs for this beast of a man, she heard the bed start to rattle as he climbed between her legs, forcing the mattress down with all his ponderous weight. It all seemed so unreal. Like a dream.

		Suddenly he was on top of her, his huge weight lifter's arms flexing as he supported his tremendous bulk. Hannah could feel his big wet cock as it bounced up and down, occasionally slapping her on the stomach. She smiled up at him, her whole body tingling with the expectation of their improbable union.

		"Put it in, girl," he said. "I don't want to hurt you."

		She took this as a confession of his love.

		Still smiling up at him, she reached down and grabbed his hard tool again. Hannah had to admit it: Uncle Frank had a beautiful, fat, cockhead. It was like a helmet with a big eye on the top. It was already shiny from streams of precum and her saliva. The fat shaft of his tool bulged with purple veins; and had ridges like a steel cage inside. And it made her feel powerful (and loved) to know that right now such a might weapon only wanted one thing: to be inside her!

		"Hurry up," he groaned, "my balls are huge and swollen. Stop playing, girl! Put that black dick in that white pussy where it belongs!"

		Hannah was already starting to wonder if this was going to turn into a relationship, or if this was just a one-night stand. As she lined up the tip of his cock to the front entrance of her tingly pussy lips, she realized that she hoped it wasn't just a one-night stand.

		"Oh shit!" Uncle Frank said as soon he managed to slip in the first three inches of his cock. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! This pussy is tight as hell!"

		Hannah was still gritting her teeth, breathing through her mouth as she struggled to welcome such a large man inside her.

		"You okay?" he said.

		"Yeah --yeah, I think so. Just don't go so fast, please. I'm begging you!"

		Uncle Frank laughed. "Don't worry, beautiful, when I'm done with this pussy, you're going to be changed forever!"

		Hannah didn't have time to think about what that meant. She was far too distracted by the intense mixture of pleasure and pain her body felt as this large black man began to fuck her slowly.

		"Oh Frank!" she said when he could finally get the whole thing inside. "I can't believe it! This feels amazing! You're so amazing! I feel so fucking full right now!"

		"You like that dick, doncha?"

		"No, I love it!"

		"Told you," he said, not sounding surprised one bit as he slowly stroked himself in and out of her.

		"When you're inside me..." she paused, needing a moment. "...I've never felt so full! I feel like a woman for the first time!"

		"Figured," he said. "And just for the record, you're not a real woman until you've had some black meat between your thighs."

		"Fuck me, baby!"

		"Say it!"

		"Fuck me with that big black cock!"

		"Give me that white pussy, bitch!"

		"It's yours, baby. It's fucking yours! Take it!"

		"Oh, don't worry about that. I'm taking this white pussy. This white pussy is mine tonight!"

		Uncle Frank let his arms go a little bit so that some of his bodyweight was directly on top of Hannah, without actually smothering her. The more that her velvety walls seemed to relax and offer themselves to him, the harder he began to fuck her while she moaned and groaned beneath him.

		"I'm happy that you are enjoying taking this black nigga dick as much as I enjoy feeding it to you!" he said.

		"Oh baby, yes!" Hannah said. Then, before she realized what she was even saying, added, "Give me that black nigga dick! I'm going to cum all over that black nigga dick!"

		Frank looked down at Hannah as she continued squirming underneath him. He started laughing a little. "Normally, you ain't allowed to say those things. But it's okay when you got a big nigga dick inside you! That's the only time though."

		"Oh, baby! I'm sorry! Just fuck me!"

		Uncle Frank sat up a bit and she raised her ass so it was in the air a bit. He grabbed her ass-cheeks and spread them as he watched his cock push in as far as he could.

		Then he rolled Hannah so that she was on her hands and knees. Her round bubble butt was spread wide. She was perfectly submissive. She still had her thong on, but her thong was pulled over to one of her cheeks, making her look even more sexy and whore-ish.

		"Shake that ass!" he said. "Show me you're ready for me to hop on and ride you!"

		Hannah didn't even think about it. Bent over, exposing her drenched pussy, she started to sway her hips and ass from side to side, desperately wanting to entice this 42 year-old black man to fill her up again.

		Uncle Frank reached down and began to slap her ass as he fucked her lovely cunt lips. Her ass turned red from his slapping and he reached under her with his other hand and squeezed her breast, taking his fingers and squeezing her nipple.

		Beneath the powerful thrusts of her new black lover, Hannah moaned and screamed as her first orgasm flooded over her body. It was the most intense experience of her life. Her sweet little 19 year-old pussy greedily grabbed at the black cock in her --and very soon afterwards Uncle Frank started to fill her pussy with his cum.

		He continued to fuck her even after he had cum, finally pulling free and rolling on his back.

		"Damn girl, we just fucked like rabbits! I like that shit! It's like your body was built for my big nigga dick!"

		Still on all fours, Hannah smiled and nodded in complete agreement.

		However, she wasn't done yet.

		Instinctively, Hannah turned over and took his cock into her mouth. She had never done this before. She had never seen this done before. She only knew that she had formed a very deep bond with this man. And she wanted to suck and fondle his balls as long there was a drop of his life essence left.

		Hannah worked his cock for about the next 10 minutes until he became hard as a rock once more. There was much less resistance when he pushed her over and entered her pussy again. She let out a high-pitched squeal and wrapped her legs around him, pulling him into her, not letting him out of her female grasp.

		"Oh baby! Yes, baby! Fuck me!"

		"Don't worry about that," he said. "You let me handle the fucking! I'm gonna have you walking bow-legged!"

		"Yes baby! I love it when you're so deep and I can actually feel the prickly hairs of your balls resting against my asshole. It's so weird, but I find that so sexy. It's like I'm taking all of you!"

		"That's where my big black balls belong. Right on your sweet puckered asshole, baby!"

		"This feels so good it should be illegal! Fuck me, Frank! I'm yours! Fuck me however you want, baby!"

		This time was different though.

		Instead of plowing away like some frenzied animal, Uncle Frank slowed down all of his movements, maintaining eye contact for long periods of time, kissing her on the lips, telling her how beautiful she looked, telling her how lucky he was, teasing everything out.

		While he began stroking his thick cock in and out of Hannah's spasming, cum-filled pussy, he found her mouth again and stuck his fat tongue as far as it would go. Without hesitation, she submitted to his probings, sticking her smaller tongue in his mouth too, offering him all of her most sacred holes.

		When Uncle Frank finally came for the second time that night, he didn't pull out immediately. He just left his big meaty rod inside her, allowing her to prolong the wonderful sensation of having a powerful lover fill her up.

		Finally, Hannah and Uncle Frank could hear the music die down as the house party started to come to an end. It must have been getting really late. How long had they been fucking and making love in the bedroom? Hannah wasn't sure.

		As she laid there under Uncle Frank's comforting weight, both of their bodies covered in sticky sweat, they could hear people shouting in the street. They could hear cars driving away. Then the house was almost completely silent.

		When Uncle Frank pulled out of Hannah, there was loud squelching sound which caused the happy couple to break out in grins and nervous giggles. Hannah was a little surprised when her new black lover reached down and touched her sensitive lips now. Then he made a funny face as she started oozing a tremendous amount of creamy white substance onto the sheets.

		Hannah was embarrassed by the mess, but Uncle Frank seemed only amused. With a mischievous grin pasted on his face, he dipped a finger into one of her puddles and pretended to taste some.

		"Hm, my favorite," he said. "Sexy white girl creampie!"

		"Stop it!" Hannah said, still feeling embarrassed by all the fluids they'd managed to produce together.

		"Don't blame me," he said. "I happen to remember someone else being pretty involved!"

		Hannah, feeling a little cocky, sat up on her elbows and started to say something really sarcastic. But just as she opened her mouth, her pussy made another one of those really unfortunate "farting" sounds which instantly reduced Uncle Frank to tears of laughter.

		After he was done wiping his eyes, he said, "I'm going to the bathroom. I'll get you a towel. You're such a mess, girl!"

		She was too. Her blonde hair was all mussed, her mascara and eyeliner was smeared, there was dried saliva all over her cheeks, and her most treasured spot was filled to the brim with the hot, sticky cum from a 42 year-old black man she'd met a few hours ago.

		Hannah was suddenly overcome with emotion. She didn't know whether to laugh, cry, or do both at the same time.

		Instead, she rolled over and fell into a deep and mostly untroubled sleep.

		

		TO BE CONTINUED…
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