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When Cindy Smith heard people talk about a fetish it was always as if it was a sickness or abnormality, she, on the other hand, thought to herself that life is more intricate than one can imagine. People are a mystery, she thought, and passion is as numberless as pebbles on a beach.  Why try and count? She never tried to convince them otherwise or win over their opinion. Everyone had a public life, a private life, and a secret life. Maybe secrets were a better word than fetish. Secrets occurred in women as well as men. There were men that had a thing for Asian women, redheads, big breasted women, other men, and yada-yada-yada. And women that had a thing for black men, tall men, bald men, other women and yada-yada-yada. During a short period, Cindy drifted aimlessly from one man to the next—not many men for such a brief time, and those few proved both incompatible and unhappy. India was Cindy’s secret she kept in the closet.


The simple event that she thought started it all came on her tenth birthday when she was given a doll, an Indian princess in a red sari, as a gift. That had started her fascination with the exotic and everything India. This led to reading Rudyard Kipling’s, The Jungle Book and Rikki-Tikki-Tavi. Perhaps it was the desire of being a princess and being attractive, for she was constantly teased in school for her bad looks, or it was the desire to escape rural Oklahoma, that plunged her into reading everything about India she could get her hands on. For the most part, Cindy kept her girlhood secrets about India to herself. Her parents knew only that she yearned to travel and liked to read.


One year after graduating high school, a chance meeting at the annual Waurika Rattlesnake Hunt changed her destiny. Her father, while standing in line to use a portable toilet, met a young C-5 pilot going through training at Altus Air Force Base. He introduced the pilot, Tim, to Cindy. It is perhaps worth noting that there was nothing at all handsome in his appearance. His eyes were of a clear hazel but exceptionally brilliant, his hair red, his skin pale, with a few dark freckles and little moles. He was intelligent, well-bred, and got along well with her father. It was the stories of flying and travel that attracted Cindy to Tim. She ended up marrying Tim Smith and moved to Travis Air Force. She attended college and earned a nursing degree. Cindy had a vision of traveling the world, but the only travel she did was driving from Oklahoma to California. She married Tim to get away from rural Oklahoma, and now, two kids, and six years later, she’s an ICU nurse in a hospital in Vacaville, California. For Cindy, the act of eating wedding cake somehow altered her brain chemistry into a loving, faithful wife.


After having her second child, a miracle, or perhaps a metamorphosis, occurred when Cindy Smith turned into a model of a women—a stunning blue-eyed blond! A grown lady is changed straightway into a gorgeous woman with a perfect body and figure. There was no explaining it by any normal means. And her only regret was this: in all her life, she never experienced one of the fantasies about which she spent a lifetime brooding over in her head. She never had so much as an opportunity, except the time she drove to San Jose to watch a newly released Bollywood musical with English sub-titles, to have anything to do with India. Tim promised they would visit the Taj Mahal in the coming years. Then she met Cha Chowhury, a Bollywood actress, at Akako’s house, her neighbor down the street, and everything she could hope for had been granted. It was at that time that Cha invited her and Akako to visit Bollywood in India.


 


In her Mumbai hotel room dotted with a Darjeeling Tea leaf decoration on the covers, Cindy dropped down in the bed, mischief on her mind and smiled. She was excited to be in India, curious to learn what fascinated her. From the moment she presented her U.S. Passport to the immigration officer a tingling inside of her started. After traveling around Mumbai she felt like she had traveled the entire world! The country was a mix of the British, Persians, Pakistanis and even the Arabians—all combined into one and known as Indian Culture.


The 7 letter word culture spelled the 7 letter word C R A V I N G to Cindy. She didn't know what it was like to be with a woman but she found Cha dangerous, thrilling, and alluring. A new curiosity itched away at her, and watching Akako with Cha only added to her itch. And this at the same time she felt the exact same desires for Indian men! Cha gave her and Akako silk saris to wear on the tours. A red sari for Cindy and and orange for Akako. Cindy marveled at the way it felt, despite it altogether different than anything she had ever worn. Wearing it, she became heated in her pussy, sensitive to even touch. It was that way for two days; she could take it no longer. With only one night left in India, she could feel herself getting closer to something, a promise of unending joy. She thought about what to wear to the dance club located on the top floor of the hotel. She needed to fulfill her cravings and experience different tastes in the Land of Spices. She could not pinpoint it but there was something new in her. Perhaps it had something to do with India, a feeling that everything was changing, that a new awakening was coming. Or maybe it was an excuse for bad behavior.
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While the dancing of the Bollywood crowd was raging, Cindy stood with Akako at the rooftop bar that overlooked Mumbai. The night was overcast, but she loved the view, grey clouds with the city lights below. Cindy wore a white miniskirt over her black thong panties and low buttoned white blouse. Accentuating her perfect golden tan legs was a pair of red, four-inch stilettos. Cindy turned to the left, then to the right in the mirror behind the bar to appreciate her outfit. She pulled back her blond hair and looked at Akako in her red miniskirt. Both their outfits were gifts bought by Cha for tonight’s dance. They both waited for Cha and missed her. And there was something right about that. There was a glint in Cindy’s beautiful blue eyes as she watched the crowd dancing to the exotic nightclub music. The men and women all so young, alive, and sexy! Cindy jumped slightly when Cha squeezed by her side, wrapping an arm around her. A hot spark of lust zinged in Cindy’s brain.


“You look great!” Cha shouted. “And sexy! Do you like the outfit?”


“I do,” Cindy acknowledged with a smile, shouting over the music and giving Cha a hug. “Thank you.” As she listening to Cha, she tried not to look, but found her gaze was drawn irrestibaby toward a tall man on the other side of the bar. Is that the actor Omar Singh? He must be looking at Cha. When he returned her look, his penetrating brown eyes captivated Cindy and at the same time reflected his interest and youth. His eyes smiled at her, ‘fuck me’ he mouthed.


Cha smiled back, her white teeth shining in the club lights, as she stroked Cindy’s blond hair. She held her waist and drew her toward her.


Akako opened her mouth to say something but her attention was distracted by a drinks delivered to the three of them. The drink was called “Bhang” and was a marijuana brew that resembled Cha Tea. Bhang, an ancient Indian aphrodisiac, was reserved for Indian women on their wedding night. Cha didn’t feel at all guilty for fooling the two into the drink—she knew what they wanted, what they needed, and considered herself merely a facilitator. After all, not knowing was better because the night would be more natural, more spontaneous.


“Cindy, all the men in here want to fuck you!” Akako shouted in her ear.


“Just look how they are watching you!”


“They’re looking at Cha, not me.”


“No, baby it is you. Indian men love blue-eyed blonds! You are their fantasy!” Cha spoke loudly into her ear. Kissing her on the cheek when she was done. “Omar Singh’s eyes are falling off his face staring at you!”


“Really?” Cindy muttered, downed her drink, and swiped at her hair. The spicy, milky yogurt-like drink felt smooth all the way to her stomach before settling in and giving her an alertness she never experienced before. She strolled toward the attractive Indian actor, she knew from his films, that purposefully kept his eyes locked on her, then looked back to Akako and Cha. Cindy’s eyes were wide open and bright with knowledge. Now I understand, she thought, the looks. They’ve always lusted. His body was turning her on, enticing her, from the white shirt which clung to his thickly muscled upper body to the jeans which clearly showed a large package below his belt.


Cha could only look at her with excitement.


For a moment there was silence between the two; Akako and Cha watched her strut across the bar. The music pulsed enticingly.


Omar turned to Cindy, and held out his hand. When she took it, she pulled him into her body and moved her lips toward his face. All eyes locked on the two as the six-foot actor bent his olive head to her, her long blond hair falling back into the air. A breath later her soft mouth covered his.


Cindy tasted the cool, spicy flavor of the Indian beer he’d drank, and felt his hands pull her into him. She parted his lips with her tongue. Omar kissed her as deep and hard as if they were about to make love, and her cheeks burned from the heat—the desire. His tongue forcefully teased hers, as his teeth nibbled at the bottom of her lip. The kiss completely seared to the bottom of her soul. She felt as if she were a princess kissed by an Indian Prince. Damn, how she longed for this!  The two moved on to the middle of the dance floor.


Under the full moon, as if on the top of the world, the water struck from the Arabian Sea in sheets of rain and more sheets of rain. For about ten seconds, everyone stopped dancing as the first wave of rain fell. Everyone looked up at the sky, happier still as the warm rain clung to the clothes, making nipples visible and groin protrusions prominent. The dancing increased with a fiery passion in the hot tropical night as wet bodies on the dance floor writhed and shimmied against each other. Three to four other Indian men seemed to be dancing with Cindy along with Omar. She was often sandwiched by the wet bodies, feeling their erections rubbing against her. Omar did not seem to mind.


“I love the rain!” Omar yelled, sucking his fingers and pulling Cindy closer in the dance. His wet shirt clung to his chest and the water made his torso shine, even through the thin material.


She tasted the sweat mixed with the water from his neck, and, yes, she loved the rain more than any time in her life. When it came to sex, Cindy had always been reserved and a follower—but not now. All her self-control was out the window, seeing Akako and Cha bumping and grinding with a slew of Indian men only added to her lust, created by the groping she was getting, and for the first time in her life her inner passion showed. She felt as if she were walking in the dark on unfamiliar terrain, and she loved it!


After dancing, Cindy tried to control the urges and butterflies in her stomach. “I’ve seen a few of your films.” She quipped lightly in Omar’s ear.


“Oh, do you know many actors then?”


Cindy giggled, “No, you are the first.” Cindy took a big gulp of the drink that Cha handed her, finishing it and setting the empty glass on the nearby bar.


“My girlfriend will be here soon, she will be looking for me,” Omar said, looking at his Rolex.


“I have to get your autograph! Can you come to my room and sign my Bollywood Book?”


His eyes cleared with sudden understanding, “Is your room here in . . . . ?”


She quickly nodded. “Let’s go. Follow me. I don’t want you to get in trouble,” she smiled seductively, feeling the dampness between her legs soaking her panties while she saw the heated look he gave her. I need, she thought, him inside me, filling and stretching me. Her head lowered as visions of what he would do to her flushed through her brain.


Omar nodded, and stayed a little behind her as he walked out of the bar, hoping no one noticed.


Cha smiled at Akako and ordered her another Bhang.
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After two minutes of justifying to Omar, in-between kisses, that she never did this before, Cindy was sitting on the couch pulling his pants down.


Standing only in his underwear, she saw the outline of his hard cock in front of her, felt the heat of his masculinity, and his smell drifted to her heightened senses, and she took a deep breath.


“I want to suck Indian cock!” she whispered in a pant. “I want you to fuck my mouth.”


The way Cindy whispered it, for Omar to hear, while panting, drove him wild. Her voice came out in a throaty whisper. It was the sexiest words he ever heard.


“I’m here to please you, so start sucking,” he responded, his voice sending chills down Cindy’s spine, and he shivered too, but it could have been from the wet clothes he just removed.


She stared directly at Omar’s seven-inch uncut cock while pulling his underwear down. His cock was shaved of all hair—this excited Cindy, she had never experienced such size, attractiveness of the olive color, and the uniqueness of an uncircumcised cock. The combination of it all drove her into a frenzy, a feeding frenzy!


Omar looked down and saw her blue eyes look up at him as she ran the flat of her tongue all the way up his cock, from bottom to top, before wrapping her lips around his meat, taking as much as she could to the back of her throat. He gripped a bunch of blond hair in his fist and pumped his rock hard cock in and out of her mouth.


She wrapped her fingers around the base, moving them in unison with her lips, and moaned while sucking faster and faster. He hit the back of her throat over and over again, until she had no sense of time or place, only the sensation of the cock fucking her mouth more thoroughly than any man had done so in her past. Omar let out a guttural moan as his legs involuntarily tensed while his cock twitched. She responded by holding her tongue out inches away from the swollen head ready for an eruption. Thick spurts of cum shot from the tip, landing across her waiting lips and tongue. This was her cue to wrap her lips around his cock and milk him for every last drop of the Indian Juice she craved. As his orgasm took him, Omar simply held Cindy’s head in place; his cum filled her mouth in three huge bursts.


She did her best to swallow all his seed; but there was so much that it dribbled from the side of her mouth and ran down her chin in a trickle. She raised her eyes to his and slowly, deliberately, licked her hand as she scooped the juice from her chin.


“I want more!” She panted while attempting to milk him still further—all she could think of was how long would it take him to recover so he could fuck her.


To her surprise, Omar began sending a text on his phone. Then he bent down and whispered in her ear, “Cha has two guys she wants you to meet. They will be here shortly. Now get on the bed while I unlock your door.”


Weak, with legs trembling, she did as he commanded, removing all her clothes except her four-inch stilettos. When Omar returned Cindy’s thighs were spread wide, her feet on the floor. She was on her back with her arms over her head, open and ready. The musky feminine scent and sight of her shaven pussy was more than Omar could bear. “It is my turn to please you,” he said. With his thumb he massaged her clit in circles, until she was close to peaking. When her body began to tremble with orgasm, he quickly covered her pussy with his hot mouth, and sucked vigorously on her clit. She came within seconds, groaning in delight as her juices spilled into his mouth.


Omar looked over his shoulder, behind him, at the two six-footers, full of muscles, Punjabi men standing in the room—Cha’s gift to Cindy. Her face shone with excitement, he could tell they met her approval. “It is time for me to say good-by, my dear. I believe you are in good hands,” Omar said in clear dismissal.


 


Just the sight of the two brought intense lust to Cindy and made the nastiest of thoughts pop into her head. She stood from the bed and displayed herself for viewing. A smile pasted on her face, though inside she was shivering with lust as the two encroached on her. “Do you like what you see?”


“Nice,” a deep melodic, voice sounded from Alam, the taller of the two. “I have never been with a blond with blue eyes. What is your name?”


“No,” Cindy replied, moving between the two and feeling both erections through their jeans. Her nipples protruded like erasers and blood pooled to her clit at the sound of his voice. “Cindy.”


“Hi, Cindy. I am Talwar and this is Alam,” Talwar said, sandwiching her next to his friend and leaning in kissing her full on the lips.


Cindy’s breath was shaky as she could feel the heat and electricity emanating as she was trapped between two sexy men. Alam had devilishly managed to poke his fingers into her pussy and she grinded into his hand while kissing Talwar. An incendiary heat overtook Cindy and her moans became primal as if she were an animal preparing to mate.


“We want to watch you suck our horse cocks, Cindy,” Alam said in a tone that was part plea, but mostly demand as he brought Cindy to her first climax with his fingers and hand.


The two made no attempt to slow the removal of all their clothes; both stood before Cindy, who was on her knees, as they stroked what had to be 9-10 inches of thick, uncut light brown cock. She was mesmerized, as if in a trance before two bronze gods, as she held her breath, in anticipation she began to salivate looking at the two endowments. Oh, my God! She thought, I’ve never taken anything that BIG, in my mouth or elsewhere. Her pussy began to pulsate, the thumping reverberating throughout her entire body. She let out her breath; her breathing became ragged, and her breast began to swell with excitement. Both cocks leaked a shimmering clear bead of precum. Without thinking, her tongue darted out of her mouth to lick that clear honey from the tip, and in between the foreskin, then darted over to the other cock so she could taste Talwar.


After a taste, Cindy could hold out no longer. She instinctively began pumping both cocks, amazed at the foreskin going over the heads, the clean shaven appearance, and the sheer size. She slides one in her mouth and rotated back and forth between cocks. She even held the two cocks together wrapped in both hands. She tasted the saltiness of precum coating her taste buds and spilling down the back of her throat as she was pumped by the two weapons in and out of her wet mouth. Hyped on the clarity that sometimes comes to the drugged mind, she was dizzy but delirious with excitement and lust, Cindy stripped away her inhibitions. Looking up for approval she could see it was driving them wild, which fueled her own frenzy. The two took turns thrusting into her mouth, back and forth, urging her to go deeper as drool spilled down her chin. She let out a squeal of delight between rotations. She was so wet that her juices left a wet spot on the carpet. Tears streamed down her face as they pumped faster, passing her head back and forth. She loved it!


“She is so hungry! Isn't she, Alam?” Talwar groaned.


“She is, but I cannot take this much longer. I have to fuck her!” Alam said, moving her over the bed.


Talwar held her head in his hands as he positioned himself over her face. She quickly latched her lips around his cock and continued her feeding.


Alam positioned the head of his swollen cock at the entrance of her soaked slit. Using the head of his uncut cock, Alam massaged her clit in circles, until she was about to peak. When she began to tremble and squirm with orgasm, he rammed his big brown cock into her pink folds. A muffled scream escaped her cock-filled mouth, but Talwar held her head in place as he prepared to unload in her mouth.


Alam thrust in and out of her soaked pussy and pounded her mercilessly. Her entire body shook with each thrust as Alam held Talwar’s shoulders in front of him to help stabilize himself and increase his thrusts. Touching another man only added to Alam’s excitement. When Talwar turned his head and looked into Alam’s eyes, Alam knew he enjoyed the touch. Alam sensed the need to do more. He found himself reaching around and wrapping his hands on Talwar’s firm muscular chest. Talwar’s excitement showed in his rock hard cock as Alam twisted his nipples. He glanced to his side, giving Alam a lewd smile of approval. Alam stopped thrusting into Cindy but his entire ten inches were pushed in all the way. Alam pondered Talwar’s reaction for a second, then to his own surprise his arm crept down and with his right hand he grabbed Talwar’s cock at the base and gently began a pumping motion, often hitting Cindy’s lips as he helped to feed her. It was as if his hand went there naturally—it was what both men craved and now there were no barriers to stop them. Alam’s left hand held Talwar’s pectoral muscle, and Alam was so close to him that his hot breath was felt in Talwar’s ear.


 


Cindy saw the hot looks of lust exchanged between Alam and Talwar when Alam wrapped his fingers around the base of Talwar’s thick meat covered with her saliva. This image sent her into an exploding orgasm. Cindy learned to breath through her nose while sucking Talwar’s cock, and as she orgasmed she waited for Talwar to climax, fully expecting him to hold her head in place. But to her surprise, as his orgasm took him, Talwar pulled his cock from out of her mouth and let Alam slowly milk the semen onto the tip of Cindy’s waiting tongue. This set off a trifecta of orgasms as Alam dumped his load in her pussy.


The sound of two males in satisfaction rumbled as the orgasms for Cindy kept coming. She orgasmed again, then another, then one more; she was licking the deflated cock, her passion was satisfied. She was definitely more than just all right.


Her freshly fucked pussy is dripping Alam’s cream and calls out to Talwar, begging for him to take a taste. He had never seen such a beautiful, erotic sight. He drops to his knees and begins sucking, lapping, and slurping the warm juices. He feels the beast in him take over. The beast that knows no boundaries, no rules. He closes his mouth over her clit and sends Cindy into her last shattering climax.


The moment was incredibly intense and afterwards the only sounds that could be heard were the soft snorting of Cindy as she slept. She had a dream. She was surrounded by Indian Belly Dancers at the Taj Mahal. She hadn't dreamed in a long time. So long, in fact, that it took a while to realize what was happening.
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Cha Chowhury remembered very well the first occasion on which she first saw Cindy Smith. It was the details of the glimpse she had of her then that made it hard to believe, for, it was as if her mind played a fantastic trick. The funny thing is that she never imagined it would come to this.


Akako wore only red four-inch stilettos and a thick leather strap-on harness and a 9” black rubber cock that was deeply studded around the head. “How did you ever think about this? I feel so dirty and want to fuck like a black man!” Akako said, positioning herself over Cindy sleeping in the bed.


“I think she will like it,” Cha said, looking at Cindy’s blond hair on the pillow, her smooth and natural skin, and her long slender legs. Cha looked hungry. Full of desire. And she was staring right into Cindy’s eyes when she awoke.


“Hello, Cindy,” Cha beamed, lowering her head and kissing her on the lips. It was a brief kiss but it made Cha weak looking into her sparkling blue eyes. Cha was on fire within seconds.


Cindy wrapped her slender arms around Cha’s neck and drew her in. At first their lips touched softly, like the touch of a puppy, but within seconds the kiss deepened, became more passionate and heated. Cha tasted the flavor of cum in her mouth and this further fueled her passion.


Naked, Cha positioned herself over Cindy and moved her pussy toward her face, still with that look of of hunger on her, but Cindy saw something else—something that made her already wet pussy throb with excitement--Akako moving between her legs with the strap-on studded beast. Cindy flashed an evil little grin to her two friends. “I like the view,” she replied, looking at her first sight of another woman’s pussy and a black rubber cock.


Cha’s beautiful brown pussy was inches away from Cindy’s tongue—Cha’s hands cradled around her head—as her pussy moved to her outstretched tongue. Cindy took in the splendor of Cha’s glistening pussy, her proud clit protruding—begging to be licked, teased—sucked. Cha held that position for what seemed like ages for Cindy, but was just a second or two before she leaned into her tongue, closing her eyes as Cindy closed hers—as her soft lips tasted her first pussy.


“Oh my god!” Cindy screamed, as Akako inserted the cock and began fucking her in a steady, rhythmic cadence. Cindy wasted no time moving with the rhythm of the thrusting. Akako saw she was enjoying the ride and could tell she was about to unleash a monumental orgasm. She wanted to accommodate her.


The experience of fucking another woman made Akako feel nasty, fulfilled, and powerful—and at that moment she decided she liked it. She grabbed the back of her ass cheeks, squeezing them—pulling Cindy closer and feeling her arch and buck against the pounding while she ate Cha’s pussy. Akako was so full of desire and the friction of the strap-on rubbing against her clit sent her into an orgasm—she buried the nine-inch thick cock inside Cindy’s pussy.


“Oh, Cindy! I wanted this from the first time I saw you,” Cha gasped, holding Cindy’s head into her groin—pulling her into her, making her lap up her juices as Akako fucked her. Cindy quickly hit Cha’s G-Spot, as she sucked her pulsating clit. Cha could not take it as her legs began to buckle and her juices streamed into Cindy’s mouth. Cha tilted her head back in climax as Akako fondled her tits. The arousal and yearning for each other increased even more for the three. Cha turned her head and met Akako’s lips for a passionate kiss.


Cha moved to Cindy’s pussy and began to savor the delicious taste of a juicy well-fucked pussy. She licked and sucked and nibbled her folds while her juices were flowing and tasted the best of her. The sight of the black rubber cock excited Cindy and for the first time she wandered what it would be like to get pounded by a big black cock. She began to remember all the black workers that visited Akako’s house while her husband was gone. This excited her! She trembled as wave after wave of orgasm hit her.


With her ass in the air over Cindy, Akako mounted Cha with the black cock. Cindy helped by licking and rubbing Cha’s clit, and soon Akako felt Cha clench as an intense climax started in her pussy and moved to her brain. Wave after wave of orgasms rushed over the three until the bodies became completely limp.


Side by side, the three lay on the bed, sleeping, touching each other, and kissing. They knew the blissful moment would end soon in a few hours when Cindy and Akako flew back to San Francisco.
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A small poster, Bollywood Nights, one of Cha’s movies hung on the wall of her small office in the ICU at the Vacaville hospital in California. On breaks, she looked at it over and over again. When working a double shift, she sits, drinks coffee, and thinks about dancing in the rain on the rooftop bar in India. In that way, she lived her life.


Adjacent to the nursing books is her desk, above which hangs a doll with blond hair dressed in a red sari. The doll she had made in India. Next to it is another doll, the Indian princess doll she had as a child.


If someone asked her if she was happy, she would say yes because she lived her dreams.


 


_____________________________________________


 







Special Excerpt, First Taste




Chapter One


 


Akako Kurosawa sat in the window seat of the Shinkansen, the high speed train known as the Bullet Train, looking out over the rice fields. She removed a small box of See’s Candy from her Louis Vuitton handbag, both a gift from her father. The box said assorted chocolates on the outside. She found the candy deceitfully, alluring and chewing one she thought of her father. He was a company man, the CFO (chief financial officer) of a large Japanese conglomerate called Miyobo. He never ate chocolate and the thought of putting something sweet in his mouth to wet his appetite made him ill. Akako found it was a pleasant combination, the chocolate and green tea. There is no dignity in eating sweets. Dignity and reputation, along with status, the hallmark traits instilled in her by her father and Japanese culture. She had a habit of holding her handbag to her nose and inhaling her status. But she was on the verge of going against everything she had learnt in her nineteen years of a privileged upbringing in Osaka. She was desperate to keep this trip a secret.


The trip was a huge adventure, Akako thought excitedly. And at nineteen, she remained blissfully unaware of the raging hormones coursing in her loins. There was something about Caucasian men she found exotic. In the back of her mind she knew she would never marry a Japanese man—a huge blow to her father. This trip to Yokota Air Base, to experiment with her English, was supposedly a trip to visit her girlfriend in Tokyo and tour temples. The visit with her girlfriend part of the story was true. After changing train lines in Yokohama, she would meet Yuki, her girlfriend, at Mos Burger in the city of Fussa, next to the air base. It was fun to get away from the tight knit community of her affluent suburban life, a life that saw everything . . . even the secrets kept in human hearts.


It was seven thirty at night and Akako was waiting for Yuki at Mos Burger when her DoCoMo phone chirped. It was Yuki with a text. She read the Japanese characters in the message. “CANNOT MAKE IT, FRIEND WILL GET YOU ON BASE, SORRY,” the text read. She was texting a reply when she received another text, “HE IS ON THE WAY.” Again she went back to typing her response when Yuki sent her final text, “HE IS BLACK!” She put the phone down with something like horror.
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