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Chapter 1: The Weight of Unspoken Words

The bank was a vault of quiet desperation. For Mary, it was a place where she meticulously arranged the lives of others, counting their money and managing their accounts, all while her own life felt like a collection of scattered coins, worthless and uncounted. At 38, she was a striking woman. Her hair, a lustrous chestnut brown, was styled in a bob that was both practical and elegant, framing her soft, oval face. Her figure was slender yet curvaceous, a testament to a disciplined nature. It was a body that her husband, Mark, had seemingly forgotten how to appreciate.

Her deep, soulful hazel eyes, often reflecting a sense of longing and a deep-seated frustration, were the only windows to the storm raging inside her. On the outside, she was a picture of calm composure, a trusted clerk in a small-town bank. The bank itself was a traditional building with high ceilings and the faint, dusty scent of history and old money. Mary felt like a part of that history, a relic from a time when life was supposed to be simpler, more fulfilling. But for her, the promise of a peaceful life had turned into a life of quiet desperation.

Mark was a good man, she told herself. He worked hard, paid the bills on time, and was a reliable presence in her life. But reliability was a poor substitute for intimacy, and a predictable routine was a hollow replacement for passion. Their home was a shrine to his routine: the remote control on the arm of his chair, the same news channel on every night, the same fleeting peck on her cheek before he left for work. It was a life built on a foundation of comfort, not connection. It was a life where Mary felt like a supporting character in her own story, a woman who had given everything to her family and profession only to find herself empty.

The loneliness was a constant companion, a silent scream that gnawed at her from the inside out. She was meticulous and organized, a trait that served her well at the bank, but at home, it felt like a desperate, futile attempt to control a life that was spiraling out of her grasp. She longed for intimacy, for a touch that was not a fleeting gesture, for a gaze that saw her not as a wife or a mother, but as a woman, truly and completely. Her quick mind and witty humor were often stifled by the profound sense of isolation that had become her constant companion.

She had met Mark in college, a young, naive girl drawn to his quiet strength and stability. They had fallen in love, married, and built a life together. But somewhere along the way, the passion had fizzled, replaced by a comfortable complacency that felt more like a slow death than a life well-lived. She looked at him some nights, curled up in his chair, lost in the television's glow, and felt a profound sadness. They were two separate islands in a sea of routine, close enough to see each other but too far to truly touch. The stress of it all had etched subtle lines around her eyes and mouth, a stark contrast to her fair and smooth complexion. She was a beautiful woman, a woman who craved touch and affection, but she was slowly withering away, a flower left in a vase without water.

Her days at the bank were a blur of transactions and small talk. Customers came and went, their lives a series of deposits and withdrawals, each one a tidy little package. She handled them all with the same quiet efficiency, her hands moving with a practiced grace that belied the turmoil within. She was the one they trusted, the one they relied on, as the bank manager was often absent. But trust was a transactional commodity, and reliance was a professional obligation. It was not the connection she craved.

One afternoon, a young couple came in, hand in hand, their faces alight with the promise of a shared future. They were opening a joint account, a new chapter in their lives. Mary watched them, a pang of something sharp and painful in her chest. She remembered a time when she and Mark had been that couple, filled with hope and a shared sense of purpose. Now, their joint account was just a practical necessity, a way to pay the bills and manage the household. The passion that had once fueled them had been replaced by a quiet, unstated agreement to simply exist side by side.

That night, she went home and found Mark in his usual spot, the television humming with the sound of a sports game. "How was your day, Mary?" he asked, his eyes never leaving the screen.

"Fine," she said, the word a lifeless thing. "Just fine."

Mark didn't notice the subtle slump of her shoulders or the profound sadness in her eyes. He was a man who saw the world in black and white, a man who saw what was in front of him but not what was beneath the surface. He was a man who had forgotten how to look and understand the woman he had married.

Mary went to the bedroom and slipped into a silk nightgown, a garment she had bought on a whim, hoping to spark a flicker of the old flame. She stood in front of the mirror, the soft fabric clinging to her curves, and looked at her reflection. She was still beautiful, she thought, still a woman of passion and desire. But who was she beautiful for? Her beauty was a secret she kept from the world, a well-hidden treasure that had been left in the dark for so long she was forgetting it was there.

The frustration was a silent scream, a constant companion that left her vulnerable and desperate for a man who could see her for the beautiful, passionate woman she was. She fantasized about it sometimes, about a man who would see the longing in her eyes and the hunger in her heart. A man who would awaken the dormant passion within her, a man who would see her not as a wife or a mother, but as a woman, full of fire and desire. She wanted a man to take her and make her scream, animalistic needs fulfilled for both of them.

She climbed into bed, the sheets cold and empty beside her. She lay there for a long time, listening to the muffled sounds of the television from the other room, a world away from the man she was supposed to share a life with. The weight of her unspoken words was a heavy thing, a physical burden that seemed to press down on her chest. She wanted to scream, to cry, to break something, anything, to shatter the suffocating silence that had become her life. But she didn't. She simply lay there, alone in the dark, and wished for a man who would make her feel alive again. She was a woman drowning in a sea of routine, a woman waiting for a storm to sweep her out of the doldrums of her current life.


Chapter 2: The Arrival of a Storm

The bell above the bank door chimed, and a familiar sense of monotony settled over Mary. Another customer, another transaction, another fleeting interaction in a life that felt increasingly defined by them. She pasted on her practiced, professional smile, a mask she had worn for so long it felt like a part of her face. But then, she saw him. He was a man who didn't walk so much as he moved with a quiet authority, a powerful force of nature who seemed to command the very air around him. He was in his early 40s, a powerfully built man, his broad shoulders and muscular arms a testament to a life of hard work. He carried himself with a steady confidence that only came from genuine success. His skin was a rich ebony, a stark and beautiful contrast to the flour that often dusted his clothes. His face was a handsome canvas of strong, chiseled features, with a smile that could light up a room and eyes that held the confidence that moved people. This was not a man who had forgotten how to live; this was a man who had built his life with his own two hands, a walking monument to the American dream.

He approached her counter with a sense of purpose that made her heart flutter in her chest, a feeling so foreign it almost startled her. "I'd like to open a new business account," he said, his voice a low, resonant baritone that sent a shiver down her spine. "My name is James".

"Of course, Mr. James," she said, her voice a little breathy. "I can help you with that." The words felt inadequate, a flimsy shield against the powerful wave of attraction that was washing over her. She felt her face flush slightly, a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with the bank's heating system. She had to remind herself to breathe. He seemed to notice nothing, his eyes steady and calm as she took his information. But as she handed him the form, their fingers brushed, and a jolt of electricity shot through her. It was a casual touch, a fleeting moment, but to Mary, starved for affection, it was a spark that ignited a dormant fire. She felt her pulse quicken, her breath catch in her throat. Her hands trembled slightly as she took the form back from him, a stark contrast to the practiced efficiency she usually displayed.

"I run a bakery," he explained, his voice rich and deep. "I do a lot of business in cash. I'm a little concerned about the handling of my weekly deposits. It's a significant amount, and I want to be sure it's handled with care.”

Mary looked at him, studied him, and saw a man who was as complex as the sourdough he perfected. He was ambitious and driven, a man who had poured his heart and soul into his bakery, often to the detriment of his personal life. He was a provider, a protector, and a man who believed that his hard work was the ultimate expression of his love. He was the kind of man who could easily fulfill the unspoken desires of a woman starved for affection, and Mary felt a powerful, almost overwhelming, pull towards him.

"I understand," she said, her voice soft but sincere. "I can personally handle your account, Mr. James. I'll make sure every deposit is reconciled to your liking.”

"Thank you, Mary," he said, and the way he said her name, like it was a secret between them, sent another shiver through her. "I feel better knowing it's in your hands". His eyes moved to examine her, and she felt a thrill as if they were physically touching her. She wished the counter was lower, so she could feel him ‘down there.’

As James left, Mary watched him go, a sense of longing settling over her. He moved with a quiet authority, a powerful force of nature. She felt seen, for the first time in a long time. She was no longer a wife, or a bank clerk. In his eyes, she was simply Mary, a woman who was worth seeing. The feeling was intoxicating. She found herself replaying their brief interaction in her mind, the sound of his voice, the warmth of his touch, the intensity of his gaze. She felt a powerful, visceral connection to him, a feeling that was both thrilling and terrifying.

James, for his part, walked out of the bank with a newfound purpose. He had been so focused on his business, on the American dream he was building, that he had forgotten to look at the world around him. But Mary, with her fair, smooth complexion, her soft oval face, and her quiet, dignified beauty, had captured his attention completely. His eyes, which had held the kind of steady confidence that came from genuine success, now held a new, predatory hunger. He found himself fixated on her creamy skin and the soft, full swell of her breasts beneath her sensible blouse, determined to experience them bare. He was a man who knew what he wanted and how to get it. His hands, so skilled at shaping bread, now held a raw, unrefined power that hinted at a passion long dormant. The thought of those hands on Mary's body, on her creamy skin, sent a jolt of anticipation through him. He had built his bakery from the ground up, a testament to his drive and ambition. Now, he was going to build something new, something that would satisfy a different hunger, a hunger he hadn't known he possessed until he met Mary.

He drove back to his bakery, the smell of fresh bread filling his car, but all he could think about was the delicate, floral scent of Mary's perfume. He saw her face in the steam from the ovens, her soft eyes in the rising dough. He was a man of action, a man who believed that his hard work was the ultimate expression of his love. And now, his hard work would be directed towards a new goal: Mary. He would do whatever it took to break through the polite, professional facade she wore and find the passionate, desperate woman beneath it. He needed to make her his, at least to satisfy his cravings.

He spent the rest of the week planning his next move. He knew he couldn't simply show up at her house. She was a married woman, and he was a man of honor, but he was also a man who knew what he wanted. He would use the weekly deposits as his excuse, his way in. He would make them a private affair, a secret between them, a space where the professional facade could finally crumble, revealing the raw passion that lay beneath.

He would create a space where he could break through her professional obligations and facade. His will was strong, and he was certain that she could feel his desire. He knew that he would have her. The thought sent a jolt of raw, unadulterated desire through him. He couldn't wait for the next week's deposit. He was no longer just a baker; he was a hunter, and Mary was his prey. He was a man who knew what he wanted and how to get it. And he was going to get Mary.


Chapter 3: The Counting Room 


A week later, the bell above the bank door chimed again, and Mary's heart leaped in anticipation. She looked up and saw James, a familiar, welcome figure, his broad shoulders filling the doorway. He carried a large canvas bag, and a mischievous smile played on his lips. She felt a blush creep up her neck as he approached her counter. "Good morning, Mary," he said, his voice a low rumble. "Time for the first deposit." 

"Good morning, James," she replied, her voice a little breathy. "Let's get this handled for you." 

She gestured for him to place the heavy bag on the counter, but he shook his head. "I'd feel better if we were in a more secure space. It's a lot of cash, and I don't want to draw any unnecessary attention." 

Mary's pulse quickened. He was right. It was a large deposit, and they shouldn't be counting it out in the open. But a part of her, the part that craved his presence, his attention, was thrilled at the prospect of more close, uninterrupted time with him. "Of course," she said, trying to sound as professional as possible. "We have a secure counting room in the back. Follow me." 

She led him through the maze of desks and file cabinets to a small, private room. The room was simple, with a large wooden table in the center and a small desk in the corner. The door had a heavy, old-fashioned lock, and Mary felt a thrill of forbidden intimacy as she closed it behind them, the click echoing in the small space. James placed the canvas bag on the table, and Mary unzipped it. The bag was filled with stacks of crisp bills. She pulled a few stacks out, placing them on the table, and began to count, her hands moving with their practiced precision. She was acutely aware of James's gaze on her. He didn't speak, but she could feel his eyes, hot and intense, fixed on her. She felt herself grow warm under his scrutiny, and a powerful wave of desire washed over her, a feeling she had long forgotten. 

His gaze seemed to linger on the gentle swell of her breasts, and she felt a delicious shiver course through her. Her blouse, a simple, professional white shirt, felt suddenly too tight, too constricting. On a whim, a silent dare to herself and to him, she undid one button at her neck, just enough to give him a better view, just enough to taunt him. His eyes met hers for a moment, and she saw a flicker of raw, unrefined hunger in their depths. The intensity of his gaze was a physical thing, and she felt a deep, powerful arousal building within her. He was watching her, not just counting the money, but truly watching her, seeing her, a fact that made her insides clench with excitement. 

As she moved a stack of bills, their arms brushed against each other. It was an accident, or was it? The contact was brief, but it was enough. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, and a gasp escaped her lips, soft and involuntary. He didn't move away, and for a moment, they were frozen, their proximity a palpable, charged force in the small room. Mary finished counting the money, her hands trembling slightly. "There you have it," she said, her voice a little shaky. "All counted and reconciled." 

James smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a jolt of pure exhilaration through her. "I'm sure you're right, Mary," he said, his voice a low, sensual murmur. "But I have to be sure you haven't pocketed any of it." 

Before she could respond, he reached out, his hands, so skilled at shaping dough, now gentle and deliberate as they came to rest on her shoulders. He moved them slowly, deliberately, down her back, and then around to her front, his thumbs brushing against the soft outer curve of her breasts through her clothes. A deep, powerful shiver ran through her body. His touch was a stark contrast to Mark’s perfunctory pecks on the cheek, and the raw, unrefined power in his hands was a testament to the dormant passion she was feeling. 

He unfastened the second button on her blouse and slid his hands inside. His fingers were warm against her bare skin, and she gasped as he cupped her breasts, his touch firm yet gentle. She felt the immediate and powerful arousal, a rush of heat and a tightening in her nipples. Her body was a foreign country, suddenly alive and receptive to this new, delicious invasion. 

"Did you find anything?" she asked, her voice a whisper, her head thrown back, her eyes closed in an ecstasy of sensation. 

"Just a couple of beautiful assets," he replied, his voice a low, throaty laugh. "But I think there's more." 

He pulled her closer, his powerful body pressing against her, and a thrill of pure excitement coursed through her. She could feel his hardness against her thigh, and it felt huge. She could feel herself growing wet at the thought of feeling him inside her. "You should probably check under my skirt, then," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. 

James's smile widened. "An excellent idea," he said. "I do have to make sure you're not hiding any cash there ." He knelt before her, and his hands, so recently on her breasts, now moved with a raw, unrefined power to her hips, his fingers slid under her shirt, hands exploring her buttocks, moving around her hips and brushing her mound, through her panties. She was certain that he could feel her wetness. 

As she looked down into his brown eyes, she yearned for him to slide his digits inside of her - to take her here, violate her and make her orgasm. She wanted to beg him, but she remained silent, a habit of her professional expertise. 

As his fingers brushed her mound again, the gasp that escaped her lips was a mixture of shock and pure pleasure, and it made James smile, a slow, predatory grin that promised more. 

As he rose, she could barely breathe, “Did you find cash?” 

James gave her a lascivious grin, “No cash, but definitely valuables.” His eyes sparkled as he added, “But nothing that belongs to me.” After a pause he added softly, “yet.” 

He broke their gaze, turning to the door, "I'll see you next week, Mary," he said, his voice a low rumble. "I'm looking forward to our next deposit." 

Mary watched him leave, her body still humming with the aftershocks of his touch. She was a woman renewed, a woman who was no longer a wife or a mother, but simply a woman, seen and desired for the first time in what felt like forever. She spent the rest of the day in a daze, her mind replaying the scene in the counting room. The feel of his hands on her skin, the warmth of his body pressed against hers, the raw hunger in his eyes—it was all so new, so exhilarating. She felt a powerful sense of liberation, a freedom she hadn't realized she was missing. For so long, she had been a prisoner of her own life, but James had given her a key, a taste of a world she had only fantasized about. 

When she got home, Mark was in his usual spot, the television humming with the sound of a sports game. "How was your day, Mary?" he asked, his eyes never leaving the screen. "Fine," she said, the word no longer lifeless. This time, it held a secret, a delicious, dangerous secret that was all her own. She went to the kitchen and made dinner, her hands moving with a newfound energy. She felt alive, vibrant, and full of a quiet, simmering excitement. Mary ate with a healthy appetite, and she noticed for the first time in a long time that she wasn't just existing, she was living. She was a woman with a purpose, a woman with a secret, a woman who was no longer drowning in a sea of routine, but was instead riding the crest of a powerful, exhilarating wave. She felt a sense of anticipation, a hunger for the next week to come, for the next deposit, for the next moment she would share with James. She was no longer just a bank clerk; she was a woman on the verge of a passionate awakening. 


Chapter 4: Two Deposits

The next week, Mary was at her counter, her heart pounding a steady, excited rhythm. She wore a skirt that was a little shorter than her usual professional attire, and her blouse was made of a material so thin that the absence of a bra was a delicious secret between her and her reflection. She checked her watch every few minutes, her eyes darting to the bank's entrance with a hunger she hadn't known she possessed. The quiet hum of the bank, usually a source of comfort, now felt like a prelude to something extraordinary, a stage set for a drama that was all her own.

Finally, the bell above the door chimed, and James entered, a canvas bag in his hand. He looked as magnificent as she remembered, his broad shoulders and muscular arms filling out his polo shirt, his deep, rich ebony skin a perfect contrast to the stark white of the bag. He smiled, and her heart did a brief flutter, a nervous, exhilarating beat that echoed the rhythm of her desire.

"Good morning, Mary," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver through her. "Looks like I have another deposit for you."

"Good morning, James," she replied, her voice a little husky. "I was just getting the counting room ready for you."

She led him back, her hips swaying a little more than usual as she walked, a silent invitation that she was sure he was picking up on. He followed, his gaze fixed on her, and she felt a delicious shiver run through her body. Every step was a new, powerful sensation, a promise of the intimacy that was to come. The thought of him, alone with her, in that small, private room, was a thrill that made her feel more alive than she had in years.

Inside the private room, he placed the bag on the table and turned to her. He didn't reach for the zipper; instead; he stepped closer, his powerful presence filling the small space. The scent of his cologne, a subtle mix of spice and wood, was intoxicating. She felt herself drawn to him, a moth to a flame, and she knew in her heart that she was going to get burned, but she didn't care. The burn would be a small price to pay for the heat, for the passion, for the feeling of being truly seen.

"I have two deposits for you today, Mary," he said, his eyes a dark, knowing sea of desire.

"Two?" she asked, her voice a breathless whisper.

Instead of answering, he pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her waist. The feel of his muscular body against hers was a shock, a sudden, powerful reality that was more intense than she had ever imagined. His lips found hers, and the kiss was a revelation. It was not a polite peck or a hurried brush of lips. It was a deep, passionate, and demanding kiss that left her breathless, a culmination of the week-long anticipation that had been building between them. He kissed her with a hunger that matched her own, a raw, unrefined passion that sent a jolt of pure exhilaration through her.

She couldn't resist. Her hands went to his broad shoulders, holding on as if for dear life. His lips were soft yet firm, his tongue a confident presence as it explored her mouth. She kissed him back with a fervor she didn't know she possessed, a passion that had been dormant for years, now finally awakened. The world outside the counting room, the world of Mark and routine and quiet desperation, faded away, replaced by the reality of James's kiss, his powerful body pressed against hers, the raw hunger in his eyes.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathing heavily, their eyes locked. "What was that for?" she whispered, a little breathless.

"That," he said, his voice a low, throaty murmur, "was a preparation for my first deposit."

His hands moved from her waist to the hem of her skirt, and then they were under it, his fingers stroking the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thighs. "This deposit," he said, his voice a promise, "is very personal."

His words, a low, sensual murmur, were a promise of what was to come, a promise that sent a thrill of pure excitement coursing through her. She gasped as his fingers found the soft, moist heat of her, and she felt her hips instinctively buck against his touch. He was a man of action, a man who knew what he wanted and how to get it, and she was ready to give it for the first time in what felt like forever. She was a woman renewed, a woman who was no longer a wife, but simply a woman, seen and desired for herself. She was a woman on the verge of a passionate awakening, a woman who was no longer drowning in a sea of routine, but was instead riding the crest of a powerful, exhilarating wave. The world outside the counting room, the world of Mark and routine and quiet desperation, faded away, replaced by the reality of James's kiss, his powerful body pressed against hers, the raw hunger in his eyes.

Mary could feel his erection against her leg, as she realized that this time she would feel him inside.

James’ powerful hands hiked up her skirt, and she felt him pull her panties down, as she helped work them off her legs. He stepped back and pushed down his pants, freeing his long dark cock. Mary gasped as she saw it, mesmerized by his length and girth, hungering to feel his veiny strength inside of her.

She pulled her skirt up around her hips, and sat on the table, spreading her legs for him. She knew it was wrong, but wanted him so bad. Mary was virtually gushing with excitement for the first black cock she had ever seen in person.

James stepped forward and chuckled as his engorged head touched her slick lips. “Ready for my deposit, Mary? There’s no protection for this one.”

She looked into James’ brown eyes and moaned, “So ready! I don’t care about protection, just give it to me!” Her brain was insane with lust. Mark always pulled out, in the very rare times they had sex. She knew the risk, but still wanted James to take her fully, wanted to feel him spurt deep inside of her, feel his sperm hunting for her cervix. She wanted to be bred like a real woman and wanted James to do it. It was a safe time, but the fantasy drove her wild.

She felt James spreading and filling her - as powerful as his arms and body were; he went slowly, working deeper and deeper inside of her as she moaned with pleasure.

“Mary, you feel so good. Do you like this?”

“Oh God, yes. Fill me completely!” she begged.

James continued until she felt his hips against hers, and the pressure of his balls against her ass. She wasn’t sure she could take anymore and reveled in the feeling of being so full. “Oh, God, that’s good,” she whimpered.

James leaned up a little grasping her hips with his powerful hands, as he asked, “Am I your first black lover?”

Mary nodded, watching his eyes.

“What do you want, Mary? What do you desire your husband can’t give?”

Mary shuddered at the thought that she was married and had given James everything. Well, almost everything.

Her eyes fierce, she said, “Hard. Do it hard. Use me. Breed me!”

James’ eyes lit up at her words, and he wasted no time. His hands tightened their grip on her hips as he immediately fucked her hard, pummeling her insides with his straining cock.

Mary was shocked by the violence of it, but thrilled at being treated like meat. She was no longer the shadow of a person, a roommate to Mark. She was a woman being used like a sex toy - she was a woman! Mary craved being wanted like this, used like this. She relished every jerk, every pump, every groan from James as he fucked her so hard the table squeaked.

It didn’t take him long before he pulled tight and looked into her eyes as he groaned, and she knew he was squirting his seed into her depths. Her arms wrapped around his neck, and legs pulled him tight into her.

He whispered into her ear, “Breeding you, Mary. God, I’m breeding you. Putting a kid in your married belly.”

His voice sounded a little confused and guilty, so she whispered, “It’s a safe time.”

He breathed more easily and said, “You tease,” which made her chuckle.

He stood, keeping himself inside of her and said, “Your turn,” as his thumb rubbed her clit while he slowly fucked into her. She was about to object when a powerful orgasm gripped her. She had to put her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming out loud.

She watched helplessly as James smiled, continuing to rub her clit while she thrashed through a second orgasm right after the first!

When she calmed, James pulled out with a sucking noise, and she watched him pull up his pants as she slid off the table and straightened her skirt.

He was watching her, as she commented, “Wow.”

James smiled and said, “Maybe count the other deposit now?”

Whoa! Mary had completely forgotten her job. She pulled open his bag and quickly confirmed the amount matched the deposit slip.

She took the bag and said, “I hope you have two deposits next week, too.”

James smiled and said, “I am certain the first will be just as big as this week, I’ll be thinking about you a lot.”

Mary felt warm and excited for the first time in a long time as she returned to her counter and processed James' deposit, while his other squirmed inside of her.

***

About an hour later, the assistant manager approached Mary, and asked her to step into the counting room. Ricky was a mousy quiet man, who rarely interacted with any of the staff. Mary hoped that her antics with James hadn’t been found out, she really needed this job.

The counting room door closed, and Ricky held out his hand. Her panties were dangling from his finger. “I believe these are yours.”

Mary froze, staring at the evidence, and tried to read Ricky.

He pushed his hand forward and said, "Go on, take them.” As she carefully pulled the panties from his finger, he smiled and said, “If I liked women, I would definitely use this to take advantage of you.”

Mary felt the tiniest bit of relief, but was waiting for the “but.”

“But I know Mr Baker is a new high worth client, and you’re just trying to satisfy him.” Mary felt a bit more relieved at Ricky’s revelation.

Ricky gave her a kindly smile and said, “Next time, use the manager’s office. It’s got better soundproofing and a chaise lounge. Much more comfortable than the table.” He gave her a wink and said, “I know from experience.”

He left the counting room as Mary stood there stunned, her panties in her hand and jaw on the floor. She felt fluids running down her leg, and realized she should put on the panties, to stem the flow of semen leaking out of her.


Chapter 5 - Expanding Business

That night, when she returned home, the typical exchange with her disconnected husband felt so different.

“How was your day, Mary?”

“Fine,” she repeated her typical answer, but her brain exulted “ I got the fuck of my life from a big black man!”

When she went to bed, she lay next to Mark, growing horny as she imagined James’ sperm wriggling inside of her, just feet from her husband. She became so agitated that she snuck into the bathroom to rub out an orgasm, then lay back in bed trying to think of anything other than James’ big cock ramming her full.

***

The next week, she couldn’t wait for James’ typical banking day. She carefully dressed for him, plain flats with a thin dress and no bra or panties. She examined herself in the mirror several times to determine how to best conceal her nakedness from her co-workers, and to display it to James.

The banking day was a blur, as Mary focused on the front door, mechanically processing her customers’ requests. Just after lunchtime, Ricky the assistant manager slid up to her and said, “I left some air freshener in the manager’s office. Lock the door and take as much time as you like.”

Mary felt a chill, knowing that he shared her secret. Ricky looked at her chest and gave a small smile, “Chilly? That’s an excellent choice of dress, by the way.”

As he quietly left, Mary looked down and saw that her nipples were hard and on full display through her dress material. As she tried to slow her breathing and calm down so that they would disappear, she heard the deep voice of James. “Chilly?”

Mary looked up into his brown eyes and almost whispered, “Excited.” She quickly glanced around and said, “For your deposit.”

She was rewarded by his bright white smile, shining from the darkness of his face. “Shall we?” he said. His voice gave her a thrill, and she knew her nipples were on high-beam, but she didn’t care who saw them.

As she led him past the counting room, she glanced back to see his confused look. She paused in front of the manager’s office and swung open the heavy wooden door. James stepped inside, looking around at the plush office as Mary shut the door behind them.

James asked, “What’s this?”

Mary deliberately locked the door as James’ eyes watched her movements. “Someplace more private. More quiet.”

Mary loved to see his smile, a hungry acknowledgement that he wanted her. He wanted to take her and do unspeakable things. And she knew she would let him. Mary unsnapped the clasp at her neck and let her dress fall to the floor, exposing her completely naked body.

As James' mouth opened, Mary said, “Someplace where we have time.”

“Time?”

“Time to do anything you want to me,” she said, stepping forward, fully prepared to shatter her marriage vows again.

James smiled, “Well, I have time today.” He unfastened his pants and pushed them to the floor, releasing his dark erection. “Why don’t you show me what you can do with that mouth? Your kisses are so good, let’s see how good you suck cock.”

Mary gasped at his words. He had been civilized and graceful until just then.

James chuckled, “Does ‘suck cock’ shock you or thrill you, Mary?”

He watched as she took a step forward, then said, “Stop. Crawl to me.”

Mary looked at him, then lowered to her hands and knees, and crawled to James, watching his muscular legs grow nearer as he spoke to her, “That’s it Mary. You want to be a bad girl, don’t you?”

Mary felt her hearty hammering as she heard herself say “Yes,” in a small voice.

“Good girl,” his deep voice said. When she reached him, she stood on her knees and reached for his hardness, the thick veiny monster standing straight out, glistening pre-cum at his opening.

As Mary reached for his member, James directed, “Use your left hand. I want to see your wedding ring against my cock.”

Mary looked up at him, and he said, “That’s it, keep eye contact, Mary. I want to see your eyes as you service me.”

Mary gulped, and James chucked, “Yes, dear. You are servicing  me. I am using you . Now lick my balls while you hold my cock.”

Mary leaned forward, the musky scent of the large black man thick in her nose. Her tongue gently touched his sack, his pubes tickling her lips.

“Come on, Mary. You can do better. Really lick them. Lick like you’re cleaning the sweat off of them, like they taste like chocolate. And keep eye contact.”

Mary did as told, her pussy betraying her excitement. It felt like a river between her legs as she licked James’ balls, sucking them into her mouth and running her tongue over and behind them.

“That’s it, baby. Like a pro! Now suck me off. Keep eye contact, and swallow, don’t spit. Spitters are quitters,” he chucked.

“James,” she begged. She needed him inside her.

“Don’t worry Mary. I’m gonna fuck your brains out. Make me cum and I’ll last longer. I’ll ruin that slutty pussy for you. You’ll be full of my baby makers in no time slut, just get to sucking.”

Mary took him into her mouth, stretching her lips to accommodate his size. She could only get a few inches in, so bobbed on him as best she could. She watched his pubic hairs glistening in front of her, then felt his hands on the back of her head.

“Eye contact, slut!” he barked. Mary looked up in time to see the lust in his eyes as she felt him press deep into her mouth, pushing his cock into her throat, causing her eyes to tear as she gagged.

“That’s it! Take a real dick, baby. God, your throat is so tight!”

Mary gasped and struggled for air, and James’ hands just gripped her tighter. “Don’t fight it, Mary. Open your throat and take me like a real slut. I’m not letting you go until I pop, so you better learn quickly!”

Mary was shocked at the transformation of the gentle giant into cock monster, and she was equally shocked that she liked him like this, too. She tried to loosen her throat, to ignore the gag reflex and choking and tears in her eyes.

She looked up at him and knew there was no way he was stopping until he came, so she let her body go limp in case it would help her gag reflex. James’ grip on her head was so firm that she just hung there while he fucked her throat. Mercifully, it was a brief time before he groaned and stiffened, and she knew he was shooting directly down her throat.

As soon as he finished, he released his grip on her head and she fell to the floor, snot and spit and cum all over her face. She looked around for something, then felt James pressing tissues into her hand.

“You did good, Mary. With some practice, you’ll be a great cocksucker.”

James grabbed her arm and pulled her towards the lounge chair. She felt his muscular hands on her ass as he lifted her onto the padded surface, “Now for the main event. You’ve been waiting for me to fuck your brains out, haven’t you?”

Mary looked at him, nodding weakly as her pussy drooled.

“What do you want, Mary? Tell me your dirty desires.”

Mary examined him, saw his muscled hands, arms, and his enormous cock, already revived. She said confidently, her voice a little hoarse from the throat fucking, “Fuck my brains out. Flood my cunt with your black babies. Send me home as a cheating whore - a black man’s whore.”

James smiled broadly, “There she is. There’s the slut that’s been hiding.”

For the next 45 minutes, James gave Mary what she wanted. She was completely stuffed, and he was rougher than the first time. She was certain that she had bruises inside her vagina from the brutal pounding that he gave her.

Mary came four times before James finally pulled her tight and flooded her insides. As he held her tight, letting the last of his sperm drool into her, he whispered into her ear, “Is this a safe time, or am I making you pregnant?”

Mary’s brain was still reeling from the orgasms, “I dunno. It’s close. I think we’re safe.”

As James broke away, pulling his slimy cock out of Mary, he said, “Better stop at the clinic for a Plan B. Or wait a few weeks and deal with it then.”

Mary’s stomach roiled in excitement and terror as she contemplated the stakes of her game.

***

The following week, Mary eagerly awaited James’ appearance for his banking day. After lunch, Ricky stopped by her station when no one was near. He smiled and said, “Today must be the day for your baker.”

Mary gave a faint smile and a curious look, prompting Ricky to whisper, “You don’t wear panties on the days he makes his, um, deposits.” Mary was actually thrilled that Ricky knew and was watching her. Even though he was gay, it was still amazing to have someone look at her and know.

In the early afternoon, Mary saw James’ large frame enter the branch, and immediately felt her juices flowing. She couldn’t stop thinking about how he treated her on his last visit, and wanted more of the same. She loved he wanted her for raw sex, no pretenses. Mary loved the way it felt to lie in bed with her Mark, the black man’s sperm swimming inside of her while pathetic husband just snored away.

Mary felt confused as James walked to her window accompanied by another man. He was shorter than James, and jet black, like he was from an island or deep Africa. Mary’s confusion turned to frustration as she realized that including a friend meant no ‘special deposits’ and was angry at James for ruining her fun.

James’ deep voice greeted her as usual, “Hello Mary. I’m here for the weekly deposit.”

Mary pointedly looked over at the other man, and James took the hint. “Oh, sorry. This is Kevin. He does business in, um, used equipment. He also handles large amounts of unmarked cash and wants to switch banks.”

Mary read between the lines. ‘Unmarked’ meant dirty money. Kevin was probably a fence, which might bring scrutiny to the branch. Her business brain kicked in as she greeted him, “Hello Kevin. We’d love to have your business, but there are some concerns with cash businesses.”

Kevin smiled, his bright white teeth startling against his ebony complexion. “I understand. No transactions over $10,000. Small mixed bills preferred. IRS rules, of course. I know your concerns.”

Mary looked back at James, still disappointed at the interruption to her fun.

James said, “I told Kevin about your special attention to servicing my deposits, and he wants the same. I promised him he could sample your customer service skills before he moved his account.”

Mary was shocked. Kevin was good looking, but also had an air of violence and danger about him. How could James share their special arrangement with him?

“I don’t know, James, I mean our arrangement is, um, special,” Mary said, concern in her eyes. She looked at James, hoping he would understand.

James leaned forward and said firmly, “You will service us both today, Mary. Let’s go to the office.” He added in a demanding tone, “Now.”

Mary knew she couldn’t deny James. He knew her secret pleasure in being dominated by him. He knew she was a whore for him and would now be a whore for his friend. Mary carefully led them to the manager’s office, then closed and locked the door behind her. Her heart was hammering and stomach flipped at the sound of the lock engaging.

She turned to find James right next to her, and felt his hand touch her neck, unhooking the clasp on her dress. She stood still as the garment slid to the floor, exposing her nakedness.

Kevin stared at her, his eyes covering every inch, as he said, “She’s a tasty bitch.”

James chuckled and said, “Go on Mary, show him how good you suck cock.”

Mary looked desperately at James, certain this was a joke or jest.

James met her eyes, “Just like last week. Crawl. Eye contact. Balls first.”

Mary slowly got onto hands, and knees as she watched Kevin pull off his clothes. When he pushed down his shorts, his cock sprung free. It wasn’t as large as James, but was jet black with a slightly pink tip, and uncircumcised. She had never had an uncut penis before, so carefully examined his head as she grasped his shaft, then began licking his balls. He smelled and tasted different from James, a sharp, pungent smell, not the earthy tones of James.

“That’s it, Mary. Make him feel good,” James coached as she licked the sweat from his black nuts and caused Kevin to moan.

“Fuck, she making love to my dick,” Kevin said as she licked his shaft and took the first inch of him into her mouth. Mary's pussy was gushing from excitement as she sucked this stranger’s cock while James watched. Having an audience made the experience even more exciting.

For the next hour, Mary serviced the two black men, taking their loads deep inside, as she orgasmed multiple times. Kevin fucked fast and hard, like an animal, contrasting to James deep hard thrusts. She came for both of them, crying out loudly as Kevin finished inside of her - the knowledge that a complete stranger was depositing his sperm inside of her drove her insane with lust.

Mary lay on the lounge, sperm leaking from her pussy and her makeup and hair in disarray, watching Kevin and James getting dressed.

Kevin said, “I’m gonna be by every week for more of this!”

Mary said simply, “Only if you move accounts. And only when you have deposits to make.”

Kevin laughed, “I’ve got deposits, for you , girl.” Mary sat up and went to the desk, “Bank deposits.” She pulled out some papers, and said, “Let me get your information, you can bring your opening deposit anytime you like and I’ll handle it.”

Kevin laughed as he signed the paper, “And I’ll be tapping that fine ass at the same time”

“As long as there is an accompanying bank transaction,” she insisted.

***

Kevin was back the next day, and Mary took him to the office, where he treated her even rougher than the previous day. She was thrilled at the rough treatment, at being seen  and desired . She urged him to stop by whenever he had more.

Over the next two weeks, Kevin stopped in at least twice a week, with bags full of cash and balls full of sperm. Mary happily took them both. James was a pleasant distraction from the brutal treatment that Kevin provided.

After James’ regular visit, Mary asked if he had other friends that might want accounts. James looked amused and said “I’ll think about it.”


Chapter 6: An Offer and an Awakening

The following day, a man Mary didn’t recognize walked into the bank. He was impeccably dressed in a sharp, dark suit, and he moved with a quiet, confident grace that reminded her of James. He approached her counter, his eyes a warm, intelligent brown, and offered her a hand. "Mary, I'm Michael, head of Tuskegee Capital," he said, his voice a smooth, rich baritone. "I've heard a lot about you, about your attention to detail and your personal service."

Mary was surprised. The small-town banking community was tight-knit, but she had never met Michael. She knew Tuskegee specialized in black-owned businesses and was in a rougher part of town than Mary would normally frequent. "It's nice to meet you, Michael," she said, her heart doing a little flutter. "I'm not sure how you've heard about me, though."

He smiled, a slow, knowing grin that sent a shiver of a different kind through her. "A little bird told me you're an exceptional clerk," he said, his eyes twinkling. "And that you're particularly good at handling large, sensitive cash deposits."

Mary felt a blush creep up her neck. He knew. He knew about James and the counting room. The thought should have terrified her, but instead, it sent a thrill of pure excitement through her. He wasn't judging her; he was intrigued.

"My bank is expanding," he continued, "and we're looking for someone with your skills. I've heard that James, the bakery owner, is happy with your services. He's an important client, and we'd love to have him back. We've lost some key clients to your bank because of the lack of personalized service. We'd like to get them back, and I believe you're the one to do it."

He cocked an eye and said, “And you took Pinch, I mean Kevin. He’s a very rough customer. If you can satisfy him, I am certain you’ll be a good fit servicing  our important clients.”

Mary's mind was racing. A new job, with a new bank, and more money? The thought was exhilarating. But then, Michael's words sank in. "Servicing." The word hung in the air, a double entendre that was impossible to ignore. He wasn't just offering her a job; he was offering her a new way of life. A life where she wasn't just counting money, but "servicing" men like James, and others just like him.

"I'd like to offer you a position at my branch," he said, his voice low and conspiratorial. "You would be our personal accounts manager, specifically for our high-net-worth clients. Your job would be to ensure they are happy and that all their needs are being met. I would double your current salary, and you would have the freedom to manage your clients as you see fit."

Mary's heart was pounding. This wasn't just an offer; it was a proposition. She was no longer just a bank clerk; she was a woman with a new purpose, a woman who was being offered a new role, a new power.

"I'd be happy to discuss it further," she said, her voice a little shaky. "When can we meet?"

"How about Thursday evening?" he asked, his smile widening. "We can call it an 'interview.' I'll have all the paperwork ready for you. We can talk about your responsibilities, the salary, and the benefits. I think you'll find the offer…very appealing."

He handed her a business card with his name and phone number on it. Their fingers brushed, and the contact was brief, but it was enough to send a jolt through her. She was no longer just a faceless clerk; she was a woman who was being courted, not just for her professional skills, but for something more, something deeper, something more personal.

When she got home that evening, she found Mark in his usual spot, the television humming with the sound of a sports game. "How was your day, Mary?" he asked, his eyes never leaving the screen.

"I had a job offer," she said, her voice a little breathless with excitement. "A significant increase in pay and a new role. I'm meeting with the head of Tuskegee Capital on Thursday to discuss it."

Mark's response was flat. "That's nice, honey," he said, his eyes still fixed on the television. "Just be careful. You don't want to get into something you can't handle."

His words, intended as a warning, felt like a condemnation. He didn't see the excitement in her eyes, the thrill in her voice. He saw a potential problem, a potential threat to his comfortable, predictable life. His bland, unthinking response was the last piece of the puzzle. It was the moment she knew, with absolute certainty, that she was making the right choice. She was no longer just a wife or a teller; she was a woman with a new purpose, a woman who was going to take control of her life, one deposit at a time. The idea of "servicing" as many black men as she could was no longer just an intriguing thought; it was a new purpose, a mission.

Mary went to bed that night, the sheets cold and empty beside her, but she didn't feel alone. She felt a powerful sense of purpose, a quiet, simmering excitement that was all her own. She was no longer just a bank clerk; she was a woman on the verge of a passionate awakening, a woman who was no longer drowning in a sea of routine, but was instead riding the crest of a powerful, exhilarating wave. The world outside the counting room, the world of Mark and routine and quiet desperation, faded away, replaced by the reality of James's kiss, his powerful body pressed against hers, the raw hunger in his eyes. She was a woman who was no longer just a bank clerk; she was a woman on the verge of a passionate awakening, a woman who was no longer drowning in a sea of routine, but was instead riding the crest of a powerful, exhilarating wave. She was ready. Ready for the interview, ready for the new job, ready to "service" as many men as she could.


Chapter 7: The Interview

Thursday evening arrived, and Mary felt a nervous thrill as she drove to Tuskegee Capital. The building was modern and sleek, a stark contrast to the traditional, old-fashioned one where she worked. She was dressed in a simple, professional skirt suit, but her mind was anything but simple. The blandness of Mark's response, the memory of James's touch, and the delicious double entendre of "servicing" were all swirling in her head, a heady cocktail of desire and anticipation.

She walked through the glass doors and was immediately greeted by a smiling receptionist who directed her to a conference room. Mary’s heart pounded in her chest, a nervous, exhilarating drum solo. She took a deep breath, composed herself, and pushed open the door.

Inside, she was surprised to find not one, but three men waiting for her. Michael was there, his dark suit impeccable, a warm, knowing smile on his face. Next to him stood two other men, both well-dressed and handsome. One was tall and broad-shouldered, with a kind face and a gentle smile. The other was younger, with a sharp, angular face and eyes that seemed to miss nothing. They were all black as night, which thrilled Mary in some deep forbidden way.

Michael stood and gestured to the two men. "Mary, I'd like you to meet my partners, David and Marcus. They're part of the interview panel." He grinned, a slow, predatory smile that sent a shiver down her spine. "I just wanted to make sure you can multi-task."

Mary felt a blush creep up her neck. The words hung in the air, a brazen, unapologetic challenge. This wasn't a normal interview. This was a test. And she was determined to pass it. Mark may have no interest in her, but these men did. She could feel them undressing her with their eyes, and she couldn’t deny the wetness growing between her legs.

She sat down at the table, a sudden, powerful sense of purpose washing over her. She was no longer just a bank clerk; she was a woman on the verge of a passionate awakening, a woman who was no longer drowning in a sea of routine, but was instead riding the crest of a powerful, exhilarating wave. The thought of "servicing" as many men as she could was no longer just an intriguing thought; it was a new purpose, a mission.

Michael began the interview, his questions sharp and to the point. He asked her about her experience, her skills, and her philosophy on customer service. Mary answered with a newfound confidence, her voice clear and steady. She spoke about building relationships with clients, of anticipating their needs, and of providing a level of service that went beyond a simple transaction. As she spoke, she could feel the two other men watching her, their gazes intense and appraising. It was a physical thing, a raw, unrefined energy that made her insides clench with excitement. She knew what they were here for, and she was ready to take on the challenge.

After a few minutes, David leaned forward, his kind eyes twinkling. "Mary," he said, his voice gentle and warm, "This position requires a high level of trust and intimate exposure to our clients. Perhaps you can show how comfortable you are being exposed in those types of situations." 

This was the moment of truth. Mary knew this was no ordinary interview and had completely expected this, but she was still nervous in front of the three men—three handsome black men, all staring at her. 

Mary unsnapped the strap at her shoulder, letting part of her dress fall forward to expose her shoulder and the top of her breast. She looked at David and asked, "This type of exposure?" David smiled and nodded slightly, so Mary unsnapped the other strap on her dress, letting it fall forward. 

As her breasts were exposed, the three men let out a collective, albeit quiet, moan. Michael whispered, "How beautiful. Your skin is so white and smooth." 

David persisted, "Mary, this position requires complete exposure," as he openly stared at her. The hunger in his eyes was clear in the bulge in his pants, signifying his thoughts. Mary stood, letting the dress slide down her legs to pool at the floor. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly pushed them down, exposing her completely shaven pussy. 

All three men smiled, their bright teeth against their dark skin showing a feral hunger. She could almost feel their gazes physically running over her skin, giving her goosebumps and fueling her lust. 

As they shifted uncomfortably in their seats, Mary said boldly, "I was hoping the exposure would be a mutual trust." She gave them a wink and added, “I mean, I'd like to see how large the packages I'll be handling will be.” 

Marcus, the younger man, spoke for the first time. His voice was a low, smooth baritone that sent a shiver through her. "Impressive," he said, his eyes a dark, knowing sea of desire. He stood and stepped forward, slipping off his jacket before he kicked off his shoes and shucked his pants. As he pushed down his boxers, his cock sprung free - a long dark piece of meat, his pink cockhead glistening with pre-cum. “Let’s see if that pretty mouth can put action to words.”

He stepped forward and pressed Mary’s shoulders down, causing her to kneel. Mary could feel the blush spreading over her, could feel her nipples harden, and could only focus on the long dark cock in front of her. She reached for his straining shaft with her left hand, and as she saw her wedding ring glinting, thought, “If Mark won’t satisfy me, I’ll get what I need here.”

Mary leaned forward and took Marcus’ meat into her mouth, relishing the heat of his throbbing flesh, the tangy taste of his pre-cum. Her tongue played around the head of his cock, teasing the glans and sensitive skin, causing Marcus to moan.

She felt his hands in her hair, and heard him say, “Look at me. Eye contact, baby.”

Mary looked up and saw his grin as she felt him push forward gently, driving his dick into her mouth, nudging against the back of her throat. “Yeah, that’s it Mary. You look great with a black dick in your mouth, you know that?”

Mary could only gulp a sound around his dark rod, as he began to slowly slide in and out of her mouth, pressing against the back of her throat each time. She could feel her eyes tearing, as her pussy leaked, her lust filling her.

As he nudged against the back of her throat, she knew what he wanted, and she wanted to give it to him. Her hands moved to his ass, as she felt a thrill seeing her white skin against his back. She felt his ass cheeks in her hand, and as he pushed into her mouth, bumping the back of her throat, she pulled him deeper, forcing him down her throat as she choked and gagged.

“Wow! Mary, you are hungry, aren’t you?” Marcus said as she felt his grip increase on her head. Without warning, he pulled her face onto his throbbing rod as he groaned. Mary choked and gagged as she felt his cockhead push down her throat. She couldn’t breathe, as she looked up at him, her eyes streaming tears as she tried to cry out.

Marcus looked down at her, his eyes half lidded as she felt his balls settle against her chin. She struggled, but he just groaned and gave a few little thrusts before he yelled, “Fuck! Take it girl!” and she felt his cock pulse in her mouth, as she fought for air and could feel him shooting directly down her throat.

He was finished quickly, and mercifully, pulled out, letting her breathe again. As she fought to regain her breath, she saw that the other two had stripped as well. Both had enormous cocks, partially erect and hungry. Michael’s was thick and veiny, and David’s was longer, thinner with a huge bulbous head.

The two others were watching her and slowly stroking themselves to hardness. Mary grabbed her dress and wiped the spittle, snot and cum from her face and said simply, “Next?”

***

"Good girl," Michael grinned, "Up on the desk and spread those sweet white thighs for me." 

Mary climbed onto the desk, eager for Michael's deposit. As she sat down on the hard, cold surface, she saw the other two men watching her, which excited her even more. Michael stepped forward, his large, black member pointing at her opening. He smiled as he touched the head against her lips and asked, "Are you ready for a deposit from me, Mary? It's pretty big." 

"Oh God, yes," she breathed, "I can do it." 

Michael chuckled as he pushed into her, burying the first few inches into Mary's waiting warmth. They both moaned at the feeling, and Mary's brain was on fire as she thought about taking his entire length into her. She watched his jet-black meat sliding into her and begged him, "Please, all of it!" 

Marcus chuckled, "That girl was born for black dick." 

Mary moaned in agreement, "Yes! Yes, I was!" 

Michael couldn't hold off his urge anymore and thrust his hips forward, burying his full length into Mary, causing her to scream in agony and pleasure. "Fuck, you feel so hot. I'm going to ruin your little white pussy for your husband. Ready, Mary?" 

Mary moaned, "God, yes, do it. I need it. I need it so hard." 

The two other men chuckled as Michael grasped her hips and began pumping away at her, driving his full length deep into her repeatedly. Mary moaned and yelped every time he reached her deepest points. Her arms clung to his shoulders as she quietly whimpered, "Yes, yes, use me! Do it!" 

***

The room was filled with the sound of slapping wet flesh as Michael's colleagues watched him pounding away at their potential new hire. Mary was lost in the feeling of being stretched and filled and continued to beg Michael to fuck her harder. 

After a few minutes of this, Michael's pace picked up as he groaned, "I'm going to put a deposit deep inside you, baby. Are you ready to bring my cum home to your husband? Do you want to go home overflowing with my black cum?" 

"Oh God, yes!" Mary whimpered, her hands gripping his ass tightly to make sure he stayed inside her. All she could think about was her own body being filled with his sperm. She needed this real man's cum inside of her so badly, and she didn't care if he ruined her for her husband. 

Just then, Michael stiffened as he buried himself deep inside her, moaning loudly in her ear, "Oh God, I’m coming! Oh, God!" Mary kissed his neck as her legs stayed wrapped tightly against his, her hands feeling his ass muscles as he pumped his seed into her. 

***

Mary's brain settled into an explosion as her body began thrashing through an orgasm; the thought of this black man unleashing his sperm inside of her drove her over the edge. 

Michael didn't wait for her to finish coming. He pushed her back on the desk and pulled out, making a wet, sloppy noise. Mary was barely aware of what was happening when she suddenly felt herself filled by David. 

As her orgasm subsided, she looked up into his face as he was pumping her. He smiled and said, "I like my white women sloppy and used. You're a sloppy, used whore now, aren't you, Mary?" 

Mary grunted, "Uh huh," as he continued to fuck her. She could feel him pushing deep into her—deeper than Michael—and imagined his bulbous cock stretching her deep inside. 

David smiled and said, "Good, 'cause I'm going to pump some more black seed into you. Are you going to make your husband clean it up, or is it going to be our little secret that you let us breed you tonight?" 

Mary whimpered, "Secret." 

David sped up and said, "That's what I like—a little cheating white wife. You're going to love cheating on your husband all week, aren't you, you little slut?" 

Mary said more firmly, "Yes. I want to come home after being fucked every day. I'll be taking your customers' deposits as often as they want. That's what you want, isn't it, a little white customer service whore?" 

She heard Marcus say, "Roll over, man, I want her ass." 

Mary barely registered his words when she felt David roll, taking her with him. She was now sitting on top of him on the desk. She moved her knees up so that she could get a purchase and began riding his cock. She wanted his cum inside of her so badly. 

As she felt pressure at her pucker, she realized Marcus would not wait for her to finish. She tensed, feeling him push into her as he muttered, "Fuck, she is so tight. I bet her husband never fucks her ass." 

Mary just groaned, "No." She wasn't completely sure whether it was an answer or a direction. She didn't like anal sex, but she couldn't say no to these men. As Marcus continued to bury himself inside of her, her brain was overloaded with sensations of pain and pleasure as both men began fucking into her holes. 

The sensations were so overwhelming that she lost control of her muscles and just collapsed on top of David as Marcus began fucking her ass with purpose. 

Mary's brain was on fire, her senses overloaded. The smell of sex and sweat and new men consumed her when she finally realized that both Marcus and David were moaning loudly and stiffened. 

Mary whimpered with pleasure as she felt the two men filling her with their cum. Two men were coming inside of her at the same time! She whimpered, "Yes, come inside me. I'm your white whore." 

She continued to lie, sandwiched between the two men until they finished emptying themselves into her. She lay there as Marcus pulled out of her ass and David pushed her off, leaving her lying on the desk, leaking their cum. 

She continued lying there as she watched the men get dressed. 

Michael stood, smiling at her naked, sweat, cum, and spit-covered body and said, "I guess you have the job, honey. Start work as soon as you can if you need to give notice." 

He said, "I can tell you'll be a major attraction for high-net-worth clients. You should plan on 10 to 12 meetings a week once you're on board. Of course, most of the clients will want initial consultations, so there will be many more than that in the first month." 

“Your office has a private shower, so you can clean up between, um, meetings.” He paused, then added, “We’ve arranged a special bench installed in your office for your particular specialty, and the cleaning crew will clean and freshen every night.” 

"One of our clients is a gynecologist, and you'll have your first meeting with him. He has some shots to give you that will keep you from having periods, and, of course, make sure our clients' deposits don't grow inside you." 

Before the door swung shut, Michael said, “Oh, and you’ll be required for Board Meetings every other month. It will be us three plus three others. I have no doubt you’ll be able to handle them.” 


The three men chuckled as they left the office, and Mary lay there, dreaming of all the clients she would service. 
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Brown Always Delivers

Sampling the Butcher’s Meat

Cleaning Her Pipes

Extra (Big) Credit

Pickle Balled
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Julie Loaned Out: Beginnings of a Slutty Wife

Happily married Julie and Jim meet their new neighbors, and Julie finds herself thinking of more than just dinner and drinks after she meets the handsome married neighbor. Jim urges his wife to cheat with the older man, and Julie gives in, releasing a slutty side of herself she never imagined.

Turned on by his wife's first reluctant adventure, Jim 'loans' her to the neighbor for the day, with the instructions that she ' do whatever he wants. ' Julie agrees and completely gives herself over to being a slut, even risking pregnancy with this new man while her husband encourages her. She surprises herself at the emotions and urges unleashed by giving herself to a near stranger.
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Wife’s Secret Interracial Career

Erika was bored with her life and job, and her friend Linda had the perfect solution: A side hustle as a model with a new name and look: Ivory White, with hair and skin to match.

I was thrilled that my wife was spreading her wings and filling herself with confidence chasing this new career.  She spent more and more time modeling, until she found a new agency and new friend, both of whom promised to broaden her horizons, leveraging her exotic looks.

When Erika was being secretive about her new job, I did some snooping and found that she was spreading more than her wings, and was being filled not with confidence, but with black studs.  Now I knew why she was so secretive.

I wondered when she would tell me, if ever, and if she would ever find a scene that she wouldn’t do.  It seemed that she loved the work more than she loved me, or was it something else?


[image: ]

The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge

Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.

When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.

After Jenni explained their open marriage, she offered Jimmy as a loaner bedmate. As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed.

To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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