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		Part One

		

	
		Terri and Candace were sitting underneath a large umbrella, steadily working through their vegetarian dishes. The two ladies had been meaning to try this Italian restaurant for months. And today seemed like the perfect time. After a long afternoon of strenuous shopping, the two beauties were exhausted, famished, and a little bitchy.

		Terri painted a big smile on her face and said, "Hey Candace, FYI, we should do this more often. Shopping, hair, lunch, everything!"

		Almost at the same time, both women turned to inspect their reflections in the restaurant's plate glass windows. Each wanted to see how their new hairdo was holding up in the warm weather. And for a second it almost looked like they were twins, perfectly identical. They were a couple of Texas-born vixens who wore their blonde hair long and their sundresses short. Cowboy boots optional. Sweet as sugar.

		After their hair-checks were completed, Candace said, "Terri, you silly goose, we sort of do this every week already."

		"Not last week," Terri pointed out.

		"No." Candace thought about it. "Last week you were with Todd on your Costa Rica vacation thing."

		Terri nodded and sipped from her glass, her sense of cheerfulness already restored by the white wine which seemed to go right to her head. "Whatever. You know exactly what I mean. I really needed to get out of the house today. That place is too big to be alone in. Drives me crazy. Plus I needed some new lingerie. I love some of the tops and bottoms I got. Lots of lace. Plenty of skin. Cute, sexy, fun."

		"I'm sure Todd is going to flip out when he sees you in them."

		"He better."

		"I hope Brad does the same thing when he sees my little bag of goodies," said Candace, dropping her head as she grew thoughtful. "Lately Brad has been..."

		"What?" said Terri, leaning forward, ears perked.

		If Candace and Brad were having any issues, then this was news to Terri. She liked gossip. But even more importantly, she wanted to know if other couples ever had the same sort of 'slumps' that she and Todd were currently having. So far she hadn't mentioned this to anyone. It was too embarrassing. Terri hadn't even confided in Candace, her best friend since their sorority days.

		Then Candace shrugged. "Nothing."

		And the conversation died for several moments.

		Terri looked around.

		It was the middle of the day. Light crowd. Most of the lunch rush was over since most of the customers had offices and meetings to return to.

		As she picked through her salad, poor Terri couldn't help feeling sad for these people. They always looked so stressed, so emotionally drained because of their jobs. Work, work, work —that's all everyone did. Sometimes Terri thought it was a shame that everyone couldn't find rich husbands. From her perspective, it wasn't that hard to do. Lots of people had found rich husbands. She'd done it. And so had Candace.

		A few moments later their waiter came out and asked if everything was alright. Candace ordered a couple more glasses of Chardonnay and then kept talking about her yoga classes, this fundraiser her church was doing, and how every time the waiter walked by them he took the opportunity to look down the front of the women’s' sundresses.

		"He's not bad looking either, our waiter," said Candace. "But there's something about being around college kids..."

		"Makes me feel," said Terri, groping for the right phrase, "not young anymore."

		Candace took a long sip of her wine first. "Did I mention that I got carded at the store the other day?"

		Terri smiled at her friend. "Once or twice."

		They laughed.

		When the waiter came back outside with his little serving tray, the women raised their new glasses of wine in the air and said at the same time, "To two sisters!"

		After that Terri furtively watched their waiter start to clear off a table which had a bunch of dishes on it from previous customers. She was looking at the waiter's ass, which seemed quite taut and muscular thanks to the combination of his flattering black pants and the effects of the Chardonnay. Feeling more and more like a pervert, Terri was about to draw Candace’s attention to the cute butt over there, when suddenly the door to the restaurant swung open and there stood a towering black man wearing a red necktie.

		Older, maybe 50's, with some gray in the sides of his wooly hair, Terri guessed the black man was a manager due to the way he carried himself, but also because of the nametag he wore. She saw the black man beckon for their waiter to come inside; then slowly move his unyielding gaze to the table where the two blonde women languorously sipped their wine glasses. Terri and the black manager made eye contact. Then a subtle, but highly suggestive smile spread across his thick purplish lips —causing Terri to blush severely and break eye contact so she could turn away, returning her full attention to her salad bowl once again. She was trying to not look too distraught.

		On cue, Candace leaned forward, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial hush almost. "I think you have a secret admirer."

		"I also happen to have a husband. Who is more age-appropriate."

		"You mean race appropriate?"

		Terri took a moment, making sure she wasn't about to fall into a trap. "You know what I mean."

		In a sultry whisper, Candace said, "Don't knock it until you try it. It's like they say. Black is beautiful. Black lives matter. The darker the berry, the sweeter the juice..."

		"How would you know?"

		Undaunted, Candace continued. "Once you go black, you never go back...."

		Knowing that her friend didn't mean these things, that she was only saying them because they were a little drunk and it was fun to say silly and taboo things, Terri responded, "You're terrible, Candace. You never fail to surprise me."

		"Have you ever seen black guys?"

		"Yes, of course I've seen them. Of course I have. I'm not blind."

		"No, that's not what I mean. I mean, have you seen black guys on the Internet?"

		From the way she spoke the words, Terri could tell that Candace was trying to be both subtle and suggestive at the same time. So it took Terri a few extra beats to put it together. Comprehension made her eyes go wide and lips go dry at the same time. She couldn’t believe it. She looked at her friend and said, "You mean, seen them, seen them?"

		"It's all over the Internet."

		"What is?"

		"BBC."

		"The news from England?"

		Candace laughed. "Are you being serious? Or are you just pretending not to know what I'm talking about?"

		Terri blinked her big green eyes several times. "I thought I did know what we're talking about."

		Then Candace shook her head, pulled her phone out, and showed Terri a webpage which provided some illumination to the topic that was making Terri blush like a schoolgirl. "Oh, ha, that's funny. I guess now I know. But I'm not sure if I want to know how you know about that, Candace."

		Candace turned her phone off, put it back into her purse, and gave her friend a frank, good-natured look now. "If you're asking if I fuck black guys (or have ever fucked a black guy) the answer is no. Obviously no. First off, I'm married, happily married like you. Secondly, my daddy would roll over in his grave if he knew his little princess was ..."

		Candace paused, most likely to figure out how to express her next thought in the most politically correct way possible. When nothing seemed to come to her, she merely shrugged and smiled at Terri. "You know what I mean. You know."

		Terri opened her mouth to speak, but before she could get the words out, she noticed a figure looming over them. She turned. It was their handsome waiter. He had a shy grin on his youthful face. On the surface of his serving tray there were two more glasses of white wine.

		"Compliments of the staff," he explained.

		Terri looked down at the glass in her hand, noting that she'd hardly touched it, then turned to see Candace smiling, nodding, gesturing for the waiter to continue. As he sat the drinks down in front of the Southern beauties, Terri couldn't believe it. They were already at their daily alcohol limit and another full glass seemed like a terrible idea.

		"Thank you, honey," Candace said as the waiter turned. "Tell whoever sent these that we appreciate it!"

		"Will do," said the waiter, disappearing into the restaurant again.

		"Is this a great idea?" Terri said, suspiciously eyeballing the two full glasses of wine in front of her.

		"Probably not, but it would be a shame to let these babies go to waste," said Candace with that mischievous look on her face. "Come on, it's not like either of us had something important to do today, right?"

		"Actually, I need to go by Home Depot for some stuff."

		"Exactly," said Candace.

		"God, my husband was right," said Terri, wrapping her slender fingers around the stem of her wine glass. "You're such a bad influence on me."

		Candace only laughed at that. "Don't tell me free drinks don't make you feel good? Girl, I know better. Ha! It's almost like we're back in college, drinking all night on other people's tabs!"

		Terri smiled, not sure whether she should point out that back in college the free drinks were coming from cute frat boys with shaggy hair, big smiles, and rugby T-shirts. Whereas now the free drinks were coming from sketchy black guys who worked in the food service industry and were probably old enough to be their father. Though she would have never publicly admitted it, sadly, Terri felt like this wasn't an upgrade. It made her feel like last year’s sports car which was sitting on some used car lot now, amongst the clunkers, the hatchbacks, the broken down Buicks.

		But Candace was already raising her glass again, smiling, trying to cheers.

		"Okay, okay," said Terri, giggling for no reason at all. "But just one more drink. After that I'm going home. Seriously, I'm going straight home."

		

		

		

		Part Two

		

	
		Terri woke up in bed, wearing a matching bra and panties set she'd bought at one of the more risqué boutiques at the edge of town. The panties were black, silky, cut high along the hips, and with little red bows all over them. They were a thong style too, which was great when she wore her sundress since she liked that airy feeling on her backside whenever the hemline of her dress whirled around.

		At the moment though, Terri was mostly surprised that she was still wearing her bra, its full C-cups designed to push up her cleavage enough that it looked like she had big bouncy D-cups. But there was a problem. She realized that it wasn't like her to go to bed wearing something so uncomfortable to sleep in. And so Terri started to wonder how drunk she'd gotten last night.

		"Damn it, Candace," Terri thought, her mind producing snapshots of the previous evening's raucousness. Each snapshot was out of order, unfocused, and caused a clanging sensation in her head. She stayed still in bed. She stayed like that for a long time. The room was dark. It was still dark outside also, which wasn't that surprising since alcohol normally kept her from getting a full night's rest. She closed her eyes and winced with guilt.

		Unlike her friend, Terri always felt really embarrassed whenever she allowed herself to cross the line between friendly buzz and blackout drunk. She knew that Candace liked to do that sometimes because it momentarily added reprieve to the march of inexorable time. But Terri felt differently about such behavior. Instead of joyfulness, such behavior only made her feel sad, like she'd let herself down, but also let all of the people around her down too.

		"You really are a terrible influence on me," Terri said out loud, as if Candace was really standing by the bed now.

		Still under the blankets, Terri's fingers mindlessly traveled down her body, where she wasn't surprised to find that the space between her legs was warm and damp. Alcohol had always been a social lubricant for Terri. But it was also a different kind of lubricant.

		She considered reaching over and opening the drawer to her nightstand where she kept her vibrator. The fact that she owned a vibrator still shocked her. But she reasoned that it was okay since her husband was still traveling a lot for his job. In fact, he seemed to like the idea of her having a vibrator more than she did. On several occasions he'd pleaded to watch her pleasure herself with the small, pink device. But Terri had always insisted that there was no way since she would invariably feel far too self-conscious in front of another person. Terri was many things. But she was not a performer or exhibitionist.

		Tentatively, she slipped a finger inside her panties, found the moist outer folds of her flower, and gently pushed just enough to tell that her pussy wasn't soaked, but it was needing some attention down there. Too bad her husband was out of town right now. Idiot. She felt like one of those horny street cats that was ready to back itself up on the first tom cat it found. Oh well, he may have been out of town, but at least she got a new Lexus every summer.

		"Fuck," she thought. "Hopefully I have plenty of batteries for my vibrator."

		Then Terri was just about to seek some relief for that warm throbbing in her panties when her big green eyes suddenly got bigger. Much, much, much bigger!

		This wasn't her room!

		She sat up in bed, her heart racing as she looked around, trying to get her bearings.

		It was a small, square bedroom that was barely big enough to fit the twin-sized bed that Terri was sitting up on. She clutched the blankets to her throat. She wanted to cover up as much as possible now. Her instincts told her that she was in a place she didn't want to be.

		Even worse, her hangover made her groggy and it was hard to think clearly. Soon she became aware of sounds around her. She could hear people's voices, outside, shouting at each other in the distance. She could hear the street traffic, cars honking, cars blaring rap music. None of this made Terri feel any better.

		Words like kidnapped, raped, and murdered began to flit through her ethanol-drenched brain. She wondered if she was going to be on the evening news. She wondered what her friends would say when they saw her corpse laying behind some gutter. She wondered if she was going to be considered a cautionary tale. She wondered how much she'd drank and whether or not someone had put something in drinks?

		She wanted answers, but she needed to get out of here as quickly and safely as possible.

		In the darkness, Terri hoisted herself to her feet, looked down at the bed. It made her skin crawl to think that a few minutes ago she'd been laying in some stranger's bed, spreading her legs and touching herself. She began searching for her clothes, her purse, her cell phone. Over by the window she saw the brick facade of a 5-story apartment building. The security lights allowed her to see a children's playground, a ground that was flat and had very little greenery, and a parking lot that was filled with cars that were either very old and junky, or very new and flashy. None of this made her feel better. Terri knew that she was in a world that she'd only read about or seen on the evening news.

		Afraid to make a sound, Terri moved around the room in her little panties, with her poor heart pounding in her ribcage. She couldn't understand what was going on. Things like this didn't happen to people like her.

		Eventually, she was disappointed, but not shocked, when she couldn't find her clothes or purse or phone. That would have been too easy. Then she looked around the room for a landline. She was thinking that maybe she could call the cops. But there was no landline to be found either. That also would have been too easy.

		Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Terri's blood went ice cold. There was a man standing in the doorway. He was looking into the bedroom. In Terri's panicked mental state, the man looked ten feet tall and six hundred pounds. The fact that she could only see his silhouette, and none of his defining facial features, increased the sense of looming dread Terri felt shooting through every inch of her body.

		"You're awake," he said in a tone that was as flat as it was low.

		In some part of her brain, Terri thought he sounded like a black guy, which didn't make her feel any better about the situation. She instinctively wrapped her arms around her breasts, trying to hide as much flesh and black silk as she could without seeming too obvious. As her senses remodulated in the dark, she realized that he wasn't a giant, just a very tall man, not skinny, probably black. Again, none of this information brought her any sense of relief.

		"You sleep okay?" he said, finally.

		Terri could tell that she was still in fight or flight mode, but she had enough mental composure to appreciate that neither of these options were appealing. He was far too large for her to fight off. Unfortunately. And as far as she could tell, there was only one way she could get out of the room. It wasn't looking good.

		She started to feel overwhelmed, her emotions getting the better of her.

		Wiping the first hint of tears in her emerald eyes, Terri decided to appeal to the big ogre's sense of decency. "Listen, you don't have to do this. I have money. How much money do you want?"

		"What you talking about?"

		One thing was certain. Terri knew she was right about him being a black guy. "I just want to go home. Okay? Can I leave now?"

		"You want to leave?"

		"Please don't hurt me," she whimpered.

		He started laughing. Surprisingly, the sound of his laughter was neither cruel nor menacing. Instead it had a pleasing richness, a deep masculinity that seemed to resonate in the cramped bedroom.

		When he stopped laughing, he said, "Ain't nobody gonna hurt you. Is that what you really think? Well, you're more than welcome to leave anytime you want. Mi casa is su casa. I mean, I might be a little sorry to see you leave. But I'm sure some of my neighbors would love the show."

		Terri looked down, saw all of the smooth white flesh that her bra and panties failed to cover up, and realized she knew exactly what he was talking about. Especially in a neighborhood like this one.

		As if to drive the point home, the black man said, "Not to mention it's bone-cold chilly outside. Yep, been that way ever since the sun went down. Can't imagine you'll have much fun walking up and down the streets with your ass hanging out for the brothas while you get some icicles in that pretty blonde hair. Naw, let me go check the dryer first. By now your clothes should be done."

		"You're drying my sundress?"

		"Washed and dried, just like you asked me to. You basically spilled a whole bottle of wine on yourself. It was sort of funny."

		"I asked you to wash my clothes?"

		"You asked nicely, which is why I agreed. How much do you remember anyway, about tonight?"

		"Not much."

		"Damn."

		"I'm sorry," she said, noticing that she was less scared, but more embarrassed now.

		"You remember being at the restaurant with your friend? The one who looks just like you?"

		She shook her head then watched him leave for a couple of minutes. She waited for him by placing her thumbs to her temples, trying to massage the slight headache away. That was another reason why she didn’t drink that much. First of all, she didn’t like waking up in her panties with strange black guys. Secondly, she didn't care for the headaches which seemed to be getting worse with age.

		"I'm Leroy," he said, returning with a glass of water, some aspirin, and a large Oakland Raiders football jersey. When she gave the jersey a funny look, he explained, "We're still waiting on your clothes. In the meantime, I figured you want something to cover up with. This is clean. Probably will cover up more than that dress of yours."

		At this point Terri didn't feel like she was in position to argue with her host. So far he hadn't been anything what she'd expected. He'd been kind, respectful, and generous. It was almost like he took care of people on a regular basis...

		That's when Terri had a small epiphany. She smiled, smiled bigger.

		"Hey, aren't you the guy from the restaurant? The manager?"

		"Nope," he said. "I ain't no manager. I'm a bartender though. Man, you must have forgotten a lot. We talked a bunch. It don't matter."

		She wasn't sure why, but relief flooded her heart. Next she began to feel guilty for assuming that the guy had harbored ill-intensions toward her. Terri's experience with black people, or African-Americans was somewhat limited, and she inwardly hated those moments when she privately reacted to the presence of a dark-skinned person differently from the presence of a white person. For some reason, she wanted to tell him this now, but she also felt that such a confession would only make an awkward moment all the more awkward.

		"Thank you," she said, taking the Raider's jersey and quickly pulling it over her luxurious blonde hair, allowing the garment to fall past her waist, almost to her knees. Standing there in his bedroom, she looked like a little girl who was wearing her daddy's favorite shirt. But at least the material felt good against her skin, so light and airy. More importantly, she was far more covered up than before.

		"Hope you're not a 49er's fan?" Leroy said. "Otherwise I really will have to ask you to leave."

		She smiled softly, shook her head, nervously patting down the polyester material of the jersey. "Thank you so much. I really appreciate it."

		"I was right. Wasn't I? It does cover up more than your dress."

		Terri felt his dark eyes assess her, going from head to toe. She could tell that he liked looking at her. She wished that she had shorts underneath the jersey, instead of just her panties. Suddenly she felt very vulnerable and nervous. He was still looking at her. Not wishing to give the man any cause to dislike her, or be vexed, she smiled sweetly at the black man and asked, “How long is that going to be anyway?"

		"About ten minutes," he said. "But let me ask you something. Do you want to fool around for a while? I was thinking that might be nice. I could drive you back to your car then. It's still at the mall."

		She looked at him for a long time, unsure if her ears were working correctly. The fact that he was looking so casual and nonchalant wasn't inspiring a lot of confidence. Maybe her ears weren't working, maybe her hangover was causing auditory hallucinations. "I'm sorry," she said, hesitantly. "But it almost sounded like you said fool around?"

		He nodded right away, nonchalant as ever, not breaking eye contact. "In the bed, on the couch, floor, wherever."

		She looked down at her bare feet, too stupefied to say anything but, "Oh."

		"Wanna try?" he said eagerly now. "Always fun to work on some race relations, stuff. If you know what I mean."

		"I... can't."

		He rolled his eyes. "Give me one good reason."

		Then Terri held up her ring finger and wiggled the rock back and forth, almost in a taunting manner.

		He whistled at the sizeable and glittering rock on her dainty white finger. It was the sort of wedding ring you'd expect to find on celebrities and members of royalty.

		Then, in his deep bass voice, Leroy said, "Yeah, yeah, I already know about Todd. I know you guys met at some coffee shop. I know you both like the same music. And I even know that Todd won't be back until tomorrow night."

		Confused, Terri dropped her hand and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to figure out how he could possibly know so much about her. "You're not a stalker are you, Leroy?"

		The black man's twisted smile only increased Terri's apprehension as he showed her his cell phone. Before the video even started she knew that this was not going to be good.

		She wasn't wrong either.

		In the video she saw two women, both very blonde and very intoxicated. At first Terri almost didn't recognize herself. Or maybe she didn't want to admit that she could actually get that drunk. It was embarrassing. Losing control like that. But the real cringing started when her and Candace and Terri started laughing and talking about "BBC" and how much they loved "big black cocks."

		The women weren't being serious, obviously. They were definitely just having what Candace always called a "drunk white girl moment." But standing there, faced with the incriminating cell phone video, Terri couldn't help wishing that the earth would open up and swallow her whole. In a matter of seconds her entire face had become flushed and beet red. Inwardly she vowed to never touch another drop of alcohol for the rest of her life.

		She handed him the phone back. "Feel free to delete that video."

		"It's a cute video."

		"Where is Candace?"

		"I dropped her off at her house since she was too drunk to drive. Nice neighborhood. I tried to do the same for you, but you kept giving me directions back to your car. You seemed awfully intent on driving. Figured that wasn't a great idea. I can drive you back to your car when you're ready."

		"I'm ready now," she said. "That is, when my clothes are ready."

		He shrugged his massive shoulders, showing no indication that he was too upset about her not wanting to fool around with him. Either he got plenty of women to fulfill his animal desires, or he had never genuinely expected the gorgeous white woman to say yes.

		Then Leroy looked at Terri and said, "Clothes should be ready, just check the dryer. I'm going to hop in the shower. Then I'll drive you back to your car."

		"Sounds great," she said, relieved.

		"You sure you don't want to fool around?" he said with a sly wink.

		"Maybe next time."

		The washer and dryer unit weren't hard to find and as Terri reached for her sundress she was hoping that the man would do the right thing and delete the video. Up until now, as far as she could tell, he'd shown himself to be a decent human being. But in today's world there was always that threat of becoming a viral sensation. Someone like Candace could probably laugh off most of the public embarrassment. But Terri knew that she would be mortified beyond belief if her friends and families saw her talking about black guys and their big cocks. That was the last thing she needed. To be known as the BBC White Girl.

		She got her sundress, then padded down the hallway in her panties and Raider's jersey.

		As she touched the handle to the bedroom door she recalled that she still needed to locate her purse and cell phone. It sounded like she'd probably left both of them in Leroy's car. She shook her head several times, scrunched up her small nose. Then she started to jiggle the handle, which seemed to be stuck.

		At the moment she didn't realize that she'd chosen the wrong door.

		In her hazy mental state she'd gone to Leroy's bedroom instead of the guest bedroom.

		When the door finally gave way, Terri was off balance, and her momentum caused her to come tumbling into the bedroom where Leroy was getting ready for his shower. He'd already removed all of his clothes and, for a second, stood only in a white terrycloth towel.

		Then the man turned in time to catch her and they fell back onto the bed. Terri was on top, legs spread, with her football jersey having ridden up her thighs so that it was almost at her waist now. And the collision caused Leroy's towel to come undone around his waist, leaving his bulky black body completely nude.

		Their faces were inches apart now. She gasped. She could feel his hot breath on her neck.

		With some of her blonde hair in his face, Leroy grinned up at her and asked, "Change your mind?"

		For a moment Terri was in too much shock to do or say anything at all. She was frozen. As embarrassment continued to flood her system, she glanced around the room, realizing too late that she'd made a mistake. A very big mistake.

		The room was slightly bigger, but not by much. Clearly the place needed a woman's touch. Terri thought the room reeked of masculine energy. The word "Spartan" came to her mind.

		On the opposite wall there were two curtain-less windows with their Venetian blinds fortunately drawn. The space between the windows lacked any ornament, just a solitary chair which had a bunch of slacks, shorts, and several long-sleeved dress shirts draped over its felt green back. Then there was a king-sized bed and matching dark cherry chest of drawers with a large mirror that reflected their images.

		Though Terri had to admit that she seemed almost unrecognizable in her unfamiliar garb, her blonde hair looking fuller and wilder than ever, as she continued straddling this large, flat-nosed, strange man with the deeply ebony skin and gleaming grin that seemed to be widening with every second.

		"I'm sorry," she said, in a shaky little voice. "I should get off. I mean, leave. I should leave. Yes, I'm sorry, I need to leave. Now."

		"You don't have to. Nobody's making you. You can just stay right here for as long as you like."

		Though she would never admit this, not even to herself, she did enjoy being on top of this man. It reminded her of being a little girl and playing with her daddy. Todd was bigger than her, but not like this. Leroy was made of a different stock. She could literally feel his indomitable will emanate through his slick African skin. He was built for size, strength, and power. "I'm married. I have a husband," she said in a voice that was almost a whisper.

		She didn't move though.

		"I'd be more surprised if you didn't have a husband," Leroy said, grabbing her by the hips. "You're too sexy. The first time I saw you, I thought any man that gets to sleep with her is one lucky sonuvabitch."

		"How old are you, Leroy?"

		Wholeheartedly, he chuckled some before narrowing his eyes a little. Then one of his meaty hands moved rather brazenly along the unblemished skin of her leg, giving her a playful squeeze to the muscles at the back of her thigh. When she didn't protest, he said, "Young enough to fool around, old enough to know better. How old are you?"

		"Younger than you," she said, privately noting that a different hand was now traveling down her stretched spine, then the small of her back, pausing just above her buttocks. It didn't feel bad. She was surprised by this. She raised one of her eyebrows at him and said defiantly, "Probably much younger than you."

		The pause that followed was long and charged with meaning. Then Terri let out a little gasp of surprise when she felt his hands (so big, so very warm) cup both of her butt cheeks and begin to knead the soft tender flesh.

		As he began to grope her body more and more, she knew that this was wrong. She knew that she needed to show some control and get up. But the longer it went, the stronger the magnetic forces between their two bodies became.

		He started kissing her. He'd already pulled the football jersey far past her waist to give him access to her hips and those twin globes of female backside which he seemed so addicted to squeezing with his big rough hands. And while Terri could feel the effects of their erotic energy, she knew that his own body was responding also.

		Though she dared not look down at it yet, much less reach down and touch it with her trembling fingers, she could feel Leroy's sex grow and grow the longer they kissed and writhed together on the bed.

		The kissing sounds became louder and when Leroy started to work his big, soft lips lengthwise down her slender neck, Terri couldn't help but to emit pleasurable little gasps and sighs which turned into moans. How was this happening? How was this older black man turning her on so much? Mostly by accident, her fingers found the large black thing between his legs. Wanting to return some of the pleasure she felt, she gingerly wrapped her fingers around the shaft, shocked by how wide it felt, how heavy it felt, as Terri allowed Leroy to pulse in her grip.

		"There you go, there you go," he said, nibbling on her earlobe while inhaling the strong apple-scented fragrance that came from her golden blonde follicles.

		She started working her knobby little wrist, knowing that men responded positively to this movement. Leroy was the same. The only difference was how much more effort it took to jack off such a big member. A cock. A big black cock. A BBC.

		Several times Katie had to switch wrists. His cock wasn't just wide, it was long too, much bigger than anything she'd ever experienced. Apparently men weren't all created equally. And soon Katie was using both of her hands to jack him off, which seemed to please Leroy, who momentarily stopped to admire the striking image of the sexy blonde wife struggling to handle her first BBC.

		"Does that feel good?" she said, her big green eyes searching his broad black face for signs of encouragement.

		Leroy was watching, playing with her hair, removing her bra so that he could start to rub her tits and twist her diamond-hard nipples roughly between his calloused fingertips. "God yes. Look how sexy that looks too. I love the contrast. Small white hands on my cock always pushes my buttons."

		His deep voice was like a heady liquor that entered her ears and filled her with delicious excitement. She squirmed as his black fingers clutched at her swollen white breasts. He started slapping her tits around, then playing with her nipples again. He was not always gentle. But he was effective. His ministrations made it difficult to continue her own task of jacking his big cock off.

		And sensing that she was growing tired, Leroy placed both of his hands on her shoulders, firmly pushing until she was flat on her back, her green eyes staring at the blade of the ceiling fan which silently turned above the bed.

		There was no question about what was going to happen next. Terri was naive, but she wasn't that naive. And as Leroy hooked his thumbs under her panties, a mixture of panic and excitement exploded through her body. Her mind was giving her conflicting signals. But before she knew it, Leroy already had her panties off, inhaling the delightful odor of her crotch, before playfully tossing them over his broad Negro shoulder.

		He didn't start right away. Instead he took a long moment to enjoy himself, stroking his big cock which was already swollen with lust. From her position, Terri guessed that it was at least ten inches, if not bigger. Needless to say, she had good reason to be wary. She bit her lip and grunted as the enormous helmet of his dark passion pressed against the folds of her sacred flower. Moisture and wanton lust allowed him to press a few inches further but already Terri could tell that it would be a while before she could accommodate such a well-hung lover.

		"Go slowly, slow, okay?" she pleaded.

		"I'm not going to hurt you."

		She found his arms, his neck, then his big broad back, and she began digging her pink lacquered nails into him, wincing as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into her body. He'd already made her so wet, but her body wasn't designed for this. She was used to Todd. And Todd was so much smaller, pinker, easier to take into her body. But this was different. She felt a level of arousal that she'd never experienced, knowing that she was about to be impaled on a big black cock. The taboo nature caused her juices to flow more freely than ever. And yet, she feared that she wouldn't be able to take his entire length without a great amount of pain. She was scared, but turned on. She'd never felt this alive. "I'm not used to this. You're so friggin' big."

		He pulled a couple of inches out, then sunk himself back into her, delighting in the wet sounds her pussy was making underneath his weight. "You will get used to it," he assured her.

		She stared back up at him with big, wide, disbelieving eyes. Primal feelings of lust caused the irises to dilate. Her mouth was slightly agape, and she found herself trying to spread both of her legs wide, wider, hoping to ease the burden of having his big cock in her tiny slit. "You're stretching me out, you bastard!"

		He snarled down at her, then dipped his head for a quick kiss, which turned into a much longer kiss, with both of their tongues exploring the furthest insides of their mouths. "Maybe you need to be stretched out. Missy."

		Then, for quite some time, there were sounds made, but no words, nothing intelligible. There were just animal sounds. Grunts, and gasps, and long muffled moans as their bodies worked together.

		Shame grew as Terri thought about her husband, who'd always been so loyal and trusting. She could not fathom being brought so low as to have sex with a guy like Leroy, who she barely knew, and what she did know didn't inspire conventional arousal.

		And yet, here she was, underneath this stallion of a man with the sable skin and horse-cock. As he caressed her breasts, fed her one of his long coal-black fingers to suck on, Terri could feel herself nearing climax. And the longer Leroy stayed inside her, the more Terri became addicted to the feeling of his glorious cock.

		She started to become less and less passive. Instead of just laying flat on her back and letting him fuck her, she threw her arms around that big neck, locked her ankles around his back, and sometimes pulling his head down when she demanded the possession of his thick, African lips while he continued fucking her like no man had ever done before.

		"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me like that," she could be heard saying in a voice that sounded hoarse and desperate.

		Leroy gave the sexy white wife a few more deep strokes, feeding her pussy that big black cock that she craved so much. And when he pulled himself out of her tiny pink slit he was amused to see how distraught she suddenly became, looking up at him with those pretty eyes, almost angry that she wasn't getting what she wanted.

		Spoiled brat.

		He knew the type.

		Well, the only way to deal with a spoiled brat is to either punish them, or give them what they wanted.

		And Leroy decided to do both to her. She needed a little punishing, and a whole lot of black meat.

		"What's wrong? Put it back, put it back inside. Please, please Leroy, I'm not kidding."

		Leroy looked down and saw the large circular wet spot she'd already made on his sheets. Then he went back to her breasts which had an enticing jiggle to them as she lay on her back. His fat lips paused on each nipple to give them a good suck and nibble before moving up for another one of their long passionate kisses on the lips. Even as they made out like teenagers, he could feel her squirm underneath him, trying to line up her drenched womanhood to his black pole.

		"Please," she cried, "I'm so close."

		"Maybe we can just make out some?" he said with a wry grin.

		"Bastard!"

		He laughed at that, then started to line up his cock with her pussy again. For a second, it looked like she was going to get what she wanted —what she demanded in her time of womanly need. But then Leroy, rather mischievously, leaned over and started to suck her earlobe, drawing the moment out, even though he could feel the blonde woman bucking her hips up and trying to push his cock back inside her pussy, calling him an asshole and bastard several more times. Leroy's ebony back arched to keep up the tease, and he punished her by switching ears and repeating the process, smiling as she tried to push her hips up and capture his cock again and again.

		Finally, Leroy timed her thrusts and when she lifted up he pushed his large, uncircumcised, cock with its big Milky Way veins, back into Terri's pussy in one quick thrust, driving her hips down into the bed. She yelped in shock, perhaps because he'd given her all of his inches, and just stared up at the older black man with wonderment as he held himself there for a moment to let Terri feel the fullness of his cock in her tight pussy. Then he slowly pulled his cock out of until only the head was inside, before slamming it back in, allowing his heavy sack to rest against her balloon-knot asshole.

		"Like that?" the black man said, brushing a shock of golden hair from her pretty face. "This what you need?"

		At the brink of orgasm, Terri lifted her head, trying to find his face for a kiss.

		But Leroy teased her again, pulling back, but keeping his cock buried inside her warm and wet little hole. "Better watch, people gonna start to think we really are lovers. Seems like you got a bad case of that jungle fever now."

		She didn't respond. Verbal communication was not an option for her right now. Terri's eyes were rolled back in her head and she'd become passive once more, no longer having the strength in her body to even wrap her legs around the man. Her mouth was open and she looked slightly drugged as Leroy started thrusting slowly, building up speed as he went.

		Then her moans became faster and higher pitched, before she suddenly went quiet, her thighs trembling, her eyes lost in the back of her skull, as she was granted a state of euphoria from the most ecstatic orgasm of her life. At its peak, Terri tightly clutched the man's muscled buttocks, once again digging her nails into his black flesh, as she quivered in what felt like a state of perpetual orgasm.

		Smiling, Leroy nuzzled his flat nose into Terri's golden locks and inhaled deeply. "Looks like you got what you came for. Now I'm going to give you something really special."

		Through fuzzy thoughts, the beautiful young woman fought to regain her composure, but Leroy wasn't making it any easier.

		Their lips met again and she felt him wrap both of his meaty arms underneath her, holding her tight against him. His grasp was incredible. Terri had never felt so much strength in a man's arms. It was like getting a bear hug from an actual bear, a big black bear who's tempo was increasing with each thrust.

		"Ohhhhhhhhhh, shiiiiiiit," Leroy moaned, his left hand cupping her ass, her bare ass, then his fingers dipping gently into her dripping cleft. Since there was no shortage of lubricating juices in the area, he was able to play with her tight anus, while continuing to fuck her with his powerful hips.

		"Oh Leroy, fuck me, fuck me you bastard!" Already Terri could feel her body on the verge of losing control again as he rammed that big hard cock back into her snatch. She reached for his rocking hips, not believing how good this felt. Multiple orgasms was not something she'd experienced very often. But that's exactly what he was giving her now.

		"Oh yes, baby. I'm ready to pop!" Leroy moaned, colliding into her perfectly white pelvis yet again. Then his whole body began to shake, he started grunting as he flooded her pink pussy lips with his hot jizz; and in the process of emptying his nuts drove the woman into her second climax.

		While Terri lay there, still in the midst of her aftershocks, not concerned by the trail of cum that was leaking from her slit and pooling on the bed, Leroy took the opportunity to grab her by the back of her neck, pulling their mouths together. Their tongues dueled for several long delicious minutes. Then Leroy broke the kiss with a sigh of resignation.

		"Well, that was fun. I suppose I better be getting you back to your car now."

		Terri stared up at the man who'd just dominated every inch of her body. Now she seemed sleepy and slightly incoherent, like she'd just woken from a long dream. "My car? Right, of course, we better..." Her voice faltered as she shivered, causing a particularly thick stream of hot gooey cum to flow out of her pussy, past her swollen lips, trickling down her thighs.

		Leroy glanced at the clock and smiled. "Or we can get some sleep and I'll take you in the morning. That is, if you don't mind the walk of shame?"

		After that they took a shower together, tenderly washing each other's bodies like new lovers. Then Terri found her panties balled up in the corner of the bedroom. Leroy helped her back into the jersey and they curled up together on the bed, Terri wiggling her buttocks into his groin while Leroy kept one of his black hands cupped to her breast.

		"That jersey looks good on you. You wear black good," he whispered into her ear.

		"I'm a Dallas Cowboys girl," she said.

		"Well I'm going to make a Raiders girl out of you yet."

		Terri felt his cock stir between her butt cheeks. Instinctively she pushed back. The friction caused his cock to swell some more. She couldn't believe how quickly he was recovering. Sleepily, she closed her eyes, smacked her lips, and said in a very soft voice, "No, cowboys all the way."

		"Keep saying that."

		"Cowboys all the way," she repeated, starting to fall into a slumber.

		Suddenly Terri felt herself being flipped onto her hands and knees. It all happened so quickly. Leroy pushed her jersey up so that it was covering her head. Hastily, he pulled her thong to the side and started to edge his black tool back into her white pussy. Then he got a better idea. He lay his meaty cock against her puckered asshole and allowed her to feel the incredible weight of it.

		"No, no, no. Not my ass!" Terri whimpered, with her ass spread out in the air for Leroy.

		"You're a Raiders girl now. Say it. Say it or you know what happens!"

		"Not my ass, please don't put that in my butt," Terri said, sounding panicked.

		Then there was just the sound of wild and terrible shrieks as the bed springs bounced to another furious climax.

		

		THE END
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